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CHAPTER 1

“Babe, that guy’s looking at you,” Finn told her wife, smiling. He is used to men admiring Aya. She is a gorgeous woman.

It was seven on a warm Friday evening. They were in The Beanstalk. It’s a rooftop café on top of the Birmington Building in Whittaker Street. It is one of their favorite places to hang out after work here in the business district of New Coast City.

Aya looked at her husband. They were holding hands. There were two medium-sized cups of hot lattes on the table between them. Aya ordered caramel and Finn was having hazelnut. There was a small round stage in the middle of the rooftop and a guy with a cap and had long hair was playing his acoustic guitar under a string of warm lights. He was singing his version of the popular love song Less Than Honest by The Sterling Band.

It was still early in the evening and The Beanstalk had less than a dozen customers. It wasn’t even a quarter full yet.

“A guy is looking at me?” Aya asked. “Do I know him?”

Finn shook his head. “I don’t think so,” he said. Smiling, he tilted his head slightly to the left. Aya followed the direction her husband pointed at. She looked to her right, but she didn’t immediately look at the guy. She pretended that she was checking something else, like her eyes were simply wandering and admiring the view of this beautiful rooftop café. Aya’s line of sight eventually landed on the man her husband was talking about.

Oh, Aya’s heart skipped a beat. He’s cute, she thought. The man was sitting alone three tables away from Aya and Finn. He’s black and he’s a huge guy. He was wearing a blue jacket and jeans. The man sipped his coffee. Aya and the man’s eyes met. He smiled at her. Aya smiled back shyly and then quickly turned to her husband.

“What do you think?” Finn asked with a slight grin.

“He smiled at me,” Aya whispered.

“You don’t need to whisper, babe,” Finn said. “He’s sitting quite far from us.”

“He’s cute,” Aya said, half-whispering, holding her husband’s hand. “He doesn’t look creepy or anything like that. He looks familiar, though. I think I’ve seen him before. I just can’t remember where.”

“Maybe he’s an actor or an athlete or something,” Finn said. He paused. He took a long deep breath. He let go of Aya’s hand and sipped his coffee. He looked at the man again. The man raised his coffee cup at him and Finn nodded back. The man grinned. Finn sipped his coffee again. He placed it down at the table. He looked at his wife. Aya raised an eyebrow at him.

“Uh, what?” Finn asked his wife.

“Um, I know what you’re thinking,” Aya said, blushing lightly.

“What am I thinking?” Finn asked playfully.

Aya rolled her eyes at her husband. “You and your fantasies.”

“My fantasies?” Finn asked, acting innocently.

“You’re thinking about me and that big guy over there,” Aya said.

“What? I’m not,” Finn said, obviously lying. He leaned back and took a good look at his wife again. He couldn’t blame that guy or any other man for admiring Aya. She is smoking hot as always. She’s the perfect mix of gorgeous and cute, petite but sexy with all the right curves.

It was casual Friday at the office and Aya was wearing a sleeveless, soft blush-pink figure-hugging dress with silver, decorative buttons down the center. The dress tapered on her slender waist and then flirted back out into a short, pleated skirt that displayed her lovely thighs and long legs. Every hot-blooded man will definitely stare and fantasize, Finn thought correctly.

It makes Finn a bit jealous. There is no denying that. But mostly, it turns him on knowing that other men’s eyes are on his wife, their minds full of naughty thoughts about her, their imaginations running wild. It turns him on a lot. It revs his engine, as they say. Finn was feeling that familiar heat again forming in his core. Aya was right, of course. She knew what was on his mind. It was plain as day. She was spot-on.

“He looks intense, though,” Aya commented.

“He’s your type. Tall and handsome.” Finn teased her.

Aya brushed a strand of hair behind her ear. She put down her coffee cup and placed her elbows on the wooden table and leaned forward. She smiled sweetly at her husband. “You’re my type, babe.”

“I know that. The man’s looking at your legs.”

“Oh. Is he?”

“Yeah,” Finn grinned. “Why not give him a good view?”

Aya shook her head, smiling. “You’re being bad, babe, and here in our favorite coffee shop of all places,” she said. But she crossed her legs. The hem of her pleated skirt inched upward, tempting the man with a better view of her long and graceful legs.

Finn glanced at the man. The man licked his lips, even more impressed. This was turning out to be a very good night for him. He was laser-focused. The man finished his coffee. He appeared to be thinking about something. He was memorizing Aya’s body. Finn took a deep breath. Any minute now, he thought.

“He’s smitten by you,” Finn told Aya.

“Smitten?” Aya asked, rolling her eyes, smiling. I know what you’re trying to do, babe, she thought. She is perfectly aware of her husband’s specific fantasy. She loves Finn so much that whatever turns him on, turns her on even more. He wants me to sleep with that guy.

Aya brushed her hair back and looked again at the guy, a little bit longer this time. He’s really not bad-looking. Even while seated, she could see that the man was several inches taller than her husband, also more muscular. The man smiled at her again. She shyly smiled back and then returned her attention to Finn, who was closely observing her.

Aya knew what was on that stranger’s mind, of course. She knew what that man wanted. It was obvious on his face, in his interested stares. She could feel the man’s eyes all over her. Her heart started beating a little faster. It was the middle of summer and it was warm here on the rooftop and Aya could feel her body getting hotter, excitement enveloping her like delicious sparks of electricity.

“He’s thinking of taking a risk and making a move,” Finn said, his voice slightly cracking. “He wants to join our table and to talk to you, babe. What if I get lucky? That’s what that man is thinking.”

“I don’t think he’ll do that,” Aya said. “He’s, um, probably married. Maybe he has a girlfriend. Also, he can clearly see that I’m with my husband.”

Finn smiled, remembering the different men – friends, co-workers, bosses, even some neighbors – who had tried their best to hit on Aya even when they knew that she was a married woman. Some even did it while Finn was within earshot. It was not simply because Aya is pretty. She’s also sweet and kind and smart. So, these men pounced on every opportunity to steal her away from Finn, hoping they would get lucky. None had succeeded, of course.

Aya is in love with her husband. She would flirt back, but she’s a submissive wife and she’s loyal. Aya dismissed all of these advances with sweet charm and friendly politeness. Every time she rejects them, it seems they fall for her even harder. Finn smiled at that thought.

“That man doesn’t know that we’re husband and wife,” Finn said. “He could be thinking that we’re simply friends or maybe co-workers having coffee.”

“Um, were holding hands and we definitely look like a couple,” Aya said sweetly, circling her thumb on Finn’s open palm. “Your arm was wrapped around my waist when we entered the café and then we kissed before we sat down.”

“Oh, yeah. We definitely look like a couple,” Finn grinned. “If you want him to join us, well, uh, you need to invite him.”

“Oh, now it is up to me to invite him?” Aya grinned cutely, leaning forward. Finn enjoyed looking at the perfect curve of her breasts. “You’re the one with the naughty fantasy.”

Finn raised his palms, acting innocently like none of these was his idea. “Hey, you said you find him good-looking.”

Aya leaned back on her chair and crossed her arms and placed one finger beneath her chin, thinking. “So, um, you want me to go over there and invite that man here to our table now?”

“You don’t have to go over there where he is sitting, babe,” Finn said mischievously. “You can call him over from here. Just give him a seductive look.”

“A seductive look?”

“Yeah,” Finn said, smiling broadly. “You know. Give him your Come Hither eyes. The same one you gave me the first time we met when we were in college.”

“Oh, god,” Aya said, rolling her eyes, grinning. “Why did I marry you?”

