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CHAPTER 1

"You were so hot yesterday," I told my wife. I was driving our ten-year-old car. We were in the middle lane of the highway between Bruston and the city of Pord. The weather was good and sunny and warm. It was Saturday and there were many cars. It was alright. Aya scrolled through her phone, checking the photos uploaded from the wedding we attended. She looked at me and smiled.

"You said that a thousand times already today," she said sweetly.

"Everyone was looking at you yesterday," I said, placing my hand on her thigh. Aya was wearing tiny green cotton shorts and a white shirt. She wasn't wearing any makeup, only a light shade of lipstick. Her gorgeous hair was up in a cute bun.

"Not true," she said. "Everyone was looking at the bride. Stacey was so stunning. Her dress was beautiful."

I shrugged and nodded and glanced at Aya again. I squeezed her thigh and then rubbed it gently. Glenn and Stacey Williams are our friends. They had been engaged for four years and yesterday was their wedding and we were invited. I was a guest and Aya was a bridesmaid. She and Stacey were close.

The wedding was in the beautiful town of Bruston. It was a garden wedding. There were about a hundred guests. Blooming dogwood and magnolia trees surrounded the garden. There were three violin players. Stacey and Glenn are good and kind people and they are a perfect couple. Aya shed some tears as she watched our friends say their vows and exchange rings and kisses.

While I was sitting there on a foldable wooden chair, under the wide and green canopy of the trees and listening to the gentle and beautiful melody of the violin, I noticed that most men kept glancing at my wife. That made me smile. I kind of like it when men leered at Aya. She is smoking hot.

Aya wore an A-line, lilac-colored bridesmaid dress with a V-neck front and a lace-up back. She was stunning. She stood beside the bride with four others as the ceremony was ongoing.

"Who is that?" the man sitting beside me whispered. He was Glenn's friend from work.

"Who?" I asked.

"You know who I'm talking about, dude. That hot bridesmaid. The second one from the left."

"Ah."

"She's sensational. Very sexy, huh. Very pretty. Petite but stacked. That's the perfect combination. I want to meet her."

"Oh, alright. I get you," I nodded.

"What's your name, man?" he asked me.

"Me? I'm Finley Brooks. Finn."

The man sitting beside me shook my hand. "I'm Gary. Tell you what, I like attending weddings. Love is in the air, you know. Everyone, especially the women, is in the mood for some romance. Makes them hot, right? Everyone wants to get laid, to do it with someone. It's so easy to hook up with hot chicks."

"I've never hooked up in a wedding," I said. Aya glanced at me and gave me a smile.

"She's smiling at us."

"Yes, she is," I said. I winked at her.

"I think she's looking at me," Gary said.

"I'm not sure," I said.

"Maybe she wants me."

"Uh, maybe."

"Do you know who she is?"

"Yes, I do."

"What's her name?"

"Her name's Aya."

"Aya? That's a cute name. Could you introduce me to her later? After the ceremony?"

"Eh. I think she's married," I said, not telling Gary that the woman she was fantasizing about is married to me.

"Is the husband here, though? That's the important question. They get wild when their husband is not around."

"Her husband is here," I said with a grin. Gary looked at me closely, realization dawning on his face. He scratched his head and sighed.

"Really? Oh damn. Sorry, man," he said sincerely.

"Nah. It's alright," I said. I'm used to it. Gary's not the first man who told me he wanted to get it on with my wife. He wasn't even the tenth or the fiftieth.

Aya glanced at me again from where she was standing. The couples were now exchanging vows. My wife raised a cute eyebrow at me. I grinned at her.

NewCoast City was still a five-hour drive from where we were on the highway. It was only ten in the morning and I could do it with no problem, but I suggested to Aya that we find a nice motel in Pord and spend the night there and just continue the drive tomorrow morning.

"Are you tired, babe?" Aya asked, looking at my face with slight concern.

"No, I'm good. I'm thinking we rarely get out of the city these past few months. We slept in Bruston last night. How about we take full advantage of the weekend? How about we spend the night in Pord this time? Remember, before we got married, we used to go to a lot of concerts there?"  

Aya smiled and shifted in her seat to face me. I glanced at her perfect legs. "Of course, I remember. That was only two years ago," she said sweetly. "I also remember that after Loki's concert, we made out in the parking lot of that convenience store beside that small theater."

"You made the first move," I said.

"I made the first move?" Aya said with a wide smile, her eyes sparkling. "I made the first move?"

I grinned back at my gorgeous wife. "You did. It was only supposed to be a wholesome date, but you couldn't get your hands off me."

"Oh, really?" Aya said. "I remember while we were at the concert, you were staring at my boobs all night long."

"Hmmm, is that what happened?" I teased her. Aya smiled back. She put her phone in her bag and looked at the road and unbuckled her seatbelt. She moved closer to me and hugged me and kissed my cheeks.

"Hey, babe, put your seatbelt back on and sit properly," I said.

"Oh, okay," Aya pouted and went back to her proper seating position. She buckled her seatbelt back. "I love it when you do that," she said, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear.

"Do what?"

"Being authoritative and all," Aya blushed. She loves it when I give her orders.

"I know, babe," I unzipped my jeans using my left hand while keeping my right on the steering wheel. "I have something here to keep you occupied."

"Oh god," Aya grinned cutely, slightly blushing now, shaking her head. "You're just so bad."

Unfortunately, there was no time for what I wanted to happen. The large, green metal sign on the side of the highway told us we were now only five kilometers from Pord City Exit. I reached out and squeezed Aya's soft breasts and then placed both hands on the steering wheel. I overtook a small cargo van and a trailer truck and maneuvered to the rightmost lane. The truck driver glanced at my wife. We entered Pord City.

Pord is a city not of skyscrapers and business districts and tech offices. It is a city built to serve the logistical needs of other cities and towns in the country. Pord has wide, well-maintained roads and large warehouses. It has farms and parks and beautiful open spaces with blooming trees and green lawns.

We passed the city building, and beside it was Saint Montgomery University, which had a huge gate and expansive brick walls flanked with intricate stone pillars every thirty meters. We passed restaurants and shopping malls and gym buildings and tennis courts. Communities have colorful bungalow houses with large front yards landscaped with green shrubs and flowering trees. People walked leisurely, alone or with friends, their pets with them, enjoying the sun, eating ice creams, listening to music, talking on their phones.

We drove through Goldenleaf Road and turned right on Twelfth Street. We drove past several malls and sports apparel warehouses and football fields. I squeezed Aya's breasts again. She cutely rolled her eyes at me. I drove slowly, scanning for a nice motel where we could spend the night. There was no rush. The inner roads of Pord City are double the width of NewCoast or Arlow to accommodate all the large trucks passing through it daily.

"How about that one?" Aya pointed at a large, rectangular sign on the side of the road saying The Trailblazer Inn. Vacancy. Free Breakfast. Big Pool at the back. Welcome!

"Looks good, babe," I said. I made a right turn signal and slowly entered the elevated parking space. Aya put her phone inside her bag and closed it and brushed her hair with her hand and sat properly on her seat. I glanced at my wife's lovely legs. I touched her pussy. She rolled her eyes at me again but only shook her head while smiling and didn't stop me.

The Trailblazer Inn is a modern, single-story motel – clean and well-maintained. It is shaped like the letter L. Square windows face the parking lot. The walls were painted light gray. Doors marked with silver numbers on them are made of solid wood. Small green shrubs with tiny leaves grow on planting boxes beside the door.

The Trailblazer isn't a huge motel, but it would do. There are about thirty doors. I parked the car and turned off the engine. Aya and I kissed before getting out of the car. I squeezed her butt while she was getting out.

There was a blue sedan and an SUV in the parking lot. There was also an eighteen-wheeler truck parked beside the boundary wall of the motel. It faced the main road. Aya and I carried our backpacks on our shoulders.

I held Aya's hand as we entered the small reception area. The receptionist, a man about our age who was busy playing online games on his phone, looked up and smiled broadly when he saw Aya entering. This would be the highlight of his day.

