
        
            
                
            
        

    
HOTWIFE HOT DATE

Part 2

DUKE KENT


Copyright 2024 Duke Kent.

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be used, reproduced, or distributed without the author’s permission except for brief quotes used in critical reviews and articles.

This book is a work of fiction. All imagined characters of this story are consenting adults. All names, characters, locations, situations, and organizations are fictitious and products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to events, places, products, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Image resource: Depositphotos


TABLE OF CONTENTS

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5


CHAPTER 1

“Are we almost there?” I asked Judah. I was the one driving.

Judah didn’t answer. I slowed down the car and looked at the rearview mirror. Judah and my wife, Aya, were locked in a torrid kiss.

Aya noticed I was looking at them. She tapped Judah’s shoulder. Judah looked at me and ended the kiss.

“Yeah, Finn? Sorry, man, I didn’t hear you.”

Aya smiled shyly at me. She was blushing. Her left hand rested on Judah’s thigh.

“Are we near the cabin?” I asked again. I kept my voice steady. Judah and Aya had been making out in the backseat since we left his house half an hour ago.

Judah looked outside. We left the main road of Lakestone Alley. We were now on the secondary road. The road is still concrete. There are only two lanes. The road is mostly straight. Large oak and pine trees grow on the side of the road. They grow naturally at the foot of the Eastway mountain range.

Aya rolled her window down and I glanced at her from the rearview mirror. She met my eyes and smiled sweetly at me. The wind gently swept her hair. She held it with her hand.

“Are we lost?” I asked Judah.

“Huh? I lost my concentration because of Aya here,” Judah said. He placed his huge arm around my wife’s shoulders. He whispered something to her. Aya smiled. “No, we are not lost, Finn. We’re near. Slow down. There. Do you see? There’s an entrance to a gravel road. Just turn right and enter that road and we will be at the cabin in five minutes.”

“Are your friends already there?” Aya asked Judah.

Judah took his phone out of his pocket and checked his messages. “Yeah. They are. Ryan and Andy are already there. They are excited to meet you, Aya.”

“Oh. That’s nice,” my wife said.

“Just drive straight and you’ll see the cabin soon,” Judah told me.

I didn’t rush. It was near midday and the sun was high in the sky. Lake Eastway is humid and hot, but the long branches and the green leaves of the oak and maple trees provide a cool shade. Small green grass grows between the gravel stones.

I looked at the rearview mirror again. My wife and Judah were talking in a low voice. They were smiling, whispering. Aya held Judah’s hand. Judah kissed the side of her neck. He squeezed her boobs.

If another person looked at them, that person would assume that they are a married couple. They wouldn’t guess that today was only the third time they met.

The first time was in a grocery store, where Judah asked for Aya’s number. The second time was at Judah’s house. That was only a week ago.

I tapped my finger on the steering wheel. I looked straight at the uneven road as I drove. Aya and Judah were at it in the backseat again. I could hear them French-kissing. I took a deep breath and calmed myself. I noticed that my arm was sweating. I had a hard-on.

This is ridiculous – my stunning wife making out with another man in the backseat of my own car.

All of these started because of me. I convinced Aya to try signing in a dating app. For what, you ask? Well, I thought it would be hot seeing my pretty wife date another man. That would be peak fantasy. At first, Aya was unsure, but she eventually said yes. Now that I think about it, it didn’t really take that much effort from me to convince her.

With a hot body, gorgeous face, and sweet personality, finding another man to date is easy for Aya. Among hundreds of men who messaged her, she chose Judah Gibson.

Judah is Aya’s type. He’s tall and rough and massive and he’s older than her by several years. Last week, he invited us to his lakehouse. We walked on the shoreline. We chilled on Judah’s deck and we watched the sunset and took photos of the beautiful lake. Judah held Aya’s hand. He wrapped his huge arms around her slim waist. They had sex in his living room while I watched.

“Judah called me,” Aya said to me a few days ago. We were inside a coffee shop on Aspen Street. “He’s, um, inviting us for a weekend stay in his log cabin. It’s in Eastway, near the lake.”

“Oh. He has a log cabin?” I asked. Aya was in her office outfit – a white blouse with two buttons undone and a pencil skirt. Her hair was up in a cute bun, held by a hairpin. She had glasses on.

“Well, he said his friend owns it?” Aya paused. She reached across the table and held my hand, giving me a sweet smile. “What do you think, babe? We’re not doing anything this coming weekend, right? Can we go, please? I’ve never stayed in a log cabin before. He said some of his friends will be there.”

“Uh, some of his friends? Guy friends?”

“Um, I didn’t ask him,” Aya said. The man sitting at the table beside us kept glancing at Aya’s legs. He placed his phone vertically on top of the table. He clicked several times. I think he was discreetly taking photos of Aya.

“Aren’t you and Judah maybe, um, moving too fast, babe? I mean, you just met each other a week ago and you know . . .”

Aya blushed. She rubbed her thumb on my palm. “Well, we met months before that. At the grocery store, right? When he introduced himself to me.” Aya looked outside the coffee shop. She looked down at our hands. “I mean, if you think we’re moving too fast, I’ll just tell Judah we can’t accept his invite. I’ll just make an excuse or something . . .”

Aya looked up at me with her best pleading eyes, a cute pout on her lips. It was impossible to say no to that look. I shook my head and grinned at her. Aya smiled and squeezed my hand, knowing what I would say next. I glanced at her perfect cleavage and met her eyes.

“Alright,” I said. “Alright. Let’s go to Judah’s cabin.”

And that’s why we are here. I glanced at the rearview mirror. Judah was planting kisses on Aya’s neck. Her eyes were closed, her head tilted upwards. She was moaning. Judah’s left hand was caressing her tits. His hand was inside her dress.

“Is that the place?” I asked. The road is straight. I could see the log cabin now.

“Yeah,” Judah answered. He stopped kissing my wife but continued squeezing her tits. “So, game plan.”

“Game plan?” Aya asked him.

“Yeah,” Judah grinned at her and looked in the mirror and met my eyes. “Andy and Ryan – my friends are already there waiting for us. I told them that I would be arriving with Aya. I told them that she’s my girlfriend.”

“Oh,” Aya said. She looked at me. I stopped the car in the middle of the small gravel road.

“Your girlfriend?” I asked Judah.

He grinned at me and shrugged as if everything was under control. No worries. “It lessens complication, right? I mean, it would be hard to explain to them why on earth I would be bringing a married couple to our yearly meetup. Its simpler if I just tell them that Aya’s my girlfriend. So, that’s what I did. Makes sense, right? Guys?”

It was alright with Aya. I could see that they already talked about it. Really? Aya now has to pretend she’s Judah’s sweet new girlfriend while we’re here? She has to act like she’s not my wife in front of strangers. Well, what Judah was proposing wasn’t really a lie. Right? My wife is his new girlfriend.

They already had sex. Aya loved it. Aya couldn’t get enough of him. It was obvious from the wistful tone of her voice when she talked about him, from her cute giggles and smiles when she spoke to him on the phone, from how she looked at him and kissed him.

I noticed all that and I’m jealous and it turned me on. Fuck. I knew this guy was trouble the first time I laid my eyes on him. But he is the one Aya wants. I initiated all this when I told her to sign up in that dating app. I’m just reaping what I sowed.

Judah’s hand was still inside Aya’s dress. They were looking at me, waiting for my decision. I’m still the husband.

“Fine, sure,” I said. “That makes sense.”

Judah let go of my wife’s tits and patted my shoulder. “Thanks, buddy,” he said.

“But how would you introduce Finn to them? They would ask who he is,” Aya asked him.

“Yeah. I’m still thinking about that. I cant tell them he’s a friend of mine. He’s not part of the group. Bringing another friend that is not part of our group wouldn’t be right.”

“Maybe you can tell them that he’s my friend?” Aya suggested.

“I don’t think that would work, too. They would ask me why I would bring a friend of my girlfriend,” Judah grinned at my wife. “Hey, babe, can you give me a blowjob while I’m thinking? It helps me think better, you know. Sharpens my concentration.”

Aya laughed cutely and gently pinched Judah’s thigh. “We’re almost at the cabin. Maybe later? Look. Are those Ryan and Andy?”


CHAPTER 2

“Guys, this is Aya. My girlfriend,” Judah proudly introduced my wife to his friends.

Andy Conway is a businessman. He owns several gas stations in Eastway. He’s about the same age as Judah Gibson. He’s in his mid-forties. He looks like an older actor. Andy is nearly as tall as Judah but isn’t as massive as him. He is slimmer. He has the structure of a long-distance runner or maybe a mountain climber. He was wearing a gray shirt and gray pants. He looks smart. He looks like a gentleman. Aya instantly liked him. He gave Aya a big smile and hugged her tight. He kissed her cheek.

“This is Andy,” Judah said when he introduced him. I was behind them, my hands in my pocket. Judah pointed to his other friend. “And this is Ryan.”

Ryan Briggs is a cop. He’s in his mid or late thirties. He’s slightly shorter than Judah and Andy. He’s about my height. He’s solid and compact – a man who regularly goes to the gym. He was wearing a red and orange Hawaiian shirt with buttons undone at the top. Aya looked at the growling tiger tattoo on his chest. Ryan Briggs grinned appreciatively at my wife. He wants to fuck her. Of course, he wants to fuck Aya. Every hot-blooded male wants to fuck my wife. He hugged her. Aya hugged him back. Ryan wrapped his arms around her waist. This hug was longer.

“Um, nice to meet you guys,” Aya said. The hot weather was making her blush a bit. She brushed her hair behind her ear.

