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"Don’t tell a woman she’s pretty; tell her there’s no other woman like her, and all roads will open to you.”

Jules Renard


Chapter 1


Sarah's fingers traced the rim of her glass, the cool condensation a fleeting distraction from the heat of her frustration. The room was a whirlwind of laughter and chatter, a symphony of success and ambition, but the stunningly beautiful 30-year-old trophy wife stood apart from it, a pretty island in a sea of celebration. Her husband, Michael Turner, the billionaire CEO of Turner Tech, was nowhere to be seen, likely ensnared in some business discussion, leaving her to the pleasantries of socialites.

She took a sip of her drink, the sharp tang of gin and tonic mingling with the bitterness of her thoughts. The dress she wore, a daring little red number that showed off her curves, had once been Michael's favorite. It was a dress that demanded attention, that whispered secrets about the woman who wore it. But now, it seemed, even this stunning garment couldn't pry her husband's eyes away from his work.

In search of a break, she ventured out onto the balcony, where she found solace in the cool night air. The view from the top of the Turner Tech skyscraper was absolutely stunning. The gentle breeze caressed her sleek, raven tresses as her vibrant azure eyes glistened with a seductive glamour that complemented her striking beauty.

A group of Michael Turner's younger executives, ties loosened and smiles wide, approached her, their gazes lingering on the swell of her large perky breasts, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips. They were like sharks circling their prey, and Sarah felt a thrill of danger course through her. The executives knew well that their 58-year-old boss had scored a gorgeous younger wife, and they picked up every chance to engage in light-hearted flirtation with her.

"Mrs. Turner," one of them said, his voice smooth as silk. "You look absolutely radiant this evening."

Sarah offered a polite smile, her eyes betraying none of the thoughts that raced through her mind. "Thank you, Mr. Clarke," she replied, her voice a practiced purr. "But I'm sure you didn't come over here just to compliment my dress."

The men chuckled, their confidence growing as they sensed her willingness to engage. "Well, we couldn't let such a beauty stand here all alone, could we?" another man, Mr. Foster, interjected, his gaze roving over her body with obvious desire.

Sarah's heart rate boosted. The intoxicating mix of power and vulnerability was delicious. She couldn't resist the allure of feeling desired and attractive, even though she knew it was unwise to flirt with her husband's employees.

As the exchange flowed, Sarah found herself drawn into the web of suggestive conversation. She laughed at their jokes, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

Out of nowhere, a hand grasped her shoulder, claiming ownership. Sarah spun around, her heart racing, only to see her husband, Mike Turner, standing there with his perfectly styled gray hair and beard, demanding attention and respect.

"Gentlemen," he said, his voice appearing somewhat cold, "I believe my wife has kept you entertained long enough." The young men scattered, hastily excusing themselves and leaving Sarah and Michael alone.

The intensified gaze and spark in Michael Turner's eyes piqued Sarah's curiosity. It was unusual to see such a passionate look on his face these days, and it fascinated her.

"Enjoying the guys, Sarah?" he said, his hand gently squeezing her graceful shoulder.

Sarah met his gaze with defiance. "I was just having a little fun, Michael," she said. "Or is that not allowed anymore?"

***

"Come with me, baby." Michael hastily maneuvered his beautiful wife through the crowd, his insistence palpable. Veering into a shadowy hallway, he ushered her towards an unoccupied conference room. With a faint click, the entryway closed at their rear.

Sarah's breath caught in her chest as Michael spun her around to face him, his eyes dark with a hunger she hadn't seen in a while.

"Michael, what are you—"

Her words were cut off as Mike's hands found the hem of her red dress, yanking it up to reveal the lacy edges of her thin panties. His fingers were insistent, pulling the tight fabric covering her mound aside to expose her plump shaven pussy.

Sarah's confusion morphed into surprise, then into arousal as she realized what was happening.

"You're soaking wet," Michael whispered as he ran a finger through her slit.

Although her exquisitely shaped pussy was undeniably tempting, it no longer stirred his desire on its own, as it might have in the past. He craved something additional to ignite his passion. And that very thing had just occurred.

A rush of blood swelled his dick to an almost painful extent, as he imagined that his wife's wet pussy was a response to her flirtatious chitchat with the younger men earlier.

The image of those horny corporate suits lusting after his wife, the thought of their hands on her body, had secretly ignited a burst within him he could no longer contain.

Sarah, oblivious to the true nature of Michael's excitement, could only gasp as he pressed her against the boardroom table, spreading her legs open and positioning himself between them. She could feel the hard length of his erection through his trousers, and a thrill of lust shot through her. It had been a while since he'd wanted her with such urgency, such barely restrained need.

In a frenzy of desire, Michael fumbled with his belt, his eyes never leaving the glistening folds of his wife's pussy. Sarah's own hands were busy pulling at his shirt, needing to feel his skin against hers. The sound of their ragged breathing filled the room, mingling with the rustle of clothing as they joined in a tangle of limbs.

With one swift motion, Michael entered her, his cock hard inside her. Sarah cried out, her body arching to meet his as he thrusted with an intensity that left her breathless.

"Oh god… It made you wet…" Mike mumbled.

"Wet… yeah… wait, what?" Sarah moaned.

"Um… I mean doing it… like this, made you wet," Mike replied.

Michael's mind was a whirlwind of forbidden fantasies, each one more lewd than the last. As he approached his climax while vigorously thrusting into his wife, visions of a more impressive man consumed his thoughts, one with an imposing, thick, veiny cock. With a deep grunt, he shot, his cum ripping through him with a fury that left him shaken.

Spent, Michael collapsed against Sarah, his half-on shirt slick with sweat.

Sarah lay beneath him, her own desire unsated, but her curiosity piqued. "Mike…" she whispered, her voice trembling with the weight of her question, "what got you so excited?"

Michael's response was immediate, his voice hoarse with the aftereffects of his orgasm. "It's because… because you look really hot tonight, Sarah," he said, the words tumbling out in a rush.

But as Sarah grabbed a tissue, wiped her swollen slit, fixed her panties and smoothed her dress down, she knew there was more to his sudden passion than just her appearance.

There was a distinct craving in his eyes, a hunger that spoke of deep, untapped desires. And as she watched her husband straighten his clothes, a seed of understanding took root in her mind.

***

The aquamarine waters of the pool lapped gently against Sarah's skin as she navigated the familiar rhythm of her laps. Her one-piece swimsuit clung to her voluptuous body, like a sleek skin that emphasized her feminine form. The private gym club, a bastion for the wealthy, was a place where she could channel her frustrations into the physical exertion of her swim.

As she reached the end of the lane, Sarah paused, her chest heaving slightly as she caught her breath. She was unaware of the pair of piercing green eyes that watched her from across the pool, their gaze intense and unyielding.

Even though Eric Sloan had only joined the gym recently, the stunningly beautiful woman who skillfully moved through the water had mesmerized him from the first day he saw her. He had heard whispers of his boss, Michael Turner's wife, but the reality of Sarah's beauty was far beyond the rumors.

As Eric lounged on the edge of the pool, his revealing speedos clung to his muscular hips, leaving little to the imagination. The gleaming water reflected the sunlight shining through the pool's skylights, casting a shimmering glow on his chiseled physique. The faint scent of chlorine hung in the air, mingling with the sounds of splashing from nearby swimmers.

Eric's confidence radiated from his sculpted muscles, attracting the attention of onlookers. His reputation as a skilled lover left a lingering anticipation in the minds of those who knew him. But Eric always preferred a specific type of woman among his conquests—the committed ones. It was the thrill of the chase that captivated him, as he relished the forbidden challenge that came with seducing a woman already engaged.

Eric's intrigue grew exponentially when he found that a woman's husband was a consenting party to the seduction. The dynamic of a husband willingly relinquishing his wife to Eric appealed to his assertive personality.

With a hungry smile playing on his lips, Eric pushed off from the pool's edge, his powerful strokes cutting through the water as he made his way toward Sarah.

"Excuse me, I don't believe we've met. I'm Eric Sloan, the new guy around here," he said, his voice carrying effortlessly over the water.

Sarah turned to face the newcomer, her blue eyes meeting his with a flicker of surprise.

"Oh, hello. I'm Sarah. It's nice to meet you, Eric," she replied, her tone polite yet guarded.

Eric's gaze traveled the length of her body, taking in the way her tight swimsuit hugged her ample breasts and the flare of her hips.

"The pleasure is all mine. I couldn't help but notice you cutting through the water. Very graceful, I must say. You're quite the athlete," he remarked, his green eyes never leaving hers.

A flush of color rose to Sarah's cheeks, a mixture of embarrassment and something deeper, something more primal. "Thank you. I try to make time for the gym whenever I can. It helps... relieve stress," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Eric closed the distance between them, the water around him seeming to ripple with an almost tangible intensity. "I can certainly understand the need for that. You look like you carry a bit of stress on those beautiful shoulders," he said, his voice dropping to a husky whisper.

Sarah breathed deep as she registered the underlying current of his words.

"Well, I suppose you could say my life isn't exactly as glamorous as it appears," she confided, surprised by her unexpected openness with the attractive stranger she had just met.

The corner of Eric's mouth twitched into a knowing smile. "Is that so? Do tell, Sarah. I'd be more than happy to lend an ear... or anything else you might need."

For a moment, Sarah was silent. Then, with a sudden jolt of recognition, she asked, "Wait a moment, you're not... Are you by chance acquainted with my husband, Michael Turner?"

Eric's grin widened, his eyes gleaming with a mix of triumph and anticipation. "Why yes, as a matter of fact, I am. I'm one of his new rising stars at the company."

A shiver of excitement ran down Sarah's spine, her body responding to the knowledge that this hot guy worked for her husband. "I see... Well, this is certainly an interesting development."

"It sure is, Sarah. You know... I really hope we can become… better acquainted," he said, his voice laced with a hint of forbidden promise. Eric's hand extended, his fingers just brushing the wet surface of her arm. His light touch sent a spark of electricity through her.

Sarah responded with a feeling of embarrassment, "It was nice to meet you, Eric." She continued, "I'm finished with my pool time for today. Maybe our paths will cross again?" A warm smile accompanied her words before she gracefully swam away.

Eric was used to married women responding in this way. It showed that they felt attracted to him. "I definitely hope so," he answered, watching Sarah as her firm, round buttocks swayed beautifully through the water.

