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CHAPTER 1

“Um, are you serious?” Aya asked me in a curious voice. An eyebrow raised and a sweet smile on her pretty face. We were on our soft bed. It was ten in the evening.

“Why not, right? Let’s try it,” I answered slowly, trying to sound confident.

“You want me to sign up in a dating app?”

“Just to see what it’s about,” I said. Aya sat up on the bed and looked at me, checking the expression on my face to see if I was just playing with her.

“Have you tried dating apps before, babe?” Aya asked me. I looked at her gorgeous face and her full breasts. She was wearing a white tank top and blue panties. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath her top. I took a deep breath as I stared at her. My wife is a smoking hot goddess.

“Uh, yes. I tried using it before,” I answered. There was no point in not telling the truth. We never lie to each other. “In college. Before we got together. Just for a short time.”

“Did you meet lots of pretty girls?” Aya asked, a sweet trace of light jealousy in her voice.

“Um, I met some. Yes. Just a few. But then I met you.”

“But why do you want me to try it now?” Aya asked. She was genuinely curious. She brushed her gorgeous hair with her fingers.

“I don’t really know. I’m not sure. I mean, it just crossed my mind. I’m not trying to open our relationship or anything like that.” I paused and gave her a charming grin. “It seems hot, though.”

Aya shook her head cutely and smiled at me. I sat up and leaned my back on the headboard.

“Ummm, so it would turn you on if you see me having sex with another man?”

“Oh, no, wait. I didn’t say have sex. Just, you know, meet other men. Date them for a while, maybe?”

“Just date?”

“Yes, just date. Maybe . . . make out a little?” I said. My voice was unsure.

“Make out a little? You’re so bad,” Aya rolled her eyes cutely and grinned back at me.

“I know that look,” I said, turning my whole body to face her. The lights were already off, but some light outside passed through the glass window. I could see Aya’s face clearly. She was thinking. What I was asking was unusual. I have never requested something like this from her before. “So, we’re game?”

“Um, easy there, babe,” Aya said, then paused. “Won’t you get jealous if you see me making out with other men?”

“I’ll be jealous to death, of course,” I answered truthfully.

“Um, but you’ll still love me, right?”

I smiled at her and placed my left hand on top of her smooth thigh. “Of course. I just want you to experience different things.”

“I’ve already experienced lots of good things with you, Finley Brooks,” Aya said sweetly, placing a palm on my cheek. She moved forward and we kissed. She looked directly into my eyes, blushing. “But you know I’ll do anything that makes you happy because it makes me happy too . . . but can I think about this some more, please?”

Aya and I met in NCU. I was studying public administration and she was taking commerce and marketing courses. We are the same age and have taken some of the same classes. She was quiet and a little introverted, but she was sweet and sincere and everyone liked her.

Aya had lots of suitors. Lots. She has a sexy petite body, stunning eyes, very kissable lips, gorgeous hair that reached the middle of her back, soft, perky breasts, firm ass, and legs that just wouldn’t quit. It was impossible to hide all these luscious assets even when she always attended her classes wearing jeans, blouses, and thick sweaters.

Aya was seriously focused on her studies, but all men knew a smoking hot body was underneath her reserved outfit selection. She graduated with honors.

In college, Aya was everyone’s crush. Two of my closest friends, Bobby Phillips and Evan Jordan, were in love with her. The three of us, among dozens of others, competed for her attention. Bobby invited her for a threesome with Maisie Thomas. Aya politely declined.

There was a rumor that Aya dated Professor Lewis from Humanities. I asked her about this when we started dating and she confirmed it was true. It wasn’t formal and it wasn’t really anything serious, she said. They just hung out, and the relationship only lasted for several months. How many months specifically, she didn’t say. I didn’t try pushing her for more information about this, even though I really wanted to.

Why Aya chose me is still a question that I’m still trying to figure out the answer. I’m quite average. Sure, I run and I lift weights to keep myself fit. I still don’t have any abs. I like books and play some football, but I was never head-turning.

“You’re sweet to me,” Aya said on our first date about four years ago in NewCoast Theme Park. I remember our first date as if it were only a few days ago. The theme park was a half-hour drive from NCU and the gray stone bench we sat on faced the crystal-clear lake of Eastway, where some tourists paddled on swan-shaped glass boats.

Aya wore a plain white shirt, a short skirt, and white walking shoes. Her hair was tied in a cute ponytail. I remembered glancing at her legs a lot. That was the first time I saw her wearing a short skirt. I wasn’t the only one looking. Tourists and passersby kept stealing glances.

“You are genuinely sweet,” Aya said again, placing her hand on mine. She looked at me and gave me the sweetest smile. I leaned forward to kiss her and she closed her eyes and opened her lips a little and her sweet mouth met mine. We continued making out in my old car. That was the day we became an official couple.

I became semi-famous on the campus. How did Finley Brooks manage that? people asked. My friends patted me on the back and playfully punched my arm like I scored the game-winning goal.

Our relationship continued after we graduated college. I went to work in the regional office of State Highway. Aya applied and was immediately hired as part of White Rock Bank’s PR team. We got married two years after college and bought a house in Cameron Park, a twenty-minute drive from the center of NewCoast City.

Life was good and sex was even better until one day, the seed of the idea was planted.

This happened just a couple of weeks ago. We were grocery shopping at Millie’s. It was a cool Saturday. I was checking the fruit section to buy some avocado and mango while Aya was in the cooking section of the store. She was buying basil leaves and some spices when a man approached and initiated a conversation with her.

The man was tall and black and he was wearing a red jacket, faded jeans, and dusty boots. He had a thick beard and army-cut hair. I stood and watched them, an avocado in my hand. I was about ten meters away. I didn’t mind the man at first. Maybe the man was just asking for recommendations for some cooking ingredients from Aya.

I quickly realized that the man had a different intention than I initially thought.

He was asking for her name and her number. He was hitting on my wife. He wasn’t the first man to do that, of course, but this was the first time I had observed this happen so close to me. I could read the big man’s body language. I knew he could see Aya’s wedding ring.

My wife glanced at me. I began walking towards her, but she shook her head a little, telling me she got it, it’s okay, no worries. Aya wasn’t uncomfortable at all. She was politely interacting with the man. The man was trying to be charming and Aya smiled at him, friendly and sweet. It was almost like she was flirting.

I remained where I was and continued watching them. It was summer and Aya was wearing a white sleeveless tank top and light green high-waisted chino shorts that really showed the round and firm shape of her butt. The tank top was made of smooth, thin cotton, which showed the outline of her bra underneath it and the perfect shape of her tits. The man couldn’t stop staring at my wife’s hot, petite body.

The man was as tall as a basketball player. He had huge arms and huge hands. I rolled the avocado in my left hand. I breathed slowly as I watched them.

I imagined this man sitting on a couch somewhere while Aya was on top of him. I pictured her kissing him and sucking his tongue. I imagined her slowly easing down on him, his huge, veiny cock stretching her, making her eyes roll, making her moan and bite her lip. That was hot. I felt sweat forming on my chest and my neck. I had a hard-on while standing there and looking at them.

