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The Neglected Wife Finds A Lover – Chapter One
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No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop staring at Jenson. I mean, that was hardly polite behaviour, considering the fact he’s my husband’s boss, and my husband was sitting right next to me.

When Daniel told me earlier in the week that he was bringing his new boss home for dinner one night because he was new in town and didn’t know anyone yet, I had been pretty annoyed about it. After all, my husband had always had a habit of spending all his time sucking up to the guys in charge where he worked, hoping to get a promotion, but it had never worked. In fact, I wouldn’t have found it surprising if he was sucking off the bosses rather than just sucking up to them; seeing as getting a promotion was literally all he cared about.

So when I’d found out I was going to have to go all out and prepare a nice meal for the new guy, just so Daniel could try to impress him, I hadn’t been too happy. But I got dressed up anyway, making sure I looked like the trophy wife, because maybe if my husband could just get that damn promotion, then maybe he would finally start paying some attention to me. Judging by the way Jenson kept sneering at my husband, though, I got a feeling we weren’t going to be that lucky.

I was still pleased I’d got dressed up, though, because Jenson was gorgeous. After a dry spell with Daniel that had lasted so long that I’d stopped keeping track after the first eight months, I got flutters between my thighs every time his boss looked at me with his deep chocolate brown eyes. The man exuded sex whenever he turned his attention to me, and it was really starting to have an effect.

“So, I wanted to talk to you, Sir, about the Carter account. I have some plans about ways we can—”

Daniel’s words cut off instantly as Jenson lifted his hand up from the table. “I’m not here to talk office, Daniel,” Jenson replied abruptly. “I thought you invited me around for a nice dinner. Which, by the way, Zara has done a fantastic job of providing for me. Although I don’t know why she would go through all that trouble for you, considering the fact you’ve practically ignored her all evening.”

A small chuckle escaped me as my husband was berated by his boss, and I tried to hide it by lifting my glass and taking a sip of wine. Daniel only lowered his head, his face as red as a beetroot. He didn’t even try to defend himself, or give me the slightest compliment, and all the contempt I’d been feeling for my husband for a while now threatened to bubble over. He barely even acknowledged my existence these days unless he was telling me he needed me to do something for him, and I was sick of it. I stared at Daniel, making no effort to hide the daggers that were shooting from my eyes. Not that he noticed any of that, of course.

“Zara, why don’t you come and sit next to me and we can talk for a while.” Jenson’s voice was a deep baritone, yet smooth as silk, and it sent a shiver of longing down my spine. He patted the empty chair beside him, and my pathetic excuse for a husband didn’t even bother looking up as I stood and made my way around to the other side of the table.

Jenson smiled at me as I settled beside him, and the flutters in my core suddenly grew much more intense. I flashed him a nervous smile in return, and he reached out to place a hand on my knee. My skirt was short enough that my knee was bare, and the contrast of his dark skin against my alabaster skin tone was enough to make my mouth go dry. There was something so beautiful about that contrast, and for a brief moment, I wondered what it would look like if his naked body was pressed against mine, nothing but the endless beauty of his darkness against my light.

He cleared his throat, and I lifted my gaze up to his face. “Thank you for dinner tonight, Zara. It was delicious. I honestly don’t think I’ve ever eaten such succulent roast chicken before.”

I felt my cheeks burn at his compliment. The way he was staring at me intently had me squirming a little, and when he began stroking my knee with his thumb in what I could only assume was supposed to be a soothing motion, a fire started at my core.

God, was I really this hard up for attention that all it took to get me worked up was for a man to actually look at me while we had a conversation? A brief glance towards Daniel, who was staring at Jenson with an adoring gaze, was enough to remind me that I really was that hard up for attention. I couldn’t even remember the last time he’d looked at me that way.

I rolled my eyes and turned my attention back to Jenson, who I realised was still watching me with his lips curled up into an amused grin.

“Thank you, Jenson. I’m really happy you enjoyed the meal. Can I get you anything else? Maybe some more wine?”

He shook his head. “No, dear. There’s nothing else I desire right now more than I desire your company.”

My face turned hot once more, and I couldn’t help but wonder if he was hitting on me. But surely he wouldn’t do that, would he? Not with my husband sitting right across the table from us.

I shifted slightly in my seat, trying to find a position that didn’t aggravate the tingling sensation between my thighs even more. “I know you don’t want to talk about office stuff, Jenson, so what sort of things do you like to do outside of work?”

It had been my hope that by turning the conversation back to him that I would stop feeling so flustered by his attention, but he didn’t break eye contact once as he spoke to me.

“Hmmm, well, I like to keep active when I’m not at work. Too much time sitting at a desk isn’t good for my stamina, you know.” He winked at me, and I was almost certain that the small whimpering sound I’d heard had come from me. “So I go to the gym three or four times a week, and I like to go hiking on the weekends when I can. It helps to keep me fit and well.”

My gaze lowered, travelling slowly over his broad shoulders and thick arms. He sure as hell looked like he worked out often. Jenson seemed to be twice as wide as my husband, and I could tell just by looking at him that not an ounce of that was fat.

He squeezed my knee gently. “And what about you, Zara? What do you like to do?”

I gave a small shrug of my shoulders. “Not much, really,” I replied, feeling slightly embarrassed. “Most of my time goes into looking after the house. Cooking, laundry, cleaning. That kind of thing. When I do get time to relax, though, I love to read.”

A smile spread across Jenson’s face, the whiteness of his teeth seeming so bright against the darkness of his skin. He opened his mouth as if to say something, but then Daniel butted in.

“But, Sir, about the Carter account, I really have some amazing ideas and I think that if you would just listen to them, you’d see I’ve got potential. I mean, ummm, that my ideas have potential.”

Jenson gave my husband the coldest look I thought I’d ever seen, but for some reason, all it did was make my heart pound a little faster while I squirmed in my seat. There was something so powerful and confident about this man, and it was driving me crazy being so close to him. His strength practically radiated from him, and when I compared him to Daniel, my husband seemed tiny and pathetic.

But when Jenson turned his attention back to me, his eyes were back to being warm pools of dark chocolate that I just wanted to stare into forever. “So, do you have kids, Zara? Is that what keeps you so busy around the house?”

A loud huff emerged from me before I could stop it, and Jenson raised his eyebrows when he heard it. I cleared my throat and tried to take back control over the frustration I was feeling. “No, Jenson. We don’t have kids.”

He nodded his head slowly, looking between Daniel and me for a moment, seemingly reading us both with his perceptive gaze. “I realise this is none of my business but, am I right in thinking this has caused some tension between the two of you?”

“No,” Daniel answered quickly. “Not at all. We don’t want any children. They would be too much of a burden while I’m trying to work my way up the ranks at the office.”

All the resentment I’d been feeling towards my ignorant husband came rushing to the surface as I heard his words. “Are you fucking kidding me?” I screeched at him as I got to my feet. “All I’ve ever wanted was kids, and you promised me before we got married that I could have as many children as I want. And now you turn around saying that just because you want to impress your fucking boss?”

My coward of a husband actually had the nerve to flinch as I raised my voice at him, which only made me even more mad.

“Did he go back on his word, Zara?” Jenson asked, his voice as smooth and calm as ever.

I turned towards Jenson, unable to hold back the anger I felt.

“Going back on his word would imply that he’d actually had the balls to talk to me about it. Instead, he just completely fucking ignored me since we got married, putting all his effort into sticking his head up the management's ass in his attempt to get noticed for a promotion. He hasn’t even laid a finger on me for at least a year, so my chances of ever getting pregnant are non-existent now!”

I clamped my mouth shut, suddenly embarrassed at how much I’d just revealed to this complete stranger. Daniel couldn’t even bring himself to say anything in his own defence. He just sat there looking defeated, staring down at his hands in his lap.

“I think I might know what would help your situation, Zara. Would you like to hear my idea?”

Turning towards him, I could not hold back a sigh. “I think we might be too far past being able to fix the problems between us, but sure, I’d be interested to hear about your idea.”

Jenson stood from his chair, stepping towards me until I could feel the heat of his body radiating through his clothes. He slipped an arm around me and pulled me closer.

“I believe the only possible thing that might work is letting him watch you while another man worships you like the fucking goddess you are. Maybe then he will realise what he’s missing out on and actually make a damn effort for once in his life.”

I tilted my head back, staring up at him with an open mouth. Was he really suggesting that I should fuck another man in front of my husband? If so, I hoped he was volunteering to help me out. When I heard a small whimper come from the other side of the table, though, I whipped my head around to look at my husband. His face was flushed, and he still looked utterly defeated, but he was actually looking at me for the first time in forever, and if I wasn’t mistaken, there was the slightest hint of longing in his eyes.

The look on his face gave me the courage to take Jenson’s suggestion. Besides, I’d been neglected for way too long, and my entire body was burning up just from being so close to my husband’s gorgeous boss. Fine, if this was the way Daniel wanted it to be, he could watch me fuck Jenson.

Fixing the prettiest smile I could muster on my face, I looked up at Jenson once more while absentmindedly fiddling with the buttons on his shirt. As I did so, my fingers brushed against his broad chest, letting me feel the muscles that rippled beneath his clothing.

“I think maybe you’re right, Jenson. Maybe it’s time I did show him what he’s missing out on. But I’m going to need somebody to help me out.”

I looked up at him through my long lashes, and I felt a growl rumble through him, vibrating through my hand that was resting on his chest. “Well, I am more than happy to help you out, dear.” He pulled me closer against his body, and I could suddenly feel just how happy he was to help. If the size of the bulge in the front of his pants was any indication, he was fucking ecstatic.

“Then why don’t we go into the living room and get more comfortable, Jenson?”

“Perfect,” he said in that deep voice, which still sent tremors of lust racing through me. “Let’s go.”

I took his hand and led him through to the other room, leaving my husband to trail silently along behind us.
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Chapter Two
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As soon as we got into the living room, Jenson sat down and pulled me into his lap. I let out a happy squeal as I landed on his thighs and wriggled slightly to get comfortable. The first thing to come to my attention was the huge bulge pressing against the curves of my bottom. Jenson grinned at me, and I couldn’t help but whimper quietly.

“Look, we don’t have to do this,” Daniel said as he followed us into the room. “If you really want a baby, Zara, I will give you one.”

I let out a frustrated sigh. “For that, you’d actually have to fuck me, Daniel, and it’s been so damn long that I doubt you’d even remember where everything goes.”

I turned towards my husband, glaring at him, but then let out a gasp as my gaze travelled downward to see the outline of his cock in his pants. It had honestly been so long since I last saw him get hard that I was starting to think he couldn’t get it up anymore. But apparently, seeing me sitting in his boss’s lap was enough to get the blood pumping really well.

“I can remember,” Daniel replied, his face flushed. “But I’ve just been so busy I haven’t had time to... to do that kind of stuff. I’ll make more of an effort, though.”

His pleading plucked gently at my heartstrings, but it wasn’t anywhere near enough after all the time he’d spent ignoring me since we’d got married. The more I thought about it, the more I realised Jenson was right. I had to show my husband exactly what he was missing out on.

“It’s too late,” I said firmly. “You’ve been so focused on work that you’ve barely acknowledged my existence unless you needed me to do something for you. I’ve had enough. And I’ve found an amazingly sexy guy who wants to give me the attention I’ve been craving for so long.”

Daniel just whimpered and stood in the middle of the room, watching me with his boss. Jenson placed his hand on my waist, then moved it higher up my body until he had my breast cupped in his large hand. My husband’s eyes widened in shock, but I didn’t stop Jenson. On the contrary, I arched my back and pushed myself eagerly into his hand. Even through my dress and lacy bra, his touch sent warm tingles spreading out through my body.

“Besides,” I continued, “just from sitting in Jenson’s lap, I can already tell that he’s got much more of what I need than you do.” I wriggled in my new lover’s lap, appreciating the growl that emerged from him as I rubbed my ass against his erection.

Daniel let out a pitiful wail, but he couldn’t seem to stop staring at his boss’s hand on my tit. To my surprise, my husband reached down and began tugging at his cock through his pants. Another fresh wave of resentment washed over me as I watched him. If he was only interested in me when another man was touching me, then so be it. I’d much rather have Jenson fucking me than Daniel, anyway.

Determined not to let my husband ruin my mood, I turned my back to him, repositioning myself in Jenson’s lap so that I was facing him and straddling his thighs. I heard little whimpers coming from behind me, but I just ignored him. At that moment, there was only one man worthy of my attention, and it sure as hell wasn’t the man who’d been neglecting my needs since the moment he’d put a ring on my finger.

I smiled at Jenson as I began opening the buttons on his shirt, revealing the smooth plane of his muscular chest a little at a time. “You’ll help me find what I need, won’t you, Jenson?” I asked as I slipped a hand inside his shirt, letting my fingers brush over his skin.

He grinned at me and gripped my hips hard, pulling me further into his lap so that his hard cock was pressed against my wet slit through our clothing. Even through the layers of material separating us, I could feel him pulsing with his arousal, causing him to push insistently against my cunt.

“Don’t worry, baby. I’ve got exactly what you need right here. And if your husband isn’t man enough to fill you with cum and breed you, then I will do it. You deserve to get everything you desire.”

I let out a soft moan and began rolling my hips to grind myself against his huge erection. “Really?” I asked breathlessly. “You would do that for me?”

“Absolutely,” he replied without hesitation. “There’s nothing I love more than filling a pretty white pussy with huge loads of cum. And I’ll fuck you as many times as it takes to give you the baby you want.”

“But you can’t do that,” Daniel interrupted, and just the sound of his voice grated on my nerves.

“Yes, I can,” Jenson answered with a confidence that made me ache for him even more. “You’ve had plenty of time to stand up and be a real man for your wife, but you failed. Now you can watch while I give your wife everything she’s ever wanted. A big hard cock fucking her into oblivion and a hot load of cum filling her pussy.”

My husband whimpered, and I didn’t even need to look over my shoulder to know he was jerking off. Just the sounds of his little moans were enough to tell me what he was doing. The fucker was getting off on this, despite his protests.

I finished unbuttoning Jenson’s shirt and pushed it off his shoulders, revealing the broad expanse of dark skin covering his muscles. He had the body of a damn model, and he wanted me. That was exactly the kind of ego boost I needed after being ignored for so long in my marriage.

He brought his hand up to cup my face for a moment, staring into my eyes. Then he gripped my hair hard enough to cause a tingling pain in my scalp before leaning in to kiss me. Before his lips even pressed against mine, Jenson flicked his tongue against my top lip and I parted eagerly for him, allowing him to claim my mouth with a hungry kiss.

My husband’s boss devoured my mouth as if he were a starved man and I was the only sustenance he craved. His lips on mine awakened a hunger I hadn’t felt in so long, and I wrapped my arms around his neck and returned his kisses with an equal passion. My entire body tingled, slowly coming alive with Jenson’s attention.

His hands roamed up and down my back, leaving shivers of longing in their wake. Without even realising I was doing it, I was grinding wantonly against him, moaning into the kiss as my needy cunt rubbed against his cock. Even through his pants, I could tell he was much bigger than Daniel, and the thought of feeling him inside me was driving me wild, making me shameless with my desire for him.

Daniel continued to whimper behind me, the sounds a little closer than before, making me think he must have come closer for a better look. But I didn’t even glance over at him. Beyond a vague awareness of my husband in the background, my full attention was on Jenson.

I ran my hands over his chest, delighting in the feeling of his smooth skin beneath my fingers. Occasionally, his muscles twitched, reminding me of the immense power hidden just beneath the surface. I had no doubt he’d be able to throw me around like a rag doll in the bedroom if he wanted to, and I was curious to find out for myself if that was something he liked to do.

Jenson used his grip on my hair to tug my head to the side, and he pressed gentle kisses along my neck. “When was the last time your husband told you how beautiful you are, Zara?”

I opened my mouth to answer, but before I knew what was happening, I felt my lower lip quiver and a tear traced its way down my face. Until he’d asked that question, I hadn’t realised how much of a blow my confidence had taken from the way my husband treated me. I hadn’t felt desirable for a long time, and the sadness from that suddenly felt overwhelming.

Jenson lifted his head from my neck, noticing the tear. “He’s a fucking fool,” he growled low. “You deserve so much more than what he gives you. But don’t worry. By the end of the night, you’ll have no doubt that you are the sexiest woman in the world.”

Another tear leaked down my cheek, but it was accompanied by a definite flutter low in my belly. A shyness had taken hold of me, seeing as I wasn’t used to compliments, but I knew one sure fire way to show him that I craved him. I reached down between our bodies and wrapped my fingers around his thick cock. A moan escaped me as I felt properly for the first time just how big he really was. I wasn’t sure if he’d be able to fit in any of my neglected little holes, but I would have fun trying.

I stroked his hard dick as best I could through his clothing, enjoying the deep grunts he made every time he throbbed in my hand. Suddenly, I couldn’t think of anything I wanted more than to get on my knees and worship his glorious cock.

“I want you,” I whimpered softly, staring into Jenson’s brown eyes.

Keeping that eye contact, I slipped down from his lap and settled on my knees in front of him.

“W... what are you doing, Zara?” Daniel asked hesitantly, moving around beside me into my peripheral vision. A brief sidewards glance told me he had his cock out and was stroking it desperately. “I didn’t think you even enjoyed sucking cock?”

“No, Daniel,” I replied, my voice as cold as ice. “I don’t like sucking your cock. But I’m not just going to suck Jenson’s cock. I’m going to worship it with every fibre of my being, because a cock this size deserves that kind of attention. So why don’t you get on your knees next to me and watch how a real man is treated?”