“Because I’m charming and I’m a good lover and I have a massive dick?” Finn asked.

“Well, you are charming and you are a good lover and you are kind,” Aya said. She pretended to sigh as if she was annoyed, even though what she was feeling was the opposite of that. She was blushing now. “Alright, I’ll do my best and give him my Come Hither eyes.”

Aya looked straight at the man. She held his gaze. She sat straighter on her chair, pushing her chest out, displaying the shape of her round tits under her pink dress. She brushed her hair back slowly. Aya batted her eyelashes at him, a small but tempting smile on her lips. The man smiled broadly. He got the message. He stood up from where he was sitting. He straightened the jacket that he was wearing and placed his phone in his pocket. The man was readying himself to approach.

“Oh, he’s coming here now,” Aya said, panicking cutely.

“Yeah, he is. Take off your wedding ring, babe,” Finn said while he was taking off his own ring.

Oh, what is he planning now? Aya thought. She did what her husband wanted. She took off her wedding ring. Finn handed her his ring and she placed them both in her black handbag.

“Just follow my lead, babe,” Finn said with slight nervousness. Are you sure about what you’re doing here right now, Finley? He asked himself. Aya was looking at him. She bit her lower lip and nodded.


CHAPTER 2

“Is it okay if I join you guys? My name’s Andre Hall. I was sitting over there and I was thinking that this evening would be better spent in the company of some new friends rather than having coffee alone.”

“Eh, sure, man,” Finn said, slightly hesitating even though this was his idea. Aya smiled at Andre. He’s very tall, Aya thought, her heart beating faster. Big arms and broad shoulders, too.

“Ah, that’s great,” Andre said. There were only two chairs and the couple was sitting on them. Andre took a chair from the empty table beside them and he settled on it. Finn noted the confidence in the man. There was no hesitation or doubt or awkwardness in Andre’s voice. He acted like he belonged and none of this was out of the ordinary. I hope I didn’t make a mistake here, Finn thought.

“I’m Finley and this is Aya.”

“Hey. Hello,” Aya said, blushing. Andre shook Finn’s hand first, giving him a strong grip. Andre shook Aya’s hand twice as long while admiring her cute smile.

Andre regarded Finn coolly, but his main focus was on Aya. Damn, Andre thought as he closely admired her body, she’s top-tier hot and exactly my type. Cute and sexy and petite. I’m having a hard-on just staring at her.

“Are you two married?” Andre said. Better to get that question out of the way. Andre glanced at Aya’s slender legs.

“Uh, no. We’re not,” Finn lied.

“Really? I’ve been watching you guys. You were all sweet and romantic.”

“Uh, well . . .”

“We’re dating,” Aya quickly answered, coming to her husband’s rescue. She was surprised she said that.

“That’s cool,” Andre grinned. “Not married, but dating. That’s cool. Yeah. I can work with that. So, you guys have been dating long?”

“Uh, just a couple of weeks,” Finn answered. Andre nodded. So, fairly new, he thought. Yeah. I can definitely work with that.

Aya smiled at Andre. “So, um, tell us about yourself, Andre. Are you from around here?”

“I’m from Paledre,” Andre answered, leaning back in his chair, facing Aya. “A freelance contractor. Got a small team of architects. We’re in-charge of the construction of this fifteen-story condominium in Grant Park. So, you know, that means I’ll be staying here in New Coast for a while. How about you two? What’s the story?”

“I work for the government. The State Highway,” Finn said, noticing that Andre kept checking out Aya, undressing her with his eyes, memorizing her gorgeous face and the shape of her firm tits and her slim waist and lovely legs. Andre was not hiding his interest at all. He was not being subtle about it.

What should I do here? Finn asked himself. Should I tell this guy to stop leering at my wife? Yeah? Except that we told him that we aren’t married. We shouldn’t have told him that. Oh, fuck. I may have made a mistake. Too late now. Let’s see how this plays out now, I guess. Finn smiled casually.

“Ah, a civil servant,” Andre said to Finn. “You look like one, buddy.” He turned to Aya. He moved his chair several inches closer to her. “How about you, Aya?”

“Um, I work in a bank, in their public relations department.”

“Wow. That’s fucking cool. And, yeah, now that I’m sitting here with you guys, I have to say what’s on my mind, what I was thinking while I was sitting over there and checking you out. You’re absolutely fucking gorgeous, Aya.”

Aya was blushing intensely now, looking absolutely adorable. Looking very fuckable, Andre was thinking. Aya looked at her husband before replying to Andre.

“Thank you. You’re gorgeous, too,” she said to Andre. “You actually look familiar. Have we seen you before? Were you a famous actor or something?”

“I used to be a member of the country’s rowing team. Even competed in the Olympics once,” Andre said. He could see that Aya was impressed. He smiled. I have something here that will make a greater impression on you, babe, Andre thought.

That is quite hot, Aya said to herself. Even while she was talking to Andre, she was aware that her husband was closely watching her. Finn was enjoying this. She knows this is what he likes – watching another man flirting with her, a man she is attracted to. This is Finn’s fantasy. She pressed her thighs together. This was turning her husband on, and as a result, it was turning her on even more.

The conversation continued. It was relaxed and friendly with a bit of back-and-forth flirting from Andre and Aya. Andre was the one leading the conversation, making jokes, complimenting Aya, teasing her, making her blush even more. Andre talked some more about himself, telling them he arrived in New Coast City just three weeks ago and he was still settling in and that he was excited to meet new people and make new friends. It’s my good luck that I met you guys tonight, Andre said. He leaned back in his chair which looked small for him. Andre was holding court.

Andre was also friendly with Finn, asking him the details of his job, his favorite basketball team, and whether he and Aya play any kind of serious sports. Finn said he works out once a week in a gym in Cameron Park. That’s cool, man, Andre said, not really impressed. He faced Aya. His chair was even closer to her now. His knees were nearly touching her thigh. He placed his hand on the back of her chair. Aya shyly glanced at her husband.

Finn’s palm was slightly sweaty, his cock hard now under the table. He took a deep breath. He imagined Aya, still wearing her pink dress, on top of Andre, naked underneath, sliding down on his cock.

Andre placed his hand on Aya’s knee, which stopped her breath for a second. Andre waited. Aya looked at her husband.

What should I do here? Finn asked himself, sweat forming on the back of his neck. A man has his hand on my wife? Should I tell him to stop and back off? Do I have the right to say that? We told Andre that we are not married and that we’re only casually dating. That holds no weight to a man like Andre. That is almost the same as telling him that Aya is single. Should I tell this guy the truth? That I’m Aya’s husband? That’ll make me a liar and make me look like an idiot.

“I have a question,” Andre said, his big hand now on Aya’s smooth thigh.

“Yes?” Aya said, sounding out of breath. Andre’s confidence and directness were making her feel things. Her panties were getting soaked. The guitar player on top of the stage glanced at them. He looked envious of Andre.

“So, Aya, are you a good kisser?” Andre asked, and the tips of his fingers were now inside the hem of Aya’s pink skirt. Andre turned his head to look at Finn. “She’s a good kisser, huh, Finley?”

“Uh, yeah,” Finn answered truthfully, nodding. His cock was iron hard under the table. “Not just good. She is the best.” Aya blushed and smiled at Finn, her heart fluttering.

“Really?” Andre teased Aya. Half of his hand was now under the hem of her skirt. “Can you prove it to me?”

“I’m sorry?” Finn said.