Aya politely declined the man’s offer of a coffee date somewhere. She didn’t give him her number, although it looked like she wanted to. But of course, she just couldn’t give her personal contact details to any stranger, especially when her husband was just standing there watching her. The man walked away smiling but disappointed.

When the man was gone, Aya walked to me, and I noticed her blushing slightly. She looked at me curiously and said that there was something different about me. I said the same thing to her. We walked to the counter and paid for our groceries. I carried the two plastic bags.

We walked hurriedly to the parking lot where our car was parked. Without speaking a single word to each other, we went straight to the backseat and fucked there like horny rabbits, plastic bags on the car floor and all. I came twice and she came twice that. I forgot to turn on the air-conditioning. We were dripping with sweat by the time we finished, but we didn’t mind. After Aya cleaned my cock with her sweet mouth, we both transferred to the front seat and made out some more before going home.


CHAPTER 2

What on earth was I thinking? I thought to myself the following day. I was in my office.

Asking my wife to sign up in a dating app? What was that? Well, Aya didn’t exactly say no. She said that she would think about it. She wasn’t even slightly mad at me for suggesting that. It actually seemed she understood where I was coming from.

Maybe she finds my proposal exciting. Maybe she’s curious. She’d do anything I asked, anything that would turn me on and make me happy. She’s just that kind of wife and because of that, I’m the luckiest man on this God’s green earth.

I leaned on my office chair and looked outside the glass window of my office to gather my thoughts. That was a huge leap I made last night. I just gave my wife permission to make out with other men.

Once she signed into that dating platform, hundreds of horny men would send her messages of different kinds, and I would bet that majority of those would be indecent.

Maybe I should just back out from this? I just proposed it last night. I could still take it back, right?

I returned my attention to my computer and answered some emails. After half an hour, I stood up from my chair and stepped out of my office to talk to my team. It was a small one composed of just seven people.

Ella Scott, our team’s planner, approached me to ask some questions about our presentation this coming Friday. Her skirt was so short that I was sure it was against office regulations. Nobody is complaining, though. At ten in the morning, I ordered coffee for all of us.

I went back to the office after our coffee break and sat back on my chair. It wasn’t easy to focus. I looked at my phone. Aya sent me a cute selfie. She was participating in a marketing event in their office building.

Behind her was a stage and balloons and a large flat screen showing promotional videos. Aya was smiling in her selfie. She was wearing a black, sleeveless pencil dress – formal but with a hint of tease in its design. A man walking behind her was looking down, obviously leering at her round butt. He looked happy.

Have a great day at the office, babe. I love you! Aya messaged.

What was that man behind her thinking? Who is that man? A colleague, probably. What was he thinking? He was probably imagining what a good fuck Aya would be, and he would be right.

His eyes were laser-focused on my wife’s enticing butt. He was probably telling himself that he’d fuck her all night long if given the chance. Given the opportunity, he’d bend Aya over and just go to pound town and fuck her brains out. My wife would love every second of it. It would be so goddamn hot. That would happen if I let my wife enter the dating world.

I relaxed in my seat and placed my hands behind my head. Doubt started forming again. What kind of husband asks his wife to go out with other men? Well, come to think of it, this is not really something new. Lots of husbands do that, though I don’t know any of them personally. It’s quite common now.

Is it, though?

Sharing your wife with another man is a common fantasy, sure. Lots of men think about it. But acting on it? That’s a different story altogether. Aya hadn’t decided yet. All of this would be up to her.

The decision would be hers, not mine. Maybe I can still pull back? You know what, babe? I’d say to her. I changed my mind. I don’t really want you to go meet other men. I mean, that’s a huge turn-on for me and a hot experience for you, but maybe it’s not really a good idea? We’re relatively newlyweds, so maybe it’s too early for these kinds of things?

That is what I would say to her tonight.

“I made a dating account,” Aya said to me. I was sitting on the couch and waiting for her to finish showering. She had a damp towel on her hair and another one wrapped around her sexy body. She sat beside me and innocently watched my reaction.

“Uh, when?” I turned my head to her. I forgot what I was watching on the TV.

“While I was at work. I had some free time after lunch break in the office, so I made one,” Aya said.

“Wow. That’s nice. Uhhh, can I see it?”

Aya handed me her phone. She stood up and said she’d blow-dry her hair in our bedroom. I touched her pussy first before letting her go. Aya smiled seductively at me before entering our room. I was left alone in the living room holding my wife’s phone, a bit nervous to see the result of the event I started.

I unlocked Aya’s phone. We know each other’s passwords. I saw the app and clicked on it. The first thing I noticed was the number of men who had liked her profile. She just made this account several hours ago and there were already hundreds of likes. She had not started swiping yet. There were still zero matches.

I clicked her profile and saw that she already completed it. She uploaded three photos.

I took the first photo. We were in Saffron, a nice restaurant on Hill Street. Aya was wearing a hot silver dress and she had her large hoop earrings on. We were having a dinner date. It was our first wedding anniversary. My wife was smiling at the camera, her chin resting on her hand. She looked hot and sweet and sophisticated in this picture.

The second was a photo taken in the Orchard Museum. She wore a black blazer over a white blouse and light blue pleated shorts with pockets. Aya’s legs really stand out in this one.

The last one was taken during our honeymoon in Maldives. Aya was wearing a red one-piece swimsuit. I was standing behind her when I took this photo. She was looking at the sunset with her hands on her hips. The orange sun lighted up her sexy silhouette. I’m pretty sure many men in the app took their time staring at her round, delectable butt in this photo.

I took a deep breath. Aya already registered in the app. It’s on. Our friends and colleagues could see this if they were also active in the dating game. Fuck. What would they say about her? That’s a problem. Everyone knows that Aya is a married woman.

What is Aya doing? They would ask. Why did she make a dating profile? She looks so nice and kind. She’s not some sort of slut, right? Maybe Finley is not, you know, satisfying her. That is perhaps why she’s looking.

I clicked the settings and saw that she restricted her dating account from everyone in her contacts. That’s a relief. Of course, Aya would think of that. Now, close friend of ours wouldn’t be able to see her on this platform. Her profile would be invisible to them.

“So, um, what do you think?” Aya asked a bit shyly. She sat beside me. She was wearing a knee-length blue floral sleepshirt. She smelled so good. She pressed her body against mine to check what I was doing with her phone.

“What do I think?” I grinned and looked at her tits. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath her blue cotton shirt. “I think you are absolutely beautiful,” I said, “and I bet that’s what these men who liked your profile were thinking too.”

“It’s the first time I signed up to one,” Aya said.

“That’s because you never needed to,” I answered playfully. “Unlike us average people.”

Aya gave me a kiss. “You are dashing yourself, Mister Finley Brooks.”

I handed Aya back her phone. “You have not started swiping yet.”

“Well, I was waiting for you to give me the go-ahead,” she said.

“Let’s do it now?” I suggested. Aya nodded excitedly.

“Um, sure.”

Aya began swiping at pictures of different men. I pressed her tighter against me, my right hand around her shoulders. She leaned on my chest. Aya had set her location range to ten miles, with the age range of men from thirty-five to fifty.

