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Chapter One
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SARAH:

It was Friday, and it had been a whole blissful week since Tyler the handyman had come into my life. Michael and I had hired him to redecorate our home, which was in much need of some attention, but it turned out that I had needed Tyler’s attention, too.

I hadn’t intended to fuck him, but when Michael pointed out how much Tyler kept looking at me, and told me it would turn him on to watch me with another man, the idea had been put into my head. And it had become an idea that was impossible to ignore.

Now, I was addicted to Tyler’s big black cock, and Michael was just as addicted to watching me pleasure the handyman in all kinds of different ways.

And that was how I ended up on my knees on our bedroom floor with Tyler’s cock in my mouth while Michael sat on the edge of the bed, jerking himself off.

“God, she’s such a greedy little cocksucker,” Tyler grunted as he thrust his hips forward, pushing his fat meat deeper into my mouth until I was almost choking on it.

Michael groaned. “She does seem to love your cock,” he agreed.

My only contribution to the conversation was a muffled moan of pleasure as I continued sucking almost desperately on Tyler’s dick, trying to get more of it down my throat. It wasn’t easy, considering the fact he was so much bigger than Michael, but it was beginning to get easier to swallow every inch of his long, thick shaft. After all, I had been dedicated to practising that skill for the last few days.

The taste of Tyler’s pre-cum mixed with the musky scent of sweat was making the ache between my thighs even more intense. It was always difficult trying to decide if I wanted him to fuck my mouth or my pussy more. I could never seem to get enough of either.

Suddenly, Tyler pulled out of my mouth and leaned down to grip my arm in his large hand. Even once he’d helped me up to my feet, he towered over me with his tall and muscular frame. I still couldn’t quite believe he was so interested in me. Not only was he absolutely gorgeous, but he was also about twenty years younger. Still, he seemed to have trouble keeping his hands off me.

With swift movements, I began stripping off the rest of Tyler’s clothes so he could be just as naked as I was.

“I need you inside me,” I moaned softly, looking up into his deep brown eyes.

Leaning forward, I brushed tender kisses over his firm pecs while my hands roamed over his abs. One hand moved even lower to grasp his fat cock, wrapping my fingers around it to stroke him slowly. He was so big that my fingers barely reached around him, but he still seemed to enjoy my touch, judging by his sexy moans.

At the same time, he brought one of his hands between my thighs and slipped a thick finger past my dripping folds to fill me with it. I let out a moan and instinctively began moving my hips, trying to rock myself against the invading digit.

“Well, you are certainly wet enough to take my dick inside you,” he observed with a small laugh. “Why don’t you tell your husband how good my huge cock feels when it stretches out your tight little pussy, and then maybe I will fuck you?”

His words made me shiver, and a rush of arousal spread through my body. I would do anything to get his perfect cock inside me, and besides, this all excited Michael just as much as it did me, so I had no doubt he would love hearing it.

I turned to look at my husband. “Oh god, Tyler’s cock feels so perfect every time he fucks me. It’s huge and stretches me more than anything I’ve ever felt before. He always makes me cum so hard, baby.”

Michael groaned, and his face turned a bright shade of crimson. He opened his mouth to say something, but it was cut off by my screech as I suddenly found myself being thrown onto the bed, landing on my back beside my husband.

Without hesitation, I spread my legs wide, showing off my wet and eager pussy to my big black lover. He stared down between my thighs for a moment with such an intense hunger in his eyes that I wondered if he might eat me out. But instead, he stepped between my thighs and I felt the fat head of his cock teasing along my slit.

“Oh god, yes!” I moaned. “Fuck me, Tyler. I need your cock so damn much.”

“Good little slut,” he growled as he began slowly pushing his hips forward, sinking his massive dick inside me inch by inch.

The sensation was incredible as his thickness opened me up like nothing else could, forcing my inner walls to stretch wide to accommodate his girth. I wasn’t used to his impressive size yet, and there was still a slight stinging sensation, but that didn’t stop me from lifting my hips up from the bed in my attempt to take him even deeper.

I wrapped my arms around him, gripping his ass cheeks in my hands as I tried to pull him even closer, and both Tyler and Michael let out a loud groan. A quick glance over at my husband showed me that he was jerking his cock vigorously, his shaft and fingers glistening with copious amounts of precum. His entire body was trembling, and I knew he was close. He always had trouble controlling himself whenever he was watching me, or whenever I was telling him how much I loved Tyler’s cock.

As my lover moved his hips, plunging his huge cock deep into my pussy over and over again with rough strokes, I reached out to take Michael’s cock in my hand. As soon as my fingers enclosed around his rigid length, his body shuddered and I was certain he was going to blow his load all over my hand in an instant. But he somehow managed to keep control of himself.

“No, Sarah,” Tyler growled, as he gripped my wrist and pulled my hand away from Michael’s cock. “You are my little slut right now. Not his. Just focus on how good my dick feels inside you and forget about his.”

I let out a low moan and closed my eyes, focusing all of my attention on that spot between my thighs where it felt as though he was going to rip me in half with his huge dick. My tight inner walls were gripping him hard, and every stroke of his hard flesh sent tingles of pleasure running through my body.

Tyler took hold of both wrists and pinned them above my head, pushing them firmly into the mattress while he pumped his hips harder and faster. I cried out as his cock slammed so deep inside me, forcing me quickly to my own release.

With a gasp, I came hard, shuddering beneath him as wave after wave of orgasmic bliss swept through me. The feeling was almost too intense to handle; my muscles tensed uncontrollably, clenching around his pulsating cock as the pleasure crested and took my breath away.

As soon as the sensations began to fade, Tyler pulled out of me, leaving my pussy to spasm around nothing but thin air. The feeling of being empty was so torturous after being so full. His dick was still rock hard, and I needed more.

“Please don’t stop, Tyler!” I begged shamelessly. “I need more. I can never get enough of your cock.”

He chuckled and shook his head affectionately. “That’s why you are my favourite, Sarah. Because you are an insatiable little slut.”

Suddenly, his hands were on my waist, and with barely any effort, he lifted me and flipped me over onto my front. I turned my head, looking at him over my shoulder to see him picking his pants up from the floor and fetching a small bottle from the pocket.

Michael seemed to understand what it was before I did, because his face went pale and he moaned, “oh god!”

Then when Tyler flipped open the lid of the bottle and squirted some clear liquid onto his fingers, it dawned on me. And I didn’t think I’d ever wanted anything as much as I wanted this.

“I haven’t claimed your ass yet, Sarah. But that’s changing today.” He climbed onto the bed, straddling my legs so he was sitting on the backs of my thighs, and he ran his slick fingers between my ass cheeks. “Soon, I will have taken all three of your holes.”

My heart skipped a beat at the thought of him taking me completely, filling the one and only hole he hadn’t yet used. I clenched my fists together tightly, gripping the bedsheets beneath me, and I was unable to contain myself anymore.

“Yes, please,” I moaned.

His finger pressed against my asshole and I sucked in a sharp breath as he pushed inside, spreading me wide with ease. It hurt just slightly at first, but then it became pleasurable as I relaxed and allowed him entrance. When he withdrew his thick digit until only the very tip was inside that tight hole, I whimpered softly in anticipation of being filled again.

“Oh god,” Michael groaned once more. “But you’re so big. You’ll hurt her!”

Tyler laughed. “It doesn’t matter what you want. It only matters if your wife wants me to claim her ass,” he said to Michael, before turning his attention to me. “And you want this, don’t you, baby?”

“So badly,” I replied.

“Good girl,” he growled. “Because you’ve earned it.” With that, he slipped his finger out of me, and seconds later, I felt the bulbous head of his cock pressing against my tightest hole. I gasped loudly, trying to prepare myself for such a large intrusion.

Tyler grabbed my hips and slowly forced his way deeper inside, stretching me wider than I could have imagined possible. As he continued to push forward inch by agonising inch, my mind began to spin as waves of pain washed over me. But it was a pleasurable kind of pain. The kind I wanted to feel over and over, whenever Tyler wanted to fuck me like this.

When he had finally bottomed out inside me, I looked back at him and bit down hard on my lip to keep from crying out. Instead, I focused all of my energy on relaxing those muscles surrounding him, making sure they would allow his entire length inside me without too much discomfort.

“Good girl. You like the feel of my big dick in your ass, don’t you?” he asked, gathering my long blonde hair in his hand and wrapping it around his fist as he waited for me to answer.

“I do,” I moaned, writhing beneath him on the bed to try and work myself against his throbbing cock.

A low rumble vibrated through his chest as he slid himself out of my stretched anal cavity. Then, with slow deliberation, he re-entered me again, pushing his massive girth deeply inside me. My eyes widened and my jaw dropped open, stunned by how good it felt having something so huge inside of me.

Michael laid down on the bed beside me, and I looked into his eyes as Tyler began fucking my ass with slow, deep thrusts. It was impossible to hold back my moans as the pleasure rippled outward from that spot where he entered me. Each time he drove his cock balls-deep inside me, it made my toes curl.

After a few moments, I couldn’t take the pleasure any longer and started writhing wildly beneath him, begging him to pound me harder. At that moment, Michael let out a loud groan and his body shuddered as his cock erupted, sending ropes of cum spraying across his stomach.

Tyler tugged on my hair, lifting my head from the mattress and forcing me to look up at the ceiling, so I could no longer look at my husband.

“I’m going to fill your tight little ass with cum, baby. And when I do, you are going to cum with me, so I can feel you squeezing my dick so fucking tight.”

“Yes!” I moaned, too breathless to say anything else.

He began pumping his hips brutally hard, slamming into me with such force that it almost made me dizzy. Then I felt his free hand sliding beneath me so he could rub at my clit. I was so fucking worked up that it only took a few moments of stimulation to send me over the edge. I cried out sharply as my orgasm ripped through me, shaking my whole body violently.

“That’s right, slut! Cum with me now,” Tyler grunted harshly, pounding even faster into me as his own climax hit him. I could almost feel the force of his seed as it exploded from his cock to fill my asshole with his cum.

He held himself fully inside me for a few long moments, then he pulled out of my ass, leaving behind a trail of sticky fluid. A second later, he was wiping his spent cock clean against my ass cheek.

“God, that was so good,” I said, a huge smile on my face as I remained sprawled on my stomach, too exhausted to even lift my head from the mattress. Tyler had made me cum so hard that my entire body had melted into a puddle of post-orgasmic bliss.

Tyler flopped down onto the bed beside me, wrapping an arm around me and pulling me close against his muscular frame. When I heard a whimper coming from behind me on the bed, I turned and looked at Michael, whose face was bright red, and he couldn’t seem to look me in the eye.

“Did you like that, baby?” I asked softly, and he slowly lifted his gaze to mine. He nodded slightly, and somehow, the colour on his cheeks seemed to deepen even more.

Suddenly, there was a loud banging on the front door, forceful enough to startle all three of us. Our bedroom was at the front of the house, just above the porch, so when a voice started calling for my husband, we all heard it easily.

“Michael! Are you in? I really need to talk to you!”

My husband let out a groan. “I suppose I’d better go see what he wants,” he said as he got up from the bed and tucked his spent cock back into his pants.

When he disappeared, Tyler squeezed my body closer to his. “Who is it?” he asked.

“It’s Simon. Michael’s best friend,” I replied, feeling sleepy as I relaxed in my lover’s arms.

“Oh,” he said, pausing for a moment before continuing. “Have you ever fucked any of Michael’s friends before?”

“No!” I squealed, lifting my head up from his chest so I could look down into his deep brown eyes. “What kind of a woman do you think I am?”

One corner of his lip quirked up into a crooked grin. “I didn’t mean it like that, Sarah. But just think about it. If he gets off to you being with a complete stranger, just imagine how much more intense it would be for him if he saw you with a friend of his. I bet he’d love it.”

I turned the thought over in my mind. Sure, I could see the logic in what he was saying, but I couldn’t do that to Michael. Even if I had always thought Simon was really good looking. But he’d just recently got divorced a few months ago, and I was sure he wouldn’t fuck his best friend’s wife. It was a crazy thought.