Both men looked at Judah as if to ask Damn, man, where did you find this smoking hot number? There was a pause. Nobody said anything for a few seconds. All we could hear was the sound of the light wind, the crackling of oil on the grill, the chirping of the birds, the swaying of the branches from the willow and alder trees around us, and the calm ripples of Lake Eastway.

Judah had his arms crossed on his chest, a small smile on his lips. He watched as his two friends admired my wife.

Aya was wearing a semi-backless, A-shape blue dress with a low-cut neckline, which displayed her yummy cleavage. The hem of her blue dress reached mid-thigh, offering us a good view of her long and delicious legs.

Andy whistled softly and raised an eyebrow at Judah. Ryan looked around and swore under his breath.

“This guy’s your boyfriend?” Andy asked Aya. “Truly?” Aya nodded.

“This old ugly guy? This guy’s your boyfriend?” Ryan followed up on Andy’s question. Ryan placed his hand on Judah’s shoulder.

“You guys are just assholes,” Judah said to his friends, grinning.

Aya hugged Judah’s huge arm and pressed her tits against it. I know that felt like heaven. “He’s not ugly and he’s not old. He’s only forty-five. He’s handsome,” Aya said.

“Fuck me,” Ryan said and shook his head in disbelief. “I wish I have your luck with women, man.”

“Look who’s talking,” Andy said.

“Oh, and this is Finley,” Judah pointed at me with his thumb. An afterthought. I think that was the first time Ryan and Andy noticed that I was there. Aya had monopoly of their attention the moment she stepped out of the car. “You can call him Finn. He’s, uh, he’s my assistant.”

“Hey, man. Welcome to our little place by the lake,” Andy said. They both shook my hand. Ryan patted my arm.

“He’s your assistant? You’re a truck driver. Why would you need an assistant?” Ryan asked.

“I’m going back into business.”

“Good for you, man. Look at you, finally getting back on your feet,” Andy said to Judah while enjoying looking at my wife’s breasts.

Judah placed his arm around my wife’s shoulders as if to say its all because of Aya – this hot new girlfriend of mine.

“Let’s get you guys inside,” Andy said. “Do you need help with your bags?”

“Finn got it,” Judah said. Aya looked back at me to check if I was okay with all of these – with her pretending she was Judah’s girlfriend and me being his assistant. I shrugged and smiled at her.

We are already here. I already agreed. Might as well enjoy our time while we are here. Right?

Aya nodded. I’ll make it up to you, babe, when we get back home, her eyes communicated. I promise.

But, yeah, I could enjoy my time here. This is a nice place. A nice log cabin beside a beautiful lake. What I wouldn’t experience, however, is enjoying my time here with my wife. Because Aya is not my wife right now. Aya would be Judah’s this weekend. The sweet moments I had planned to have with her in this beautiful place wouldn’t happen. Let’s just take this one step at a time, I guess. Let’s see what happens.

I walked back to the car to get our things. There were only four bags to carry. One bag each for Judah and me, two bags for Aya. Ryan Briggs helped me with them.

“Thanks, man,” I said to him. I looked around. The log cabin is rustic and weathered but it is sturdy and clean and well-maintained. A wooden deck made of planks of reddish-brown cedar wood extends from the cabin. There is a swimming platform. On the deck is a rectangular table and five lounge chairs. The large deck faces the serene lake. “Nice place you guys have here. Do you own this place? Or Andy?” I asked Ryan.

“Nah. There’s another person in our group. His name’s Buck. He’s a rich guy. He ain’t here right now. He’s overseas. But he lets us use his cabin anytime we want. No charge. Free of rent. Generous guy. What do you think of her?”

“I’m sorry?” I asked him. We were going up the wooden deck.

“Aya. She’s absolutely hot, isn’t she? Look at her ass and legs, man. Maybe she’s a model. She looks like it. Do you know if she’s a model or something?”

“Eh, I’m not sure. But yeah, she is absolutely hot. There is no question about that.”

“I envy that big bastard,” Ryan said, smiling. It wasn’t an insult to his friend. He was impressed.

The four of us walked inside the cabin. Andy stayed outside and resumed grilling. The living room of the log cabin is cozy. There’s a stone fireplace. A large painting of the Eastway mountain range hangs on the wall. A leather sofa. Couches for relaxation. A coffee table. Two bookshelves filled with books about history and science and fiction. A functional kitchen where the cabinets and countertop are all made of hardwood. Two bathrooms in the hallway and another one in the main bedroom.

“Not bad, huh?” Judah said to us. Aya nodded. She held Judah’s hand.

The cabin has four rooms. A main bedroom and two guestrooms. Andy and Ryan had the guestrooms. Judah opened the door of the main bedroom.

Judah glanced at me. Aya looked at the bed. “Uh, I guess Aya and I will be staying in this room,” Judah said.

“Of course,” Ryan said. Of course.

I placed their bags on the bed. Aya looked at me. She smiled at me apologetically. I simply smiled back and did a slight shrug. Of course, she and Judah would be in the same room. She’s his boyfriend. I knew this would happen, but I still wasn’t prepared. Aya sat down on their bed and smoothed her skirt. Ryan happily leered at her legs. Their eyes met. She gave him a shy smile.

Judah thanked me for bringing their bags. He looked around their room as if it was the first time he had seen it. He stretched his arms and put both hands on his hips. He tilted his head from side to side. He yawned.

“I think we’re going to take a short rest,” Judah said. He took a step towards Aya, who was sitting on the bed. Her face was a few feet away from his dick. “How about we take a short nap, babe?” Judah asked my wife. Aya glanced at me and then looked up at Judah and nodded at him. “We’ll follow you guys out shortly. We’ll just rest for a bit,” Judah said. “It was a long ride.”

A long ride? It was only a half-hour ride from your house to here. And I was the one who did the driving. You spent your time in the backseat making out with my wife. I couldn’t say these things, of course. Ryan was standing beside me.

“Well,” Ryan grinned. “We will leave you two to it then.” Ryan and I walked out of the bedroom and I closed the door. Aya gave me a small wave. Later, babe.

There was no spare room for me, so I guessed I would be sleeping on the couch in the living room. I looked at it. As couches go, it wasn’t so bad. It was wide and soft and it looked clean. I placed my bag beside it on the floor and then went outside and helped Andy and Ryan with the cooking.

“He always gets the prettiest women,” Ryan said. He was sitting on the lounge chair, smoking, his feet on top of another chair. He didn’t help us with the cooking. 

“That he does,” Andy said.

“Remember Alenna?” Ryan asked his friend. I flipped the pork.

“Alenna?” I asked Ryan.

“Alenna is Judah’s ex-wife. She’s hot as hell, too. Tall. Sexy. Hourglass figure.”

“Remember that summer three years ago?” Ryan asked Andy. Andy took a drink of cold soda.

“I could never forget that day,” Andy said, grinning and wiping his sweaty neck with a moist towel.

“That was one of the best summers. Top three in my book. Unforgettable. I still think about that from time to time.”

“What happened?” I asked.

Ryan and Andy looked at each other. Should we tell the new guy? that look said. Andy shrugged and nodded. Well, he’s already here. He’s part of the group now.

“Whats your name again?” Andy asked me.

“Uh, me? Finley. Finn.”

“Three years ago, I had sex with Alenna,” Andy said, relishing the memory.

“You had sex with your friend’s wife,” I asked.

“I had sex with Alenna, too,” Ryan said after taking a long drag of his cigarette. He nodded happily. “Oh yeah. We had sex with Judah’s hot wife. Here. In this cabin.”

“Really?” I asked them. The meat was well-grilled now. I sat down. Andy handed me a cold can of lemon soda from the cooler they brought. I looked up. We were under the shade of the tree. I drank the soda and leaned back, interested to hear this story of how Andy and Ryan fucked their friend’s wife.

I haven’t met Alenna, Judah’s ex-wife, but I have seen some of her photos on social media. Aya showed them to me. Judah’s ex is truly stunning. Tall. Long legs. Gorgeous face. Firm breasts. Kissable lips. Lovely eyes. Very fuckable. A sex goddess. As fuckable as Aya. Judah and his ex-wife are still online friends.

“Oh yeah. Andy here and I fucked her,” Ryan said proudly.

“And did he know?” I pointed to the cabin with my thumb. The cabin where my wife and Judah were “napping.” I wiped the sweat from my chin. My wife and his new boyfriend weren’t resting in the bedroom, of course. They were busy doing something else.

Aya’s probably riding Judah’s massive cock right now at this exact moment. I imagined Aya on top of him. His thick cock buried inside her sweet pussy. She’s grinding back and forth. Moaning, biting her lip. Judah’s huge cock hitting all her sensitive spots. Making her moan louder. That scene in my mind was giving me a hard-on.

“Did Judah know that we fucked his beautiful ex-wife?” Ryan said. “Of course. He was there. Watching us.”

Andy sat down on another chair beside Ryan. He stretched his legs. There was a round firepit between us. The chairs were positioned around it. “So, what happened was Judah asked Alenna to seduce us. She was game with it. The three of us. We took turns with her and she loved every moment of it. She really wanted it.”

“Alenna gave amazing head,” Ryan said. “And the grip of her pussy when she rode my dick? Oh wow. So tight. So juicy. So creamy,” Ryan looked up at the sky. He was wearing sunglasses. “Alenna’s in New York. But we still chat from time to time.”

Andy looked at the cabin. “They are having fun right now.”

“Yes, they are,” Ryan agreed.