The men appearing were all older than her by several years. None of these men were close to our age. My wife has a thing for older men. She never said it outright to me, but there were signs. I mean, she dated a professor in college before we got together.

Aya swiped slowly. Unlike me, she didn’t just look at the photos. She took her time reading the profiles of these men, curious about their hobbies, their interests in books and movies and music. The list was diverse. Lawyers and doctors and artists and engineers. There were pilots and singers and entrepreneurs. There were plumbers and architects and power plant operators.

While Aya was checking them, I kissed her neck and squeezed her tits. Her nipples got hard immediately. She looked up from her phone and kissed me. I told her to continue swiping while I play with her tits. Aya did what I asked, moaning softly as she felt my hands caressing her boobs, my fingers rolling on her stiff nipples.

“How about that one?” I told her. “He’s handsome and he has lots of tattoos. A pilot, too. Looks full of himself, though. Or how about this one? He’s a painter? That’s cool.”

“Um,” Aya moaned. “It’s hard to concentrate when you’re doing that to me, babe.”

“There are messages already from the guys who matched with you,” I said. “Wow, these guys are fast.” My hand was now on her left thigh. Aya looked at my hand. I slowly slid my hand under the hem of her shirt. I started rubbing her inner thighs. She spread her legs a bit, giving my warm hand moving space. She bit her lower lip. The tip of my fingers was now gently touching her pussy. Aya’s breathing got faster.

“Click on those messages,” I told her. “Let’s read them.”

There were dozens of messages already. Some just said Hi or Hello or How are you today? Most complimented how stunning my wife looked in all her photos. The pilot invited her for dinner at his place. Another man invited her for a threesome with his wife. Two guys sent dick pics.

“I can’t reply to all of them,” Aya said.

“Yeah, it’s impossible. Just reply to the ones that sent interesting messages, I guess. Or you can return to swiping, then reply later.”

“Oh, alright. Um, please put your hand back on my boobs,” she said.

Aya continued swiping while I watched. I continued playing with her amazing tits. They are full and firm yet so soft in my hands. So perfect. I kissed her cheek and licked her neck. My hand moved down. Aya took a deep breath when she felt my fingers on her pussy. She was wet already. I began rubbing her clit. Aya moaned softly and gave me a sultry look.

“You’re going to make me come,” she said quietly.

“Just continue what you’re doing.”

Aya nodded and turned her attention back to her phone. Her pussy was getting wetter. She moved her hips in small circular motions. I slid one finger inside her, then two. I moved my fingers in and out of her drenched pussy slowly. I took my time. I didn’t rush. I wanted Aya to feel every millimeter. My fingers brought her to orgasm. It didn’t take long. She held my arm tight as she moaned and her sexy body shivered.

“Oh god,” she sighed. “Oh . . . hey, wait,” Aya said. I stopped fingering her and looked at her blushing face.

“Yes? What is it?”

Aya turned her phone to show me what she saw on her screen.

“This guy,” Aya said. “Do you recognize him?”

The guy was holding a fish like most men in their profile photos. He is a huge black guy with a beard and short hair under a blue cap. He was wearing a grey shirt and faded jeans and rubber shoes – the look of a hardened working man. He has massive shoulders. Large arms. Thick chest. Handsome face for his age. Serious eyes. Judah is his name and he’s forty-five years old. Yes, I have seen this guy once before. I’ve seen him talking to my wife.

“The grocery guy, right? The one who tried to hit on you?”

“Yes, that’s him. Judah Gibson. He told me his name when he approached me and talked to me,” Aya said thoughtfully. “He seemed nice. He was actually respectful when he asked for my number.”

“Let’s check his profile.”

Judah’s bio is a quotation from a book that Aya is familiar with. That is nice, she commented. Judah lives in Lakestone Alley. He’s a truck driver and a mechanic. His profile said his interests are woodworking, hiking, and fishing.

There are several photos. One was inside the truck, where Judah was wearing a winter jacket. Another was taken in the gym. In this one, he was doing a hard bench press. I regularly went to the gym, too, but the weight I could lift was not close to what this man could. Aya looked at this photo longer than the first two.

Judah Gibson’s last photo was just him standing and smiling at the camera. Lake Eastway was in the background. His hands were in his pocket. There was a white bay boat tied and floating behind him. Judah had no cap on. His haircut was clean and he had no beard. This was the moment I noticed something important about this guy. I realized why my wife was interested in him.

“He looks like Professor Lewis.”

“Um, yes, he does look like him . . . a bit, “ Aya said to me softly. She glanced at my face and then back at Judah Gibson’s photo.

I didn’t notice it before because of the thick beard. The similarity was evident in the photo where Judah was clean-shaven. I looked at the height he had put on his profile. Professor Lewis is a tall guy, too. He was thinner, though. Bookish-looking and wore glasses. Lewis couldn’t benchpress one-eighty, that’s for sure. Judah is like three Professor Lewis combined together and given chock-full of protein and steroids for breakfast, lunch, and dinner, with dumbbells as appetizers.

“So . . . should I swipe right on him?” Aya asked me.

A voice inside wanted to say, Let’s take a pause on this guy, shall we? Why don’t we look for some nice corporate worker near our age? Maybe an engineer? Or a painter who likes reading books? An introverted accountant somewhere? Would that be so bad? This is the first time we are doing this. We’re on a beginner level. Judah Gibson looks like a battle-hardened Viking chief. He looks unpredictable. He looks like trouble.

“He looks cute,” Aya said.

“So . . . I mean, if you want to swipe right on him . . . if you like him, but –“

Aya swiped right.

Aya smiled at me and turned her body to me and wrapped her arms around my neck. Her nipples were still hard. She was done with the dating app for the night. She looked euphoric, her cheeks flushed, eyes sparkling. It was an exhilarating experience for her. It was like I had given her an unexpected gift and she was just now realizing how amazing and thrilling it was.

We looked at each other’s eyes, breathing heavily. There were no words. None was needed. Aya’s inviting look reminded me again how lucky I am to have her as my wife. I was hard as a goddamn rock.

“Fuck me, please?” Aya pleaded sweetly.

Aya and Judah started chatting that same night. We had finished showering and we were already in bed. I was just scrolling my phone, winding down while watching funny videos of birds. Aya sat with her back leaning on the headboard, busy with her phone.

She usually falls asleep before me, but here she was, fully awake, smiling while chatting with a stranger she had met personally weeks before and met online again tonight.

I turned to my side to face her and placed my left arm on her thighs. Aya was wearing a black, sleeveless nightshirt with a very low neckline that displayed almost her full tits. I felt my cock getting warm again.

“So? What’s going on?” I asked her, keeping my voice level. I didn’t want to sound too curious.

“Oh. Nothing. Judah and I are just chatting. He sent me photos.”

“Of his dick?”

“Of his truck, silly,” Aya giggled softly. “And his boat.”

“How about the other guys you matched with? Are you also chatting with them?” There was a light tone of jealousy in my voice. It was a good thing that Aya didn’t notice.

Aya looked at me. “Well, not anymore. I couldn’t reply to all of them, and those I replied to were not really good chatters. So, it’s just Judah now. He seems really interesting. He’s a bit charming, funny too.”

