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Chapter 1



Don't get me wrong.

I’m not unhappy with my marriage. Sure, spending a little less time in my head and more time in bed with my man would be ideal, but life doesn't always play out that way.

You meet. Get to know each other. Sparks fly and the chemistry sizzles up and you have fantastic sex.

Then you get married, move in together and somehow, that amazing sex-life falls by the wayside.

My husband, Brian, makes most men look like boys. With his height and his muscular build, he's big enough to scare off most people. But, don't let looks deceive you, he's a softy—perhaps a little too soft sometimes.

I knew he was conservative and always played by the book long before we got married. Being the son of a duke, it’s only fitting he plays the part.

Royal blood is both a blessing and a curse, I tell you.

I could probably count the number of times we had sex this year on my right hand. It's not often that I get laid but when we have sex, fuck me, it's good! I'm talking lick your fingers the next day as a reminder good.

Sometimes I feel like he does not give me the sexual attention I need because he sees me limping the following day. I don't mind. When I walk funny the next morning, that's a reminder of his massive prick bringing me an insane amount of pleasure.

I still recall him apologising profusely after the first time we made love. Sometimes, it almost feels to me as if he is embarrassed to have such a big prick. I keep telling him there’s nothing to be ashamed of, in fact, most men wish they had half his manhood.

I just wish he wouldn’t be so scared to use it…

“Lana, please step into my office,” my boss interrupted my thoughts.

“Oh, sorry! I’m coming!” I mumbled.

I had no idea why I am apologising, but August has that effect on me. To be frank, she has that effect on most people.

“Errr, you called?”

“Yeah. I need you to help me with stock take. I suspect that bitch has been using the stock for her own pleasure again.”

And by bitch, she’s referring to Julia; my co-worker.

I felt heat rush over my face at the mention of stock. Being married to the world’s most conservative man, the last placed anyone would have expected me to work at is a sex toy shop distributor. Not just any sex toy distributor, the largest distributor in Birmingham. Any toy you could imagine, we would probably have stock of.

“Um, yeah sure! I… Can definitely help. What do you⁠—”

Julia cut my sentence halfway.

“Hi Lana, you have a visitor,” she smiled.

“Oh wow! Well, if it isn't the sexy Mr Brian.” The moment Brian walked into the warehouse, August took to flirting with my husband. She hasn't been very subtle with her lustful desires to get in my man's pants.

“Hi August,” Brian greeted my boss. The bass in his voice is enough to drive any woman wild. “Still your usual, naughty self I see,” he smiled.

“Only when you are around,” August continued flirting.

“Babe, I thought I’d surprise you,” Brian says, turning to me and handing me a bunch of flowers attached to a box of chocolates.

I felt my face turn a different shade of pink. “Oh wow,” I blushed. “And… to what do I owe the honours?”

“Well, can a gentleman not surprise his lady?”

“If you don’t want them,” August started. “I’ll gladly take them off your hands!”

Brian turned back to August, smiling coyly. By now he is so used to my boss, that he does not even take her seriously anymore.

This should make me happy; him not taking her seriously. Except, sometimes I wished he paid a little more attention…

After a delightful lunch, consisting of chocolates and coffee, August interrupted Brian as my lunch break came to an end, and he made his way back for practice.

“So, Mr Rugby player. What do you say to supper at my place this evening?” August said while running her nails along his bicep.

Brian stopped in his tracks and watched on as her hand slithered down his arm.

The sight of watching another woman run her hands over my husband’s arms made my breath grow sharp and erratic.

“I can’t. I’m sorry,” Brian responded, in his classic gentleman-like tone.

My heart sank.

“If you’re free, then perhaps we could do supper tomorrow night?” Brian added.

My face lit up.

I worked hard to hide the look of excitement on my face as Brian gave me a final kiss goodbye and made his way off to rugby practice.

I caught August staring at his firm ass as he walked out. I couldn’t help but feel a slight sense of pride.

“Fuck me Lana, but you are one lucky woman!” August commented.

Yeah. If only…
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My heart thumped inside my chest as I watched him spread her legs open, preparing to make his way in. Biting my lower lip, I turned my head to get a better view of his cock piercing against her flesh and spreading her lips apart.

“Oh, fuck! Yes, that’s it!” I edged him on. My finger rested on the folds of my entrance, watching eagerly as he thrusted forward, spreading my boss’s lips apart.

August laid-back with her legs spread apart, taking in a sharp breath, readying herself.

“Babe!” I heard in the far distance.

Her eyes rolled back as his cock spread her open.

“Babe!!”

My head shot up, and my eyes flicked open, panting heavily.

The sight of Brian on top of me left me gasping with shock.

“Um. What happened?” I asked innocently.

“I should be asking you that?” Brian said. A look of concern flushed over his face.

Oh, my fuck! How much did he hear!?

Brian spent a few moments staring at me curiously. I tried to look back, but my eyes couldn’t meet with his. After a few moments of awkward silence, Brian turned to his side and fell asleep.

Understandably, I didn’t get much sleep that night. Breakfast that morning didn’t make matters any better.

That was perhaps the most awkward breakfast we’ve had. From the lack of eye contact and morning banter, I could tell he heard too much!

“Um, enjoy practice today!”

Brian turned to me, without saying a word.

“Love,” I quickly added.

“Yeah. Enjoy your day with… August.”

Fuck me. This day couldn’t get any worse.

I’ve never felt more ashamed in my life. To make matters worse, the dream was all blurry. I have no idea how much Brian heard or what he heard!

I have been fantasising about my boss, August, getting a taste of Brian's thick cock for as long as I can remember. August has always had a wild side to her. I can't explain it, but I find the thought of seeing if she can handle my man's cock thrilling.

This little fantasy of mine should have remained just that – a fantasy!