I honestly didn’t know what had got into me, but after all the years of resentment I’d felt towards my husband, it felt good to finally be able to get my own back on him.

Slowly, Daniel lowered to his knees beside me, moaning quietly as I unfastened Jenson’s pants and pulled out his giant cock.
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Chapter Three
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Igasped in surprise as I took in the sight of Jenson’s dick. It was even bigger than I’d realised as I was fondling him through his pants.

I turned to look at my husband one last time before I began worshipping his boss’s perfect big black cock, knowing that once I’d started, I wouldn’t be able to stop until I’d satisfied him completely.

“Don’t even think about looking away. I want you to see how much I crave Jenson’s huge cock, and how much I love pleasing him. Then maybe I can begin to forgive you for the way you’ve always treated me.”

Daniel whimpered and nodded while jerking his cock even more frantically. I doubted he’d be able to wait much longer before spurting his pathetic load all over the floor, but I didn’t even care anymore. Let him rub himself raw. I had a much more delicious treat waiting for me.

I shuffled closer to Jenson on my knees, looking up at him and enjoying the dark look in his eyes as he watched me. He wanted me. It was so very obvious, and that knowledge had the little hairs standing to attention all over my body. I fucking wanted him too, and I had no intention of hiding that.

Keeping my gaze lifted to his face, I leaned in and dragged my tongue over the bulbous head of Jenson’s cock. A drop of precum oozed out onto my tongue, and the salty taste filled my senses. It had been a long time since I’d last tasted my husband, but Jenson tasted so much better. His flavour was addictive, and I lapped again at his tip, hoping for more.

He let out a low growl and brought his hand back to my hair, grabbing a handful of it to hold me against his cock. But other than keeping me close to his throbbing meat, he allowed me to move at my own pace.

I slowly brushed my lips along his fat length, kissing him with a reverence that filled my entire being. The silky smooth flesh encasing the rod of steel within felt so perfect against my lips, and my moans flowed freely against his cock. I’d never been so aroused while worshipping a man’s body before. My panties were soaked and my cunt ached and dripped with my desire for Jenson.

Once I’d covered every inch of his dick with adoring kisses, I dragged my tongue along his length, gathering up all the drops of precum that had dribbled down his shaft.

A long, low moan emerged from somewhere deep inside Jenson, and it was the kind of guttural sound that brought out something primal in me. I needed his cock inside me. Now.

After drawing my tongue all the way up his length, I parted my lips wide and slid them down over the head. I had to stretch wide to take even just the tip into my mouth, and I suspected it wouldn’t be long before my jaw was aching, but I had a feeling it would be totally worth it.

I bobbed my head slightly, sliding my lips further down his shaft with each downward motion, but it didn’t take me long to figure out I wouldn’t be able to take all of him. So I let him slip from my mouth, looking up at Jenson for a moment before I spat on his dick and wrapped my hand around his shaft, stroking him vigorously while my saliva helped my hand slide up and down his flesh.

“Good girl,” he groaned softly. “Now keep sucking. Your hot little mouth felt so fucking good.”

Without hesitation, I did as I’d been told, taking the fat head back into my mouth to suckle hungrily. I kept my hand pumping up and down his length, savouring the taste as more drops of precum leaked out onto my tongue.

“Look at her, Daniel,” he said. “Doesn’t she look beautiful with a huge black cock in her mouth?”

“Oh god,” my husband moaned. “She does. She is so beautiful.”

“And maybe if you’d made her feel beautiful, she would be doing this to you, instead of needing to find somebody else. But your loss is my gain. And I’m going to make the fucking most of it and enjoy your wife in the most filthy ways possible.”

Jenson’s words ripped a deep moan from Daniel, and it took me a moment to realise he was cumming hard, probably spurting his load all over the floor. I would have been disgusted if I wasn’t so focused on the perfect cock in my mouth. Nothing else seemed to matter while I was sucking and stroking him, and listening to his moans of pleasure.

My lover gripped my hair tighter, pulling until my scalp was stinging, and I was forced to lift my head and let his cock slip from my mouth. I whimpered quietly, lifting my gaze to his and pleading with my eyes for more.

“There’s no need to look at me like that, baby,” Jenson said with an amused grin playing around his lips. “It’s time for me to get your tight little pussy ready for my cock.”

“Oh god,” I moaned, quivering at the thought of him claiming me with that monster between his thighs.

Jenson stood up and helped me to my feet, too. Without asking if he could, he grabbed the hem of my skirt and pulled my dress up over my head in one swift movement. He groaned softly as his eyes roamed over my body, taking in every inch of my curves as I stood before him in my black lace bra and panties. His cock stood out lewdly from his body, the head almost kissing my stomach, and I had to fight the urge to reach out and touch him again. Instead, I quickly unclasped my bra and pulled it off before slipping out of my soaked panties. I didn’t want any barriers between us when he finally fucked me.

“Lay down on the couch, Zara, and spread your legs for me.”

As I got into position on the couch, Jenson took off his shoes and pants, leaving himself as naked as I was. His eyes were locked on that spot between my thighs, and the heat in his eyes started a fire deep within me. As if from far away, I was vaguely aware of my husband kneeling beside me, moaning quietly as he watched, but I couldn’t pull my eyes away from Jenson.

My new lover lowered to his knees on the floor and pushed my thighs even wider apart with his large hands. He inhaled deeply, making me feel self-conscious for a moment until he let out a loud moan.

“Fuck, you smell so good, baby. I can’t wait to taste you.”

The final word was barely out of his mouth before Jenson lowered his head between my thighs and began lapping frantically along my dripping folds. His touch sent lightning bolts of pleasure shooting through my body and stole my breath away. I couldn’t even remember the last time Daniel had gone down on me, but I knew it hadn’t felt anything like this.

My body trembled and my hips jerked upwards from the couch in my eagerness to feel his tongue against my sensitive flesh. Jenson gripped my hips hard, holding me still as he ran his tongue along my slit, flicking it against my clit each time he reached the top.

“Oh god, that feels fucking amazing, Jenson,” I moaned, unable to hold back the pleasure in my voice.

He lifted his head for a moment, grinning up at me with glistening lips. “I promise, baby, it’s going to feel even better very soon.”

Jenson dipped his head once more, suckling on my clit while I felt two thick fingers pressing at my entrance. It had been so long since I’d had anything other than my own fingers inside me that I’d forgotten how damn good it could feel.

His digits slid easily into my wet cunt, making me gasp as he suddenly filled me. My back arched up off the couch, sensations overwhelming me as he began pumping his fingers roughly.

“Yes! Just like that! Oh fuck.” The words were ripped from my body as a visceral reaction to his touch.

Jenson hummed, the sound vibrating against my clit in the most delicious way. I was already so fucking worked up to be in the hands of a gorgeous man who so obviously craved me that it didn’t take me long to explode.

An intense orgasm washed over me, making my body buck and shudder violently as I completely lost control of myself. Juices splashed against Jenson’s lips, and wet sounds filled the air as he fucked me even harder with his fingers.

I will still gasping for air and trying to recover from my climax when Jenson gently slipped his fingers free from my cunt and lifted his head once more.

“Are you ready for me now, Zara?” he asked, his voice deeper than usual as he became consumed with his own lust.

I nodded my head quickly. “Oh god, yes! Please fuck me, love.”

“You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to, Zara,” Daniel whimpered from beside the couch.

I turned to him briefly, surprised by the desire that was still written all over his face, even though he’d just cum.

“But I want to, Daniel. And I think you want this, too.”

Without waiting for his response, I looked at Jenson once more and held my arms open for him, spreading my legs even wider. He lowered himself down on top of me, and I could feel the thick head of his dick pressing against my folds.

“Please,” I begged, lifting my hips up from the couch in my attempt to guide him inside me.

A throaty chuckle rumbled through him; then he reached down between us to grab his cock and guide the tip inside my pussy. Even that was enough to make me gasp, and I felt a brief moment of panic that I wouldn’t be able to take him after all. But then my inner walls stretched around him as he slowly pushed inside me, nothing more than a slight ache between my thighs while my body accommodated his impressive girth.

Daniel groaned loudly from his spot beside us, but when Jenson began slowly moving in and out of me, I found it impossible to focus on anything but the gorgeous man on top of me. I wrapped my arms around his broad shoulders, holding him close as he increased his pace, taking me harder and harder with each thrust.

My pussy gripped him tight, making him moan in my ear. “Fuck, you feel so good, baby. I don’t think I’m ever going to be able to get enough of being balls deep inside you.”

“Fuck me harder. I need you to fill me with cum,” I whimpered.

“My pleasure, baby,” he growled right before he started pounding my cunt hard.

I cried out, suspecting that I was going to feel very sore by the time he was finished with me, but it felt so damn good I didn’t care. He slammed so fucking deep inside me with each thrust, forcing the air out of my lungs to leave me panting and breathless.

“I want you to cum for me, Zara. I’m not filling your pretty little pussy until you are cumming hard on my dick.”

Jenson reached down between our bodies to rub at my clit with his fingertips. His touch sent sparks through me, lighting my body up from the inside. I clung tighter to him as I tensed, my body preparing for the orgasm that was already growing so damn close.

After a few moments of rubbing vigorously at my sensitive little button, pleasure was shooting through me, making me scream Jenson’s name. At the same time, he roared as his own climax rocketed through him. He moved his hips faster, fucking me mercilessly while he pumped me full of his cum. The sounds of his moans were the hottest thing I’d ever heard, and I knew I’d happily beg him to fuck me again just so I could hear them over and over.

Jenson kept thrusting mercilessly until we were both completely sated, trembling in each other’s arms while we caught our breath.

“God, that felt so perfect,” I whimpered. “Thank you, Jenson.”

He grinned down at me. “Oh, it was my pleasure. Although I intend to visit you all the time now. There is no way I can give up a pussy as good as yours.”

I smiled widely. “Good. I definitely think I need more time worshipping your cock in the future.”

Daniel groaned softly as he watched us, but I just ignored him as I kissed my new lover tenderly.
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The Vengeful Wife Takes A Lover – Chapter One
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The loud music washed over me, the heavy beats throbbing in my veins and in my temple as I felt the stirrings of a headache coming on. I sat at the bar, sipping my drink, while my husband was in the middle of the dance floor chatting away to a woman who was at least five years younger than me and wearing at least two more inches of make-up than I was. Her face was that strange orange colour that meant she had probably applied her foundation with a shovel.

Yes, maybe I was jealous of her, but not for her youth. I was thirty-two, and I was proud of how well I’d kept myself in shape. And I knew for a fact that my face was prettier without the heavy-handed approach she’d used with the make-up. But I was certain my husband, Nathan, hadn’t looked at me in the way he was looking at her since we had been dating. We’d got married two years ago, and he’d lost interest in me almost as soon as we got back from our honeymoon.

I glared at him over the rim of the glass, and maybe he could feel my eyes on him because he glanced back over at me with a guilty expression on his face. He leaned closer to the woman and said something to her before he dragged himself away and weaved his way through the crowd back to me.

“Hi, love!” he said, the usual charming grin plastered on his face. Except it was a long time since anything he’d done had charmed me. “Having fun?”

I fought the urge to roll my eyes. “Not as much fun as you’re obviously having,” I snapped back at Nathan, raising my voice so he could hear me over the music.

“It’s not like that, Ruby,” he said, wrapping an arm around my shoulders. “I’m working. I think she’d be a great model and I want to work with her.”

I nodded my head and shrugged his arm off me. He’d started pursuing an interest in photography a year ago, yet he only seemed to take pictures of half-naked women from what I’d seen. Although I was well aware that he only showed me a small selection of his pictures after each photography session, so I was going to assume there were plenty of fully naked images as well.

It wouldn’t bother me if he wasn’t so secretive about it. Not only did Nathan hide a lot of the pictures he’d taken, but he would never allow me to come along to a photo shoot. And on top of all that, he’d completely lost interest in me. He hadn’t come near me once in the last year, yet he often came home smelling of perfume and would jump in the shower as soon as he walked in the door. The truth was, I no longer trusted him, and after watching him with that other woman, I was seething.

“I was thinking I might take her somewhere and get some pictures of her with my phone. You know, just to make sure she’s as photogenic as I think she will be. Then I can set up a proper photoshoot with her another time.”

“Do what you want,” I said through gritted teeth. “I don’t fucking care anymore.”

“Oh, come on, love. Don’t be like that.”

Nathan put his arm around me again, but this time I pushed him away and turned my back to him. I watched him in the mirror behind the bar, seeing the way he glared at my back for a few long moments before turning on his heels to return to the other woman. Good riddance.

A tall black guy settled into the chair beside me, yet I kept staring ahead at the mirror, watching him inconspicuously. He was almost as broad as he was tall, with a shaved head and heavy-lidded eyes. The short sleeves of his t-shirt were threatening to rip under the strain imposed upon them by his bulging biceps. Everything about him whispered of danger, and my body reacted instantly with a rush of warmth between my thighs.

I watched as his reflection leaned in closer to mine, and I felt the heat of his body swirl around me. “I couldn’t help but notice that guy was bothering you,” he said, his voice deep and rich in my ear. “Want me to hang around to make sure he doesn’t come back?”

His closeness left me feeling breathless, and I had to fight the urge to squirm in my chair. The ache deep in my core was making that difficult to resist, though. Something about him caused an almost visceral reaction in me, and more than anything, I suddenly wanted to climb into his lap and press my body against him. I didn’t know what had got into me. I never usually reacted to anyone like this.

After clearing my throat, I turned to look at him and smiled. “Thank you, but that’s probably not necessary. That asshole is my husband, so I’m almost certain he’ll be back at some point. Unfortunately.”

The corner of his lip twitched slightly, and I had to wonder if he was trying to hold back a smirk. “Well, if you were mine, I wouldn’t have left your side in the first place.”

I felt my face flush, and I was grateful for the dark lights in the club that would hopefully hide the fact his words had got me flustered. Butterflies flitted around in my stomach, and the ache between my thighs was growing more intense the longer he stared at me with those chocolate brown eyes.

“That’s why he’s an asshole,” I said, a sad smile appearing on my lips. “He’d rather spend time with anyone else but me.”

“Yeah, he definitely sounds like an asshole to me,” he replied with a wink.

I giggled, then inwardly rolled my eyes at myself as this complete stranger had me acting like a teenager.

“Anyway, I’m Leon,” he said, holding out his hand to me. “Even if your foolish husband doesn’t understand that he’s got a good woman, I can see it, and I’m glad I ran into you tonight.”

His words took my breath away, and I slipped my hand into his, noticing the way his giant hand dwarfed mine. He lifted my hand to his lips and pressed a gentle kiss to my knuckles. Fuck, just that one small touch was enough to send shivers of lust running down my spine.

“I... I’m Ruby,” I stuttered, barely able to think straight as he seemed so unwilling to let go of my hand.

His lips curled up into a slow smile, and something about the way he stared down at me made every cell in my body tingle with anticipation. He wanted me, that much was obvious, which just made me feel even more resentment towards Nathan. If I wasn’t married to him, I’d be able to do whatever I wanted with Leon. And as filthy images flashed through my mind, I realised there was a lot I wanted to do with him.

“Can I get you a drink, Ruby?” he asked, still keeping a firm grip on my hand.

“I... ummm... already got one. Thanks.” I groaned quietly, hoping Leon wouldn’t hear that over the loud music. Usually I was confident in myself, and I rarely ever felt flustered, but this fine specimen of a man had me tripping over my words all over the place.

He chuckled, a sound that vibrated through him rather than being audible. “Okay, that’s no problem, sweetie. Maybe I can get you the next one, then?”

My natural instinct was to say no. After all, married women weren’t supposed to accept drinks from other men. But then I thought of Nathan dancing and flirting with that woman earlier, and figured it couldn’t do any harm.

I turned to look over my shoulder towards the dance floor, expecting to find my husband back where he’d been with that other woman, but I couldn’t see either of them. My gaze wondered over the entire dancefloor, and I still couldn’t see them.

“Uh, yeah, that would be great,” I said to Leon, as I turned my attention back to him. “But I just need to go to the bathroom for a minute. Will you wait for me?” I flashed him a wide smile, despite the way my heart was racing with anxiety, wondering where the fuck my husband was.

“Of course,” he replied, his brow furrowed slightly as he looked at me. “There’s nobody else here who I’d rather spend my evening with. But is everything okay?”

“Sure,” I answered quickly. “I’ll just be a couple of minutes.”

I rushed away from Leon before he could ask me any more questions. There was a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach, and I suspected that when I found my husband, he’d be with that other woman. Part of me tried to reason that he was probably taking pictures of her somewhere, just like he said he would. But there was another much bigger part of me that didn’t believe that for a second.

I dodged through the crowd and headed towards the door that led to the bathrooms. I couldn’t see them anywhere. There was a long queue for both bathrooms, so I had to assume they weren’t in either of those.

Following along the corridor, I turned a corner and stopped dead in my tracks as I found them. The woman was pinned against the wall while my husband kissed her voraciously, his hands roaming all over her body, including those tits which I had to assume were fake. Judging by the way that slut was reacting to his touch, she was enjoying every damn moment of it.

Anger rushed over me, but there was also some relief. I’d suspected for months that he was cheating on me, and now I finally had proof. I no longer had to spend the long nights alone while he was on photoshoots, feeling like I was going crazy.

I considered just turning around and going without saying a word, but the vindictive part of me wanted him to know he’d been caught.

“I’m going home, Nathan.” My husband’s body went still when he heard my voice, and then he quickly pulled away from the other woman. He opened his mouth to speak, but I continued talking before he could say anything. “I would suggest you don’t come home tonight. But don’t worry, I’m sure that little slut will give you a bed to sleep in for the night.”

