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CHAPTER 1

“Judah messaged me,” Aya whispered. We were sitting beside each other. We were at The Lavender – an al-fresco restaurant on 14th Street. We were having brunch with our friends.

It was a warm and sunny Sunday. We were under a broad, light green umbrella. The weather was good. Many people were walking on the street, enjoying the day with their friends and partners. There were few cars. There were lots of bicycles. The air was filled with light music and good conversations. It was a good day to hang out with friends.

I looked at my gorgeous wife and raised an inquiring eyebrow at her. “Uh, Judah always messages you,” I said. “What did he say?”

“Um, he’s asking if he could stay for a few days,” Aya said, her lips almost touching my ear.

“Stay where?” I asked.

“With us, babe,” Aya said softly. “In our house. Judah asked me if it would be okay if he stayed with us for a few days. I told him that I have to ask you first.”

“Hey, what’s happening there? What are you guys whispering about?” Andrew asked us with a grin, teasing. He was sitting next to Maddie, his pretty wife. Andrew and Maddie were college friends of ours.

Andrew had been glancing at Aya’s lovely cleavage since we sat down. He tried to be subtle about it. It wasn’t working. Aya noticed his looks. It was all right with her. She let him look. My wife is used to it. Like many of our guy friends, Andrew has been fantasizing about Aya for years.

Aya was wearing a blue, sleeveless, mini-length, sexy summer dress. Her hair was tied in a cute ponytail. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Uh, we were just talking about Judah,” I answered Andrew.

“Judah?” Maddie repeated, interested. Her blue eyes lighted up. She leaned forward on her seat. She glanced at Aya. “Do we know him?”

There was a pause. Aya looked at me. She started to blush cutely. Maddie was closely observing her.

Judah Gibson is Aya’s boyfriend – a stranger she met on a dating app, which I encouraged.

Yeah. I know, I know.

Judah eventually became her lover. I couldn’t tell Maddie and Andrew those details, of course. That would shock them. Aya has the face and body of a sex goddess, but she has a reputation for being modest and shy and kind. If they only know the truth.

“He’s a new friend. He lives near Lake Eastway,” Aya answered. She sipped from the paper straw of her lemon juice, avoiding our friends’ inquiring eyes. Aya was never a good liar. She would give herself away if this continued.

“He has a lakehouse and a boat. He’s about forty-five years old. He’s, uh, a good guy,” I said. I took a bite of my syrup-covered French toast. A good guy.

“He sounds interesting,” Maddie said. “An older man, huh, Aya? How did you meet him?”

Aya looked at me quickly and then looked at her lemon juice and healthy salad. I squeezed her thigh under the table. Maddie and Andrew were now wondering why we were acting weird.

How did we meet Judah, my wife’s boyfriend? I couldn’t tell them we met him because he tried to hit on my wife. I couldn’t tell them about the hot things Judah and Aya did in his lakehouse and in that hidden cabin one weekend with some of Judah’s friends – Ryan and Andy.

I took a deep breath. “Fishing,” I answered. “We were in the lake and Judah taught us how to fish.”

Andrew looked at Maddie. Maddie smiled at her husband. Andrew continued leering at my wife’s gorgeous face and yummy cleavage. Andrew once asked Aya for a threesome with Maddie. That was when she was still my fiancee. Aya politely declined. I wonder what she would say if Andrew asked her again.

The subject of Judah Gibson was dropped but not forgotten. They would ask about him again. Maddie wanted more details.

We ate and talked and enjoyed each other’s company. Aya turned to me and gave me a sweet smile and squeezed my hand under the table.

Andrew paid for the bill. I wanted to pay, but he insisted. Andrew earns hundreds of times more than me. He owns a mid-size advertising company. I work in the Department of Transportation.

After the brunch, we said our goodbyes and promised to see each other soon. Aya and Maddie hugged and whispered to each other. Andrew memorized my wife’s long legs and the round shape of her butt.

It was still early. Aya and I decided to check out this newly opened bookstore on 17th Street. It was near and only a few minutes’ walk away.

“Babe?” Aya asked me while I was checking the back cover of Howard McGrady’s new novel. I knew what she was going to ask me. I was still thinking. “About Judah?” she said sweetly.

“Judah wanted to stay with us for a few days, right? I mean, sure. It’s alright. We have a guest bedroom. He can sleep there if he wants. Uh, why does he want to stay with us again?”

“He said he has some business to take care of here in NewCoast,” my wife answered. We were holding hands.

“Some business? What kind?”

“Should I ask him?” Aya looked at my face. A tall man with thick glasses who looked like a professor wearing an NCU uniform kept looking at Aya, appreciating the sexy fit of her dress on her perfect body. Aya met his eyes quickly, smiled at him, and turned her attention to me.

“Ah, no. It’s all right. Let’s just wait for him to tell us.” I leaned towards my wife. She smelled so fresh and so good. “You’re so hot.”

Aya looked at me and smiled and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. I leered at her cleavage. I wanted to make out with her right here between the bookshelves.

Aside from that one guy at the end of the row who was pretending to read while stealing looks at Aya, we were alone in this part of the bookstore.

If I told Aya to bend over and hike up her skirt, I bet she would do it without a question. She’d smile, roll her eyes, tell me how bad I was, and then do exactly what I told her.

Aya is that kind of wife. She loves to please the man she loves. Or the men she loves. Because now Judah is part of that category. Or not. Not yet. She likes him a lot. That’s for sure. What they have is fiery passion, lust, and overwhelming desire for each other – the type that could overwhelm our marriage. Ah, I’m being so negative about all these. This is my fault. It was me who started all of these. There is no one to blame but myself. But blame is not really necessary. This is good. This is not bad for our marriage. All I’m doing here is giving my gorgeous wife some space to enjoy and have fun.

An invisible hand squeezed my heart. Just a tiny bit, but I felt it.

Aya is a voracious reader. She loves romance and sci-fi and thrillers. I watched her as she walked between the bookshelves, checking the works of her favorite authors.

Her blue summer dress only reached mid-thigh, giving me a nice view of her mile-long supermodel legs. Aya removed the black hair band that was holding her neat ponytail. Her long, gorgeous hair billowed behind. I watched from several feet away. She looked at me, feeling my eyes on her, and gave me a sweet smile – the kind a loving wife gives to her husband.

The Reader’s Rest – that’s the name of the bookstore we were in. It wasn’t that large. Fictions and self-help on the first floor. Art and magazines and graphic novels on the second floor. It was eleven on a Sunday morning. Soft jazz played in the background.

A male employee approached Aya and offered his assistance even though there were now a dozen customers roaming around. Todd – that was the name on his name tag. He was tall and black. He looked like a college athlete.

Is there a specific book you are looking for? Todd asked Aya. He was smiling, all charms and sweet talk and confidence. Aya glanced at me and I smiled back at her.

Todd’s eyes bounced from Aya’s gorgeous face to her yummy tits and back again. I gave them some space. I moved to the next row of wooden bookshelves and browsed the selections.

My mind was on Judah Gibson’s request to spend some days in our house.

Judah wants to stay in the city for several days because he needs to take care of some business? Come on, man. His lakehouse is just a short drive away from NewCoast City. It is a short and easy drive. He could also stay in a motel if he doesn’t want to drive. But he’s a truck driver. That is what he does. A driver who doesn’t want to drive? Really now?