Andre turned to Finn. “Hey, you guys invited me here to spice things up a little, right? I gotta say, Finley, my man, you’re a brave man for sharing Aya with me. You’re okay with this, right, Aya?”

Aya looked at her husband before answering. It was up to her, of course. It would be her decision. Andre and Finn knew her answer just by looking at her blushing face. She nodded at Andre. She placed her hand on top of his. She didn’t remove his hand which was now only mere inches away from her pussy.

New customers were now entering the cafe. Andre removed his hand from Aya’s thigh. Aya looked like she wanted to tell him to touch her legs again.

“So, you guys fucked already, right?” Andre asked Aya and Finn. Aya nodded shyly. This man really goes directly to the point, she thought. Aya uncrossed her legs and pressed them together. For a quick moment there, I thought he was going to ask me to kiss him. I was waiting for him to do that. Aya looked at her husband.

“Yeah, many times,” Finn answered proudly, puffing his chest out, sitting straighter. This is a competition now, Finn thought. I wouldn’t be in this situation if I just told the truth in the first place, if I hadn’t started playing idiotic games. I can’t go back now. This man is making it a contest. Then, I’m gonna win. Like before.

“Lucky guy,” Andre said. He looked around and then leaned forward. “There are more people now. How about we go somewhere quieter?” Andre offered, looking at Aya. She nodded and then glanced at her husband.

“Eh, sure,” Finn asked. “You got any specific place in mind?” No way Finn was going to bring Andre to their house in Cameron Park. That would expose the truth.

Aya looked at Andre. She was still blushing and she was completely warmed-up to the idea now. This is her husband’s fantasy and it makes her absolutely horny to fulfill it. If Andre kisses me right now, I would welcome it. Oh, you’re being a slut right now, Aya said to herself. She looked at Finn. She could see that his neck was sweating. Finn grinned and winked at her. She returned it with a seductive smile. Aya faced Andre and placed a hand on his arm, appreciating how he felt, warm and solid.

“Let’s just go to my condo,” Andre suggested.

“Your condo?” Aya asked. “Where is it? Is it near here?”

“Oh, yeah,” Andre said, pointing down with his index finger.

Finn raised an eyebrow. “In hell?” he asked, smiling, trying to sound snarky. Aya rolled her eyes at her silly husband.

Andre laughed. “Not in hell, buddy. My condo is here in this building, on the fourteenth floor.”

Andre stood up, his eyes on the front of Aya’s pink dress, admiring her lovely cleavage and the delectable shape of her firm tits. “Let’s go,” Andre said to Aya and Finn. Andre helped Aya stand up. She smiled sweetly at him.

The three of them walked towards the elevator.


CHAPTER 3

Andre moved quickly. He was already rock-hard even before the three of them entered his condo.

Aya gasped in pleasant surprise when Andre grabbed her waist and pressed her against the wall the moment the door was closed. She had to look up at him. He was significantly taller than her even though she was wearing heels. Andre leaned down and kissed her hard. His lips were eager and his tongue was long and hot and she opened her mouth and let it in. Their tongues met and danced. He kisses oh so very well, Aya thought. His tongue is quite long. Oh god, I wonder how it would feel deep inside me, exploring…

Aya turned to look at her husband while Andre was planting kisses on her cleavage and squeezing her tits. Finn was standing just a few feet away with a hard-on, half mouth-open. He seemed lost, like he didn’t know what to do with his hands.

My husband looked so cute, Aya thought. She smiled seductively at Finn, batting her eyelashes, and motioned for him to come closer. Finn grinned and he grabbed Aya’s round butt and kissed her hard on the mouth. I’m so horny I’m shaking, Aya thought while sucking her husband’s eager tongue.

“You’re really enjoying this, huh, you slut?” Finn whispered in Aya’s ear with a naughty smile. She nodded, blushing hard. Andre was now unbuttoning her sexy pink dress. When it was unbuttoned down to the waist, Finn took it off.

Andre removed Aya’s bra with a dexterous snap of his fingers. Her white bra fell to the floor. Aya stood there in the middle of the hallway, blushing, her hair down, breathing hard, her wonderful tits out and exposed, her pink nipples hard and aching.

“Your girlfriend’s fucking glorious, man,” Andre said. Finn nodded. Andre started taking his jacket and shirts off. Finn followed. Aya watched the two men in front of her. Her husband and this handsome stranger. Oh, two men are going to fuck me tonight, she said to herself. She bit her lip, her heart beating fast, her pussy soaked and throbbing, shaking in anticipation.

Aya placed her hand on her chest and gasped when Andre took his boxers off. Oh, my god. He’s huge. Andre was fully hard now and his dick was long and thick with angry veins around it, ready for her. Andre stroked his cock. It was leaking with thick precum. He grinned at her. She looked at her husband. Finn was fully naked now, too. He also has an above-average-sized dick, hard and thick. Andre, however, is significantly more massive. I need him, Aya thought. Oh god, I need him deep inside me!

Aya got on her knees in front of the two men. She took both cock in her hands, feeling their thickness and their warmth and their pulse on her palms. She looked up at Andre and her husband and gave them both a teasing smile. They hadn’t turned the AC on yet. Perspiration was beginning to form on their bodies. Andre has the hard sculpt of an athlete with his six-pack and well-formed chest. Finn doesn’t have a six-pack or a two-pack, but that doesn’t matter much to Aya. She loves her husband the way he is.

The two guys groaned as Aya gave them both enthusiastic blowjobs. She licked the head of their cocks, tasting their precum, sucking them. She moved from Andre to Finn and then back to Andre and her husband again repeatedly, the fat heads of their dicks hitting the back of her throat, half-gagging her, making her eyes wet. Aya’s hot mouth was like a delicious vacuum. She moaned as she sucked them. She played with her tits. She rubbed her clit. She was so hot and sensitive that she came in an instant.

“Oh, fuck,” Andre groaned.

“Oh, yeah,” Finn moaned, his face sweaty. He grabbed Aya’s long and wavy hair and fucked her mouth. She took it all, her lips kissing the base of her husband’s cock, his balls hitting her chin. Andre also fucked Aya’s mouth, but before that he slapped her face several times with his wet and thick cock. Andre told Aya to open her mouth and he spat on her tongue and she swallowed it together with his precum. Aya glanced at her husband. Finn couldn’t believe what he was seeing. His mouth was open and his eyes were wide. He was horny as hell. Aya shyly smiled at her husband and licked her lips.

“Can’t wait anymore, Aya,” Andre said, almost out of breath. Aya could see the heat from his eyes, the color of uncontained lust enveloping him. Andre undid the remaining buttons of Aya’s sexy pink dress. He tossed her dress and it hit the glass wall of the condo and landed on the floor. Aya was now naked except for her pink panties and her black heels.

Finn sat on the couch. He grinned at his wife and motioned for her to come to him. Aya smiled at her husband. She crawled sexily towards him, on her hands and knees on the soft-carpeted floor. Andre was standing, his eyes focused on the sexy sway of Aya’s wonderful ass. He licked his lips while stroking his huge cock, enjoying the view. He had to fuck her now.

Aya winked seductively at Finn who was sitting on the couch with his legs open. She licked his cock from the base of his balls up to the tip and then engulfed him and resumed sucking him off. He already came, but Aya knew she could make him come again. She could feel Andre positioning herself behind her.

Mmmm, yes, Aya thought, her pussy aching to be finally penetrated by his unbelievably-huge dick. She was dripping wet. Just moments ago, Andre was a stranger, and now the fat head of his pulsing dick was knocking at the wet entrance of her pussy, ready to claim her.