Venom dripped from my words, and for a moment, Nathan seemed to be struck dumb before lurching towards me. “I’m so sorry, Ruby. I swear this is the first time it’s ever happened. Please, let’s just go home and talk about it.”

“There’s nothing to talk about. Besides, I’ve got a real fucking man waiting for me, so I’m going to go and have a little fun of my own.”

I smirked at him before turning and stalking away. Nathan followed along behind me, but I wasn’t going to slow down.

“What do you mean? Are you fucking someone else?” he asked, a mixture of anger and fear in his voice.

“Of course not,” I shouted at him over my shoulder while continuing to walk away from him. “I’m the one who has been completely loyal since the start of the relationship. But now I know loyalty isn’t something that’s important to you; I guess that means I can go do what I want with Leon.”

“Leon? Who the fuck is Leon?”

I didn’t answer him. Once we made our way out into the main room of the club, I walked directly over the Leon, leaving Nathan struggling to keep up with me as the crowds of people kept pulling him one way, then another.

As soon as I reached him, Leon turned his intense gaze to me and looked me over. “Are you sure everything is okay?”

Before I could answer, Nathan reached me. “You can’t go with him, Ruby,” he shouted. “You’re coming home with me.”

“Is your husband still being an asshole?” Leon asked, the amused grin back on his sexy lips.

“Moreso than usual,” I replied. “I just found him making out with another woman. But the good news about that is now I realise loyalty isn’t a priority in this relationship; we can go and have some fun.”

Nathan stepped towards Leon, getting right in his face. “You’re not going anywhere with my wife. Do you fucking understand that?”

Leon’s grin turned into a sneer as he slowly rose to his feet, unfolding himself until he was towering over my husband. “Ruby is an adult, and she can do what she wants.” He turned his attention to me. “And what is it you want to do, Ruby?”

I answered without hesitation. “I want to go somewhere quiet with you, Leon, so we can get to know each other better.” I curled my lips into what I hoped was a sexy grin, so there would be no misunderstanding for anybody about how intimately I wanted to get to know him.

“Then let’s go,” he said, as he grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the exit of the club.
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Chapter Two
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Leon led me to his car, which was parked down a side road near the club. Nathan was still trailing along behind us, but he was no longer protesting as much as he had been. Truth be told, I was pretty certain he was feeling a bit more wary around Leon after realising how puny he was when compared to the huge giant who was suddenly taking an interest in me.

I didn’t know anything about cars, but Leon’s was a huge 4x4 thing that would have plenty of space for us. He unlocked it and opened the door for me, then waited for me to enter before climbing into the back seat after me. Nathan tried to follow us, but Leon shut the door quickly and locked it again, leaving my husband standing outside, looking at us through the window with a forlorn expression on his face.

Without wasting a second, I climbed into Leon’s lap, straddling his thighs as I pressed my body against his. Even through our clothes, I could feel the solid muscle of his powerful body. I couldn’t resist running my hands over his thick arms, delighting in the feel of his huge biceps beneath my slender fingers.

Leon let out a low growl, but didn’t stop me. His body was magnificent, and I was looking forward to exploring every inch of it tonight. Although I suspected that was going to take a while, considering the sheer size of him. For a moment, my mind drifted into the gutter, wondering if it was true what people said about black men being well-endowed. I mean, if everything was in proportion, surely that would mean Leon was packing a monster between his thighs.

I squirmed at the thought of it, unintentionally grinding my aching pussy against his muscular thigh. Being this close to Leon had my entire body tingling, slowly coming to life again after an entire year of being ignored by my husband. I wanted him with a passion I’d never experienced before in my life.

Leon placed his hands on my hips, pulling me down harder against his thigh, and a loud whimper escaped me. “I can’t believe your husband was too busy chasing that cheap slut to realise the goddess he had right under his nose. Oh well, maybe this will help him to realise how good he’s got it.”

I shrugged and lifted the hem of his t-shirt slightly so I could run deft fingertips over his abs. Of course, I shouldn’t have been surprised when I found a six-pack hidden away underneath the thin layer of cotton. “Maybe. Maybe not. He’s been so busy chasing younger women so he can feel good about himself that I’m not even sure he knows how lucky he is.”

Leon smirked at me, twisting his full lips in a way that made me want to lean in and run my tongue along them. “Then I will take advantage of his complete stupidity and take what I need from you while giving you everything you’ve ever wanted.”

A loud banging startled me, ruining the moment with Leon. Nathan was banging on the window. “You can’t do this,” he shouted through the glass. “You’re on the street. People can see you!”

I chuckled. “He probably should have worried about that more when he was making out with someone else in the middle of the crowded club,” I said to Leon, and he nodded in agreement.

Refusing to let my idiotic husband ruin my fun, I grabbed the hem of Leon’s t-shirt and pulled it off over his head, grateful that he lifted his arms for me so I could take it off easily. When I lowered my gaze to take in all the rippling muscles under his beautifully dark skin, I couldn’t hold back a moan.

“God, I’ve never seen anybody with a body like yours before.”

He remained still while I ran my hands over his body, and the sight of my alabaster skin trailing over his ebony flesh created a flutter between my thighs. Something about it was so breathtakingly beautiful that I was certain I could stare at our bodies together for hours.

Leon growled softly and placed his hands on my thighs, gliding his hands upwards over my smooth skin and lifting my skirt up at the same time. Goosebumps broke out over my flesh, despite the way his large hands left a scorching trail in their wake. I was burning with lust for this stranger in a way I’d never done for the man outside who had gone quiet while he watched us. Maybe this was what I’d needed to do to actually get his attention. Find another man. And what a glorious specimen of a man I’d found.

Despite my reluctance to stop touching him, I pulled my hands away from Leon’s warm skin and pulled off my dress over my head. “Touch me,” I moaned, staring into his dark eyes. “Please.”

“You are so fucking beautiful,” he growled as his eyes slowly travelled over every inch of my body, over all the places I longed to be touched.

My pink panties were already soaked, and I was grateful for the darkness of the night that would hopefully keep the wet patch hidden. Behind the matching pink bra, my nipples were hard, rubbing against the fabric in a way that only increased the tingling sensation between my thighs. My body was aching and desperate to be caressed, and I held my breath in anticipation as I waited for Leon to give me what I needed.

His hands, which were still on my thighs, moved up my body, skimming over my hips and waist until he was cupping my breasts in his large hands. The breath rushed out of me on a soft moan, and I arched my spine to press my tits further into his hands. My nipples brushed against his palms, sending ripples of pleasure throughout my body.

While he squeezed and massaged my breasts, gently pinching my nipples between his fingers, I reached down to unfasten his jeans. Reaching in, I wrapped my hand around his cock and gasped with surprise. He was even bigger than I’d imagined him to be, and the flutters at my core instantly became overwhelming.

As soon as my hand disappeared inside Leon’s jeans, Nathan started banging on the window again. I turned to look at him, and I was surprised to find him staring at me in a way he hadn’t done for at least a year. Even with the shadows of the night masking his face, I could see the dark desire that was burning in his eyes. His gaze was locked on the spot where Leon’s hands were covering my tits, and it was as if he was mesmerised by the sight.

With a grin on my face, I gently pulled Leon’s cock out of his jeans and began stroking him. Even through the glass, I could hear the tortured groan that came from Nathan. To me, it sounded as though he was trapped somewhere between pain and intense arousal.

I looked at my husband, holding eye contact as I stroked the huge black cock. My long fingers could barely touch around Leon’s thick shaft, and I had no idea if he was going to be too big for my neglected holes, but I was going to have a lot of fun trying to take him inside me.

Nathan dropped his gaze to my hand, watching as I stroked Leon. The man beneath me let out a moan, and his cock throbbed in my gentle grasp.

“Fuck, that feels so good, Ruby. And I get the feeling your husband is enjoying watching us, even if he doesn’t want to admit that.”

“I swear, this is the most interest he’s shown in me for at least a couple of years. Maybe I should give him a real show. What do you think?”

Leon grinned at me, his lips curving wickedly. “I definitely think you should. What did you have in mind?”

Without saying a word, I lowered down to my knees in the back of his car, settling between his feet. Keeping my eyes locked on his, I leaned in and swirled my tongue around the fat head of his cock.

“Please,” Nathan called to us from outside. “Just let me in the car. I promise I’ll be good. I won’t try to stop you or anything.”

The words reached me as if from far away as I kept my focus solely on the massive treat right in front of me. I kept my hand wrapped around the base, holding his cock steady while I licked and kissed along the length of his shaft. Each touch of my lips and tongue on his rock hard flesh had him throbbing in my hand, and it wasn’t long before drops of precum were dribbling down his thick length.

I quickly lapped up those drops with my tongue, savouring his musky taste as it filled my senses. A moan escaped me, and Leon reached down to run his fingers through my hair.

“You like the way I taste, beautiful?”

“Oh god, yes,” I moaned between fervent licks. The harder he grew under my ministrations, the more I craved to feel him deep inside me.

When I couldn’t resist him any longer, I dragged my tongue along the belly of his dick all the way to the tip, then I slid my lips down over the bulbous head. He was so thick that I had to work to stretch my lips around him, but he tasted so damn good. I sucked and flicked my tongue against the head, lapping at the small slit to catch any drops of precum as they leaked out.

I kept my hand wrapped around the base, pumping my fist up and down his shaft in a way that had him moaning loudly.

More taps on the window threatened to distract me, but Leon seemed content to deal with my husband.

“If I unlock the car, you can sit in the front seat,” he called out to Nathan. “But there are rules, and if you don’t obey them, I will just kick you out again. Is that understood?”

My lips tried to curl up into a grin around his cock as I listened to him while still suckling hungrily, but it was almost impossible around his thick manhood. The way Leon spoke to my husband, letting him know that he was the top dog, had me squirming on my knees.

“What are the rules?” Nathan called back. “I promise to be good.”

That was the second time he’d used that phrase, and it made me think he already knew Leon was the alpha male here.

“One, you will sit in the front seat and you will not say a damn word to either of us. We will not be interrupted or distracted by you. Two, don’t even think of reaching back here to touch Ruby. She’s all fucking mine tonight, and I’m not willing to share.”

I moaned loudly around Leon’s cock as he took complete control of Nathan, and when my pathetic excuse for a husband agreed to the terms, it only turned me on even more. There was something so damn hot about this big, strong guy putting Nathan in his place while I got to enjoy worshipping his big black cock.

Leon unlocked the car, and I heard Nathan climb into the front seat before closing the door behind him. Within seconds, I could hear the frantic rustling of clothes and then a loud moan.

Leon chuckled. “Would you look at that? It turns out he needed to be let in because he’s so turned on by the sight of you with another man’s cock in your mouth that he desperately needs to jerk off his tiny pin dick.”

Nathan whimpered, but judging by the noises coming from the front of the car, he was still vigorously stroking his cock. I noticed he didn’t deny what Leon said, though.

I kept my mouth on Leon’s cock, not even bothering to turn around and say anything to my husband. The huge head felt so fucking good that I didn’t want to stop. In no time at all, I had grown addicted to Leon’s perfect dick, and I couldn’t seem to get enough of him.

“Keep watching, beta boy,” Leon growled. “Now I’m about to show you how a real man takes care of your wife’s needs.
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Chapter Three
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Suddenly, I felt Leon’s large hand on the back of my head, applying a gentle pressure until my lips slid further down onto his fat shaft. I moaned softly; the sound vibrating around him in a way that made his cock throb in my mouth.

“Show your husband how much you crave my cock, beautiful. Let him see how hungry you are for a big black cock like mine.”

I squirmed on my knees, but I tried to work my lips even further down his shaft. My lips stretched wide around him, and I wasn’t sure how much more of him I could take, but the sounds of whimpers coming from the front seat made me crave to take as much of this monster cock inside me as I could.

Saliva leaked from my lips, sliding down over my hand which was still wrapped around his base and dripping down onto his heavy balls. I brought my other hand up, cupping his sac in my palm and massaging it gently. The guttural moan that was torn from somewhere deep inside Leon’s chest let me know he liked it.

Leon held me down on his cock for a few long moments before he began moving his hips, thrusting into my mouth. The head pressed against the back of my throat, making me gag slightly, but that didn’t stop him. He continued using my mouth as he pleased, and the way he took control had my pussy dripping with arousal. Nathan had never been the type to take control, and our sex life had never been great even before he lost all interest in me. Being with a man who wasn’t afraid to use me however he wanted was a dream come true.

My moans of pleasure were muffled by his cock as he fucked my mouth, and each thrust created a sloppy sound that Leon seemed to enjoy. His entire shaft and his balls were slick with my drool, and I kept one hand stroking the lower half of his cock while the other caressed his heavy jewels. I knew that when he did cum, it would be such a huge load, and I couldn’t wait.

“Do you like watching your wife suck my dick, cuck?” Leon asked, his voice deep smooth despite the breathless tone.

A whimper came from the front seat, and even though I couldn’t see Nathan while my face was in Leon’s lap, I had to guess that he nodded.

“Yeah, I thought so,” Leon continued. “I can’t believe Ruby never worked out you were a cuck until now. It’s obvious to me. Oh well, now she knows she’s free to fuck any bull she wants, isn’t she?”

“I... I guess so,” my husband whimpered.

Despite my reluctance to do so, I lifted my head and let Leon’s delicious cock slip from my lips. I turned to look at Nathan over my shoulder, and I could see him frantically jerking off. It didn’t look like he was going to last much longer.

“No, Nathan. I will be fucking whoever I want, and if you are a good cuck, I will let you watch. If you’re not good, I will just have to tell you what happened afterwards. Okay? I’m fed up with you playing around. Now it’s my turn, and I’m not going to let you ruin my fun.”

His eyes widened slightly, and he nodded his head quickly in agreement. “You... you can do whatever you want, Ruby. I’ll be good so I can watch.”

“Good. Now make sure you catch your cum in your hand when you do blow your load. I don’t want you making a mess in Leon’s car.”

Nathan groaned, but didn’t argue with me. I turned my attention back to my gorgeous bull, and he grinned down at me. “I think you are going to be a great cuckoldress for him, beautiful. But now it’s time to get your pretty little cunt ready for my big cock, so get up here.”

His words sent a rush of heat to my pussy, and I quickly climbed up into his lap, eager for his attention. At first, I straddled his thighs to face him, but apparently, that wasn’t the position Leon wanted me in. He grabbed my thighs and lifted me easily before turning me around. I sat with my back against his chest, facing my husband, and he pulled my legs wide.

Nathan let out a small groan as his gaze dropped down to my pussy, and I had no doubt he’d be able to see how wet my panties were. But that was nothing compared to the sound my husband made when Leon grabbed the scrap of lace and ripped it completely off my body. A shiver of lust ran down my spine, and I squirmed eagerly in anticipation of Leon’s touch.

He ran a hand down between my thighs, teasing the length of his fingers through my slick folds, and I couldn’t help but moan loudly. Even that small touch let off fireworks in my body, and I writhed in my attempt to press myself against those digits.

To my disappointment, Leon pulled his hand away, leaving me whimpering quietly. But when he lifted his fingers to his mouth to lick and taste my essence, another wave of desire consumed me.

“She tastes so fucking good, Nathan,” he said with a grin on his lips. “Can you even remember how good she tastes?”

My husband blushed and stuttered, but didn’t manage to put together any coherent words in response.

“I thought not,” Leon continued. “But I’m sure you will become reacquainted with it soon enough. Eating pussy is what a cuck is for. Especially when it’s filled with a real man’s cum.”

At that point, Nathan couldn’t control himself any longer. His body tensed, then spasmed as a pitiful load of cum erupted from his cock. He caught it in his hand as he’d been told to do, and let out a loud wail.

As we watched my husband getting off on the idea of having to lick my cum-filled pussy, Leon brought his hand back down between my thighs. There was no teasing this time, though. He slid one thick finger into my wet cunt, slowly pumping it a few times before adding a second digit. Even his fingers inside me were almost twice as wide as Nathan’s cock, and the sensation of being so filled made me gasp with pleasure.

“If you think this feels good, beautiful,” Leon growled in my ear, “just wait until I fill you up with my cock.”

“God, I need your cock so badly, Leon,” I moaned.

My words caused another one of those tortured groans from my husband, and I quickly realised I loved that sound. Nathan’s gaze was locked on my pussy lips as they stretched around Leon’s fingers. I rolled my hips, working myself against those fingers even as Leon started pumping them faster inside me. My pussy made sloppy sounds with each thrust, but I couldn’t bring myself to be embarrassed about it. His fingers felt so fucking good that it was hard to even catch my breath properly.

“Watch me make your wife cum, cuck. I bet I make her cum harder than you ever could.”

As he spoke, Leon curled his fingers to hit that sweet spot deep inside me. His fingertips rubbed hard and fast against the sensitive nerves there and it only took a few seconds before I was screaming my lover’s name, my entire body bucking as waves of intense pleasure made me loose complete control of myself. I felt a sudden rush of wetness, although I didn’t understand why, as the climax took its hold and stripped me of my ability to think.

“Good girl,” he moaned in my ear. “Give yourself to me. Let me make you feel so fucking good.”

The sloppy sounds seemed even louder than before as Leon pounded me relentlessly with his fingers, fucking me hard until he’d drawn out every bit of pleasure from me.

“Oh god,” Nathan moaned as he watched.

“From the way you’re staring, it’s as if you’ve never seen your wife squirt before,” Leon said in a mocking tone, and my eyes opened wide with surprise, noticing the dark splashes on the back of Nathan’s seat.

“I haven’t,” my husband admitted in a small voice.