"Good morning," the receptionist said, standing up from his chair and putting his phone down. His eyes subtly bounced from Aya's tits to her face and her tits again. An image flashed in my mind – my wife kneeling in front of this guy, sucking his cock while hidden from the view of the guests under the reception desk. Aya glanced at me with a small, naughty smile as if she had read what I was thinking. I rested my hand on the small of her back.

"Hello," I said to the receptionist. He turned his head to look at me. "We'd like to check in for the night. A single room with a king-sized bed, please, if you have one available." Aya smiled at him.

"Ah," the receptionist said. "Let me check."

There were two other men in the reception area of the Trailblazer Inn. They were sitting on the couch near the door. They looked older than Aya and me. Both of them were black. One was in his early thirties. The other man was in his late thirties. They looked big and tough and rugged. The older one was reading a day-old newspaper he got from the small, round table in front of him. He was wearing a red baseball cap and brown jacket and dark blue jeans and non-slip work boots. He had a thick beard. He was heavily built with thick arms and thighs and chest as big as a barrel. He kept looking at Aya from the top of his newspaper, appreciating her sexiness. Aya glanced at him. Their eyes met and she gave him a sweet smile of acknowledgement. The man smiled back at my wife. He nodded at me.

The other guy was scrolling his phone and looking at videos when we entered the reception area. His legs were crossed and he was leaning back, relaxed. He was wearing a red, long-sleeved flannel shirt and dark jeans and sneakers. He had a buzz cut and a sparrow tattoo on his neck. He was tall and lean and muscular. He kept his eyes focused on Aya the moment she entered the glass door.

I tapped the receptionist's desk with my fingers, looking at my wife and then at these two huge black men on the couch, imagining the things running through their minds while leering at Aya.

"Ah. The computer is acting up," the receptionist said, looking at his screen. "Please have a seat while I check for available rooms."

I looked outside the motel. There were only four vehicles parked there, including ours. The motel was almost empty. There were a lot of vacancies. There was no need to check the computer for that. As we walked to the couch, the receptionist ogled my wife's perfect butt. Aya and I sat down on the couch opposite from where the two men were sitting.


CHAPTER 2

"How are you doing?" The man who was reading the newspaper greeted us in a cool voice. He folded the newspaper and placed it on the round table between us.

"Hey," I said. "Are you waiting for your rooms, too?"

"No. Not really. We're already checked in."

"We're just hanging out here, man. It's a bit boring inside," the man with the tattoo on his neck said.

"The guy said the computer is having some problem," I said.

"Billy's computer always has problems," the broad man with the beard said, a gentle smile on his face. "I'm Jack," he said and then pointed at his tattooed friend. "This is Tanner."

I reached out and shook their hands. Jack's hand was heavy. Tanner's grip was like a vise. "Hey, man," he said with a grin. His palm was rough. He shook my hand, but his eyes were on Aya.

"I'm Finn," I said, placing my hand on Aya's thigh. "This is my wife, Aya."

"Hello," Aya said. "Um, nice to meet you."

"Well, it's a pleasure to meet you, too," Jack said. "You're just an unbelievably good-looking woman, aren't you?"

"I agree with that," Tanner said, meeting Aya's eyes. "Hundred percent."

Aya looked at me and then back at Jack and Tanner. "Thanks," she said, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear, slightly blushing. "Where are you guys from?" she asked them.

"I'm from NewCoast City," Jack answered.

"We live in NewCoast, too," Aya said.

"Oh, yeah?" Jack asked.

"Yes," Aya said.

"I'm from Arlow," Tanner said. "We drive that truck outside."

"The eighteen-wheeler?" I said.

"It's the only big truck outside, dude," Tanner said with a small smirk on his face. Look at captain obvious over here, his face seemed to say.

"So you guys take turns driving?" Aya asked, slightly leaning forward, interested. She crossed her legs and for a few seconds, the world stopped for everyone in the small reception room.

"I drive most of the time," Jack said after regaining his senses. His eyes moved from Aya's tits and then up her pretty face and down to her long, smooth legs. "Tanner helps me."

Tanner leaned forward. "I'm more like Jack's assistant. I drive when he's tired. I help in loading the cargo. I fill up the paperworks since Jack is too lazy for that. Those kinds of things."

"Do you want to see the truck, Aya? It's heavy-duty with a ton of horsepower, state-of-the-art. We have a bed there, a fridge, microwave. Do you guys wanna see it? We can give you a ride, Aya, if you want," Jack said, his face serious, eyes bright with ideas. "You seem very interested. There's a lot of space inside there. I mean, if that's okay with your husband."

"Yeah, Aya, what do you say?" Tanner asked.

Aya glanced at me. "Um, maybe later?"

"Alright. We're just here. We're checked in until tomorrow," Jack said, smiling. Everything's good. It was worth a try. "But enough about us. How about you guys? Why are you here? Business? Vacation?"

"We were at a wedding in Bruston yesterday," I said.

"You two just got married?" Tanner asked.

"Congratulations," Jack said.

Aya shook her head cutely, smiling. "Our friends got married. We were invited."

"Bruston's a nice place for a wedding. It has the best view," Jack said.

"Aya was a bridesmaid," I suddenly said, sitting up straight. Aya looked at me, eyebrow slightly raised and a curious smile on her lips. What are you thinking, love?

Jack and Tanner glanced at each other and nodded. A short conversation passed between them. They saw an opportunity, a gift. It was closed earlier but now it was slightly opening. This could indeed turn out to be an interesting day for everyone. They looked like two men who were so close to winning a hot jackpot. They just needed to play it cool, let it work out.

"Were you?" Jack asked my wife, interested about the information I volunteered without being asked.

"Well, um, yes," Aya said. "The bride, Stacey, is a friend. So she asked me to be one of her bridesmaids."

"Do you have a photo?" Tanner asked me.

"I'm sorry?"

"Do you have a photo of your wife during the wedding?" Tanner said casually like we were best friends already.

"Yes, of course," I said.

"He took lots of photos," Aya said.

"Can you blame me," I said, smiling.

"Can we see them?" Tanner asked.

"Uh," I looked around the reception room. Billy, the receptionist, was tapping the keyboard of his computer while obviously listening to us. "Sure," I said. "Why not."

I took my phone out of my pocket and unlocked it and went to the photo gallery. It is true that I took a lot of photos. I selected one photo of Aya and showed it to Tanner. I took this photo before the wedding started. Aya was under an intricately-designed wooden pergola. She was smiling at the camera, a bouquet of flowers in her hands. Her hair was down and she was wearing her simple but sexy lilac-colored bridesmaid dress. I scrolled through several photos while both Jack and Tanner looked.

Jack nodded somberly and Tanner licked his lips.

"Damn," Jack said.

"Damn hot," Tanner said. "I wish I got invited to that wedding."

"The bride's pretty, too," Jack commented.

"Stacey's gorgeous, right?" Aya said.

"True, Aya. But you are prettier and even hotter," Tanner said.

"I agree on that," Jack said.

"I have a hard-on," Tanner murmured. I wasn't sure if that was what he really said. I didn't know if Aya heard. I put my phone back in my pocket.

"Finn's really fortunate to have a wife like you, Aya," Jack said.

"Thank you. Are you married, too?" Aya asked them.

"I was," Jack answered. "Got married in my mid-twenties. Same age as you and Finn now. In Vegas. But now I'm divorced."

"Oh," Aya said and looked at Tanner.

"I'm divorced, too. Marriage lasted only for a couple of years. Didn't work out," Tanner said, leering at Aya's face and at the shape of her wonderful tits pressing against the fabric of her white cotton shirt, round and firm and proud. "Now that I'm looking at you, I'm thinking it would be nice to have a wife again."

Billy, the receptionist, told us that our room was now ready. We stood up from the couch and carried our backpacks on our shoulders. Jack and Tanner watched Aya's every movement.

"Nice to meet you, guys," I said to both men. They nodded at me. Aya smiled at them.

"See you around," Jack said, staring at Aya's legs. Tanner winked at her and gave me a finger gun as if saying, Finley Brooks, you're the man.


CHAPTER 3

Billy got our room key from a small wooden drawer under the reception desk and offered to show us our room. He offered to carry Aya's backpack.