“Stop being so silly,” I said with a giggle, placing my head back onto his broad chest.

Tyler kissed the top of my head and held me tight, while we listened to the sound of quiet voices coming from downstairs.
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Chapter Two
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MICHAEL:

As I jogged down the stairs to answer the door to my best friend, my mind was filled with images of Tyler fucking my wife’s ass. I hadn’t expected Sarah to agree to it. After all, she’d only been willing to try anal with me a couple of times, and that had been several years ago. She’d always said it was too uncomfortable, and she didn’t enjoy it. But Tyler was a hell of a lot bigger than I was, so how could she have enjoyed it with him and not with me? I didn’t understand it.

But even though I knew I should have hated watching that, I hadn’t. I wasn’t sure what was wrong with me, but the more my wife craved Tyler’s massive dick, the more it turned me on. Even if that meant she was willing to do things with him that she wasn’t willing to do with me. It was crazy, and sometimes the shame was so intense it made me feel sick to the stomach, but at the same time, I was growing addicted to watching her with Tyler. The turmoil of warring emotions was becoming a regular thing now, but I had to wonder if it would ease over time. I hoped so.

I reached the bottom of the stairs and rushed to the front door, opening it to find Simon standing there. He didn’t wait to be invited in and instead rushed past me into the hallway. It was late in the afternoon and Simon had come straight from work, as he was still wearing a dark grey suit and white shirt. He must have taken off his tie at some point between work and here, though, and the top two buttons of his shirt were open.

“Where have you been all week?” he asked me, looking at me with sparkling green eyes that had a frantic look about them. “You haven’t been at work the last five days, and you haven’t answered any of my calls or responded to any of my texts. I’ve been worried about you.”

My face grew hot as I thought back to the reason why I had kept calling in sick to work every day. Because I couldn’t stand the thought of leaving my wife alone with the handyman for several hours every day. If they were going to be fucking, I wanted to be at home. Preferably watching.

“I’m fine,” I answered quickly. “I just had the flu. I’m feeling a lot better today, though, so I’ll probably be back Monday.”

My stomach dropped at the thought. Tyler wouldn’t be coming over at the weekend, but he would be back Monday, and no matter how much I wanted to, I couldn’t really take any more time off sick. If I did that, I might end up losing my job.

Simon watched me closely with a sceptical look on his face. “You don’t look sick,” he observed. “Are you sure there isn’t something else going on?”

At that moment, a loud moan came from upstairs. It was a high-pitched feminine sound, and one of obvious pleasure. Both our heads spun towards the stairs, looking up to the top as if searching for the reason for the noise. It was all too obvious to me, but I hoped it wasn’t obvious to Simon.

Tyler was making my wife cum in some way, although I couldn’t hear the telltale noises that meant they were fucking, like the headboard banging on the wall or the squeaking of bedsprings, so I had to assume he was using his fingers or mouth to make her scream like that. I winced as I felt my dick trying to get hard again. That was the last thing I needed right now.

“What the hell was that?” Simon asked, his voice rising. “Has Sarah got someone up there?”

Before I could answer, he was stalking towards the stairs, and I had to rush to catch up with him and grab him by the arm. Once I had hold of him, I pulled him into the living room and shut the door.

“I can explain,” I told him.

But as he stared at me expectantly, I realised I didn’t have the first clue what to tell him.

“Is she fucking someone else?” Simon asked when I failed to say anything after an endless silence.

I’d known Simon for five years, since I’d joined the software development company where he was already working. We were both programmers, and even though he was almost ten years younger than me, we had hit it off straight away. And now, seeing the way he was ready to rush up the stairs and confront my wife, who he believed was cheating on me, I knew why I cherished his friendship so much.

That’s why it felt so hard to confess to him what was going on.

I took a deep breath to gather my courage before speaking. “Yes,” I answered slowly. “Sarah is fucking someone else. But it’s not what you think.”

Simon’s face had turned red, and his brows were almost meeting in the centre of his forehead as he frowned deeply. “What the actual fuck? Is that why you haven’t been coming in to work, Michael?”

“It’s not what you think,” I repeated. “She’s fucking someone else, but it’s with my permission. I have been staying at home because I’ve been enjoying watching her with Tyler. He’s the guy we hired to redecorate our house, and he’s the guy she’s been fucking.”

Simon stared at me with his mouth wide open, as if he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. But as I watched him, waiting to find out what he would think of that news, his shocked look slowly turned into a big grin.

“You dirty bastard,” he said with a laugh. “I had no idea you had it in you to be so fucking kinky! I’m pretty impressed.”

I let out a sigh of relief and laughed. “Yeah, well, neither did I until this week,” I admitted, my voice still a little shaky.

“And I’m even more shocked about Sarah,” he said. “She’s always seemed so sweet and kind. Not the type to just fuck around, even if it is with your permission. Was this your idea or hers?”

I thought back to how it had all begun. I’d told her Tyler couldn’t keep his eyes off her because she’d seemed oblivious to his attention, and it was me who had encouraged her to flirt back with him. Then after that, things got a little blurry. As she’d started getting more intimate with him, she had been looking to me for permission while I had been secretly watching from the next room, and it had felt like it was a joint decision. But soon enough, she’d stopped asking me, and she had started letting him fuck her whenever they wanted. It no longer felt like I had any say in the matter, but that was fine. Or so I kept telling myself. I was enjoying watching her with him, so it was all good.

“It was a joint decision,” I said, hating the way my voice sounded so unsure.

Simon nodded his head, and he was still grinning widely. “Have you guys done anything like this before?”

“Oh no,” I answered, giving a firm shake of my head. “Of course not.”

Simon opened his mouth to say something, but then quickly snapped it shut again before awkwardly shoving his hands in his pants pockets.

“What is it?” I asked. I was curious about what he was going to say, although I had a feeling I might regret it. Maybe he was going to tell me that I’m a sick fuck for enjoying watching my wife with other men. It wasn’t as if that thought hadn’t crossed my own mind multiple times over the last couple of days.

Simon hesitated a moment longer before speaking. “Is this just going to be a one time thing with the handyman? Or do you think you’ll do this with other guys?”

I went still, staring at my best friend. What the hell was he really asking? Was he interested in my wife, too? So many feelings rushed through me all at once it would have been difficult to name them all, but shame and arousal were both definitely a potent part of the mix.

“I... I haven’t thought about it,” I stuttered, and it was the truth. It had never occurred to me Sarah might want to fuck other men, or that I might want her to.

The conversation was interrupted as Sarah opened the door and walked into the living room with us. For a moment, I was relieved that she’d taken the time to cover herself up before coming downstairs to see Simon. But that relief didn’t last long when I realised that she had simply pulled on a white silky gown that was so thin it was almost see-through.

Her nipples were hard and poking against the sheer fabric, and when I finally managed to tear my gaze away from her stunning tits, I realised Simon was still staring at them. Sarah’s face was flushed in a way that made her glow, and her eyes were sparkling. She definitely had a freshly fucked look about her, and she had never looked so beautiful.

I cleared my throat, and Simon pulled himself together, lifting his eyes to my wife’s face to flash her a smile. “Hi, Sarah. It’s always a pleasure to see you.”

With a frown on my face, I watched my best friend closely. Was he flirting with my wife, or was it all just a figment of my imagination after such an intense week?

When Sarah leaned towards him and wrapped him in a hug, I stared even more closely. He put his arms around her waist, giving her a gentle squeeze before releasing her once more.

I clamped my eyes shut for a long moment and let out a shaky breath. I was being ridiculous. This was how they always greeted each other. There was nothing out of the ordinary about this at all.

Okay, so maybe she’d never greeted him wearing a robe made of such thin material that it was all-too obvious she was naked underneath. And maybe she’d never greeted him when she had another man’s cum leaking out of her body after she’d just had her ass fucked. So perhaps it was understandable that my mind was all over the place. But none of that had anything to do with Simon. He was my best friend and the two of them had always got on well.

“I feel like I haven’t seen you in forever,” she said to Simon with a warm smile on her face. “Why don’t you come over tomorrow night and I’ll make dinner for us all? It’ll be fun!”

Simon grinned and glanced over at me for a moment with an expression on his face that I couldn’t quite understand. But then it was gone, and he was looking at my wife once more.

“Sure, that would be great, Sarah,” he replied. “Thanks for the invite. Your home-made meals are always the best.”

Sarah chuckled softly, and the compliment sent a rush of colour to her face. “Good. I’ll see you tomorrow then.”

She left the room, and Simon turned back to me with a huge grin on his face. “Wow, I still can’t believe you guys are doing this. She certainly looks... happy,” he chuckled. “Anyway, I need to go. But I’ll see you tomorrow night, okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, lost in my own thoughts. “See you then.”

Simon left, and I landed on the couch with a thud. What the fuck was wrong with me? There was no way my wife would do anything with my best friend, was there? And surely he wouldn’t be interested in my wife. Not after we’d been friends for so long. He’d been over for dinner many nights in the past and it had never meant anything. Just because Sarah was involved with Tyler now, that didn’t mean things were going to change with Simon.

I just had to stop being so fucking paranoid.
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Chapter Three
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SARAH:

I was standing at the sink washing dishes after dinner when Michael came up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist and rested his chin on my shoulder. Even through our clothes, I could feel his hard cock pressing against my ass cheeks.

I nibbled on my lip as I tried to ignore the guilty feelings welling up inside. There was no doubt in my mind that I loved my husband with all my heart. We had been together since high school and raised two kids together, and we’d spent almost our entire lives loving and taking care of each other.

But over the years, the sex had turned stale, which was to be expected, really. The same thing had happened to all my married friends, after all. But the last five days had been the most sexually exciting days of my life, and none of that excitement had been directed towards my husband.

If anything, the feel of his erection pressed against my ass just made me think of how Tyler had taken my asshole with his much bigger cock just a few hours ago. And I wanted to feel that again. Even though I knew it was wrong, I suddenly felt as if Michael’s less impressive cock just wasn’t enough to give me the pleasure and excitement I now craved in life.

“Maybe we could go upstairs when you’re finished?” he whispered in my ear. He brought one hand up from my waist to cup my breast through the thin cotton of my summer dress, and a moan emerged from me as he brushed his thumb back and forth over my nipple.

“Sure,” I replied with some hesitation. The words ‘pity fuck’ flashed through my mind, and I pushed them away as quickly as I could.

“Good,” he replied. “I’ve been feeling so damn horny all week, honey. Especially after watching what happened today.”

Michael let out a soft groan as he began slowly rocking his hips, rubbing his cock against my ass through our layers of clothes.

The dishes were momentarily forgotten about, but my hands remained in the soapy water while I leaned my head back against my husband’s chest. “It has been an amazing week,” I said, the words coming out on a soft moan.

Now both of his hands were on my breasts, kneading the firm flesh in his large palms. After a few moments, he pulled the straps down my arms so that my tits were freed; then he continued with his ministrations. My nipples were like hard little pebbles, and every time his palms brushed against them, a little thrill of pleasure rushed through my body.

“I had no idea I was going to enjoy it so much when you first suggested it,” I told him, my voice breathless as I thought back over all the amazing encounters with Tyler over the last few days. He let out a moan, so I continued. “I just love it when Tyler fucks me hard. And he’s just so big. I always end up sore afterwards, but I swear I’ve never cum harder than I do with him.”

Michael grunted softly in my ear, and I felt his dick throb against my ass as he increased the pace of his hips. As he humped my ass, I thought about how easy it would be to just lift my skirt up and tug my panties to the side, so that if he pulled out his cock, he’d be able to slide easily into my pussy. And for a moment, I considered doing it. But then those words appeared in my mind again. Pity fuck. That’s all it would be, and I knew it. I just had to wonder if Michael knew it, too.

Instead, I pushed my ass back against him and felt him shudder slightly against my back.

“Did you like it when he fucked your ass earlier?” he asked me. “I didn’t think you liked that kind of thing?”

I had to bite my lip on a moan. “God, it felt so good, Mikey. In the past, I never really enjoyed anal, but he knew exactly how to make it feel good. But I’m a bit sore now,” I said with a giggle.