***

The boardroom on the top floor of the Turner Tech highrise hummed with the vibrancy of achievement, the city skyline beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows serving as a fitting backdrop for the group of young, ambitious men assembled inside. Among them, the new executive, Eric Sloan was prominent, not only because of his impressive height and captivating personality but also because of the unmistakable air of authority that exuded from him.

Michael Turner sat at the head of the sleek conference table, his gaze sweeping over the room, while absentmindedly stroking his grey beard with his fingers. As he spoke, commending the team on their achievements, his gaze seemed to linger on Eric more often than not. He praised Eric's superior performance, with a note of admiration that did not go unnoticed by the others.

"Sloan, the Dunnest transaction you finalized was our most lucrative in the past three months. Truly impressive work," he remarked, flipping through the sales figures with a discerning eye.

Despite Eric's sometimes off-putting self-assuredness, Mike held a genuine admiration for him.

However, there was more than just admiration beneath the surface. Mike secretly felt drawn to Eric, though they never openly acknowledged it. He had noticed the flirtatious interactions between Eric and the female coworkers, paying attention to their laughter and lingering gazes.

In the solitude of his home study, Mike had even allowed himself to indulge in private fantasies, envisioning erotic scenarios where the handsome man had sex with his wife, Sarah. These fantasies had recently fueled Mike's masturbation sessions as he lost himself in the world of self pleasure.

Mike and Sarah's marital sex life had become almost nonexistent in the last couple of years. Her sexy body and pretty face failed to stir the desired response in him. Yet the mere thought of Sarah coiled with a hung stud was a sure-shot stimulant for his arousal. Occasions like the gala evening, where he noticed Sarah flirting with other men, would ignite an extreme desire within him.

Yet he had kept this intimate secret concealed from his wife.

***

The meeting concluded with a round of applause, and the room emptied. Mike leaned against the edge of the conference table, his eyes fixed on Eric. The silence that followed filled the room with an unspoken tension.

"Eric, could you stay for a moment? There's something I'd like to discuss with you," Mike said, his tone casual, but his body language betraying a hint of nervousness.

Eric nodded and leaned back in his chair, radiating the air of someone who knew exactly why he'd been asked to remain. "Of course, Mike. What's on your mind?"

The small talk that ensued was innocuous, but Eric, seizing the opportunity, steered the conversation toward the topic of family. He spoke of his own upbringing, his voice carrying a subtle invitation for Mike to share in kind.

"And how about your wife, Sarah? She's quite the catch, I believe," Eric remarked, his eyes locked on Mike's. The question was a deliberate bait dangled in the water.

Mike's face flushed slightly, a mixture of pride and something darker flickering in his eyes. "Yeah, Sarah is... really wonderful," he replied, his voice barely above a whisper.

Eric nodded, a sly smile playing on his lips as he picked up on the subtle cues in Mike's demeanor. He knew the signs well—the dilation of the pupils, the slight quiver in the voice, the almost imperceptible twitch of the hand. He could sense that Mike felt attracted to him, and not just in a professional capacity. Eric could spot a cuckold husband from a mile away. Especially the ones who were submissive. He quickly realized that Mike's exterior act was just a facade.

"I imagine," Eric said, his voice smooth like butter. "A man in your position must have to fight off women left and right."

Mike chuckled awkwardly. "Well, I wouldn't say that. But Sarah has a certain... charm about her."

Eric leaned forward, his green eyes gleaming with ambition and amusement. "Charm is an understatement, Mike. She's absolutely gorgeous. It must feel amazing to have such a lovely woman on your arm."

"It sounds like you've met her," Mike remarked. "I ran into her at the gym pool," Eric responded. Mike felt a surge of excitement as he realized his employee had indeed seen his pretty wife in her swimsuit.

The conversation had taken a quick turn that was both exhilarating and terrifying for Michael Turner. He found himself simultaneously drawn to and repelled by the implications of Eric's words. It was a dangerous game, but it was one that Mike could not bring himself to walk away from.

He then unexpectedly suggested, "Perhaps all three of us could have dinner together sometime?" The words escaping his lips before he fully grasped the impulse behind them.

Eric stood up, his muscular physique casting a shadow over his middle-aged boss. "I'd love that Mike. Let me know when," he said, extending a hand toward the older man.

Mike rose to his feet, accepting the handshake. Their eyes met, and in that moment, a silent understanding passed between them.

The possibilities that lay ahead were fraught with risk, but they were also thrilling beyond measure.


Chapter 2


The evening air was gentle, carrying with it the faint scent of jasmine from the estate's manicured gardens below. Mike and Sarah sat at the glass-topped table on their enormous balcony, the soft glow of scented candles casting rippling shadows across their faces.

The maid, a young woman with a quiet demeanor, served them their dinner with practiced efficiency, pouring a delicate Rosé wine into their glasses before retreating silently into the house.

Sarah was a vision of casual elegance, her turquoise colored blouse hinting at the lush curves of her tits, while her cream skirt rode just high enough to showcase her toned, bare legs. The heels she wore added a touch of glamor to her already sexy look. Mike watched her from across the table, his gaze alternating between her gorgeous face and the swell of her cleavage visible just above the neckline of her blouse.

As they ate, the conversation flowed easily, aided by the wine that loosened their tongues. It was Mike who eventually steered the conversation toward the subject he had been eagerly expecting.

"So, you had quite the encounter at the gym today," he said, his voice carefully modulated to hide the excitement bubbling beneath the surface.

Sarah looked up from her plate, her blue eyes reflecting the candlelight. "Oh? And what encounter might that be?" she asked, a note of playful curiosity in her voice.

Mike took a sip of his wine, his eyes never leaving hers. "I heard you met someone new. One of my guys. A man by the name of Eric Sloan."

A flicker of recognition—and something else Mike couldn't quite place—crossed Sarah's face. "Oh, yes. Eric. He's new at the club," she replied, her tone casual, but her cheeks betraying a hint of a blush.

Mike felt a twinge of jealousy mingled with a surge of arousal. "He mentioned meeting you. Said you were quite the swimmer," Mike continued, watching her closely for her reaction.

Sarah laughed, a soft, melodic sound that seemed to resonate with the tranquility of the evening. "Interesting. We only talked for a few minutes. I don't know how he thought I was a skilled swimmer or anything."

Mike's heart pounded in his chest as he considered his next move. He had to tread carefully, to probe without revealing his own perverse desires. "And how did you find him? As a... person, I mean."

Sarah took a moment to consider her response, her finger tracing the rim of her wineglass. "He was charming, confident. There's something about him... an intensity, maybe. It's hard to describe."

Mike nodded, his mind racing with the possibilities. He could feel his dick twitching in his pants, eager for the release that these taboo thoughts always seemed to bring.

"Maybe we could invite him over for dinner sometime," Mike suggested, trying to keep his voice steady. "I'd like to get to know him better, given his position at the company."

Sarah looked at him, her eyes open with surprise, but also with a glimmer of excitement. "Dinner? With Eric?" she asked.

Mike reached across the table, taking her hand in his. "Yeah, Sarah. With Eric. What do you say?"

"Well, you've invited none of your employees to a private dinner before. Is there something particular about this fellow… Eric?" She replied.

"He's a top producer. Has been scoring most of our biggest deals lately, so I thought it would be a wonderful opportunity to get to know him… On a more personal level." Michael responded.

Sarah hesitated for a moment, her eyes searching his. Then, with a slight nod and a smile, she replied, "Sure, he's your staff, so you'd know best, darling. If you want to invite him over, go for it." Mike squeezed his wife's hand gently, excitement swelling through his dick.

***

Later that evening, as Sarah enjoyed a hot shower, Mike reclined on their lavish bed, idly scrolling through web videos on the massive TV hanging on their bedroom wall.

As the rhythmic sound of the cascading water ceased, Sarah emerged, her skin glowing with the warmth of her bath. A crisp towel was turbaned around her wet raven locks, while her sensuous body remained gloriously bare. Her big tits bobbed enticingly as she leaned down to retrieve a coordinated bra and panty set from her drawer.

The vision of Sarah's seductive figure, with her shapely rear and sultry thighs, flared up a flash of desire within Mike, yet it was a desire tinged with an unconventional twist.

In the theater of his imagination, he pictured Eric Sloan, naked and statuesque, positioned directly behind Sarah. He envisioned Eric's powerful hands roaming the expanse of Sarah's tight abdomen, caressing her exquisite tits before descending to explore her lush, hairless pussy.

In Mike's mind's eye, the man's substantial cock and hefty, dangling balls were on full display. Sarah's slender fingers encircled the massive girth, rhythmically stroking it, her big diamond wedding ring sparkling, as she pressed herself against him with a hot attraction.

"Hello... earth to Michael." Sarah's voice abruptly yanked him from his trance. "Sorry, sweetheart...did you say something?" he asked.

"I said what are you watching," she murmured, as she sensually slid her sheer panties up over her hips, the see through gusset seductively molding to her round pussy mound. "Um, it's just a bunch of sports highlights, dear," he responded.

"Don't mind me, darling," she whispered, slipping a pink top over her bare breasts. She then nestled beside her husband on the luxurious bed. "I'm utterly exhausted and likely to drift off any moment."

With his wife gently sleeping at his side, Mike's fantasies beckoned him once more. He freed his stiffening dick and stroked it, his mind conjuring images of Eric and Sarah together. He envisioned his beautiful wife on her knees, her huge tits swaying as she swallowed Eric's powerful cock into her mouth. The lewd thought coaxed out his pre-cum, making his dick grow hot and slippery under his touch. He could sense the stimulating fragrance of his wife's sweetness as he imagined Sloan's strong, muscular hips flexing with each thrust of his shaft deep into Sarah's receptive, moist mouth.

Mike's fantasy shifted to a steamy scene at the gym shower. He pictured Sarah, hot water cascading down her slender back as Eric entered her from behind. Eric's hands gripped Sarah's plush, yielding hips with a fervent intensity as he established a powerful masculine rhythm.

"Yes, Eric, do it... take my wife," Mike whispered, his hand aggressively working his fully engorged dick. "Fuck your boss' sexy hot wife," he groaned. The intensity of the fantasy overwhelmed him, and he blew, spilling his seed across his abdomen.

***

In the throes of sleep, Sarah's subconscious plunged her into a vivid, erotic dreamscape. She envisioned herself stepping into the secluded shower of the club, the air thick with steam from the heat of the water.