"That looks heavy," Billy said. Aya smiled warmly and said that it was okay.

Billy opened the door and led us to our room. See you later, guys, Tanner said in his seat, happily enjoying the view of Aya's perfect butt. Aya looked back and smiled at him.

Our room was just ten doors away from the reception area. It was hot outside. Billy unlocked the room using his key and then handed it to me. He turned on the light and we went inside and placed our bags on the chairs around the wooden table beside the wall.

"Cozy, right?" Billy said.

I looked around. It was a standard motel room. There was a comfortable king-sized bed with a wooden headboard, a nightstand, a closet to hang clothes, a large flat-screen TV with a sound system, a nice couch. There was even a coffee maker and a microwave. The sliding glass window gave a view of the parking lot at the front.

The room was smaller than I expected, but it was okay. Aya and I would just stay here for a single night. We'd wind down, lay on the bed, watch TV, and make love all night long. That was the plan. Aya looked at me with a cute smirk. She knew what was on my mind.

"There's a pool in the back," Billy said. "The entrance is at the reception area. It is nice. The water is warm. You'll enjoy it." Billy was talking to Aya, hoping to see what my sexy wife would look like in a swimsuit, already picturing it in his mind.

"Eh, we'll see," I said. "Thank you, Billy." I handed him a five-dollar tip. Enjoy your stay, Billy said like we were in a four-star motel. He even made a slight bow. He thanked us for the tip and left the room and closed the door.

I turned my head to look at Aya and was pleasantly surprised that she was already on her knees in front of me, tying her long hair in a ponytail, looking up, blushing, her eyes full of lust.

"Someone's thirsty," I said, unbuckling my belt.

"Pretty please?" Aya said.

I grinned and unbuttoned my pants. Aya moved closer and pulled down my zipper. Seeing my gorgeous wife in front of me on her knees was enough to give me a hard-on. I got hard fast. By the time Aya pulled down my pants and boxers, I was fully erect.

"Hmmm, I miss this," Aya said and started stroking my cock. She did it slowly at first, lovingly, feeling my hardness around her hand. Aya leaned closer and kissed the tip of my dick. She opened her mouth and took me in while staring directly into my eyes. Her throat worked, swallowing my precum. Aya moaned as her head moved back and forth, her hands resting on my thighs as she slurped on my dick.

"They would die of envy if they saw this," I sighed, looking down.

Aya pulled back from deepthroating me, swallowed, licked her lips and wiped her chin with her hand. She continued stroking my cock. "Who?"

"The drivers."

"Jack and Tanner?"

"Yes," I said. "I'd like to see the look on their faces when they see you on your knees sucking a cock."

Aya grinned naughtily. "Whose cock?" she asked.

I grinned back and held my cock and slapped her face with it several times. Aya moaned as my hard cock hit her cheek. She closed her eyes and tilted her head up, savoring the feel of my hardness naughtily smacking her face.

"Those two were eye-fucking you in there, babe," I said.

"Were they?" Aya said teasingly.

"I'm sure you noticed," I said.

"They seem polite," Aya said, standing up. She held my cock and we got on the bed. I took off my shoes and pants and placed them on the floor. I lay on the bed and waited for Aya to finish undressing, my cock hard as a rock, pointing up and ready. Aya took off her shirt and shorts and panties. She crawled on top of me, smiling, licking her lips, her seductive eyes fluttering – a fully naked goddess, eager for a fuck.

I rested my hands behind my head and watched as Aya aimed my cock at the soaked entrance of her pussy. Aside from the blowjob she gave me, we had not done anything yet, but she was soaking wet already and slightly shaking. Aya gets turned on easily. If she likes you, she will always be hot and eager to do it with you. My wife is like that.

Aya planted kisses on my lips and neck and stroked my cock. She glided down slowly, moaning as my cock stretched her. She was a marvel to behold. She bit her lower lip as my cock slid deeper into her. She opened her eyes and sighed when I was finally balls deep. She smiled at me, her palms resting on my chest.

"Ummm, this feels so good," Aya said, slowly moving back and forth. "I can go crazy just sitting on your cock like this, babe." Aya studied my face. "What are you thinking?"

"You. I'm thinking about you," I said, smiling.

"I know you," Aya said with a moan, eyes half-closed, moving in a circular motion. My cock hit a delicious spot and she slightly shuddered, a mini-orgasm.

"You do," I said, reaching up and cupping my wife's wonderful tits. Her nipples were hard. I pushed myself up using my elbows and sucked her firm breasts. She placed a hand behind my head, pressing my mouth tight against her. Aya started moving her ass up and down.

"You and, ummm, your fantasies," Aya said in between pumps. She removed her ponytail and her gorgeous hair cascaded down her back. Her tits bounced sexily. It was impossible to take my eyes off them.

"I wonder how those two would react if they saw this," I said.

"Jack and Tanner?" Aya managed to ask after another quick and electrifying orgasm.

"Yes," I grabbed Aya's slim waist, helping her, lifting her up and slamming her down, making her moan louder, her tits bouncing faster.

"Oh, god, babe, yes!"

"Maybe," I breathed deeply, steadying my voice, speaking slowly. "Maybe we should invite them here."

I was not sure if Aya heard me. She was completely focused on bouncing on my cock. She was on the edge, delirious and on the threshold of another deep orgasm. There was no rhythm in her movements now. It was like she was in a race, bouncing faster, wilder.

"Oh, god. I'm coming again!" Aya cried, leaning forward, brushing her hair back, bouncing her ass like it was the end of the world.

I grabbed Aya's hair tight and looked at her pretty face and watched her eyes roll back while she sobbed and moaned as she came like thunder. Her vision went orange and her whole body trembled, her tight pussy squirting delicious juice while clenching around my throbbing cock, draining my balls.

I slapped her cheek and she opened her eyes, still unfocused and dreamy, and smiled at me. So good, she said.

"You're such a slut, babe," I said, grinning.

"Am I?" Aya said, cute and teasing.

We showered together. Aya cleaned my cock and balls with her mouth and then I bent her over and fucked her from behind. I didn't mention Jack and Tanner while we were in the bathroom. When I was on the brink of coming, I pulled my cock out and Aya kneeled and I came on her face.

I finished showering first and then dried myself using the motel's towel and put on shorts and a shirt. I opened the curtain a bit and looked outside. There were no new guests based on the number of vehicles in the parking lot. I looked at where the trailer truck was parked. Tanner was there. The hood of the truck was open and he was checking something in the engine. Probably doing his pre-trip inspection.

I turned on the TV and settled on a basketball game. I lowered the volume. It was a replay and I had already seen it. It would still be at least fifteen to twenty minutes before Aya finished showering.

I lay on the bed and browsed social media on my phone. I clicked the photo gallery and looked again at the photos of my wife that I took yesterday during the wedding. These were the photos that I showed Jack and Tanner earlier. They asked to see the pictures and I showed them. I could have said no and that they were private and that would be the end of it, but I didn't. I wanted them to see.

I turned the TV off and closed my eyes to take a short nap. Aya would just wake me when she was done showering.

When I woke up, an hour had already passed. The bathroom was empty. Aya was done showering. She didn't wake me. I was alone in the room. I checked my phone. Aya had messaged me half an hour ago, saying she would just hang out for a bit in the pool. There were kissing emojis after the sentence. I stood up from the bed and opened the door of our motel room and got out.

I went to the reception area. Billy, the receptionist, was there playing games on his phone. He looked up at me and said good afternoon and went back to what he was doing. I entered the door leading to the pool at the back of the motel.

Aya was there. She was sitting on a plastic lounge chair under a large navy blue umbrella. She was wearing a blue shirt and white shorts. My wife wasn't alone. She was sitting between Jack and Tanner. Tanner was wearing dark shades. Both men looked too big for their lounge chairs.

It was Tanner who saw me first. He grinned at me and waved. Hey, buddy, don't mind us. We're just here, chilling and talking to your pretty wife. Aya's smile widened when she saw me walking their way.

"Hey, Finley," Jack greeted me like we were some sort of colleagues. He pointed his finger at Tanner and motioned for him to get up. Tanner stood up from his chair and transferred to the one next to it. I sat beside Aya.