Michael whimpered, and he gripped my breasts harder in his hands, forcing a small gasp from my lips. “Maybe one day you’ll let me take you like that again?” he asked, his voice small and uncertain.

I hesitated a moment. “Ummm, maybe,” I replied.

He let out a groan and lowered his head to trail kisses along the side of my neck. Michael kissed and licked at the delicate skin there while he teased my hardened nipples with his fingers, pinching gently and tugging on the sensitive little buds. A shiver of pleasure ran down my spine. Maybe I would take him upstairs soon after all. His touches were causing a pleasant ache between my thighs, and he knew my body well enough to make me cum.

Michael paused the kiss and said something so quietly against my neck that I couldn’t make out the words properly. “What was that?” I asked while wriggling my ass slightly from side to side to rub against his hard cock.

He tried again, raising his voice just a little higher. “Did you see how Simon was looking at you earlier in your robe? I think he could see your nipples through it, and I caught him staring.”

A rush of heat flooded my body to pool between my thighs. “I... I didn’t notice,” I answered truthfully. But the thought of his handsome best friend admiring my body was certainly enough to add to the arousal I was already feeling. “Did you tell him anything about what we’ve been doing this week?” I asked.

“I wasn’t going to,” he replied. “But he heard a moan coming from upstairs and thought you were cheating on me, so I had to come clean.”

A smile spread across my lips. Oh yes, Tyler had fingered me to another orgasm while my husband had gone down to talk to Simon. I’d tried to remain quiet, but my big black lover always made me feel so damn good that I lost control.

“How did it make you feel when he was looking at me?” I asked in a quiet voice. “Did you like it as much as you did when you caught Tyler looking at me earlier in the week?”

Michael let out a groan and hid his face in the crook of my neck. He was pumping his hips faster, grinding his erection against my curves.

“He’s my best friend, honey,” he said, the words coming out as a moan.

It wasn’t a straight answer at all, but the way he was suddenly humping even harder against my butt cheeks was answer enough. “I know he is, baby,” I moaned softly. “And he’s become a good friend of mine, too.”

Suddenly, Michael’s body shuddered, and a tortured groan emerged from him. He held me tighter against his body as he humped me frantically, riding out his orgasm as he shot his load inside his pants. His loud moans filled the air, and relief and disappointment warred inside me as I realised he wouldn’t be able to fuck me after all.

“Oh god, I’m so sorry, honey,” he said, releasing his hold on me and taking a step back.

When I turned around, his face was crimson. I pulled my hands out of the soapy water, dried them off, then rushed to him and wrapped my arms around his waist. “It’s okay, Mikey. I know you just got excited.”

Judging by the way he winced at my words, I don’t think they had been as comforting as I’d intended. “I just really want to fuck you, Sarah,” he said. “And it feels like things keep getting in the way.”

It was ironic that he wanted to fuck me more and more now, when for the last few years of our marriage, our sex life had been nothing but a weekly evening of scheduled intimacy every Saturday night. I would have given anything to have his attention much more often than that. And it wasn’t that I didn’t want his attention now, it was just that my body ached for the intense pleasure that Tyler gave me so easily.

“It will happen soon, baby,” I promised him, stroking my fingers tenderly through his short brown hair. “But even though we haven’t fucked for a while, I think we’ve both cum more in the last week than we have in the entire last year of our marriage! That has to be a good thing, right?” I giggled softly as I looked up into his beautiful blue eyes.

His lips curled up into a small smile. “I guess. But I need to go get cleaned up, honey.”

Michael pressed a kiss to my forehead, then turned and walked out of the kitchen.

With a sigh, I leaned back against the kitchen counter. Everything that had been happening felt insanely hot and a little confusing all at the same time. There was no denying the guilt I felt about the growing craving I was feeling towards Tyler, and the budding crush I had on Simon, but I wasn’t sure I could resist the temptation.

Besides, Michael had been acting like a horny teenager all week, so he was obviously enjoying this as much as I was. Maybe there was no need for the guilt at all. This was one of the reasons why I wanted Tyler so badly. It was hard to feel guilty when I was cumming so hard I couldn’t think straight.

With one hand, I lifted up the front of my skirt, and I slid the other hand into my panties. A quick brush of my fingers against my lower lips made me gasp, and my moisture quickly coated the digits as I began running fingertips along my slit.

Closing my eyes, I imagined it was Tyler’s thick fingers, or maybe even the head of his huge cock teasing against my soaked opening. The need to be filled was so intense, so I slowly slid two fingers inside my eager hole. My breath hitched, and my heart pounded loudly as I worked my fingers in and out, coating them with my wetness.

My breathing became shallow, and my muscles clenched tight around my fingers. I needed something bigger. I wanted Tyler to be fucking me senseless with his fat cock, stretching me so wide that it blurred the lines between pleasure and pain.

As I pumped my fingers furiously in my desperate attempt to get myself off quickly, my mind raced over everything that had happened during the day. Including the way Simon had smiled at me and had seemed to look at me with a new interest in his eyes. I had wondered if I was imagining it at the time, but after what Michael had said, I was starting to think the interest was real.

But I couldn’t fuck my husband’s best friend. Surely that would be crossing a line.

Suddenly, in my mind’s eye, I saw an image of a naked Simon lifting me up onto the kitchen counter and sliding his cock deep into my cunt. In my imagination, he wasn’t a gentle lover like his best friend, though. Oh no, in my fantasy, he was pounding my pussy hard and making me scream with pleasure.

I thrust my fingers hard and fast, wishing it was Simon’s cock slamming hard and deep into my dripping cunt. What the hell was wrong with me? I just couldn’t seem to get enough of other men, and it was driving me wild.

A loud moan escaped me as an orgasm rocked through my body, sending waves of euphoria throughout my entire being. I shuddered, and my pussy clenched around my fingers as a gush of moisture soaked them. When the waves finally passed, I slumped down into one of the chairs at the kitchen table and let out a long, shaky sigh.

God only knew how I was going to host a friendly meal for Simon tomorrow night, after Michael and Tyler had both said things to make me think of him in a much more sordid light. It was going to take a huge amount of self-control not to give into the temptation I was currently feeling.
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Chapter Four
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MICHAEL:

I sat on the edge of the bed while watching Sarah get ready for our evening with Simon, and I was already so damn worked up that I couldn’t think straight. I had a feeling that tonight was going to be torture. The same kind of torture I’d been enjoying and craving all week while watching my wife getting fucked repeatedly by the handyman.

Sarah was sitting at the dresser, applying the last of her makeup. She’d chosen a tight red dress that I hadn’t seen her wearing for years, and she somehow managed to make it look even sexier now that she was older. Probably because she was more confident now. Especially after a whole week of devoted attention from a much younger man.

The dress was low cut, revealing enough cleavage that I’d been rock hard ever since she had put it on, and it was much shorter than the usual dresses she wore. When she was sitting down, I could see the lacy tops of her stockings, which added an even more erotic flavour to her choice of outfit.

“Can I ask you something?” I asked, shifting slightly on the bed.

“You just did,” she replied, chuckling quietly at her own little joke.

I grinned and rolled my eyes. “You know what I meant, honey.”

Sarah laughed and turned around on the stool so that she was facing towards me. “Of course, Mikey. You know you can ask me anything.”

I nodded, looking down at my hands in my lap as I tried to gather my courage. “Do you plan to do anything with Simon tonight?”

When I lifted my gaze, she was smiling at me. “I don’t know,” she answered honestly, and I winced. Just the fact that my wife fucking my best friend was a possibility was like a blow to the stomach, but I also couldn’t deny there was a part of me that wanted it to happen, too.

Ever since I’d seen him staring at her breasts through the thin robe yesterday, I’d imagined him fucking her hard several times. And the way I’d cum so damn easily just from dry humping my wife’s ass while we were both still fully clothed just because I’d been imagining them together had been fucking embarrassing.

I pushed the thought aside and cleared my throat. “Maybe we should talk about whether or not we want it to happen?” I suggested.

Sarah got up from the stool and walked over to the bed, sitting beside me and placing a hand on my thigh. “Do you want me to fuck Simon?” she asked, surprising me with her bluntness.

“I... I don’t know.”

She chuckled softly. “We won’t be able to decide much if we both just keep saying we don’t know, will we?”

I shook my head in response. The way Sarah was sliding her hand up my thigh to cup my erection in her hand was making it hard to think logically. She rubbed along the length several times, forcing a moan from me as my dick throbbed in response to her touch.

“It feels like Little Mikey likes the idea of it, though,” she observed as she continued to play with my cock.

Humiliation filled me as I heard her refer to my dick as Little Mikey, and I felt my face grow hot. “It’s not that little,” I responded quickly, sounding like a petulant child even to my own ears. After five days of watching my wife take Tyler’s enormous black cock, apparently I was feeling a bit self-conscious about my own size.

Sarah gasped softly as she realised what she’d said, and she let out a sigh. “I’m sorry, baby. I hadn’t meant it that way. It’s just an expression. Here, why don’t you let me make it up to you?”

“H... how?” I stuttered, my cock forgiving her in an instant as it throbbed with the anticipation of some much-needed attention.

She slipped down from the edge of the bed and settled on her knees in front of me, looking up at me while her beautiful red-painted lips curling up into a smile. Both her hands were on my thighs, sliding upwards until they reached the fastenings on my slacks.

I let out a moan and reached out to stroke my fingers through her long blonde hair while she got to work freeing my cock from my pants. As soon as Sarah wrapped her hand around it and began stroking, my head grew dizzy with the pleasure. I needed to be inside her so fucking bad it hurt. With the way I was so worked up, there was no doubt in my mind that I could fuck my wife just as hard as Tyler had been doing all week.

The only doubt was whether I’d be able to last as long. Just the grip of her hand around my throbbing shaft had me wanting to blow my load already. God knows what would happen if I was buried balls deep in her hot, wet cunt. I probably wouldn’t last even a minute.

Another fresh wave of shame hit me square in the gut. What the fuck had happened to me? I’d always enjoyed our Saturday nights together — our regular date nights where we would fuck and pleasure each other. And I’d always been good at pleasing her. But now I was like a fucking horny teenager; always hard, but never able to last long before reaching my climax way too early.

The sudden sensation of a wet tongue caressing the swollen head of my dick made my body jolt as intense sensations spread outwards from my wife’s touch.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, squeezing my eyes shut for a moment as if that was going to help me keep my cool.

Sarah giggled. “I think you liked that, baby.”

She licked again, and I nodded. “It feels so damn good, honey. But I need more.”

I reached down and tangled my fingers in her hair to guide her mouth to my cock. For a moment, I wondered if she’d let me do it, but she showed no resistance. But then why would she? I’d seen Tyler use that move on her multiple times over the last few days and she’d always responded eagerly, so why wouldn’t she react the same way to her husband?

Her lips slid down over the head of my dick, engulfing my hard flesh in the wet heat of her mouth. My hips bucked forward reflexively, and I let out a loud moan. Her soft lips sealed firmly around my shaft, and she sucked hungrily at my thick meat as she bobbed her head up and down, taking me deeper into her warm mouth every time.

My entire groin ached with the pressure building within me. Every nerve ending seemed to scream with pleasure, begging for release already. A part of me wanted to hold back. To savour this special treat for myself. But another part of me knew I couldn’t wait any longer. I needed to cum. Now!

Sarah released my dick from her mouth just as I’d been about to blow and she looked up at me, her eyes sparkling as she smiled.

“Oh god, don’t stop,” I groaned, my dick throbbing painfully just inches from her pretty lips.

“I just wasn’t ready for it to end yet, baby,” she purred, and I had to wonder if I was imagining the teasing tone to her voice.

Her words were another reminder of my inadequacy as a lover recently. But she leaned in again to press gentle kisses along the length of my shaft, and the pleasure of her lips lessened the sting of her words.

I reached down to slide both hands into the front of her dress, cupping her large breasts and kneading them gently. She had obviously decided to go without a bra tonight, and that knowledge brought another burst of arousal as I pondered whether that was for my benefit or Simon’s. Her hard nipples brushed against my palms with each movement of my hands, making her gasp with pleasure against my hard flesh.