Her body, still sheathed in the sleek, wet Lycra of her swimsuit, felt the clinging embrace of the material as she reached to pull down the top off her shoulders. The garment peeled away, revealing her pert breasts, the release causing her big rosy nipples to harden into puckered buds. As she pushed the swimsuit down her toned legs, the warm shower gushed over her, washing away the chlorine and awakening her senses.

Sarah lathered her hands with the sweet-smelling soap, the scent mingling with the surrounding steam. She massaged the suds into her soft skin, her fingers lingering on the swells of her tits, teasing her nipples. The pleasure radiated from her breasts down to her core, igniting a pulse in her clit. As she continued to wash her own body, wet, rhythmic thuds of footsteps approaching through the mist suddenly joined the sound of the shower.

Turning her head, Sarah's heart skipped a beat as the steam parted to reveal the figure of a muscular naked man.

It was Eric, the embodiment of raw masculinity, his powerful frame on full display. His green eyes shimmered as he smiled. His cock, thick and heavy, hung between his chiseled legs, a stark contrast to her husband's more modest endowment.

In the dream's haze, Sarah felt no shame, no hesitation. Instead, a desperate, throbbing need that she had long suppressed filled her. The sight of Eric's beautiful cock stirred something within her, a desire to be fucked, to be filled and dominated by a man who exuded strength and sexual prowess. Her body ached for his touch, for the promise of pleasure that his sexy cock guaranteed.

As the dream continued to unfold, Sarah surrendered to Eric, ready to be claimed by the alpha male who stood before her, confident and commanding.

She smiled at him, turned around, and bent over under the hot shower spray, her body on display for his pleasure. Her delicate hands reached back, fingers splayed, as she spread her ample ass cheeks wide apart, revealing her glistening, ready slit and the tight, pink puckered hole above. The steam enveloped them, a sensual fog that blurred the edges of her dream and heightened her desire.

There was no need for conversation. The sight of her submission, the raw vulnerability of her posture, was a wordless invitation to Eric.

He grazed the head of his thick cock between her puffy pussy lips several times. The sensation, even in her dream, appeared very real. With slow and deliberate movements, Eric inserted his broad shaft into her hole, pushing it all the way until it was fully buried up to his balls.

Sarah's body jolted with the intensity of Eric's fucking as his powerful hands clamped onto her hips. His fingers dug into her supple flesh, marking her with ferocity. With each pump, he pulled her on his thick cock, ensuring that she felt the full extent of his dominance. The shower room filled with the wet sounds of their coupling, a carnal ensemble that underscored the raw encounter unfolding between them. "I'm going to shoot my cum deep in your married cunt, Sarah."

Eric's rich voice echoed in her mind.

"Deep in your married cunt… Sarah,"

Sarah's breath caught in her throat as she startled awake from the striking wet dream, her heart pounding. Her fingers grazed her chest, rising and dropping. Her tits glistened with a sheen of fresh sweat.

She cast the tangled, damp sheets aside and sat up.

"Woah... that was so intense," she murmured softly, the words barely more than a breath. Turning her gaze to Michael, she watched him sleep, gently snoring.

Rising from the bed, she tiptoed across the room to the terrace, welcoming the caress of the serene night air against her overheated skin. Unable to shake the lingering sensations, Sarah knew she needed to talk to someone, to make sense of these muddled feelings. There was only one person she could confide in—her closest friend, Hailey.

***

The next afternoon, Sarah sat in Hailey's cozy living room, a glass of wine in hand as she recounted the details of her erotic dream and her lackluster marital sex life. Hailey listened intently, her brow furrowed with empathy.

"I just don't know what to do, Hailey," Sarah said, her voice tinged with worry. "I feel so guilty, but I can't stop thinking about that dream. About how... powerful and dominant he was." She shuddered slightly at the memory.

Hailey reached over and gave Sarah's hand a reassuring squeeze. "Sarah, honey, you don't have to feel ashamed. I've been exactly where you are."

Sarah looked up, her eyes widening. "You have? But I thought your marriage was so perfect."

Hailey smiled ruefully. "That's what I thought too. But a few years ago, I started having these intense fantasies about other men. I felt so guilty, just like you do now. But then I found out Jarrod, was actually getting off on the idea of me being with someone else."

Sarah's mouth dropped open. "Jarrod? But how..."

Hailey took a slow sip of her wine, her eyes locking onto Sarah's in a moment of shared understanding. "It's true," she whispered, the admission bringing a sense of relief that comes with honesty. "I shared my fantasies with Jarrod, and to my surprise, it turned him on. I was shocked, but it was the turning point for us. It opened up a whole new world for our marriage."

Sarah's heart raced as she processed Hailey's words. The possibility that Michael could share such a fantasy was both thrilling and frightening. The image of Eric, his body sculpted and his gaze predatory, flashed through her mind once more. She felt a flush creep up her chest and neck as she remembered the way his cock had filled her in her dream, the rough power he had exerted over her.

"But how do you even bring something like that up?" Sarah asked, her voice wavering. The idea of discussing such intimate thoughts with Michael felt like crossing a minefield.

Hailey gave her a knowing smile. "It's all about conversation, Sarah. It's about being honest with yourself and with each other. You might be surprised by how much you both could gain from exploring these desires together."

The thought of sharing her deepest private fantasies with her husband was daunting. Yet, abruptly, the memory of the gala night surfaced in her mind, and the pieces fell into place.

Mike's excitement, she realized, had been a response to her flirting with those men at the event.

Sarah felt a flicker of hope, a chance to renew the passion that had faded from their marriage. Perhaps, just perhaps, this could be the key to rekindling their sex life.

"I don't know if I can do it, Hailey," Sarah said, her voice tinged with hesitation. "But I think... I think I need to try."

Hailey nodded, her expression supportive and understanding. "You owe it to yourself to at least have that conversation. Who knows? It could be the best thing that ever happened to your marriage."

They talked long into the afternoon, delving into the intricacies of desire, the complexities of love, and the strength of vulnerability. As the sun dipped lower in the sky, casting a warm glow over the room, Sarah felt a sense of clarity.

Tonight, she would talk to Michael. Tonight, she would take the first step towards a new chapter in their story.


Chapter 3


The gentle jasmine scented breeze from the garden was a soft whisper as Sarah stepped out of the shower onto the heated marble flooring. Her skin was wet with rivulets of water tracing the contours of her sexy body.

She ignored the plush monogrammed bathrobe hanging on the glass door, opting instead to stride naked into the bedroom where her husband lay propped against the headboard, his attention captivated by the glowing screen of his laptop.

Mike's eyes flicked up from the screen, widening as he took in the sight of his wife's nude form. A shiver of anticipation ran through him, mingling with a hint of anxiety; his body had been an unreliable ally lately, its responses to her sexual advances often muted, sluggish.

Sarah approached the bed with a feline grace, while looking deep into his eyes. She slid beneath the sheets, her hand trailing up his thigh with practiced ease. Mike's breath tethered as her fingers deftly played with his soft cock, coaxing it to life with a touch that was familiar.

As her lips found the sensitive skin of his neck, Mike's thoughts scattered. He could feel the stirrings of arousal, but doubt gnawed at the edges of his desire.

Would he be able to maintain an erection? Would he satisfy her?

Sarah's voice was a voluptuous whisper against his ear, her words pulling him from his worries.

"Remember the gala, Mike?" she purred, her hand stroking his dick with increasing intensity. "The way you couldn't keep your hands off me… after those… those guys were… flirting with me?"

Mike's dick twitched in her grasp, betraying his excitement at the memory. He was stunned by her directness, her willingness to delve into the taboo desires that he had kept hidden for so long.

"Oh my god… Sarah, what are you saying?" he moaned.

"It turns me on, too," Sarah confessed, her blue eyes smoldering with desire. "The thought of those men wanting me, imagining their hands on my body..."

Her words sent a shock of lust through Mike, his cock hardening fully as the fantasy took shape in his mind. His wife's unexpected words were overwhelming, a potent cocktail of jealousy and arousal that left his head dizzy and hips undulating.

She breathed more words into his ear.

"It's alright, sweetheart, I understand your thoughts are about men... fucking me, appreciating your wife."

The act of voicing such provocations to her husband caused Sarah's big nipples to stiffen and her clitoris to throb with longing. She was keenly aware of the wetness seeping from her, trickling down her smooth inner thigh.

"Sarah… baby, stop," Mike said in a raspy voice. "Let's be honest from now on Mike," she whispered, rubbing her taut nipples on her husband's chest. "Oh my god…" Mike moaned.

With a newfound assurance, Sarah straddled her billionaire husband, guiding his erection inside her dripping pussy. Her glorious round ass wiggled as she dipped her hips up and down knowingly, riding him.

"You're incredibly wet baby…"

"Yeah, it's unbearably hot," Sarah whimpered against Mike's neck as his fingers dug into her hips, attempting to temper her rhythm. "I have to know… when did you realize?" He asked, his voice strained with desire.

"During the gala, when you fucked me liked that, I sensed something," she revealed, her words punctuated with the sensual motion of her slick pussy along the length of his dick. "Last night, I had a crazy hot dream…" she continued, her voice quivering with pleasure.

"Tell me…" Mike urged, his palms exploring the contours of her graceful back as he reveled in the exquisite grip of her hole, enveloping his dick in a snug, scorching embrace. Sarah intensified her movements, humping against him with increased urgency. "In my dream, it was… it was Eric… fucking me."

"Eric? Oh... Eric..." Mike gasped, his dick stiffening more at the mere mention of the man's name.

"You're getting harder..." Sarah whispered against his lips as she went down to collect a kiss. "You like him... Yeah?" she asked.

"Oh... fuck... yes, he turns me... I mean..." Mike's voice trailed off as he drove his hips upward, matching his wife's rhythmic undulations. A crimson blush colored his cheeks around the grey of his beard, a blend of arousal and shame.

"Tell me, don't hold back. You want Eric… to fuck me?" Sarah encouraged, her words stoking the fire within him.

Mike's hands roamed over his wife's naked body, gripping her hips as she ground against him. He watched her, captivated by the conversation. Their union, fueled by the forbidden fantasy of her infidelity, was more exhilarating than anything they had experienced before.

"Yeah.. I want him… to fuck you while I watch," he blurted out. "That's why I want to bring him over, to help him get closer to you," he continued unhindered. "Do you want to… fuck him?" Mike asked his wife, the question floating between them like a forbidden fruit.

It was an unusual question for a husband to direct at his wife regarding another man, a transgression that blurred the lines of their marital boundaries.