"You didn't wake me," I said to her.

Aya faced me. "I tried to wake you up," she said, "but you looked so tired. You were snoring. I thought you got tired from driving. I went here to read my book." She showed me the paperback she bought at an old bookstore in Bruston yesterday.

"We saw her sitting here all alone," Tanner said.

"And we asked if we could join her," Jack said.

"I said yes," Aya said.

"I thought she came here to swim in the pool," Jack said, "and I thought, wow, this is my lucky day."

"Do you want to try the pool?" I asked Aya. "Water looks good."

Aya shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe tonight?"

"Did you bring a swimsuit with you, Aya?" Jack asked in a voice like he was her husband. Now, that's a strange question to ask a woman you just met, I thought. I didn't say anything. Aya looked at me and then back at Jack.

"Well, I did," Aya answered. Jack was looking at her tits. Tanner was looking at her long legs. "I brought three pairs of swimsuit, actually. I've used two of them in Bruston. There was a nice hot spring near the hotel we were staying last night."

"The hot spring in that city is the best in the country," Tanner said. "My ex-wife was from Bruston. She was a firecracker."

"Where is she now?" I asked.

"Are you a firecracker, too, Aya?" Tanner asked my wife, ignoring my question.

Aya smiled at him. "I try my best."

"That she does, right, Finley?" Jack asked me.

"Right," I said. I leaned back on the lounge chair and relaxed. I looked around. The rectangular pool wasn't that large. It was clean and looked properly maintained. Several lounge chairs under wide umbrellas were around the pool. Shrubs were planted on the perimeter. I could hear the sound of trucks passing on the main road. A radio in a distance played modern pop music. Only the four of us were in the pool area. Billy checked in on us and then went back to his area in the reception. He looked disappointed that Aya wasn't swimming in the pool wearing a sexy swimsuit.

It was early in the afternoon and the sun was still high in the sky. I looked up, covering my eyes. It seemed I was the only one bothered by the heat.

"Are you thirsty?" I asked Aya. A bit, she said.

"I'm sweating," I said.

"That's the climate of this city," Jack said. He raised his hand and moved his fingers in a circular motion. "The mountain range surrounds us, which increases the heat."

"You're not used to the heat, man?"

"I'm okay," I answered. I stood up. "I'm gonna get some water," I said.

"Talk to Billy," Jack said. "He's got bottled water in the fridge in the kitchen. He charges quite high for them, though."

"And some snacks, too," Tanner said.

"Anything more you want, babe?" I asked Aya. She shook her head and smiled.

I entered the door of the reception area. Billy was sitting on the couch and laughing while watching videos on his phone. He looked up at me and asked how was the pool. I told him we had not started using it yet.

"Do you have some cold water in here?" I asked him, "and some snacks?"

"Sure." Billy put his phone in his pocket and went to the kitchen and when he came out, he had with him four bottles of cold water and some potato chips and cookies.

"Thanks," I said. "How much?" I asked, pulling out my wallet.

Billy shrugged. "No need. It's free."

"Really?"

"Yeah."

"You can just charge these in our room. We'll pay for them when we check out."

"It's okay," Billy said. "Those two drivers are regular customers. They stopover here twice a month. They get free drinks and snacks, and since you are already friends with them, you get freebies, too."

"We just met them today," I said.

"Them and your wife seem close," Billy commented.

"Aya's friendly like that," I answered.

"It's okay. Tanner is a bit brash. Jack keeps him in line. They are cool. Reliable. They are good people. Also, I owe them. They once broke up a fight in the parking lot. Once, there were two punks in a mask who tried to mug me. Can you believe that? It was late at night. Jack and Tanner knocked them out."

"Alright," I said.

I left Billy and went back to the pool area, carrying the snacks and the bottles of cold water. Tanner was sitting on my lounge chair. I handed them what I was carrying. They all thanked me. Aya only took the water but declined the snacks. I waited for Tanner to transfer back to his chair, but he didn't move.

"You okay there, buddy?" Jack asked me.

I shrugged and sat on Tanner's chair, the last one on the left. Now Aya was lying down on her chair between Jack and Tanner again. Jack on her right and Tanner on her left. It also seemed that their chairs were closer now compared to before. We all drank the bottled water. Tanner opened the bag of chips.

Aya looked at me and wordlessly asked if I was okay in my seat. I smiled back at her and nodded. Jack and Tanner watched us. I lay back. There was silence for a full minute, like we were waiting for something to happen. The next step. I heard myself breathing and was fully aware of the up and down movement of my chest.  

"So," I said, my voice gentle and low, "what were you guys talking about before I arrived?"

"We're just talking," Tanner said.

"About everything. To pass the time," Jack said. His left hand was on Aya's armrest.

I looked at her. Aya sat up straight, cross-legged. The tip of Jack's fingers touched her knee. "We were just exchanging stories, babe," Aya said. She looked at their grinning faces. "They told me a lot of interesting experiences they had while they were on the road driving their truck. Some of them were cute, mostly funny, and some were, well . . ."

"Hot," Tanner said happily. "Some of them were hot."

"Well," Aya said, looking at me shyly, "yes."

"That is interesting," I said. "Like, uh, what?"

"Jack was telling the story of Madison earlier."

"Madison?" I asked.

"Yes," Jack said, his hand was now on top of Aya's knee. We were all aware of that. "Maddy was about mid-twenties. She and her husband were teachers. Her husband, Brian was his name, was maybe about thirty. They were attending some sort of conference here in Pord, so they stayed here in this inn for about two nights. This was about six or seven months ago. Maddy was hot. Tall, sexy, perfect smile, luscious tits, truly drop-dead-gorgeous."

"Like you, Aya," Tanner said. Aya smiled at him.

"We met them. Tanner and I were checked in here. What was our route then, man? Do you remember?" Jack asked his friend.

"Bruston to Seattle," Tanner answered.

"Yeah. That's right. While the warehouse guys at Meltech were loading the truck, Tanner and I waited here. We were sitting right here on these chairs when suddenly Maddy appeared dressed in a red one-piece swimsuit and dived into the pool. She was smoking hot. Tanner and I watched her swim back and forth. It was impossible not to. Her husband, Brian, sat with us, and we got to talking."

"Cool guy, that man," Tanner said.

"What did you guys talk about?" Aya asked. Jack's fingers were now on her right thigh. Tanner also wasn't lying down now. He was sitting straight, his body facing my wife, and his fingers were also touching her knees. I was in my chair behind Tanner, trying to appear relaxed. I watched them, listening to Jack's story and not saying anything.

"We talked about lots of stuff with the husband. We had lots of time. We talked about sports, politics, the price of fuel, cars. Everything. The husband knew a lot about lots of things. Intelligent. Well-read. The husband was tall and thin and a little introverted, but he warmed up eventually. After about an hour, the conversation topic became about his wife, Maddy, who was right there in the pool doing laps, hot and sexy and all."

"Of course," I said. Aya turned to look at me and then looked back at Jack.

"Wanna continue the story, Tanner?" Jack asked his friend.

"Sure," Tanner said. He looked back at me to make sure I was listening. Jack's right hand was rubbing Aya's thigh now. Tanner's left hand was on top of her knee.

"So, this is what happened," Tanner continued the story, looking at Aya's curious face. "Brian, the husband, told us they were planning on doing something. They had a colleague – a man, a fellow teacher who had a big crush on Maddy. They were thinking of inviting this colleague to the motel to have a threesome. They had not done anything like that before. We could see that the man was a bit anxious. He just blurted it out. We didn't know what he was looking for. Maybe an advice from us or something."

"At this point, Maddy was done swimming. She got out of the pool, towelled herself dry, and walked over to us. I could still remember that night crystal clear in my head. Maddy's swimsuit was high cut and her tits were perfect," Jack said. "She walked over to us and sat beside her husband and joined the conversation."

"We couldn't stop staring at her."

"What did you guys do?" Aya asked, slightly blushing.

"We talked some more," Tanner said. "Eventually, we convinced them not to go through with that planned threesome with their fellow teacher."