Now, the cat is out of the bag, and I can only imagine what Brian must think of me! Like seriously, what kind of married woman wants nothing more than for her man to cheat on her?

More concerning, what kind of wife wants to watch while her husband cheats on her?
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Chapter 2



“Good morning beautiful,” August’s voice echoed as I stepped into the large warehouse.

“Morning,” I blushed, forgetting about the awkwardness of last night.

“Well, I guess it’s just us today!”

I stood behind August’s desk awkwardly, in search of a response.

“The bitch called in sick,” August confirmed, in response to the look of confusion plastered on my face. “Again,” she added.

“August, can I ask you a question?”

“Of course, dear!” August responded.

I feel so uncomfortable when she refers to me as dear, especially with her being only two years older than me. With her perky breasts and curvaceous physique, August does not look like she’s 35. In fact, her killer body would give most 21-year olds a run for their money.

“How are you so… so free?” I mumbled.

“What on earth do you mean?” August laughed. “I’m going to need some more context on this one.”

“I mean… Well, you live an awesome life. A life most people would be envious of,” I continued, saying it more to myself than to August.

August summoned me closer with a flick of her hand. Without any second thoughts of disobedience, I moved in closer towards August’s chair.

Dear Lord, she looked sexy and powerful sitting behind that swirling, executive chair.

“I know where you're going with this. Look, I don't do anything wonderful. A free-spirited and naughty vixen lies within all of us, I have just learned how to embrace it.” August twirled her hair in between her fingers as her gaze slowly moved up to meet my eyes.

“Speaking of a vixen,” her eyes shot up to meet mine. “I can tell there's a vixen inside of you, just waiting to escape!”

“Umm… I… I’m not sure I follow?” I felt heat growing inside me and spreading throughout my body, ending in between my legs.

“Lana, you may be able to convince other people with this good-girl-act of yours, but I’m not so easily convinced.” August stands to her feet and slowly makes her way towards me, closing in on me. As August faced me, I took in the scent of her sweet perfume.

Her smell is deliciously intoxicating, making me weak in the knees.

August was so close to me, I could feel the heat of her body radiate on my skin, even through my clothes.

With my weakened knees and a fire brewing within, I felt weak as August reached out for my hair.

August’s fingers combed down my long chest-nut coloured hair. As she reached the ends, she continued to run her fingers down my arm, filling me with goosebumps. With large fear filled eyes, I watched on eagerly, not daring to stop her.

“Kiss me!”

As the words escaped my lips, I slammed my hand on my mouth.

It was too late. My intentions were known.

I’m making a habit of slipping out the most inappropriate requests. First with Brian and now with my boss. Get your shit together, Lana!

A coy grin formed on August’s lips, cocky almost, as she flung her hair back and leaned in to kiss me. Instinctively, I opened my lips and closed my eyes, eagerly awaiting her entrance.

Shivers ran down my spine as her tongue entered me and slowly started swirling inside me. The sweet taste of her tongue brushing against mine echoed in my pussy.

As our lips continued smacking together in our fit of passion, my cunt ached for more.

It’s as if she read my mind. With her right hand holding the back of my head, her left hand slowly slid down my tank top, stopping as she reached my breasts.

One gentle squeeze on my tit was enough to send me to the moon. With every squeeze and press, I felt my pussy lips clench tighter. I gasped into August’s mouth as she slowly lowered her hands down my belly.

Breaking the kiss, August lifted my top and pulled it over my head, flicking it to the side. My entire being quivered with want as I got the first touch of her hand on my bare skin.

“Let me see those beautiful breasts!” She breathed, reaching her arms around me for the strap of my bra.

My cunt ached to be touched. I can feel my pussy grow wetter with her every touch.

With my bra removed, August admired my firm breasts, before shooting up a devilish smile at me. Grabbing hold of each breast, she placed my tits firmly in her hand, before taking my bud in her mouth, delicately nibbling as she skillfully sucked on my nipples.

The pleasure has taken over me, controlling every fibre of my being and driving my knees to the point of near collapse.

I leaned back against the desk for support. August leaned in on me as she continued relentlessly having her way with my breasts.

“Oh, my fuck!” I gasped as August cupped her hands over my aching cunt. The pleasure was becoming uncontrollable, at this rate I was going to squirt inside my panties.

August lowered her tongue down my belly, slowly slithering towards my pussy.

I lifted my head and looked up at August, desperation flooded over my face as she lifted her head to meet my eyes. She grinned deviously as she lifted the top button on my skirt.

I could feel the warmness of her breath on my cunt. She slowly lowered my skirt and dropped it to my ankles.

I tried to kick the skirt off, but she held my legs tight.

“Oh no, I don’t want you kicking about when I stick my tongue inside this beautiful pussy.”

My legs were held captive by my skirt as August slowly rolled her tongue up my thigh, making her way towards my wet pussy.

I squirmed on August’s desk as she snaked her way up my legs and circled the tips of her tongue on my inner thigh, inches away from my throbbing pussy.

I found a sense of relief when August finally placed her hand over my pussy. Her thumb, daringly, resting in between my lips.

As her devilish tongue continued teasing me playfully, August found the edge of my panty with her teeth. With the band of my underwear held firmly in her mouth, August looked up at me before pulling it down.

The coolness of the fresh air breezed against my wet cunt, overflowing with my juices.

“Ooooh,” I moaned. Painful tension built up in my pussy, begged for a release.

August pulled the panties down my thigh and took in the sight of my cunt. My pussy glistened with the juices soaking up my entrance.

“For such a beautiful cunt, it’s really a shame it’s not used as often as it should be!” August exclaimed.

I squirmed as August spoke into my pussy.

“Oh, my fuck,” I moaned as August spread my lips apart with her tongue, slowly pushing her tip into my entrance.