"Yeah… oh… I want to fuck him… so much." Sarah moaned out as she screwed her husband harder. "He turned me on the minute we met in the pool… my pussy got hot for him right there," she whispered, raking her elegant nails across Mike's chest while thrusting her juicy cunt on his dick.

"Mike, baby, I'm gonna cum," Sarah moaned loudly.

As their passion reached its crescendo, Mike felt a sense of release that went beyond the physical. Sarah surrendered to a staggering surge of ecstasy, her body quivering in the wake of her forceful climax.

Michael, no longer able to restrain himself, exploded, filling his wife's convulsing pussy with his seed as he imagined Eric's cock releasing ropes of hot, thick cum.

Their mutual orgasm ebbed gently while they locked lips, their tongues licking in a leisurely dance.

The walls they had built around their desires were crumbling, revealing an exotic landscape of sexual exploration that lay open before them.

***

The morning sun bathed the Turner's lavish balcony in a warm, golden glow, casting long shadows across the immaculate table set for breakfast. Sarah, radiant and full of life, sat across from Mike, her luscious dark hair pouring down her shoulders in loose, tousled waves that still held the slightest hint of dampness from her shower.

Her tempting cleavage was visible through the parted lapels of the plush, white bathrobe that draped her. Her blue eyes twinkled with a playful glint that Mike found completely enchanting.

She chatted eagerly about her plans for the day, her voice a melodic hum. Mike watched her, entranced by the way her pretty lips curled into a smile with every laugh that escaped them. The sight of her, so full of energy and joy, filled him with a sense of profound relief. His deepest, most secret desire was no longer a burden he had to bear alone. Sarah understood him, and more importantly, she shared his desires.

Their maid, dressed in crisp white and black, moved quietly around them, serving fresh fruit, fluffy scrambled eggs, and steaming cups of freshly brewed coffee. The clink of silverware against fine china was the only sound that dared interrupt the intimate bubble that seemed to envelop the billionaire couple.

Mike reached across the table, taking Sarah's graceful hand in his. He gave it a gentle squeeze, his eyes communicating the depth of his gratitude and affection. Sarah returned the gesture, her fingers intertwining with his. It was a silent exchange, yet it spoke volumes about the newfound understanding between them.

"Michael, let's make that dinner plan with Eric, I really want to have him over," Sarah purred. His wife's enthusiasm was very erotic.

"Definitely, how about we plan for this Saturday?"

"Love it." Sarah replied.

"Don't you and Eric have a squash game scheduled later this morning?" Sarah asked as she got up from the table and glanced at her smartwatch.

"Yea, and I'm really looking forward to it," Mike replied. "Better get going then. You don't want to miss your date," she mused with a mischievous wink.

"Mike, darling, thank you again for last night," Sarah whispered, as she turned and sauntered back into their mansion, leaving her husband alone with his thoughts and the intoxicating scent of her perfume that still hung in the air.

***

Mike and Eric stood on opposite sides of the squash court, rackets in hand, their breaths coming in short, sharp bursts as they prepared for the next serve.

The squash court's air was thick with the musk of exertion and the tang of competition. Each point was hard won, the ball ricocheting off the walls with a staccato rhythm that echoed the thudding of their hearts.

Eric moved with the power of a panther, his every stroke proof of his physical readiness. Mike found himself captivated by the display of natural masculinity, his gaze inadvertently drawn to the luster of sweat that glistened on Eric's bare muscular chest. The younger man's confidence was exciting, and Mike felt a familiar stirring in his loins, a reaction he had come to associate with Eric's presence.

The conversation between them dripped with double meaning, their competitive banter serving as a thinly veiled seductive dance.

"You're really going for it, Mike," Eric remarked with a knowing smirk after a particularly aggressive volley. "It's like you're trying to prove something."

Mike's face flushed at being so transparent. "Just trying to find out who is better," he retorted, his voice steadier than he felt.

When the match concluded, with Eric emerging victorious, they made their way to the wet sauna, the tension between them palpable. Steam curled around their bodies as they settled onto the wooden benches, the heat doing little to quell the fire that Eric's display had ignited within Mike.

"This is incredible," Eric murmured, reclining on the cedar bench, a damp towel draped precariously over his toned hips. Mike's gaze lingered on the gloss of Eric's smooth skin, noting the allure of the sweat that beaded on his pecs, pooling into the crevices of his muscular abs.

"That was quite the match," Mike commented, his eyes still tracing the contours of Eric's powerful frame. "Your cross-court shots and drop shots were spectacular."

A silent enjoyment of Eric's physical prowess echoed in Mike's mind.

"No wonder he's so popular with the ladies," he mused privately. "Good Lord, the man's in phenomenal condition; there's really nothing not to admire." A wave of self-questioning washed over him. "I know Sarah really wants him... heck, he's even swaying me..."

"Mike."

Eric's voice sliced through Mike's introspection.

"Hmm?"

"Have you and Sarah discussed getting together?"

Mike's pulse quickened.

"What? Oh, right... you mean dinner, yes, she'd love to have you over.. I mean, we both would. Make it for Saturday evening."

"Sounds great. I'm looking forward to it, to getting to know your beautiful wife better," Eric said, the corners of his mouth lifting in a subtle smile. "Absolutely, I'm sure it'll be wonderful," Mike responded, as he swallowed hard, his voice tinged with anticipation and nervousness.

Eric, ever the predator, seized the opportunity to further tease Mike's growing obsession. With a leisurely stretch, he adjusted his towel, allowing it to fall open just enough to reveal his smooth hairless crotch and the thick, veiny base of his enormous, shaved cock. Mike's eyes expanded at the sight of Eric's powerful shaft, its girth rivaling that of his own wrist.

The air seemed to thicken, the heat of the sauna now a backdrop to the scorching desire that blazed through Mike. He watched, his own body responding in kind, as Eric lounged there, unashamed and magnificent. The image of Sarah, her body writhing beneath Eric's, flashed through Mike's mind, and he knew he could not resist the temptation much longer.

With a muttered excuse about needing to cool down, Mike fled the sauna, his heart pounding in his chest. He found sanctuary in the solitude of a private shower stall, the cool tiles against his feet a stark contrast to the inferno that raged within him.

Hastily turning on the water spray, his hand found its way to his aching erection, stroking furiously as he imagined Eric's hands on Sarah's big bouncy tits, Eric's thick veiny cock inside Sarah's hot pussy, fucking her with an animalistic intensity that Mike could never match.

The orgasm came swiftly and knocked him hard, his seed spilling freely over his fingers in hot, desperate spurts.

Mike leaned against the checkered shower wall, panting heavily, as he watched his cum wash away under the shower spray. The reality of his submission to his own cuckold fantasies crashed over him like a wave. It intoxicated him, and there was no turning back.

***

Eric Sloan's pretty secretary nudged the door to his office open with her hip, the sharp click of her stilettos resonating against the gleaming wooden floor. She had sleek and smooth legs that were toned to perfection.

Veronica wore a form-fitting navy skirt and a crisp white blouse, which hinted at the fullness of her tits underneath. The aroma of her Baccarat Edition fragrance wafted through the air. Her glossy blonde hair, expertly fastened into a taut ponytail, swung smoothly as she elegantly strutted across the room.

Clutched in her carefully manicured grasp were the recent sales figures, a stack of paper that served as a thin excuse for her presence. Her heart pounded with a fervor that matched the fluttering sensation in her lower abdomen. She was all too familiar with the hunger in her boss' voice when he called her in, a hint that his appetite extended beyond the numbers on the page.

Eric spared only a cursory glance for the reports as Veronica neared his desk. He couldn't take his eyes off her, drinking in the sight of her sexy, form-fitting attire and the sleek ponytail that elongated her exquisite neck. A rise of desire rushed through him, pooling in his loins and stiffening his big cock with unmistakable intent.

"Are those the new figures, Veronica?" he asked, his voice a deep tone that delivered a shiver down her delicate spine.

"Indeed, Mr. Sloan."

Eric stood, his movements smooth yet charged. He circled the large desk, each step exuding magnetism.

"I have something else in mind for you," he whispered, the words enveloping her senses like a caress.

Veronica's pupils dilated, making her pretty face even more appealing.

"What do you have in mind, sir?"

His piercing green gaze met hers, a devilish smile spreading across his features as he observed the flawless artistry of her makeup.

"Meet me on the 23rd floor, in the storage room. I'll be there shortly."

The directive was straightforward, and a wave of heat washed over Veronica. She knew better than to doubt Eric when he wore that expression.

***

In the storage room, enveloped by office supplies, Eric joined Veronica as agreed. As he closed the door, the soft click of the lock ensured their isolation, charging the atmosphere with tension.

Veronica stood before him, her tits heaving with each rapid breath, her sensual eyes stormy with longing. The heat radiating from her body intensified the fragrance of her expensive perfume.

Without hesitation, Eric pinned her against the cold metal filing cabinets, his hands exploring her body with a sense of ownership. His mouth claimed hers in a fierce kiss, his tongue asserting dominance and causing her legs to tremble.

"I've been craving your ass all day," Eric hissed, his teeth grazing the tender skin beneath her ear.

Veronica responded with a moan of submission, her body yielding to his.

"Please, sir, I need it... don't make me wait," she pleaded, her fingers fumbling with his belt buckle.

Eric's quiet laughter resonated through her, a sound heavy with unspoken assurances. His hands ventured beneath her tight skirt, his fingers deftly removing her thong.

"You're dripping for me, aren't you?" he said as he inserted two fingers into her wet core.

"Ahh… y-yes, sir, soaked," Veronica gasped, her hips instinctively thrusting against his touch.

As they hastily undressed each other, Eric was keenly aware of the concealed camera nestled in the room's corner. Turner's security manager had informed him that Mike regularly checked any unanticipated motion-activated recordings from the building's surveillance cameras. He knew well that his boss could view this intimate moment. The knowledge of Mike's voyeuristic participation only heightened Eric's excitement.

With a swift motion, he hoisted Veronica onto the edge of a table, sending pens and paperclips clattering to the floor. With her skirt lifted around her hips, he parted her shapely legs, revealing her slick pussy to the air—and to the camera.

"What if I told you I'm going to fuck this pussy on camera right now?" Eric said, pointing to the camouflaged lens in the room's corner.

"Yes, sir… please fuck it." Veronica moaned, air-humping her hips.