Judah Gibson also had two advantages over the other men in the dating app. Judah looks like a better version of Professor Lewis, who was my wife’s ex, and she has already met him personally.

“He knows that you’re married, right?”

“Yeah, I told him that. It’s fine with him.”

Of course, it’s fine with him.

Aya was still chatting with Judah the following day. We were in the car and I was driving her to work. During weekdays, I drop her off first at her building before driving to my office.

“Um, Judah is inviting us to come to his place,” Aya said. “He’s got a nice small house facing the lake. He has lived there alone since his divorce. He said that if we want, we can hang out there and relax and watch the sunset.”

“Oh, alright.” Here it is. Man’s making his move. He is quite fast, too. “What did you say to him?” I asked Aya gently. I was looking at the road, thinking. I placed my right hand on top of Aya’s thigh and rubbed it. She was wearing a black miniskirt.

Aya pursed her lips cutely and looked at my face. “I told him that I’d have to ask you first. What do you think, babe? We’re both free this coming Saturday, right? Judah’s place is a short drive. We can spend the afternoon there and then go home after we enjoy the sunset.”

Aren’t we moving a little too fast here? That was what I wanted to say, but I stopped myself. This was my idea. She wouldn’t be on that dating app if it wasn’t for me. I had already opened the door. It would be hard to close it back.

Anyway, a lake house? That wasn’t so bad for a weekend stay. I also did a quick background check of Judah Gibson. I wouldn’t let some stranger meet my wife without checking him out.

I messaged Hugh Austin, a former college buddy working at Federal, to get some info about this guy.

Judah Gibson is a mechanic by trade. He started a transport business when he was in his early thirties. He had a fleet of vans and trucks and dozens of employees, but he encountered some debt problems three years ago. His wife left him, and now he’s working as a freelance truck driver for FastHaul. He’s somewhat down on his luck at the moment. Single and living alone and on a dating app.

But come on, he has a nice house on a lake. He’s got a job that actually pays well. He’s got a boat. How down on his luck could he be?

I looked at Aya when we reached a red light. I smiled at her. She had a cute look of hopeful anticipation.

“Sure,” I said to her. “Why not? We have nothing planned this Saturday.”


CHAPTER 3

“Oh. This place is nice,” Aya said when we entered Lakestone Alley. I slowed the car and rolled down the window to let the fresh air in. Lakestone is a long stretch of road beside the shoreline of Lake Eastway.

The place is composed of a long line of neighborhoods. Houses of different architecture are oriented toward the lake. Some houses with sleek designs have three or four floors, but most are stone bungalows or two-storey buildings with large wooden decks.

Most homes have large windows and decks and private docks. The first land developers of Lakestone planted oaks and sugar maple trees in the planting strip. The fertile land nurtured their lush growth, and these trees now provide comfortable shade to tourists and locals. I slowed when two women in tight shorts and orange bikini tops crossed the road.

I looked at the map on the dashboard. We were still about two kilometers from Judah’s house. Aya texted him that we’d be there soon. I drove slowly, taking our time. There was no rush. It was early in the afternoon. It was hot and humid, but the air was fresh and clean and smelled good.

I tapped the steering wheel with my finger. My heart was beating faster than normal, but I wanted to look relaxed. Zero anxiety. Perfectly chill with all of these. Aya was busy with her phone, exchanging messages with her new friend.

What am I doing? Here I am, driving my wife to her date. Lucky man, this Judah Gibson. Well, it wasn’t just luck, wasn’t it? The man has the balls to approach and hit on Aya. He has the charms to keep my wife hooked. It wasn’t even a full week when they matched on that app, and now she’s on her way to see him, with her husband as her driver, no less. And who’s idea is all this to begin with? Finley Brooks of NewCoast City, ladies and gentlemen.

“Are you okay, babe?” Aya asked me.

“Ah. I’m good. We’ll be there soon. Uh, did Judah say anything?”

“He said he’s excited to meet us. He said it would be nice to make new friends.”

“I’m sure he’s excited to see you again,” I grinned at her. I looked around. “Lots of tourists today.”

“Judah also asked me what I’m wearing,” Aya said.

“What did you say?”

“I sent him a selfie.”

“I’m sure he likes what you sent,” I said. I squeezed Aya’s tits with my right hand while my left handled the steering wheel. She smiled seductively. She sat straighter, arching her chest forward, giving me a good feel of her soft breasts.

Aya was wearing a mini-length white pleated skirt and coral pink backless bodysuit with a plunging V-neckline. I glanced at her. She’s fucking luscious. Stunning. Full-shaped tits that are firm and perky. Eye-catching legs. Gorgeous hair. Slim waist you just want to grab tight while fucking her doggy style. Delectable. Forever tempting. My cock was getting hard just by staring at her.

Let’s just move this meet-up to some other time, babe, I wanted to tell her. Let’s check in a hotel room somewhere. A room with a nice balcony that’s facing the lake. Let’s stay there and just have sex all day. How about that? Sounds like a good idea, right? Maybe a better idea.

“Hey, babe,” I said, slowing down and scanning the road, looking for a wide spot where I could do a U-turn.

“Yes?”

“You know, I’m thinking. How about, uh, how about we just –“

“Oh,” Aya said. “That’s Judah’s truck.” She pointed at the large silver-colored cargo truck parked beside the road. Judah Gibson stood behind his truck, smiling while he watched us approach. Aya waved excitedly at him. It felt like they were close friends that had not seen each other for months.

I parked in front of Judah’s house. I turned off the engine. Aya and I got out of the car at the same time.

Judah openly admired my wife, watching her every movement. I saw his eyes roamed her body. Aya smiled shyly at him. Hello, she greeted him, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear, slightly blushing.

“Nice to meet you again, Aya,” Judah said with a sincere smile. He stepped forward and hugged her. I observed them.

Judah was wearing a white shirt and jeans. I took a deep breath. The difference between their sizes is massive. Here is my wife – sexy and petite and gorgeous, and here is Judah – tall and rough-looking and built like a barn.

I coughed. They ended their hug. Aya took a small step back. Judah turned to me. “Hey, Finn,” he said. We shook hands. “How was the drive going here? Good? Yeah? It’s a good thing it’s summer. Passing through Boulder Hill is tricky during the rainy season. Weather is quite unpredictable these days.”

“We took our time,” I said as he led us inside his lakehouse.

“It was relaxing,” Aya said. She looked at me. “It’s been two years since we last came here. Right, babe? It’s even more beautiful than I remember.”

“You should come here more often then,” Judah said. We entered his living room and we sat on the couch. Judah placed a pitcher of cold lemonade and three tall glasses on the table. He asked if we wanted fresh fruits or snacks, but we declined. We had already eaten on our way here.

Judah couldn’t keep his eyes off Aya. He kept glancing at her. Their eyes would meet. Aya would smile back at him. I relaxed on the couch and placed my right arm around my wife’s shoulders.

I looked around. Judah has a bachelor’s living room. Comfortable yet minimalist. A large TV on the wall, two bookshelves, a guitar, and a painting of a panda holding a golf swing. There isn’t much of anything in the living room. The beautiful view of the lake is the highlight.