“That new girlfriend of Judah’s is damn pretty,” Andy said. “Petite but sexy. Curves on the right places. Cute butt. Firm breasts. My favorite. I could carry her easily. Fuck her standing. Those long legs wrapped around my body.”

“I’d fuck her like a jackhammer,” Ryan said, “then I’d come on her face.”

I took a deep breath. These two men I just met were talking about fucking my wife, talking about coming on her face. And they would do that if presented with the opportunity. Fuck. What if Judah asked Aya to seduce these two men as he did with his ex-wife? Would Aya agree to that? No, no. I don’t think so. We haven’t discussed it yet. All Aya and I agreed about was coming here to this place, relaxing, spending time together, maybe her spending a private moment or two with Judah. That was all.

There was no talk about her having sex with multiple men. My wife getting fucked by Judah and Ryan and Andy – now that’s a thought. I drank all the cold soda and tried to calm my breathing. I got a hard-on again.

I stood from my chair and checked the fried meat on the grill. Andy and Ryan were talking to each other, sharing stories, making jokes, laughing. Best friends. I transferred the cooked meat onto the plates and put them on the rectangular table on the deck and put a cover on them. I stood near the edge of the deck and enjoyed the calmness of Lake Eastway. Blue sky reflected on clean water. I could hear the chirping of birds. I watched several boats in the distance. Tourists jumping from them and swimming in the water. A plane flew overhead and I shaded my eyes with my right hand and followed it.

“Hi.”

I turned around. Aya was standing at the door, shyly smiling at me. She brushed her hair with her hand. She stayed standing at the door. I looked down the deck. Andy and Ryan were still talking. Ryan was showing his friend something from his phone – a video, a photo, a funny meme. I walked towards Aya and reached for her hands and looked into her eyes. We were out of Andy and Ryan’s field of view. Aya and I kissed.

“Did you have a good rest?” I asked her.

Aya smiled, blushing. She looked at our hands.

“Yes,” Aya said.

“Where’s Judah?” I asked her.

“Um, he’s in the shower.”

“So?”

“So?” Aya smiled, still blushing. She squeezed my hands.

“Did anything happen?”

“Yes.”

“A quickie?” I asked my pretty wife.

Aya nodded again. “He said he was feeling stressed, so he asked me if I could ride him for a few minutes.”

“Stressed?” I raised my eyebrow. Aya blushed.

“What are Andy and Ryan doing?” Aya asked me.

“They are just talking. Do you want to eat? There’s some food.”

“Maybe later, babe.”

I heard the sound of footsteps on wood and I took a step back and let go of Aya’s hands. Andy and Ryan climbed the deck and they both smiled when they saw Aya. She smiled back at them. Andy and Ryan sat on the lounge chairs on the deck.

“Hey, Aya,” Andy invited my wife. “Come here, please,” he said in his best charming voice. “Join us.”

Aya looked at me. She walked out the door and sat in a chair between Ryan and Andy.


CHAPTER 3

Aya was the center of attention. The four of us sat in a kind of semicircle, everyone facing the lake. Ryan ate chips and drank soda, his legs on top of a round chair. He offered some to Aya, but she politely declined.

Aya sat in between Ryan and Andy. The deck was huge, almost as big as the cabin itself, but the two guy’s chairs were just two feet away from her chair. They talked to my wife. They were charming and friendly. They asked her several questions. Aya crossed her legs and the hem of her short blue dress inched upwards. Everyone noticed. Andy and Ryan’s smiles got bigger.

“So, is it true that you and Judah met through a dating app?” Ryan asked Aya. “That’s what the big man said. That’s really true?”

“Um, yes,” my wife answered. “We matched and he messaged me,” Aya said cutely.

“He messaged you and now you’re in a nice cabin, spending the weekend with him and meeting his rich and dashing friends, right?” Andy said. His chair seemed a few centimeters closer.

“Rich and dashing? That’s only half-true,” Ryan said.

“Maybe only a quarter true,” Andy grinned. Aya laughed sweetly. Ryan stared at her cleavage.

“So,” Andy leaned forward and placed his elbows on his thighs. He’s the same age as Judah, and he’s as tall, though not as massive. He’s got that wise, gentlemanly charm that is irresistible to women. “So,” Andy repeated. “How does one get a woman like you through a dating app?”

I looked at Aya. The two men surrounding her and the way they spoke and leered at her didn’t bother her at all. She is sweet and a little shy, but she is never bothered by men’s lust and interest in her. She is used to it. She had dealt with men’s desires and advances all her life. Aya glanced at me. Her hands were clasped on top of her crossed legs. Her eyes smiled at me. She brushed a strand of hair.

“You just have to be yourself, I guess, and be respectful,” Aya answered Andy’s question. Ryan tried to stifle a laugh while drinking his soda. Splash of it went into his shirt. He wiped his nose with a tissue and said, uhh, sorry about that.

“What? You don’t think I’m respectful?” Judah asked Ryan. He came out of the door wearing almost the same outfit as Ryan. He wore a colorful Hawaiian shirt and beach shorts. Judah nodded at me. He stood behind Aya’s chair and placed a hand on her shoulder. Aya touched his hand and looked up at him with admiration. A dedicated girlfriend. The men sitting around her were jealous.

Ryan grinned at his friend. Judah grinned back and gave him the middle finger. Judah placed both hands on my wife’s shoulders. He began gently massaging her as they talked. I sat on my chair and watched. I answered questions thrown my way. I wasn’t really part of this circle. I was the assistant.

I wondered what would happen if Judah suddenly pulled down his shorts and took his cock out and asked Aya to give him a nice blowjob. Would Aya do it? Right here? Right now? In front of his friends? These new strangers? Weeks ago, my answer would be a resounding definitely not. My wife wasn’t that kind of woman. Wasn’t. Past tense. Now, I’m not so sure.

Judah looked at the lake. “Water looks nice,” he said to everyone. He was still massaging Aya’s shoulders, the tip of his fingers feeling her soft and full cleavage. “How about we all go for a swim?”

Andy and Ryan grinned. “Did you bring a swimsuit, Aya?” Andy asked. Aya nodded with a shy smile. She stood up from her chair and walked back inside the cabin. Judah squeezed her butt. Aya looked back at Judah and rolled her eyes at him, smiling. Judah smirked at her. The four of us watched Aya as she entered the door, admiring the sway of her hips, her slim waist, her confident walk, her long legs, her lustrous hair cascading in waves behind her back, her graceful poise. Everything about my wife is alluring and gorgeous.

“Fuck. You should marry her, man,” Ryan said to Judah. “I’d marry her in a heartbeat. She’s wife material.”

“She is indeed,” Judah said.

“She’s very fuckable,” Andy commented. He turned to me to get my opinion. “Right, Finn?”

“Yes, she is,” I said.

“A real sexy piece of ass,” Ryan said before lighting another cigarette. I watched Judah. He wasn’t bothered at all by what they were saying about his girlfriend. He nodded, smiling and agreeing with Ryan. Judah glanced at me. I looked at the lake.

“I’d fuck her daily if she’s my girlfriend,” Ryan said.

“That goes without saying,” Andy said.

“I’d fuck her four times a day,” Ryan said.

“What’s her favorite position?” Andy asked Judah.

“Everything,” Judah said. “Aya likes everything. She loves it when you’re telling her what to do.”

“Oh, yeah?” Ryan asked happily. Andy leaned back in his chair and said wow.

“Yeah,” Judah said. “Aya’s a proper slut. She’d do anything you want. She’s shy at first, but she’s a needy whore deep inside.”

I continued looking at the lake while listening to them talk about my wife. A slut and a whore? I was not her husband at the moment. I had to accept these words about Aya. But are they lies, though?  

“Fuck, now I’m truly jealous,” Ryan said.

Judah leaned back in his chair. He closed his eyes and placed his arms on the back of his head. “Aya sucks my cock like a vacuum. She likes it when I come on her face. After I’m done, she makes sure she cleans my cock with her mouth. Aya loves swallowing my sperm. Every drop.”

“Damn,” Andy said. He turned to me. “What a woman, right?” I nodded.

Ryan seemed to be deep in thought. “If I asked Aya to show me her tits, do you think she would do it?”

“Hey, that’s my girlfriend you’re talking about, dude,” Judah said lightly.

Ryan raised both palms and grinned. Andy shook his head, smiling.

“Ah yeah, sorry about that, man. But do you think Aya would show me her tits if I asked her to?” Ryan repeated his question.

“What do you think, Finn?” Judah directed the question at me. Uh, I don’t know, I said.

“I guess you’ll have to ask her,” Judah said to Ryan.

We went for a swim. The deck has a swimming platform that leads to the deeper part of the lake. The sun was high in the sky and the Eastway water was crystal-clear. We could see several boats in the distance. They were of different sizes and colors and design. The water was cool and clear and almost transparent. Except for the log cabin, it seemed everything around us was green and blue. Lush trees filter the debris from the Eastway mountain range, which keeps the water clean and clear and refreshing.

The four of us were already in the water when Aya walked out the door of the cabin in her triangle-top, high-rise, two-piece green swimsuit. Her outfit was the perfect mix of sexy and classy and slutty. All eyes turned to her. Ryan whistled. Andy was all smiles. He looked like he was stroking his dick under the water. Aya’s eyes went to me first then she smiled at the other guys.

We devoured Aya’s curves with our eyes as she walked on the wooden platform. She looked like every man’s wet dream came to life. The sexy swimsuit hugged her tits and ass perfectly. Her boobs bounced seductively as she walked. She looked at us and then dived into the water.