With her tongue slipped inside me, August started rubbing her thumb against my bud. At this rate, I wasn’t going to last very long. Besides, it’s understandable; I don’t know when last I have been touched like this.

“Wait!” I breathed. Trying to prolong the pleasure.

“Just lay back and enjoy it!” August affirmed.

My head started spinning, losing control of all my senses. A wave of ecstasy flooded over me as August continued rubbing against my aching bud.

“Fuck!” I cried out into the empty office as the orgasm shook my walls. Relentlessly, August continued pressing against my clit as the painful tension turned into blissful ecstasy. My back arched and my legs stiffened as I found my release.

After squirting all over August’s hand, I laid back and floated on a cloud of pleasure.

Exhaling deeply, I fought hard to regain my breath, and after a few moments, I opened my eyes to look at the pleased look on August's face.

“Oh, you are a fucking monster!” August applauded.

I looked down on August’s hand, glistening from the shine of my wetness and found myself becoming shy again. Never in a million years did I think I would be laying on my bosses’ desk, with my legs spread apart and her hand filled with my juices.

“Come on! Nothing to be shy about,” August started. “I know I certainly enjoyed it!”

I closed my eyes, and the world around me continued to spin. "It was good," I breathed.
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Chapter 3



Ifelt as if I were walking on cloud 9, I almost forgot about the awkward tension between Brian and I.

I broke out singing I’m every woman as I bounced through the front door.

Seeing Brian’s grumpy face, I was soon reminded I had to at least try and act miserable. Nothing pisses him off more than the sight of someone not taking him seriously.

“Hey, babe.” If only he knew what we were up to earlier today, he would probably have filed for divorce. Stuffy old man.

“What time are we going to August’s place?” Brian asked bluntly.

“We can,” I cleared my throat. “We can go whenever you are ready,” I said, correcting my tone once I realised I started off sounding far too jovial.

“I need to grab a shower,” Brian said coldly.

Brian was dripping with sticky sweat, and he carried that familiar man-scent that drives me insane. I marvelled in the sight of those broad shoulders as he lifted his training vest. “You're still okay to go?” I asked, breaking my train of thought.

“Yes. Unless there is a reason, we shouldn't?” He fished.

“Of course not.”

I continued staring on with lust as he lowered his pants, together with his underwear. Those tight training shorts slid down his ripped, muscular legs. Damn, you would never have said I got off just a few hours before. If only Brian could read my mind, he would rip my clothes off and bend me over right here.

That huge cock of his, even when flaccid, is enough to drive any woman wild.

With all the unspoken tension between us, I still can’t help but imagine him spreading August’s pussy apart with that thick cock of his.

After she helped me out earlier today, the least I could do was return the favour and share my sexy husband.

I swallowed hard as Brian walked out of the bathroom. Beads of water droplets rolled down the indents of his abs, leaving an uncontrollable ache inside my cunt.

“Are we going to talk about last night?” Brian asked curtly, without making eye contact.

“Um… Yeah sure?” I replied nervously. I got carried away with all my sexual fantasies that I forgot about this inevitable and totally unnecessary conversation. I was hoping this moment wouldn’t come. But knowing Brian, he will not be at ease until he gets to the bottom of this dream.

“Last night,” Brian started. “You were asking me to… screw your boss?” Brian turned to me. “What is that about?”

“I… I am… Not sure where that comes from.”

“Why don’t I believe you?”

I rolled my eyes. “Because you’re insecure?”

“Look me in the eye when you speak.”

I looked up and felt as if I was under interrogation. “Look, it was just a bad dream.”

“Yeah, something tells me it was a little more than a bad dream.”

“Okay Brian, you will just have to believe what you want to.” I snapped. “You know what? Do you honestly think this is the time for this? We have to get going!” I grabbed the car keys. “And I’m driving!”

I stood outside August's door and pressed the bell. My heart pounding inside my chest. What if the little episode August and I shared earlier slips from her mouth and Brian finds out what I really got up to at work?

Knowing him, he would properly never let me work another day again.

The ride to August's place was uncomfortable, to say the least. I drove like a mad thing. It wasn't intentional or anything, but that awkward silence was driving me insane.

“Hey beautiful,” August lead in to hug me as she opened the door. “Oh, and I see you brought with you a Demi-God?” August flirted, rolling her eyes all over my man.

Dear God, please stop!

If only she knew how awkward things already were between us.

Brian extended his hand forward, to which August rejected, instead leaning in to hug him.

For someone as prim and proper as Brian, he is not used to women like August. He's not used to having a woman know exactly what she wants and not afraid of making her intentions known.

"Oh, no thanks." Brian rejected the colourful cocktail she handed him. "I'm not drinking today," Brian affirmed.

“Nonsense!” August affirmed, standing her ground as she handed him the colourful drink.

“I have practice early tomorrow morning.”

“Well, we all have work, okay! And besides, it’s rude manners not to accept a drink,” she smirked. “Especially when that drink is made by a lady,” she adds, flicking her hair back seductively.

Reluctantly, Brian grabbed the drink.

The squeamish look on his face as he took his first sip told me she made sure the drink was extra potent—a woman with a plan.

Both Brian and I couldn’t prevent inebriation, especially during supper.

Let’s just say, August has many talents, but cooking is not one of them.

I wonder if the potent drink wasn’t intentional—knowing we would need extra alcohol to swallow her lame attempt at Spaghetti Bolognese? The only way we could stomach the food was to take a big gulp of the Long Island iced teas, she kept flowing, with every bite.

Knowing August, anything is possible.

“I’ll be right back.” August teased, running her fingers through her beautiful long blonde hair as she turned, giving us a mouthwatering view of her ass. “I just need to get dressed into something… a little more comfortable.”

As the sounds of August’s footsteps upstairs thinned out, Brian turned to face me.