“I didn’t even know I could squirt,” I whimpered quietly, still exhausted from the intense release.

“Well, that’s because you’ve never had a real man touch you before now. All you needed was a lover who knew how to touch you the right way and make it happen.” He slipped his fingers out of me, and even in the dark car I could see how much his fingers glistened with my juices. “But I think you’re ready to take my cock now, beautiful.”

I moaned and nodded. “Fuck, yes. I want your huge dick inside me, Leon.”

He gripped my hips and lifted me once more, this time sliding me down onto his enormous cock. He lowered me down slowly, giving me time to adjust to his size. And as I took Leon’s cock inside me, I looked my husband in the eye, wanting him to see the pleasure on my face as I fucked another man.

Leon’s cock stretched me wide, almost to the point where it was painful, but that didn’t stop me from craving every thick inch of him inside me. I took a deep breath, trying to relax so I could take him deeper, and with a lot of patience from my big bull, I managed to take all of him inside my tight cunt.

I just sat there for a few moments, savouring the feel of him filling me so completely, then I began moving my hips. At first, I only moved the tiniest amount, rocking slightly on his cock to feel the head rubbing against my inner walls. But soon enough, I needed more, and I started bouncing gently on his dick.

Each downward thrust of my hips sent shockwaves of pleasure shooting through me as I impaled myself completely on his cock. As my body grew accustomed to the sheer size of him, I moved faster, bouncing harder on his fat shaft. Loud moans filled the car, and it took me a moment to realise they were coming from me. I couldn’t help it. His dick felt so fucking good, and each movement pushed me ever closer to a second climax.

Leon kept his hands on my hips, lifting me then slamming me down on his thick meat over and over until I could barely catch my breath. But the whole time, I never once broke eye contact with Nathan. After the heartache he’d caused over the last year or more, he deserved to see how much pleasure I could feel with another man. He watched me, his face twisted with a combination of despair and the most intense arousal I’d ever seen on his face, and I had no doubt I would be fucking other men in the future. And I knew my husband wanted that, even if it was difficult for him to admit.

I rode Leon’s cock harder and faster, pushing us both towards that point of no return. His huge cock was throbbing inside me, and judging by his breathless moans, it wasn’t going to be long before he was filling me with his huge load. My desire to have his seed inside me was overwhelming, and I kept up my frantic movements in the hope of being rewarded with a pussy full of cum.

Leon’s fingertips dug deep into the flesh of my hips, hard enough that I knew he was going to be left with bruises. His loud cried filled the car and his warmth flooded my cunt. The sensation of his dick throbbing deep inside me as he filled me with his load was enough to send me over the edge into another release.

My pussy clamped tightly around his cock as pleasure surged through me, wracking my body with violent shudders. I’d never felt anything like it, and my screams ripped through the air as I lost all control of myself once more. He bounced me faster on his dick, drawing out my orgasm until I was breathless and dizzy.

When we were both sated, Leon wrapped his arms around me and pulled me back against his chest, holding me tightly as we caught our breath.

“Okay, cuck, it’s time for you to come in the back now,” Leon said, and I was surprised at how quickly Nathan obeyed.

He joined us in the back and, with one small command from Leon, knelt on the floor in front of us. I looked down at my husband and, after such an amazing experience with my lover, I was suddenly able to let go of so much of the resentment I’d felt towards him.

“Nathan, I love you, but I’ve come to realise this is what I need. The freedom to fuck whoever I want whenever I want. If that’s too much for you, then you can leave if you want. Or you can stay and be my cuck. It’s your choice.”

His face turned a bright shade of crimson and he lowered his head. “I want to stay with you,” he whispered. “I was stupid to cheat on you and I’m sorry. Please let me stay.”

I smiled down at him. “Of course you can stay. So long as you accept you are my cuck now.”

Nathan nodded his head slowly, lifting his gaze up to mine. “I can accept that, Ruby. You deserve to be fucked by real men after I let you down so badly.”

“I’m glad you two have worked this out,” Leon said. “But now the cuck has another duty to perform.”

He gripped my thighs and lifted me up off his cock. I whined softly as I found myself suddenly empty besides the warmth of his cum inside me. But I could feel that dripping out of me, and Nathan’s eyes widened as he watched those white drops seeping out past my gaping pussy lips.

“Lick me clean, Nathan,” I commanded.

Nathan hesitated for a moment before leaning in to drag his tongue along my slit. His face contorted into a grimace as he took his first taste of cum, but he licked again. And again. Soon enough, he was pushing his tongue deep into my pussy, seeking out Leon’s seed with a hunger I never would have expected from him.

I let out a soft moan and reached down to stroke my fingers through his hair.

“This is your purpose now,” I said softly. “To lick my pussy clean whenever I’ve been fucked by a bull.”

Nathan simply moaned and began licking even more vigorously. I couldn’t help but grin at his enthusiasm. I had a feeling that what had started off as a bad night had actually set our life together on a much more satisfying course. Satisfying for me, anyway. I couldn’t promise the same for my husband, though.
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The Bored Wife Claims A Lover – Chapter One
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Idid my best to ignore the strange looks I was getting from other diners in the restaurant. No doubt they thought I’d been stood up and was trying to make the most of it. Even though I was alone, I was enjoying my meal in a fancy restaurant while I was all dressed up in my figure-hugging red dress that was so short I had to be careful how I sat so I wouldn’t end up flashing my panties to people sat nearby.

But the truth was, I hadn’t been asked out on a date for years. I’d been married for three years now, so I wasn’t on the market for dates. But it would have been nice if Isaac wanted to take me out every now and then. I was so damn bored with spending my weekends and evenings at home with him, practically being ignored while he watched movies or played video games. My husband might be happy with that, claiming he needed the down time after his busy days at work, but I felt like I was going crazy.

It wasn’t like I wanted to go out every night. I’d be satisfied with going out and doing something just once a week. Hell, at this point, I’d settle for once a month, but Isaac just had no interest in doing anything other than staring at a screen whenever he wasn’t working.

I’d had enough and decided I was going to treat myself to a night out. And, despite my lack of company, it had been nice to get out of the house and enjoy a meal I hadn’t had to prepare myself. It had also been a nice change to get dressed up, instead of lounging around in yoga pants all the time. I felt a little like my old self again, and I’d had a smile on my face all evening.

A new diner was showed to the table beside mine, and I glanced at him out of the corner of my eye, not wanting to make it too obvious I was checking him out. He was tall and built as if he went to the gym every day. His dark skin was a stark contrast to the white of his short-sleeved shirt, and his biceps bulged in a way that made it hard to tear my gaze away from him.

“Hey,” he said, and his voice was just as deep and rich as I’d imagined it would be from a man of his size.

I lifted my eyes to his face and was caught off-guard by his warm smile. “Hi,” I said, suddenly feeling a little shy under the scrutiny of his intense gaze.

He leaned towards me, lowering his voice a little. “Please don’t tell me some guy was foolish enough to stand you up tonight, sweetheart. Because that level of stupidity should be a crime.”

I giggled and felt my face heat up in response to his comment. “No, not at all. I just didn’t want to spend another night sat at home, so I decided to take myself out instead.”

The man reached over and took my left hand in his, rubbing his thumb over the gold band on my ring finger. “Married, huh? And you have to take yourself out for nice meals? That’s even more of a crime than being stood up.”

I laughed softly and nodded. “I know. But I didn’t want to spend another night at home being ignored while my husband plays video games, so I treated myself.”

His lips curled up into a sneer. “It sounds like you married a boy rather than a man.”

“Yeah, I can’t deny that. Too late to fix that now, though.”

The man grinned but did not let go of my hand. “My name is Jaxon, by the way. What’s yours, pretty lady?”

I felt my face flush again as he called me pretty lady. “I’m Heidi. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Jaxon. And why are you alone here tonight?”

He looked around the restaurant as if only just realising where he was. “Damn,” he said. “I’m meeting a couple of friends here and I guess I’m just early. But I’d rather spend time with you. Any chance you want to get out of here quickly and go for a quiet drink somewhere?”

I hesitated as I pondered what to do. This hadn’t been part of my plan for tonight, and I certainly didn’t come out with the intention of cheating. But every time Jaxon smiled at me, tingles spread out over my body. No man had ever had that effect on me before now, and a part of me wanted to see what might happen, despite the guilt I knew I’d feel.

“And I just mean a drink,” he continued. “I can see you are a married woman and I’m not going to ask for anything more than a pleasant evening with you, seeing as your husband can’t even do that for you.”

Before I could change my mind, I nodded resolutely. “Sure, why not? It sounds like fun!”

“Good,” he said with a huge grin on his face.

Jaxon gestured to a server, who quickly approached.

“Please, can you tell my friends when they arrive that I had to leave? And also,” he rummaged in his pocket for a moment before pulling out his credit card and handing it to the waiter, “please take care of this pretty lady’s bill before we go.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but Jaxon arched a brow and gave me a look that silenced me instantly. His ability to take control had me squirming slightly. I’d always admired men who took care of women in all the right ways, and wondered briefly how I’d ended up married to a deadbeat who never did anything to make me feel special.

Once everything had been taken care of, Jaxon held out his arm to me, and I took hold of it, marvelling at the bulk of muscle hidden beneath his smooth, dark skin. I had to bite my lip to hold back a small whimper. Despite all the good intentions I had, my mind was suddenly full of filthy images of all the things this powerful man would be able to do to me if he desired.

Jaxon cleared his throat, bringing me out of my wanton daydreams. “Where would you like to go for a drink, Heidi?”

I thought it over for a minute before a wicked idea popped into my mind. “How would you feel about coming back to mine for a while?”

He chuckled and looked at me with an amused expression on his face. “Are you trying to make your husband jealous? Because, if you are, I’m definitely on board. It’s about time he had a wake-up call to make him realise just how lucky he is to have you.”

A wide grin spread across my lips. “Really? You wouldn’t mind? Because that’s exactly what I was thinking, too.”

Jaxon leaned down and brushed a kiss against my forehead, and even that small touch was enough to send a shiver of longing down my spine.

“I wouldn’t mind at all, sweetheart. Let’s go make your husband jealous as hell. No matter what it takes to make him feel that way.” His lips curled up into a devilish grin, and it was impossible to hold back the whimper it inspired.

I wasn’t quite sure what he was suggesting, but my body reacted with a rush of heat pooling between my thighs. Jaxon exuded masculine sensuality with every word and movement, and I wasn’t sure how long I was going to be able to hide the heady attraction I felt towards him.

Perhaps turning the conversation to more practical matters would stop my body from aching for him in all the filthiest ways. “So, ummm, did you bring your car, Jaxon? I’m just wondering which one of us is going to drive to my place.”

“I only live two blocks from here, so I walked. That means we’ll have to go in your car.”

“Perfect. Let’s go then.”

I led him towards my car, and he was enough of a gentleman to hold open the driver’s door for me and then close it once I was seated, before rushing around to get in the passenger’s side. The drive home only lasted about ten minutes, and neither of us said a word, but the air crackled with an intense chemistry I’d never experienced before. It took all my willpower not to reach out and place my hand on his leg. If I did that, I had no doubt it would be impossible to resist sliding my hand all the way up his thigh to find out what he had between his legs. I’d never been with a black man before, and I was curious to know if the rumours about them being hung were true.

With a shake of my head, I tried to clear those kinds of thoughts. Instead, I pondered how Isaac might react to me bringing home another man. I doubted he was going to be very happy about it. But I’d been doing everything I could to get his attention since we got married and nothing had worked. Perhaps something drastic like this would finally get through to him.

I still wasn’t even entirely sure what the plan was. Would it just be drinks and chatting? Maybe some flirting? Surely it wouldn’t be anything more than that. But I did want to make Isaac jealous. We’d reached the point where even that would be an improvement in our boring lives.

When we pulled up outside, I took off my seatbelt and turned towards Jaxon. “I’m not sure what’s going to happen tonight,” I admitted to him. “Isaac probably isn’t going to react well to me coming home with another man. And I’m not sure how far I want to go to make him jealous.”

Jaxon reached out and cupped my cheek in his palm. His skin was soft and warm, and I couldn’t resist closing my eyes and nuzzling into his touch. It was the first bit of tenderness I’d received for a long time.

“Listen,” he said. “I’m not expecting him to welcome me with open arms, sweetheart. But you deserve better than him, and I’m just the man to teach him that. As for how far you want to go, I will follow your lead. If you want to flirt in front of him, I will flirt back. If you want to ride my cock like an eager little slut while he watches, I will slap your ass and tell you to ride me harder. It’s up to you. Okay?”

I let out a soft moan at the image created in my mind by his words. Goosebumps broke out over my skin as my hairs stood on end. Everything about him was driving me crazy, and there was an inferno between my thighs that I knew only he could take care of.

Before I could think it through too much, I leaned forward and crashed my lips against his. Jaxon reacted instantly, pushing his tongue between my lips to deepen the kiss while he brought his hand to the back of my head to grip my hair. My moans flowed into the kiss, and he swallowed them all hungrily as he devoured my lips.

By the time he pulled back, we were both panting hard, and I suspected my hair was a mess. “I hope you know that I’m not just using you to make him jealous.”

Jaxon smiled at me. “Oh, I know. I can feel how much you want me. And I want you to know how much I want you too before we go in there.”

He grabbed my hand and pulled it into his lap, and I moaned as I felt his huge manhood through his pants. He was bigger than I expected, and so hard that he was throbbing against my palm. I caressed him through his clothes, and he closed his eyes as a deep moan escaped him. It was the sexiest sound I’d ever heard, and I definitely wanted more.

Just as I was considering opening his pants to slide my hand in, he pulled my hand away and grinned at me. “It’s time to go make your husband jealous. Otherwise, I’m going to change my mind and just fuck you here in your car out in the driveway.”

Before I could say a word, he got out of the car and walked over to the front door, where he waited for me to gather my senses and follow him.
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Chapter Two
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Iopened the front door and walked in, hearing the familiar sounds of his video games coming from the living room. With a tilt of my head, I indicated Jaxon should follow me. When we entered the living room, Isaac was staring at the tv, too caught up in his game to even notice our arrival.

“Hi, Isaac,” I said in the sweetest voice I could muster, despite all the venom I felt rise in me when my husband couldn’t even be bothered to turn away from the screen when I spoke.

“Hey, Heidi. Did you have a good night?”

“I did. And I even made a new friend. We’re going to go have a few drinks in the kitchen. Feel free to come join us if you want.” I smiled at the back of Isaac’s head and turned on my heels, not even waiting to see his reaction.

Grabbing Jaxon’s hand, I led him out of the living room. We’d barely taken two steps before I heard the controller being thrown on the ground and an angry huff coming from behind me.

“Who the hell is this?” Isaac demanded. “You’re just bringing random men home now, are you?”

I continued walking away while holding Jaxon’s hand. “Well, I bumped into Jaxon at the restaurant, and we started chatting. He wants to keep me company, and you don’t. What am I supposed to do, Isaac? Maybe if you didn’t leave me on my own all the time, I wouldn’t get so bored and have to go looking elsewhere for some fun.”

As we reached the kitchen, I guided Jaxon to the table, and he took a seat. “Look, Isaac,” he said in that smooth, deep voice that never failed to send tremors of longing through my body. “I’m not here to fuck your wife. Unless she wants me to, of course. I’m just here to prove to her that she is worthy of attention when you’ve done a pretty good job of teaching her over the years that she isn’t.”

“You don’t know anything about my marriage,” Isaac said, raising his voice, “so don’t you dare come into my fucking house and tell me I’m not a good husband.”

I stepped in front of Isaac, putting my face so close to his that I could smell the beer he must have been drinking before I got home. “Isaac, I am sick to death of being ignored and having to beg for scraps of your attention. If you don’t want to spend time with me, I will find others who do. And you will have nobody to blame but yourself. Now you can either sit the fuck down and let me have my fun, or you can get out and you’ll never have to worry about me interrupting your stupid video games ever again.”

The words had been spat out through gritted teeth, and Isaac took a step back, looking at me with a surprised expression. Usually, I never lost my temper, so the fact I’d spoken to him in such a way was no doubt a clue that he’d pushed me to my limits with his behaviour over the last few years.

Without a word, he fell into one of the kitchen chairs, sitting opposite Jaxon. I relaxed, knowing my husband would not ruin my fun evening, and I gathered three glasses. Then I selected the bottle of Isaac’s very expensive scotch from his collection of spirits. He opened his mouth as if to protest, but he very quickly closed it again when I glared at him.

I poured a little into each glass and moved to sit in the chair next to Jaxon. But before my bottom even touched the seat, my new friend wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me over to sit on his lap instead.

With a grin on my face, I wrapped an arm around his neck and pressed a kiss to his cheek.

I was surprised to hear a whimper coming from the other side of the table. When I turned to look at my husband, he was staring at us, but he no longer looked angry. His face was flushed, and I could see the rapid rise and fall of his chest. Tilting my head, I looked deep into his eyes, gasping slightly as I realised what was hiding there. It had been such a long time since I’d seen that expression on his face that it had taken me a moment to place it.

“Wait, are you turned on by the fact that I’m sitting in another man’s lap, Isaac?”

My husband quickly shook his head, but he lowered his gaze and his face turned an even brighter shade of red.

Jaxon burst out laughing. “No wonder he lost interest in you, Heidi. Look at him. It’s obvious he’s a cuck. He gets off to the thought of you being taken from him by more powerful men. I bet right now he’s sporting his first erection in a long time.”

Curiosity got the better of me. I got up from Jaxon’s lap and walked around to Isaac. When I reached down to run my hand over his crotch, I was surprised to find Jaxon was right. My husband was rock hard.