Of course, Judah has another reason for wanting to stay in our house. The true reason. The only reason. And that reason can be summarized in four words and four syllables. To fuck my wife.

I pulled a book and opened it in the middle. I closed it and looked at the back cover. I looked at it but couldn’t focus on the words. I was imagining what would happen if Judah stayed with us. I took a deep breath. Am I worried? Maybe a little. My mind kept picturing what Judah and Aya would do throughout the day.

A tall, pretty woman in a white blouse and a short, tight, blue skirt smiled at me and blushed. She noticed that I had a hard-on. I put the book back and smiled at her. She looked like a beauty pageant candidate. She was almost as hot as Aya. Almost. She took a book and walked towards the cashier to pay for it. I shook my head and went back to check on my wife.

Aya was surrounded by three men now – all bookstore staff. They were smiling. They were talking to her, asking about her favorite books, her favorite authors, how often she visits this bookstore branch. They said that if she was looking for a particular book and it was not in stock, she could just message them, and they would find it for her.

They gave Aya their business cards. You can message us anytime. Day or night. The man with Richard on his nametag asked her if she was a model. Aya shook her head, smiling shyly. The three asked for a selfie with her. They focused the camera on her tits. The three men went back to work when they saw me approaching.

“You left me alone with them,” Aya said, smiling playfully.

I grinned. “You seemed to be enjoying their attention, babe.”

“Um, they were just doing their job,” Aya said sweetly.

“There were other customers,” I teased her back.

“They were persistent,” Aya said. “There’s a hidden discount, you know. They told me how to avail of it.”

“Can I get that discount?”

“They said the discount is only for me.”

“I bet,” I said. “Did they say that the best way to get this magic discount is if you message them personally? That’s what they said, right?”

“Um, something like that.” Aya kissed me on the lips as we were walking out. The three guys who had been talking to her earlier looked envious. I wrapped my arm around Aya’s shoulders as we left the bookstore.

Tomorrow, Judah would arrive.


CHAPTER 2

I was in my office the following day when Judah called me. I stood up from my chair and closed the office door before taking his call.

“Hey, Finn,” Judah said. His voice was cheerful.

“Hey, Judah,” I said to the man who was fucking my beautiful wife. “What’s up?”

“A bit busy,” he answered. “I’m driving on my way to the city now. I have some things to take care of before going to your house.”

“What time will you arrive?”

“I’m not sure. Maybe late afternoon. Maybe six. Maybe seven. I still need to meet some old friends of mine.”

“Ah, alright,” I said.

“Hey, man, thanks for doing this,” Judah said.

“Uh, it’s okay. Aya said you’ll be in the city for business, right? And you needed a place to stay?”

“Ah yeah. I resigned from my job.”

“Really?”

“I’m feeling too old to drive trucks.”

“Yeah?”

“That’s the reason I’m going to NewCoast. I’m gonna start a new company. I need to talk to some people, process some papers, draft contracts. Things like that. I’m thinking of buying a fleet of boats and renting them. Sounds good, right?”

“Well, sure. I’m no boat expert, but you have a perfect location there in Lake Eastway.”

“You wanna join me in this new venture? We can be partners. You have a cool head in you. You are reliable, Finley. What do you think?”

“I don’t know. It hasn’t crossed my mind to start my own thing.”

“Well, you know, think about it. Maybe I’ll hire Aya part-time,” Judah said, chuckling. “What do you think she’d say about that? Do you think she’d say yes? Probably, right? I can’t pay her that much, though. I’m just starting.”

“I don’t think she needs a part-time job,” I said. Aya receives a good salary in her job at White Rock Bank.

“I know. Maybe I’ll ask her anyway. I plan on renting an office there in NewCoast. Just a small one. Nothing fancy. Just somewhere nice and accessible. I was a good businessman once. The divorce held me back,  but I will bounce back. I always do. For that, I would need an assistant who is good with numbers.”

“Aya is amazing with numbers.”

“She is,” Judah laughed. “Your wife is an amazing woman. I can picture her working in my new office, sashaying towards me, wearing high heels and a tight short skirt, bending down to pick up a pencil, making my coffee. Oh wow. I will definitely ask Aya if she’s interested in that.”

“All right, I need to get back to work. After this, I’ll pick up Aya, then we’ll go straight home.”

“God, I miss your wife,” Judah said. “She called me a couple of minutes ago. She said she missed me too and that she couldn’t wait to see me again. Aya misses my dick. Right? She’s just so fucking sweet.” Judah ended the call.

Judah arrived at our home at about seven in the evening. Aya and I were in the living room.

Aya was running on the treadmill, all hot and sexy in her black, backless sports bra and tight high-waisted yoga pants. There were tiny beads of sweat on her neck and shoulders. Her hair was tied in a sporty ponytail. I glanced at her while sitting on the couch, reading the book I bought yesterday.

She called Judah earlier to ask him if he wanted to go out to have dinner, but he replied that he had already eaten with friends, thank you. Aya replied with a cute selfie.

Aya was on her fifth mile on the treadmill when we heard the sound of the doorbell. She pressed the stop button of the treadmill. It slowed down. She wiped her face and neck with a blue towel. I closed my book and stood up from the couch. I went to the door. Aya stood beside me. I squeezed her butt while she drank from her water tumbler. She shook her head at me, grinning, her ponytail swaying. I squeezed her butt one more time and I opened the door.

Judah stood there with a backpack, wearing jeans and boots and a white shirt, his car parked behind him on our driveway. His massive body filled our doorway. He grinned when he saw us. His eyes lingered on Aya, appreciating her hot outfit.

“Hey, guys,” he said.

“Hi,” Aya said, inviting his boyfriend in.

Judah stepped in and shook my hand. He patted my shoulder. Aya excitedly hugged him tight, like they had not seen each other for a long time. I stood there and watched as my wife hugged his boyfriend. It was a long hug. I closed the door. Judah whispered something in Aya’s ear. She looked at his eyes and blushed and nodded.

Judah’s hand was on Aya’s waist. His hand moved down, grabbed her firm butt, and pulled her against him. They looked at each other’s eyes, smiling and talking without words. I coughed to get their attention.

“Sorry,” Aya said sweetly. “I’m all sweaty. Please come in.”

“Hey, man, thanks again. I really appreciate this,” Judah said to me.

“How was the traffic going here?” I asked Judah. He was enjoying the shape of Aya’s round butt.

“Traffic flowed smoothly,” he grinned, his eyes now on Aya’s tits. We were standing in the living room. “Aya told me not to take the expressway. She said it was faster to take Arbor Route.”

“And I’m right,” Aya smiled.

“And you’re right,” Judah said. He placed his backpack on the floor. He sat down on the couch and looked at our living room.

Our bungalow house here in Cameron Park isn’t that large, but it is modest and comfortable. Outside, we have a small porch and a nice yard with green shrubs and well-maintained driveway and a trimmed lawn of bermuda grass. Here inside, we have the kitchen, the dining area, the living room, a home office, and two bedrooms.

Judah would have the guest bedroom. That was the plan.

“I’ll go have a shower,” Aya announced. She was standing in front of Judah, who was sitting relaxed on the couch. His eyes roamed all over her body, taking the sight of her mouthwatering curves, enjoying her hotness. Judah nodded.