"Oh," Aya said, slightly disappointed. "So nothing happened?"

"Well, that's not what we said," Jack said, his eyes warm, a slight grin on his lips.

"A threesome happened," I said, my voice heavy. I wasn't lying back on the lounge chair anymore. I wiped the sweat from the back of my neck. My chest was damp, marking the front of my shirt.

"Yes, that's right," Tanner said. His hand was also rubbing Aya's thigh. Aya's breathing was slow and deep. She looked down. She is married to me, the girl of my dreams, my wife, but now two men, strangers practically, were touching her.

What was happening now started when we met in the reception area. From there, everything led to this point. Aya glanced at me and I nodded at her. She looked at Jack and then at Tanner and then bit her lower lip.

"A threesome happened indeed," Jack continued, "but not with their colleague. In this threesome, the husband didn't participate. He just sat there and watched." Jack paused, waiting for something. I realized that the pause was a question for Aya and me, a final check. Wanna ride this train? Truly? Are you sure? Because once it starts, it won't stop. You can still step out. No? Then brace yourself. This will be a wild ride.

"Tell us?" Aya said.

"I have a better idea," Jack said. "Instead of telling the story, why don't we just show you what happened?"

"Uh, okay," I said.

"Good man," Tanner grinned, turned to me and patted me on the shoulder. He then turned his full attention to my wife. We still had a whole day ahead of us.


CHAPTER 4

"You know?" Tanner said to my wife.

"Yes?" Aya asked as Tanner was rubbing her smooth thigh.

"I immediately had a hard-on the moment I laid my eyes on you."

"Oh," Aya said softly.

"I was sitting there at the reception and you entered and I thought you were the best-looking woman I have ever seen."

"You're good with words," Aya said.

"He might not look like it, but Tanner reads a lot of books," Jack said and then looked at me. "You okay back there, Finley?"

"Sure," I said.

Jack cupped Aya's pussy outside of her shorts. He squeezed it. Jack smiled. Aya gasped. She bit her lip and looked at Jack. Tanner's hand moved up and slid inside Aya's shirt, squeezing her tits. Tanner kissed Aya's neck and gave her small licks, having his first taste. Tanner licked her neck and his mouth moved up, meeting Aya's lips. Aya glanced at me as she opened her mouth and accepted Tanner's long tongue sliding inside her. She moaned as they torridly kissed.

"Fucking hot," Jack said.

He continued rubbing Aya's thigh with his rough hands. Then he slid his right hand inside her white cotton shorts. Aya's moans became louder when Jack finally touched her pussy. I couldn't see it yet, but I would bet that my wife was soaked already.

Aya likes Jack and Tanner. She likes their confidence, their humor, their rugged good looks, their charms.

Jack played with Aya's wet folds while Tanner was kissing her. He pressed her clit with his fingers, which made her shiver and moan and lift her hips. Tanner pulled away from the kiss and watched Aya's face. Jack slid two fingers inside her pussy and proceeded to finger fuck her without taking off her shorts and panties. Jack kissed Aya's mouth while his fingers pumped in and out of her. Aya closed her eyes and savored the taste of his tongue dancing inside her mouth. She placed a hand beside his head. Jack and Aya kissed like lovers.

Jack ended the kiss, which lasted two full minutes and pulled his hand out of Aya's shorts. Aya looked at his drenched fingers, a pink blush on her cheeks.

"Suck them," Jack told her. Aya nodded and opened her mouth and sucked Jack's soaked fingers. She closed her eyes as she tasted herself. My shirt was drenched with sweat. My water bottle was empty.

Jack and Tanner stood up while Aya remained in her chair. She looked up at the two men with wide eyes, these two huge strangers we just met. They looked down at her, smiling. Tanner rubbed his chin and licked his lips, memorizing my wife's pretty face and body, imprinting this moment in his mind. Jack ran his hand through his beard. Tanner was standing on her left, Jack on her right.

"How about a blowjob from you, Aya?" Jack asked, already unbuttoning his shorts. Aya glanced at me and then back at their faces. She bit her lip and nodded. That was all the answers they needed. Tanner pulled down the waistband of his shorts and his cock sprung out. Jack's was already out, hard and ready.

Aya gulped when she finally saw their dicks. They were huge and long and thick. There was already a big amount of precum on the tip of their cocks.

"My god," Aya whispered. She looked left and right several times, having trouble deciding on which massive and veiny cock to focus first.

"Get to work, babe," Tanner said, licking his lips and stroking his cock, aiming its fat tip on my wife's face. Aya cupped their heavy balls, weighing them in her hands. She gave them a gentle squeeze.

Jack grabbed Aya's hair. She knew what he wanted. Aya opened her mouth and Jack slid his enormous cock inside it. She wrapped her lips around his cock as it slid in. Jack continued until the fat tip of his cock hit the back of my wife's throat. Aya almost gagged. Jack began face-fucking my beautiful wife.

"Cocksucking slut," Jack said while gripping Aya's hair and pumping his thick cock in and out of her mouth. Aya held onto Jack's hairy thighs, gladly accepting the mouthfucking she was receiving, knowing that in a little while, this cock would stretch her tight pussy.

After a full minute, Jack pulled his cock out and slapped Aya's face several times with it.

It was now Tanner's turn. Aya played with his balls first, squeezing it, feeling it with her hands, kissing and sucking it. She kissed the tip of Tanner's cock and licked his precum and then began servicing him. Tanner rested his hands on his waist, enjoying the feel of my wife's hot lips gliding back and forth on his cock. Jack took Aya's hand. Aya wrapped her palm around Jack's cock and began stroking him while at the same time sucking Tanner's dick.

"Fuck," Tanner grunted. "This is amazing."

It went on for twenty minutes. It went on as I sat on my chair and watched with an aching hard-on inside my pants, sweat forming on my neck and forehead. I watched while squeezing my hard cock as Aya took turns giving enthusiastic blowjobs to Jack and Tanner, taking one's cock in her mouth and then moving to the other and back again.

Aya moaned as she worshipped them, tears rolling down her cheeks, strands of drool swaying down her chin, her face hot and blushing. From time to time, while getting throatfucked, she would glance at me to check if I was okay and if I was enjoying the scene. I would respond with a nod, my face saying fuck, babe, yes, you're so hot.

My wife's gorgeous face was wet with sticky precum and saliva. Tanner sat beside Aya and lifted her blue shirt and unhooked her bra from the front. Her luscious tits were now out, her pink nipples sensitive and hard. Tanner fondled Aya's yummy breasts, squeezing them, pinching her nipples, gently biting them, sucking them hungrily. Aya's tits were sensitive. She moaned while her cheeks were stuffed with Jack's big cock.

"I need to fuck you now, Aya," Jack grunted. He slid his cock out of her mouth. It was wet and shiny. Jack reached down and squeezed Aya's tits. Tanner's left hand was now inside Aya's shorts, his fingers sliding in and out of her pussy, making her even wetter, hornier.

"Not here," I said, standing up from my chair, tent in front of my pants. "What if other people come?"

"People are gonna come, alright," Tanner grinned, licking his fingers that were fucking my wife's pussy seconds ago.

"Should we, um, move somewhere else? Aya asked, pulling down her shirt, covering her tits. She brushed her hair back. I took her bra, folded it, and put it inside my pocket.

"Let us move to my room," Jack said.

I looked at Aya. Okay, she said shyly. I held her hand and helped her to stand up. She was still blushing. The two men had given her several quick orgasms. Her legs were still shaking. Jack and Tanner pulled up their shorts. Tanner handed Aya the box of tissue and she wiped her face and neck with it. We all stood there, watching Aya, waiting for her to finish fixing herself up while our eyes moved from her face and tits and legs. No one spoke for a minute.

"Um, it's not polite to stare," Aya teased. She looked around and noticed that there were tents in front of our pants.

"It's hard not to look," Tanner said.

"Should we go, guys?" I said. I was worried about other guests arriving to swim in the pool. Yet not worried about watching your wife get fucked by other men, huh, Finley?