“Please,” I groaned as she tortured my aching and throbbing rod with her lips. “I need you to suck me, honey. I need to cum so damn badly.”

Sarah lifted her gaze to my face, and the corners of her lips curled up into a small smile. Then she quickly took me deep into her mouth, swallowing every hard inch of my dick. She didn’t even gag on my cock anymore, the way she had done before she’d learned how to pleasure a much bigger cock.

An image of her on her knees and deep throating Tyler’s monster cock filled my mind, and that was enough to make me lose all control. My hips bucked up from the bed as pleasure rushed through me in waves, and I came hard, spurting rope after creamy rope into my wife’s mouth.

She sucked and swallowed in a way that had me seeing stars, drawing out my climax until I had nothing left to feed her.

Once she’d drained me completely, Sarah let my cock slide out from her mouth and she licked her lips. “Mmmm, a delicious starter before dinner tonight, baby. Speaking of which, I need to go take care of some things in the kitchen.”

She got up from her knees, then leaned forward to kiss me. I responded hungrily, so damn desperate for her attention recently, and she pushed her tongue into my mouth. The taste of my own cum filled my senses, and a shudder moved through me as I remembered how it had tasted to lick Sarah to orgasm after Tyler had filled her with his seed just a few days.

Sarah broke the kiss as she stood up, flashing me a sweet smile before she turned and headed out of the bedroom. While listening to her footsteps on the stairs, I flopped back onto the bed and let out a long groan.

We hadn’t finished talking about whether she was going to fuck my best friend tonight, and the anticipation was driving me crazy. I guess I only had a little longer before I would find out.
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Chapter Five
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SARAH:

“Thank you for dinner, Sarah,” Simon said, watching me with a wicked grin on his face.

He’d been looking at me like that all evening, and every time our eyes met, I would feel an intense flutter between my thighs. Before this week, I’d never once looked at my husband’s best friend as anything other than a friend. But a lot of things had changed this week, including this new attraction to Simon.

“You’re welcome, sweetie,” I said, reaching out to place a gentle hand on his arm. I felt the muscles of his forearm flex beneath my touch, and I had to resist the urge to slide my hand up his arm so I could caress his broad shoulders and chest. “It’s always a pleasure to take care of you.”

As soon as my hand came to land on Simon’s arm, Michael let out a loud whimper. The three of us were sitting outside in the backyard, enjoying a glass of wine in the warm evening air after our meal. Simon and I both glanced over at my husband, but neither of us said anything to acknowledge the needy little sound he’d made.

Simon turned his attention back to me, looking at me with beautiful emerald eyes while placing his hand over mine on his arm so I couldn’t pull it away even if I’d wanted to.

“I hear you’ve been having a lot of fun this week, Sarah,” he said, flashing me a devilish grin that almost forced a whimper of my own from my lips.

I felt a heated blush creep up over my face, and I let out a nervous giggle. “You could say that,” I replied sheepishly.

I was all too aware that now I was in my forties, I was far from the sexy siren most men were looking for. And I’d spent my entire life devoted to Michael and to raising our children. If there was anyone less likely than I was to be fooling around with other men while my husband watched, I couldn’t think of them. So it made me self-conscious about how other people might see me now. Especially Simon, who we’d known for a long time. But if the way he kept grinning at me was any indication, he wasn’t judging me too harshly for it.

And after Michael had told me yesterday that Simon had been staring at my breasts, there was now no mistaking the way his gaze kept dropping down to my cleavage in my low cut dress. A couple of times, I even caught him licking his lips while staring at my tits. I’d only had a single sip of the red wine we’d brought out, but my head was spinning from his attention and my body felt as though it was on fire.

“And you like watching her?” Simon asked Michael.

When I turned to look at my husband, it was obvious his face was a bright red, even in the dim glow of lights coming from the house. “I... well... I guess I do,” he stammered.

I grinned softly at Michael. “Oh, come on now, baby. You love it. You always get so excited whenever Tyler fucks me hard.”

Michael let out a soft groan and nodded his head, but he seemed reluctant to actually say the words in front of his best friend.

By now, Simon was stroking his hand gently up and down my arm, causing the bare skin to bristle with goosebumps. Just that one small touch seemed to ignite something inside me, but I had already gained one new lover this week, and surely it would just be greedy to take a second.

“I asked Michael yesterday if you were just going to be fooling around with Tyler, or if you had plans to have fun with other guys, too. But he didn’t seem to know.”

“It’s not something we’ve talked about much. Even what happened with Tyler was spontaneous, but we’re both enjoying it, aren’t we, honey?” I asked Michael, glancing over at him. My husband was watching his best friend’s hand on my arm as if mesmerised, following the back-and-forth movement with his eyes.

He nodded his head in response to my question. “It’s not something I realised he would enjoy. But it’s surprisingly hot to watch her with Tyler.”

By now, Simon had noticed the way Michael was watching his movements, and he slid his hand higher up my arm so that his fingers were almost touching the side of my breast. I let out a soft gasp as my body ached for more, and Michael’s eyes grew wide.

When Michael didn’t say anything to stop what was happening, Simon turned back to me, holding my gaze intently while his hand bridged the small gap to my breast. He cupped one tit in his hand and gave it a gentle squeeze.

“I think he’ll probably enjoy watching you with me just as much, don’t you think, Sarah?”

I moaned softly and arched my spine, pushing myself into his touch. My sound of pleasure was almost mirrored by the groan that emerged from my husband.

“I think he will,” I purred. “Although I doubt he will enjoy it anywhere near as much as I’m going to.”

Feeling emboldened by the way both men were staring at me with hungry gazes, I stood from my chair and reached behind me to find the zipper on my dress. After I’d opened the fastening, I pulled the dress down and let it pool on the floor around my feet before stepping out of it. Given the fact that I’d forgone bra and panties tonight, I was left standing only in my black lace hold-up stockings, and my black sandals.

Simon and Michael stared at me with their mouths open, their obvious adoration sending another rush of heat straight down to my core. My heart was pounding, and there was a voice in the back of my head telling me I shouldn’t be doing this with my husband’s best friend, but I couldn’t seem to help myself. All the attention from Tyler had made me want more, and the hungry look in Simon’s eyes was so fucking intoxicating that there was no way I could fight this desire.

“Fuck,” Simon groaned. “Come here, beautiful.”

He took hold of my hand and pulled me into his lap, and I happily let him. As soon as I was settled, one of Simon’s hands was in my hair, tangling in the long locks while his mouth found mine.

The kiss started slow and tender, but then quickly heated up until his tongue traced along the seam of my lips, forcing them apart before plunging deep into my mouth. His other hand moved between my thighs to find out how wet I was for him.

His touch against my aching centre was enough to force a loud moan from somewhere deep inside me. Simon’s fingers traced up and down my slit, slowly smearing the wetness all over my labia until I felt as though I was soaked with desire.

When he suddenly pulled his fingers away, I let out a groan of frustration and I pulled back from the kiss. “Why did you stop?” I asked breathlessly, too frantic for the pleasure of his touch to worry about whether or not I sounded desperate.

Simon chuckled and lifted me in his powerful arms to reposition me in his lap. Once I was settled, I was sitting with my back against his chest and my legs spread wide over the arms of his chair so that my pussy was fully exposed to the warm night air.

“Come bring your chair around,” Simon commanded. “Sit in front of us. If you enjoy watching your wife being pleasured by another man, then you should at least have a front row seat where you can see what’s happening in full detail.”

“Oh god,” Michael moaned, but he quickly obeyed, standing up from his chair and dragging it along the ground until it was positioned right in front of us.

As he got seated again, my husband’s blue eyes dropped down to my dripping sex, and he let out another moan. The way he stared down at me was making me want to squirm as a heat built between my thighs, but it was difficult to move much with my legs spread as wide as they were.

Michael reached out and wrapped a hand around my ankle before sliding that hand higher up my leg. Before it could even reach my thigh, Simon slapped it away.

“You get to touch and fuck Sarah whenever you want,” he told Michael. “Tonight, it’s my turn, and I plan to enjoy her.”

I melted back against Simon, already so damn eager for his touch, and something about his possessiveness was so fucking sexy.

“Please touch me now, Simon,” I begged, tilting my head so I could look up at him.

He pressed a kiss to my forehead while placing a hand on my inner thigh. “It’s my touch you need right now, isn’t it, beautiful?” he growled in a deep tone I’d never heard from him before.

Guilt rushed through me for a moment, wondering if Michael truly enjoyed hearing that I craved other men or if there was a part of him that was hurt by it. But then Simon’s fingertips were teasing along my folds once more, and everything but pure desire slipped away.

“Yes, Simon!” I cried out. “Please keep touching me and make me cum.”

I felt a growl vibrate through his chest, then he was sliding a finger deep into my core. He twisted it slightly as he slid it even deeper, making me gasp out loud.

A few seconds later, I was moaning loudly when he withdrew his digit and replaced it with two. His fingers were thick, and they stretched me in the most pleasurable way. A way that reminded me of how good Tyler’s fat cock always felt. I couldn’t help but wonder how big Simon was, and if he’d be able to make me just as sore as my other new lover.

Simon slowly pumped his fingers in and out of my wet hole, causing waves of sensation to ripple across every inch of my skin. Every time his digits brushed against my g-spot, I had no choice but to clench hard around them, trying desperately to work myself towards the climax I so desperately needed.

The whole time, my eyes were on my husband’s face, although he wouldn’t have known that with the way he was staring at that spot between my thighs where his best friend’s fingers plunged deep over and over. The look on his face was driving me wild. The lust in his eyes was evident, and I genuinely couldn’t remember a time before this week when he had last looked at me that way. As if all the interest from Tyler and Simon wasn’t enough, I now had the adoring attention of my husband, too, and it made me feel like a goddess.

“Oh,” Simon moaned. “He really is enjoying it, Sarah. Look how hard he is.”

Michael whimpered and draped his arms across his lap, but not quickly enough that I didn’t notice the tent in the front of his slacks. “She just looks so beautiful,” he said in a soft voice, and my heart filled with love for him.

The time with other men this week had done nothing to lessen the love I felt for Michael. If anything, I felt as though our entire relationship had been enhanced by everything that had happened over the last few days.

I felt Simon’s lips brush against my ear. “Do you need to cum, beautiful?” he asked, as if the answer wasn’t blatantly obvious.

“Yes, Simon!” I cried out. “I need to cum. Please make me cum, Simon!”

My voice rose as I became lost in my desperate need for release. A small part of me was aware that I should probably be quieter, in case the neighbours heard me out in the backyard begging a man who wasn’t my husband to make me cum. But it was impossible to control myself as the pleasure grew with each deep thrust of his fingers into my cunt.

Simon brought his other hand between my thighs, quickly finding the clit and rubbing it frantically while he continued to fuck me with his fingers. It only took a few more thrusts before I was shattering apart with an intense climax.

I shook uncontrollably and my inner walls clamped tight around Simon’s digits as my body milked as much pleasure as possible from his touch. My cries of ecstasy were loud in the night air, but Michael’s groans were almost as loud.

When my orgasm had faded, I slumped back against Simon, panting hard as I tried to catch my breath. “Oh fuck,” I whimpered. “That felt so good.”

Simon chuckled as he pulled his fingers out of me, and my pussy quivered in protest at being left empty. “It felt good for me too, beautiful,” he whispered in my ear before nipping gently at my earlobe.

Now I wasn’t so caught up in the rush of feelings coursing through my body, I was suddenly aware of Simon’s erection pressing against my ass. Oh, he definitely felt bigger than Michael. Now I was eager to see just how big he was.

“Why don’t you let me return the favour, Simon,” I said, grinning as I slipped from his lap and got onto my knees in front of him.

He grinned back at me, reaching out to tuck a stray lock of hair behind my ear. “I think that sounds fucking perfect,” he growled, watching me intently as I made quick work of opening his shorts and pulling out his cock.