She started to swim towards me. Remembering that she was Judah’s girlfriend and not my wife at this moment, she stopped and then swam towards Judah. Aya smiled at him. She wrapped her arms around his neck. Judah grabbed her butt and pushed her against him. Ryan and Andy began swimming towards the two. I also swam closer to them but kept a little distance.

Judah and Aya truly looked like lovers on vacation. They whispered and giggled and smiled, their arms around each other. Judah and Ryan were beside them, just several feet away. Andy made a joke, which made Aya laugh. She playfully slapped his shoulder.

“We should do this more often,” Andy said. “Not just once a year.”

“Agree on that. Maybe let’s do this every month,” Ryan said and turned to Judah. “Just promise you’ll bring your beautiful girlfriend here every time.”

“What do you think, Aya? One weekend here in the cabin every month?” Judah asked my wife. She glanced at me. I smiled and gave her a small nod. This place is nice and it is really not that far from NewCoast City. My wife likes the water. She loves swimming and relaxing under the sun.

“Sure, babe,” Aya said to Judah. Ryan pumped his fist in the air. Andy swam towards Aya and said something in a low voice that only she and Judah heard. Aya blushed and said something to Judah. Judah nodded. Andy reached down and squeezed Aya’s butt under the water – or at least that’s what I thought I saw. I didn’t see what happened clearly. I was not beside them. Ryan gave Andy a thumbs up.

Judah kissed Aya while Andy and Ryan watched. It was a sweet kiss at first, which turned into a hot French-kiss. The torrid kissing lasted for only ten seconds. The kiss ended. Aya and Judah stared at each other’s eyes, communicating wordlessly. Judah was making his friends jealous. He was flaunting my wife. Look at my hot girlfriend. Look at how good she kisses me. Look at her amazing ass and her soft, firm tits. Look at her pretty face and lovely eyes and kissable lips.

Ryan climbed the ladder and got on top of the wooden platform. He walked back fifteen steps. He turned around and pointed at Aya. Watch this! He charged forward and jumped high and cannonballed impressively. He landed with a big splash near Aya. She laughed and covered her eyes. Ryan emerged from the water with a grin. He grabbed Aya’s waist from behind and pulled her to him. I’m pretty sure he grinded his hard dick against her butt. It only lasted for two seconds and Ryan let her go. Aya turned around and playfully slapped Ryan’s shoulder. Judah clapped loudly. Showoff! Andy said.

“Let’s race,” Andy challenged Aya. She accepted. “Finn, you join, too,” Andy said to me. Judah also joined us. We swam back further away, about a hundred meters. Ryan stood at the top of the wooden dock. The one who reached it first would be the winner. The winner gets a prize, Judah said. Judah and Aya exchanged looks. Judah grinned at my wife. Ryan waited until we were all in position. He raised both hands as a signal. The four of us immediately went for it.

I didn’t really care about the prize, whatever it was. I wanted to win. I wanted to show Aya that I was still the fittest man here. I wanted her to be proud of her husband. I swam with focused determination. I sliced the water. My form was perfect. I kicked furiously, almost not coming up for air. My arm strokes were strong and wide, propelling me faster than ever. I just aimed straight.

The race was over quickly. I came in last. It was Andy who reached the dock first, followed by Aya and then Judah. When I emerged from the water, they were already at the finish line, patiently waiting for me. Oh well. Swimming isn’t really my sport. I didn’t learn how to swim until I was already an adult. Aya smiled sweetly at me. It’s okay, babe, her face said. Aya floated easily between Judah and Andy. Their shoulders were touching.

“Good job,” Judah said to me. He squeezed Aya’s butt. He whispered something to Aya. Her eyes widened. She smiled at him. Aya turned to Andy and gave him a congratulatory embrace, her luscious tits pressed against his chest. Judah moved closer and pressed his cock against her butt. They stayed that way for five seconds.

Ryan sat on the dock, watching them. The man had a hard-on. When the hug was done, Ryan reached down and helped Aya to climb up. We let Aya climb up first. We leered at her round butt. Judah slapped my wife’s ass as she climbed the ladder. She looked back at him, shaking her head and smiling.


CHAPTER 4

After swimming, the four of us had lunch. We lounged on the deck. Or rather, we watched as Aya sunbathed in her green two-piece swimsuit. She had wide sunglasses and earphones on. Her eyes were closed as she enjoyed the sun and listened to the music. We leered at her hot and almost naked sexy body. Judah sat on the lounge chair beside her.

“Fuck,” Ryan said under his breath. “She’s just damn unbelievable, man.”

“Yes, she is,” Andy said. Judah winked at us.

“What’s he planning now?” Ryan asked us. I shrugged.

Judah placed his right hand on Aya’s thigh. His fingers were just centimeters away from her swimsuit. His fingers moved upwards. A millimeter. Close to Aya’s pussy now. He began rubbing her smooth thigh. Up and down and up and down. Slowly. Gently. Every time Judah’s hand moved up, his fingertips would touch Aya’s bikini-covered pussy.

I put my book down. Ryan sat straight on his lounge chair. Our eyes were completely focused now on what Judah was doing. Andy said something in a low voice. I didn’t hear what it was.

I wiped the sweat on the back of my neck. My heart was beating fast. My cock was hard as rock and jealousy gripped my heart.

Judah continued rubbing Aya’s thigh. His middle finger pressed gently on her pussy. Aya wasn’t sleeping. She turned her head to Judah. I couldn’t see her eyes behind her thick sunglasses. She looked at Judah as if to ask, Babe, what are you doing? They are looking at us.

Just let it happen, babe, Judah said. Aya glanced at me, then she bit her lower lip and nodded at her boyfriend.

Judah grinned at Aya and gave her a quick kiss on the lips. He continued rubbing her thigh. He whispered something to Aya and she nodded again. Judah kissed her again. It wasn’t quick this time. It was deep and hungry and torrid. Their eager tongues danced. Aya sucked Judah’s tongue. She moaned as they kissed.

Andy slid his right hand inside his swimming shorts and started squeezing his dick while he watched my wife make out with Judah. Judah took off Aya’s sunglasses. Her eyes widened when she realized what Andy was doing. She blushed. She glanced at me. Judah tilted her face to him. He wanted all of my wife’s attention. He fucked her mouth with his tongue.

“Oh yeah,” Ryan said. “They are really going at it. They are really giving us a show.” Andy nodded.

Aya and I haven’t talked about this. Making out with Judah while Andy and Ryan watched wasn’t part of the plan. But it’s happening now, part of the plan or not, and Aya’s fully loving it. It was obvious by the way she moaned, by how tight she embraced Judah, by the way her tongue played with his.

Judah was showing everyone who was the boss. He is. My gorgeous wife belongs to him. He was making out with her. It was his hands on her sexy, bikini-clad, hot body. Not me. Not Andy, nor Ryan. Him. And right now, we couldn’t do anything but watch in envy.

Aya was letting this happen. She was enjoying every single moment. This relationship with Judah changed something deep inside her. She is still my sweet and shy and kind-hearted wife, but now she’s showing everyone her hot, slutty side. Everyone. Even strangers.

Judah, now that I thought about it, didn’t really change anything. The part of Aya that is slutty and wanton has always been with her. Judah simply brought it out fully. He did all that in just a single week. This man works fast.

Judah was now kissing Aya’s neck and cleavage. Aya looked at me again. Babe? Is this okay with you? she asked me with her eyes.

Should I say no? Should I say we are going beyond what we agreed? Should I shake my head and tell her to stop, that this is already too much, that I couldn’t take this anymore? I could say all those things, but then I would be lying. The jealousy that I was feeling was making me hornier than I had ever been.

Its okay, babe, I mouthed the words. Aya smiled and nodded.

“What are you saying over there, man?” Andy asked me with a grin. He was sitting straight now. “Are you thanking the gods that you got invited here?”

I grinned back at Andy. “Something like that,” I said to him.

“I wanna see her tits,” Ryan said. Judah stopped kissing my wife’s cleavage and looked at Ryan. Judah turned his head to Aya. She was breathing fast, her chest moving up and down. She was crossing an unchartered territory. She was half-embarrassed and yet one hundred percent turned on to the max. Making out in front of other men, including her husband. This was all new to her. Aya was now sitting on Judah’s lap.

“Ryan is requesting to see your boobs, babe,” Judah said calmly to my wife and then turned to his friend. “Isn’t that what you said,  man? Aya didn’t hear you clearly.”

Ryan looked at Aya. He scratched his head and shrugged and grinned. Asking to see your friend’s girlfriend’s tits wasn’t really proper, but he already said it. Might as well go through with it. “Err, yeah. That’s what I said. I wanna see your tits, Aya,” Ryan said.

“Me too,” Andy said.

“They wanna see your boobs, love,” Judah said to my wife. Aya said something to Judah. She whispered to his ear, covering her lips with her hand. I couldn’t make out what she was saying. She glanced at me from the corner of her eyes. Judah nodded and smiled. Aya bit her lip, blushing. Does she know that Judah let Andy and Ryan fuck his ex-wife, Alenna? Does Aya know Judah shared his ex-wife with his friends right here in this very place, in this cabin in this great lake? And if she knows, what does she think about it? Did she find it hot? Did it turn her on?

What if Judah asked Aya to fuck Andy and Ryan? Would she do it? I’m not sure, but the thing about Aya is this – she’s a people pleaser. She likes Judah so much now that she would do whatever he asks of her, whatever pleases him. And whatever pleases him would also please her. That’s her thing.

We are in this situation because I told her it would please me if she signed into a dating app and started dating other men. She did what I asked her and now she’s enjoying the full result of it. Maybe she’s enjoying it too much? Maybe I’m just too jealous of Judah. Maybe Judah now understands my wife way better than me.