Eric positioned himself at her shaved entrance, his thick, powerful cock pulsating with the urge to occupy her. Veronica's pussy had swollen and flushed a rosy hue, the bare flesh trembling with expectancy as the carefully groomed tuft of her natural blonde curls perched provocatively above her pink slit.

"Please, sir, pound this needy pussy… fuck it with your enormous cock," Veronica pleaded, her voice softly reverberating within the confined space, as she continued undulating her hips like a possessed slut.

With a forceful thrust, Eric penetrated her, his substantial girth stretching the young woman fully as he plunged deep inside. Veronica cried out, her fingernails clawing at his shoulders as he moved within her. The attractive blonde was so thoroughly aroused that Eric's considerable cock slid into her with no resistance, embedding fully with each thrust as he glided in and out with absolute ease.

"Oh, my god… fuck… it's so thick, your beautiful cock sir, it's… it's so good," Veronica moaned, her words coming out in torn gasps as Eric nailed her.

"Your boyfriend, Tommy. How's he coming along?" Eric groaned, his hips driving with increasing fervor. He adjusted his position to ensure the camera captured their fucking, the explicit view of their bodies colliding.

"I'm… oh… I'm working on him sir, oh… he's learning to accept it… being your cuck… oh fuck, I'm cumming on your cock, sir!" Veronica's delicate body shuddered violently with the force of her orgasm, and Eric, in response, plunged himself to the hilt, embedding his shaft firmly within her quivering cunt until the last waves of her intense pleasure ebbed away.

On the brink of climax, Eric withdrew, his impressive erection glistening with Veronica's slick wetness.

"Get down and open your mouth," he ordered, stroking his long, thick shaft as he stood before her.

Veronica obeyed without question, squatting herself on her stilettos, thighs spread, her lips parting in readiness, tongue displayed entirely. Eric's beefy cock pulsed in his powerful grip as he pumped its full length. The sight of her submissive posture pushing him past the point of no return.

With a last stroke, Eric ejaculated, his thick, substantial semen firing into Veronica's mouth and across her willing tongue. She gulped it; her sensual gaze never leaving his, a silent oath of her loyalty and submission.

"Thank you… for feeding me, sir," she whispered, while licking the sides of her crimson lips.

As he adjusted his suit and tie, Eric cast a sly look toward the camera, a victorious grin playing on his lips. He had provided Mike with an unforgettable spectacle—a demonstration of authority and sexual mastery that would only intensify the cuckold's own erotic fantasies.

***

Mike sat nestled in the embrace of his plush executive chair, the glow of the setting sun bleeding through the floor-to-ceiling windows of his corner office. The vast cityscape sprawled before him like a circuit board, alive with the pulsing lights of industry and purpose. His fingers danced across the shiny surface of his laptop, skimming through the day's digital detritus: emails marked 'urgent,' spreadsheets cluttered with projections, and calendar reminders of upcoming meetings.

A notification pinged from his laptop, snapping him from his routine. It was a camera alert. Curiosity piqued, Mike clicked on the video file, not knowing what to expect. The screen flickered to life, revealing the grainy interior of the supplies room on the 23rd floor. His eyes widened as the footage unfolded, revealing Eric and his secretary, Veronica, locked in a lustful embrace.

The realization that Eric had intentionally orchestrated this scenario for Mike's viewing dawned on him as Eric gestured toward the security camera. "The man damn well knew I'd see this!" he muttered to himself.

Mike fixated on the screen as he watched the virile young executive thoroughly dominate his beautiful secretary. The sounds of their coarse, erotic fucking echoed softly from the computer's speakers, filling the silence of the office. He felt a familiar tug in his groin, his own dick stirring to life as he took in the sordid spectacle.

The sight of Veronica's luscious body pinned beneath Eric's muscular, athletic form was a potent aphrodisiac. Her brazen submission, the way her pussy lips separated to accommodate Eric's extraordinary girth, shot a shock of arousal through Mike.

The shape and magnitude of the monstrous shaft astonished Mike, having previously delighted in catching a glimpse in the club's sauna. His hand instinctively moved to his crotch, massaging the burgeoning erection that strained against the fabric of his trousers.

With trembling hands, Mike reached for a USB drive, transferring the lewd video with a sense of urgency. The thought of sharing this with Sarah, of exploring the depths of their fantasies, made his heart race with excitement.

Once the file had safely copied, Mike permanently deleted the original video from the server and closed his laptop with a decisive snap. He reached for the phone on his desk, pressing the intercom button to summon his assistant.

"Yes, Mr. Turner?" the voice on the other end crackled.

"Have the car brought around. I'm heading home," Mike commanded, his voice steady despite the uproar of sexual desires swirling within him.

"Right away, sir," the assistant replied, the line disconnecting with a click.

Mike stood, adjusting his tie and smoothing down his suit. He slipped the USB drive into his pocket, a talisman of the evening's potential. As he made his way to the elevator, his mind galloped with anticipation.

The ride home was a blur, the city lights merging into a streaky canvas of color outside the tinted windows of his luxury sedan. Mike's fingers flew over the screen of his phone, typing out a message to Sarah.

"Home soon, darling. I have a surprise for us," he typed, hitting send before tucking the phone back into his pocket.

The car glided to a stop in front of their lavish mansion, the grandeur of the place matching the thrill that thrummed through Mike's veins.

As he walked through the front door, the familiar scent of home greeted him—a blend of Sarah's sweet perfume and the faint aroma of the evening's dinner. He found Sarah in the living room, her beauty as breathtaking as ever.

"I've been waiting for you," she said, her voice a hot purr.

Mike produced the USB drive, holding it up like a trophy. "Let's give the maid the night off, baby. We can eat later. I have a special video to show you," he announced, a devilish grin spreading across his face.

Lifting her perfectly defined brow, Sarah's blue eyes sparkled with curiosity as she took the drive from him, her fingers brushing against his.

"Okay then, I'll pop it in the home theatre." She said, but before she could turn around, Mike wrapped his arm around her slender waist, pulling her towards him.

"Let's watch it in the bedroom, darling," he whispered in his wife's ear.


Chapter 4


In the sanctuary of their bedroom, the large, plush bed loomed in the center, its silk navy blue sheets a pristine invitation to the night's indulgence. Mike dimmed the lights, casting a warm, intimate glow over the room as Sarah slipped the USB drive into the port connected to their massive bedroom TV.

"What is it? Give me a hint!" Sarah asked excitedly, pushing her sleek raven hair over her left shoulder.

"Just watch. I promise it's going to be very… well, just watch," Mike replied.

The big screen flickered to life, casting the image of the Turner building's office supplies room across the wall.

"Okay, so… are we going to catch one of your staff pinching a pen?" Sarah asked with a teasing lilt in her voice. "Just keep your eyes on the screen, sweetheart," Mike responded, as he casually unknotted his tie and shrugged off his jacket, tossing it onto the expansive armchair.

The atmosphere in the room shifted abruptly as the video displayed Veronica slipping into the supplies room, her eyes darting about to confirm she was alone. Once assured, she smoothed her snug skirt, then secured her ponytail more tightly. A moment later, Eric appeared on the screen. Sarah's breathing became noticeably louder.

"Please don't say that they're... oh my, are they actually going to... in the supplies room?" She questioned her husband, her voice tinged with disbelief. "Oh, absolutely, he's going to fuck her right there," Mike affirmed, his own breath tethering with anticipation.

Sarah sat on the edge of the bed, her body rigid with a mixture of shock and arousal. Her skirt's edge had ridden up, exposing the sleek skin of her upper leg. Mike joined her, the heat between them clear.

As Sarah watched Eric slip a hand under the blonde girl's skirt, Mike fixated his eyes on his wife.

"She's beautiful."

"You're more beautiful, darling," Mike replied, his hand sliding up his wife's perfectly sculpted and polished leg.

And then it happened.

Veronica exposed Eric's enormous cock, and Mike witnessed the astonishment on his wife's exquisite face, just as he expected.

"The size of his cock... it's amazing... my goodness."

When Eric pointed out the hidden camera, Sarah looked at her husband in disbelief. Mike responded with a conspiratorial wink and an affirmative nod.

The couple continued to watch the video closely. Eric slid his monster of a rod into the young blonde. The sounds of Veronica's moans filled the room, the audio quality exceptional, capturing every wet slap of skin against skin, every carnal grunt from Eric.

Stimulated by the erotic spectacle unfolding before them, Sarah parted her legs, inviting Mike to raise her skirt. Her fingers, with nails adorned with a fresh coat of red polish, danced over the thin material of her panties, outlining the smooth, engorged lips of her meaty pussy.

She cast a sidelong look at Mike, her gaze steeped with the taboo pleasure of the scene playing out on the screen. With his attention riveted to the display, Mike followed suit, his hand coming to rest on the bulge in his pants.

The passion on the screen escalated, causing a corresponding stir within the Turners' bedroom. Mike's breathing became more labored, his erection pressing against his pants as he watched his wife's large perky tits heave with each shallow breath taken. He tugged down her top, revealing a delicate bra beneath. His hands scooped under the sheer fabric, freeing her ample breasts and displaying them in their entirety. As his wife's fingers fluttered over her inflamed pussy, Mike teased her nipples, drawing them into taut, rigid peaks.

"Touch yourself, Sarah," Mike's voice was filled with need. "Masturbate while you watch how he likes to fuck."

Sarah hesitated for a moment, her eyes darting between her husband's face and the mesmerizing scene on the television. She then groaned softly as she shifted her body, removing her panties and inserting her fingers into her damp, warm pussy. She spread her legs wider to expose herself further.

In the video, Veronica's response to Eric's lewd question, when asked about her boyfriend's submission, left the Turners grinning with amusement and arousal. Knowing Eric had experience in taking couples to new heights of sexual adventure only fueled their excitement.

Mike's own hand went to work, freeing his erection, stroking himself in time with the rhythmic thrusting on the screen. The married couple masturbated side by side, the taboo nature of their shared voyeurism amplifying their passion.

The image of Eric's dominant form, his muscular body ravishing the young blonde female with such unapologetic ferocity, imprinted itself on their minds. Sarah's fingers moved faster, her hips bucking against her hand as she chased her slippery clit.

"Mike, how can his cock be so thick?" Sarah asked between moans. Mike smiled and replied, "It's gorgeous, isn't it?" His concern about proper impressions was now forgotten.

Mike watched his wife, her face contorted in ecstasy, her body writhing with pleasure. The sight of her fidgeting her fleshy pussy, the sounds of her mounting excitement, pushed him closer to the edge.