“Give me a kiss first,” Judah said. Aya looked at me and then at Judah. She placed her hands on her back. She bent forward at the waist and gave her boyfriend a kiss while I watched.

It was a quick kiss. There was a little tongue action. Aya noticed that Judah had a hard-on. She planted one more kiss on his lips and then walked towards the bathroom. Judah and I watched her. That sports bra and tight yoga pants really looked amazing on her.

“This house makes me miss being a husband,” Judah said as he leaned back on the couch.

“How’s your ex-wife?” I immediately knew that it was a stupid question after it left my mouth.

Judah simply shrugged and grinned. “We’re on good terms. Alenna and I are still friends. We still meet from time to time.”

“That’s good to hear.”

“Do you want to meet her?”

“I’ve seen some of her photos online.”

“She’s as hot as Aya.”

I changed the topic and asked Judah about this new venture that he was planning. He said that tourism in Lake Eastway was booming again. Lots of money coming in from all sorts of people. Tourists. Business operators. Foreign and locals.

Judah said that he was planning on improving his lakehouse and his dock. He wanted to make it bigger. He needed to secure lots of permits for that. He was planning on buying at least seven more boats.

Judah also wanted to build a cabin. He had the funding. He would get more. He had to make a deal with some people, make several contracts, put everything on paper. He had to start interviewing people soon. He would need a good staff.

“So, have you thought about what I said before about partnering up with me?”

“I’m still thinking about it.”

“All right. But my offer will always stand. I would always be in need of smart, trustworthy people. Imagine this. You and me and Aya in one office. I will run the operations, you run the strategy, and Aya can do the financial side. Sounds like a dream, right?”

Judah and I were not interested in watching the rom-com movie playing on the TV. I picked up the remote to look for more interesting shows. I chose a popcorn action movie. I stood up and went to the kitchen and took out two canned sodas from the fridge and gave one to Judah. I settled on my seat and we talked.

I asked about his best friends, Ryan and Andy. They are all right, Judah said. They missed Aya. They couldn’t wait to see her again.

You mean, Ryan and Andy couldn’t wait to fuck my wife again, I thought. That was what Judah really wanted to say. He grinned at me. He read my thoughts.

“That was awesome what happened in that cabin, right, man?” Judah said. “Unforgettable. We should do that again soon. Ryan and Andy are game, of course. How about next weekend? I have already asked Aya. She said yes. She said she has to ask you first, though. She’s probably just waiting for the right time.”

Aya came out of our room wearing a matching gray T-shirt and shorts. Her hair was down and was still slightly damp. Her tight, high-waisted cotton shorts clung sexily to her shapely butt. We could see the outline of her bra and panties.

“What are you guys talking about?” She asked. Aya sat on the couch beside Judah. She looked at the TV.

“Hey, you changed the movie, babe,” Aya said to me. I shrugged and smiled. I handed her the remote back. Aya didn’t click it. She placed it on top of the table.

Aya asked Judah about his lakehouse and the cabin in Eastway. She asked about his day and the people he met, as well as about Andy and Ryan. She gave me a shy glance when she mentioned their names. Aya crossed her legs. Judah placed his left hand on top of her thigh.

I sat across from them and watched as they talked. Aya updated Judah on all the interesting things that happened to her since that event in the cabin.

She talked about her work and her friends. Aya placed her hand on top of Judah’s. They were looking at each other’s eyes as they talked. Judah made several jokes and funny comments, which made Aya smile and laugh. They looked like a newly married couple. I felt like I was the houseguest. While they were talking, Judah gave Aya a quick kiss. She smiled at him. She was giving him bedroom eyes. This was all cute and sweet.

I looked around the living room. I stood up. “Babe, how about we show Judah where he will be sleeping.”

“Oh, right,” Aya said. Judah removed his hand on my wife’s thigh. They stood up, and Judah picked up his bag from the floor and carried it on his shoulder. I realized that Judah’s bag was huge. It was a camping bag. It was full of all his things. It looked like he planned on staying with us for a couple of weeks, not just a few days.

We walked towards the guest room. I led the way and they followed me. The small hallway was just a few steps from the living room. Judah had his arm wrapped around Aya’s waist. I opened the door of the guestroom and we all stepped inside.

“Nice,” Judah said. The guestroom was modest. Light-cream painted walls. A comfortable full-sized bed. A bedside table. A couch. A dresser. A painting of a lake. There’s a small fridge. A working table and an office chair. A pair of dumbbells on the floor. Pillows and blanket. There was a double-hung window with a good view of the yard and the trees and the street. The window was closed and covered with blinds. Aya sat down on the bed. Judah placed his heavy bag on top of the office table.

“Nice. This is good. Beautiful,” Judah said while looking at Aya’s face and boobs and legs. Aya placed both hands on the bed and crossed her legs and leaned back a bit. She looked up and smiled at us. She brushed back her hair with her hand.

“Uh, so, man, this will be your room for the next few days. Settle down and feel at home,” I said with a genuine smile like a good host, a good friend.

“You know, I’m thinking,” Judah said, “how about we change rooms, Finn? I’ll sleep in the main bedroom with Aya and you stay here. You know, just for a few days while I’m here in your house. How about that? Good idea, right?”

There was silence after that. Aya looked at me. She looked surprised. She and Judah had not discussed that, I could tell. She didn’t say anything. She looked at my face, waiting for my answer.

“Uh, what?” I said to Judah after a few seconds. “Look –“

Judah laughed and slapped my shoulder. His palm was heavy. “I’m kidding, man. I’m just kidding. You’re too serious, Finn. This room will do fine. The bed is a bit short. But this room is perfect. Also, I doubt if Aya would be able to sleep well beside me. I’m a fucking loud snorer.”

I sighed. All is well, then. There would be no changing of rooms.

Judah sat beside Aya on the bed. She smiled at my wife and moved closer to her. He leaned and kissed her. He squeezed her tits while kissing her, feeling their firmness and softness with his huge hands. Aya moaned at the feel of his hands ravaging her boobs. They kissed torridly. They were hungry for each other. Their tongues danced, wet and eager and hot. Aya moaned as Judah’s tongue danced hungrily inside her mouth. I stood there and watched as they made out hotly in front of me.

I felt awkward just standing there. I pulled a chair and sat on it. My heart was beating fast. My hard-on was aching. My balls were hot. I could hear myself breathing.

Judah placed a hand on top of Aya’s head. She knew what to do. She went down from the bed and got on her knees on the floor. Judah stood up and unbuckled his belt. Aya looked up and smiled at him. She helped him. She pulled down the zipper of his jeans.

Aya blushed when she was again face to face with Judah’s huge bulge. She missed it. She kissed the massive tent of his boxers, closing her eyes and moaning while savoring his hardness. Judah grinned at her. He took off his jeans and boxers and sat back down on the bed.

Aya bit her lower lip and looked at me cutely like she was asking for permission. With my heart thumping loudly inside my chest, I nodded.

Aya started stroking Judah’s thick dick. One hand, then two. She could barely wrap her delicate hands around it. She licked the tip of his cock and tasted his precum. She licked it again. She looked up and smiled at Judah before taking the fat head of his cock in her mouth. Aya closed her eyes and moaned, enjoying the taste of him. She lovingly squeezed his heavy balls.

Aya slurped on Judah’s cock. She half-gagged as the fat head of his dick hit the back of her throat. She liked that. Her head bobbed up and down.