Even though we were seated on a two-seater couch, we were so far apart, one could easily have assumed it’s a three seater.

I can tell the alcohol has started taking effect by the glare of the light in Brian’s face and his slightly slurred speech.

“I still think we need to talk about what happened,” Brian said to me struggling to hold his gaze.

“Dear Lord, you have got to be kidding me!” I snapped, becoming irritated with the subject.

“Sorry. I just thought we could let everything out quickly,” Brian said softly—as soft as the base in his voice would allow.

I may have gotten the wrong signal, but it almost seemed as if he was staring intensely into my chest. It wasn't just a look; it's a look I recognized from when we first started dating—a look I had almost forgotten existed. With lustful eyes, his gaze continued to glide down my body.

“Okay, sorry for snapping at you, but do we need to talk about that now?”

“Well,” Brian slurred. “I would think this is the best place and time to talk about it?”

I watched on suspiciously as a devilish smirk formed on his lips.

Oh my God! He’s flirting with me!

His eyes ravished my entire body, unleashing his long-lost inner dom.

“So,” Brian started, placing his Long Island Iced tea on the centre table and leaning in closer towards me.

He bit his lower lip, and his eyes narrowed, burning with an intense fire. “Are you going to tell me a bit more about that dream?”

The feistiness I felt all afternoon dissipated with his touch on my knee. “I'm sorry! I know, I'm a really shitty person.”

Brian had a look of disappointment on his face. “No babe, you’re not. I’m the shitty person.”

“What? … What does –” I mumbled.

“Meaning I was hoping it would turn into more than just a dream.”

My eyes widened as if I had seen a ghost and my jaw dropped to the ground. Did my husband, perhaps the world’s most conservative man, just admits to wanting to screw my boss?

Before I could even begin forming a response, my thoughts were interrupted by August walking down the stairs.

Brian turned around to face the host. I quickly closed my mouth once I realised how ridiculous I look at the sight of Brian's gaping mouth.

“Careful big boy,” August laughed. “My mom always told me if you keep your mouth open for so long, something might just fill it.” My pussy quivered.

Brian shifted about uncomfortably.

“Lucky for you, I never really listened to my mama. Always the one eager to open my mouth.”

Even I swallowed hard at that comment. I can only imagine what must be going through Brian’s mind.

As August strolled down the stairs, seductively swerving her curvaceous hips left and right, she showed off a black and red lacy lingerie set. Brian was taken aback by the sudden change in outfit. Not that he complained, he licked his lower lip as he watched my boss strolling down the stairs in an inch-high pair of black stilettos.

Little was left to the imagination. Even with the black silk pullover, I could still see all the hard work August put in the gym.

My heart raced as I watched her walking towards us, a coy smirk planted on her face. This is August’s confidence that leaves my pussy aching with want!

Given the heat filling me, I can only imagine what must have been going through Brian’s mind as the sex-goddess walked towards us.

Extending my tongue, I licked my dry lips for moisture and swallowed hard before speaking. “Wow August, you didn’t tell us this was a dress-up party?”

“That’s because it’s not,” August laughed. “I’m just wearing this for the sake of formalities!”

Even with the space between Brian and I closed off now, August squeezed in-between us. She turned to me, a grin I recognized from just a few hours ago, and placed her left hand on my thigh. Shivers ran down my spine with her touch.

Once satisfied with the sound of my heavy breathing, she extended her right hand on Brian’s. August leaned back with her hands firmly placed on both our laps, a cocky grin on her mouth.

Brian stared at the vixen in black and red, but he wouldn't dare remove her hand. As he stole a glance at me, his eyes told it all.

Given a chance, he would pounce on her, even with me watching!

“Oh damn! I forgot my drink in the kitchen,” August said turning to Brian and running her hand up and down his thigh. “Won’t you be an angel and get it for me, please?”

Brian swallowed hard. “I don’t think that’s possible right now!”

Brian's face was redder than a ripened tomato, but August was not going to back off so easily. Even if it meant watching him squirm, she would have her way.

“And why not?” August asked suspiciously, her grip on his thigh tightened.

I turned my head to look passed August's breast and realised why this was not the right time.

As August deviously continued running her hands, that got me off just a few hours ago, up Brian’s strong muscled thighs, I noticed a tent begin to develop inside his jeans. The sight brought a smile to my face.

I lifted myself off the couch. “I’ll get it, but you’re coming with me!”

Discomfort flooded my husband’s face as I grabbed on his hand, lifting him off the couch.

“Oh my! What do we have here?” August smirked, her eyes fixated on Brian’s stiffened prick pushing against his jeans.

Brian swallowed heavily and hunched forward, in a sad attempt to hide his raging boner, as I pulled him along to fetch August's drink. Unfortunately, when your cock is as massive as Brian's, it becomes tough to hide your intentions.

“I’m so –”

“Babe, it’s totally okay!” I interrupted Brian, once we were out of August’s sight.

For a man, raised in a conservative home and taught to always play by the book, this kind of behaviour is totally unacceptable. Desire filled every fibre of my being as I leaned in on Brian, grabbing him by the back of his head. My lips found his and Brian didn't need any further convincing. Opening his mouth, he welcomed my tongue inside him.

I gasped as the passion took over him and he grabbed on my ass, squeezing them as his cock stiffened further, poking at my belly.

As our tongues continued swirling inside each other’s mouths, I grabbed hold of his massive tool. Struggling to wrap my little hands around his cock, I started rubbing up and down his shaft. He revelled in the moment as he breathed heavily into my mouth with appreciation.

“Babe,” I said, pulling away from his lips. “I’m not like most stuck-up wives,” I confirmed—in case he still had any doubts.

Grabbing hold of August's drink, I pulled on Brian's hand, leading him back to the lounge before he could adjust his cock and try hiding that raging boner.