Aya stood up, cheeks flushed. The warm sun added to her a sexy natural glow, emphasizing her luscious curves. She looked at our eyes, shyly flicking her eyelashes. A come-on look. Not a fuck-me look. Not yet. She turned her head to Judah. He nodded like he was giving her permission. He was lying on his back on his lounge chair, hands behind his head, enjoying the show that was about to happen. Ryan was already on his feet.

Aya reached behind her with one hand. She loosened the strap of her bikini top. She pulled it once and it was undone. It was quick. Her face was crimson. Her perfect tits were now out for all of us to admire. Round and soft and firm and proud. Tits of a goddess. She threw her green bikini top at me. I looked at it and placed it on top of the chair.

Aya stood straighter. She brushed her hair back and looked shyly at Andy and Ryan. Both of them were standing now. I remained seated. I licked my dry lips. I think I forgot how to breath. Our eyes were all molded on her amazing tits. Aya made a cute twirl. Her hair fanned out. Her breasts bounced. Nobody spoke for ten seconds. Ryan and Andy’s mouths were open.

“Um, guys, are you okay?” Aya asked the two men.

“Damn,” Andy said. Ryan took two steps towards my wife. He was breathing heavily, sweating.

Ryan looked at Judah. Judah nodded to his friend. Ryan spoke to Aya. His mouth was near her ear. I couldn’t hear what he was saying. Maybe he’s describing what he wanted to do to her. Aya lowered her gaze, listening to him. She placed one hand on his shoulder. Ryan leaned closer. She was the one saying something to his ear now. Ryan smiled broadly. Aya looked at Ryan’s eyes and nodded shyly. Ryan turned to Andy and gave him a thumbs-up. Ryan looked at me but didn’t give me any thumbs-up.

I felt like I was losing control of this situation, that things were happening too fast, and that I wasn’t given time to rethink or reconsider. I thought about standing up from this comfortable lounge chair and telling Ryan and Andy that Aya’s truly my wife and that she’s not Judah’s girlfriend. Well, she is Judah’s girlfriend, but hey, you know, they’ll get the point.

I thought of telling them that she’s not just some slut that they could just do what they were planning on doing. Aya’s my wife. We’re married and I’m her husband. I considered finally telling them those. But, if I told them that, Ryan and Andy would turn their heads to me and smirk at me.

They would ask me why I was grilling meat with them and talking to them earlier while Judah was fucking my wife in the bedroom. She’s not some slut, huh? Andy would ask me with that mocking, professor-like voice of his.

I thought about many things. I did nothing, though. I remained seated with my raging hard-on and my sweaty palms.

I realized that Andy wasn’t in his chair anymore. Like Ryan, he was now standing beside Aya. She was standing between the two guys, her perky tits out. Sweat rolled down the back of my neck as I watched them. Aya is sexy and petite. Ryan is broad-shouldered and compact. His lust for my wife was obvious. Andy is tall and steady, with wicked eyes behind his gentlemanly face. Ryan licked his lips. Andy looked at Judah, who was lying relaxed on his chair. He nodded. Go ahead. Enjoy.

“This will be good,” Judah said. I realized he was talking to me. I raised an eyebrow at him. He smirked. “This will be a good show, Finn.” I nodded. You’ve done this before, didn’t you, Judah? With your hot ex-wife. You shared them with your friends. And now you’re sharing mine with them.

“It’s fucking hot, right?” Judah asked me, reading my thoughts.

Ryan was now deep-kissing Aya the way Judah did earlier. Ryan squeezed her right breast while doing it. Andy watched while squeezing Aya’s left breast and fondling her sexy ass. He cupped her chin with his fingers and tilted her head to him.

Andy leaned down and now it was his turn to French-kiss my wife. Aya moaned, her eyes closed, appreciating Andy’s expert tongue. Her pink nipples were hard, aching for their touch. Ryan sucked her nipples hungrily while he squeezed her pussy outside her bikini bottom. Aya was already wet. Judah squeezed his cock as he watched.

“Lie down on the chair,” Ryan told my wife. Aya glanced at me before doing what Ryan ordered her. Andy placed thick white towels on top of the chair. Aya sat down on it and lay back. Andy had left kiss marks on her tits. She licked her lips. Ryan kneeled on the floor and kissed her knees and legs. He licked her inner thighs with his long tongue, tasting her.

Ryan pulled down her bikini bottom. Aya lifted her hips to make it easier for him. She shyly spread her legs, showing them her pink, soaked pussy. The pussy of a goddess. Both Ryan and Andy muttered words of amazement. My wife was fully naked. Ryan and Andy were lustily wondering earlier what Aya would look like without any clothes on. Now, they wouldn’t have to wonder. They could see all of her now. Her sexy, petite body. Her perky tits, her hard, pink nipples. Her gorgeous, inviting pussy.

We all watched as Ryan feasted on Aya’s pussy. Licking her, fucking her with his long tongue.

On this wooden deck overlooking the great lake under the comfortable warmth of the Eastway sun, all Aya could do was moan and squirm.

Ryan slurped and lapped at her delicious clit for what felt like fifteen minutes, bringing her closer and closer to the edge, electrifying her, making her bite her lip. Ryan is good at what he does. I know that Aya will never forget the feeling of his mouth on her pussy. Her breathing was getting faster. The towels were soaked now. She couldn’t hold it anymore. Aya let out a half-scream of delight and tightly gripped the armrest of her chair as Ryan brought her to an orgasm.

“Oh god,” Aya said after a full minute when she opened her eyes, her tight body still shaking from the aftermath of that deep and sharp orgasm that her new friend had given her. Ryan stood up and grinned at her.

“Did you like that?” Ryan asked the obvious question. He and Andy stood up and looked down at her naked body like she was the world’s most delicious dessert. The sweetest, the tastiest. They were just fantasizing about her earlier. Now, here she was, hot and naked and eagerly waiting for them to do whatever they wanted with her.

“Oh, yes, Ryan. I, um, I love that,” Aya said, looking at their happy faces and then glancing at me and then at Judah. “Please do that again?” Aya asked Ryan in a soft voice.

“My turn now,” Andy said. He was standing on the side. He bent down and French-kissed Aya. He squeezed her tits again, marveling at their firmness and softness. He sucked her nipples and while he was doing that, he began fingering her.

Andy rubbed Aya’s clit first, revving up her engine again, making her wetter. My wife gets wet easily. Andy smoothly slid two fingers in. Ohhh, Aya moaned. Ryan has a longer tongue, but Andy has longer fingers. Andy could hold a basketball with one hand with no problem.

Andy fucked her with two fingers. They went in and out of Aya’s pussy in a raunchy rhythm, probing her, hitting her sweet spots, making her hips flex up and down while she whimpered. Oh god, oh, I’m coming, Aya moaned. She held tight to Andy’s arm when he brought her to orgasm. Andy told her to suck his soaked fingers, which she happily did, savoring her taste on him. She even licked his wet palm. Our eyes met while she was doing that. She gazed seductively at Andy while she sucked his fingers.

“Fucking hot,” Ryan muttered, a hard bulge on his swimming shorts. “Stand up, babe,” he told Aya. She reached out for their hands, and they helped her get on her feet. Her knees still shook slightly from the two consecutive orgasms that they had just given her.

Ryan and Andy devoured her while Judah and I watched. Aya enjoyed every single second of it. It turned her on a lot that her husband and her boyfriend were just a couple of feet away, watching her and getting solid hard-ons as she made out with these two men she met just hours ago. Pleasing us pleases her. The perfect girlfriend. The perfect wife. Modest yet slutty. Timid yet cock-hungry.

“Ah, you’re the fucking best, Aya,” Ryan growled. His charming expression was now replaced with something wild and hungry. Same with Andy. The calm, thoughtful look was gone now. In his eyes were lust and craving.

The two men kissed Aya. They fondled her tits and ass. After torridly kissing Ryan, she would turn her head to Andy and then kiss him next. And while Andy was sliding his tongue in her mouth, Ryan would play with her clit while sucking her tits and nipples.

Aya’s body swayed as their mouths and tongues and fingers danced all over her. She hung on to their hard arms and shoulders. It was hard for her to keep standing as the two men kept giving her sharp, eye-rolling mini-orgasms, which made her legs shake and made her stand on her toes, whimpering and moaning.

“Suck my cock,” Ryan said. Judah told him earlier that Aya loves receiving orders and that she loves being told, and Ryan remembered that. He placed a hand on top of her head. Aya knew what to do. She nodded cutely at him and then lowered herself on the wooden floor.

“Wait,” Judah said. He threw a thick towel and Andy caught it. Andy folded the towel thrice and placed them on the floor so that Aya’s knees would be comfortable.

Thank you, Aya said to Andy. As a response and being the true gentleman he is, Andy took out his cock and slapped Aya’s beautiful face with it several times. Ryan took off his shorts quickly.

Aya looked up at the two men. Their thick, veiny cocks were now inches from her face, erect and humongous. She swallowed, amazed and slightly nervous. Aya took a deep breath. The tips of the men’s dicks were sticky from their precums. Aya was breathing from her mouth, slightly moaning as she cupped their orange-sized balls. She felt their weight, impressed at their fullness.

“Open your mouth,” Andy said. “Yes. Like that. You’re really a cute one, aren’t you, Aya?”

“Now suck, bitch,” Ryan ordered while smiling.

Aya looked up at their faces. She smiled seductively. “Yes sir,” she said and took them in her mouth.

She blew Ryan first. She slurped on his cock, her head moving back and forth, the bulbous head of his dick hitting her throat.