“Oh,” I said, as a teasing smile spread across my lips. “Are you this hard just from watching me sit in another man’s lap? Or have you got ahead of yourself and already started imagining me fucking him?”

Isaac groaned softly, and his cock throbbed in my hand. I let out a chuckle and released my hold on his cock before making my way back to Jaxon. This time when I settled in his lap, I straddled his thighs and faced him, keeping my back to my husband.

“You were right, Jaxon. It seems I really did marry a cuck. How fortunate for me, because now that means I can do whatever I want with you.”

Jaxon’s lips curved up slowly into a wicked grin that set my heart racing while his hands glided up my sides. “And what exactly do you want to do with me, sweetheart?”

I leaned in towards him, pressing my body against his and letting out a small moan as the heat exuded from him to consume me.

“I want to do every filthy little thing I can think of, Jaxon. To explore every inch of your body with my lips, right before you explore mine. And I definitely want to feel your big, hard cock pounding my pussy until I cum all over it.”

As I spoke, the whimpers coming from my husband only grew louder, which made me feel even bolder as I flirted with Jaxon.

When Jaxon’s tongue flicked against my lips, I let out a small whimper of my own right before he claimed my mouth with a deep and hungry kiss. I reacted instantly, pressing myself tighter against his powerful body while I devoured his lips.

My lover gripped my hips and pulled me against his crotch, letting me feel how hard he was for me. I couldn’t resist grinding myself against him, delighting in all the pleasurable sensations that shot out from my core.

He stood for a moment before laying me down on the kitchen table and spreading my legs wide with his hands. “All I’ve been able to think about since I met you is how much I want to eat your sweet pussy, and I don’t think I can wait any longer, sweetheart.”

Jaxon pushed my dress up around my waist, then grabbed my panties and pulled them down roughly before tossing them towards my husband. Even through the haze of lust I felt, I was aware of a certain level of irony. I’d brought those panties a few months ago, along with a bunch of other lingerie, in an attempt to get Isaac’s attention. And in a way, it had worked. Because now he was holding the wet panties in his hand, while my lover was about to take me to heights of pleasure I hadn’t experienced with another person for far too long.

I gasped softly as Jaxon dipped his head between my thighs and slowly dragged his tongue along my slit. His moans vibrated against my aching flesh, sending tendrils of pleasure through my body.

“Oh god,” I moaned, back arching up off the table as I reached down to tangle my fingers in Jaxon’s hair. “Don’t stop. That feels so damn good.”

Jaxon chuckled as he teased his tongue around my clit, coaxing the little bud out from behind its hood. “Don’t worry, Heidi. I have no intention of stopping until you are screaming my name.”

I melted back against the table, my entire body trembling as Jaxon expertly used his tongue to build the pressure between my thighs.

“Heidi... love...” Isaac began, his voice small and hesitant. “You don’t have to do this. I can fuck you just as well as anybody else can.”

Another chuckle from Jaxon vibrated against my core as he licked and suckled between my thighs.

“No, Isaac,” I said firmly. “If that was true, you would have been doing it already, instead of waiting until I had reached the end of my patience. I’d much rather have Jaxon fuck me now.”

His face contorted into an expression of pain, but I also noticed how my husband reached down to start tugging at his cock through his pants. It made me think his resistance was all for show, and really he was getting off on watching me being pleasured by another man.

Jaxon sealed his soft lips around my clit and suckled hard on the sensitive button, taking away my ability to think clearly. I gripped his hair harder, causing him to grunt loudly, and I pulled him in closer between my thighs.

He flicked his tongue rapidly against my clit as he continued to suck, sending me spiralling into an orgasm. My body bucked and shuddered as the pleasure consumed me, heat spreading out through me until I felt like I was going to combust. But Jaxon never slowed the frantic pace of his tongue even as my movements grew wild. He held my hips, keeping me as still as possible while he helped me ride the waves of my climax until I was completely spent.

Even over the sound of my moans, I could hear my husband whimpering pathetically beside me. With my eyes clamped shut, I couldn’t tell if he was jerking off, but I imagined he was. Knowing he was watching just made me feel even more wanton and wild, and I couldn’t help but surrender completely to the pleasure Jaxon gave me.

Once my orgasm had faded, my body went limp, and I panted hard while I tried to catch my breath. I felt gentle kisses trailing across my inner thigh.

“Fuck, sweetheart. You tasted even better than I expected. You, my dear, are proving to be quite addictive.”

I slowly opened my eyes, coming back to reality as the thick fog of pleasure disappeared. “Wow, that felt so damn good. Isaac never used to make me cum that hard.” I heard a soft groan coming from my husband, but I didn’t even bother to look at him. My focus was firmly on the gorgeous black man between my thighs. “But please tell me it’s my turn to taste you now, Jaxon. I want to worship that big, hard dick of yours.

Jaxon grinned up at me, his lips glistening with my essence. “Yes, it is your turn now. Come suck my cock, sweetheart. I need those pretty lips on me.”

He sat back in his chair and unfastened his pants, pulling out the biggest cock I’d ever seen. I wasn’t sure if it was Isaac or I who moaned loudest at the sight of it, but it was me who quickly scrambled down from the table to get on my knees, eager to feel his hard flesh between my lips.
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Chapter Three
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As soon as I was settled on my knees in front of Jaxon, I reached out to wrap my hand around his shaft. It was rock hard and throbbing within my grasp, making my desire for it even more intense. I heard the scraping of chair legs against the floor as Isaac moved closer.

“Are you sure you want to do this, Heidi?” he asked, although the way little whimpers punctuated his words made me think he was just as aroused as I was.

I turned and looked at Isaac, watching him for a moment as he pumped his fist up and down his cock. He looked so damn small in comparison to the monster I was holding in my hand that I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“Oh yeah, Isaac. I am very sure I want to do this.”

Jaxon placed his hand on my head and gripped a handful of my hair to bring my attention back to him. “Then show your husband how much you crave my dick, sweetheart. Let him see how much more satisfying a big black cock can be compared to his tiny white cock.”

I let out a soft moan. It crossed my mind that I should probably tell Jaxon off for talking to my husband in such a derogatory way, but for some reason, his words sent excitement flooding through my body. Besides, everything he’d said was true. Isaac’s cock did nothing for me, while all I could think about was how much I needed to find out how good it would feel to have Jaxon’s dick stretching each one of my three holes.

Leaning in, I swirled my tongue around the fat tip, whimpering quietly as the musky taste of his precum filled my senses. I lapped at his slit as I stroked his shaft, hoping for even more of his delicious essence.

But it seemed Jaxon was unable to wait. Using his grip on my hair, he pushed my head down until my lips spread around him and slid part of the way down his shaft. His eagerness for my mouth had me squirming on my knees, and I sucked hungrily on the swollen head. My lips were stretched wide around him, and I guessed it wouldn’t be long before my jaw was aching, but it would be entirely worth it.

Jaxon guided my movements, tugging and pushing with my hair to keep my mouth moving on him in just the way he liked. I melted, enjoying the control and surrendering to it completely. In that moment, I was so fucking turned on by the way he’d put Isaac in his place while taking control of me that I was pretty sure I’d do anything he wanted.

My cheeks caved in while I sucked hard on his dick, moaning around him as he throbbed in my mouth. More drops of precum leaked from him, and I eagerly lapped them all up as I flicked my tongue along his shaft while sucking. His moans were deep and gruff, sending shivers of desire through my entire body. I wanted him badly. No, I needed him, and I needed his cock pounding my greedy pussy.

I pulled my lips up off Jaxon’s cock, panting as I caught my breath and looking up at him with wide eyes.

“God, please, will you fuck me, Jaxon? I need your cock inside me so fucking badly.”

A tortured groan came from Isaac, but I continued to ignore him, choosing to keep my attention solely on Jaxon as I pleaded silently with my eyes. I knew exactly what had caused that reaction from my husband, though. In all our years together, I’d never once begged for his cock. The most I’d ever done with him was tolerate his advances and endure a quick fuck on occasion, although it had been a long time since anything like that had happened. And now he was here watching me beg a complete stranger to fuck me.

Jaxon grinned down at me and used his grip on my hair to pull me up to my feet. I winced slightly as my scalp started to burn, but I didn’t resist. Why would I resist when I was just about to get what I needed?

He bent me over the kitchen table, making sure my dress was still hitched up around my waist while he kicked my feet apart, then Jaxon brought his hand between my thighs. His fingers teased along my dripping folds and pleasure rippled out through my body.

“I’m going to enjoy fucking your wife’s tight little pussy, Isaac,” he grunted. “And when I’m finished, my huge load of cum will be dripping from her. And if you’re a good little cuck, then I might let you lick her clean. I get the feeling you’ll enjoy that.”

Isaac whimpered. “I... I’ve never done that before.”

Jaxon laughed. “Of course you haven’t. Because you’ve never watched your wife get fucked by a big black bull before. I suspect this will be the first time of many though. Look at how much she wants my dick inside her.”

I was barely even listening to their conversation as Jaxon teased the head of his cock along my slit, causing me to gasp each time the bulbous head brushed against my clit. My whimpers were flowing continuously as my entire body thrummed with an arousal so intense that I wasn’t sure how much longer I’d be able to wait to feel his huge cock stretching me.

“Please,” I moaned. “Just fuck me, Jaxon. Forget about him. I need you.”

“Don’t worry, sweetheart,” Jaxon growled. “I’m going to fuck you so good, you’ll be feeling me for days afterwards.”

With that, Jaxon pushed his hips forward, filling me suddenly with his huge cock. I cried out with a mixture of surprise and pleasure as he stretched me wide. He wasn’t even all the way inside me, yet I was more full than I’d ever felt before. Even when I’d used my biggest dildo, it didn’t compare to the feeling of his perfect dick inside me.

Jaxon gripped my hips tight and started moving slowly in and out of me, pushing a little deeper with each forward motion of his hips. I collapsed onto the table, too overwhelmed by all the sensations that were flooding my body to be able to hold myself up. The pleasure was intense as my inner walls gripped him so damn tight.

“Get over here, cuck,” he commanded. “Watch how good it looks when my dick is sliding in and out of your wife’s cunt.”

I heard Isaac stand and move, but my eyes were closed as I surrendered completely to the bliss that only Jaxon’s cock could bring.

“Oh god,” my husband moaned, right before he made those grunting noises he always made when he came. Apparently, the sight was too much for him and he’d lost control of himself.

I heard the sound of Jaxon chuckling from behind me. “Only a cuck would cum while a real man fucks his wife. Now you’ve seen how good it looks, go sit down. It’s time for me to focus on Heidi.”

Jaxon ran his hand along my spine before grabbing my hair roughly in his fist once more. He gave it a swift tug, bringing my head up off the table as he leaned down to growl in my ear. “You’re my pretty little fucktoy tonight, sweetheart. Aren’t you?”

A guttural moan escaped me. “Fuck, yes. Just a toy for you to use however you want.”

Even though Isaac had literally just blown his load, he was still moaning as if experiencing the most intense pleasure. Watching me with Jaxon was driving him crazy, which only made me feel even more wanton.

I pushed my hips back in a steady rhythm, slamming back onto Jaxon’s dick with abandon. Each time he fully impaled me, I couldn’t contain my moans. It felt so fucking good that I didn’t ever want to stop.

Jaxon kept up the merciless pace of his thrusts, taking my breath away each time he filled me with the entire length of his dick. The pleasure was quickly building, and I gripped the edges of the table tight enough to turn my knuckles white.

But when Jaxon reached beneath me to rub at my clit with his fingers, I shattered apart in seconds. My cunt clenched hard around his big cock, sending waves of pleasure through my body. Even over my moans, I could hear Jaxon grunting while his movements became erratic, and he pumped my pussy full of a hot load of cum.

I looked over at Isaac, wanting him to see how good Jaxon made me feel. He was staring at me with wide eyes, still touching his limp cock while he watched me being fucked hard.

When the pleasure had faded, Jaxon slowly pulled out of me, making me whine as I was left suddenly empty. I could feel his cum dribbling down onto my inner thigh and I could only imagine how much of his seed he must have pumped inside me.

“Get over there and lick her clean, cuck,” Jaxon commanded as he moved around the table to stand by my head.

Isaac sat still for a moment, whimpering quietly, before moving behind me and crouching down. He let out a groan as he saw my bull’s cum leaking from my gaping pussy. I only wished I could have seen his face, but I was suddenly distracted by the sight of Jaxon’s semi-hard cock so close to my face.

When my husband didn’t instantly begin licking me, Jaxon huffed with disapproval. “I told you to lick her clean, so do it.”

I felt Isaac’s tongue on my thighs, licking up the trails of cum. He was whimpering, and again, I wished I could see whether or not he was enjoying the taste of another man’s seed. But judging by the way he began licking eagerly at my cunt lips, it didn’t seem as if he minded too much. His tongue felt good on my well-used pussy, and I let out a soft moan.

“That’s better, cuck,” Jaxon said. “Now Heidi, you get to lick me clean.” He grinned down at me while running his fingers gently through my hair.

“Mmm, with pleasure,” I said, a slow smile curling my lips as I reached out for his cock. It was wet and glistening with my juices, and I couldn’t resist running my tongue along his shaft, savouring the way the taste of my pleasure mingled with his.

At the same time, Isaac’s tongue dipped deep between my folds, lapping at the big load of cum that filled me. I parted my legs wider for him, enjoying the feel of his mouth on me way more than I ever had done in the past. Somehow, knowing he was cleaning up my bull’s cum made it feel infinitely hotter. His moans and whimpers vibrated against my flesh, making it even more pleasurable.

I licked hungrily along Jaxon’s shaft, almost purring with contentment as I gave his magnificent cock all the attention it deserved. A thought in the back of my mind told me that my husband’s cock would probably never be enough for me anymore, and I suspected that was true.

Lifting my gaze to look at Jaxon, I flashed him my prettiest smile. “Would you like to come around for drinks again next weekend?” I asked.

Behind me, Isaac groaned softly, but he never stopped licking.

Jaxon grinned wider and nodded his head. “Hell, yes. And next week, I’m going to claim your hot little ass with my cock. That way, I would have taken all three of your holes.”

I’d never let my husband fuck my ass before, as that had never interested me with him. But the thought of having that forbidden hole stretched wide by Jaxon made my pussy ache and quiver all over again.

“I can’t wait,” I replied breathlessly, and even though I expected Isaac to protest, he remained quiet and continued with his task of cleaning me.

Perhaps he was going to be happy in his role as my cuck, after all. And I was looking forward to telling him to lick Jaxon’s cum from my ass next week. It seemed our boring life was about to become much more exciting than either my husband or I had ever imagined.
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Irolled over in bed, noticing the other side was empty and that Andrew must have already gone to work. Thank god for that. At least we wouldn’t have to have the awkward conversation I’d been expecting until later in the day.

Last night was supposed to be our weekly ‘date night’, meaning that we would watch a movie, then move to the bedroom for the kind of sex that only left one of us satisfied, and that sure as hell wasn’t me. Except after the movie, I hadn’t been in the mood to fumble under the sheets with him, so I’d made some excuse about being too tired and needing to go to sleep. Andrew had seen right through the excuse, but he hadn’t said anything about it. He’d just rolled over in bed without a word and let out an occasional huff to let me know how disappointed he was.

Of course, I couldn’t help but think it made a change for him to be the one left disappointed. I couldn’t remember the last time he’d even attempted to make me cum, so I was usually left trying to take care of my own orgasm once he was snoring next to me. Not exactly the most romantic or sexy scenario in which to get myself off.

Things had got so stale between my husband and me that I’d even resorted to sexting online with guys whenever Andrew was at work. It seemed to be the only way I’d get any excitement in my life. Over the last few months, I’d spent time sexting with various men, but they were all random guys who I just used to get myself off. But the last couple of weeks, I’d been chatting to a guy called Dylan, and there seemed to be real chemistry between us. I’d even gone as far as sending him nudes and calling him for phone sex, which wasn’t something I’d done with any of the others.

Dylan had asked me if I’d like to meet him, seeing as he only lived a little over an hour away, but I’d told him I wasn’t ready for that yet. Sexting was one thing, and maybe I could get away with that if Andrew ever found out. But cheating in person would be a whole other matter. So, for now, I was going to keep things as they were.

Looking at the clock on my phone, I realised Dylan would be awake by now. That thought created a flutter of excitement between my thighs and I quickly dialled his number. He answered on the second ring.

“Good morning, Layla,” he said in that deep voice, which always made me melt. “Were you missing me?”

“I always do, Dylan. You know that.” Just hearing his voice had my heart pounding, and I couldn’t resist rolling over onto my back in bed and sliding a hand down between my thighs.

“I do. So how was date night last night?”

Even through the phone, I could hear the smirk in his voice.

“We just watched a movie, but when we got to bed, I told him I was too tired to fuck. I just couldn’t bear the thought of him laying on top of me and thrusting pathetically for a minute before blowing his load. That’s how it’s been for years, and I need more.”

Dylan exhaled loudly. “I’m sorry, baby. You deserve more.”

“I do. I deserve your big hard cock, making me cum over and over.”

I heard his low growl through the phone, and I started rubbing at my slick pussy while we talked. Dylan had sent me a couple of pictures of his dick, and I craved it more than anything else. It was thick, black, and longer than any other cock I’d taken. Even my dildo didn’t compare to it.

“Fuck, yes you do, Layla. You should be riding my cock right now. I couldn’t think of a better way to start my day.”

A moan escaped me as I found my clit with my fingers and started rubbing vigorously at the little bud. “It would feel so good,” I whimpered. “So much better than Andrew’s tiny dick. And I know you would make me cum easily.”