The wall of the house facing Lake Eastway is a floor-to-ceiling viewing glass. We had a great view of the serene lake from our position on the couch. There is a small private dock. Beside it, Judah’s boat was gently bobbing in the water.

“Awesome, right?” Judah said proudly. Aya smiled at him and nodded. Judah gazed at her tits.

“It’s impressive,” I said.

Judah drank his lemonade. “I bought this house after the divorce. Sometimes, my fishing buddies come to visit. We get on the boat and catch trouts, some bass, some bluegills.”

“Isn’t it a bit lonely living alone here?” Aya asked gently.

Judah leaned back on the couch and grinned at my wife. “You could always visit me,” he teased her. “Lonely? No, not really. There are lots of things to do in Lakestone. We have a beautiful lake – the largest in the country. There are lots of tourists now. There are always new people visiting. New restaurants have opened. Concerts twice or thrice a month. It is never boring. I was a businessman for two decades. It was all about the grind for me. I got married, my business failed, got divorced. Now, I’m a truck driver. Is that so bad? That’s my truck outside, by the way. I own that. That gives me some freedom. I like driving. I like this house and I love this place. As a place for retirement, it’s not so bad.”

“Retirement? You’re only forty-five, man,” I said to him.

“Yeah,” Aya said. “There’s still a lot of things you could do.”

“Oh, yeah,” Judah said, looking at my hot wife, “That is true. There are still lots of things I wanna do, too.”


CHAPTER 4

Judah invited us to take a stroll along the shoreline. Aya and I said yes. Aya put her sunglasses on and I put on my cap. We left the house through the back gate, which was at the end of a well-maintained lawn.

Even though there are many houses, stores and restaurants now, the shoreline of Lakestone Alley and the surrounding lands are still well-maintained. The locals and businessmen follow strict environmental laws here. No cutting of trees. Everything should be recyclable. No chemicals. The hills and mountains surrounding the lake are registered as protected areas. Everything here is green and blue.

It was still early in the afternoon. Warm sunlight shimmered on the calm lake. Small and medium-sized boats float on the water. Residents and tourists enjoyed swimming.

The air was filled with the smell of brewed coffee and grilled fish and sweets. Aya said she wanted an ice cream and I bought her one.

Aya brought her compact camera. She took photos of the boats and the landscape and the mountain. Some locals greeted Jacob and he greeted them back. Guys strolling on the shoreline stared appreciatively at Aya. They glanced at her ass and her tits and her beautiful face.

Aya walked ahead, and Judah and I followed her a few steps behind.

“Thanks again, man, for bringing her here,” Judah said.

“Eh, sure. You got a nice place.”

“I knew you were there,” Judah said.

“I’m sorry.”

“I knew you were there when I approached her in the grocery store. I knew you were her husband. I knew you were there watching us.”

“Uh-huh. Didn’t stop you, though.”

“If you were in my place, would that stop you? Look at how hot your wife is, man. Fucking sexy. Look at that hot, petite body.”

“Hey, easy, man,” I said.

“Yeah, sorry about that. I got carried away.”

Aya looked back and smiled at us. She took pictures of a siege of blue herons.

“It’s alright.”

“You are brave to let your wife use a dating app,” Judah said.

“It’s a good tool for making friends,” I answered.

“For sure. You’re a good husband. Do you guys do this often?”

I saw no use in lying. “Ah. No. This is the first time we’ve done something like this. It’s actually my idea.”

“Lucky me, then,” Judah said with a grin. He paused, still smiling, watching my wife. “You know what?”

“Yeah?” I scratched the back of my neck.

“The first time I saw your wife in that grocery store, I knew there is a slutty side to her. I just know it. Maybe its in the way she moves, in the way she walks. It is hard to explain, but I just know it. If you weren’t there, she would have given me her number. I am sure of that.”

“Aya doesn’t just give her number to strangers,” I said.

“Really? How long did it take her to decide to go into a dating app after you suggested it to her? A week? A month? Three months?”

“One night.”

“There you go.”

Aya stopped and looked at the ground. Judah and I watched her bend at the waist to pick up a white plumeria flower. She held her hair back. Judah whistled softly while appreciating my wife’s firm ass and smooth legs. She stood up straight and placed the flower behind her ear and turned to us and gave us a shy smile.

We walked back to Judah’s house. I let him and Aya walk several steps in front of me. Aya looked back at me, but I just smiled at her. Judah and Aya talked as they walked. I lagged behind a few meters. I couldn’t hear clearly what they were talking about. Judah joked about something, which made Aya laugh. She touched his arm. I stared at my wife’s ass.

Judah eventually made his move. He held my wife’s hand. I felt tense in my chest. Aya slowed down her walk and looked at her hand. Judah said something to her. She smiled and looked at me. It’s alright, I mouthed to her. They walked hand in hand, like husband and wife on a vacation getaway.

This is what you wanted, right? You asked your wife to get on a dating app and now she’s on a date with somebody. Somebody she seems to actually like. They even look good together.

Judah moved his hand. Now it’s wrapped around Aya’s waist. He pulled her closer to him. She giggled. It all looked natural. They looked like a couple on a date.

“You okay over there, Finn?” Judah asked me. His palm was close to Aya’s butt.

“Yeah. Sure. I’m good. I’m just enjoying the view of the lake.”

“I bet you are.”

“You?”

“Can’t complain, buddy. Can’t complain,” Judah answered. Aya didn’t say anything.

We arrived at Judah’s house. We entered the low metal gate and crossed the short backyard. Judah’s arm was around Aya’s shoulders. Judah entered the house to get some cold water. Aya and I sat beside each other on the deck’s outdoor sofa.

“He’s quite touchy, isn’t he?” I said lightly.

“Just a bit,” Aya said. She gave me a quick kiss. “Judah’s quite nice. He’s funny.”

“So?” I asked her, slightly grinning. “Date’s going well, then?”

“It’s still early to tell,” Aya answered me with a cute smile. “Um, that dating app wasn’t so bad after all,” she said thoughtfully. She paused. “This is really a relaxing place.”

“It’s hot and humid.”

“It’s not so bad.”

“He wants you,” I said to my wife. She looked at me. “He wants to, uh, fuck you.” Aya looked down, blushing, and nodded.

“What should we do, babe?”

I leaned back and smiled at her. “We’ll do whatever you want.”

“Let’s see how this goes?”

Judah joined us before I could answer. He handed us cold water. He sat on a separate couch near Aya. Judah and Aya’s eyes met.

“I really thought I’d never see you again, Aya, after you didn’t give me your number the first time we met.”

“Um, sorry about that,” Aya said. She tucked a hair behind her ear. She looked up and smiled at Judah. “But you have my number now, right?”

“Sure do.” Judah kept devouring my sexy wife with his eyes. Aya sat straight. She looked demure and sophisticated and cute. She crossed her legs and her white pleated skirt inched upwards. Judah leered at her smooth thighs. He subtly squeezed his cock outside his jeans. He shifted in his seat. It wouldn’t be long now until this guy made a move on my wife.

“Maybe it’s destiny that we meet again, Aya,” Judah said. He sat straighter on his chair and leaned a little forward. His eyes were on Aya’s tits that were pressing lusciously against the front of her pink bodysuit. Judah turned his attention to me. “Is it destiny? What do you think, Finn?”