After half a minute, it was Andy’s turn. Andy grabbed her hair. He fucked my wife’s mouth. He pumped his cock in her mouth, treating it like a pussy. Tears streaked down her cheeks, yet she continued, letting Andy hit her throat, enjoying the mouth-fucking she was wholeheartedly receiving as his fat and long cock made her half-gag. Aya glanced at me with teary eyes.

Aya would run to me and hug me tight every time she came home before me. She would jump on me and wrap her long legs around my waist. I would hug her tight and carry her. There, on the open door of our house, she would plant kisses on my lips and then both of my cheeks and forehead and for the final touch, she would kiss the tip of my nose. To balance the kisses, she would say, blushing and grinning. Aya handwrites me a sweet letter every birthday of mine. She never misses, even before we got engaged. She would post orange notes on the fridge, the door, on my laptop, or any place in the house to tell me to have a great day and that she loves me so much and that she can’t wait for me to come home and to make sweet love to her. I never had someone as sweet and loving as her.

And now my sweet and loving wife was gagging on another man’s cock, thin strand of her drool on her chin, tears on her cheeks, slurping and sucking, her gorgeous hair swinging back and forth.

It was Andy who came first. Goddamn, I’m fucking coming! Andy snarled, tightly grabbing Aya’s hair around his fist. He exploded inside her mouth, hitting her throat with a blast of his thick and hot come. Aya’s eyes rolled as she swallowed all of it, her throat moving up and down. There was a lot if it. Some of Andy’s come escaped her lips and trickled down her chin. She gasped for air when Andy finally pulled his dick. Even half-hard, the bastard’s dick remained enormous.

Andy held his cock and slapped Aya’s face with it. She looked up and closed her eyes, savoring the feel of his heavy dick smacking her pretty face. She moaned as her face got slapped with cock. When Andy was done, Aya sucked his balls.

Andy sat on a chair to recover, his face sweaty, breathing hard. Aya looked and smiled demurely at me. Did I do good, babe? I smiled and nodded at her.

Ryan came on her face. A full facial. Ryan, teeth bared, aimed his cock at Aya’s face and stroked it furiously. Aya knew what was coming. She placed her palms on her thighs, closed her eyes, and tilted her head up, waiting.

“You, uh, you fucking whore!” Ryan shouted when he blasted Aya on the face. Aya was surprised at first, but it only lasted a split second. She recovered and took the next blast without flinching. She put her tongue out as Ryan showered her face and her hair and her tits with a messy eruption of sperm.

Aya luxuriated on the feel of Ryan’s hot cream on her skin. Aya licked her lips and gulped the ones that went inside her mouth. She opened her eyes and smiled at Ryan. He slumped down on a chair and wiped his face with his palm, grinning at my wife. Aya shuffled on her knees towards him and cleaned his cock and balls with her mouth and tongue, moaning while she did it.


CHAPTER 5

When they were done, Aya picked up her swimsuit and went back inside the house to shower. She looked back shyly at us before entering the door of the cabin. Judah smiled at her approvingly. Ryan and Andy happily stared at her butt.

“Finn, could you get us some water, please,” Andy asked me. I stood up and got bottled water from the fridge in the kitchen. I was in a half-daze and my hard-on was still raging. I gave them the water and the two men drank them thirstily.

“That was fucking awesome,” Ryan said, wiping his mouth. “Thanks, man.”

“She’s a great cocksucker,” Andy said matter-of-factly.

“Her pussy tastes delicious,” Ryan said happily.

“She looks gorgeous with a come on her face. I should have taken a photo,” Andy said. He looked at me. “You good there, buddy? You’re looking a little red over there. It’s getting hot. Get out of the sun.”

“Ah. It’s okay. We don’t get much sun in the city.”

“Aya’s great, right? Did you see how she deepthroated me and swallowed my come?”

“She’s perfect. Yes. I saw all of that.”

Ryan looked at Judah. “Do you think we would be lucky to get a second round with Aya? I’m ready to go again, man.”

Judah stood up from his chair, a big bulge in his shorts. He grinned at Ryan. “We’ll see later,” He walked to the cabin. He smiled at me. “Aya’s waiting for me in the shower. I’ll fuck her for a bit.” He entered the door.

Ryan and Andy jumped in the water, big smiles on their faces. They were full of energy. I stayed on my chair and looked at the cabin. I stood up and ate some grilled meat and drank soda. I walked around the cabin and looked at the trees and the ground and the lake.

What the fuck just happened? Aya just blew two guys. That was what happened. I sat there and watched with a hard-on as Andy and Ryan came on her, as they showered her with their sperm. I watched without saying anything. I shared her with Judah and now he shared her with his friends. A hot wife for all of us.

Passing her around – my beautiful wife loving every moment of it. This might be going too far.

I got back on the deck. Andy was napping on his lounge chair, sunglasses on. Ryan was still swimming. Aya and Judah were still inside. They had not come out yet. Maybe they were resting again. Napping.

Maybe Judah got jealous because of what happened earlier and he told my wife that it was his turn now to have a nice, sloppy blowjob from her. I pictured Aya sucking Judah’s cock while he was lying on the bed. He was looking down, enjoying the beautiful sight, enjoying her delicious lips gliding up and down his veiny cock. Oh yeah, that’s right, Aya. That’s perfect, he would say.

It was already late in the afternoon when they came out of the cabin. They were holding hands. All sweet and cute. The perfect couple. Aya glanced and smiled shyly at me. She still had that aftersex glow. It looked like Judah fucked her well. Judah had a grin on his face. Proud. My wife’s new boyfriend. Aya was wearing a plain white tanktop and high-waisted denim shorts, which displayed the perfect shape of her butt and long legs.

Ryan climbed out of the water when he saw my wife. Andy stood up from his chair. They were all smiles. I remained in my chair. Andy and Ryan walked over to her. Hello, Aya greeted them shyly, blushing.

Hey, Ryan said and they kissed her again. Her lips, her neck, her cleavage. Andy squeezed her butt and Ryan fondled her tits. Andy squeezed her pussy outside her shorts. They made out with her right there. They couldn’t get their hands off her. They kept touching and kissing her. Both men had a hard-on. Aya gave them a blowjob. Now, they want to fuck her. They wanted to feel her tight pussy gripping their cocks. She had already sucked them. Once they fucked her, she would be their girlfriend. Aya would have three boyfriends. Three men who would always lust after her. Three boyfriends and a husband.

“Hey, guys,” Judah said with a grin. “There’s time for that later.” He wrapped his long arms around Aya’s waist and pulled her to him.

“Later, babe,” Ryan said. Andy squeezed Aya’s pussy once more before letting her go. I could see on Aya’s face that she wanted more. Judah had just fucked her a little while ago in their bedroom and she still wanted more. She is insatiable. I smiled at her.

It would get dark soon. Andy set up the firepit and Judah carried the logs next to it. They would make a bonfire. Aya helped me in grilling our dinner.

“That was wild,” I whispered to her. She looked at me and smiled and nodded. “Look at Andy and Ryan. They looked like they won the lottery. Any guy who gets a blowjob from you wins the lottery.”

“Love, you get that every day,” Aya said. She moved closer to me. Our shoulders were touching now. She turned to me and whispered seductively in my ear. “Do you, um, want a blowjob right now, babe? We can go to the bedroom. You can come in my mouth, too, or my face. Wherever you want. If you want, you can fuck me, too,” Aya said seductively. She bit her lower lip, shyly blushing while looking into my eyes. I’m your wife, babe. I’m yours. Forever.

“What are you guys talking about?” Judah said, suddenly hugging Aya from behind, which startled her, but only for a second. She looked at him sweetly. Hey, my wife said.

“We’re just talking,” I answered him. “You know, husband and wife things.”

“For sure,” Judah said happily. “I want to be involved in this husband and wife things topic.” Judah paused and continued. “Hey, look at those two. Look at them. Babe, Ryan and Andy would fuck you later.”

“What?” I said. Aya didn’t say anything. Her attention was on Ryan and Andy, who were chopping firewood. Ryan took off his shirt to show off his muscles and tattoos to my wife.

“They asked me if it’s okay for them to have sex with you, Aya,” Judah said. He squeezed her tits outside her white tanktop. She moaned. He turned to me. “You heard them, right, Finn? They asked me earlier if they could fuck your hot wife, right?”

“Uh, yeah. They did. They asked that. It’s up to Aya.”

“Of course,” Judah said. “Fuck, your tits are so soft and lovely, babe,” he said to Aya while fondling her boobs. I turned the marinated chicken on the grill.

“Fuck, I’m getting hard again,” Judah said. “Can you feel how hard my cock is against your butt?”

“Um, yes,” Aya answered him.

Judah turned Aya to him and French-kissed her while squeezing her tits. They made out while I stood beside them and cooked our dinner. I continued what I was doing, watching them while ensuring I didn’t overcook the meat.

Judah grabbed Aya’s butt and pulled her body tight against him. He wanted her to feel his hardness. He slid his hand inside her shorts and began fingering her pussy. Aya clung to his body and moaned and squirmed as his fingers danced inside of her. Oh, oh, you’re going to make me come, Aya whimpered. Her body trembled when she orgasmed. She embraced Judah’s body tighter. Her legs shook and she stood on the tip of her toes. Her eyes rolled to the top of her head. Judah has a great finger game. An expert. Aya almost passed out from the deliciously shocking effect of her orgasm.

Judah told my wife to suck his soaked fingers, which she did immediately and hungrily. He slapped her cheek. She smiled at him and they kissed again.