As soon as I wrapped my fingers around his thick shaft, I let out a moan. His dick was hot and heavy in my small hand, with veins rippling along his hard length. Fuck, it looked mouth-watering, and I couldn’t wait to taste him.

“Come on, beautiful. I’ve been dreaming about this moment for a long time. Years, even. I need to feel your mouth on my dick.”

Michael groaned at his best friend’s words, and I heard the scraping of his chair legs along the floor as my husband moved to sit beside us. He had the perfect view when I finally gave into temptation and leaned forward to take Simon’s cock into my mouth.

His hands grabbed the back of my head and held me there as I sucked on his swollen tip, licking and teasing him with my tongue. I could hear the wet slurping sound as I bobbed my head up and down slowly, taking him inch by delicious inch until my nose pressed firmly against his pelvis.

“Fuck,” Simon gasped softly. “Sarah...”

“Mmm?” I hummed, unable to pull away from the sweet pressure of his shaft filling my throat.

“You’re going to make me cum quickly if you carry on like that.” The husky tone of Simon’s voice sent shivers racing through my body.

I sucked eagerly, trying desperately not to choke as I gagged slightly on his thickness. His cock was throbbing, with precum leaking onto my tongue each time I pulled my lips back to the head. He tasted so damn good that I knew I wouldn’t be satisfied until I was swallowing every drop of his cum.

As Simon kept his hands on the back of my head, he began thrusting his hips, fucking my throat in a way that I craved. Each time he pushed himself deeper into my mouth, his balls slapped against my chin. God, he was so big, and he tasted delicious. Sucking his dick was making my pussy throb with a need for more orgasms. But first, I wanted him to feed me with his seed.

With one final push, Simon buried his full length inside of me and then froze completely still while his cock erupted in my mouth. Hot ropes of semen filled my mouth as I swallowed rapidly, making sure I got every drop of his delicious treat.

When the last spurt hit the back of my throat, Simon moved his hands from my head and I reluctantly released him, licking my lips to make sure I hadn’t missed any stray drops.

I looked up at Simon, then over at Michael, who was sitting with his limp cock in his hand and drops of cum coating his stomach. My husband had enjoyed it too, which was good, because I knew I would want more from his best friend soon.

With a smile on my lips, I leaned forward, trailing kisses along the length of Simon’s shaft, showering it with worshipful kisses. “I hope you’ll be coming to visit us more often, Simon,” I said, my lips curling up into a small grin.

He laughed and nodded. “I think I will be a regular visitor from now on, beautiful.”
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Chapter Six
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MICHAEL:

As I slipped under the covers, I turned to look at Sarah. Her eyes were already closed and her breathing had slowed, and I kicked myself for coming to bed so late. After watching her suck my best friend’s dick earlier in the evening, there was nothing I needed more than to fuck my wife and make myself cum hard. My entire body was almost vibrating with the need to get off. Maybe I could wake her up and get her in the mood.

I shuffled closer to her in bed and wrapped my arm around her waist while pressing myself against her back. My erection was trapped between our bodies, and I had to fight the urge to grind myself against her. I didn’t want to recreate what happened in the kitchen yesterday and make a fool of myself.

Sarah moaned softly and shifted slightly in my arms before going still again.

I let out a sigh. Normally I’d never wake her up, but it had been days since we’d last fucked and I needed it so damn badly. Plus, it was Saturday night. Over the last several years, we’d always had our ‘date night’ on Saturdays. Okay, so we didn’t go out on a date, but after dinner we would always come upstairs and fuck. It was our routine. Except tonight, she’d been a lot more interested in Simon than she was in me.

That thought made my heart sink a little, even if it made my cock throb. I hoped she wasn’t going to lose interest in me alltogether now that she’d started fucking other men. It was fun watching her, sure, but I still needed her. She was my wife, after all.

“Sarah,” I whispered, then waited to see if she would stir. When she didn’t, I repeated her name, speaking a little louder.

Her eyelids fluttered open briefly and a small grunt emerged from her, which I had to assume was some kind of sleepy greeting.

“You looked so hot tonight, honey,” I moaned in her ear, and the corners of her lips curled upwards.

“Mmmm,” she replied, just as her eyes gently closed again.

I slid my hand up her body until I was cupping one of her breasts, but I’d barely touched her before she was fidgeting and pushing my hand away. Another sigh escaped me. My dick was so damn hard, and I needed relief, but it didn’t look as if I would be getting it from Sarah tonight.

So I watched and waited until I was certain she’d fallen asleep again, then I slipped out of bed as quietly as I could and crept to the bathroom. Once the door was shut and locked, I quickly pushed my boxers down to the floor and gripped my cock in my hand. A groan escaped me before I realised it was going to happen, and I clamped my lips together quickly. Sarah was asleep, so there was little chance that she would hear me, but I didn’t want to risk getting caught jerking off.

I closed my eyes as I began pumping my fist up and down my hard meat, and my mind was instantly flooded with images of Sarah on her knees, sucking Simon’s dick.

Fuck. The fact that she’d gone ahead and done it without even discussing it with me first had been a shock. I’d thought it would be the kind of thing we’d decide together, like we had with Tyler, but I didn’t feel as if I’d had a say at all this time.

Okay, so I was pretty sure nothing would have happened if I’d actually found my voice and told them to stop. But the fact of the matter was that I hadn’t wanted to stop them. I was beginning to get used to the strange combination of feeling sick to my stomach while also being more aroused than I’d ever imagined was possible.

I grunted quietly, my body shaking with the movements of my hand up and down my cock. That familiar pressure was already building inside me and I released my hold on my dick so I wouldn’t cum too soon. I’d been doing that far too much lately, as it was.

With a frustrated sigh, I glanced downwards at my rigid cock. I’d never been self-conscious about my body before now. I took good care of myself and I was in pretty good shape, plus I’d always believed my dick was average-sized. Certainly nothing to complain about. But after watching Sarah with both Tyler and Simon, both of whom were much bigger than me, I was beginning to think that maybe I wasn’t big enough to satisfy her anymore.

I shook my head vigorously, trying to get rid of that thought. I was being ridiculous. Sarah was still being as loving and affectionate as ever, and it was all obviously just my own insecurities telling me she didn’t want me anymore. Sure, we hadn’t fucked since Tyler had arrived, but that was just because a lot had been going on.

Perhaps if I just thought about Sarah and me for a change while I jerked off, I’d feel better about things. So I closed my eyes once more and wrapped my hand around my cock. In my mind, I conjured up images of Sarah on her back on our bed, with me above her, slamming deep into her soaked little cunt over and over.

I pumped my fist harder and faster along my hard meat, beating it frantically and making small little grunting sounds. Except it just felt like my orgasm was getting further away instead of getting closer. I groaned with frustration, jerking even faster in my desperation to get off.

Then, as if from nowhere, the image in my mind changed, and it was suddenly Simon railing my wife hard. Her loud moans of pleasure filled my mind, instead of the polite little whimpers she’d been making while the imaginary version of me had been fucking her. Damn. I couldn’t even satisfy my wife in my own fucking fantasies.

A pressure built up in the pit of my stomach with a mind blowing speed, and before I even realised it was going to happen, ropes of cum shot from the head of my cock to spray over the bathroom floor. I squeezed my eyes shut, seeing fireworks behind the lids as my body bucked with the force of my orgasm.

It was over almost as quickly as it had begun, and I was left panting hard, still holding onto my dick as it quickly grew soft again.

Fuck.

Apparently, I could only cum while thinking about my wife with other men now. I was well and truly screwed.


[image: ]




Chapter Seven
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SARAH:

It was Monday morning, and I rushed down the stairs to greet Tyler. Although it had only been two days since he’d last been at the house, I had been missing his attention. My body was aching for the way he touched me and used me, and I couldn’t wait to feel him inside me again.

When I opened the front door for him, he quickly stepped into the house and swept me up into his arms. My heart fluttered wildly in my chest, and I wrapped my arms around his neck while my mouth found his. I kissed him hard, and he responded by pushing his tongue against my lips, seeking entrance so he could deepen the kiss. I moaned against his lips, succumbing eagerly to his hunger.

It wasn’t until Michael rushed past us and slammed the front door shut that I realised we’d left it open. Anyone who was walking past would have been able to see me making out with a big and burly black man who definitely wasn’t my husband.

Tyler chuckled and broke the kiss, gently lowering me to my feet. “Sorry about that, Michael. I guess I was just excited to get my hands on your wife.”

Michael grunted in response, barely looking at us as he stalked back into the kitchen. He’d been in a foul mood all morning, although I had no idea what was wrong with him. I quickly followed my husband, wrapping my arms around his waist as he leaned against the counter, drinking his morning coffee.

“Is everything okay, Mikey?” I asked, feeling a genuine concern for the man I loved.

“Yeah,” he said in a tone that meant I didn’t quite believe him. “I just don’t want to go to work today, but I have to.”

Ahh, that made sense. Michael was already dressed in his suit, ready for work, and looking as gorgeous as ever. A man in a suit had always been a weakness of mine.

“I bet he’s upset he can’t stay here and watch me fuck you all day,” Tyler said with a chuckle.

Embarrassment rushed up inside me, as well as the usual flood of desire I felt whenever Tyler said dirty things like that. A giggle escaped me. “Is that true, Mikey?” I asked. “Wasn’t it enough that you got to watch me suck Simon’s cock on Saturday?”

My words forced a groan from his lips, but he didn’t respond.

“Simon?” Tyler asked. “Is that the best friend who came by last week?”

“Yes,” I said, grinning at my lover. “He came over for dinner on Saturday, and I sucked him off out in the garden afterwards.”

Michael moaned, and when I looked back at him, the tent in the front of his pants made me think my words had triggered his memories of that event.

“You are such a hot little slut,” Tyler said to me with a laugh before turning to my husband. “Did you enjoy watching it, Michael? Or do you wish she did a lot more than just suck him off?”

“I enjoyed it,” Michael said, staring down into his coffee cup. His face was an adorable shade of red, and I pressed a kiss to his heated cheek.

“See, I told you he’d enjoy it if you began fooling around with his best friend,” Tyler said.

Michael’s head shot up. “You did?”

I jumped in quickly to answer. “When you came downstairs to let Simon in on Friday, Tyler suggested that you might like watching me with him. Because it would be even more intense for you to watch me with your best friend than it would be to watch me with Tyler, who is almost a stranger to us.”

Michael looked down into my eyes, some untold emotion hiding in those sparkling blue depths. He opened his mouth to say something, but after a moment, he snapped it shut again and just nodded his head.

“You know, if Michael is worried about missing out on seeing me fuck you all day, I could always use you now so he can watch once before he has to leave.” Tyler reached out and took my hand, pulling me away from my husband and taking me into his arms.

Michael groaned as he watched me move towards my lover, and I held his gaze, seeing the way his eyes filled with a sudden fiery lust. I smiled at him for a long moment before breaking eye contact, looking up at Tyler instead.

“That’s a perfect idea,” I said, the words coming out sounding almost like a moan. “I have missed you over the weekend, and missed the way you fuck me hard.”

“Is that so?” Tyler growled as he guided me back against the kitchen counter, coming to a sudden halt as the marble counter top pressed into my back. “Let’s see how much you’ve been missing me.”

He lifted up the front of my dress and grunted as he noticed I wasn’t wearing any panties. Then his hand was on my mound, his long fingers sliding along the length of my slit. I let out a moan, gripping onto the counter top behind me as I spread my legs wider and lifted myself up onto my toes in my eagerness for his touch.

“Fuck, you are soaked, baby,” he groaned, looking down at me with his deep chocolate brown eyes. “You’re such a greedy little slut for my dick, aren’t you?”

I heard a moan coming from Michael, but I couldn’t tear my gaze away from Tyler. “Yes!” I moaned, nodding my head eagerly, showing no remorse for how addicted I had become to his cock. “I need it inside me, Tyler. Please.”

“Oh god,” Michael whimpered, and I saw him step closer out of the corner of my eye.

Tyler leaned down, bringing his face so close to mine that I could feel the heat of his breath against my lips. “Let’s give Michael a real good show before he goes to work. I’m gonna fuck you so hard that you won’t be able to walk straight by the time I’m finished with you.”