Tanner and Jack didn't answer. Tanner took a step and grabbed Aya's slim waist, pulling her tight against him, and French-kissed her. Tanner was a lot taller than my wife and she had to stand on her toes to meet his lips. They kissed like couples. While they were kissing, Jack stood behind Aya and squeezed her round butt. Jack pressed his cock against Aya's butt and reached around and squeezed her braless tits. The two men were panting, hot and horny.

"I couldn't wait anymore. I'm gonna fuck you right here, Aya," Jack grunted, unzipping his shorts. "Bend over," he told my wife.

That was how Jack fucked Aya for the first time, right there on the pool deck, under the wide shade of an umbrella. Jack excitedly pulled down Aya's shorts and panties. Her shorts fell around her ankles. She stepped over it and spread her legs. Aya bent forward, supporting herself by holding the pole of the umbrella. She shyly looked at me and then back at Jack.

"Wider," Jack ordered my wife, his palm resting on her butt. He touched her wet and throbbing pussy. "Spread your legs wider, Aya."

My wife did what Jack told her to do. She bent lower. Her pussy was sopping wet and her juices were dripping down her inner thighs. My wife is the horniest woman I have ever been with, which makes me the luckiest fucking man alive.

"Can I video this?" Tanner asked. "I'd like to have a video of you getting fucked, Aya. I mean, if that's okay."

"It's okay, Tanner," Aya answered in a sweet voice, brushing her hair back. Tanner pulled out his phone from his pocket and unlocked it. He sat down in one of the lounge chairs and started recording.

"I want a copy, too," Jack said, and immediately after he finished his sentence, he gripped Aya's waist with his hands and slid his cock inside her pussy. She was slick and horny and ready.

"God," Aya moaned, her eyes rolling up. Her knees buckled as Jack's thick cock stretched her warm pussy walls inch by delicious inch.

"Damn, you're tight," Jack said. He smacked Aya's butt. "Ugh, really tight."

"Ah, you're so big, Jack, so, uhhh," Aya moaned. "Yessss."

Jack fucked my wife in that position slowly at first, savoring her tightness and warmness while slowly going in and out of her pussy, yet making sure he kept on burying his cock deep while hitting all her delicious spots, his big hands wrapped around her slim waist as he thrust faster and faster. Aya moaned like a slut, holding onto the metal pole of the umbrella for dear life. Jack kept on slapping her butt until it turned pink.

Jack wrapped his fist around Aya's shirt and pulled it and fucked her faster and harder. They fucked noisily. The repeated slapping of hot flesh could be heard clearly.

"You're going to make me come!" Aya half-sobbed, holding the pole tighter.

Jack made Aya orgasm and he did it twice while she was in that bent-over position. Aya squirted. Her body shook and her eyes rolled to the top of her head and she almost fell down, but I went over to her and held her arms.

Jack slapped Aya's butt once more. When she recovered, Tanner took his place. He handed Jack his phone so he could continue the recording. He finger-fucked Aya first from behind. Aya's pussy was still shaking and deliciously sensitive that Tanner made her orgasm after just thirty seconds of finger-fucking her. He made Aya suck his drenched fingers and then stood behind her and slammed his enormous dick inside her pussy. Oh my god was all Aya could say.

Aya's eyes were half-open and she was still surfing the delirious waves of her previous orgasms when Tanner started wildly pistoning her pussy, making her sob and shiver and squirt again. Tanner's face was sweaty and he was grinning and veins stood up from his neck as he pounded my wife.

"Fuck, yes, fuck, yes, goddamn!" Tanner grunted, pulling my wife's hair.

Aya looked at me, her pretty face marked with lust, eyes half-open, breathing through her mouth, her hair messy. I bent down and put my hand above hers and gave her lips a quick kiss.

"Your wife is perfect, man," Jack said, recording the scene with his right hand while stroking his cock with his left.

I looked at the door that led to the reception area. I was worried that someone would come and see my gorgeous wife being pounded and recorded. I walked towards the door and stood with my back against it while Tanner fucked Aya. If someone came, I was pretty sure these three wouldn't pause, wouldn't even slow down, wouldn't stop. They were completely lost in it.

"More, please," Aya sobbed.

"God," Jack said, turning in my direction and speaking loudly, "your wife is truly unbelievable, Finley!" I nodded and gave him a thumbs-up.

Jack and Tanner took turns doing my wife right there, just several steps away from me, while I was standing like a dutiful guard, my back against the reception door. Aya moaned and sobbed and asked for more. She begged them to fuck her harder and deeper and she came countless times.

It was Tanner who came first. He came inside Aya, filling up her shaking pussy with his thick come, some of his cream overflowing. Tanner cursed and swore and smacked Aya's butt. He pulled out and was immediately replaced by his bearded friend. Come inside me, too, Jack, please, Aya said, looking back at him. I will, Jack promised, and that he did. He came deep inside her, teeth bared, grunting and sweaty. He ejaculated the warm and thick content of his balls inside Aya, who was trembling and sobbing while she was in the middle of an eye-rolling orgasm.

When Aya finally recovered, she opened her eyes and brushed her disheveled hair out of her face and sat on the lounge chair. She dutifully cleaned their sticky cocks with her tongue and mouth while sultrily glancing at me.

Jack and Tanner helped Aya to stand up. They fixed themselves up after that wild fucking. Aya put her shorts and panties back on and fixed her hair and wiped her lips with a tissue. The two men zipped up their shorts. Their shirts were wet with perspiration. Everyone was breathing heavily, including me.

"Wow," Tanner said. His hair and shirt were damp.

Aya gave each man a quick kiss on the lips and then she walked over to me and sweetly asked me if I was okay. I said I was good and kissed the tip of her nose. I squeezed her butt and she grinned back at me. She felt my hard cock outside of my shorts.

"Later?" Aya asked. Of course, I said, smiling back. The two men watched us.


CHAPTER 5

"I'm starving," Jack said.

"Me too," Tanner said.

"Let's have a snack. The four of us," Jack suggested.

"I'm feeling a bit hungry, too, babe," Aya said to me.

"Should we order room service, then?" I asked.

"They don't really do room service here," Jack said. "Let's just go out."

"Alright," I turned to my wife. "Is that okay?"

"Sure," Aya answered.

I asked Jack if we should take my car. Tanner answered that there are fast food joints near the motel and we could just walk there. Aya and I said that it was fine.

Billy knowingly grinned and nodded at us when we told him the four of us were going to have some food outside. Tanner led the way while Jack and Aya and I followed him a few steps behind. I held my wife's hand. I knew that her pussy was wet and slick with the mix of her juices and the thick sperm of these two men. Aya felt that I was thinking about her and she looked at my face and smiled at me and squeezed my hand.

We crossed the road after waiting for two flatbed trucks to pass. There was a fast food restaurant beside a gas station about a hundred meters from the Trailblazer Inn. We entered. There were few customers inside. Most of them looked like drivers and mechanics. Their eyes lighted up when they saw Aya.

"We'll order," Jack said. I nodded and Aya and I sat in a booth near the window. We sat beside each other. From here we could see the road and the signage of the Trailblazer Inn.

"How are you feeling?" I asked her.

"I'm feeling great," Aya answered, smiling shyly and holding my hand.

"That was wild," I whispered.

"It was," she answered, blushing and looking down.

"You really enjoyed it," I said.

"I did. Um, they were good."

"I thought you were going to pass out."

"I almost passed out. They are so big and it felt so good and it was too amazing."

"Imagine if we kept driving home earlier."

"Hmmm. Yeah."

"We should do this more often," I said.

"What?" Aya asked softly.

"This."

"Sharing your wife with truck drivers?" Aya grinned cutely.

"It doesn't always have to be truck drivers," I grinned back. "Maybe we can find a burly lumberjack for you next time."

"You're just getting naughtier and badder," Aya said, shaking her head, smiling.

"But you love it. Don't you, babe?" I asked. Jack and Tanner walked towards us, carrying the trays of snacks. Aya looked at my eyes, squeezed my hand tighter, and nodded. Aya crossed her legs and every male customer sighed in lust.

We talked for a while after we finished our snacks. Jack and Tanner talked more about their lives on the road and also a bit about their personal lives. Jack used to repair elevators and Tanner labored finishing concrete. He also used to play drums for a small band.