Even if nothing happened between Brian and August, I still wanted to show off the massive tent he is capable of creating, even through the thick fabric of his jeans.

“There you go,” I said to August, handing her drink.

“Thanks love!” Turning to Brian and with a quick and swift flick of her hand, she stretched her arm forward, preventing Brian from taking a seat. “I think it’s best you remain standing,” she told Brian as her eyes narrowed suggestively. August snaked her hand down Brian’s abdomen.

Through his t-shirt, she ran her fingers against the indents of his six-pack. Snaking her way lower, approaching Brian’s giant cock.

Brian stood back, with parted lips, breathing out heavily as her hands continued to roam lower toward his nether regions. A part of him wanting to grab hold of her hand and stop her, but a more significant part wanted it to continue.

My pussy quivered with appreciation as August started taking full control over my man.

With a hint of desperation in my voice, I looked up at Brian.

“Go for it!”
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Chapter 4



Brian had turned a different shade of red. His face was flustered and filled with lust.

His gaping mouth breathed out slowly as he looked down at August. Finally reaching his cock, August gave it a good squeeze.

“Oh fuck!” Brian groaned. His eyes closed with pleasure and he rolled his head backwards.

I watched as Brian’s hands hung helplessly. With August squeezing on his prick, his hands run up his thigh—summoning all his control, he worked hard not to grab August by the hair and demand she sucked him off.

“Fuck me! Lana, you are one lucky woman!”

As much as I could see the excitement in August, her eyes moved cautiously–probably wondering whether she could handle him or not. Brian's cock is not fit for the fainthearted, and he knew this.

I suppose watching him stretch her pussy and filling her with his enormous cock is all part of the thrill.

Holding firmly onto Brian's cock, August lifted herself off the couch. She looked even taller than usual with her slick high heels, but in comparison, Brian looked like a giant—a sexy muscular giant.

I watched as August closed in on my husband, her body pressing firmly against his. My heart started pounding with anticipation.

Brian gave me one final glance that said, are you sure? I smiled in response. I have never been more confident about something in my life!

With my final look of approval, Brian bit his bottom lip as he turned back to August. Grabbing her by the back of her head, he leaned in on her, aiming for her full cherry lips.

As his lips met hers, August reached up for his shoulders and lifted her left leg up to her ass—in what appears to be a pose of victory.

The only sounds that could be heard is that of their lips smacking together passionately. That and the subtle tones of them moaning.

Brian’s hands ran through August’s smooth, silky blonde hair. Her beautiful hair is perhaps her most dominant feature and compliments her curves. Her hair is long and rests on her hips. With Brian’s hand running through her hair, her hands ran down his back.

I sat deep in the couch, taking in the steamy scene unfolding in front of me—a dream come true. I wondered what role I had to play in all of this?

Do I sit back and watch it unfold?

Do I cheer them on?

Do I help them undress?

I decided it was best to sit back and enjoy the show.

Allowing myself to fall deeper into the couch, I breathed out a sigh of relief.

August's fingers found the edge of Brian's T-shirt and she slipped her hands underneath, getting the first feel of his skin.

I watched on eagerly as my husband squirmed with pleasure at the touch of her silky-smooth hands on his back.

If anyone, I can attest to the power of her touch. A glide of her hand on your bare skin is enough to send anyone to the moon.

As I laid back on the couch, I imagined the taste of either of their tongues in my mouth. My parched, dry lips could definitely do with some attention, but I wouldn’t dare disturb them.

August took control of the situation as she broke the kiss and pulled on his shirt, lifting Brian's T-shirt over his head. Obediently, he raised his arms so she could easily throw it one side.

As my husband stood in front of my boss, bare-chested, she spent a few moments to take in his perfectly chiselled body. At the pleased expression on August's face, a sly grin formed on my lips. I imagined the thoughts that must be running through her mind.

Like a kid in a toy-store, her eyes beamed with joy, running the tips of her fingernails against his chest. Brian squirmed at her touch, panting heavily, but he ground his teeth to try and remain in control.

But, he wasn’t in control. August knew it. I knew it. Soon, Brian will find out as well.

August is not like most women. Brian's going to have a tough time taming her. As August continued to run her hands against my husband's skin, Brian pulled her in closer, flicking her silky throw-over off her shoulders.

Her black robe landed on the floor, and for the first time, I had a clear, uncensored view of my boss's incredible body.

How can one woman be so perfect!

The sight of her generously sized tits, and curvaceous hips dampened my pussy further.

Brian wasted little time to reach around her back, lifting the strap of her bra. With one hand, Brian skillfully lifted her bra and August’s tits bounced freely with appreciation. Her perky nipples stood at attention.

I found myself wondering whether her tits were real? They were generously sized, to say the least, but still had an effortless bounce to them, suggesting they were natural.

Brian’s hand snaked around her delicate torso to her front, grabbing hold of her breasts and giving them a gentle squeeze.

“Ooooh! Yeah!” August moaned helplessly. The sounds of her moan flush my pussy with another layer of juices.

The sight of my husband bringing pleasure to another woman is driving me insane. As much as I wish I got to experience his touch and that it was me moaning and begging for more, the sight of seeing my husband revel in lust was even more worthwhile.

My hand slowly slipped inside my skirt to give my aching cunt a sense of calm. With my hand cupped over my wet pussy, a wave of relief flooded over me.

August’s head fell back as Brian lowered his head towards her breast, leaving a trail of gentle kisses down her neck until he reached her tits.

After one final squeeze on her tits, Brian took her nipples in his mouth.

“Oh yes! Fuck!” August moaned with gratification.

The flustered look on her face, a clear sign that pleasure was taking over August. In a fit of passion, she reached for Brian's muscled back. As he continued sucking on and squeezing her tits, she dug her nails into his back–but this did not stop him. Relentlessly, he kept driving, filling her with ecstasy.