"Fuck, Sarah... I'm going to cum soon," he gasped, his hand flying over his dick, the pressure building uncontrollably.

Sarah turned to him, her eyes cloudy with desire. "Cum watching him, Mike. Cum while you watch him fuck," she panted, her own orgasm cresting as she spoke the obscene words.

"I want Eric to fuck you like this, baby," Mike moaned, his hips humping on their own.

"You want me to let him take your pussy?" Sarah replied in a sexy whisper, her pretty face flushed with excitement. "Oh god… yes… please, make him feel good." His wife's lewd words proved too much. With a guttural groan, Mike popped his load, hot streams of cum spurting onto his hand and shirt.

The sight of her husband shooting cum, coupled with the erotic visuals on the screen, sent Sarah over the edge. Her legs trembled and rocked as she arched her back, her thighs spread wide and bent at the knees, invited the pleasure that started in her cunt to expand through her body. Her hips bucked rhythmically as she climaxed deeply, driven by the thought of Eric filling her with his enormous cock. She fell into a euphoric state of ecstasy that seemed to last forever.

Spent on their marital bed, their breaths mingling in the quiet aftermath, the TV cast a blue glow of digital static on the married couple. For several long moments, they lay there, basking in the forbidden thrill of what they had just shared.

Sarah, trembling and gasping for breath, nestled into Mike's embrace as their hearts regained their normal rhythm. She then said what had been on her mind since they first entertained this idea.

"I hope this won't ruin our marriage, baby." Mike held her closer and replied with conviction, "I think it'll only make us stronger, darling."

His pretty wife's sweet breath washed over him in a soft sigh as she kissed him, their lips lingering in a tender moment of connection.


Chapter 5


The Turner mansion was a picture of elegance and sophistication as the evening descended upon it. Mike and Sarah had orchestrated every detail of their dinner party with meticulous care, from the soft candlelight that cast a warm, golden glow over the dining room to the table that was a symphony of fine china, crystal glasses, and gleaming silverware.

A centerpiece of fresh white lilies and crimson roses added a touch of romance to the setting, their delicate fragrance mingling with the mouthwatering aromas emanating from the kitchen.

Sarah had outdone herself with the menu, selecting dishes that were as sensual to the palate as they were to pronounce.

The chef had prepared a feast that included seared scallops with a hint of vanilla, a salad of heirloom tomatoes and burrata cheese drizzled with aged balsamic, and a main course of herb-crusted rack of lamb with a red wine reduction. The chef paired each course with a carefully chosen wine to complement the flavors.

As the couple awaited their guest, Mike poured them both a glass of the finest champagne, the bubbles rising in a celebratory dance within the flutes. He watched Sarah as she moved around the room, her every gesture an expression of grace and beauty.

Her dress, a shimmering sheath of midnight blue, clung to her curves and sparkled with her movements, while her dark hair cascaded down her back in loose, luxurious waves.

"Sarah, sweetheart, you look marvelous. I'm sure Eric is going to really enjoy himself."

"I'm nervous, to be honest," Sarah countered. "I don't know if I can actually do it."

Mike's reply was gentle, a soothing balm to her nerves. "Let's take it slow, darling. If it feels right, we will do it as we planned," he whispered, drawing her into an embrace, his hands resting on the generous curves of her hips.

"Mike, baby, are you still sure you can handle… deal with him touching… fucking me?"

"I really want this, Sarah. I don't know what it's going to be like, but something tells me it will be amazing in a good way… for all of us," Mike said, kissing his wife's neck.

"I'll always love you," Sarah whispered softly.

Mike felt a stirring within him, a mixture of pride and arousal. Tonight was more than just a dinner party; it was the culmination of their shared fantasies, the first proper step towards a new chapter in their marriage.

***

Eric navigated his sleek, black sports car up the winding driveway of the Turner mansion, the purr of the engine echoing in the evening air. He cut a striking figure as he stepped out of the vehicle, his tailored suit emphasizing the hard lines of his muscular frame. The crisp, white shirt underneath was open at the collar, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of the strong, tanned neck that Sarah had only ever dreamed about.

Sarah's heart thrummed with anticipation as she opened the large front door to greet him. "Eric," she said, her voice a soft melody against the night. "Welcome to our home."

Eric's gaze swept over her, a slow, appreciative smile spreading across his face. "Sarah, you look absolutely stunning."

She felt the heat rise to her cheeks, a blush that betrayed her excitement. "Thank you," she murmured, stepping aside to let him in. The scent of his cologne, a seductive blend of citrus and pine, filled her senses and made her nipples hard as he passed by her.

Leading him through the grand foyer, Sarah caught sight of Mike waiting in the dining room. The tension in the air was palpable, a heady mix of desire and nervous anticipation. "Mike's just through here," she said, gesturing towards the open double doors.

As they entered the room, Mike stood up from his chair, a friendly smile plastered on his face. "Eric," he greeted, extending a hand towards the younger man. "Glad you could make it."

Eric's hand met Mike's in a firm shake, triggering a rapid succession of images in Mike's thoughts, vividly picturing Eric vigorously pumping his powerful cock with the same hand.

"Wouldn't miss it for the world," Eric responded, his expression carrying an undertone of something unspoken, as if the men shared a secret.

***

The maid appeared silently, offering a selection of fine wines for Eric to choose from. He singled out a hearty red, and she deftly poured the crimson liquid into his waiting glass.

"Let's take our seats, shall we?" Sarah suggested, her voice seductive despite the butterflies in her belly.

As they settled around one end of the enormous dining table, the conversation flowed as smoothly as the wine. They spoke of business and the latest industry trends, but the subtext of their dialogue was charged with an electric current that hummed beneath the surface.

"Your performance at the company has impressed me," Mike said, raising his glass in a toast to Eric. "You've got a genuine talent for closing deals."

Eric's eyes twinkled with mirth as he accepted the compliment. "Well, I enjoy an enjoyable challenge," he replied, his gaze lingering on Sarah as he spoke.

Sarah couldn't tear her eyes away from the man throughout the meal. His rugged handsomeness, powerful demeanor, and the rippling muscles of his chest and neck enthralled her. The memory of him vigorously penetrating the woman's pussy in the security footage played on repeat in her mind, making her hot and restless. She knew it was time to make it happen.

***

As the meal drew to a close, Mike stood from the table, a sly smile playing on his lips. "Shall we retire to the living room for drinks?" he suggested, eager to shift the evening's tone to a more provocative key.

The trio rose and moved to the plush sofas of the living room, where the dim lighting cast a seductive glow over their features. A bottle of Mike's finest Drambuie was uncorked, and the sweet amber liquid poured generously into crystal glasses.

Sarah's blue eyes twinkled with mischief as she proposed, "How about we exchange a secret or two?" She went on, her tone light and teasing, "It could be quite entertaining, now that we've become more acquainted." As she spoke, she neatly flicked her glossy locks away from her shoulder, showcasing her stunning decolletage.

Eric leaned back against the soft cushions, his gaze shifting between Sarah's flushed cheeks and Mike's expectant eyes.

"I'll go first," Eric began, swirling the digestif in his glass.

"I have a particular... penchant for women who are already in relationships. Especially if they are married."

"Is that so?" Sarah asked. "And what is it about married women you find so appealing?"

Eric's gaze dropped to her succulent lips as she spoke, his desire for her growing with each passing moment. "There's an excitement that comes with the forbidden," he said. "The thrill of the capture, the risk... it's rather intoxicating."

Mike watched this exchange with rapt attention, his arousal growing as he listened to Eric's words. He knew it was time to reveal their own secret desires.

"Eric," Mike said, his voice steady despite the pounding of his heart, "Sarah and I... we share your... appetite for the forbidden."

Sarah nodded in agreement, her hand reaching out to rest on her husband's thigh. "We've discovered certain... interests in common," she said, her voice trembling with excitement. "Interests that involve you."

Eric's green eyes darkened with lust as the truth of their words sank in. He had been correct in his observations, adept at deciphering the nuanced cues in Mike's behavior. Yet, he could scarcely believe his good fortune. Sarah's willingness was clear, and the prospect of claiming her, of fucking her in her husband's presence, was now as tangible as the scotch he swirled in his glass.

"I think I'd like to hear more about these interests," Eric said, adjusting his right cuff link. "I hope they have something to do with… with cuckolding, which is my particular specialty."

Emboldened by the heat of the conversation, Mike replied. "Yes… cuckolding, Eric, is what we're interested in. Sarah and I want to explore this… discreetly… with you."

"Yes, of course... I understand, it's a privilege to support you both in exploring your interests further," Eric responded with a nod.

Sarah stood, smoothing down her short dress. Her seductive bare legs appeared even more tempting now. "Why don't we take a walk in the garden?" she suggested, an irresistible lilt to her voice. "The night is beautiful, and the roses are in full bloom." As she moved away, her shapely behind swayed enticingly, drawing Eric's gaze like a magnet.

Eric rose to his feet, his body mere inches from Sarah's. "I'd love to join you."

The cool evening air enveloped them as they stepped outside, the scent of roses heavy in the air. They strolled past the manicured hedges; the moonlight casting long shadows on the garden path.

Mike watched from the window as Sarah and Eric found a secluded spot among the flowers. His heart raced in his chest as he saw Eric take Sarah's face in his hands, their bodies drawing closer together.

"May I?" Eric whispered, his gaze searching Sarah's for the final permission.

"Yes," Sarah breathed, her blue eyes fluttering closed as Eric's lips met hers in a kiss that was both tender and ravenous.

"I've wanted to savor you since the day we first met," Eric whispered in her ear, his hand caressing the swell of her ass. Sarah moaned as she leaned her big breasts into his muscular chest. "Me too, Eric," she replied.

Mike felt an extreme arousal flood through him as he watched the scene unfold. The sight of his wife in the arms of another man, a man who embodied all the virility and power he craved, was more thrilling than he could have ever imagined. He reached down, palming the growing bulge in his trousers, as the couple before him lost themselves in their forbidden embrace.


Chapter 6


The bedroom was a sanctuary of shadows and whispers, the air heavy with the scent of fragrant candles and the promise of the unknown.

Eric's hand rested firmly on the small of Sarah's back, guiding her towards the center of the room, his touch searing through the fabric of her dress.

"Undress for me," Eric commanded in a manner that provoked a shiver to course along Sarah's inner thighs. His gaze was intense, devouring her as she reached behind her to unzip her designer dress, the shimmering fabric pooling at her high heels to reveal her luscious curves encased in black lace.