I shrugged, hiding the anticipation from my face. Aya placed her hand on top of mine and gave me a sweet smile. “Uh, maybe,” I said.

Judah looked up. “It’s getting hotter here. You guys wanna go inside?”

It wasn’t getting hotter. It was getting late in the afternoon and it would be sunset in an hour. It was less hot now compared to when we arrived. Aya looked at me and raised an eyebrow curiously. “Judah’s right, babe. You wanna go inside with Judah? It’s cooler inside.”

“Let’s go inside, Aya,” Judah said, standing up and offering his hand to my wife. Aya smiled at him and took his huge hand. She kissed me on the lips before standing up.

“Go, I’ll follow you guys in a while. I’ll just rest here outside for a little bit more.”

“Are you sure, babe?”

I smiled and nodded.

They were still holding hands as I watched them enter the house. Judah gave me an appreciative thumbs-up as he closed the door. I could see the living room because of the glass wall. Aya sat on the couch. She waved at me and then resumed watching Judah, clearly infatuated by him. Judah took off his shirt, nodded at me, and then grabbed the cord of the blinds. He pulled it down and they disappeared from my view.


CHAPTER 5

I stood up from my chair and walked in circles on the deck, looking at the closed door from time to time. I walked closer to the door and tried to listen to whatever was happening inside. I didn’t hear anything. It was too noisy here outside because of the sound of the water and the boats and the birds. I stepped down the porch and took a walk on the shoreline.

What are they doing in there now? It’s nothing wholesome, for sure. I have seen how Judah leered at my wife’s sexy body. At her gorgeous face and her tits and waist and butt and legs.

I walked for about one kilometer and then turned back. I didn’t rush even though I really wanted to. This date with Judah and Aya was my idea. They should have their alone time. I sat on a bench and looked at the lake. I took my phone out of my pocket and clicked on the photo gallery. I looked at photos of me and my wife.

I stood up and resumed walking. A sexy woman with curly hair wearing a red one-piece swimsuit smiled at me and giggled. I smiled at her.

I looked down and saw that I was hard as a rock. I was drenched with sweat. Aya and I run marathons. Walking a few kilometers should be light work for me. But right now, my feet feel heavy. My heart was pounding in my chest. My imagination running wild.

I found myself again in front of Judah’s house. I entered the low gate and crossed the yard. I stepped on the grass even though there was a short pathway. I got up the deck. My phone vibrated in my pocket. I unlocked it and saw that a random number sent me a video. It was Judah’s number. I had not saved his contact number yet.

My heart skipped a beat when I clicked the play button. It was a short video. I stood on the deck while I watched it. Judah and Aya were sitting on the couch and kissing. Judah was the one holding the phone. Is this their first kiss? Aya’s eyes were closed, enjoying Judah’s lips on her. The kiss started slow. Just tasting each other. Their mouths opened a little. Judah put his tongue out and Aya met it with hers. Their tongues danced with each other. Judah was now sucking Aya’s tongue. My wife started moaning. The video ended there.

I put my phone back in my pocket and looked at the lake. I took a deep breath and knocked on the door.

“It’s unlocked,” Judah said.

Judah was sitting on the sofa like a king. His legs were spread wide open. Aya was kneeling on the hardwood floor. She was kneeling between his open legs. Aya was still fully clothed in her short pleated skirt and her pink backless bodysuit. My wife was giving him a blowjob.

“Come in, dude,” Judah said.

I sat on the couch and watched. Aya’s eyes widened when she realized I was there. Her eyes moved in my direction. She said something, but nobody could understand it because her mouth was full of Judah’s massive cock. She probably had been giving him head for several minutes already. It took her several seconds to disengage from Judah’s cock. She replaced her mouth with her hands. She licked her lips and looked at me. Her chin was wet with precum and drool.

“Um, sorry, babe,” she said, blushing.

“Uh, it’s alright,” I said.

Aya looked up at Judah while she was stroking his cock. Judah’s dick is long and thick and full of angry veins. My wife couldn’t wrap her palms fully around its circumference. Judah’s jeans were on the floor.

“Your wife gives the best head, Finn. Amazing. Please continue, Aya.”

I watched from my seat. Aya pumped Judah’s huge cock using both hands. Her body moved up and down in time with her hands. She shyly glanced at me and then looked back at his cock. She licked her lips. Her mouth was slightly open. Aya moaned softly as she stroked his dick.

She smiled as sticky precum emerged from Judah’s dick. She leaned down and licked it and rolled it on her tongue, happily tasting it. She continued stroking his cock with her right hand. Her left hand squeezed Judah’s massive balls. They were as big as oranges. Aya licked his balls. She opened her mouth wide and sucked them. Left first, then right. She licked them again.

My wife was amazed at the size of her date’s dick. She glanced at me again. My eyes felt hot. My whole body felt hot. There was a constant but low ringing in my ears. My dick was hard as steel. Aya saw the tent in front of my pants, smiled at me, and then returned to what she was doing. She tasted Judah’s balls again. She licked his veiny cock from the base to the tip.

Judah grinned as he watched my wife. He looked like a man who just won a jackpot. Something squeezed my heart. The jealousy I was feeling made my cock much harder. Aya sucked the tip of his dick. Judah placed his hand on the top of her head. She looked up at him. She understood what he wanted her to do.

She took his dick in her mouth and started moving back and forth. Going deeper and deeper. Small tears rolled down from the corner of her eyes. Aya persevered. She wanted to make Judah proud. He happily watched her. The head of his cock was hitting her throat. She almost gagged. My wife’s teary eyes met mine. I thought Aya wouldn’t be able to do it, but finally, her lips reached the base of his huge cock. Aya took him all in. She looked up at Judah. Her cheeks were blushing, her eyes wet. She looked proud.

“Can I take a photo of this?” Judah asked us. I looked at Aya. She said yes, but it came garbled since her mouth was full. She nodded instead. Judah took a photo using his phone.

Aya let his cock go. She took a deep breath. She wiped her mouth and chin with a paper towel from the paper box on the table. She wiped her tears and readied herself.

Aya serviced Judah’s cock and we watched her. Aya’s head moved back and forth, her soft lips gliding on Judah’s veiny cock. She brushed her hair back. She tucked strands of her hair behind her ear. Wet sucking and slurping sounds filled the living room. Aya moaned as she sucked him. She played with his balls, gently squeezing them, lovingly feeling their fullness and weight.

“Fuck,” Judah said to me. “This is the life, man. Does Aya suck your cock every day?”

“Uh, yeah, sometimes twice or thrice a day.”

“I’m just so envious,” Judah said.

“You should find yourself a girlfriend,” Aya said seductively, then engulfed Judah’s cock again.

Judah never took his eyes off my wife. His cock and balls glistened with my wife’s saliva. Judah ran his fingers in her hair. Aya continued sucking his dick. She didn’t do it fast. She savored every inch of him.

“Fuck, you’re gonna make me come, Aya,” Judah groaned.

“You,” Aya licked the head of his cock, “can come,” she licked it again, “in my mouth.”