He’s sliding it in! Oh! Oh! Oh, god! He’s just so big! Aya shivered deliciously, her eyes rolling back. She moaned deeply, squeezing her husband’s thighs, pressing her pretty face against his balls and hard dick. A cock in my mouth and another inside my pussy! Fucking tight, Aya heard Andre say.

Andre fucked Aya hard. He made sure to hit all of her delicious spots. Every deep thrust sent her closer and closer to another body-shaking, pussy squirting, eye-rolling orgasm. Andre gripped her slender waist hard, plunging in and out, not slowing down, almost like a machine. Aya couldn’t properly suck Finn’s cock anymore. She just stroked it in time with Andre’s deep pounding.

“Ahhh, uhhh, ahhhh, yes, yes!” Aya chanted. Andre slapped her butt. She looked at Finn’s face. He was close to coming. She looked back at Andre. He was drenched in sweat, gritting his teeth, veins forming on his neck.

Her husband and Andre came almost at the same time. Aya orgasmed with them. Her whole body trembled. She squirted, her eyes rolling back. Finn grabbed her hair and pushed her face down on his cock while jolting and filling her throat with thick sperm. Andre spurted deep inside her pussy for almost a full minute. Aya was delirious, her eyes half-open, her hair messy. She sobbed from intense pleasure. Her pussy clenched around Andre’s throbbing cock, milking all of his sperm.

A whole minute passed, two minutes. Finn grinned at Aya. He patted her head. Good slut of a wife. She licked his balls slowly while looking into his eyes. She looked back at Andre. His cock remained buried inside her, throbbing and pulsing. She met his eyes. He licked his lips and wiped his sweaty forehead with the back of his hand.

“Andre?” Aya said softly.

“Yeah, babe?”

“You’re still so hard,” Aya said, amazed.

Andre grinned at her. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”


CHAPTER 4

“Andre invited me for a date, babe,” Aya told Finn. It was Saturday morning and they were in the gym at the Cameron Park clubhouse.

“Oh,” Finn said, not really that much surprised. Guy moves fast, huh, he thought. Andre got a taste of Aya just a couple of days ago, and now he's asking for a romantic date. He couldn’t blame the guy. But still, he saw how Aya looked at him. Aya likes Andre. She finds him rugged and handsome. She’s her type. Tall and athletic and confident and muscular. Andre knows that Aya has a big crush on him. Add that to the fact that Andre fucked her so good that time they went to his condo. He made his mark.

Finn lasted two rounds that night, but Andre lasted four. Andre came twice deep inside Aya’s pussy. He then came in her mouth and she swallowed his sperm hungrily. For the finale, Andre gave Aya a cum-shower while he was standing and she was kneeling on the bed. He painted her pretty face and her round tits. A lot of jizz landed on her hair and shoulders and thighs. Andre gave Aya a sperm shower while Finn sat there and watched.

“So, you two are going on a date?” Finn asked quietly. The gym wasn’t full, but it’s always better to be discreet when you are talking about another man wanting to date your wife.

“Um, yes. Just a wholesome dinner at Zinnia’s.”

“Oh, just wholesome, huh?” Finn smiled. Aya sat beside him on the adjustable bench. She just finished running on the treadmill. There were droplets of sweat on her neck and shoulders. Aya was wearing a white athletic top and black high-waisted leggings. Her gym outfit clung sexily to her petite body, showcasing her delicious curves. Her long hair was tied in a sporty ponytail. The other people in the gym kept stealing glances at Aya, admiring her.

“That’s what Andre said. Just a sweet and wholesome date.” Aya untied her ponytail. Her beautiful long hair cascaded freely on her back. She shook it out and she brushed it with her hand.

“Andre still doesn’t know that we’re married, right?” Finn asked.

“I don’t think so,” Aya said.

“He could check your social media accounts,” Finn said.

“None of them are set to public, babe,” Aya smiled. “Also, I gave him my alternative account, not my main one.”

“Oh, you have a burner?” Finn grinned and kissed Aya’s shoulder. She continued to amaze him. She always looks so sweet and innocent. One would not suspect that she has this naughty and slutty side.

Aya gave Finn a quick kiss on the lips. “You know about my other social media profile, babe. I told you about that before. So, um, about the date?”

Finn took a moment before answering. He was getting a serious hard-on. The thought of Aya dating another man is undeniably hot. It makes him jealous, too. That date wouldn’t end in a wholesome way. No way. Finn was sure of that. They would end up in Andre’s condo. They had four rounds of sex the last time. How many rounds would they have this time? Finn looked at Aya. She was waiting for his answer with a cute, hopeful look. Finn smiled at her. “Yeah, alright,” he nodded. “But you have to send me updates.”

“Yey!” Aya beamed, clapping lightly. She leaned forward and kissed Finn again.

“You really like the guy, huh?” Finn teased her wife.

“Well, Andre’s attractive. He’s charming and he’s sweet. He also seems kind. And also,” Aya playfully slapped Finn’s arm, “you’re the one who wanted this to happen. This is all your fault.”

** ** **

The romantic date happened on a warm Wednesday evening. Andre picked Aya up from her office after work. Aya sent Finn a selfie before meeting Andre. She took the photo in the office restroom. Aya was absolutely gorgeous in her outfit for her date with Andre. She was wearing an emerald-green, sleeveless, fitted top and white high-waisted drawstring shorts. Her top displayed the delicious shape of her round tits and her chic shorts showed her smooth thighs and long legs.

Andre’s mouth would water when he sees her, Finn thought while looking at the photo Aya sent, feeling jealous. He was at Redbrick. It’s a pizza place in Orchard Circle near the State Highway office building. Finn was with some of his work friends. They usually come here after work to relax and eat good food. Leo Becker made a joke at the expense of their boss, Oliver Perry, and everyone laughed. Finn also laughed, but it was half-hearted.

It was impossible to relax and have a good time with friends from work. Not when your wife was on a date with another man. What are they doing now? They are probably already at the restaurant. It’s almost seven. Should I call Aya to get an update? No. That would make me appear clingy. Wait. What? I can be clingy. Aya’s my wife. I can be clingy with my wife if I want to. Yeah, but Andre doesn’t know that, though. Andre thinks she’s single. He thinks Aya’s a woman who likes being in an open relationship, someone who enjoys being shared. Ah, fuck. Better to just wait for Aya to message. No need to be anxious. This is my idea, after all. Finn checked his phone again. His hand was sweaty.

It was ten minutes past seven when Aya texted Finn. “Having dinner,” her message said. “Food is delicious.”

“Really?” Finn replied quickly. “That’s good. Enjoy! How’s the date going? Good?” Finn waited for Aya to reply. There was no message after ten minutes. He waited and checked his phone again after a couple of minutes. Still, there was no reply from Aya. Maybe they are having dessert and talking, Finn thought.

** ** **

Andre was having Aya’s luscious pussy for dessert. They were in the backseat of his truck, which was parked in the basement of the Sunflower Mall. Aya was moaning. Her legs were open. Andre was feasting on her pussy. His long tongue was deep inside her, tasting her, exploring.

Aya’s panties and her cute high-waisted shorts were tossed on the front seat. She still had her fitted top on. She was dripping wet. Andre’s face was drenched with her sweet juices. She already came twice. She squirted every time. Andre happily licked and slurped them all.