“Damn right I would,” he moaned into the phone, and I was almost certain he was stroking his cock while we talked. “Get your dildo, baby. You’re going to fuck yourself with it while I listen.”

“Oh fuck,” I whimpered, before pulling my free hand out from between my thighs to reach over to my bedside table. In the drawer, I found my dildo and quickly laid back again, my legs spread wide. “I’ve got it, Dylan.”

“Good girl. Now fill your tight little pussy with that cock. I know that’s what you need, my greedy little slut.”

I let out another moan. It always drove me crazy when he talked dirty to me like that. Again, it was something else I’d never experienced before, and it never failed to make me wild and wanton. I lowered the toy beneath the covers, bringing it between my thighs, before teasing the head through my slick folds. Even that was enough to make me moan loudly and arch up off the bed in my needy state.

“God, it feels so good. Just like your cock would.”

“Is it inside you yet?” he asked, his voice almost as breathless as mine. In my mind’s eye, I could see him stroking his beautiful cock, which only made me more desperate for him.

With one quick thrust, I pushed the toy cock deep into my pussy, making me cry out with pleasure. “It is now,” I moaned as I began thrusting the dildo.

“Good girl. Fuck yourself hard with it. Just the way you need me to fuck you. I want to hear you cumming for me like the little slut you really are.”

It was getting harder to talk as I fucked myself relentlessly with the dildo, each thrust taking my breath away. The only sounds I seemed to be able to make were loud moans that filled the air. I didn’t even bother trying to hide the sounds. Nobody else was at home and I wanted Dylan to hear how wild he made me.

“That’s it, baby. Just like that. Let me hear how much you love having a big cock pounding your little white pussy. Because when I fuck you, there is no way I’m going to go easy on you. I’m going to fuck you harder than you’ve ever been fucked. And when I’m finished with you, you’ll be so damn addicted to my big black cock that you’ll cringe whenever your husband tries to go near you with his tiny pin dick.”

I knew it was wrong to get turned on when he spoke about Andrew like that, but I couldn’t help it. Dylan’s words made my needy cunt quiver around the dildo, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I exploded. Perhaps if my husband had put in a tiny bit of effort in the bedroom, then I wouldn’t feel that way. Although, if he had done that, I wouldn’t have needed to turn to men online to help me get what I needed.

But it felt so damn sordid when the man I was attracted to talked about Andrew in such a cruel way. And I knew every word was true. Even after seeing pictures of Dylan’s cock, I could barely bring myself to look at Andrew’s anymore. I had no doubt that I would be completely addicted after just one taste of that ebony dick which made my mouth water whenever I stared at the pictures he’d sent me.

I kept pumping the dildo hard and fast, my body trembling as an orgasm threatened to wash over me. But I couldn’t stop imagining that it was Dylan’s cock slamming deep into my cunt with each hard thrust. His breathless moans in my ear as he continued to jerk off only made the fantasy seem even more real.

“I need you to fuck me,” I moaned, panting hard as the pleasure grew more intense, building quickly to the release I craved.

“I will, Layla. I can’t wait to fuck you. Do you want to know what I think about when I’m laid in bed at night stroking my cock?”

“Fuck, yes,” I answered quickly, unable to think of anything I’d want to hear more. Except for maybe the sounds of his moans as he filled my fertile pussy with cum.

“I fantasise about coming to your house and fucking you in front of your husband.”

The shock of his words made me stop the frantic movements with the dildo, and my pussy quivered in protest. “But... why?” was all I could think to ask. I knew I was ruining the moment, but I was genuinely curious. And, if I was honest with myself, I wanted a moment to work out why I found the idea so fucking hot.

“Because I want to show him how a real man pleases a woman. I want to see the shame on his face as I make you cum harder than he’s ever done. And then I want to claim you as mine right in front of him, so that he knows only I will ever be allowed inside your needy little cunt, and the most he will ever be allowed is to lick you to orgasm.”

“Oh fuck,” I moaned as I started pumping the dildo again, my movements somehow even more frantic than they had been before.

“You like the sound of that, don’t you, baby?” he growled in my ear.

“Yes,” I moaned. “I want that too. He deserves to see that only your perfect cock is worthy of my pussy.”

“That’s right, Layla. And when he watches you worship my dick, he will know whose cock you really crave. And it’s not his cock, is it?”

“No. I need your cock, Dylan. I need it now. Oh fuck!”

The combination of hard thrusts with the dildo and the filthy scenario he was putting in my head suddenly became too much for me and I lost all control. My body shuddered as waves of pleasure washed over me, making me scream Dylan’s name. At that moment, I didn’t care if anybody heard me. The pleasure took away all sense and reason, leaving me only with the intense sensations that spread through my body like wild fire.

Just as I was coming down from my high, I heard the familiar moans that I knew meant Dylan was cumming too. I’d heard those sounds at least once every day for the last week, and I knew I’d never be able to get enough.

I thrust the dildo slowly in and out of my pussy as I listened to him cum, wishing I could see the look on his face and imagining the hot load of creamy cum as it splashed against the dark skin on his abs. If I were with him, I would eagerly lick every drop and then beg for more.

We both went quiet for a few long moments, all except for the sound of our panting as we tried to catch our breath. But when Dylan did speak, his words were enough to quickly bring me out of my post-orgasmic glow.

“So when should I come over, baby? The sooner the better for me, because I can’t wait to finally find out how good your sweet pussy feels when it’s gripping my cock.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, wincing slightly when my voice came out as a squeak.

“I thought we agreed I was going to come over and fuck you in front of Andrew?”

“Oh,” I said, surprise filling me along with the arousal I’d felt the first time he’d suggested it. “I thought we were just talking dirty.”

Dylan chuckled. “I wasn’t, Layla. I meant every word of it. I want to fuck you in front of your husband.”

I squirmed a little, my pussy quivering around the dildo as it suddenly grew eager for attention all over again. There was no denying that the thought of it turned me on. But could I really go through with it?

It only took me a minute to realise that I could, and I desperately wanted to take Dylan’s cock while my husband watched.

“Okay,” I said, feeling resolute. “Why don’t you come over later today? He’ll be home about 6pm, so you should get here about 6.30. It will give me time to warm him up to the idea.”

“That sounds perfect, baby. I’ll see you then.”

When I ended the call, I was grinning widely and wondering what I should wear for my special night.
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The day had dragged by as I waited for Andrew to get home. I’d gone from being grateful I hadn’t seen him when I woke up to being insanely excited to see him when he got home so I could tell him what would be happening. The last hour before he arrived home had been spent showering and getting changed into my little black dress, which was so little that it only just covered everything it was supposed to. To say it had a plunging neckline would be the understatement of the century, and my voluptuous tits only just managed to stay contained. And the skirt clung to my curvy ass, only just keeping my cheeks hidden.

I was admiring my reflection in the mirror when I heard the front door open, and I ran down the stairs as quickly as my black heels would allow.

“Hi, love!” I said, greeting him with a huge smile on my face. “How was your day?”

Andrew stared at me open-mouthed for a long moment, his gaze travelling slowly over each barely covered curve of my body. But he quickly pulled himself together and brought his eyes back to my face. “It was okay, I guess. Are you going out tonight?”

“No, silly. Of course not. I felt bad about what happened last night–you know, in the bedroom–and I wanted to make it up to you.”

“Oh,” his face instantly brightened, and he continued his lecherous staring.

“Why don’t you go sit down and I’ll go get a bottle of wine?”

“Sure,” he said, walking slowly into the living room while still staring at me over his shoulder. When he bumped into the door, I had to fight the urge to roll my eyes.

I ran into the kitchen, grabbed a bottle of white wine from the fridge and three glasses, then carried them through to the living room. It didn’t take Andrew long to notice there was an extra glass.

“Why did you get three glasses, Layla?” he asked, sounding curious.

I lowered myself onto the couch beside him, placing a hand on his thigh. “I invited a friend over, Andrew. I know things have become a little stale between us over the last few years. Marriage will do that to a couple. But I thought that bringing in a friend might help to spice things up a little. What do you think?”

His eyes widened, and he looked so full of excitement, I was worried he was going to blow his load already. “I think that sounds amazing, Layla. You really are the best.”

I grinned at him, knowing he must be assuming it was a female friend and that he was about to have the kind of threesome he’d probably always dreamed of. Not wanting to ruin the surprise, I had been purposely vague about the gender of my friend. But he’d find out the truth soon enough. His lack of concern over my own needs during the marriage had left me feeling a little resentful towards him, and for once, I was actually excited about what was going to happen. My little lace panties were soaked and clinging to my pussy lips with the evidence of my excitement.

Andrew leaned in to kiss me, and it took every bit of willpower I had to stop my face from scrunching up into a grimace. But luckily for me, there was a knock at the door before his lips even touched mine. He instantly sat bolt upright and looked towards the door.

“I can’t wait to see who you picked, Layla. Was it Claire? Or maybe Dina?”

I chuckled as I stood. “Oh no, it’s not either of those, Andrew. I think you will be quite surprised who I chose.”

If it was possible, he seemed to grow even more excited, bouncing slightly on the couch before he rose to his feet. I made my way to the front door, with Andrew following close behind me, and I opened the door. A rush of air quickly left my husband as he saw the tall black man stood in the doorway.

I threw myself at Dylan, who lifted me up off my feet as he wrapped me up in a tight hug. “Hey, baby. It’s so good to see you!”

He squeezed me hard enough to make me squeal before finally putting me back on my feet, and I glanced down to make sure my dress was still hiding everything it should be after being manhandled. When I knew everything was in place, I grabbed his hand and pulled him into the hallway before closing the door.

“I’m so glad you could come, Dylan. I have been so excited all day!” I turned to face Andrew, taking some enjoyment from the look of pure shock on his face. “Andrew, I would like you to meet my friend Dylan.”

“I... I don’t understand,” he stuttered, as he glanced back and forth between me and the man whose hand I was still holding. “I thought you meant one of your girlfriends.”

“Of course you did,” I said with a bitter smile curling the corners of my lips. “Because, as always, you were only thinking about yourself and your needs. Perhaps if you’d spent some time learning about what I like in bed and how to please me, then I wouldn’t have had to resort to bringing someone else around to show you how a real man fucks a woman.”

Andrew stared at me with an open mouth, and even though his face was flushed with anger, or maybe some other emotion, the front of his pants were tented with a very obvious erection. I released Dylan’s hand and took a step closer to my husband.

“Are you turned on at the thought of me fucking another man, Andrew?” I asked in a sweet tone, while running my hand over the crotch of his pants.

He didn’t answer the question, but his whimper told me everything I needed to know. “Have you already fucked him?” my husband asked instead.

“I haven’t,” I replied. “But we have had phone sex several times over the last couple of weeks. You are the lucky guy who gets to watch our first time together.”

I felt Dylan step closer, his chest pressing against my back, and I let out a soft sigh as his large hands trailed up my body to cup my breasts. My nipples instantly puckered, hardening with his touch. I hadn’t bothered to wear a bra underneath my dress, so when he gripped the neckline and pulled it even lower, my tits spilled out for just a moment before his hands were on them. He massaged the firm mounds of flesh, sending little tendrils of heat down to my pussy each time his palms brushed against the hard buds.

Even that touch felt heavenly, and I arched my back to push myself into his hands. I couldn’t pull my eyes away from Andrew, though. The look on his face was igniting a different kind of heat within me. It was a mixture of agony and pure arousal, and I loved that I had the kind of power that could make him feel those emotions so intensely. He was staring at Dylan’s dark hands on my ivory tits, and I wasn’t even sure if he was aware of the fact that he was tugging on his cock through his pants.

“You want to watch him fuck me, don’t you?” I said, my voice breathless. He didn’t have to answer. It was as clear as day that the idea turned him on. But the thought that maybe I could make him say it had my pussy dripping with lust.

With a whimper, Andrew nodded his head, and I couldn’t stop the long groan that emerged from me.

“I’m going to fuck her long and hard, and I’m going to make her cum on my cock. Something I hear you never do, Andrew.” The disdain in Dylan’s voice when he spoke to my husband was somehow unbelievably hot, and I was starting to get desperate for that hard fucking he kept threatening me with. My husband’s face flushed with shame, and he looked down at his feet.

“Let’s go upstairs, Dylan. I need your cock too badly to wait much longer.” I turned my attention to my husband for a moment. “And you can come too. I want you watching every touch and kiss while I enjoy someone who actually knows how to pleasure me.”

Without waiting for a response from Andrew, I took hold of Dylan’s hand once more and led him up the stairs to the bedroom. I heard my husband following along behind us, and I smiled to myself. While I doubted he was going to enjoy tonight as much as I was, it was hot to know Andrew was also turned on by the sudden turn of events. I never would have imagined he was a cuckold, but I wasn’t questioning it now. He’d shown more excitement in the last five minutes than he had in the entire last five years of our relationship.

As soon as we were in the bedroom, Dylan pushed me gently down onto the bed, then lowered himself on top of me. My breasts were still exposed, and my lover brought his mouth to one stiff peak, sucking the nipple roughly to send little jolts of pleasure down to my aching cunt. His teeth grazed against the sensitive button, making me writhe beneath him.

I turned my head to one side, looking over at Andrew as he stood at the foot of the bed. He’d made quick work of easing his cock out of his pants and he was already jerking frantically. His little grunting sounds reminded me of the noises he made during our unsatisfactory attempts at love making. I wasn’t sure if I managed to hide the look of disgust on my face as I turned away from him, but judging by his moans, he either hadn’t noticed or it had just turned him on even more.

Turning my attention back to Dylan, I laced my fingers through his thick, black hair and tugged gently to pull him up from my nipple. I shivered slightly with longing as the cool air met the warm, wet bud.

“I need to see your cock in the flesh, Dylan. The pictures you sent were so fucking perfect, but now I need to see the real thing.”

A tortured groan emerged from Andrew as he listened, but Dylan and I both ignored him. My new lover sat up on the edge of the bed and unfastened his pants, pulling out the long, thick ebony beast that I’d spent hours admiring on the screen of my phone. I crawled closer to him, kneeling beside him on the bed as I wrapped my hand around him. My fingers barely met around his thick shaft, and my pussy quivered at the thought of being filled with this huge dick.

I was only vaguely aware of Andrew as he walked around the bed to stand in a position where he had a better view.

“Sit on the floor by my feet,” Dylan commanded in his gruff voice, and I was surprised as my husband quickly obeyed, settling on the floor as he continued to stroke his cock. “That’s it, Andrew. I want you in the perfect spot to watch your wife worship my dick. You’ll be able to see how much she craves this big, black cock, and you’ll come to realise that soon enough, only big dicks like mine will be able to satisfy Layla.”

I wasn’t sure if it was me or my husband who was whimpering the loudest, but I knew that if I didn’t get Dylan’s cock inside me soon, I was going to combust. With one last look over at Andrew, I lowered my head and swirled my tongue around the fat head of my lover’s dick. I was once again rewarded with another one of those tortured groans from my husband, and I couldn’t help but feel it was one of the most arousing sounds I’d ever heard.
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Iparted my lips and slid them down over Dylan’s cock, slowly taking him deeper into my mouth. When I flicked my tongue against the tip, the salty taste of his precum filled my senses and I moaned around him. The sound was muffled by his thick cock, but it was enough to coax more whimpers from my husband. I didn’t think I’d ever once moaned like that while sucking his cock. Probably because I’d never enjoyed it the way I was enjoying Dylan’s huge dick between my lips.

“God, your mouth feels so fucking good, baby,” Dylan groaned. “Take me as deep as you can. Show me what a hungry little slut you are for my dick.”

I took his cock as deep as possible, and I gagged slightly as the head hit the back of my throat. Saliva leaked from my lips to dribble down his fat rod, coating my fingers as they remained wrapped around the back of his cock. I began pumping my fingers up and down his slippery shaft, bringing my hand up to my lips before stroking back down to the base.

“Do... do you really like sucking his cock, Layla?” Andrew asked hesitantly.

Unable to stop sucking, already addicted to the thick meat in my mouth, I nodded my head in response.

“Oh god,” my husband moaned, almost drowning out the sounds of pleasure coming from Dylan.

“Fuck, baby. You sure are hungry for my cock, aren’t you?” I whimpered and nodded again, although with the way my head was bobbing eagerly up and down as I sucked his dick, the movement would have been easy to miss.

Dylan placed his hand on the back of my head, forcing me to take him even deeper as he began pumping his hips slowly. Then his hand glided down over my spine, down to my ass, where he tugged my short dress up over my hips to reveal the little black panties I was wearing. When his hand slid between my thighs, teasing my cunt lips through the soaked material, I moaned loudly around his cock as little shockwaves of pleasure rippled outward from my core.

I spread my legs wider for him as I remained bent down over his cock, sucking vigorously. It wasn’t long before Dylan was pulling my panties to the side so he could tease my needy pussy properly with his thick fingers. They glided easily through my slick folds, sending shivers of desire through me.

Slowly, Dylan pushed one finger into my pussy, and I moaned once more as the thick digit filled me. But when he entered a second finger, I lost control and began pushing back against his hand, fucking myself on his digits.

As if from far away, I heard Andrew whimpering as he watched, but Dylan simply chuckled.

“Look at her, Andrew,” he said while holding his hand steady so I could work myself desperately against his fingers. “Has she ever been this needy for your cock?” There was a pause, and I had to assume Andrew shook his head because I wasn’t willing to let this delicious treat out of my mouth yet. “I figured as much,” Dylan continued. “And this is just my fingers. Wait until I’m stretching her with my fat dick.”

“But I want to fuck her,” Andrew said, his voice coming out as a pitiful whine.