Mike watched from a plush armchair, his breath binding in his throat as he took in the sight of his wife, baring herself to another man. His own need was painfully clear, his erection straining, but this was not about him. This was about the beautiful, wanton display of his wife's submission to a more potent male.

Sarah's fingers trembled slightly as she unclasped her bra, her heavy breasts spilling freely. Eric's eyes glinted lustily as he took in the sight of her rosy nipples, hardened into peaks.

"Such gorgeous tits," he whispered, reaching out to brush his thumb over one pert nipple, eliciting a gasp from Sarah.

"You like that, don't you?" Eric asked. "Being openly admired by a man, not your cuckold husband?"

Sarah's eyes flicked to her husband, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. "Yes," she admitted with a shaky breath. "I… I love it."

Eric's hand drifted lower, slipping beneath the waistband of her lace panties to cup her smooth mound. The act induced a visible tremble in Sarah's body.

"And this luscious married pussy," he said, his fingers sliding effortlessly through her slick folds. "The cuckold has neglected it, hasn't he?"

"Y-yes," Sarah stammered, her hips bucking towards his touch. "So neglected."

Mike's own inadequacy was laid bare before him. Yet, he couldn't tear his eyes away, the humiliation of his wife's admission only inflamed his need.

The thrill of dominance coursed through Eric's veins as he held Sarah's pussy in his hand. Her confession about her husband's shortcomings intensified his own sense of masculine superiority.

Eric wore a grin as his fingers deftly navigated to Sarah's clit. The scent of her sex mingled with the expensive Grand Extrait fragrance she had on. "But not anymore," he promised. "I'm going to give you what you need, what you've been craving as a woman."

Sarah could only nod, her body quivering with anticipation. "Take off the panties and present yourself to me," Mike directed her.

Sarah stepped out of her panties, now completely bared to Eric's gaze.

Eric's grin deepened as he addressed his boss. "Mike," he said, his tone tinged with victory, "it seems your beautiful wife is becoming quite aroused by my presence." He gestured towards the visible translucent slick on Sarah's inner thighs. Mike, struggling to contain his own swollen erection within his slacks, nodded in agreement. "Yes, Eric, she's showing… just how much you excite her."

Eric stepped back to admire her, his eyes roaming over Sarah's sensational naked form. "You're even more beautiful than I imagined," he said, his voice filled with genuine admiration. "Remarkably sexy."

Mike watched as Eric disrobed, revealing his muscular torso and powerful thighs. His cock, already semi-hard, sprang free from his boxers, long and thick and far surpassing anything Mike could ever hope to possess.

Looking at Eric's amazing cock from just a few feet away, Mike's throat went dry and his penis stiffened further.

Sarah's eyes widened at the sight of Eric's thick shaft. "Oh my god," she gasped, her blue gaze held onto Eric's impressive manhood, as if it had hypnotized her.

Eric chuckled, a sound rich with masculine pride. "Ready for a real cock, Sarah?" he teased, leisurely stroking his meat as he closed the distance between them.

Mike's heart pounded as he watched his wife eagerly await the invasion of another man's cock. "Yes," she breathed, her voice filled with desperate longing. "Please, show me… what I've been missing."

***

Eric's touch was firm as he explored more of Sarah's body, his hands mapping her feminine contours with a sense of takeover that fired shivers down her belly and into her clit.

His mouth followed the path his hands had blazed, leaving a trail of hot, open-mouthed kisses along her neck, her shoulders, her breasts. Sarah's moans of pleasure filled the room, her inhibitions melting away as she gave herself over to the primal hunger that Eric had awakened within her.

"You're a goddess," Eric whispered against her skin. "A fucking queen."

With a gentle but insistent pressure, Eric guided Sarah to the edge of the bed, her body quivering with anticipation.

"Sit," he commanded, his cock now thick with lust. Sarah complied, her naked skin a stark contrast to the rich, dark silk of the bedspread, her Tanzanite heels the only article of clothing remaining.

"Spread your thighs wide apart," Eric instructed, his gaze fixed on the apex of her legs. "Show me that pretty pussy."

Sarah's cheeks flushed with a spicy blend of embarrassment and arousal, but she did as she was told, her thighs parting to reveal her glistening, shaved pussy. Revealing her private flesh in such an intimate manner elicited a sharp gasp from her husband. Eric observed the notably pink hue of Sarah's inner labia as he openly inspected his boss's wife. His eyes gleamed with approval.

"Push out your big tits," he said. "Offer them to me."

Sarah arched her back, presenting her ample breasts to him, her thick nipples hard and aching for his touch. Eric palmed her breasts, his fingers rolling and pinching the stout nipples, shooting jolts of pleasure straight to her core.

"Now, open your mouth, stick your tongue out all the way," Eric said, his hand moving to grip the base of his thick, hard cock.

"I'm going to teach you how to properly worship a man's cock."

Sarah's lips parted obediently, her pink wet tongue exposed, her eyes wide as she gazed upon the extraordinary length and girth of Eric's cock. She had seen nothing so huge, so virile, and the thought of it filling her mouth, her pussy, was both terrifying and exhilarating.

Eric's meticulously groomed cock stood rigidly at attention, its pronounced upward arc lending it an air of potent authority. A plump and meaty ridge adorned the corona of his shaft. With each firm stroke along the root, a glistening strand of crystalline pre-ejaculate oozed from the tip in a lustrous, clear stream.

Eric stepped forward, the head of his cock casually touching against Sarah's tongue. "Relax your throat," he instructed, his hand guiding the back of her head. "And take it deep."

As Sarah's mouth enveloped his cock, Eric's other hand found its way back to her pussy, his fingers teasing her swollen clit. He alternated between gentle strokes and firm slaps, each approach eliciting a moan from Sarah that vibrated around his shaft.

Sarah was amazed at how easily she accommodated the considerable girth of his cock. It was as if her natural gag response had been nonexistent, transforming her mouth and throat into a snug, vagina-like channel for Eric's enjoyment.

Sensing that Sarah's pussy was eager for more, Eric slipped two fingers into her depths. The combination of his bulging cock filling her mouth and the surprising intrusion into her sex sparked an intense, abrupt orgasm within her.

With her slender hand resting on Eric's muscular hips, she drew him further into her throat as the waves of her climax crashed over her. At the peak of her cum, Sarah's hips bucked, and her moans made her throat clench around Eric's cock.

Mike, unable to resist the temptation of the scene unfolding before him, had undressed, his eyes locked on the erotic tableau of his wife and Eric. His own dick was painfully hard as he watched Sarah submit so completely to the man, her body arching and writhing under Eric's skilled touch.

"That's it," Eric praised, his tone laced with raw sexual power. "Take my cock in your throat and climax like the good little cuckold wife you are."

Mike's hand moved to his dick, stroking himself in time with the rhythmic bobbing of Sarah's head. He was acutely aware of his own inadequacies, his smaller stature and less impressive manhood, but the sight of his subordinate thrusting into his wife's mouth, and her shuddering with orgasmic pleasure, brought him an intense and perverse gratification.

Eric's hips heaved more explicitly, fucking Sarah's mouth with slow, deliberate strokes. "Look at you," he taunted, his eyes meeting Mike's. "Watching your wife get used. Tell me, cuck, does it turn you on to see her like this?" He then slipped his cock from between Sarah's lips, the copious saliva dripping onto her heaving bosom. "Press them together," Eric commanded, his voice heavy with desire. "I'm going to titty-fuck you, and I want Mike to have an unobstructed view of my shaft plowing between your breasts."

Mike could only nod, his breath gasping as he watched his gorgeous wife's perky, slippery tits around Eric's girth. The sight was both torture and the most exquisite pleasure he had ever known.

"Answer me," Eric demanded, his voice sharp, as he adjust his hips to show the full length of his cock thrusting between Sarah's voluptuous breasts. "Does it make your little dick hard to see your wife servicing my cock with her gorgeous tits?"

"Yes," Mike admitted, his voice a whisper. "It makes me… so hard."

Eric chuckled. "Good," he said, his fingers tightening in Sarah's long hair. "Because this is just the beginning."

***

The air in the room reeked of the scent of sex. Eric, standing tall and commanding, looked down at Mike, who was now on his knees, his small dick sticking out and bobbing with excitement.

"Come closer," Eric said, his voice resonated with authority. Mike, unable to resist, shuffled forward on his knees until he was directly in front of Eric.

Eric looked over at Sarah, her chest heaving, her eyes glazed with lust. "Look at your husband, Sarah," he said, a grin playing on his lips. "Have you ever seen him this hard?"

Sarah's gaze drifted over to Mike's penis. "No," she admitted, her voice a sexy whisper. "I've never seen him like this."

"It's because he's a cuckold," Eric said matter-of-factly. "He gets off on watching men enjoy his wife. Isn't that right, Mike?"

Mike nodded, his cheeks flushed with embarrassment and arousal. "Yes," he confessed, his voice trembling with need. "I... I love it when a man enjoys my wife." The talk had produced a drop of pre-cum on the tip of his erection.

Eric's smile widened, his eyes gleaming with triumph. "Lay back on the bed, Sarah," he instructed her. "Spread your legs and show me all of that pussy."

Sarah complied, her body moving with an almost instinctual obedience. She laid back, spreading her thighs, her fingers trailing down her taught stomach to part the pink lips of her sex, revealing her engorged clit and the glistening evidence of her arousal.

"Now," Eric said, turning his attention back to Mike. "I want you to watch your wife as she touches herself. Look at how wet she is after cumming from sucking my cock. And while you watch, I want you to stroke my shaft. Show me how much you crave this."

Mike's hand trembled as he reached out, his fingers barely wrapping around the wide root of Eric's cock. The sensation of the firm, pulsating flesh in his hand was almost too much for him to bear. He stroked it, his movements awkward and tentative at first, but growing more confident as he watched his wife pleasure herself. Mike's other hand drifted downward, encircling his own rigid member, as he rubbed himself with increasing pressure.

"That's a good cuck," Eric encouraged him. "Stroke my cock while you watch your wife get herself off for me. Can you imagine how it's going to feel when I slide it into her tight, married cunt?"

Mike's breath hitched in his throat, his hand moving faster along Eric's length. "Yes," he panted, his own dick throbbing with need. "Oh, yes... I want to see it. I need to watch you fuck her."