“Fuck, yes,” Judah grunted, gripping Aya’s gorgeous hair. Aya blew him for several minutes. She licked the length of his cock. She sucked and tasted his balls, all the while looking at his grinning face while stroking him.

Judah’s grip on Aya’s hair tightened. She knew that he was near the edge. She sucked his cock deeper and tighter and faster. Her eyes watered. She moaned as her lips glided on his thick length.

“Oh, fuck!”

Judah’s body jerked when he came. He exploded inside Aya’s mouth and I watched as her throat moved to swallow all of it. She wasted no drop. She squeezed Judah’s balls as he spurted inside her mouth. It took almost a full minute before it was over.

Aya looked up proudly at Judah when she was done swallowing. She looked at me, smiling shyly and cutely blushing. Her lips and chin were coated with thick sperm. She licked her lips. She continued stroking Judah’s softening cock. In its soft state, his dick was still semi-hard and massive. Aya kissed his balls and kissed the tip of his cock again.

“Such a good . . . wife,” Judah said with a contented grin. He gently slapped Aya’s cheeks.

“Thank you,” Aya said softly. She stroked Judah’s cock and licked it from base to head, doing it slowly and sexily while looking into his eyes.


CHAPTER 3

Judah said he was tired from all the things he did today and he would like to take an early rest. Aya asked Judah again if he was sure he wasn’t hungry, and if he was, we could order delivery – pizza or pasta or something. Judah said thank you, it’s all right. See you guys tomorrow. Judah smacked Aya’s round butt as she was stepping out the door.

Aya went to the bathroom to clean up. I walked back to the living room and sat on the couch and changed the movie back to the rom-com that we were watching earlier. After a few minutes, Aya returned and sat on my lap. She was still wearing her gray shirt and high-waisted shorts but had already taken off her bra. Her nipples were hard. It was poking the front of her cotton shirt.

I slid my hand under her shirt and played with her boobs.

“You’re hard, babe,” Aya said, sexily grinding her butt on my dick. I’m always hard for you, I replied. I lifted her shirt and pressed my face against her luscious tits and sucked her pink nipples. When I slid my hand inside her shorts and felt her hot pussy, she was soaked. Aya wasn’t wearing panties. She was dripping wet. The blowjob she gave Judah turned her on so much.

I slid two fingers inside Aya and wantonly finger-fucked her until she was writhing and twisting in my arms. A jolt of delicious lightning hit her when she finally came. She whimpered and moaned loudly. She tightly held on to me so she wouldn’t fall from my lap. She looked at my face, smokey eyes fluttering. She reached for my hand and sucked her juices from my fingers.

“That was nice,” Aya said softly and kissed my lips.

She stood up and sat beside me and I wrapped my arms around her. We watched a short series. It was less than an hour. We got bored, and we started fooling around again. We made out, and this time, she gave me a blowjob – a real sloppy one. I was already turned on to the max. It didn’t take long for me to come. While on the edge, I gritted my teeth and told Aya to take her shirt off, which she immediately obeyed.

I was sitting on the edge of the couch when I came. My body jolted and I grunted and cursed. I shot my sticky load across Aya’s tits. There was a lot of come. Spurt after spurt. Most went to her tits. Some went to her neck and shoulders. Aya kept stroking my cock as I was coming, looking at me seductively and urging me on.

When I was done, I watched her scooped my come from her tits with her fingers and put them in her mouth. She tasted and swallowed my come. Before standing up, she gave my cock a goodnight kiss.

We cleaned ourselves up and then went to bed. Aya fell asleep before me. Maybe she was exhausted by the two consecutive blowjobs she performed, though I doubt that.

She fell asleep on her side with her right arm embracing me and her right leg on top of mine. I looked at her and brushed a strand of hair from her face. I kissed her lips lightly and whispered goodnight. I love you, I whispered.

The light was already off. I looked at the closed door of our room. Outside that door and across our bedroom was the guestroom where Judah Gibson was sleeping.

I looked at my wife again, who was peacefully sleeping. Would she wake up at midnight to visit her boyfriend in the next room? Would they fuck while I was asleep? That was very possible. Maybe that was the plan.

If Judah told Aya to go to his room while I was deeply asleep here to have some early morning quickie, Aya would do it. No questions asked.

I remembered how soaking wet she was earlier. It was all for Judah. She was aching for him. With jealousy gently tugging my heart, I drifted off to sleep.

I woke up at two in the morning. I remembered that Judah was sleeping here in our house. I quickly opened my eyes and turned my head, expecting to see that Aya’s part of the bed was vacant, that she was on her hands and knees in the other room and being pounded by her new boyfriend. I was wrong. Aya was still sleeping soundly beside me. I calmed down. Part of me felt relief, and the other part felt disappointed. I went back to sleep.

I had a deep sleep. I dreamed, but I forgot what the dream was when I woke up. When I woke up and saw the sunlight from the window, I knew I would be late for work. I forgot to set the alarm on my phone. It was okay. There was no need to rush. The office, or rather my boss, was never strict about starting time, as long as you could finish your task within the day. I stood up from the bed and put a shirt on. Aya wasn’t in the shower.

Where was my wife? I was fully awake now. I opened the door of our bedroom and saw that the guestroom door was half open. I took a peek. Judah and Aya weren’t there. They were in the kitchen eating breakfast.

Judah saw me first and grinned at me while sipping black coffee. He was sitting on my chair. It seemed he had a good sleep. He was only wearing shorts. His right hand was on Aya’s thigh. She saw me and smiled.

Aya stood up from her chair and took two steps towards me and hugged me. She already finished showering. Her hair was wrapped with a towel and she was wearing her short pink robe. Her robe tie was loose, which offered me a juicy view of her luscious cleavage. Did Judah shower with her? What time did they wake up?

“Good morning, babe,” she said sweetly. I hugged her waist and kissed her. “I forgot to wake you up. Um, sorry about that.”

“It’s alright,” I said. I sat at the table and Aya sat on my left beside me. I rubbed her smooth thigh under the table and looked at her amazing cleavage again. Like me, Judah was enjoying the sight of her wonderful rack. This day is beginning so well, Judah’s face said.

“Hey, man,” Judah said. “Morning.”

“Hey, dude,” I said as I sipped my coffee.   “How was your room? Good? You’re an early riser.”

Judah grinned and nodded. “Aya woke up before me,” he said. “She was already preparing breakfast when I walked out of the room.”

“Well, I had to make breakfast for two guys, so I got up earlier than usual,” Aya grinned cutely. She prepared an energy-rich breakfast of whole eggs, chicken, ham, sausage, and pancakes with some fruits and tomatoes. This was a breakfast for at least three men. I like my breakfast quick and light – just a strong cup of coffee and butter and toast. Aya prepared this for Judah.

“So, Judah, what’s your plan for today?” Aya asked sweetly. She was done with her chia seeds and oatmeal.

“Come sit beside me,” Judah said to Aya. She looked at me and I nodded slightly. She stood up and went to the other side of our dining table. Her bathrobe was short. I knew she had no panties underneath it. We followed her movement. She took off the towel wrapped around her head. She ran her fingers through her damp hair, brushing it, letting it fall gorgeously on her back. She looked like a commercial model.

Aya pulled a chair and sat beside Judah. He grabbed the back of her chair and pulled it closer to him.