Aya and I talked about how we met and about our careers. I work in the transportation department, and Aya works at a bank. Jack reached under the table and rubbed Aya's thigh while she was talking.

"I'm ready to fuck you again, Aya," Jack said. Tanner grinned. Me too, he said.

"You're making me hard right now," Jack said to my wife. "Just by sitting there and looking so damn hot, you make me wanna fuck you again and again, Aya."

"I wish I was your husband," Tanner said, somewhat completely forgetting I was still there.

"Let's go back?" Aya asked, looking at everyone. She didn't need to ask twice. I squeezed her butt when she stood up.

We left the restaurant, the eyes of the male customers following my wife. We crossed the road, the four of us walking twice as fast as before, excited, breathing fast. We were in a rush with Jack in front. Tanner was behind him. I held my wife's hand. I'm holding her hand right now and in a short while, Jack and Tanner's hands will be all over her, grabbing her hair, lifting her legs, gripping her waist.

"Wait," Aya said. We were already in front of the door of Jack's motel room. Jack had his room key in his hand. We stopped and looked at my wife. Maybe she changed her mind. Maybe she had doubts.

"What is it, babe?" I asked her.

"I'm just going to get something in our room," she said.

"What is it? I'll come with you."

"Oh, it's nothing. Just some of my stuff. You guys wait here for a minute, please. I'll be quick."

Aya was quick. Our room was only a few doors away. She walked fast. She opened the door and got in and was out of our room in thirty seconds. She held a white paper bag. Maybe she brought a spare shirt, tight shorts, maybe some sexy underwear. Tanner grabbed Aya's waist with one arm and pulled her to him and kissed her lips. Jack squeezed her pussy and then he let go and unlocked the door of his room. We all walked inside. I closed the door and Jack turned on the light and Tanner closed the curtains.

Jack's motel room was like ours – a bathroom, a small fridge, cheap paintings on the wall, a couch, two plastic chairs, a wooden table. His bed, however, was bigger compared to what we had in our room.

There was no talk. In an instant, Jack's hands were on Aya's tits, grabbing their softness from behind while pressing his hard dick against her butt. Tanner stood in front of her and torridly kissed her mouth while sliding his hand inside her shorts, touching her excited pussy, making her even wetter. Aya closed her eyes and moaned and enjoyed the hot attention she was getting from the two men. Between their huge bodies, Aya looked so petite and delicate and yet so slutty.

I sat on the couch as I watched. It was soft and comfortable. The room was cool because the air-conditioning was turned on to the max, yet I felt like I had some sort of fever, like a fire was burning inside my chest and behind my eyes. My cock was hard as granite, my breathing ragged, my senses heightened. My wife is gonna get fucked. Again. I wiped a small sweat from my brow.

Aya pulled back from Tanner's kiss and placed his palm on his chest. Let me just get cleaned up in the bathroom real quick, Aya said sweetly. Alright, sure, Jack and Tanner said. Aya smiled and went to the bathroom carrying her paper bag. She met my eyes before closing the door. We heard the sound of water from the shower.

"Hey, thanks for letting this happen, dude," Tanner said to me. He took his shirt off and hung it on the back of a chair and then sat on one of the plastic chairs. He scrolled his phone.

"You're a good husband, Finley," Jack said. He sat on the bed and rested his back on the headboard. He turned the TV on and surfed channels. He settled on a channel showing modern trucks being presented by beautiful models wearing tight dresses.

Aya was inside the bathroom for about twenty minutes. She opened the door and when she stepped out, our eyes widened and our jaws fell to the floor.

Aya's hair was still damp from showering. She also changed her outfit. She wasn't wearing her blue shirt and white shorts anymore. Now, she was wearing the sexy bridesmaid dress she wore at the wedding yesterday – lilac-colored with a slim A-line style topped with a yummy cleavage-showing V-neck front, with a lace-up back and short hem just a few inches below the knee. Aya looked at our shocked faces and our opened jaws. She smiled and did a cute twirl, the hem of the dress billowing around her thighs. We knew she wasn't wearing anything under this hot dress.

"What do you guys think?" Aya asked us in a cute but seductive voice, blushing and tucking a strand of hair behind her ear, "do you like it?"

Like it? Jack and Tanner loved it. They were so turned on, grunting as they started ravishing my wife. In just a few seconds, Aya was lying on the bed, her legs spread open as Tanner lapped at her soaked pussy while Jack knelt beside her head, his cock going hard in and out of her mouth, fucking her throat, making her gag. They didn't take off her sexy bridesmaid dress. They kept it on.

Aya moaned with her mouth full of cock, her lips kissing Jack's thick pubic area every time the fat tip of his cock reached the back of her throat. I moved my couch closer to the bed. I took off my shorts and stroked my cock as I watched the unforgettable scene happening in front of me. Sweat formed below my eye. I wiped it away.

"Your pussy tastes delicious. Fuck, I wanna eat this pussy forever," Tanner said when he came up for air, his face slick from my wife's juices. He looked lovestruck. Aya only moaned as an answer. Tanner went down on Aya again and lapped at her sensitive clit and rapidly tongue-fucked her throbbing pussy, which brought her to another intense orgasm which only made her suck Jack's dick harder.

Jack and Tanner changed positions. Tanner smiled down at Aya while stroking his cock. Aya smiled back and licked his balls. Tanner moved a bit forward and let my wife suck all his thick precum. He moved back a bit and stroked his cock again and then slapped Aya's face with it. Aya simply closed her eyes and put out her tongue and accepted the naughty feel of Tanner's thick cock smacking her cheeks and nose and forehead. Tanner was grinning. This was heaven. Open your mouth, Tanner ordered my wife, which she did, and then he started fucking her mouth with his big dick.

While Tanner was fucking Aya's throat, Jack was pumping in and out of her tight pussy. Jack was grunting and snarling, his beard damp, big, rough hands spreading open Aya's long legs. He was fucking my wife deep and fast and hard. Perfect, Jack snarled, almost shouted, the most perfect pussy of all! I stroked my cock faster. I could hear the beating of my own heart.

I watched as Aya's hot and petite body trembled when she came, eyes rolling to the top of her head, pussy clenching tight around Jack's enormous throbbing cock. Aya was still shaking when Jack pulled his cock out of her and easily flipped her to her hands and knees.  

Both men pounded Aya while she was bent over like that. They simply rucked the skirt of her dress around her waist and smacked her round butt several times and vigorously fucked her again and again. The motel bed swayed and creaked in protest, but it held. I stopped stroking and stood up from my couch and sat on the bed. Aya looked up at me and smiled.

"Hey," I said to her.

"Oh, hello," Aya said while Tanner was kneeling behind her, his cock going in and out of her pussy, rough hands gripping her waist. Tanner slowed down his pounding a bit, wiped the sweat off his forehead, and watched us.

"You're really loving this, babe," I said, looking into Aya's eyes. She had the look of a beautiful woman who had already came countless times – face flushed, damp hair sticking to her neck and back, eyes unfocused. Even when Aya looks thoroughly fucked, she is still radiant like a ravishing goddess.

"This is so good," Aya purred. "Kiss me, please." I brushed her hair back, leaned down, kissed her, and went back to my couch.

Jack and Tanner fucked Aya all throughout that afternoon and even up to late that night. They came in her mouth, on her face, and of course, deep inside her pussy. Aya took it all and even asked for more. My wife is the type of woman who could come again and again, and every single orgasm made her hotter. Each made her plead for more. Yes, harder, please, Aya begged, please fuck me harder.

I adjusted my couch several times to get a better view of the different positions they did. The men didn't take Aya's bridesmaid dress off. They told her to keep it on, but everyone was so horny and wild that it wasn't the same pristine and elegant dress when they were done. The short hem was ripped, showing all of her beautiful legs. The lace at the back of the dress disappeared somewhere. The V-neck front was also torn open, fully showing Aya's lovely tits as they bounced freely while she road Tanner's cock and at the same time stroked Jack's cock while it blasted semen on her face. The left shoulder strap of the dress dangled loosely.