“You taste so fucking delicious,” Andre said while in the middle of lapping Aya’s sensitive clit. Aya couldn’t think of any reply to that as she was on the verge of another electric orgasm. She gripped his hair and pulled him closer to her, pressing his handsome face on her soaked pussy. Oh, Andre, Aya sobbed and then came on his face.

“You like that, babe?” Andre asked Aya, a big grin on his wet face. He was fully naked now.

“Oh, god,” Aya answered, leaning on the closed door of Andre’s truck, breathing heavily, tiny beads of sweat on her forehead and neck. She was still shaking. Her husband had no idea what they were doing. Well, maybe some idea.

Andre started stroking his cock while looking at Aya’s sexy figure. She looked like a slutty goddess with her legs open and her hard nipples poking the front of her emerald-green top, mouth half-open, panting. Her bra was discarded and was on the front seat with her panties and shorts. Andre licked his lips.

“Turn around, Aya. Bend over,” Andre told her.

“Oh, okay,” Aya said, still breathing fast. She loves being told what to do. It turns her on to no end. She smiled at Andre. She kissed his lips. She brushed her disheveled hair with her hand and then turned around, both her knees on the backseat. She placed her hands on the closed window. She arched her back, lifting her glorious ass more. She looked back at Andre. She bit her lower lip, looking cute and seductive. My god, this is such a slutty thing I’m doing right now, Aya thought while Andre was aiming the fat head of his veiny cock at the soaked entrance of her pussy. I’m cheating on my husband. But, um, is it really cheating if what I’m doing is the thing that my husband likes?

Andre groaned as he slid his enormous cock inside Aya’s tight pussy, stretching her inch by inch, hitting all of her delicious spots, going deeper than her husband ever did.

“You’re mine now,” Andre grunted as he started pounding, his long cock sliding in and out. He smacked Aya’s perfect butt. He squeezed her firm tits and pulled her hair. He fucked her hard. His truck swayed. Thankfully, there were only a few vehicles in the parking area.

“Uh, ah, ohh, Andre! Ungh! Yes! Oh, yes!” Aya sobbed and moaned, her cheeks pressed against the car window, fogging it with her breath. Right now, her whole world revolved around Andre’s big dick. Their bodies were covered in sweat. Oh, I’m coming again! Aya’s eyes were out of focus. This guy is making me totally crazy! His dick is just too good!

“I have a proposition for you,” Andre said while pounding Aya. He slapped her butt again. The sound rang inside the truck.

What is he talking about? I can’t concentrate. Aya looked back at Andre. Please, harder! Slap my butt again. I like it when you do that. Proposition? Is that what he said? “Ah, uhh, mmmphh! You can come inside me if you want, Andre. That’s, ohhh, okay!”

“I’m gonna come inside you, babe. But here’s what I propose,” Andre said while pounding Aya’s pussy deliberately. “Leave Finley and be my exclusive girlfriend. Just you and me. How about that? We’ll go on dates and fuck every day. I’ve been thinking about it. You’re just too fucking perfect to share. Yeah? What do you think?” Andre reached down and played with Aya’s clit while thrusting deep.

“Oh, that, uh, that feels so good! But I can’t, um, leave Finn.”

“Yeah? Then you must really like that guy,” Andre said, speeding up. He grinned and wiped the sweat from his face with his palm. “I’m getting a bit jealous here.” Andre gripped Aya’s sexy waist harder, pulling her hair, fucking her deeper, balls-deep in every thrust. He placed his palm on her back and pushed her down, her head now pressed against the soft backseat. Aya lifted her butt and placed her right foot on the floor.

While Aya was being fucked crazy in the backseat of Andre’s pickup truck, Finn was at home. He was lying on the bed, stroking his hard cock while picturing in his mind what his wife and her new lover were doing at that moment. Maybe they are in Andre’s condo. Maybe they checked into a nearby motel. Fuck.

Finn pictured Aya, naked and sexy and petite, sweaty and moaning and begging in pleasure while she was on top of Andre’s huge body, his big hands wrapped around her waist, using her like his personal cumslut, lifting her sexy body and slamming her down, impaling his cock deep inside her tight pussy, bringing her closer to her seventh orgasm for the night. Fuck! My wife is being such a slut and I… love it!

Andre’s truck was swaying hard now. Andre squeezed Aya’s luscious butt. Her tight pussy clenched around his hard cock. She sobbed in pleasure, tears rolling down her cheeks. She was very close to another thunderous orgasm.

“Ah… fuck, Aya! I’m gonna come!” Andre growled, spit flying out, tendons hard on his huge arms and shoulders.

“Ah… yes!” Aya begged, almost drooling, her eyes rolling back, her pussy squirting delicious juices. “Ah! Oh! Yes… inside me, please, Andre! Come inside me, oh my god!”


CHAPTER 5

When Aya arrived home late that night, it was clear to Finn what happened. Aya rode a cab home. She told Andre to drop her off outside an apartment building near her office. She didn’t want to bring Andre to their house in Cameron Park. Andre still believed that she wasn’t married and since it was Finn’s idea, she wanted to maintain that. There’s a certain hot thrill to it, Aya thought with a naughty smile. My husband and his unique ideas.

Aya pressed the doorbell of their bungalow and Finn opened the door. Hi, she said, smiling shyly at her husband, blushing, her hands clasped cutely behind her back.

“Hello, babe,” Finn smiled. “Seems like you had a good date.”

“Ummm… you could say that,” Aya said, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. Finn checked out his gorgeous wife. She wasn’t wearing a bra. That was the first thing that Finn had noticed. He guessed that she wasn’t wearing any panties, too. Perhaps Andre took it as a souvenir. There were kiss marks on her cleavage. Her hair was a bit messy. Her cheeks were pink. She still had that well-fucked glow all over her.

They really did it, Finn thought. His hand trembled a bit. His cock started getting hard in his shorts. My wife just got fucked.

Aya took a step forward, her eyes on the excited tent in her husband’s shorts. She placed her handbag on top of a wooden chair on the porch. Aya had a seductive smile on her lips. “Someone’s turned-on,” Aya said, grabbing Finn’s hard dick. She brushed her hair and slowly knelt on the wooden floor, looking into her husband’s eyes. “Let me fix that for you, babe.”

“Babe, the neighbors…” Finn said. They were still on the porch. Finn was standing in the doorway and Aya was kneeling in front of him, smiling wickedly while stroking his hard cock. Aya licked his precum and rolled it in her tongue and swallowed it. She fondled his balls. She smiled. They were full and heavy.

“Um, don’t worry about our neighbors, babe,” Aya said after licking Finn’s cock from balls to tip. “I’m sure they’re all asleep.” Aya held her husband’s hips with both hands and went to work, sucking the head of his dick, then getting deeper and taking it all until it hit the back of her throat. She moved back and forth, her long hair swinging. Her mouth was like a sweet vacuum, swirling her tongue on Finn’s throbbing cock, slurping, his shaft filling her cheeks nicely.

Finn groaned, his knees buckling. Aya was so gorgeous with her lips wrapped around his cock. He knew that Andre had the same view just moments ago. He grabbed her hair around his fingers and started thrusting. “Ah! Did Andre fucked you good, huh, babe?” he asked. Aya couldn’t form words because her mouth was full of cock. She simply looked into his eyes, all cute and hot and seductive, and nodded. That sent Finn over the edge.

Finn came hard and he came a lot. His vision blurred and his knees shook, his whole body jerking. Aya looked at her husband’s face while he was ejaculating inside her mouth. She played with Finn’s balls while he was coming, loving their weight and the way they pulsed and contracted in her palm. She swallowed all her husband’s come, of course, making sure no single drop was wasted. Oh, I swallowed loads of sperm tonight, she thought naughtily. She closed her eyes, moaning, savoring the taste of Finn’s come, comparing it to Andre’s. They both taste so good, she thought. Yum. This arrangement is turning me into such a horny slut.