“What was your question again?” Judah asked her with a grin. He rested his massive right arm on the back of her chair. She is mine, that act said.

“Oh, nothing,” Aya said. “I just asked what you will do today.”

“Oh. Lots,” Judah said, sliding his left hand inside my wife’s bathrobe. Aya took a deep breath. Judah continued what he was saying. “I have to go to the city and negotiate with some people. You know, potential business partners. Things like that. But do you know what I really wanna do?” Judah licked his lips as he squeezed and fondled Aya’s firm and yummy tits while I watched, coffee in my hand, my dick hard under the table.

She looked up at him hopefully, full of desire, lust and longing. “Fuck me?” Aya asked. She was truly into him.

“Yes, exactly,” Judah answered. Her hand let go of Aya’s tits. She wanted more. Judah placed his fingers underneath her chin, tilting her head up. He rubbed his thumb on her lips. Aya bit it gently and sucked it. Judah stood up, a hard bulge in front of his shorts. “Fuck you, Aya? Yes. That is exactly what I plan to do.”


CHAPTER 4

“Uh, boss, I don’t think I can come to work today,” I said to Darien Robinson – my manager, my phone against my ear. My hand was slightly sweaty. I was in the living room, sitting on the couch. Judah and Aya were making out on the sofa across from me. Aya was squeezing Judah’s cock while he sucked her hard nipples and squeezed her tits. Judah licked her cleavage and her neck. Aya moaned.

“Really?” my boss asked. “What’s going on? Everything okay?”

“Uh, yeah. Yeah. Everything is good. I’m just feeling hot. I think I have a bit of a flu.”

“Ah, alright,” Darien said. “Is Aya there? Is she taking care of you?”

“Yes, um, she’s here.”

“You lucky bastard you,” Darien said. “She’s there? Say hi to your beautiful wife for me. What is she wearing now?”

“What?”

“Uh, nothing, man. Get well soon, Finley. See you at the office tomorrow.”

I put my phone down and watched the action in front of me. Judah ravished my wife. Both of them were breathing fast and hard.

Aya took off her robe. Judah helped her. His hand immediately touched her aching pussy. He grinned. Aya was soaking wet already. Judah took off his shorts and boxers and lay Aya on her back on the sofa. He spread her legs.

Judah got on top of her and kissed her mouth hungrily again. Aya moaned hotly as they kissed. While they were kissing, Judah’s long fingers slid in and out of Aya’s wet pussy.

Aya came in thirty seconds. She moaned loudly and held on Judah’s massive shoulders as her orgasm electrified her. Her eyes rolled to the top of her head. I squeezed my hard cock outside my shorts. I was breathing deep and slow, completely focused on my wife doing it with another man.

“Oh my god,” Aya sobbed in lust when Judah finally slid his long cock inside her overheated pussy.

“Yes,” Judah grunted. “Oh yes, babe,” Judah started pumping his cock. Our sofa wasn’t that large. Judah could barely fit in it. It started creaking and swaying as this massive man drove Aya’s petite body into it, slamming into her again and again, the length of his cock wet and sticky from her pussy juice. I took my cock out and started stroking.

Aya embraced Judah’s wide neck, urging him on. Oh yes, just like that, babe, fuck me, please. I miss you so much. She wrapped her long legs around his waist and arched her back to better accept his pounding. They were so hot and eager for each other that it didn’t take long for them to hit climax. Aya’s body shuddered, tears rolling down her cheeks as she came in shaking waves. Judah gripped her gorgeous hair, grunting as he filled her shaking pussy with his thick come.

Aya turned her head and gave me a contented smile. Her face was flushed. Her hair was a mess. Judah pulled her thick cock out of her pussy slowly and got off her. He gave Aya’s sensitive pussy a loving squeeze which made her moan. She rolled her eyes naughtily at him.

Aya stood up on shaky legs and walked over to me and seductively kneeled in front of me. She brushed her sweaty hair out of her face. She looked up at my face and smiled sweetly. I love you, she said and then took my hard cock in her mouth.

Aya didn’t go to work that day. She informed Hugh Foller, her boss, that she was going to take a day off for personal reasons. Her day off was granted immediately. There was no need to explain. Hugh Foller said that if there was a problem at home or if there was anything Aya needed, all she had to do was message him and give him a call and he would be there to help.

Anything you need, Aya, I’m here for you, Hugh Foller said on the phone. You’re so sweet, sir, Aya said softly while standing and leaning on the doorframe of the bathroom. She finished cleaning up. She thanked her boss and ended the call.

Judah walked over to her. He kissed her and fondled her tits and squeezed her ass. Judah was naked and his cock was hard as steel again. As they made out, Aya wrapped her hand around his cock and stroked it, moaning as her hands moved back and forth.

For the first half of the day, we hung out at our house. We cleaned the dishes after breakfast. After that, the three of us relaxed on the porch. It was a sunny day, warm and a bit humid.

Judah and I played a game of chess. Aya prepared some snacks – chips and burgers and cold fruit juice. She watched our game while scrolling the newest viral twenty-second video clips on her phone.

Aya wore a floral mini-sundress. She sat beside me. She crossed her legs and the short hem of her sundress inched upwards. Judah and I enjoyed the view. It was not easy to concentrate on the game. I rubbed her thigh. I lost the chess game.

“Do you play, Aya?” Judah asked my wife.

“I do,” she said, placing her phone on the table beside the chessboard. Aya and I exchanged seats. I squeezed her butt before she sat down. She smiled back at me. She sat down and arranged her pieces on the board.

“Hey, babe, how about we make a bet,” Judah suggested.

Aya looked at me before answering. “Um, alright,” she said. I already had an idea about the nature of this bet. My heart began pounding faster.  

“If you lose, I’m going to fuck you right here in your beautiful yard.”

“Um, I won’t lose. But even if I do, we can’t have sex here. People will see,” Aya said with slight regret in her voice. She looked at the street and at the houses of our neighbors.

“Not if we do it behind that bush,” Judah said, smiling and pointing at a tall group of hibiscus plants. The bush was about six feet tall, with lots of branches and leaves. The landscapers we hired planted them in a semicircle design. They are amazing when they bloom. Aya loves them and during flowering time, she takes pictures of the beautiful flowers and uploads them to her social media accounts. It’s a good cover for public fucking.

“So, what do you think? This makes the game exciting, right, guys?” Judah said cheerfully.

“Umm, okay,” Aya agreed. “That’s a deal.” This is such a one-sided bet, I thought.

Aya is a good chess player, way better than I am, but Judah used to play professionally. My wife lost. Judah smiled and sat up straight in his chair. Aya pouted cutely.

“You get checkmated, Aya,” Judah said, grinning devilishly. “Now, it’s time to get mated.”

“What?” Aya said, laughing. “You didn’t just say that!”

“Come here, babe,” Judah got up from his chair. Aya held his hand. “Let me just borrow your beautiful wife for a few minutes, Finn,” Judah said. Aya looked back at me as Judah helped her walk down the short stairs.

They positioned themselves behind the hibiscus plants. They made out first. Judah grabbed Aya’s ass and pulled her against him as they kissed hotly. Aya wrapped her hands around his neck, tasting his eager mouth on hers, sucking his tongue, grinding against him. Judah pulled down the thin spaghetti strap of Aya’s sundress and began sucking her nipples while fondling her firm and yummy breasts.