Mike's hand slid over Eric's cock with increasing certainty, the slippery pre-cum easing his grip on the remarkable hard-on. He pumped the thick meat with zeal, his wife's eyes riveted to his actions. A wave of lust swept through him as he prepared Eric's potent member for the penetration of his hot, sexy wife. The activity was so stimulating that he cradled Eric's huge, shaved ball-sack, kneading them tenderly to foster the man's excitement.

Eric smiled, his hand coming down to rest on top of Mike's, guiding his strokes. "You hear that, Sarah?" he called out, his gaze still fixed on Mike. "Your hubby needs to watch me show you how a real man fucks."

Sarah's response was a series of soft moans, her fingers working furiously at her clit as she neared the brink of another orgasm. "Yes," she breathed, her hips grinding against her hand. "I need that too."

Eric released Mike's hand, stepping back slightly as he took in the sight of Sarah writhing on the bed, her body flushed with desire. "Then get ready, baby," he said, "Because I'm about to give you both exactly what you've been craving."

***

Eric's muscular frame loomed over the bed, his gaze locked onto Sarah's quivering form beneath him. The anticipation of what was to come had his cock throbbing, the head slick with pre-cum. He had waited long enough; it was time to take what he desired.

With a firm grip, he grasped Sarah's thighs, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he spread her legs wider. The sight of her glistening pussy on full display delivered a shock of lust straight to his balls. His shaft, rigid and eager, twitched in response, a strand of pre-cum flowing from the tip, like a salivating beast.

"Mike," Eric commanded his boss, "put my cock in your wife's pussy."

Sarah, her body burning with heat, turned to her husband with a look of desperate need. "Do it, Mike," she urged, her voice trembling with anticipation. "I want to feel Eric inside me. I want you to watch as he fills me up."

Mike, drunk with the intoxicating passions provoked by the scene, climbed onto the bed, his hand now confidently reaching for Eric's massive erection. The girth of the man's cock had grown even larger, almost too much for Mike's fingers to encircle.

With a deep breath, Mike positioned the swollen head of Eric's rod at the entrance of his pretty wife's soaked pussy. The delicate lips of her cunt parted, ready to accept the thick intrusion that was about to claim her.

With his other hand, Mike gently traced the grooves of Eric's sculpted abdominal muscles. "Fuck my wife, please, Eric," Mike said, his voice shaky with shame and desire. "Enjoy her beautiful pussy. Give her the pleasure she can't get from my little dick."

Mike pushed Eric's cock forward. The thick cylinder slowly disappeared into Sarah's welcoming depths. A gasp of surprise escaped her lips as she felt her pussy stretch to accommodate the impressive size.

Eric's hips naturally surged forward, burying himself to the hilt inside Sarah's tight cunt. Sarah's body arched reflexively to meet his thrust, trembling violently as an immediate orgasm engulfed her, brought on by the overwhelming power of his entry.

"Oh, my fuck!" Sarah cried out, her fingers clutching at the bedsheets, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy. "I'm… cumming… I'm fucking cumming… it's so good…"

Mike observed with a sense of shock as the climax swept away his wife, triggered solely by the intrusion of Eric's cock into her pussy. The sight was agonizing and exhilarating, pushing him to the near edge of his own climax.

Eric pumped, each stroke sending shockwaves of enjoyment through Sarah's pussy. She moaned and squirmed beneath him, her cunt clutching his cock tightly with each powerful surge.

Sarah's body convulsed with the force of another potent orgasm, her voice quivering as she aimlessly reached out to Mike. "I'm cum… cumming for him… again, baby," she moaned, digging her nails into Eric's chest, unable to resist the relentless pleasure assaulting her.

"Look at her, Mike," Eric panted, his eyes locked on Sarah's contorted face. "Look at how much she loves getting fucked by me. You'll never be able to satisfy her like this."

Mike, his heart pounding in his chest, could only nod in agreement, his hand moving faster on his own ignored erection as he watched the unbelievably erotic display before him.

As Sarah's cries of pleasure filled the room, Mike couldn't help but feel a sense of completion. This was where they all belonged—Sarah beneath this powerful, handsome man, Eric claiming his prize, and Mike, the cuckold husband, witnessing the ultimate expression of his wife's sexual liberation.

***

Eric withdrew his thick, glistening cock from Sarah's thoroughly fucked pussy, her juices coating his shaft like a glossy sheen of victory.

Sarah, splayed out on the bed, her body trembling from the onslaught of countless orgasms, could barely catch her breath. Her blue eyes, overshadowed with passion, looked up at Eric with a mix of reverence and yearning for more.

"Get on your hands and knees, baby," Eric commanded with dominance. "I want to fuck you from behind."

Sarah, still caught in the throes of excitement, obeyed without hesitation. She turned over, her ass rising high in the air, her swollen, wet cunt on display, an open invitation for Eric's conquest.

Mike, watching this with rapt attention, finally understood his place in this new dynamic. He moved behind his wife, his hands eagerly parting her beautiful cheeks, further exposing her engorged pussy and puckered asshole to Eric's gaze.

"Thank you… thank you, Eric," Mike said, his voice filled with sincere gratitude. "Thank you for fucking my wife. Please, enjoy her more."

Eric's eyes sparkled at the sight before him. Sarah's gorgeous body was now completely at his disposal, her pussy lips parted and quivering, ready for him to take her once again. He positioned himself behind her, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance.

Mike's mind filled with lewd desire as he issued the command to his wife, "Spread wider, sweetheart. Make it easy for him… let him thrust as deep he wants." His words were proof of his eagerness for her total surrender to Eric's pleasure.

At her husband's words, Sarah's body shuddered. She pushed back, impaling herself on Eric's shaft. The sensation of being stretched to her limits and Mike's erotic words sent her spiraling into another intense climax. Her cries of pleasure echoed through the room.

"I love your wife, Mike," Eric said, his hips jerking forward, driving his cock deeper into Sarah's cunt. "She is a fucking goddess, taking my cock like a champ."

Mike smiled in agreement as his hands roamed over Sarah's round ass, spreading her cheeks significantly, giving Eric perfectly unobstructed access to his wife's pussy.

Eric's thrusts grew more furious as he gripped Sarah's hips tightly, his muscular body slapping against Sarah's with a loud, rhythmic, wet smack. Each powerful stroke pushed her further into a state of near hysteria, her body swaying with the force of many orgasms.

"I can't… stop cumming… on your beautiful… oh… beautiful cock, Eric." She cried out. "You're so hot, baby,," Eric grunted. "You were made to be fucked this way. Your hubby can't give you this, can he?"

"Never," Sarah admitted, her voice trembling with each punishing stroke. "I've never cum like this with him. Only you, Eric. Only you… my god… can make me feel this good."

"Fuck," Eric groaned, his fingers digging deeper into Sarah's ass cheeks as he neared his own climax. "I'm going to load her pussy with cum, Mike. Are you ready to watch your gorgeous bride get bred?"

Mike's response was a strangled moan of surrender. "Y-yes, please, Eric," he said, his voice hoarse with need. "Breed her. Make her yours."

"Sarah, baby, I love your cunt, it's going to drain every drop of my cum."

Eric let out a low grunt, exerting pressure on the curve of Sarah's lower back, making her ass jut out further.

With a final, powerful thrust, Eric drove himself to the hilt inside Sarah's quivering body. The defined contours of his arms and torso hardened as his semen thundered through the length of his cock.

His shaft swelled to its fullest as he ejaculated, pumping his hot seed deep within the pretty woman's pussy.

As Eric unloaded, Mike's eyes remained riveted on the man's physique, observing the rippling dance of his powerful muscles as they contracted and relaxed with the force of his ejaculation.

"Oh… fuck… he's cumming, Mike, darling. I can feel the head of his cock pulsating… his cum is so warm, sweetheart. Oh god… I let him cum in my pussy…" Sarah's moans filled the room as she received Eric's seed, her body shuddering with another orgasm.

"I need to cum," Mike said, as he fist-pumped his dick with rapid pace. "Not yet. Get under your wife, lick her clean first." Eric's breath came in ragged gasps as he withdrew his member from Sarah's hole, the wet sound of their disconnection echoing lewdly in the bedroom.

Mike positioned himself between his wife's legs and pressed his mouth against her, inhaling the compelling mix of her sex and Eric's abundant load.

With a sense of necessity, he began to lick and savor the intoxicating mixture of their blended fluids, which was freely seeping from her.

"Stroke your husband while he eats," Eric instructed. Sarah complied, encircling her Mike's small erection with her soft grip, working it up and down.

"Now, you can let go, darling," she softly murmured. "Appreciate the taste of his cum and climax for me."

His wife's casual delivery of the obscene words was Mike Turner's undoing. The exquisite flavors on his tongue were the last elements on his mind as he spewed, the intensity of his climax nearly robbing him of consciousness.

As Mike slowly regained awareness, he recognized they had crossed a threshold from which there was no retreat. Their new reality unfolded before him, one in which a powerful lover thoroughly ravished his alluring wife, whose prowess he could never match.

And yet, this knowledge brought him an astonishing sense of fulfillment


Epilogue


The tropical shore resembled a fragment of paradise. While the sapphire swells caressed the coastline, Eric reclined back on the plush chaise lounge, sipping his expertly crafted cocktail as his eyes roamed appreciatively over Sarah's stunning beauty.

The tiny white bikini she wore clung to her curvaceous figure in all the right places. Tan-lines peeking out from beneath the fabric of her bikini top, tracing the contours of her shoulders and tits, made it nearly impossible for him to keep his hands off her.

"You look fucking gorgeous, Sarah," he whispered, his gaze smoldering with undisguised desire.

Sarah responded by trailing her slender fingers teasingly along his muscular thigh. "The sex this morning was more than amazing," she purred in a steamy voice.

Eric reached for his phone and tapped out a message to Mike, who had orchestrated this luxury getaway, as an expression of gratitude.

"Thanks for the time off, Mike," he typed, a self-satisfied grin spreading across his face. "Sarah and I are having a wonderful time."

With a press of the button, Eric relished the thought that Mike, sitting at his desk in the office, was likely consumed by vivid visions of his wife getting fucked. He was eager to get back and present his boss with the videos he and Sarah had prepared for her husband's viewing pleasure.

For now, though, he was content to bask in the tropical sun, his exquisite conquest by his side. With a languid stretch, he set his phone aside and pulled Sarah close, his hands roaming over the smooth, sun-kissed expanse of her soft skin as he captured her lips in a deep, possessive kiss.
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