I let out a soft moan, and pushed my hips forwards, trying to grind myself against his huge hand.

“But first,” Tyler continued, “you’re gonna get on your knees and get my dick rock hard with that hot little mouth of yours.”

He’d barely finished the sentence before I was on my knees and eagerly opening up the button and zipper on his jeans. I tugged them down, noticing how he wasn’t wearing anything beneath them, and his cock bounced upwards as I freed it.

God, he was already so damn hard, but I wasn’t going to pass up an opportunity to suck his huge beast of a cock. I wrapped my hand around the base, feeling the searing heat of his hard meat against my palm. The head was swollen and begging for attention, so I leaned forward and flicked my tongue against the bulbous tip.

Tyler groaned. “Come on, slut. Don’t be shy. I’ve been waiting all weekend so I could come back today and feel those pretty lips on my cock.”

Michael dropped down to his knees beside me, and I wasn’t sure if he’d forgotten he was already dressed in one of his nicest suits for work or if he just didn’t care. A quick glance at him from the corner of my eye told me that he was staring at my hand around the fat base of Tyler’s dick, and when I began stroking my hand up and down his shaft, Michael let out a moan as if it was his own cock I was touching.

“Make me wait any longer, Sarah, and I’m just gonna grab your head and fuck your mouth.”

Tyler’s words sent a rush of heat to my core, and I squirmed on my knees as I lifted by gaze up towards my addictive lover. A grin curled the corners of my lips, and I had to wonder if he realised that was no threat at all. It was what I wanted. I held his gaze, daring him to do exactly what he’d said he would, and a low growl rumbled from somewhere deep inside him just moments before he grabbed the back of my head and pushed his cock so deep into my mouth that I choked on the head.

I sucked and slurped hungrily on his cock, moaning around his fat shaft as he pumped it in and out of my mouth. Beside me, I could hear Michael moaning, and I guessed that if I could turn to look at him, I would see him jerking off. But Tyler kept a firm grip on my head, making it impossible to move even slightly.

My pussy throbbed in anticipation, wanting nothing more than for Tyler to finally take me again. And judging by the way his hands were clenching tightly in my hair, I knew he felt the same desire. He pulled his cock free of my mouth only for a moment, then plunged himself back into my throat until I gagged loudly. My eyes watered and tears ran freely down my cheeks, but I didn’t stop sucking him, knowing that he loved hearing me gag like this.

I never felt sexier than when this big, gorgeous younger man used me like a fuck toy, and I knew my husband loved to see it too.

Suddenly, Tyler pulled out of my mouth and dragged me up to my feet. As soon as I was standing, he pushed me back against the wall and lifted me off my feet so I was forced to wrap my arms and legs around him.

With my body pinned against the wall, I could feel the hard muscle of Tyler’s abs pressing against my core, and I wriggled against him as best I could in my attempt to grind my aching pussy against him. I was desperate for relief, and I had no intention of trying to hide that fact.

“God, I need you inside me, Tyler,” I moaned. “Stop teasing me and just fuck me already. Please.”

He chuckled, a low and throaty sound that sent a shiver of longing down my spine.

“How could I refuse you when you asked like such a good little slut?” he asked.

I felt the head of his cock teasing against my pussy lips, and I whimpered loudly. Luckily, he didn’t make me wait too much longer before plunging his monster cock deep inside my welcoming body.

As usual, his size made me gasp. His thick cock stretched my cunt, filling me completely. Then he began fucking me with long, slow strokes. Every time he thrust forwards, my insides clenched tight around his invading length. With each movement, my clit rubbed against his pubic bone, sending electric shocks through me that left me gasping and trembling.

And as always, I couldn’t help myself. I started grinding my hips against him, meeting his powerful thrusts as best I could. The wet sounds of our bodies slapping together filled the air, adding an erotic edge to the moment.

“Fuck, Sarah,” Tyler grunted between thrusts. “Your hot little pussy always feels so tight around my dick. It feels so fucking good.”

He thrust his hips faster, pushing into my body with a brutal force that slammed me back against the wall with each movement. I gasped loudly, feeling his balls slap against my ass over and over again.

A shudder raced through me as he fucked me harder, and I threw my head back as an orgasm ripped through me. This one came without warning; there was no build-up, just pure pleasure. Each spasm of ecstasy tore through my entire body, leaving me shaking uncontrollably as sweat beaded across my skin.

Tyler didn’t slow down, though. He kept up his merciless pace throughout my climax, drawing it out for as long as he could, until my head was spinning and it was growing more and more impossible to catch my breath.

“I’m going to fill you with so much cum,” Tyler groaned into my ear.

The next moment, his entire body was shuddering as he slammed into me so hard that it hurt, his dick pulsing as he emptied himself inside me. I gripped him tighter, holding onto him for dear life as he kept thrusting at his brutal pace.

When he was finished, Tyler held himself deep inside me for several long moments, before finally sliding out of my pussy and lowering me to my feet. I felt a sudden rush of warmth down my inner thigh as his seed leaked from my well-used hole.

I looked over at Michael, noticing how he was staring at the thick white cream on my legs.

“Come here, baby,” I said in a soft voice. “I want you to be a part of this too before you have to leave for work. Why don’t you make me cum with your mouth? You always make me cum so hard like that.”

Michael’s face grew red, and a shudder moved through his body, although I wasn’t sure if it was arousal or disgust that caused it. It wasn’t the first time he’d licked my pussy after I’d fucked Tyler, and he’d seemed to enjoy it before, so I wasn’t worried about asking for it again. Besides, my pussy was still craving more attention.

“Your wife is probably a bit sore after that,” Tyler said with a chuckle. “Why don’t you help kiss it better?”

Without a word, Michael crawled towards me and tentatively licked along my inner thigh, cleaning up the sticky substance that coated it before bringing my mouth to my sex. His whimpers flowed freely, and while his movements were hesitant at first, soon enough he was lapping at my cunt with his usual enthusiasm.

Pleasure radiated outwards from my centre, and I rolled my hips, grinding myself wantonly against his mouth. He moaned against my flesh, sending vibrations rippling through me that only added to all the intense sensations I was already feeling. My fingers pulled on his hair as he continued licking me clean, then he sealed his lips around the swollen bud of my clit to lick and suck.

“Oh god,” I moaned out, bucking my hips wildly as his attention to that sensitive bundle of nerves pushed me quickly over the edge.

My body shuddered, and I ground myself harder against his mouth as I rode out the waves of pleasure. When the climax had finished, I released my hold on Michael’s head and he pulled back quickly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. Even so, his chin was still coated with what looked to be a mixture of Tyler’s cum and my own juices.

He quickly got up from the floor, unable to meet my gaze as he spoke. “I need to get to work, honey, otherwise I’ll be late.”

Without saying a word or giving me a kiss goodbye, he quickly turned on his heels and stalked out of the kitchen.

As soon as he was gone, Tyler stepped closer and wrapped his arms around my waist to pull me against his muscular body.

“Now I’ve got you to myself for the whole day,” he said. “And I plan to make the most of every second.”
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Chapter Eight
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MICHAEL:

It was impossible to get any work done as I just stared at the computer screen, wondering what the hell Tyler was doing with my wife while I wasn’t home. My dick had been rock hard all day, and I had to be grateful I had a job which required me to sit at a desk for a good portion of the day. At least my constant hard on was hidden.

Last week had been intense. Watching a stranger fucking my wife over and over in various positions all around the house was something that I’d never known would be so hot. And despite the shame I felt for getting off over such things, I couldn’t deny the fact that it was obviously something both Sarah and I needed.

Reaching down, I grabbed my cock through my pants and gave it a couple of quick tugs, grunting as my meat throbbed in response. Fuck, I’d already jerked off once in the bathroom since getting here this morning. I couldn’t keep disappearing to make myself cum. Especially after being off work ‘sick’ all last week so I could watch my wife. I was behind on work and really had to try and stay focused.

I took a sip of my coffee and turned my attention back to the screen, but it was barely even a minute before my mind began to wander again. This time, it drifted back to a memory of something Tyler had said this morning. Apparently, he’d told Sarah I would love it if she fucked my best friend. And while he wasn’t entirely wrong, I felt strange about him having any kind of say over what happened in our marriage. It was up to me and my wife to discuss these things, and it wasn’t any of his business.

I leaned back in my chair and let out a long sigh, rubbing my hands over my face as if trying to scrub away all the thoughts that were keeping me distracted. The knowledge that Tyler might have some kind of influence over my wife left me feeling so fucking helpless, like they could do whatever they wanted now without even having to talk to me about it. But it was amazing how fucking intoxicating that feeling of fear and helplessness was. The closest I could come to describing the feeling was like that rush of adrenalin on a rollercoaster, where excitement of the unknown and unadulterated fear mix together to create something so powerful and addictive.

And that wasn’t even touching on the excitement about Simon now becoming more involved. Watching my best friend touching my wife and bringing her to orgasm right in front of me Saturday night was an intensely erotic experience. The way she’d reacted to his touch, unable to control herself even as she’d called out his name in the backyard where any one of our neighbours might have heard, kept playing out in my mind. Sarah had wanted him; there was no doubt about that; and now that she was involved with two men, it felt as if everything was spiralling out of control so quickly.

But all I could do was hold on to my love for my wife and see where this new adventure would take us. I was no longer under any illusion that I had a say in what would happen, so it was now just an exercise in trust.

“Hey, Michael,” Simon said, and when I turned my chair around, I saw he was standing at the entrance of my cubicle. “Can we talk for a minute?”

“Yes, of course,” I answered quickly, my heart pounding in my chest as I looked at him. He was still my best friend, but something had changed since Saturday night. Now he was another man who wanted to fuck my wife, and that knowledge meant that I couldn’t look at him anymore without feeling some trepidation.

He came in and sat on the edge of the desk. I wasn’t sure if it was a conscious move, but it meant he was higher than I was and looking down at me. Something about that made me feel like he was subtly asserting his dominance, and for a moment, I considered standing so I could take back the high ground. But I found I couldn’t move.

“I had a great time on Saturday night,” he began, and the grin on his face was unmistakable. I nodded my head and waited for him to continue. “And I brought a gift for Sarah to say thank you. Is that okay with you?”

“Absolutely,” I said, trying to put as much enthusiasm into my voice as I could muster. “It’s nice of you to do that.”

Simon chuckled and leaned down, bringing his lips closer to my ear so I’d still be able to hear him when he lowered his voice. “It seemed the least I could do after she sucked my dick so well. I can’t remember the last time I came that hard. Your wife is such a catch.”

I had to hold back a groan as his words made my dick throb.

“Yeah,” I mumbled. “I’m a lucky guy.”

“Yes, you are,” he agreed with a grin on his face. “And I can’t wait to sample more of her hot little body.”

I felt my face burning and my cock grew impossibly hard, but I clamped my lips shut to make sure I didn’t let out a moan. Fuck, was he really just going to assume he could fuck my wife too, just because I let Tyler do it? Damn it, who was I kidding? There was no way I was going to stop him. It was all I’d been able to think about for days. It just would have been nice for him to ask if I was okay with it.

“Anyway,” he said, clearing his throat. “Would you mind if I came back home with you today so I can give Sarah the gift?”

“Ummm, yeah, I guess so,” I replied, head spinning a little as I wondered if he really had got her an actual gift, or if his idea of a gift was fucking her until she was screaming his name instead of mine.

“That’s great! Are you finishing at five?”

I nodded my head.

“Okay, I’ll come meet you here at the end of the day and we can ride together.” He stood up from my desk, grinning ear to ear. “I can’t wait to see her again. I’ve had such a crush on Sarah ever since I met her, and I’m so happy you are okay with me getting to know her on a much more personal level.”

Simon chuckled and patted my shoulder before walking out of the cubicle.

I leaned back in my chair and let out a sigh. I couldn’t remember saying I was okay with it, but then I hadn’t exactly done anything to stop them on Saturday night either, so that was probably an easy assumption to make. But it was enough for me to know that I could say something and put a stop to things if I really wanted to. It just seemed impossible to do that when, in the moment, all the blood was residing somewhere a lot further south than my brain.