Aya met Judah’s eyes. She stroked him with both hands while looking at him. Up and down and up and down. Not too fast, not too slow. She bit her lower lip seductively.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” Judah grunted, his hands squeezing the top of the back of the sofa.

“Yes, please,” Aya said sweetly. She opened her mouth and put her tongue out. She looked like the world’s hottest slut.

Judah ejaculated hard. His come didn’t just go into Aya’s mouth. His come was like a geyser of sticky sperm. Judah’s body jerked as he coated my wife’s face and chest with his come. Aya closed her eyes and opened her mouth wider. She immediately swallowed the ones that went into her mouth. Judah kept on coming. Aya’s hands and arms were now drenched with come. Some went onto her shoulders and dripped on her white skirt.

Aya glanced at me while she swallowed. She licked her lips. She looked at Judah’s sweaty face with admiration. Judah grinned down at her lustily. Aya sucked the head of his cock, making sure that there would be no wasted drop.

“I’m a mess,’ Aya said, showing us her cum-coated shirt and skirt and face and hair.

“Fuck, you look hot,” Judah said. He stood up and placed his fingers under Aya’s chin. She lifted her face to him. She smiled. Judah held his semi-hard dick and used it to slap her face. Five times on her left cheek. Five times on the right. Some more on the center of her face. Aya loved every single second of it.

“I have to, um, clean myself up,” Aya said. Judah held her hand and helped her to stand up. She kept looking at his cock, impressed that even in its semi-hard state, it remained long and thick.

“Bathroom’s over there,” Judah pointed while putting his pants back on. Aya looked back at me. She entered the bathroom while carrying her bag. I realized she wasn’t carrying a regular-sized handbag, where she usually put her wallet, phone, and other things. She brought a large, blue beach bag. I wondered what was inside that.

“Hey, Finn, that was amazing,” Judah said. He sat on the couch, relaxed. He wiped his sweaty face with a paper towel. He drank a glass of water. He emptied it. “Again, thanks for letting that happen.”

“Uh, yeah, but hey –“

“Aya has a gorgeous blowjob face.”

“Right,” I said.

“Did you see how her tight lips glide on my cock? Did you see how she really sucked it in? And she deepthroated me. That, I promise you, doesn’t usually happen. I felt the head of my dick hitting her throat. She didn’t gag. Fucking marvelous,” Judah said.

“That’s my wife you’re –“

“Yes! That’s what I’m saying. I’m saying how fortunate you are to have a wife like her,” Judah looked at the closed door of the bathroom. Aya was probably taking a shower. She brought a set of clothes to change into. That was inside that large bag of hers.

“How about you two come visit me here every Saturday so she could give me regular blowjobs? She loves it. I could see it in her face. What do you think?”

“I’m not sure. We’ll have to ask Aya.”

“I already asked her. Aya said she’s now in love with this place. She said she doesn’t mind going back from time to time. You okay, man? Here’s some water. You’re sweating a lot. But that’s fine. Just keep coming back here for a month and you’ll be adjusted to the local climate in no time.”

Judah went to the deck to stretch his legs and get some fresh air. I leaned back on the couch, relaxed, and closed my eyes, regulating my breathing. My cock remained hard.

What the hell was that? I just watched my wife blow another man. I just let her suck his cock and lick his balls. I watched as he showered her with come, as he slapped her pretty face with his cock again and again. I didn’t say anything. Aya now believes I’m encouraging her to do this and that she has my full-time support.

“Babe . . .” Aya said in a soft voice. I opened my eyes and there she was, standing before me, face close to mine, sweetly smiling.

“Hello,” I grinned at her.

“I thought you fell asleep.”

“I just closed my eyes for a minute.”

“Um, you’re hard,” she said, touching my cock outside my pants, gently squeezing it. “I made you hard . . .”

“You do,” I said. “You always do.”

“Do you like my dress?” she asked me, teasing in her kind voice.

“I love it,” It was Judah who answered. He just entered the room. He closed the door behind him. “You look hot, Aya. Just stand there, please.”

Aya wore a little black dress with a spaghetti strap and a ruffled hem that reached just slightly above her knees. It was a hot dress appropriate for clubbing, going to the beach, and cocktail parties. Aya was barefoot. The low front of her dress displayed her generous cleavage. The sexy backless dress seductively clung to the perfect shape of her tits and slim waist. She looked at Judah. She touched her hair.

Judah asked her to do a twirl. Aya did what he told her, shyly smiling.

“Are you wearing anything under that dress?” Judah asked as he approached her. I remained in my seat. Aya shook her head.

Judah stood behind her. He towered over her. He placed his hands on her shoulders. Aya looked up and smiled at him. She was still standing in front of me. Judah leaned down and whispered something to her. Aya bit her lip and nodded. Judah smiled and licked the nape of Aya’s neck, which tickled her.

Judah’s hands moved. His huge hands were now wrapped around Aya’s slim waist. Aya moaned as Judah continued kissing her neck. Judah’s hands continued going down and now it was on Aya’s thighs. He rubbed her smooth thighs with his rough hands. Aya’s breath was getting slower and deeper. She moaned, horny with anticipation. She looked at me and met my eyes, but she looked away, blushing and maybe embarrassed at how Judah turned her on so much.

Judah’s left hand rubbed Aya’s thighs. She spread her legs a little. Judah’s right hand moved up. He squeezed her tits. He didn’t slide it inside her dress. Not yet. He fondled her firm tits outside her dress, squeezing them, feeling them, making her nipples hard. Aya moaned. Like a lover, she placed a hand on top of his.

“You like it when I play with your tits, Aya?” Judah asked with a smile on his lips and a lewd twinkle in his eyes. Aya nodded, blushing. Judah kissed her exposed shoulders. He held the thin strap of her dress and slowly pulled it down on her arms, showing more of my wife’s lush cleavage but not exposing the full view of her succulent tits.

Judah continued playing with Aya’s tits with his hand. His left hand rubbed her thighs. He moved his hand slowly upward. Judah had his hands on my wife’s pussy now. He was playing now with her clit. Aya’s soft skirt covered her pussy. I couldn’t completely see what was happening, but I knew my wife was dripping wet. She moved her hips slowly and gently. Judah smiled.

“Ohhh,” Aya cooed.

“Two fingers in?” Judah said. Aya looked up at him, bit her lip, and nodded.

I sat there and watched with a hard-on as Judah slipped two of his long and fat fingers deep inside my wife. Aya moaned deeply. Her eyes rolled to the top of her head and I watched her knees buckle. She recovered quickly. Judah just gave her a quick and intense orgasm. It wasn’t even a full thirty seconds. Aya turned her head to him, and they kissed. He sucked her tongue. Judah was smiling, proud of himself.

They remained standing there right in front of me. Judah pulled the strap of Aya’s dress lower. Her luscious tits were now completely exposed. Judah played with them. He bounced them with his hands. Aya looked up at him with a smile. Judah grinned at her. He gently pinched her nipples, making them even harder.

“So round,” Judah said. “So full. Your husband plays with these yummy breasts of yours?”

“Everyday,” Aya said. I winked at her. She smiled shyly.