I stayed on the porch, watching them. Judah had his hands up the short hem of Aya’s dress. They were only a few feet from where I was sitting. Our front yard isn’t that huge.

I looked at the chessboard on the table and looked at the street. My legs felt weak. There were a few people walking on the sidewalk under the shade of the trees, some delivery vans, bikes, a few cars, residents jogging, walking their pets. None of them could see what was happening behind the green bush and thick leaves and brown branches in our front yard.

None of them could see my wife bent forward at the waist, her hands holding on the thick branches in front of her for support, while Judah was standing behind her, grinning and looking at her amazing butt while pulling down his shorts.

Judah lifted the skirt of Aya’s dress and told her to spread her legs. He slapped her butt, making her moan. Judah cupped her pussy and felt her soaking wetness on his hand. He fingered Aya from behind while telling her that she was his wife now and that she was his slut.

“Fuck me now, please,” Aya begged, half-moaning, half-sobbing, her hot juices dripping down her thighs.

Judah slapped Aya’s asscheeks and then slid his massive cock inside her from behind. Aya sobbed in delight. Judah encircled her waist tightly with his wide hands, holding her steady as he thrust energetically in and out of her.

Aya’s amazing pussy gripped his hard cock, creaming his length. Judah grabbed her hair and twisted it on his fist, pulling it and making her look up. Between the leaves and the branches, Aya could see our neighbors walking on the sidewalk. She could see the cars passing, the residents on their bicycles. She wasn’t focused on them. Her mind was on Judah’s big, veiny dick sliding in and out of her, making her roll her eyes in ecstasy, making her legs weak, making her orgasm like a crazy slut.

Harry Sanchez, our neighbor who lives across us, was watering the plants in his front yard. He smiled and waved at me and I waved back. He is a nice, quiet, happily married man who has a big crush on my wife.

Harry was totally unaware that Aya Brooks, his stunning neighbor, his crush, the woman that he had been fantasizing about for many months now, was currently being fucked and filled with her new boyfriend’s enormous cock and that she was loving every second of it. Judah came deep inside Aya’s pussy.

I wiped the sweat off my face with my hand. Aya was now on her knees, kneeling on the soft bermuda grass and cleaning Judah’s cock and balls with her mouth.

Judah and Aya showered together and then the three of us went out for lunch. Aya wore a simple light-blue V-neck button-down blouse and tight denim jeans. Her hair was down.

Aya looked like a commercial model, the type that the first time you saw her on TV, you would immediately go online to check out who she was and then follow her on social media. Men on the street gave her hopeful, lingering glances. Their eyes roamed her body, memorizing her poise and walk and her long legs and her sensational petite but sexy figure.

“You’re truly one lucky husband, aren’t you, Finley,” Judah said to me before we entered The Silver Steakhouse – a restaurant on Horton Avenue. Aya sat down beside me and Judah positioned himself across us. Aya’s skin was slightly flushed. She still had that aftersex glow. I touched her pussy under the table. She smiled at me.

“My dick is happy,” Judah said in a low voice and grinned at my wife. Aya smiled and rolled her eyes. I looked around the restaurant. It was filled with customers. Thankfully, there was no one here I recognize.

After we ate, Judah told us that he had to go to the city government office. He had to meet some people and take care of some things. He said he’d be back late and that we should not trouble ourselves waiting up for him. Aya gave him a copy of our house key. I paid for our lunch. After Judah left, Aya and I went grocery shopping and then I drove us home.

Aya and I fooled around in the living room in the middle of watching a movie.

“Did Judah fucked you well behind those plants?” I teased Aya. We were lying down on the sofa. I kissed the back of her neck. She laughed and giggled.

“Um, that tickles,” she said. “But yes, he did.”

“Remember that day I asked you to sign up in that dating app?” I whispered while feeling up her firm tits.

“Remember the day?” Aya giggled softly. “That was only a few months ago.”

“It turned out well, right? Now you have a boyfriend and he’s staying here in our house,” I said and slid two fingers inside her slick pussy, making her shudder.

“Are you jealous, babe?” Aya asked softly.

“Not in the least,” I lied.

“Oh, okay, well, I guess I got lucky,” Aya said, eyes closed, as I slowly moved my fingers in and out of her.

“Because he has a big dick?” I teased her. “You love his big dick pounding your slutty pussy?”

“You’re bad, but yes, babe. I do. Oh god, yes.”

“I’m thinking.”

“Yes?” Aya moaned.

“Maybe we should invite Ryan and Andy here?”

“Oh.”

“Would you like that?”

“Our house is not that big.”

I sneered. “That wouldn’t be a problem for them.”

“Maybe I should plant more bushes outside,” Aya teased. I lifted her right leg and deliciously slid my cock inside her. She whimpered and moaned.

Judah arrived at our house at about three in the morning. Aya and I were soundly sleeping by then.

The three of us woke up at the same time, at around seven. I noticed that even though Judah had only a couple of hours of sleep, he still looked fresh and energized. He said that everything was going well.

Aya suggested that we go for a short run. As we were warming up, some of the residents and neighbors who were also doing their morning runs greeted us, perhaps also wondering who was this tall and muscled black stranger with us.

The plan was to have a short run of only two kilometers, which eventually became ten and then fifteen. It was almost a semi-race. Aya finished it first, with Judah as the close second. I really should focus more on cardio, I thought when I finished.

Judah helped Aya in preparing breakfast while I took a shower. I showered quickly. When I was done, I asked if they needed any help. Aya sweetly said that there was no need and that I could just sit at the table and wait for them as they mixed and fried the eggs and made pancakes and toast and brewed coffee. I sat on a chair and watched them.

Aya had not changed yet. She was still wearing her outfit – a black sleeveless running top and sexy yoga pants. Judah and Aya joked and teased each other as they prepared the food. They looked like lovers.

Judah stood behind Aya and kissed her behind the ear, which made her giggle. Judah was hard under his running shorts. He pressed his hard dick against my wife’s butt.

“Hey, what are you doing?” Aya said gently. She didn’t move. Judah cupped her tits and began fondling them. Aya glanced at me. She let Judah play with her tits.

“All that running made me hard,” Judah said.

“Yes,” Aya moaned. “I can feel that.”

Judah placed his palm on Aya’s back and made her lean forward. She rested her elbows on the countertop and sexily arched her back. She spread her legs and looked at me. It looked like Aya and I would be late coming to work today.

Judah pulled down the waistband of Aya’s yoga pants until it was bunched around her knees. Her perfect butt and soaked pussy greeted us. Judah grinned and fingered her from behind and slapped her round ass several times. Every delicious smack of his palm made her moan.

Judah pulled down his shorts and aligned his cock at the entrance of Aya’s pussy. I squeezed my dick, but only outside my shorts. Judah slid his cock inside my wife’s dripping entrance. She half-sobbed at the pleasure. Judah gripped her waist and started pounding. Back and forth. In and out. The kitchen was filled with the sounds of hot moaning and grunting and raunchy slapping of flesh.

Judah fucked my wife in front of me for several minutes. Her face was flushed. Her body shuddered and her knees buckled. She cried in pleasure as another deep orgasm hit her. Judah cursed and pulled Aya’s hair when he nutted deep inside her pussy. He continued thrusting while he was ejaculating. His thick sperm and Aya’s pussy juice dripped down her thighs. Judah pulled his cock out of Aya’s pussy, gleaming white.