After they came inside Aya for the third or fourth time, Jack asked me if I could get them some snacks and some water or soda while they rested and gathered energy for another round. Sure, I said. No worries, I'll buy you guys some snacks. It's the least I could do, right?

"Please be quick, babe," Aya said, sweetly smiling at me. She was lying on the bed, catching her breath, sweaty and freshly fucked. She was between Jack and Tanner. Tanner was squeezing her firm tits while Jack had two fingers lazily moving in and out of her drenched pussy.

"We'll wait until you're back before we fuck Aya again," Tanner said while gently pinching Aya's pink nipples. Aya placed a hand behind Tanner's neck, touching his tattoo, which she likes and pulled him to her breasts. Tanner grinned and opened his mouth and sucked on my wife's delicious tits.

I got out and closed the door behind me. I jogged towards the reception room – more like I sprinted to it with the equal determination of a man who wanted to qualify for the Olympics. If anybody saw me, they would ask why there was a strange man running outside the Trailblazer Inn at night.

Billy wasn't there at the reception area. There was nobody there. I checked the pool and there were a couple of guests there swimming, but Billy was nowhere to be found. I didn't want to look like an idiot coming back to Jack's motel room empty-handed. I jogged to find the closest convenience store. I found one about two hundred meters away and I bought some energy drinks and chocolate bars and chips and cookies. I rushed back to the motel. I should have just brought the car. Outside Jack's motel room in front of his door, I paused to catch my breath and wipe the sweat on my face using my shirt.

They lied. They said they would wait for me and would not start until I came back, but when I opened the door, plastic bag full of snacks and drinks in my hand, Aya was getting fucked again. She was lying on the bed with her head hanging on the edge and getting mouthfucked by Jack while Tanner was on top of her, vigorously pounding her tight pussy that was now filled and overflowing with their hot sperm.

"Hey, sorry, man," Jack said while fucking my wife's mouth, making her moan, his pendulous balls smacking her forehead and closed eyes. "You took too long. Aya couldn't wait anymore. She was eager to start."

"Ah, fuck," Tanner said, pistoning my wife's pussy with all his might. "Your wife is such an impatient slut. Ugh, I'm gonna come again. This, fuck, this pussy is impossible to resist!"

They fucked Aya all around the room. On the bed, against the wall, on top of the small table. They bent her over facing the window and they opened the curtains. They took turns pounding her in that position for about ten minutes. I didn't think anybody saw.

They even borrowed my couch. Jack sat there and I watched as Aya rode his cock, moaning, sobbing, frantic and needy, her perky tits bouncing freely. I stood there like a dutiful watcher, stroking my cock, breathing from my open mouth, heart pounding.

"Oh yes! Oh god, yes!" Aya cried in pleasure, tears rolling down her cheeks, her slick pussy gliding up and down, tits bouncing and swaying. She came screaming from pleasure and body-shaking delight. Her toes curled and her eyes rolled back, and while she was coming, Tanner positioned himself behind her and aimed his thick cock at her other entrance and plunged into her. Oh, god, yes! Aya whimpered, sobbing. Yes, Tanner! Right there, please! Oh, my god, please, deeper!

Jack and Tanner fucked Aya in that position for I didn't know how long. They fucked her so hard that it almost broke the couch. Back and forth and back and forth, deeper and harder every time. Jack and Tanner groaned and snarled. Aya's body was just too good and they nutted inside her, pumping their balls through their throbbing cocks, ejaculating rope after rope of come, filling her up. Aya squirted when she came again. She hugged Jack tight and torridly kissed him while Tanner squeezed her tits from behind, licking the back of her neck.

The three of them showered together when they were done. They were inside the bathroom for forty-five minutes. The door remained closed, so I didn't see what happened.

Tanner left first. He cupped Aya's pussy before leaving. He patted my back and shook my hand and told me it was one of the best nights of his life.

Before Aya and I left the room, Jack asked Aya for one final round. Oh, okay, sure, Aya said to him without even a moment of hesitation.

Smiling seductively, Aya got on top of the bed and lowered herself on all fours, face down and her ass up. The single-round request from Jack turned into an intense three rounds of hard fucking. Aya's pussy was filled and dripping with sperm when we walked back into our room. Her legs were still slightly trembling. I held her hand as we walked. I love you, she whispered to me. We showered and made love and slept.

Jack and Tanner were gone by the time Aya and I woke up. They had to leave early, Billy said while we were checking out of the motel and settling our bill. Billy scanned our card and at the same time scanned Aya's tits with his eyes. We were in the reception area. We had our backpacks on. Aya was wearing a simple white shirt and black yoga pants and white walking shoes. There was a man sitting on the couch. He looked like a salesman. His eyes were focused on Aya's round butt.

"Jack and Tanner have a long drive to do today. Jack said they have to arrive in Riverview this afternoon and then drive back to Arlow City again tomorrow," Billy said. "How was your sleep? How was your room? Comfortable? Did you enjoy your stay?"

I grinned at Aya and let her answer that question. "Um, yes," she answered, blushing, looking at the table and not meeting Billy's eyes.

"Well, visit us again, then," Billy said happily.

"You know what," I said, "we might just do that."

It was a warm Sunday and church was done and Aya and I were at our house in Cameron Park. She was in the kitchen preparing lunch – grilled chicken, some pasta, garlic bread and some fruit salad. I offered to help, but Aya just smiled and shook her head and kissed me and playfully pushed me to hang out and wait in the living room. That was understandable. I had zero cooking skills. My wife is the expert. I would just clean the dishes afterwards.

Aya sucked my cock in the kitchen before she started cooking. She swallowed my come. Sweet appetizer, she said with a naughty smile after she swallowed the last drop. That blowjob was her appetizer, alright. Her main course was on its way.

I turned the TV on, but I got bored immediately. In the kitchen, Aya was singing while cooking. Her phone was playing pop music. I stood beside the doorway and watched her – the sexy and kind and smart woman I married – my wife who got double-teamed by two huge black guys in a motel in Pord City. She was wearing a white apron over a pink T-shirt and tight denim shorts.

Aya felt me standing there watching her and she turned to look at me and smiled. I have never loved anybody on this earth as much as I love her. I winked at my wife. I wanted to stand beside her and squeeze her lovely butt and pull down her shorts and panties and fuck her from behind while squeezing her tits. Easy, I thought. There would be lots of time for those things later.

I went out the door of our house and sat on a wooden chair on our porch. Scott Marsh, our neighbor, was having a small barbecue party in his front yard. Some of our neighbors were there. Scott's gorgeous wife, Evie, saw me sitting on my porch and walked over to me and invited me to join them. I told her I very much wanted to, but Aya and I had friends coming over.

Aya was finished cooking when the large cargo van stopped and parked on the road parallel to the sidewalk at the front of our house. It was an old vehicle. I heard it coming a hundred meters away. Some of our neighbors looked.

Jack opened the driver's door and jumped out, followed by Tanner. They were wearing dark shirts and caps and driving shoes. They saw me and waved. I stood up and they walked towards my direction.

"Hey, Finley," Jack said, climbing the steps of the porch. He took off his cap and wiped his forehead. His beard was even longer, it seemed. He shook my head. Tanner's smile was wide. He felt like we were best friends now. He gave me a bear hug. A little tighter and he could have broken one of my ribs. I shook his hand when he was done.

"How was the drive?" I asked them.

"We got lost twice," Jack said.

"Hey, don't blame me, man," Tanner said.

"He's a good friend, but he is bad with directions," Jack said.

"Hi," Aya said, a bit of shyness in her voice. Tanner and Jack stared at her. Their smiles got bigger. Their eyes bounced from her gorgeous face to her firm tits, which were pressing against her pink shirt and to her long and smooth legs. We invited them to have lunch with us, but at this moment, food was now the last thing on their minds.

"Hello, babe," Jack said. Aya hugged his huge body and kissed his cheek. She then hugged Tanner after him. He whispered something to her. Tanner gave Aya's butt a quick squeeze. The neighbors were looking.

"Uh, how about we continue this inside," I said. They all agreed. Aya held Jack's hand. We all went inside the house. I closed the door.

END
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