** ** **

“Flowers?” Finn asked Aya the moment she got in the car. It was Thursday. He picked her up from work. She smiled at him. She settled in the passenger’s seat carrying a big bouquet of roses mixed with lilies and orchids and chrysanthemums. They looked expensive. “Do you have a secret admirer, babe?” Finn was grinning.

“Not so secret,” Aya answered sweetly. “It’s from Andre.” She placed the huge bouquet in the backseat.

“Huh?” Finn raised an eyebrow, surprised. “He came here to your office and gave you flowers? Did your co-workers see him?” A guy showing up at my wife’s office and then giving her flowers? Finn thought. That’s trouble and could start all sorts of rumors.

Aya shook her head, gently placing her hand on Finn’s arm. “Um, no. He had it delivered. I told him before that what we are doing should be discreet. But I was surprised he sent me flowers. I told my co-workers that the flower was from you. There were some chocolates, too.”

“Sweet guy, huh?” Finn smiled. He grabbed Aya’s exposed thigh. She was wearing a button-down white blouse. Two of the top buttons were undone, showing her delicious cleavage. She was wearing a short, high-waisted black pencil skirt with a slit that gave a tempting view of her perfect thighs.

“Yeah. He’s a sweet guy. Still, I think it is quite risky that he sent me flowers at the office. I’ll be in the center of gossips if they think that I’m entertaining suitors.”

“You like it, though,” Finn said.

Aya grinned cutely. “I mean, they are very pretty flowers. It was really a sweet gesture.”

“And the chocolates?”

“I gave them to my co-workers.”

“Oh, you should have left some for me,” Finn teased Aya. They were now on Quinley Drive. Traffic was not that heavy tonight. Finn squeezed Aya’s tits. She smiled at him.

“I think he wants to steal you away from me, babe,” Finn teased.

“Oh, no one can do that,” Aya said sweetly, facing Finn and hugging his neck and kissing him. She undid two more buttons of her white blouse. “Hey, give me your hand, babe. Please, eyes on the road.” Aya took Finn’s hand and placed it on her perky tits, sliding it inside her lace bra.

“So firm and soft,” Finn said. His cock was hard now.

“Ummm, yes, squeeze my tits, darling.”

“You’re one horny woman,” Finn said, gently rolling her hard nipples between his fingers.

Aya leaned back and sighed happily. “You always make me horny,” she said.

“Andre and I, right?”

“Yesss…”

“Take off your panties.”

Aya opened her eyes and looked at her husband and smiled seductively at him. “Um, yes, sir,” she said. She slid her hands inside her black pencil skirt and slowly took off her pink panties, her eyes on Finn. She licked her lips. The flowers that Andre sent were making her feel extra horny tonight.

“Play with yourself while I’m driving,” Finn ordered her. He moved to the slowest lane of the highway. He glanced at the rearview mirror and saw the expensive flowers Andre had given Aya. She would really fall for that guy if he continues doing that, Finn thought, seriously jealous. She melts from romantic gestures.

Traffic started getting heavy near Cavelle Exit. Finn looked at Aya. She reclined her car seat all the way back. She was blushing. She smiled at her husband seductively. She pulled her bra down and now her perky tits were out, her nipples sensitive and hard. Finn’s mouth watered.

Aya squeezed her tits. She moaned and licked her lips. Vehicles moved slowly. Finn reached with his right hand and fondled his gorgeous wife’s yummy tits. “Um, yes…” Aya purred.

Aya’s hands moved down, sliding down her flat tummy and then her smooth thighs and then moving up slowly on her inner thighs. Her fingers reached her sweet and soaked pussy. She shivered, arching her back sexily, looking at her husband’s face, her face flushed, eyes narrowing, lips slightly parted.

“You’re so fucking hot, babe,” Finn breathed.

“Mmmm,” Aya rubbed her wet clit. She trembled from how good it felt, her pussy getting even wetter. She grabbed Finn’s hand which was busy playing with her tits and guided it to her pussy. Finn took a deep breath. His eyes were on the road. He slid his middle finger inside Aya’s pussy and then slid another one. That made her orgasm. She squirted, moaning and trembling. Finn finger-fucked her until she orgasmed again. Once Aya was done with her delicious convulsions, she took her husband’s hand again and put his soaked fingers in her mouth, sucking them, tasting herself. She looked seductively into Finn’s eyes while she was sucking his fingers.

“Delicious?” Finn asked.

“Mmmm, yes,” Aya said. She moved the seat back up. Her firm tits were still out for Finn to enjoy and her pink nipples were still hard. She tied her hair in a ponytail. “But there’s another thing I want to put in my mouth, babe.”

“Andre’s dick?” Finn grinned.

“Hmmm, yes,” Aya licked her lips while looking at the bulge in Finn’s pants. “But right now, I am thinking of something else,” she said.

Aya leaned down and unzipped Finn’s pants and then pulled down his boxer’s. His cock sprang out, hard and ready and dripping with precum. Oh, hi there, Aya thought happily before taking him all in her hot mouth.


CHAPTER 6

It was Saturday night and the three of them were in Andre’s condo on Whittaker Street. They were in the living room and they were sitting on the carpeted floor. Dinner was finished. There was tension in the air. Nothing happened yet except for a torrid kiss between Aya and Andre when she entered the room. It was Andre’s birthday.

“This is a really nice place you have here, man,” Finn said. He knew what Andre was planning. He wanted to fuck Aya. Finn kept his voice calm and level. He didn’t want to show any jealousy or insecurity. Finn was leaning against the sofa, his legs stretched.

“I’m just renting it, dude,” Andre said. He smiled at Aya. She smiled back. Andre was shirtless and only wearing a pair of black shorts. He left the balcony door open. The room was warm. Andre was sitting cross-legged.

Aya had brought a salted caramel cake and some candles when she and Finn arrived. Andre was still a bit jealous that they arrived together. Aya placed the cake on the table and she put a small candle on top of it. She sang a cute happy birthday for Andre.

Finn simply stood there on the side, clapping like an idiot who was out of place. There was no fucking way he was going to sing Happy Birthday for this guy. Andre blew out the candle and then thanked them for coming in his place and for celebrating his birthday with him. Andre hugged Aya and kissed her lips and whispered something to her that Finn didn’t hear. After dinner, Andre suggested that they hang-out in the living room. It was Aya who suggested that the three of them sit on the floor in a kind of semi-circle with her in the middle.

“Must cost a lot,” Finn said, still talking about the condo which has a large balcony, three rooms, and floor to ceiling glass windows.

“It does, but the company’s paying for it,” Andre answered Finn, but his eyes were on Aya, admiring her.

“The cake’s delicious, right?” Aya asked with a smile, brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear. She was in a side-sitting position, relaxed and her body was leaning towards Andre. She was wearing a simple but sexy little summer-yellow dress which gave an alluring view of her lovely cleavage. The summer dress’s hemline reached several inches above the knee, displaying her shapely and splendid thighs. Her long hair was styled half-up, half-down. The top part was pinned beautifully, with the rest down and free-flowing. Aya looked elegant. And so hot and fuckable, Andre and Finn thought as their eyes roamed all over Aya’s body, from her gorgeous face to her well-shaped tits and her slender waist and luscious legs.