I ran my fingers against the wetness of my panties and August did the same. I don’t blame her. With my husband pleasing her, it’s little wonder her legs haven’t caved in by now.

Unable to control herself any longer, she placed her hand on her cunt to find a sense of relief. Before she could slip her finger inside her panties, Brian reached her hand, pulling it away.

“Oh my God!” August cried out.

Grabbing on her soft thighs, Brian lifted her, holding her firmly in his grip as he carried her towards the dining room table. The same table where we ate her poor attempt of Spaghetti Bolognese.

With her arms wrapped firmly around his neck for support, Brian lowered her onto the table and leaned in on her, until she laid flat on her back.

Luckily, the table wasn’t very far from where I was sitting. I still had a clear view of everything unfold in front of me. My knees have grown so weak, I don’t think I would have been able to lift myself off the couch to watch the show.

Lying flat on her back, August ran her fingers through her hair as Brian reached for the band of her panties. Brian slowly pulled it down her thighs, revealing her perfectly manicured pussy.

I took in a sharp breath as I took in the view of my bosses’ cunt.

It's little wonder she is so confident. She has the most beautiful pussy I have seen. Her resting lips, guided by a small happy patch of hair, led to her entrance.

As my fingers slipped underneath the fabric of my panties, I shook my head and opened my eyes wide. I can’t believe my fantasy is playing out right before me. I can’t help but think this is all a dream and that I would be waking up any second now, with Brian’s judgmental eyes staring me down.

Who would’ve thought that my Brian, my conservative Brian, would have my boss’s legs spread out on the table and her panties down to her ankles as he readies himself to eat out her pussy?

As I slid my finger against the folds of my cunt, August shut her eyes tight and laid back with eager anticipation of Brian’s tongue on her entrance.

I swallowed hard as Brian spread August's legs apart and lowered himself onto the folds of her centre. Brian knows he is a big and strong man and as such has always been extra careful not to hurt me. I can see him showing the same respect to my boss, and that turns me on even further.

I no longer had any control over Brian's urges, and neither did he. August wanted him to fill her entire body with pleasure, and he was more than happy to oblige.

My pussy trembled as Brian tapped his thick, strong fingers onto the folds of August's cunt, leaving her agonising, craving more of his touch. Apart from that massive cock of his, Brian understood the importance of making a woman squirm. He never fucks you until you laid begging for him to ram that thick shaft inside you.

Brian teased her one last time with his fingers before he got his taste. My own fingers involuntarily started gliding up and down in between the folds of my cunt. My middle finger is marinated with the juices seeping through the fabric of my panty.

Deciding it was time to join in on the fun an get naked as well, I lifted the button of my skirt and together with my underwear pulled it down to my ankles before kicking it off.

A sense of freedom swept over me as the cool breeze brushed against my wetness, sending ripples of euphoria throughout my body.

My heart raced as Brian lowered himself onto August’s beautiful pink opening. The moment I have been waiting for—he is finally getting a taste of that breathtaking cunt.

His wicked tongue extended onto her pussy, taking in the first taste of her dripping fluids. With his tongue curled to lick her up, his eyes shot up to meet hers. He wants to see her every expression as he had his way with her. “Your pussy tastes incredible!”

Lust-filled desperation rested on August’s face as my husband extended his tongue further and spread her lips apart. Squirming violently on the Trestle base dining room table, August tried kicking her legs about as an expression of her uncontrollable urges, but Brian grabbed on her ankles and held her legs firm as he continued eating out her pussy.

“Fuck! Yes!” I found myself cheerleading from the couch. Thinking back to earlier that afternoon, when August held my legs firmly in her hands.

August is a powerful sexual being and knows precisely what she wants. I can imagine there aren't many men that can please her sexually.

I don't think much could have prepared her for the overwhelming sensation of Brian's strong tip reaching her entrance and dragging up around her clit.

"Fuck!" She cried, loud enough for the neighbours to hear her screams of ecstasy.

The desperation in her voice drove me insane, filling me with unexpected heat. Finding my entrance, I slipped my finger inside my pussy and drew my finger against my flesh, up to my clit.

“Oooh!” I moaned out loud, adding to the existing sounds of heavy panting.

The sounds of me moaning caught Brian's attention as he lifted his head to steal a glance at me.

My groaning drove him over the edge as he started removing the buckle of his belt, eager to get naked. The loud zipping sound of his jeans caught both August’s and my attention. With my finger resting inside my pussy and August lifting herself up to get a view, we watched on hungrily.

Brian’s thick, stiff cock pushed against his pants as he lifted the button on his jeans and slowly slid his pants down.

Brian’s skinny jeans wrapped around his firm ass and legs. There’s nothing better than grabbing onto that sexy ass when he has my legs spread apart, ramming in and out of my cunt.

As he slid down his pants, my insides quivered with the first reveal of his firm, defined legs. August sat up, panting with eager anticipation, as she watched his enormous cock bounce freely—all 10 inches of his cock.

“Oh, my fuck!” August yelped. Her reaction to his massive tool left me smiling, beaming with pride. Not many women can say their man is as blessed as mine.

“I’m sorry. Too big?” Brian asked, concerned. Even in his moment of weakness and lust, my husband is still ever the gentleman.

“Well, yeah! It’s freaking huge!” August exclaimed. “But I can’t wait to grab a taste,” she said, lifting herself up, eager to have her lips wrapped around Brian’s manhood.

With his cock wrapped around August’s little hands, she stretched her mouth open, Brian stood back and closed his eyes patiently waiting for the sensation of her lips on his prick. August started rubbing his thick shaft in between her tiny hands, pulling back his foreskin. She licked her lips and flung her hair back.