“Well, you can’t,” Dylan responded. “Tonight, Layla is all mine. Besides, I think we both know whose cock she would choose if given the option.”

I increased my greedy suckling, using that to show the two men whose cock I craved desperately. Dylan rewarded me with the steady thrusting of his fingers into my pussy. He curled the digits, making sure to hit the sweet spot deep within with every thrust. The pleasure was building, making me suck his cock even harder, choking myself on it as I tried to fit the thick length down my throat.

“Good girl,” he growled, his voice growing breathless. “Keep sucking while you cum on my fingers. Then you’ll be ready to take my cock in this tight little pussy of yours.”

I whimpered loudly, my cunt quivering instinctively at the thought of being filled. Even as I continued to suck, I rocked back on his fingers harder and faster, pushing myself towards the orgasm I needed so badly. His cock was throbbing in my mouth, reminding me of how much I craved it inside me, and how much I needed all the cum in his big, heavy balls.

It wasn’t long before an orgasm was sweeping over me, making my body shudder with the intense sensations. Even through the haze of pleasure, I couldn’t stop sucking Dylan’s cock. My moans were completely muffled by his thick shaft, but there was no mistaking the sounds of my climax. I could hear my husband moaning alongside me, and a quick glance towards him told me what I already knew–that he was spilling his tiny load all over the floor.

Dylan pulled his fingers out of me as soon as the orgasm had subsided and grabbed my hair in his wet hand to pull my mouth up off his dick. I barely recognised the pathetic little whimpers that emerged from me as he denied me my favourite treat.

“I need more,” I moaned breathlessly.

He grinned at me. “Don’t worry, Layla. I’m not finished with you yet. As good as your mouth feels, my first load of cum isn’t going anywhere but your tight little cunt.”

Both Andrew at I whimpered at those words. Before I could say anything in response, Dylan had lifted me up in his arms, then placed me down on my back on the bed. He quickly stripped off while I laid there staring at him, my mouth watering as he revealed more and more of his smooth, dark skin. I could spend hours worshipping every inch of his body, and soon enough I would, but right now, we both needed one thing. For him to be pounding my pussy until we were both transported to ecstasy.

My legs were spread wide, and I absentmindedly reached down to stroke my fingers along my wet slit as I watched him. Occasionally, I would glance over at Andrew, and judging by the way he was staring at Dylan, I had to wonder if he didn’t crave that big, black cock just as much as I did. It didn’t matter if he did, though. Dylan was all mine tonight, and every inch of my body was tingling in anticipation of finally finding out what his cock would feel like when it was buried balls deep inside me.

“Fuck me,” I begged. “Please. I’ve waited far too long to feel your cock in my needy pussy. I can’t wait any longer.”

Dylan just grinned at me and climbed onto the bed, grabbing my ankles and lifting them in the air as he settled between my legs. The bulbous head of his cock was teasing against my entrance, so I wrapped my fingers around him and guided him home. He filled me with one swift thrust of his hips, and I cried out in surprise at just how well he filled me. My inner walls were stretched wide around him, gripping his dick tight.

“God,” he growled through gritted teeth. “I knew your pussy was going to feel good, but I had no idea it was going to be this good.”

“Then fuck me and fill me with your cum, Dylan. I want every fucking drop of it.”

The grin on his luscious lips was so devilish that it sent shivers all through my body. “With pleasure,” he responded, before pushing my ankles up almost to my ears, opening my pussy up to him even more, so that when he started slamming his hips hard and fast, his cock pushed deeper than I ever knew was possible.

I reached down, grabbing his firm ass cheeks as I tried to pull him in even deeper. Dylan brought out something feral in me, taking away every thought other than the craving to be fucked and bred. My cries were like a wild animal’s and even though I wanted to beg him for more, I knew I wouldn’t be able to form the words.

Pleasure was building rapidly inside me, hastened by the feel of his massive dick throbbing within. I turned my head, looking towards Andrew. His gaze was riveted to the spot where Dylan and I joined, watching the thick length sliding in and out of me. I had no doubt that the big, black cock must be glistening with my juices as sloppy sounds filled the air with every thrust.

I gripped the bedsheets on either side of me as my orgasm grew nearer. My legs were trembling as Dylan held onto them, effectively keeping me pinned to the bed while he jackhammered me with his cock.

“That’s it, baby,” he grunted between thrusts. “Don’t hold back. Give yourself to me so I can fill you with my cum.”

It was getting harder and harder to control myself, and his words sent me tumbling over the edge into another intense orgasm. My pussy clenched hard around him while waves of pleasure radiated through my body, leaving me shuddering and moaning loudly.

The sounds of my pleasure were closely followed by Dylan’s as he tensed over me, then began pounding even harder into my welcoming cunt, filling it with the warmth of his seed. I gripped his ass cheeks harder, pulling him deeper as he emptied his heavy balls inside me. Our moans filled the air, joined by the little whimpers coming from my husband as he watched me having the first orgasm he’d ever been witness to.

When we were both sated, Dylan released my ankles and collapsed on top of me, supporting his weight on his elbows. We were both breathing hard, our bodies glistening with sweat as we held onto one another.

“You’re not going to fuck him again, are you?”

Andrew’s whimpered words broke through my blissful haze, and with a sigh, I turned my head towards him once more. “I am. And in the future, I will fuck anybody who catches my eyes. But don’t worry, Andrew. I will always let you watch me with my lovers.”

Dylan chuckled. “Judging by how much he enjoyed watching us, I bet he’s going to love being your cuckold, baby.”

I grinned and kissed Dylan’s lips before pushing gently on his chest to guide him off me. When his cock slipped out of me, I let out a soft moan. I was already feeling sore from being fucked so hard, but I knew I was going to savour that feeling of soreness, and I would probably come to crave it.

Slipping off the bed, I moved towards my husband and ran my fingers through his hair, tilting his head back until he was looking up at me.

“I want you to lick me clean, Andrew. I saw the way you were staring so longingly at his cock, and I bet you would love to taste his cum, wouldn’t you?”

Without waiting for him to respond, I pulled his head between my thighs and moaned softly when he began lapping eagerly at my dripping cunt.

“If he likes my cock so much, baby, perhaps we should have him suck my dick next time? A good cuck should make sure his wife’s bull is hard and ready to please the woman he loves.”

Andrew’s moans vibrated against my pussy, making me think he liked the idea. I’d had no idea my husband had bisexual tendencies, but the thought of making him suck Dylan to get his cock nice and hard for me was surprisingly arousing.

“I think we should definitely do that next time,” I said, looking over at Dylan. “And maybe he should clean us both up next time. I bet he’d love tasting my juices on your cock.”

“Perfect idea,” he said with a grin. “When shall I come around next?”

“How about tomorrow night?”

My husband’s whimpers were loud, even with his face buried into my cunt.

“I’ll be here,” Dylan replied. “The same time as tonight?”

I nodded my head and smiled, closing my eyes as I enjoyed the feeling of Andrew’s tongue hungrily lapping up all the cum he could find. My days of being a dissatisfied wife were finally over. Now, all I could see in my future was hot sex with any man I desired, while my sweet cuckold watched.
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The Insatiable Wife Has Two Lovers – Chapter One
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Istood in the hallway of our new home, staring at all the boxes that were stacked up around me. While I knew it was going to be a lot of hard work getting everything unpacked, I was excited about making this place feel more homely. Eric, my husband, worked damn hard and in return, he earned enough money that we could afford a big place like this, but at the moment, it just felt cold. Not like a home at all. I would soon change that, though.

The sound of a throat being cleared behind me startled me, and I turned to see who it was. In the open doorway of our home stood the two removal men. Although I’d tried my best, I hadn’t been able to stop staring at them all day as they unloaded all our furniture and boxes from their truck. Not only were they gorgeous, but it was obvious from their physiques that they did heavy lifting for a living. They both had huge biceps and muscular chests, and in my imagination, they also had rock hard six packs hidden beneath their t-shirts. But I hadn’t been lucky enough to see that in person. Watching their muscles bulging under their dark skin as they carried everything around had got me feeling hotter than I had any right to be, considering how little I had done all day.

“That’s everything, Katherine,” one of them said, flashing me a smile that suddenly raised my temperature even more. “Is there anything else we can do for you?”

A host of images flashed through my mind as I thought of all the things I’d like them to do to me. But I couldn’t ask for any of them with my husband roaming about the house somewhere.

“Ummm, no,” I said. “I think that’s everything.”

Suddenly, Eric appeared, and I couldn’t help but glare at his back as he walked over to the two guys and sorted out the payment. He hadn’t wanted to be intimate for at least a year, and yet the ring on my finger stopped me from getting my needs met elsewhere. The resentment I felt towards him for that had been growing stronger over the last few months, and it had never been stronger than it was now. Considering the way the removal men had been looking at me all day, I had no doubt I’d have been able to tempt at least one of them into carrying out some of the sordid things that had been playing through my mind. Maybe even both. But no, Eric and the wedding ring he’d given me were the ultimate cock blockers.

But maybe I could tempt them to stay just a little longer.

“Would you two like to stay for a cold drink? There are some beers in the fridge.” The two men looked hot in more ways than one, as sweat glistened on their ebony skin.

Eric turned his head quickly towards me, shooting daggers at me, but I ignored him. Ever since he’d been promoted at work, he’d become a pompous jackass, and I had no doubt he’d hate the idea of the ‘staff’ lingering longer than they should have. But I’d had enough of caring about what he wanted, when he obviously didn’t care about my needs. Hell, I was getting through batteries faster than ever over the last few months in my attempt to take care of my own needs.

The two men looked at each other for a moment. “Yeah, sure,” one of them replied. “That sounds great.”

“Perfect. Follow me, gentlemen.” I turned and walked into the kitchen, giving an exaggerated sway of my hips in the hope it would draw their attention down to my ass. Despite the lack of attention my husband gave me, I was still pretty confident that I was in good shape, and the way they’d had been staring at me all day had given me an additional confidence boost.

I entered the kitchen and moved straight to the fridge, pulling out three cold beers and popping the lids off them. The day before, I’d come over and made sure the kitchen was stocked with food and drink, and I was suddenly grateful for that foresight.

With a smile on my face, I handed the removal men their drinks and gestured for them to take a seat at the kitchen table they hadn’t long brought in. They both sat down, and then I realised Eric was holding out his hand to me for the remaining beer. His eyes were wide as I stared into them and took a big gulp of the drink, letting him see all the bitterness I felt towards him after so long of being ignored and neglected.

I took a seat at the table with the guys and flashed them my most dazzling smile. “So, what are your names? I should have asked you that before now. I’m sorry.”

As I leaned forward, placing my elbows on the table, I noticed they both dropped their gazes down to my cleavage, and I couldn’t help but smile. I wanted their eyes on me. Well, actually, I would prefer their hands and mouths on me, but their eyes would have to be enough for now.

“I’m Joel,” said the one whose left arm was covered in tattoos.

“And I’m Lance,” said the one with a shaved head.

I smiled at them, pushing my arms together a little to enhance my deep cleavage even more, and I was rewarded with what sounded like a growl from Lance.

“Well, we both really appreciate all your help with moving today. We were lucky to find two such strong men.”

Without realising I was doing it, I reached out to trace my fingertip along one of the lines inked onto Joel’s forearm. Heat emanated from his body and seeped into me, filling me with a lust I hadn’t felt for far too long. My eyes met his, and I knew he felt it, too.

“Yes,” interrupted Eric. “We appreciated your help. But it’s time for you guys to go now. We have lots of things to do.”

My resentment bubbled over. Finally, I was getting some attention and having some fun, and he was going to ruin it. Again.

I turned my frosty gaze to my husband. “Don’t be so rude, Eric. They worked hard today, and they deserve to rest and drink a cold beer before they go. Besides, the three of us are enjoying each other’s company, so they won’t be going anywhere until we are all ready.”

Lance chuckled and leaned forward. “I expect he wants us to go so he can get to work christening every room in the house with you.” The wink he gave me would have been enough to make me squirm if his words hadn’t hit such a nerve.

I let out a bitter laugh. “That’s not the reason at all. At least, I would be very surprised if it was, considering the fact he hasn’t shown any interest in fucking me for months.”

“Hey! That’s none of their business, Katherine. Stop saying such inappropriate things.” Eric’s face was red, and I had no idea if it was shame or anger causing it, but I couldn’t bring myself to care.

Joel turned his attention to Eric, a sneer on his lips. “Perhaps she’s telling us because she wants it to be our business. Did you ever think of that?” He took hold of my hand, and my skin instantly tingled to life with his touch. Rather than trying to pull my hand away, I tangled my fingers with his, enjoying the way his huge hand engulfed mine.

“I... I don’t know what you mean,” Eric stuttered, his face growing a brighter shade of red as he stared at my hand in Joel’s.

“I’m saying that maybe she is telling us because she wants us to take care of all the needs that you neglect.”

A whimper escaped me as I heard Joel’s words, and I shifted in my seat. There was a heat between my thighs that was sending tingles throughout my body.

“That’s ridiculous,” Eric said, his voice growing louder.

When I turned to look at my husband, my eyes widened as I saw the tent in the front of his pants. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d ever seen him get hard. Truth be told, I had wondered if perhaps he couldn’t get hard anymore and that was why he never gave me the kind of attention I needed. I’d asked him in the past, thinking that would at least be easier to handle than thinking he didn’t desire me anymore, but he’d just got mad at me and stormed out. But now, as he watched me flirting and holding hands with someone else, I had no doubt that everything was still functional.

With a smile on my face, I reached out and took hold of Lance’s hand, too. “I don’t think it’s ridiculous, Eric. You haven’t given me any attention for such a long time. Surely I deserve the attention of two strong young men after that?”

Eric shifted from foot to foot, and gone was the confident and haughty man I’d married. Left in his place was a flustered and obviously very aroused man. I hadn’t expected this at all, but I was going to damn well make the most of it.

I pulled my hands free and stood, making my way around to the other side of the table where Joel and Lance were sitting. Wrapping an arm around each of their broad shoulders, I leaned down and flashed them a grin.

“How about we put on a little show for my husband, gentlemen? Perhaps he will learn a thing or two about how to please me.” I lifted my gaze to meet Eric’s eyes before I continued speaking. “Or perhaps I will decide I only want big black cocks from now on and I’ll have to keep him as my cuckold.”

The moan that came from Eric was small but unmistakable. My pussy tingled with arousal at the thought of having so much power over my husband, who had all but ignored me since we got married. He would be denied my pussy, while I would fuck whoever I wanted. I couldn’t think of a more perfect arrangement.

Joel wrapped his strong arm around my waist and pulled me into his lap, making me squeal with surprise. But the long, hard rod that I felt prodding against my ass through our clothes was a very pleasant surprise indeed.

“I definitely think we should put on a show,” he said. “Although I’m already pretty confident I know which way things will go in the future. You know what they say–once you go black, you never go back.”

Eric stumbled forward and lowered himself into the chair I’d just vacated. “You don’t have to do this, Katherine,” he whimpered. “I can fuck you if that’s what you need. I’ve just been busy. And stressed. But I can give you what you need.”

I chuckled softly and shook my head. “But this is what I want. What I need. Besides, you’re more turned on than I’ve ever seen you in our entire relationship. Admit it. You want to watch me being fucked by two big and burly black men.”

He didn’t admit it, but he didn’t deny it either, and that was enough for me. And apparently it was enough for the two removal men. Lance placed his hand on my thigh and Joel brought his hands up to cup my breasts from behind. I let out a soft moan, arching into Joel’s touch while opening my legs wider in invitation to Lance. The hand on my thigh moved higher, going so far that Lance’s fingertips brushed against my soaked panties.

I let out a soft moan, enjoying their touch while watching Eric. He was staring, his wide eyes moving from the hands on my tits to the hand that had disappeared up my skirt. One of his hands was gripping the edge of the table hard, but his other hand was out of sight. I suspected he was already touching himself under the table as he watched the three of us together.

“I think you should be naked, sweetheart,” Joel growled against my earlobe. “Then we can give every inch of your body the attention it craves.”

His words sent a shiver of lust running down my spine and, without hesitation, I stood and began taking off my dress while the three men watched me.
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Chapter Two
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Once I was fully naked, I stood in the middle of the kitchen, delighting in the feel of three lustful pairs of eyes staring at me. My inner thighs were slick with my arousal, and I couldn’t fight the urge to bring my hands up to my breasts, massaging them and squeezing them together for my captive audience. I’d never felt so desired, and it was driving me wild.

Joel stood and walked towards me, placing his hands on my hips as he backed me up against the kitchen counter. The heat of his palms seared my skin, making me crave to feel his touch on every part of my body. With barely any effort, he gripped my waist and lifted me up onto the countertop. I gasped softly as the coolness of the marble made me shiver slightly, but that was soon forgotten about when he pushed my hands away and covered my tits with his own instead.

Joel wasn’t being anywhere near as gentle with my breasts as I had been, but it felt so damn good. He mauled them roughly, occasionally stopping to pinch and tug at the hard little buds. I moaned and arched my spine, offering my tits to him as the pleasure of his touch sent tingles all the way down to my cunt.

At the same time, I spread my legs wide, and he stepped between them. Even through his clothes, I could feel his hardness pressing against my pussy. God, I needed to be filled with his huge rod and fucked hard. I reached down and grasped his cock through his pants, rubbing at it until I could feel it throbbing. But before I could release his erection from his clothing, he pushed my hand away.

“Not yet, Katherine. Relax and let us give you what you need for a while.”

I whimpered softly, unsure whether I was more turned on by his willingness to give rather than receive, or his deep, gruff voice that made me squirm every time he spoke. “But I need your cock,” I said, feeling bold and shameless now. “I want you to fuck me, Joel.”