“The cake?” Andre said, leaning back and grinning and openly staring at the round shape of Aya’s perfect ass. “The cake’s fucking delicious, alright.”

Aya rolled her eyes at Andre, smiling. She glanced at her husband. The lust was so obvious on the faces of both men. They were eye-fucking her. She could feel it and it was making her wet. Andre and her husband are both good-looking men in a different way. This arrangement that they had was a win-win for everyone. I am fulfilling my husband’s fantasy and getting the best sex of my life, Aya thought, blushing.

“So, Andre?” Aya asked in a flirty and sweet voice. “How many women have you brought here already?”

“To be perfectly honest, you’re the first,” Andre asked.

“Oh,” Aya said.

“Yeah. Cross my heart and hope to lie,” Andre said.

“That’s not how it goes,” Finn said.

“Really? But yeah, as I said before, I just recently moved here before meeting you guys. It was busy the first couple of weeks, so there wasn’t much time to meet new people. So, yeah, Aya, you’re the first woman I brought here.”

“And the first woman you fucked here? Right, man?” Finn said. Aya looked at him with a raised eyebrow. She shook her head slowly, but she was smiling. You and your fantasies, babe, she thought.

Andre looked at Finn. His face was serious for a second as if he was in deep thought, and then he grinned. “That’s true,” Andre said. “And that’s something that I’d like to keep doing. I mean, if that’s okay with you, Aya.”

Aya glanced at Finn. She smiled when she saw the big tent in front of his pants. Oh, my husband’s impatient. She could see that he was breathing deeply. He’s jealous of Andre, yet he couldn’t wait to watch me have sex with him. Finn smiled at her and nodded. Aya smiled back. He winked at her. You’re cute and I love you, Aya thought. She turned to face Andre. But I need this man’s cock now!

“I think I’m about to get my birthday gift now,” Andre said, grinning with mischief and anticipation. His cock was so hard that it looked like his erection was about to tear a hole in front of his shorts.

“Yes,” Aya said, loosening her bun and letting her long, gorgeous hair cascade down on her shoulders and back. “I think you’ll love it.”

Aya got on her hands and knees and slowly crawled towards Andre. Fuck, Finn breathed, sitting straight, watching the sexy sway of Aya’s butt. The short hemline of her dress inched upwards as she crawled sexily, almost exposing her irresistible buttcheeks. Andre licked his lips, his eyes laser-focused on the shape of Aya’s cleavage.  

Andre and Aya kissed while Finn watched from where he was sitting. It was a deep and torrid kiss with lots of tongue movements and moans from Aya. Her eyes were closed, savoring Andre’s lips. Andre cupped Aya’s pussy with his hand while they were French-kissing. Her panties were already soaked. Andre slid Aya’s panties to the side and started running his thick fingers on her slick pussy, touching and rubbing her sensitive clit, making her tremble deliciously. Mmmm, Aya embraced Andre’s neck and kissed him harder. She opened her eyes and glanced at her husband.

Finn was watching closely, intense concentration on his face. His cock was rock-hard and his heart was pumping fast and his breathing was slow and deep. He squeezed his cock from outside his pants. It was so fucking hot watching his beautiful wife make out with another man. Nothing, absolutely nothing is hotter than this. Andre and Aya had not started fucking and yet Finn felt like he was close to coming.

Andre leaned back and ogled Aya. She was looking straight into his eyes, half-panting and horny as fuck. “That summer dress looks amazing on you, babe,” Andre said.

“Um, thank you,” Aya answered. “Now kiss me again, please.”

Andre grinned. “Lie down. On your back,” he said to her. Aya bit her lower lip and immediately did as Andre instructed.

She lay down on the floor. Andre slid his hands inside the short hem of her summer dress and took off her pink panties. He tossed her soaked panties on the couch behind Finn. “That cake you bought for me is delicious, but this is what I really wanna eat,” Andre said and then he put his hands on Aya’s knees and spread her long legs.

Andre licked his lips at the view of Aya’s gorgeous pussy. He leaned down and started devouring her, sliding his long tongue inside her pussy, lapping at her clit, sucking it, and tongue fucking her so deeply that his tongue reached all her most sensitive spots.

“Oh my god… yes… ahhh…” Aya arched her slender hips, moaning and thrashing, grabbing Andre’s hair as he plundered her exquisite pussy hungrily. His tongue is going so deep inside me! So deep! Aya’s world turned orange and fireworks exploded inside her brain while she orgasmed and squirted into Andre’s mouth.

Andre reached up and pulled down the front of Aya’s dress, exposing her amazing tits. Andre caressed them with his huge hands while his long and expert tongue licked her trembling clit. Aya sobbed and arched her hips higher and she came and squirted again, soaking Andre’s face with her delectable juices.

Finn stood up with unsteady legs and took off his pants. His wife was in the middle of a delicious orgasm. Finn took off his shirt and then walked over to the new lovers. He got on his knees near Aya’s face. She looked up at him, surprised at first and then she smiled invitingly. She opened her mouth and took Finn’s heavy balls in her mouth, tasting and breathing his scent, sucking them hungrily, making her husband groan from the pleasure.

After several minutes, Finn pulled his balls out of Aya’s mouth. There were cute lipstick marks on them. Finn then ran his balls and his cock along Aya’s gorgeous face. So moaned, loving the warmth and weight of his big cock.

Aya looked down and saw that Andre had also now taken his shorts off. His cock was hard and thick and ready to plunder her. Mmmm… yes, Andre. Slide that in me, please, oh, please, Aya thought while drooling around her husband’s cock which was going in and out of her mouth, repeatedly hitting the back of her throat.

Andre spread Aya’s legs and then got on top of her and then he slid his whole cock deep inside of her tight and soaked pussy. Aya gasped at the sudden, unbelievable sensation. It was so fucking good.

Finn pulled his cock out of Aya’s mouth. He sat there on the sofa and watched with a raging hard-on as his beautiful wife got pounded by Andre on the floor.

“Fuck! Your pussy feels so amazing, Aya!” Andre said, his face sweaty, his long, veiny cock going in and out of Aya. He squeezed her bouncing tits. He slapped her cheeks. Aya moaned and sobbed and begged for more, arching her back, lost in the sensation, her whole world revolving around Andre’s impressive cock.

“Ah! Yesss… oh! Uhhh! Yes! Oh, Andre!” Aya’s eyes rolled back as another world-shattering orgasm consumed her. While her thighs were still trembling, Andre took off her summer dress. Now, she was fully naked except for her silver high heels. “More, please,” Aya begged. She glanced at her husband. Finn was sitting on the edge of the sofa, stroking his hard cock. Aya smiled at him, panting, her eyes unfocused, her hair messy, her sexy body glistening with sweat. I love you, she mouthed to her husband.

Andre grabbed Aya’s waist and flipped her easily. Now she’s on her elbows and knees. Andre cupped her soaked pussy from behind while stroking his cock. Aya lowered her upper body and arched her back and spread her legs and lifted her butt. Oh, wow, she thought, this is such a naughty position. Thank heavens I’m very, um, flexible. She looked at Finn. He grinned and gave her a thumbs-up. And what a supportive husband I got. Aya brushed her long hair and looked at Finn with her best smoky eyes, sultry and inviting.

Are you just going to watch there, babe? Aya was going to ask Finn this when Andre slid his cock deep inside her pussy from behind. Her eyes rolled back. Andre went balls-deep. She moaned, lost for words. So full! Oh, god. He’s just so big!”