“Get on your knees, babe,” Judah ordered my wife. She did what Judah wanted. She got on the floor, her cheeks blushing, and looked up at him like a good girlfriend. Judah held his semi-hard cock near my wife’s pretty face. She already knew what to do. Aya licked his balls and then cleaned his sticky cock with her mouth.

“I’m hungry,” Judah said after slapping Aya’s face several times with his dick. “Let’s eat.”


CHAPTER 5

This is crazy, I thought. I was in the office. I had already dropped off Aya at the bank. Judah drove his own car. He said he was going to check some offices that were for rent. He’d be back later that night.

I sat on my office chair and looked outside. I looked at the framed picture of me and Aya on my desk. It was taken last year when we visited Banff National Park in Alberta. We were with our friends Andrew and Maddie. In this photo, Aya is wearing a white shirt, jeans, and walking shoes. My arm was around her shoulders and her arm was around my waist. We were smiling at the camera.

Aya looked incredible in this photo, as she always does. She looked gorgeous and charming and hot. I don’t think I’m a bad-looking guy, but she is really way out of my league.

I closed my eyes and saw her on our sofa, fully naked and sweaty, riding Judah Gibson’s enormous dick. Going up and down, moaning and whimpering, frantic and needy, crying then biting her lower lip, her long hair swaying, coming again and again. Judah enjoyed her hot bouncing body, grinning and just letting her slam her tight, creamy pussy on him.

Fuck. I had a hard-on. I changed my online status to busy. It was hard to concentrate at work. I was in no shape to answer work calls or attend meetings.

My dick had been hard most of the day, thinking about my gorgeous wife being easily accessible to Judah. He could fuck her anytime, anywhere, anyway he wanted, and Aya would always say yes.

Aya would never say no to him. She is in love with Judah’s tall body, his big arms, his long tongue, his massive cock. She would always welcome his advances. She would always say yes, oh yes, please to him. And right now, there was nothing in the world hotter than that.

I finished work at around half past five in the afternoon and picked up Aya at the bank. She was carrying a paper bag with a Horizon Airlines logo on it.

“Hey, babe, what’s in the paper bag?” I asked after she settled in the front passenger seat.

“Um, it’s a flight attendant uniform. I borrowed one from Mika Wells. We met for lunch earlier. You know her, right?”  

“Yes, I do,” I said. I’ve met Mika Wells once. She’s one of Aya’s friends. There was a huge billboard of Horizon Airlines on the expressway. The billboard showed three unbelievably gorgeous flight attendants in their black and red uniform, confidently and happily walking while pulling their wheeled suitcases. There was an airplane on mid-takeoff behind them. Mika Wells was the prettiest one in the middle.

“Um, Judah requested me to wear a stewardess uniform next time we do it, babe,” Aya said shyly.

“Ah,” I said. “That is nice. Why didn’t I think of that before? That’s hot.”

“If you want me to wear any sexy outfit, I will, babe. You know that,” she said softly, placing her hand on my thigh.

While we were driving home, Judah messaged Aya that he might not be able to come home for dinner because he would be hanging out with some friends. Aya pouted as she read his text. She was planning to cook his favorite dish.

To cheer my wife up, I decided to take her out on a dinner date. We made out inside the car while we were in the parking lot before we entered the restaurant to sit down and order. Aya gave me a loving blowjob and swallowed all of my come. She retouched her lipstick and fixed her hair after licking every drop.

We showered together when we got home. We watched two episodes of our new favorite series. It was already ten in the evening and Judah was still outside. I was feeling sleepy, so I said I was going to bed. Aya said she wasn’t feeling sleepy yet and she would watch one more episode. I kissed her and then entered our bedroom and got on the bed.

Aya’s plan was to wait for Judah. I knew that. She was eager to get fucked. She wanted to try that flight attendant uniform she borrowed from Mika Wells. Aya would be fucking hot in that. I fell asleep with a hard-on.

I woke up at about midnight. Aya was sleeping beside me. I gave her a kiss. I stood up and walked to the kitchen to drink water. I was thirsty. Judah had not arrived yet. I got back to bed and returned to sleep.

Sounds coming from outside our bedroom woke me up. I stirred and opened my eyes. I looked at the light of the rectangular digital watch on the table. It was two in the morning. I turned to Aya’s side of the bed and saw that she wasn’t there. I sat up. The door of our bedroom was ajar by several inches. There were sounds coming from outside. They were Aya’s hot moans.

I stood up. I was fully awake. My cock was awake, too, now hard as a rock. I opened our door and stepped outside. The door of the guestroom was half-open. Warm light was coming from it. Light and Aya’s moans and Judah’s grunts and the creaking of bed.

I slowly opened the door. I assumed that the half-open door was an invitation. I entered Judah’s room.

Aya was on top of Judah. She was grinding back and forth on his cock. He was buried deep inside her. She was wearing her flight attendant uniform – a black blouse and tight red skirt. She even had a cute cap on. She was wearing red heels. Her short skirt was rucked around her waist, her panties on the floor. The top three buttons of her blouse were undone. Aya’s perfect boobs lusciously swayed as she grinded on Judah’s massive dick.

“Ohhh, ahhh, ummm,” Aya moaned. Judah lifted his head and sucked my wife’s hard nipples. He squeezed her butt, pulling her hot body against him, ensuring his thick dick was buried all the way inside her tight pussy. Judah made sure my wife could feel every shape of the pulsing veins of his cock.

Aya turned her head to me. Her cheeks were flushed.

“Hi, babe,” Aya greeted me. “Um, sorry. Did we wake you up?” I nodded and sat on a chair. The window was open. Aya slowed her grinding, but she didn’t stop. Judah grinned at me and caressed my wife’s juicy tits.

“We’ve been fucking for over an hour, man,” Judah said. He looked at Aya. “How many times did you come already?” Judah asked her.

“Three times, babe,” Aya answered, blushing.

“I already came once . . . inside her pussy,” Judah said, sitting up and gently pushing Aya to the bed. He was on top of her now. He didn’t pull his cock out from the loving grip of my wife’s pussy as they switched positions. Judah grabbed Aya’s hair and torridly kissed her. I watched, cock in my hand, as their tongues danced hungrily. Aya moaned as Judah tongue-fuck her throat. Judah held Aya’s sexy thighs and spread her legs.

“Fucking gorgeous,” Judah said.

“Fuck me again, please,” Aya pleaded. She was so stunning lying there on the bed, her long hair fanned out behind her, her breasts firm and her nipples hard. She licked her lips. She looked down and watched as Judah aimed the angry head of his hard dick at the dripping entrance of her pussy.

“Oh, yes, I will,” Judah said. “I’m gonna come inside her again, Finn,” he informed me as he slid inside my wife.

What can I say to that? This is what happens when you ask your wife to sign in a dating app. This is what happens when your wife finds a new boyfriend with a massive dick. This is what happens when you invite that boyfriend to your home. What happens is you wake up one night and then you see your wife in the other room getting pounded. You see your hot wife getting fucked. You see her moaning and sobbing and asking for more. And then what else is there to do but to sit in a chair and watch and stroke your hard cock?