From the other side of the kitchen, I heard a moan come from my husband. While I’d tried various things over the years to entice him into fucking me, I’d never once begged for his cock, and I had no doubt it would have affected him to hear me beg for another man’s dick. But then I’d never once craved Eric’s mediocre cock in the way I craved the huge monster I knew was hidden in Joel’s pants.

“Don’t worry, beautiful. I am going to fuck you. Hard. And so is Lance. By the time we’ve finished with you, your husband’s little white cock will never satisfy you again. But first, we are going to make you feel so damn good.”

Before I could respond, he slipped a hand down between our bodies to brush his thick fingers against my slick lower lips. I moaned and gripped the edge of the marble counter tight as sensations filled my body. With one hand, he groped my tits roughly, while with the other, he found my clit and rubbed his fingertips over the sensitive little bud in lazy circles.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “That does feel good.”

“I know. So relax and enjoy it, Katherine. You’ll get our cocks soon enough.”

I looked over towards the kitchen table and found both Lance and Eric jerking off as they watched us. But I barely spared Eric’s cock a glance once I caught sight of Lance’s big, beautiful cock. It was rock hard, and just as big as I imagined Joel’s being after I’d had a chance to rub it through his pants. Fuck, I was going to be lucky if I could walk by the time they were done with me.

Joel caught me watching his friend and grinned at me. “That’s right, beautiful. I can see how much you need a big, black cock inside you. You fucking crave it, don’t you?”

I could only moan and nod my head frantically as the pleasure building between my thighs made it almost impossible to find any words. When Joel slipped one thick finger into my cunt, I cried out and shifted my hips to take him deeper. That one digit felt just as big as Eric’s cock, and I had to wonder if I was going to be able to take all of his dick. But I was eager to take as much of it as I could when the time came.

Joel pumped his finger hard and fast, while he plucked at my hard nipples with the fingers of his other hand. The sensations were growing within me, becoming overwhelming as he pushed me closer to my orgasm with expert precision. It wasn’t long before my greedy cunt was gripping his finger tight, clenching around it as my climax consumed me. His finger made loud squelching sounds as it pounded into my soaked pussy, the juices of my release making everything wet. I couldn’t do anything but surrender to the ecstasy he brought to me, and my body shuddered and writhed with the intensity.

As soon as the pleasure faded, Joel slipped his finger out of me and brought it to his lips. He licked the digit and let out a moan as he tasted my pleasure. That sound from him was the sexiest thing I’d ever heard, and I knew I’d need to hear it over and over again.

“Fuck,” Joel groaned. “You taste so damn sweet that I need to take a proper taste. From the source.”

“Yes!” I whimpered breathlessly, still recovering from the first orgasm. “Please, Joel.”

I honestly couldn’t remember the last time a man had eaten my pussy, and I needed it desperately. Just the thought of it had made my body tremble with longing. So when Joel pushed my thighs apart and crouched between them so his head was at the perfect height, I couldn’t help but beg.

The first touch of his tongue against my wet pussy lips was enough to make me cry out as intense flutters spread through my entire body. Another moan emerged from Joel after that first lick, and then he seemed to lose all self-control. He licked and suckled at my dripping flesh as if he was a starved man, making slurping sounds while he feasted.

I had been so caught up in the feel of Joel’s mouth on my pussy that I hadn’t even realised Lance had got up and moved closer to us. My eyes flew open as a large hand gently caressed my breast, and I saw him standing beside me. He still had his hard cock in his spare hand, but I wanted it. With a shameless urgency, I pulled his hand away and wrapped my own around his fat shaft instead. I’d never seen a cock so big, and I stroked it enthusiastically, enjoying the way it pulsed in my hand.

While I did that, Lance lowered his head and covered my nipple with his mouth, sucking on that stiff peak while his friend continued to devour my cunt. Joel’s tongue was pushing deep inside my pussy, lapping at the wetness these two men had created. The combination of attention from the two of them had me writhing uncontrollably on the countertop as the sensations became almost too much to handle. I was already so close to a second orgasm, and I suspected it was going to be the second of many.

A moan drew my attention back to the kitchen table, where Eric was still sitting with his dick in his hand, pumping it frantically. It looked like he was just as close to an orgasm as I was. I watched him for a few moments while stroking Lance’s huge beast. These men hadn’t even fucked me yet, and I already knew I would only ever crave cocks like theirs in the future. From now on, Eric could ignore me all he wanted. I was going to fuck whoever I wanted whenever I wanted. I winked at my husband, pulling another moan from him, before I turned my attention back to the studs who were currently making me feel things I had never felt before.

Joel found my clit with the tip of his tongue, and my body jolted as sparks of electricity raced through me. I brought my hand to the back of his head, holding him in place as I wriggled against his mouth, while wrapping my other arm around Lance’s neck to keep him close. Heat emanated from me, and I felt like I was glowing. I felt desired. Sexy. And I knew I would never let Eric’s lack of attention make me feel unwanted ever again.

When Joel began flicking his tongue rapidly against my clit, I shattered apart, screaming as another intense orgasm swept over me. Lance wrapped a strong arm around my waist, holding me while my body shuddered violently with a powerful release.

By the time the climax had faded, I was slumped on the kitchen counter and gasping for air, my entire body glistening with sweat. I was so wrapped up in my blissful afterglow that I even forgot to keep stroking Lance’s cock. Instead, I simply held it gently, as if it was the anchor keeping me grounded in reality.

A bite on my inner thigh quickly brought me out of my daze, though, and I looked down to find Joel grinning up at me from between my legs.

“I think you enjoyed that,” he said, his voice rumbling with a small chuckle.

I couldn’t help laughing at that. “You think?” I asked sarcastically. “I almost passed out after that orgasm. Literally nobody has made me cum that hard before, Joel.” As I spoke, I cast a pointed glance towards my husband, and he glanced down at the floor with a face flushed with shame. He didn’t stop frantically jerking his cock, though. Anybody would think he was enjoying the humiliation.

With a roll of my eyes, I turned back to Lance, whose cock was throbbing in my hand. I began stroking him again, enjoying the deep moans that emerged from him.

“Please tell me it’s time for me to be fucked now, guys. I think I’m going to go crazy if I don’t get one of these big cocks deep inside me soon.”

Lance chuckled and shook his head. “It’s not quite time yet, Katherine. My friend enjoyed your taste so much that now I need to sample your pussy.” He wrapped his arm around my waist, then pulled me off the countertop before turning me around and bending me over it.

Joel came to stand beside me, while Lance got in position behind me, forcing my legs wider apart so he could get better access to my cunt. I could feel the wetness leaking down my thighs, and I flushed to think of him seeing just how damn wet I was. But there was no hiding it when his face was so close to my pussy.

Lance lapped at the nectar on my thighs, letting out another moan as he took his first taste of me. Then he was dragging his tongue through my folds repeatedly, making my legs tremble as pleasurable sensations filled me once more. I moaned and dropped my head down against the marble surface, letting the coolness soothe me while my body was assaulted with the kind of pleasure I’d only dreamed of before.

I was getting so close to the edge, growing more desperate for another orgasm with each pass of his tongue over my wet folds. But he avoided my clit, keeping me on the edge while he tasted me.

“Oh god, please make me cum,” I moaned, the teasing making me feel wanton and needy.

Suddenly, a large hand came down hard on my ass, causing a sharp sting to spread out over my flesh. I wasn’t even sure which one of the men had done it, but I knew I was going to have a red handprint on my butt for a while.

“I will make you cum again,” Lance growled from behind me. “But the next time you cum will be with this pretty little cunt of yours wrapped around my cock.”

With that, he stood behind me and began pushing the head of his enormous dick against the opening of my tight pussy.
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Chapter Three
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Ilet out a loud moan as the fat head of Lance’s cock spread my pussy lips wide. It created a slight sting, but that only added to the intense sensations in a good way. I already knew I was going to be sore by the time they’d both fucked me, and I was embracing that reality.

Closing my eyes, I rested my head on the countertop once more, savouring the feel of Lance’s dick as it moved ever so slowly in and out. The rippled shaft dragged along my tight inner walls, sending tingles all over my body. With each forward movement of his hips, he pushed a little deeper, slowly filling me more and more until I wasn’t sure I’d be able to take it all. But after a few minutes–or maybe it was only a few seconds, it was hard to tell as I lost myself in bliss–he bottomed out in me, with his hips pressed up against my ass perfectly.

I groaned and writhed needily on his thick length, but Lance didn’t start moving yet. He held himself deep inside me, giving me time to get used to his size.

“God, just fuck me already,” I moaned, growing more impatient by the second. “Please fuck me with that massive cock.”

Another moan came from Eric’s direction, but I didn’t even bother looking at him. All I cared about was the huge rod currently filling my pussy.

“You really are impatient,” Lance said with a chuckle, before leaning down over my back to scrape his teeth against my bare shoulder. “Just remember, Katherine, that you asked for this.”

With that, Lance slowly pulled his hips back until only the swollen head was filling me, then he slammed his hips forward and began pounding my pussy hard and fast. I cried out with surprise with the first thrust, before his movements took my breath away and all I could manage were breathless little whimpers.

Lance tangled his fingers in my hair and tugged roughly on it, pulling my head up from the cool marble surface. I hadn’t realised that Joel had jumped up onto the countertop and taken his cock out of his pants. He was stroking his hard dick, and as close as I was, I could see the drops of precum as they oozed from the tip.

Unable to resist the temptation, I closed the distance and dragged my tongue along his shaft, gathering up all the drops of his desire. Joel let out a loud moan, which matched the sounds coming from his friend as he continued to slam deep into my pussy.

“That feels good, beautiful,” Joel growled. “But I know you want to suck it. Wrap those pretty lips of yours around my dick so you can get a proper taste.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. Without hesitation, I slid my lips down over the tip, suckling greedily on it. The hard thrusts from behind made my body rock back and forth, forcing my lips further down onto Joel’s shaft than I’d intended. When the head hit the back of my throat, I gagged softly and felt saliva pool in my mouth before it dribbled down his throbbing length.

“Good girl,” he moaned. “Your mouth feels so damn perfect.”

Lance kept his hand in my hair as he thrust into me, making me whimper each time his heavy balls swung against my clit, adding to the pleasure of already being so full. He held my head over Joel’s cock, making it almost impossible to take my mouth off him. Not that I wanted to, of course. His rock hard manhood tasted sublime, and felt perfect between my lips. I could suck him for hours if he’d let me, which was a surprise considering how little I’d always enjoyed sucking Eric’s dick.

“Look at you,” Lance grunted from behind me, punctuating each word with a thrust of his hips. “Taking two big black cocks at the same time while your husband watches. You really have turned him into a cuckold.”

I suddenly heard Eric’s voice from beside me. “Suck my cock, love. Show them both that you love my cock, too.”

I would have laughed if my mouth hadn’t been so full already. Without even a thought about whose dick I would prefer to worship, I reached out blindly and gently pushed Eric away while I kept sucking hungrily on the huge black rod in my mouth. Both the removal men laughed, and Eric’s whimpers grew more and more high-pitched until he began moaning loudly. Even though I hadn’t heard that sound in a long time, I remembered exactly what had caused it. My husband had just cum hard while being laughed at by the two men fucking me.

“Let me show you why she wants our cocks more, cuck,” Lance said, still laughing.

Without any notice, he picked up his pace, jack hammering my pussy in a way that had the pleasure building quickly between my thighs. Lance pushed me closer and closer to my orgasm, making my legs tremble as he used me harder with his massive cock than I’d ever been used before.

When he reached down beneath me and began rubbing at my clit, the entire world shattered apart in a kaleidoscope of colour. Pleasure wracked my body, causing me to shudder violently as I got caught up in another intense orgasm. My moans were muffled by Joel’s cock as I continued to suck even while in the grip of my climax.

My knees buckled beneath me from the overwhelming intensity, but luckily, Lance slid a powerful arm around my waist from behind to keep me upright.

“I just know you’ve never made her cum like that even once, Eric,” Joel teased. “That’s why she won’t want your cock anymore.”

The sound of my husband’s pathetic little whimpers reached me for a second before they were drowned out by the sound of Lance groaning loudly. His body tensed and shuddered before he began pounding even harder into my soaked pussy. The warmth of his seed spurted deep inside me, filling me until I could feel some of it seeping out onto my thighs.

With one final thrust, Lance folded down on top of me, his breath hot against my neck as he panted heavily. We were both trembling from the ferocity of our release, yet I still couldn’t stop sucking Joel’s dick. It was like I was addicted and unable to get enough.

To my disappointment, Joel gently gripped a handful of my hair and tugged my head up just enough that his cock slipped from my mouth. Saliva dripped from my lips onto his muscular thigh, and I gasped for air now that I wasn’t being greedy for his cock.

“Out of the way, Lance,” he growled. “It’s my turn now.”

“Oh fuck, yes,” I moaned, the quiet words barely audible over my harsh breathing.

Lance waited until Joel was standing right beside him before pulling out, and I was only left empty for a split second before I was being filled with my second cock of the day. Joel wasn’t the type to go slow, though, and he gave me no time to get used to his size like Lance had. He began slamming hard and deep into my pussy, which was still quivering with the aftershocks of my orgasm.

“Damn,” Joel grunted. “I knew your pussy was going to be tight, but I had no idea it was going to feel this fucking good. Especially when it’s already sloppy with a load of cum.”

All I could do was moan and rock back and forth as he fucked me hard, his cock thrusting deep each time. Joel’s dick wasn’t as thick as Lance’s, but it was slightly longer, hitting a spot inside that had never been touched before. Not even by a dildo.

Joel reached under me to cup my swaying tits in his hands, roughly kneading them in a way that created a delicious tingle in my body. Occasionally, he pinched one of the stiff peaks hard enough to send a jolt of pain rippling through me, but I didn’t mind. In fact, I found myself begging for more, and he was happy to oblige. Soon enough, my nipples were raw, but the feeling was such a perfect contrast to the pleasure coursing through me with each thrust.

Lance moved to stand beside me with his sated cock in his hand. Even when he wasn’t hard, it was still bigger than Eric’s cock when it was at full mast.

“I want you to clean my cock, Katherine,” he said, his voice still simmering with lust even though he’d already been satisfied.

My only response was to open my mouth and begin sucking him. I moaned as the musky taste of my pleasure combined with the lingering taste of his release. His dick twitched a few times as I sucked hungrily, but he didn’t fully harden. That didn’t mean I enjoyed sucking him any less, though. After all, it was the cock that had just given me an earth-shattering orgasm, and it deserved to be worshipped with a warm, wet mouth.

As I kept sucking and licking Lance clean, Joel continued to thrust hard and fast into my cunt, pushing me further onto Lance’s cock. Another climax was already brewing deep in my core, getting closer each time Joel drove his cock deep.

“Come on, baby,” he grunted. “I want you to cum for me. I need to feel how perfectly tight your pussy gets when you grip my cock.”

He increased the pace of his hips, fucking me harder than I could ever remember being fucked. The thought of how I was going to be sore after this flitted briefly through my mind again, before being obliterated by a sudden rush of pleasure sweeping over my body.

My cries of ecstasy would have been loud if I wasn’t still suckling greedily on Lance’s cock. I clamped down hard around Joel’s dick as my body shuddered with my overwhelming orgasm, quickly pulling him into his own release. His huge cock pulsed as he pumped me full of his cum too, emptying himself inside my greedy pussy.

Unable to help myself, I pushed back frantically against him, working myself against his cock to ride out the waves of pleasure for even longer. There were warm hands stroking my back, but I had no idea whose they were while I was lost in such bliss.

Joel gave a few more thrusts of his hips before pulling out of me, and I felt his hot cum trickling down onto my inner thighs.

“Fuck, that felt so good,” I moaned, while panting heavily.

“Damn right it did,” Joel said, his voice still as breathless as mine.

“Is... is it my turn now?” Eric stuttered from where he was standing in the corner of the room.

The question surprised me. Partly because it was the first time in forever that he’d shown any interest in fucking me. But mostly because I’d been so caught up with the two men that I’d forgotten my husband was even still in the room.

“No, it isn’t,” I replied. “But my poor pussy is feeling a little sore after being fucked by two huge cocks, so why don’t you kiss it better for me? It’s the least you could do for me now that I’ve made you my cuck.”

Eric’s face turned a bright shade of crimson, and he moved hesitantly towards me. Once he was behind me, he crouched down and let out a loud moan. I could only assume it was caused by the sight of so much cum dripping from his wife’s pussy. Cum that wasn’t his.

I waited to feel his tongue, wondering if he was going to be able to go through with licking me clean when I had been filled with two big loads of cum. But after a surprisingly short amount of time, he began lapping at my folds over and over. His little whimpers vibrated against my pussy, and I let out a soft moan. Just his tongue bathing me would have been enough for it to feel good, but knowing he was willingly cleaning up so much cum was enough to get me feeling aroused all over again.

“So, what room is next?” Lance asked. I flashed him a confused look before he continued. “Well, if your husband doesn’t want to christen every room of the new house with you, we will. Consider it part of our moving services.”

“Ohhh,” I said with a grin. “Well, I don’t know about you, but I’m ready for a shower after everything that we’ve done today. And the master bathroom here has a huge shower. It should be big enough for the three of us. Why don’t we try it out?”

“That sounds perfect,” Joel replied.

“And the best thing is,” I continued, “the shower has a glass door, so my cuckold will be able to watch everything that happens.”

Eric moaned against my pussy, and I knew he loved the idea too, even if he wasn’t willing to admit it.
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