"Oh, fuck!" I cried out. I still cannot believe this is happening—my boss ready to take my husband’s cock in her mouth!

Watching August’s lips wrap around Brian’s head, I imagined his pre-cum filling my mouth instead.

With every moan that escaped my lips, Brian started losing more control. With August bobbing her head back and forth as she took in every inch of him, Brian glanced over at me, watching my finger slip in and out of my aching pussy with increasing speed. A possessive look in his eye formed as he watched grow weaker with every passing second.

As much as I thought August would struggle with my man’s cock, she handled him like a pro. She managed to take in his thick cock, without even the slightest hint of gagging.

With his eyes fixed on me, Brian grabbed onto August head’s and directed his pelvis forward, thrusting in and out of her mouth.

My husband gives off a lot of pre-cum. To be honest, that’s one of the things I love about him. I can only imagine the clean, salty taste of his cum filling August’s mouth and driving her taste buds wild.

“Oh fuck! Fuck yeah!” Brian groaned.

August glanced over at me with her classic devilish smirk, before winking at me. She never used any words, and she didn't need to. But I knew exactly what that wink meant.

“I want to you to fuck me good, big boy!”
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Chapter 5



Brian did not need a second invitation, jumping at the opportunity, he pulled August legs towards him. August’s body slid across the table as he grabbed on his shaft, directing it at her cunt, preparing for entrance.

“Na ah!” August shot up. “Not so fast!”

Confused, Brian glanced around, was there something he missed. “Um…sorry?”

“I had my turn. Now it’s your turn to get on the table,” she smirked as she slid off the dining room table. Standing on her slick high heels, she pushed Brian by his chest, ordering him to lay on his back.

I watched in amusement as my boss ordered my husband around.

Brian had an uneasy look on his face, distrusting almost. He’s not used to being pushed around by anyone, but he quickly obeyed her instruction.

Deciding to make the most of the situation, he fell back on the table. With his thick cock pointing toward the ceiling, he laid on his back and crossed his hands behind his head.

August had an accomplished look on her face. Using his strong legs for support, she climbed on top of the table and up to his midsection, until her pussy hovered over the tip of his cock.

August took in a deep breath as she grabbed on his shaft and lowered herself onto him. Holding her breath, she slowly slid down his shaft.

With my man’s head submerged inside her slippery opening, she allowed her pussy to stretch. Once she got used to the feeling of his enormous prick inside her, August lowered further and took in another inch.

Brian stretched August’s pink flesh to the limits and filled her completely.

I continued to run my finger in and out of my aching cunt, with my thumb placing relentless pressure on my slit, as the steamy scene unfolded in front of me.

Both Brian and August were filled with so much passion that neither of them even thought about grabbing a condom.

I wouldn’t have had it any other way. There is nothing hotter than watching my man’s raw cock rub against every part of her flesh, massaging her most sensitive areas with his bare muscle.

It’s as if Brian read my mind. Turning to me, panting desperately, he mumbled. “Protection!?”

August let out a sigh of relief as she lowered herself balls deep. “Don’t worry about it.” Flustered, she lifted herself up slightly, before dropping back down on him. “Just… enjoy it!”

August shuffled about a few times to get used to the feel of him.

Once my boss’s cunt was stretched out enough, August allowed her head to fall back and enjoy the feeling of being filled by my husband.

At first, she started grinding her hips against him. She rode that thick cock like a professional. “Oh, fuck!” She moaned.

Brian exhaled deeply every time she landed as she bounced up and down his shaft.

With her hands resting on his knees, her luscious blonde hair fell on his thighs. Brian grabbed on her full tits, squeezing them gently with every pounce.

Usually, I would be so self-conscious laying on my boss’s couch fingering myself, especially while watching her get off with my husband, but I couldn’t feel freer. The cocky smirk that rested on August face as she rode him drove me insane. It’s becoming harder for me to control myself, fighting off my urges to break into orgasm before they found their release.

August placed her fingers on her slit and started touching herself as she continued bouncing. I could tell she wouldn’t last much longer.

“Oh. My. Fuck!!” She squirmed.

Her generously sized tits bounced with every movement, making the show even more enjoyable to watch.

“Fuck! Yes! Come for me!” Brian edged on.

With every bounce, August rubbed on her clit more aggressively, and her face turned a different shade of pink.

“Oooh! Fuuuuck me!” She cried. Her moans increased in decibels with every pounce.

With blurred vision, I watched on as her folds became too sensitive to handle and she released the pressure of her finger on her cunt. Brian took his cue and held firmly onto her hips, and he rammed hard in an out of her pussy. Sounds of Brian's heavy balls slapping against her ass drove August over the edge.

Waves of euphoria flooded over August. For the first time, I watched my boss lose all control.

“Ah, fuck!!!” She screamed. Her back arched forward, and her body shrivelled violently around Brian.

Brian continued pumping hard in and out of her cunt and lowered his finger, placing it on her clit, until she screamed out with ecstasy and reached her final squirt.

Finally, he let August soak in her orgasm. My heart raced as fast as August gasped for air, breathing in and out.

Brian’s face was bloodshot red, with thick veins around his temple.

I could tell he’s wasn’t done. But, being ever the gentleman, he sat back and allowed her to finish.

“Oh, my fuck!” August breathed. “That was fucking magical!”

As she climbed off his lap, Brian looked at me. It was a look I had never seen before. With my finger resting on the folds of my cunt, I looked back at Brian, desperately.

His cock was covered with August's fluid, and the thick veins wrapped around his cock begged for release.

“You’re next!” Brian said, lifting himself off the table and marching, in all his naked glory, towards me.

My heart pounded inside my chest with every step he took. My body was weakened with want.

I stared at my sexy husband, wishing he would bend me over on the couch and fuck me as well.