We had dinner on the deck. After dinner, I helped Aya clean the dishes while the men started the bonfire. While we were washing the dishes, Andy smacked Aya’s butt.

We settled around the bonfire.

The night was comfortable and warm. The sky was clear and the calm lake reflected the light of the moon. The bonfire crackled and popped and the orange fire gave us a relaxing warmth. On the other side of the lake, far from us, we could see the light of the houses and the small hotels and the restaurants near the shore.

Judah and Aya were sitting together on their lounge chair. His arms were draped around her shoulders. The men talked about sports and about some local politics going on in Eastway. Andy and Ryan kept looking at Aya, glancing at her long legs and tits and beautiful face. The three men talked about different topics, but their full attention was on my wife.

“Did you bring your guitar, man?” Andy asked Ryan.

“I didn’t. Sorry about that, guys,” Ryan answered.

“Damn. We could use some good music right now,” Judah said. I agreed. A nice music would be a good addition.

“He plays in a band,” Andy pointed his thumb at Ryan.

“Really?” Aya was impressed.

“From time to time. But rarely now,” Ryan said. Ryan took his phone out of his pocket. He unlocked it and selected a music app. He clicked on it and started playing some music.

I thought Ryan was going to play some music from his band or some acoustic songs – anything with distinct guitar sounds that is appropriate for a group of friends hanging around a warm bonfire. But he played a set of modern pop songs.

Ryan and Aya bobbed their heads at the beat.

“You wanna dance, Aya?” Judah asked my wife.

“Yeah,” Andy said. “Dance for us. You like this music, right, Aya? It’s just the four of us here.”

“Come on, babe,” Judah said.

Aya looked at everyone. She looked at me last. Should I do it? her eyes asked me. I could see that she wanted to do it. She is a good dancer. She had a phase when she partied a lot during college. It was a short phase, but before we got together, I saw her once in a club, flirting and dancing with a man.

Sure, if you want to, babe. I think it’ll be hot. I gave her a slight nod. Judah was watching us. Aya read what was on my mind. She turned to Judah and gave him a kiss and then she stood up.

Our eyes were on Aya, ravishing her hot body, lusting after her sexy figure. She walked around the bonfire like a model, hips swaying sexily while meeting our eyes, giving us seductive smiles that made our hearts beat faster and our cocks harder.

At the start of a new song, she started dancing. She began swaying her hips, placing her hands on her gorgeous hair, moving sexily with the beat of the song. Her hands seductively traced the perfectly round shape of her tits, her slim waist, her perfect ass. She winked at Andy. We watched her every movement. Our eyes were glued to her. Nobody spoke.

Ryan couldn’t wait anymore. He lowered the volume of his phone. He stood up from his chair and took off his shirt. He walked over to my wife. Aya stopped dancing and smiled at Ryan. They kissed. As their lips touched, Aya glanced at me.

“Here we go,” Judah said with a sly grin. Yes, here we go.

Ryan and Aya kissed hungrily. Their tongues danced. She embraced his neck and his arms were around her waist, pulling her tighter against him, making her feel how hard he was, grinding his thick bulge on her pussy. I knew she was wet already. Aya gets wet easily. Ryan grabbed and squeezed my wife’s butt tight.

Andy stood up from his chair and also took off his shirt. He stood and watched for a while as Ryan and Aya kissed torridly. He grabbed Aya’s hair and turned her head to him. Aya smiled at Andy. He slid his long tongue inside her mouth. Aya moaned hotly as he tongue-fuck her. She squeezed Andy’s cock outside his shorts. The night was filled with the sounds of wet French-kissing and the crackle of wood as they burned in the fire.

“Fuck, Aya,” Ryan said. “You’re so fucking hot.”

“Um, thank you,” my wife said sweetly. Andy squeezed her tits.

“Let’s take your shirt off,” Ryan said. “I wanna see your boobs again.”

Aya hurriedly lifted the hem of her tanktop and took it off. Andy took it from her hand and then threw it on the top of the chair. Ryan and Andy took turns sucking her tits and hard nipples. They left lots of kiss marks on her cleavage and on the top of her boobs. Aya bit her lower lip and closed her eyes as she savored the delicious feeling of these two men feasting on her luscious tits. Andy’s left hand was already inside Aya’s denim shorts, his fingers playing with her wet clit, making her sway her hips with the sensation.

“Oh,” Aya moaned.

After a minute, Andy pulled his hand out of Aya’s shorts. She sucked his soaked fingers, tasting herself. While Aya was enjoying Andy’s fingers on her mouth, Ryan began fingerfucking her. Ryan unbuttoned her shorts and pulled her zipper down. He pushed her shorts down and it fell around her ankles. Aya stepped out of it. Now, my wife was naked except for her white, high-waisted bikini panties. Ryan wasted no time. He slid his hand inside her panties and fucked her with two thick fingers. His nimble fingers moved in and out, pumping and moving and hitting all of my wife’s delicious spots.

Judah stood up from his chair and placed a thick and large blue picnic blanket on the ground on top of the grass. The three moved on it. As they shuffled, Ryan continued fingerfucking Aya’s pussy. He didn’t let go. We all could hear how wet she was.

“God, I’m going to come,” Aya moaned. “Oh, oh, fuck!” She came hard. Her drenched pussy clenched around Ryan’s fingers. It was a shocking orgasm, sharp and deep. She almost cried from the delicious sensation. Her legs lost all strength. She closed her eyes and she fell down, shaking and trembling and breathing heavily.

Aya recovered from her orgasm. She opened her eyes and looked at us and gave us all a teasing smile. She was on all fours.

“So goddamn sexy,” Ryan said as he pulled down his shorts. He was standing behind Aya, looking down at her. He leered at her sexy body as he stroked his massive cock. Aya looked back at Ryan with seductive eyes. She lifted her ass and spread her legs and lowered her head on the blanket. The perfect face-down ass-up pose. Andy also took his shorts off and stroked his cock. Ryan licked his lips as he knelt behind my wife.

“I’ll fuck you now, Aya,” Ryan said while aiming the fat head of his cock at my wife’s soaked pussy. “You want that, huh, you slut?”

Aya looked up at Judah. He grinned at her and nodded. Her eyes went to me. I gave her a thumbs-up. I was leaning forward in my chair. My cock was hard as a rock. I could hear the beating of my heart. Judah had his cock out and he was stroking it slowly. Aya smiled at me and tucked her hair behind her ear and looked back at Ryan. “Yes, Ryan, fuck me, please?” she said in her sweet, charming voice.

Ryan looked like he was in heaven as he slid his massive cock inside Aya. Her pussy gripped it tight. Oh, um, she moaned as he began pumping his throbbing dick in and out of her. Ryan gripped her waist as he thrust back and forth. He fucked her for fifteen minutes. Aya moaned and whimpered and gripped the blanket. Ryan squeezed her butt and pulled her hair. He slapped her butt several times until it turned pink. He reached out and played with her sensitive clit, which immediately made her come.

“My turn,” Andy said. Ryan pulled his cock out. He did it slowly. When he was done, he stood up and kneeled in front of Aya. Ryan had not come yet. His cock was still rock hard. Aya looked at it. It was mere centimeters from her face. She licked her lips. Ryan’s veiny dick was wet and sticky from the mix of her juice and his precum.

Andy and Ryan fucked my wife at the same time. Andy slammed into her pussy while Ryan thrust in and out of her mouth. Back and forth. Again and again. Ryan gripped Aya’s hair while Andy kept on slapping and squeezing her round ass.

“Damn, Aya, your pussy’s so tight and hot!” Andy said, his hands wrapped around her waist. Aya couldn’t answer because her mouth was full. Ryan’s cock kept hitting her throat, making her half-gag, thin drool hanging down her chin, swaying as she got fucked.

“Mmmphh,” Aya moaned as she sucked Ryan’s cock. A deep thrust from Andy made her come. Her eyes rolled up and her body trembled. Andy slapped her butt once more and then he pulled out his cock. It was Ryan’s turn again. Without giving Aya any pause, he slammed his cock inside her. Aya bit her lower lip and then looked back at Ryan and pleaded harder, please. God, more, please.

“Fuck, what a whore,” Judah said while stroking his cock and watching. He turned to me. “Isn’t she just the best whore, Finn?”

I looked at Aya, the woman I married – my wife who makes cute songs when she’s happy, who cooks the best pasta, who taught me how to dance slowly, who always sends me photos of cats and randomly hugs me and always whispers how much she loves me before we sleep and when we wake up. I watched, stroking my hard cock in my hand while another man fucked her doggy-style, her eyes unfocused from another orgasm, her hair messy, her cheeks blushing and her naked body sweaty from sex, asking the man fucking her to pound her faster and harder and deeper and saying Oh yes, please, your cock is so good!

“Yes,” I answered, my heart filled with lust and jealousy, “Aya’s just the best whore.”

Andy and Ryan took turns fucking my wife all night long as Judah and I watched. Andy told Aya to get on top of him, which she did with shaky legs. She held his long cock and aimed it at her pussy and she slid down on it, biting her lip as its thickness filled her again. So big, she whispered. Aya huffed and groaned as she rode him. Andy took his phone and opened the camera and took a video of Aya as she bobbed on his cock, her perfect tits bouncing, pink nipples hard.

Ryan didn’t want to be left out, so he stood beside Aya and offered his cock to her. Aya knew what to do. She licked Ryan’s balls and sucked them, then she sucked the head of his cock and swallowed all his precum. She gave Ryan a blowjob while she was grinding back and forth on Andy’s dick.