Judah continued caressing my wife’s tits with his right hand. His left hand went back to her pussy. Aya gasped deliciously when Judah slipped two fingers inside her again. Her pussy was slick with her juice. He pumped his fingers in and out of her. He did it methodically at just the right speed, making Aya’s waist dance and circle as if following the movement of his fingers.

“Oh my god,” Aya moaned, her eyes half-closed. “You’re really good at that. Oh. I’m gonna come again.”

Judah made Aya come. She trembled. Her body shook, moaning and half-sobbing. Her knees wobbled and she held Judah’s arms tight for support. Judah explored her pussy some more and then he pulled his wet fingers out of her and he told her to suck it. Aya looked alluringly at me as she sucked his fingers hungrily. She made sure that she tasted all her pussy juice from Judah’s hand.

Judah grabbed Aya’s hair and turned her head to kiss her. Aya smiled at him and closed her eyes and let him tongue-fucked her mouth. She licked her lips and gave him a sultry look when the kiss was done as if to say Yes, I love the way you kiss me, Judah.

“Now,” Judah said. “I’m gonna fuck you.”


CHAPTER 6

“Bend over, Aya,” Judah Gibson ordered my wife.

“Here?” Aya asked.

“Yeah, grab the armrest of the couch. I want your husband to see you closely as I fuck you,” Judah said, unzipping his pants.

Aya faced him and held his cock and started stroking it. She swallowed. She had seen his dick several times, yet she just kept being amazed at how massive he was. She bent at the waist and gave his cock a sweet kiss.

“Face your husband and bend over,” Judah said. Aya nodded. They kissed and then she turned around to face me.

Aya bent forward and opened her legs. She grabbed the armrest. Her face was a mere inches away from mine. She looked at me shyly. I smiled and said I love you in a whisper. Aya kissed me and said I love you too.

I looked at Judah standing behind my wife. He lifted her skirt and aimed his cock at her soaked entrance. He squeezed her butt. Judah grinned and rubbed the head of his cock at her slick opening.

“Are you ready, Aya? Ready to get fucked?”

“Yes, please.”

“Tell your husband.”

“Babe, Judah will fuck me now. Is that, um, is that okay?” Aya asked me.

I looked at her eyes and Judah’s face. I remembered our first conversation before she signed up in that dating app. No sex. Just make out. Just dating. Yet here we are now. My gorgeous wife bent over for this huge stranger she matched with. Aya begging to get fucked. My cock as hard as a goddamn rock. Aya’s eyes on mine, full of lust, pleading.

“Babe?” Aya asked me. I nodded.

Judah nodded back and started sliding his thick cock inside my wife’s waiting pussy. He stretched her, inch by inch. Oh god, babe, he’s so big, Aya said. Her eyes widened. She closed them, bit her lip, and opened her eyes again. Oh, oh, she moaned, gripping the armrest tighter.

“Tight,” Judah said, sweat dripping from his face, hands around my wife’s sexy waist.

Judah got balls-deep inside her. He didn’t move yet. He smiled and then slapped Aya’s round butt several times. She licked her lips and seductively looked back at him. Judah squeezed her butt, marveling at how firm and magnificent it was.

Judah started pumping. He pulled his cock until only his fat cockhead remained inside and then slid it back again. That first thrust caused Aya to have a quick mini-orgasm. I kissed her as a delicious tremor ran through her body. I reached for her bouncing tits and squeezed them. Judah kept on thrusting. I brushed Aya’s hair out of her face so I could see her better as she was getting pounded.

“Oh, um, ah, he’s so big, babe,” Aya half-moaned, half-sobbed. I squeezed her hard nipples.

Judah fucked her deliberately. Not too fast, not too slow. He pounded Aya with a methodical intensity where she could feel every thrust, every angle, every inch of his cock. Judah is an expert. He wanted to hit every delicious spot in her body. Another orgasm. Judah wanted Aya to remember him. He wanted her to keep coming back. He grabbed her hair and pulled her head back as his hips thrust in and out.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Aya pleaded, tears rolled down her cheeks. Another orgasm hit her. She lost her hold of the armrest. Judah’s dick pushed her forward. She embraced me, wrapping her arms around my neck. Judah kept fucking her. He didn’t slow down.

“Oh yeah. You won’t be walking right, Aya, after this,” Judah said. He was going faster now. His thrusts were wilder and deeper like he was mad about something, and now he was letting all this frustration out in my wife’s tight pussy and petite body. He fucked her so hard that the heavy chair I was sitting on creaked.

“Oh my god! Yes! Yes!” Aya was holding on to me for dear life. I had lost track of how many times she came. She had squirted several times already. I could hear how sopping wet she was. The whole living room was filled with the sounds of wet flesh slapping, Judah’s hips hitting Aya’s butt, his balls slapping her clit, making her even crazier. Yes, Aya would always come back to this cock. A big part of her is Judah’s now. His cock plunged into her over and over.

“Harder, please, oh, please,” Aya pleaded to Judah, her lips near my ear. I could hear the lust and sluttiness and desperation from her voice. This is the way my wife always wanted to get fuck. Rough and deep and hard. Pounded non-stop by a huge, rough man.

Judah’s breath was ragged. He was on the edge. He gave one final deep thrust and then he came. He didn’t pull out. He came deep into my wife, grunting as his body jerked, clenched teeth, eyes closed, howling and snarling. His thick come overflowed and dripped down Aya’s thighs. He pulled out when he was done and he slumped on the couch, catching his breath.

Aya’s sexy body was still shaking. She kissed me and said I love you. She let go of me to attend to Judah, her new boyfriend, her sex partner. She went over to him on her knees.

Aya brushed her hair and looked at his face and his cock. It was still semi-hard and glistening from the mix of his come and her juices. His cock and balls were wet. Aya looked at me and then back at Judah. She smiled seductively at us. She reached for his cock and stroked it and then licked his cock from base to tip. She did it slowly. She took his cock in her mouth and sucked him deep and slow.

“Oh yeah,” Judah said, giving me a thumbs-up.

“That was something. So what’s the verdict? Good date, then?” I asked  Aya with a grin while we were in the car back to the city. I already knew the answer to that question before I even asked it.

“Hmmm, yes,” my wife answered, blushing. “Babe, you’re not mad at me, right?”

“Of course not,” I squeezed her hand and grinned at her. “Judah really fucked you well.”

“He did,” Aya said shyly. “He, um, fucked me good. She looked at my face. “He invited us to come back next weekend.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. He said he’ll teach us how to fish and that he’ll invite his fishing buddies,” Aya paused. “We don’t have anything planned next weekend, right? Could be fun? What do you think?”

His fishing buddies? How many people are we talking about here? Multiple men together with my gorgeous wife? I imagined all of them the same age as Judah, as tall and as massive as him. I pictured these men with us on the boat, leering at Aya while she was clad in her sexy red swimsuit, their eyes feasting on her luscious tits and round butt.

“Uh, I’ll think about it.”

Aya held my right hand and placed it on her thigh. I stopped before a red light and looked at her. She had that twinkle in her eyes, an adorable pout on her pretty face.

“Pretty please, babe?” she pleaded cutely.

I sighed and grinned at her. No one could resist that look.
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