“You like that?” Andre asked her as he started pumping in and out, his pendulous balls swaying, hitting Aya’s clit, his throbbing cock gliding inside her soft and delicious pussy.

“Yes… oh, yes! Harder, please, Andre? Please?” Aya begged.

Andre gripped Aya’s slim waist and began fucking her harder and deeper. He reached for her beautiful long hair and wrapped it around his big hands and pulled it. He squeezed her luscious butt while pounding her with all the strength he had. Andre gritted his teeth. He was close. Fuck! He thought. This pussy is just too damn good! Gonna come, goddamnit! I’m gonna come soon!

Andre increased his pace, fucking Aya with all his might. Perspiration covered his body. He slapped Aya’s round butt again, his palm leaving a pink mark. Aya was moaning hard, fucking Andre back, her perky tits swaying, juices dripping down her inner thighs. Andre squeezed her butt. Aya could feel the urgent throb of his cock. “Come inside me, please, Andre,” Aya begged.

“Unghh!” Andre howled as he pumped Aya full of his thick sperm, gritting his teeth as his cock unloaded thick jizz inside her.

“Ahhhh!” Aya orgasmed with her new lover. She fell on the soft carpet, her sexy body shaking, moaning, disheveled and deliciously wrecked, her eyelids fluttering.

When Aya regained focus after a minute, she saw that Andre was now the one sitting on the sofa. He was naked. He was breathing hard. His cock was still hard. She knew that he wasn’t done yet. She licked her lips.

Aya looked behind her. Her husband was kneeling on the floor, aiming his cock at her soaked and well-fucked pussy. She purred. She brushed her hair and gave Finn a seductive look. She lowered her upper body and stretched her arms and arched her back, lifting her ass even higher. I look like a pornstar, she thought to herself, giggling inwardly. “Fuck me now, babe, please,” she begged.

“You slut,” Finn said as he slid his cock deep inside Aya in a single hard thrust, making her tremble and gasp. Andre has the bigger cock, but her husband’s dick remains the best.

“Yes…” Aya sobbed as her husband commenced pounding her. “I’m your slut, babe. Ummm. Oh, uh, yes, fuck me more… oh god, please. That’s ungghh…”

Finn and Andre did what Aya begged of them. They fucked her some more. They fucked her a lot, all night long. Finn came deep inside Aya’s pussy as Andre did. Aya orgasmed again. Finn pulled his still-hard cock from Aya’s pussy and Andre replaced him. Finn lay on the floor and Aya smiled at him and cleaned his cock and balls with her mouth while Andre stretched her desperate pussy again. She moaned hotly while she was sucking her husband’s dick, tasting herself on him, loving it. A long and deep thrust from Andre made her squirt, made her eyes roll back. Andre fucks me so good! She thought, her pussy clenching and spurting. Finn grabbed her hair and pushed her lips deeper around his cock. He groaned. She fondled her balls.

After fucking Aya on the floor, they took turns fucking her while she was standing up, tits pressed against the glass wall, leaning forward and half-bent over, still wearing her heels and silver earrings. Aya orgasmed while gazing at the beautiful view of the city. Finn came inside her again. Andre told Aya to turn around and drop down on her knees and she eagerly complied. Andre ordered Aya to open her mouth and to suck his cock. He came in her throat, grunting and jerking. He came a lot and Aya swallowed all of his sperm.

They showered after that. Andre and Aya went to the bathroom first and they were in there for thirty minutes. Finn got impatient and joined them. Both men spent the next hour fucking Aya again. They fucked her at the same time. Finn lifted Aya’s left thigh and slid his cock inside her pussy. Andre saw an opportunity and entered her from the back. Aya almost went crazy at that. Two huge cocks were going in and out inside her, penetrating her soul. There was nothing like it. She sobbed and moaned and begged for more. She came like a rocket again and again, squirting, convulsing, and asking the two men to continue what they were doing, to fuck her deeper and harder.

“Ahhh, my god! Ahhh! Oh, fuck! Yes! Uhhh! Oh my god! Yes!” Aya chanted, gasping and moaning, her body clenching around their cocks. She pulled both men closer to her. They hammered her faster and harder and it didn’t take long until they were coming inside her. They erupted spurt after spurt, ropes of thick sperm almost endless, completely claiming her, marking her body and filling her up, overflowing her holes.

The three disentangled after several minutes. They were breathing hard. Aya was a mess. Her hair was disheveled. Her eyes were half-closed, but there was a satisfied smile on her lips, her thighs shaking.

“Goddamn,” Andre whispered.

“Oh, yeah,” Finn said, leaning against the wall. He was spent, all the cream from his balls unloaded in Aya’s delicious pussy.

Aya kissed her husband for a few seconds and then turned her attention to Andre. He was standing there, proud and grinning. His cock was still hard and pointed at Aya, promising another round of intense fucking. Aya smiled sweetly at Andre and stepped towards him and wrapped her arms around his neck, embracing him. She looked into Andre’s eyes and he said some sweet words to her that Finn didn’t hear. Aya and Andre kissed torridly while Finn watched.

** ** **

“We have to tell you something,” Finn said to Andre. The three of them were in The Beanstalk Café. The same coffee shop where the couple first met him. Aya was sitting close to Finn.

“Huh? Yeah?” Andre asked, looking at Finn. He was focused on Aya. She looked amazing in her sleeveless, tennis-style green minidress. Aya crossed her long legs, catching Andre’s eyes and the lust-filled attention of the male customers of the indie coffee shop.

“Well, uh, how should I say this?” Finn said. “Aya and I, well, we’re not actually dating.”

“You’re not?” Andre asked, leaning back in his chair, which looked too small for him.

Aya reached for Andre’s hand. She was wearing her wedding ring. “Um, we are actually married. We are very sorry for deceiving you,” she said sincerely but sweetly. Finn nodded.

“Really?” Andre asked. He was silent for a few seconds, thinking, and then he smiled. “Well, I thought there was something like this. I mean, you two are too close for a couple who just started dating. I suspected that maybe you were in a long-term relationship, perhaps engaged. But married?” Andre grinned. “That is quite a surprise.”

“You’re not mad at us?” Aya asked.

“Nah,” Andre said, shaking his head, smiling. “Not at all. But you know, I really like you, Aya. You’re fucking amazing and you’re sweet and gorgeous and you are heavenly in bed. So, well, knowing that you’re already married to this lucky guy is a bit of a bummer. It just means I have zero chance of making you mine.”

“Well, that’s true,” Finn said. “But not entirely.” He grinned.

“Oh, yeah?” Andre asked, grinning now. The situation changed, but the arrangement, it seemed, would stay the same. It might even change for the better.

Aya faced Andre. She was blushing cutely. She brushed a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “Um, so, we’re really sorry for not telling you the truth when we first met. So,” Aya leaned forward, looking at Andre’s face, cutely batting her eyelashes at him. “Is there anything I can do to make it up to you? Anything?”

** ** **

The waiter at the coffee shop watched as the customers at table seven stood up. They seemed to be in a hurry. When the beautiful woman entered earlier, she was holding hands with the man who seemed to be her husband. They were sweet. The waiter thought they were a cute couple. Half an hour later, the big guy joined them. And now that the three were walking towards the elevator, it was the taller man who had his arms on the woman’s sexy waist, his palm close to her amazing butt. The waiter continued watching them. Before the elevator closed, the big guy leaned down and started kissing the woman. The other guy stood behind her, kissing her shoulder and squeezing her butt. The elevator closed and they disappeared from his sight. The waiter sighed in envy.
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