“Ahhh, ohhh, uhhh, yes, yes,” Aya chanted when Judah began pumping in and out of her. She already came several times and her pussy was extra-sensitive. She was creaming his dick. The bed squeaked from their hot and furious sex. They kissed passionately. Aya wrapped her legs around Judah’s waist, urging him on to please, oh, please fuck her harder and deeper and wilder while whispering naughty words in his ears.

Judah suddenly pulled his cock out from Aya’s pussy. He kneeled on the bed, putting her face between his massive thighs and started fucking her mouth. Aya’s big eyes widened at the sudden change in position. She welcomed it by taking all of his dick in her mouth, sucking it like her favorite popsicle, and letting its tip hit her throat.

“Oh, yeah. Yes. Take it all, Aya!” Judah snarled. “Fuck, fuck, I’m gonna come in your mouth!”

And he did. With a loud growl, Judah erupted inside Aya’s mouth, his copious sperm blasting directly into her throat. She swallowed as best as she could, but some dripped from her lips. Aya moaned hotly as she swallowed. She licked the come on her lips.

Judah was still hard. Their bodies were perspiring. It was a humid night. Judah ripped her stewardess blouse open at the front, its buttons bursting free, shooting out in all directions and falling on the bed and bouncing on the floor. I stroked my cock while I watched Judah groped Aya’s tits and sucked her nipples. He moved down and lifted her left leg and placed her ankle on his shoulder and started finger-fucking her.

“So good,” Aya cried. “So fucking good, oh my god, ummm, ahhh!” Aya came on Judah’s nimble fingers, writhing and twisting and grabbing the bedsheet.

Judah wasn’t done yet. With a single, effortless move, he flipped Aya’s petite and shaking body on all fours. She was now on her hands and knees. Aya was facing me, Judah kneeling on the bed behind her.

“Hello, babe,” I smiled at her. Her cheeks were crimson, perspiration on her gorgeous face. Her hair was messy. She was panting. She was in full heat and ready to get fucked again.

“Hi, babe,” Aya said and watched my fist going up and down around my cock. I’ll take care of that later, love, her seductive look said.

“Ready, Aya?” Judah said, licking his lips while pumping his cock, aiming at her other excited entrance.

Aya looked back at him, sweetly nodding and lowering her upper body and lifting her fantastic ass and spreading her legs further. She was ready. I blinked the sweat from my eyes.

Judah grabbed Aya’s hair and pulled it back and then sank his throbbing cock inside her. He gritted his teeth at my wife’s amazing tightness. She was sucking him in. Aya bit her lip and moaned and whimpered. The sensation was different, crazier and more intense.

“Oh, god!” Aya cried in unmeasurable pleasure, tears streaking down her cheeks. “Oh my god! Yes! Deeper! Deeper, please! Oh, there! Oh, there!”

Judah fucked Aya wildly. There was no rhythm. Judah just pumped and pounded, full of furious energy and wild abandon, his hands gripping my beautiful wife’s sexy waist, slamming into her, balls-fucking-deep, sending her to a world of unlimited orgasm where there was no thought, only world-shattering pleasure. Aya was lost, her pussy juices squirting as she gripped the bed, asking for more, please, please more!

They came at the same time. Aya gushed and spasmed around Judah’s ejaculating cock. He kept on pounding as he was filling Aya with ropes of hot, thick come. I watched Aya’s fingers and toes curled, half-sobbing and moaning, her beautiful eyes rolling to the top of her head. She looked wrecked, her sexy body sweaty and shaking.

She looked up at me and gave me an unfocused, dreamy look. She collapsed on the bed, sighing happily, contented and blissful. Judah gave her butt a loud smack.

Judah Gibson left on the morning of the fifth day. He said he needed to return to Eastway to take care of some things. He had closed favorable deals with investors here in NewCoast and he had secured all the necessary permits and now he could begin his venture. He was excited.

“I’d be back at the end of the month. I still have to finalize that deal in that new office I found,” Judah said. “You guys should see it. It’s on the 22nd in Rox Avenue. Just need to renovate a little, but the place is great.”

The three of us were on the porch. It was about seven in the morning. We were done with breakfast. Judah was wearing a shirt and jeans and boots and he had his big backpack on his shoulders. Aya had just finished showering. All she had on was her short, sexy white bathrobe. Judah and I kept looking at her luscious cleavage. Judah grinned at the kiss marks he left on her tits.

“I wish you could stay longer,” Aya said sweetly. She placed a palm on Judah’s chest and looked at his face. I scanned the street and the houses of our neighbors. It was still early. Residents were doing their morning runs, exercising, getting into their cars, getting ready for work. Some glanced at us, wondering who this huge guy who had spent several days with us was.

Harry Sanchez, our neighbor who lives across us, was sitting on a chair on his porch, drinking coffee and curiously looking at us. I waved at him to say good morning. He smiled and nodded and waved back.

“You can always stay here in our house when you’re in the city,” I can’t believe I said that. Judah looked at my face and grinned. We both knew what it was. It was an open invitation for him to come back and fuck my wife.

I squeezed Aya’s butt. She smiled cutely and rolled her eyes at me. I knew that look. We’re outside, babe, Aya’s adorable expression said. Harry Sanchez is looking. I grinned at her. Don’t worry, babe. Judah is blocking his view.

“Maybe next time I’d stay here for two weeks,” Judah said to us. He took a half-step forward. He and Aya were now just inches away. She looked up at him with lust in her pretty eyes. “I’m still not done with you,” Judah said to Aya. “Wear a different outfit next time.” Aya nodded obediently.

While they were standing there, Judah reached down and touched Aya’s pussy. Aya gasped and bit her lower lip, but she didn’t move or stop him. Our neighbor was still looking, curious about what was happening. Thankfully, he couldn’t really see anything. Judah’s massive body was blocking his view.

“Oh, god,” Aya moaned as Judah slowly rubbed her wet folds with his middle finger. She held onto his shoulders, her waist slightly swaying. Judah concentrated on playing with her clit, which brought Aya to a quick and delicious orgasm. She whimpered, her knees buckled, and her eyes fluttered. I wrapped my arm around her waist so she wouldn’t slide down.

Judah wasn’t done. He slid two fingers inside Aya’s soaked pussy and began finger-fucking her. He did it slowly and expertly and deeply, making sure he was hitting all of my wife’s delicious spots.

“Oh, god, I’m coming again! Oh, oh, ahhh!” Aya moaned loudly when she came, drenching Judah’s fingers. Aya’s hot body shook. I held her tighter. A resident who was jogging on the street turned his head and watched us for a few seconds, then continued on his way.

Judah slowly pulled his drenched fingers out of Aya’s shaking pussy. We looked at Aya’s flushed face. She smiled contentedly at us, still slightly shaking from her orgasm. She held Judah’s hand and sucked his soaked fingers,  her eyes closed while tasting her delicious pussy juice.

“You’re just fucking unbelievable, Aya,” Judah said, smiling. Aya gave him a short kiss and then fixed her robe and her hair and steadied herself.

We waved at Judah as he drove away.

From behind, I slid my hand up the hem of Aya’s bathrobe and felt her yummy pussy. She was still dripping wet. She looked at me seductively.

“Um, let’s go inside, babe,” Aya said, grabbing my hand and leading me inside the house.

“Do you still have that dating app on your phone,” I asked.

“Um, yes,” Aya answered with a playful look. “Why?”
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