“Ah, fuck, keep doing that, Aya. I’m gonna come,” Ryan grunted. Aya moaned. She held on to Ryan’s hips and serviced his cock faster. Her mouth was like a delicious vacuum. She looked up at Ryan with teasing eyes as her head moved back and forth relentlessly. Ryan gripped her hair when he came. His body jolted. His knees buckled. Aya continued sucking his cock while he was coming. She swallowed all of his come. Ryan slapped her face with his cock, which was still half-hard. He wasn’t done yet. He sat down to rest and recover. His face was sweaty.

Andy then lay Aya on her back and spread her legs wide open. He slid his dick inside her and fucked her deep and hard, driving her into the blanket. Aya came again, squirming, thrashing her head side to side, moaning loudly, crying in ecstasy. She wrapped her long legs around Andy’s waist.

“This is just awesome,” Ryan commented. He turned to Judah and they high-fived.

Andy continued fucking my wife, hot flesh slapping flesh. Aya’s eyes were unfocused. Andy kissed her mouth while fucking her pussy like a well-oiled piston, his dick coated with white juice. Fuck, Andy grunted, gritting his teeth, his face sweaty, veins popping on his neck and shoulders.

“Come inside me?” Aya said in her best innocent voice while looking into Andy’s eyes. Andy had no chance against that look. He roared and exploded inside Aya’s pussy. His cock throbbed as he filled her with his thick come. He continued fucking her while he was coming, sweat dripping down his face. Aya coaxed him with sweet words as she wrapped her long legs around his waist, taking him all in, her pussy clenching on his cock, milking every drop.

“Goddamn,” Andy said in a low voice. He didn’t pull out immediately. His cock stayed inside Aya’s pussy for a while. He sucked her nipples. He left another set of kiss marks. Andy pulled his cock out and he moved up and placed it near Aya’s face. Aya put her tongue out and licked Andy’s balls, tasting her juices and his come. She closed her eyes, enjoying the taste, rolling it on her tongue. Aya sucked his half-hard cock.

Andy got off her eventually. He helped Aya stand up. Ryan handed her a bottle of water. Aya was naked. We all watched her as she drank the water, memorizing her delicious curves. While she was drinking the water, Judah stood up beside her and played with her boobs.

The water of the lake wasn’t cold. The four of us climbed to the deck. Judah slapped Aya’s butt. Ryan suggested that since they were already naked, they might as well do some skinny-dipping. He jumped first on the water. Judah followed. They floated near the platform and waited for Aya. She smiled at me before she jumped into the water. Judah and I stayed on the deck, watching them.

“She’s really something,” Judah said.

“She is,” I said.

“But you know, I got a bit jealous watching those two bastards fuck her,” Judah said, chuckling.

I simply nodded. You got jealous, huh? I’m Aya’s husband. How do you think I feel?

Ryan and Andy swam closer to Aya. They floated side by side. Aya looked at me as they played with her pussy and squeezed her tits. The moon and the yellow light from the deck illuminated the water. They French-kissed her again. Ryan sucked her nipples while Andy fingered her under the water. He brought her again to orgasm. We watched as her sexy body trembled and she cried in release.

After swimming, the four of us went inside the cabin. Aya whispered in my ear, asking if I wanted to join her in the shower. My hard cock nodded, but as I was taking my shirt off, Judah grabbed her hand and pulled her into the bathroom. Aya didn’t say no. She looked back at me and smiled sweetly. Next time, babe. Judah closed the bathroom door while grinning at me and giving me a thumbs-up. They were in there for half an hour.

Andy, Ryan, and I stayed in the main bedroom, sitting and facing the closed bathroom door, listening to Judah fuck my wife. Andy and Ryan were on separate chairs while I was on the bed. I was the one closest to the bathroom. The bathroom door was made of thin wood. The sex sounds coming inside were clear. Aya whimpered and moaned as Judah fucked her in different positions. He brought her to orgasm at least four times. Aya could come countless times if she was really turned on. Like now. Here in this cabin. With these guys.

“Lucky bastard,” Ryan said, rubbing his hands.

Judah opened the door with his feet. He carried Aya like a man carrying his wife to bed on their wedding night. Aya was blushing and her body was loosely wrapped in a small white towel. Her full cleavage was out. We could see her nipples. Judah had a wide grin on his face, a satisfied man. My wife looked like a woman who received a truly good fucking. She smiled shyly at me.

I stood up and transferred to a chair. Judah placed Aya on the bed. The towel wrapped around her petite body was so small and short we could see her slick pussy. Andy and Ryan stood up from where they were sitting and stood beside the bed. They looked at my wife. The two men took off their shirts and shorts. Aya gasped when their thick cocks sprung out and she saw that they were fully hard and ready to ravage her again.

“We want to fuck you again, Aya,” Ryan said in a raspy voice, breathing hard while stroking his cock. Judah sat on a chair across from mine.

Aya looked at Judah and me and then at Ryan and Andy. She nodded at the two men standing above her. She smiled at them invitingly. She removed her towel and threw it on the floor. “Yes, please,” she said sweetly, seductively running her fingers between her luscious tits.

Andy and Ryan pounced at her. They kissed her mouth and squeezed her tits and rubbed her slick pussy. Their hands and lips were all over her. Ryan aggressively tongue-fucked Aya’s pussy which immediately made her come. While Ryan was tongue-lapping my wife’s shaking pussy, Andy was gripping her hair and roughly fucking her mouth.

Judah and I watched as his two friends railed my wife for hours. Judah stroked his cock as he enjoyed the show. I simply sat on my chair, leaning forward, breathing heavily, completely focused on the action. My heart was pounding and my face and chest were sweaty.

They got Aya on all fours again and they took turns fucking her. Ryan slapped her round butt again and again as he pounded her. He pulled her hair as he thrust hard and fast, making her butt jiggle as his balls slapped her overheated clit.

“Oh god, yes! Oh, harder!” Aya moaned and begged, completely lost in ecstasy. The bed shook and creaked. Judah stroked his cock faster.

Andy replaced Aya. She moaned when he slid his dick inside her. Andy fucked my wife deliberately, not too slow, not too fast, taking his time, enjoying every single second his cock was inside her warm and tight pussy. His huge hands gripped Aya’s sexy waist as his long, curved dick coaxed another delicious orgasm from her. Coming! I’m coming! Aya screamed in unmeasurable delight as another mind-exploding orgasm hit her. Tears rolled down her cheeks as her vision went orange.

Andy lay on his back and ordered Aya to get on top of him. Aya looked at him and lifted herself with shaky arms. Her eyes were unfocused, her lips parted. She was still surfing the after-effects of her orgasm. She brushed the damp hair in front of her face with her hand.

“Come on, babe, sit on my cock,” Andy ordered. Aya got on top of him and kissed him. She reached for his cock. She stroked it with her right hand while aiming it at her dripping pussy. She purred as she slid down on his cock, its thickness stretching her pussy deliciously.

Ryan stood on the bed behind Aya while stroking his cock. He watched as she adjusted herself on Andy’s cock. There was a naughty light in Ryan’s eyes. I wiped my sweaty forehead. I knew what these two guys were planning. I realized I was holding my breath. My palms and arms were sweaty. The room was quiet except for the sound of our deep breathing and anticipation.

“Don’t move yet,” Ryan said to Aya from behind. “Lean forward.” Aya looked back at him. It took her a few seconds to understand what the men wanted to happen. Her eyes widened. She looked at me and Judah. She bit her lower lip. Slowly, her eyes lighted with excitement. She swallowed and licked her lips.

“You’ll never forget this,” Andy said to her while squeezing her tits.

Ryan aimed his cock at her and he entered her from behind. Oh my god, oh my god, Aya moaned as Ryan’s dick slid into her inch by inch, his hand on her shoulder. She felt so wanted. So desired. She felt so full. She had never felt this full before. Delicious current ran through her entire body. Two cocks. Oh god, Aya repeated, her head spinning. Two huge cocks inside her.

“Balls deep now,” Ryan grunted.

“Oh yeah,” Andy snarled as my wife clenched tightly around their thick dicks.

The two men started pumping, slowly at first, then faster and harder and deeper. Every deep thrust made Aya’s world spin. She had never experienced something like this before. The bed creaked and swayed wildly.

“Oh yes! Yes! Give it to me, please!” Aya begged with tears rolling down her cheeks. “I love your cocks!” she shouted. Andy and Ryan high-fived while they both railed her.

Ryan grabbed Aya’s hair and she turned to him and he kissed her. Andy gripped her waist and sucked her bouncing tits. You’re so fucking hot! Ryan roared as he plumbed her relentlessly. The two men fucked her for what felt like hours.

Aya had already orgasmed and squirted multiple times. Yet, she kept going, moaning and crying and asking for more, please please more, she begged. The two men were also at the edge. They were gritting their teeth, veins popping on their neck and forehead, moaning unintelligible words. They were fucking her harder now, giving all they got. The room was filled with the sounds of the creaking bed and hot sex.

Ryan and Andy blasted inside Aya. The feeling of their throbbing cocks and copious sperm shooting inside her made my wife come again like a rocket, screaming in delight as her eyes rolled to the top of her head. Andy cursed and howled as his body jolted and shook. They came long and deep and hard, completely filling Aya with their hot sperm as their cock erupted spurt after spurt. Ryan pulled her hair as Andy squeezed her tits.

When it was done, Aya fell on Andy’s chest. She looked at Judah and me and gave us a tired but satisfied smile. Her hair was in disarray, her eyes fluttering, and her body covered in sweat. She looked wrecked yet still unbelievably gorgeous.

I love you, Aya said quietly, though I couldn’t really tell if she was saying it to Judah or me.
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