With a quick glance at my watch, I realised there were only two more hours to go until the end of the day. And I suspected the anticipation was going to make it feel a lot longer than that as I waited to find out exactly what Simon planned to give my wife tonight.
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Chapter Nine
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SARAH:

It had been a long day, but such an amazing one. Admittedly, it felt strange to be fucking with Tyler when Michael wasn’t at home, but my body craved his cock too much for me to worry about it. Besides, I was going to tell my husband all about it when he got home. No doubt he would enjoy hearing about it just as much as I had been enjoying Tyler’s attention all day.

The handyman had fucked me two more times since Michael had left for work, and now he was painting the guest bedroom, seeing as he was here to do a job after all. That had given me some time to relax out in the backyard with a good book. My body was aching all over, which just proved that sex was a good workout. And it was certainly a fun way to exercise.

Heavy footsteps coming from the direction of the house caught my attention, and I turned to find Tyler walking towards me. He had that familiar hungry look in his eyes that made my pussy quiver in anticipation. Surely he couldn’t be ready to go again already? I knew he was only in his twenties, but damn, his stamina would put most athletes to shame.

Tyler stripped off his shirt, then his jeans, exposing every inch of his beautiful ebony body before sitting down in the chair beside me. His thick cock was already growing bigger, hardening before my eyes, and I licked my lips. It was a mouth-watering sight.

He growled softly as he observed me staring at his growing erection for a few seconds. “Strip, my slut,” he commanded. “I need to be inside you again.”

My pussy throbbed at the promise of being filled once more, and I stood quickly, pulling my dress off over my head. As usual, I wasn’t wearing anything beneath it, because I knew Tyler would want me to make it as easy as possible to fuck me whenever he wanted.

“Such an eager slut,” he observed with a chuckle, as he reached out and grabbed my wrist to pull me into his lap.

“I always am for you,” I moaned softly as I felt his cock against my thigh. It was hot and smooth, growing harder by the second, and I couldn’t resist reaching down to wrap my fingers around it.

“Straddle my thighs, baby,” he commanded, “then stroke me until I’m rock hard.”

I shifted position in his lap so that my knees were placed either side of his thighs, opening me up in a way that had my pussy aching to be filled. Hopefully, it wouldn’t be too long before that was going to happen.

With my fingers wrapped around his fat shaft, I began stroking, moaning softly as he throbbed within my gentle grasp. His brown eyes were on mine, staring at me with an intensity that took my breath away.

“I need you to fuck me, Tyler,” I moaned softly.

His full lips curled upward into a sexy smirk. There was no doubt in my mind that he already knew how badly I wanted his cock, and that lopsided grin just proved it.

“Not yet, baby. Keep stroking it for now. Soon enough, you’ll get the hard fucking that you need.”

I let out a soft groan as he denied me the one thing I was so desperate for, but I kept stroking, enjoying the way his hard cock felt in my hand. At the same time, Tyler brought his hand between my thighs, cupping my sex and dragging his fingers through my slick petals.

With a groan, I began rocking my hips, grinding myself against his fingers in a wanton way. I needed him inside me soon, or else I might explode right there and then. But instead of pushing his finger into me like I expected, Tyler leaned forwards and captured my nipple in his mouth, sucking gently as his thumb slid across my clit. The combination of sensations sent sparks shooting straight to my core, and my pussy quivered in anticipation of being filled.

Finally, he pushed his finger deep into my tight little hole, making me moan loudly. Then he pulled it slowly out, leaving me feeling empty and wanting more. Just when I was about to beg him to do it again, he plunged two fingers deep inside my dripping cunt, stretching me wide open before moving them in and out rapidly, causing another ripple of pleasure to shoot through me.

“Oh god, yes!” I cried out, unable to hold back any longer.

“That’s it, baby,” he grunted. “Cum for me. Cum for me right fucking now.”

As he finger fucked me hard enough to make my entire body shake, he kept my nipple in his mouth, sucking and biting on the hard little bud in a way that had me rushing towards my climax. When I finally exploded, screaming incoherently as my orgasm ripped through me, Tyler increased the pace of his fingers to steal my breath away with the intensity of his touch.

The pleasure had barely even started to fade when he pulled his fingers out of me and dropped my nipple from his mouth.

“Now slide down on my dick, Sarah. Ride me like the little slut you are.”

There was no way I could resist an invitation like that. Not when my entire body ached for him. So I kept my hand around the thick base of his cock and held it steady while I lowered myself down onto him. I moaned out loudly as he filled me, not caring that one of the neighbours might hear. It was a little late for that after he’d just made me cum so hard I had no idea if I’d even screamed or not.

Tyler placed his hand on my hips, guiding me slowly up and down on his cock at first, but I was too impatient for that. Ignoring his guidance, I began slamming myself down onto his erection over and over, crying out each time his huge beast of a cock was buried completely inside me. He was so damn big that he took my breath away.

He slapped my ass hard, leaving a stinging handprint on my bare flesh. “That’s it, slut. Are you gonna make yourself cum on my dick?”

I nodded my head vigorously, too breathless to form any actual words myself. As the pleasure quickly built inside me, I heard more footsteps coming from the house. I turned my head, seeing Michael coming out of the large glass doors that led out from the living room, and he was followed by Simon.

But it was too late to stop. I was so fucking close to the edge that to stop now would be torture. So I kept riding Tyler’s cock frantically, feeling my breasts bouncing with each desperate movement. It was only a few more seconds before waves of ecstasy were crashing over me once more, filling me with a blissful white heat that left me feeling like I was going to combust all over again.

When I’d managed to wring out every drop of pleasure I could, I collapsed against Tyler’s chest, panting hard.

“I see you’re enjoying yourself,” Michael said as he approached, with Simon close behind him. His voice sounded tense, although I wasn’t sure why.

“Hi, baby,” I said, lifting my head up and reaching out to grab his hand before pulling him down for a kiss. When our lips met, Michael moaned, and the tension seemed to leave his body. I teased his tongue with mine, kissing him passionately, all the while keeping Tyler’s still hard cock deep inside my pussy. When I broke the kiss, my husband and I were both breathless. “Did you have a good day at work?”

Michael laughed, and I couldn’t help but giggle at how mundane the question sounded, considering the situation we were all in. “Yeah, it was okay,” he said while taking a seat in the chair I’d vacated a little earlier.

“Ummm,” Simon said, drawing my attention to him. “I should probably go. I’m sure the three of you don’t want me here.”

I thought it over for a moment. Surely I should be embarrassed about being caught fucking Tyler by my husband’s best friend, but considering what had happened between me and Simon on Saturday night, it seemed a little late for that.

“No, don’t be silly, Simon,” I said with a giggle. “You can stay if you like.”

Tyler chuckled. “Sarah is such a greedy little slut that she might still need more by the time I’m finished with her. So you might as well stay.”

Michael let out a loud groan before speaking. “I don’t mind if you stay, Simon.”

“Thanks, mate,” he said, giving Michael a pat on the shoulder before taking a chair of his own.

When I glanced over at the two new arrivals, the front of both their pants were tented, so I knew they liked what they saw. Suddenly, a loud slap on my ass startled me, quickly pulling my attention back to Tyler.

“Now, who told you to stop riding my cock, Sarah? You should know by now that you don’t stop until my cum is dripping out of your hot little cunt.” Tyler’s voice was a low growl that spoke to something primal deep inside me.

I began moving on his cock once again, my loud moans filling the early evening air once more. His dick felt so damn good inside me; there was no way I’d be able to keep quiet. At the same time, Tyler pumped his hips upwards, thrusting his cock deeper inside of me each time I slammed down onto him.

We built up the perfect rhythm, our bodies moving completely in synch as we both gave in to our wild desires. For a while, I even forgot Simon and Michael were watching as I surrendered to the desperate need to be fucked hard.

Tyler reached up and grabbed one of my breasts in his hand, cupping it as he leaned forward once more. He nibbled and sucked on the hard peak, being rougher than last time, so that both pleasure and pain filled my senses and made it hard to think straight.

When he bit down hard on my nipple, the sensations became overwhelming, and another climax suddenly wracked my body. I shuddered violently, gripping Tyler’s shoulders tightly as the orgasm washed over me in waves of intense pleasure.

“That’s it, baby,” Tyler grunted against my breast. “It feels so fucking good. You’re gonna make me cum too, baby.”

And with that, his body quaked beneath me, and he held me firmly down on his cock as he pumped his seed deep inside me. Our moans of pleasure came together in the air like the sweetest symphony, and neither of us stopped moving until we were both completely spent.

I collapsed against Tyler once more, enjoying the way he wrapped his arms around me while I panted for air and tried to recover.

“Fuck,” I heard Simon say from somewhere behind me, sounding awed by what he’d just seen.

I peeled myself away from Tyler’s strong arms and looked over my shoulder at Michael and Simon. They both looked flushed and more than a little worked up.

“Did you enjoy the show, boys?” I asked, flashing them both a wicked smile.

Simon laughed. “I did. Although it made me want some of what you two just had.”

The way Simon grinned at me made my pussy quiver around Tyler’s cock, making my big, black lover laugh. He patted me affectionately on the bottom. “Go ahead, baby. Go to Simon if you want. I can see how desperate Michael is to watch you being taken by his best friend.”

Michael moaned, and I stood up from Tyler’s lap, whimpering quietly as his huge cock slipped free from my pussy. His cum leaked from my well-used hole and dribbled down onto my inner thighs, but when I looked over to Simon, he patted his lap and I quickly went to him.
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Chapter Ten
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MICHAEL:

I watched with wide eyes as Sarah moved towards Simon and settled in his lap. Apparently, nobody else was bothered by the fact that my wife had Tyler’s cum leaking out of her and that Simon was still wearing his work suit. That was going to make a mess. With a sigh, I shook such thoughts out of my head and focused on what was happening in front of me.

Sarah was naked and straddling my best friend’s lap, while his hand dipped between her thighs.

“Fuck,” he groaned loudly. “Tyler filled you with a huge load of cum. But I’m sure you still want more, don’t you, beautiful?”

My wife moaned, and from where I was sitting, I could just make out the way Simon was slowly pumping a finger in and out of her pussy.

“Yes!” Sarah moaned out, while moving her hips to work herself against Simon’s finger. “Please, will you fill me with cum, too? I need it, Simon. I need your cock.”

I moaned and instinctively reached down to unfasten my pants. As soon as I had my dick in my hand, I was jerking frantically.

Tyler chuckled as he stood from his chair, looking down at me with a sneer on his face, as his eyes darted quickly to my cock. With him naked and standing over me, his cock almost at eye level, it was all too obvious that he was a hell of a lot bigger than me. Hell, even when his dick was limp, it was bigger than my current raging hard-on.

“Such a needy little cuck, aren’t you?” he said, and shame washed over me. “It’s a good thing your wife seems absolutely insatiable.”

Sarah giggled at his words, apparently not feeling any shame of her own over how things had turned out. “I can’t help it. You guys should stop being so irresistible.”

Tyler laughed as he bent down to pick up his clothes from the floor. “My work is done for the day, so I’ll leave you three to have your fun. I look forward to hearing all about it tomorrow, though.” He winked at Sarah before making his way back into the house.

I turned back to look at my wife in my best friend’s lap. I could hear the sloppy sounds coming from between her thighs as Simon began pumping his fingers in and out of her cum filled pussy once more.

Fuck. I pumped my fist up and down my throbbing dick, unable to look away from Sarah as she moaned and writhed. Her ass jiggled slightly as she worked her hips, fucking herself on the digit inside her. From the looks of it, she was already close to orgasm, and I was going to be right there with her, judging by the speed with which the pleasure was building inside me.

“I can’t wait to find out how good your pussy feels on my dick, Sarah,” Simon growled. “I’ve been daydreaming about it for far too fucking long. I need to be inside you.”