“Fuck! I can’t take it any longer! I need to have you!” Brian breathed.

His words filled me, ending up in my quivering cunt. My pussy throbbed with anticipation. I simply⁠—

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out as Brian placed my hips under his strong hands. I swung my arms around his neck for support as he carried me over to the dining room table.

Fuck me, I’m next!

And my boss is going to watch me get fucked!

He gently placed me on the surprisingly, comfortable table. Brian took complete control as he stretched my legs apart and leaned down to grab a taste of my pussy.

“No!” I breathed, pushing against his head. “I want you to fuck me!” I pleaded.

I couldn't wait a second longer. I need to feel him inside me, stretching me hard and rough.

“Fuck! Babe, you are so sexy!” Brian uttered, running his eyes over my naked body.

With my legs wrapped around his hips, I closed my eyes.

Beads of sweat dripped from his forehead onto my stretched-out legs as he positioned his cock at my entrance.

“Oh fuck!” I breathed, closing my eyes, as his head split my entrance apart.

Slowly, Brian pushed his cock inside me. I have never had Brian's cock inside me, without him spending at least half an hour stretching me open with his fingers. I found the idea of him using that thick shaft to spread me open, thrilling.

After inserting the first inch of his cock inside me, Brian pulled all the way out and rubbed the length of his shaft along my slit.

Teasing my pussy sent new waves of pleasure throughout my body.

Dragging his cock down my slit, he found my entrance again and spread my lips apart as he thrusted forward, filling me with another inch.

“Oh God! Yes!” I moaned.

He allowed me a few seconds to get used to the feeling of him inside me as he gently bobbed his hips back and forth, pressing against my flesh.

“I’m going to fuck you so good!” Brian promised.

“Yes!” I cried. “Fuck me, baby!”

I opened my eyes, and through my blurry vision, I saw Brian smiling back at me.

“Oh fuck!” I yelped as he pushed his cock further inside me. This time, only stopping once he was balls deep inside my cunt.

We both let out a sigh of release once he was completely submerged inside my opening.

“Oh my God!” August cheered. “This is so fucking sexy, you slut!”

For a moment, I forgot she was with us. With my man deep inside me, nothing else mattered, except him having his way with me.

His big strong hands held my hips tight as he pulled his cock out to the head and thrusted forward. This time, he wasn’t gentle. “Oooh! Yes!” I moaned.

With every thrust, my walls quivered with pleasure as he relentlessly fucked my aching cunt.

His hands ran across my naked body, worshipping every part of my skin as his balls slapped against my entrance.

The veins on his forehead expanded and I felt his cock swell inside me. “Oh fuck!” Brian groaned.

With his cock pressing against my most sensitive areas, I wasn’t going to last very long either. My skin tingled as ripples of ecstasy shot through me. The sight of desperation on Brian’s face was what really drove me over the edge.

Brian’s cock twitched inside me as my orgasm clamped around his girth.

“FUCK!” We cried in unison.
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Chapter 6



“Damn, who would’ve guessed Lana has such a machine of a husband?” August teased. “Lana, I won’t lie, but I am so jealous of you!”

Brian and I both blushed at my boss’s attempt to break the ice, before breaking out into awkward giggles. Once the laughter died down and I was able to fully gather my breath, I sat up, victory sweat staining the table, and looked up confidently at August. “Yeah, he’s a monster in bed!”

“Babe! Stop it!” Brian blushed.

“It’s true though!” I insisted.

The plan was never to share my husband with August for the rest of my life. After all, he is mine. I just found the idea of a woman, as strong and powerful as August, being bent over by a strong alpha male, like Brian, thrilling.

Most women would never consider sharing their husbands. And to be honest, a part of me felt this was so wrong, but boy am I glad I did! Not only did I get to live out one of my biggest fantasies, but our marriage has improved as well!

Let’s just say, our sex life has never been better!

As I suspected, Brian held off on sex, scared his colossal cock would hurt me. Dear lord, if only he spoke to me sooner, I would have been on my knees, begging for that prick.
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After a long, tiring day at work, I dropped my laptop bag on the kitchen counter. I’m in no mood to cook right now. When Brian gets back home, we’re getting take out.

“What the⁠—”

A rose attached to a hand-written note, held up by magnets on the fridge, caught my attention.

Don’t worry about cooking supper!

Supper will be served in the bedroom tonight :-)

XOXO

Brian

A smile formed on my face. What on earth does this man have planned?

My heart raced with anticipation and pounded faster with every creak of the wooden floor as I made my way upstairs to the bedroom.

Reaching the final step, I noticed a trail of rose petals leading to our bedroom door. Oh my God! This guy is just the sweetest!

Following the trail of rose petals, I pushed open our bedroom door.

My eyes widened, and my jaw dropped.

"Hey, babe! Just thought I'd return the favour.”

On our bed, Brian laid in his underwear with two of his rugby mates. All three muscled men stared at me with greedy, eager smiles.

That’s when it hit me. Brian listened in on my dreams again…

The End
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Jessica is preparing for marriage. She had always been strict about her “first-time” and insisted on waiting for marriage.

As the day of the wedding, and more frightening, the day Michael and Jessica consummate their marriage draws nearer, Jessica decides she needs to impress her husband to-be.

Without Michael’s knowledge, she sets off to hire a male escort for the night to teach her the ropes.

To Jessica’s surprise, she was more interested in Hannah, who has a rather surprising occupation, than any of the other males she could have chosen from…

Dirty Secrets is an FFM Steamy read with not only steamy scenes, but gripping suspense and emotional scenes that will leaving you falling in love with the characters.

Dirty Secrets is the second book in a four-part series - Dirty Secrets.

Download

Note:

All my books are available on Kindle Unlimited. Subscribe to my mailing list to be the first to know when new books are released so you can start reading immediately!
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