My heart was pounding as I watched. Was this going to be it? The moment my best friend took my wife right in front of me? The shame welling up inside of me was almost as intense as the arousal I felt, and a part of me wanted to stop them before they went too far. But my mouth was too dry to speak, and the arousal was making my head spin.

As I watched, Simon slipped his finger out of Sarah’s dripping cunt, reaching for the button of his pants. But my wife reached out quickly to cover his hand with her own, stopping him.

“No,” she said, her voice shaky, and I let out a gasp. Oh my god, I hadn’t expected her to say no to him. I thought she’d wanted him just as badly as she wanted Tyler. A slow smile spread across her face as she saw the look of confusion on both our faces. “Let’s go upstairs to the bedroom, Simon. I don’t want it to be some quickie out in the backyard. We’ve both been waiting a long time for this so we should savour it, don’t you think?”

Simon grinned wickedly. “I absolutely agree, beautiful. Why don’t you lead the way?”

Sarah slipped off his lap and took hold of his hand, waiting for him to rise up from the chair before pulling him towards the house. Neither of them seemed bothered about waiting for me, and for a moment, I wondered if I was even welcome to join them. But it was my wife, and my house, so I could go with them if I wanted.

I quickly got up from my chair and followed them into the house and up the stairs. By the time I reached the bedroom door, they were standing by the bed, kissing passionately while they both worked eagerly to undress Simon.

His suit jacket was already off, along with his tie, and the buttons on his shirt were mostly open. Simon ripped it off his body as soon as the final buttons were unfastened, revealing a broad chest and muscular shoulders. I could even see the faint outline of a six-pack on his stomach, making me feel slightly ashamed of my so-called dad bod. I’d thought I was still in pretty good shape until recently, but my wife’s lovers were showing me up in every way possible.

By now, Simon’s pants and boxers were on the floor, his cock standing out proudly from his body as it throbbed. He was just as hard as I was, although I knew only one of us would be fucking my wife.

“Oh, baby,” Sarah purred as she wrapped her hand around his cock. “You’re so hard. Let me take care of that for you.”

She got on her knees in front of my best friend, looking up into his eyes as she began dragging her tongue along his hard rod. My dick throbbed, aching for some attention too, but for now, I would have to make do with just my hand.

Realising I was still standing in the doorway, I stepped into the room and took a seat in the armchair in the corner of the room. Neither of them stopped me, but then they were too wrapped up in each other to really pay me much attention. I took my dick back into my hand, stroking it as slowly as I could manage, otherwise I was going to blow my load way too quickly. My best friend might be about to fuck my wife, but the least I could do was not humiliate myself completely by cumming prematurely.

“Mmm,” Sarah moaned as she continued licking and kissing along every hard inch of him. “You taste so good. I need more.”

Simon reached down and gripped her hair in his fist, holding her head steady as he pushed the head of his dick against her lips. “Then open wide, beautiful. Let me use that pretty little mouth of yours properly.”

I let out a groan as my wife obeyed immediately, parting her lips wide for him. As soon as she had done so, Simon thrust his hips forward, filling her mouth with his girthy meat. She let out a moan and began sucking eagerly, sliding her lips up and down his shaft to take him as deep as she could. Fuck, she was just as good at sucking cock as any porn star I’d ever seen, and she seemed to be enjoying it just as much, too.

Her eyes closed tightly and her cheeks hollowed out as she sucked like a vacuum cleaner, taking all of his thick length down her throat without hesitation or complaint. The sight of my wife slurping and bobbing on another man, my best friend no less, made my balls ache. I was desperate for release, but right now there was nothing I could do except watch.

My dick twitched uncontrollably as I watched my gorgeous wife suck desperately on his cock, moaning and swallowing his entire length. Her breasts bounced enticingly, swinging with each movement. As I watched, I noticed drops of saliva landing on her bare tits, dribbling down over her perky flesh.

God, I would do anything to feel her lips on me right now. But Simon was moaning loudly, thrusting in and out of her mouth with a frantic urgency, as if he couldn’t get enough of my wife’s oral skills.

“Fuck,” Simon groaned. “You are so fucking good at this, I almost don’t want to stop. But I need to be inside your tight little pussy too much.”

He pulled out of her mouth, leaving my wife gasping for air as ropes of spittle remained connected between her lips and the head of his dick. I groaned and squeezed my hand around the base of my cock, willing myself not to cum yet. I wanted to wait until he was inside her, at least.

Without any prompting from Simon, Sarah got up from her knees and laid back on the bed, spreading her legs wide to display her sweet pussy. Cum was oozing from that hole already, and I knew she would have even more inside her soon enough.

“Fuck me, Simon,” she moaned, reaching down between her legs to begin playing with her pussy.

Apparently, my best friend didn’t need to be told twice. He climbed up onto the bed between her thighs, his cock in his hand as he slowly guided the head to her pussy lips. I held my breath as I waited for that moment when he would enter her fully for the first time, but Simon seemed content to tease us both as he dragged the tip up and down along her folds.

I bit down on my lower lip, having to resist the urge to tell him to fuck her already. Luckily, Sarah wasn’t so shy.

She moaned and arched her back, trying to push herself onto his hard rod. “Please,” she whimpered. “I need you to fuck me, Simon. Fuck me hard! Please!”

“You sound so fucking hot when you beg for my dick,” Simon growled as he slammed his hips forward, filling my wife with every inch of his huge cock with one thrust.

Sarah cried out at being so suddenly filled, and she wrapped her arms and legs around him, reaching down to hold on to his ass cheeks so she could try and pull him even deeper. Red claw marks appeared on his flesh, and he grunted loudly. Then he began pumping his hips, thrusting into my wife over and over again so hard that I imagined it had to hurt.

Simon dipped his head, taking one stiff nipple into his mouth, and Sarah arched her back, pushing her breast harder against his lips. As she did so, she looked over at me, jerking off pathetically in the corner of the room. She held my gaze through every single brutal thrust, even as the first waves of orgasm wracked her body. Her loud cries filled the air and her small frame shuddered beneath my best friend, but she never once pulled her eyes away from mine.

It was all too much, and I lost control of myself. My own climax moved through me as my wife came, my dick jerking in my hand while her pussy had the pleasure of clamping down around Simon’s much bigger cock. My hot load splashed over my stomach and chest, some spurting out so powerfully in my excitement that it even hit my chin. And then I collapsed back in the armchair to watch the rest of the show.

Simon thrust a few more times before his body tensed and he moaned loud enough to let me know he was pumping his cum deep into my wife’s pussy. I squeezed my eyes shut for a moment, too overwhelmed by everything to keep watching.

My wife was now full of two men’s cum: the big black handyman’s and my best friend’s. And when I opened my eyes, the big smile on Sarah’s face told me she couldn’t be happier.
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Chapter Eleven
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SARAH:

I let out a contented sigh as I stretched, then rolled towards Michael in bed, wrapping an arm around his waist and resting my head on his shoulder. There was no doubting it had been a long but exciting day. Especially the evening part, where Michael and Simon had come home to find me fucking Tyler out in the backyard, and then Simon had taken his turn with me afterwards.

My body was still tingling all over from the way they had both made me cum so hard, and I was looking forward to more of the same tomorrow.

The sigh that came from Michael as he put his arms around me and pulled me close didn’t sound anywhere near as contented as mine had done.

“Are you okay, Mikey?” I asked softly, lifting my head slightly so I could press a gentle kiss on his chest directly over the spot where his heart beat beneath.

“Yeah, I think so,” he said, pausing for a moment before he continued. “It’s just been an intense few days.”

“I know, baby. It has been. But have you enjoyed it?”

The way he hesitated made my heart pound. If he hadn’t enjoyed it, and didn’t want me to play around with other men anymore, I wasn’t sure what I was going to do. Even though I’d only been doing it for little more than a week, I wasn’t sure I could give it up. But then I also loved Michael with my entire being, and there was no way I could give him up, either.

“I have enjoyed it,” he said finally, and I let out a shaky breath I hadn’t realised I’d been holding. “It’s just that sometimes I worry you won’t want me anymore.”

He looked away from me, his face burning a bright shade of red. “No, baby!” I cried out. “I promise that would never happen.”

Michael shrugged, apparently still unable to look at me. “We don’t know that, honey. Maybe one day, when you’ve got even more lovers with big dicks who make you cum harder than I’ve ever been able to, then maybe you’ll realise you don’t need me anymore and you’ll leave me for someone else.”

“Oh, Mikey,” I said softly, my heart breaking as I took in the hurt expression on his face. “That will never happen, and you know why? Because I love you. Only you. The other guys are fun, but I don’t love them.”

He seemed to soften slightly, some of the tension leaving his body, and he gave a small nod of his head. But he still didn’t look at me, so I continued.

“They are not the man I pledged to give my life to while standing at the front of a church a couple of decades ago. And they are not the father of my children, or the man who was such an amazing father to them. They are not the ones who have made my heart sing whenever I wake up in the morning and see you in bed beside me. That’s you, Michael. That’s all you. And it’s something they would never be able to give me.”

Michael turned his head to look at me, his blue eyes glistening with unshed tears. “You really mean that?” he asked in a quiet voice.

“Yes. Every word is the absolute truth,” I reassured him. And it was. I meant it all from the bottom of my heart.

A small smile spread across his lips, then he placed a tender kiss on my forehead. “Thank you. I love you too, honey.”

I smiled widely and gave him a gentle squeeze. Then, as we laid together in silence, holding one another, my mind drifted back to the gift Simon had brought me earlier. He had insisted on giving it to me when Michael wasn’t with us, so he’d waited until my husband had gone to clean himself up in the bathroom before mentioning it.

As soon as I’d seen it, I’d been hesitant to show it to Michael. But now, the more I thought about it, the more I realised that it might actually help him to feel more secure about us.

So I sat up in the bed and reached over to my bedside table, where I’d hidden the box in the top drawer. When Michael saw the box, he was instantly curious, and sat up beside me.

“What’s that?” he asked.

I chuckled nervously. “It’s something Simon gave me earlier.”

“Oh, right. He told me he wanted to come home with me because he had a gift to give you. I figured he’d just forgotten about it in all the excitement.”

I smiled and shook my head. “No, he didn’t forget.” Michael reached out to take the box from me, but I pulled it away. “Before I let you see what’s in the box, I want you to know that I see this as a symbol of our commitment to one another. A symbol of the fact that we are forever. Okay?”

Michael looked at me as if he thought I’d lost my mind. “Simon gave you a gift that is a symbol of our love? That sounds... unbelievable.” He laughed nervously.

I grinned at him. “Yeah, I know that seems a little strange, but he thought it would be something fun for us to share together. And while I think it could be fun; very fun, actually; I also think it could have a much deeper meaning than just that.”

“Okay,” Michael said slowly. “Can I see it now, then?”

I handed him the box, holding my breath while I watched him open it. Inside it was a small steel chastity cage. “What the...” he began, before looking at me with a confused expression on his face. “Isn’t this for locking away a cock?”

“It is,” I said, smiling as I reached out to take his hand. “But think about it. With that locked in place, you’d never be able to forget that you are mine, baby. That I love you and want you so much that I crave to put a part of you under lock and key. Doesn’t that sound special?”

“Yeah, but I wouldn’t be able to cum,” he said, glancing down at the small device. “Or even get hard, judging by the size of it.”

“You’re right,” I admitted. “It would stop both of those things from happening. But every time little Mikey starts to swell inside it, it would just be a reminder of how much I need you to be mine.”

Michael blushed and shifted slightly on the bed. “You really want me to wear this?” he asked.

“I do,” I answered without the slightest hesitation. “But don’t worry, baby. I would unlock it sometimes so I can help you relieve your need. In fact, I will make sure I leave Saturday nights clear in the future, so we can go back to having our date nights, and we can have special time together then. Okay, Mikey?”

A small whimper escaped him as he nodded his head. He handed me the box. “Will you put it on for me?”

“Of course, baby,” I said with a wide smile, so happy that he was agreeing to this. “But first, let’s go into the bathroom and have a shower together.”

Michael followed me, and I prepared the shower for us, getting the water to the scalding hot temperature that I loved and that Michael tolerated because he loved me. Once we were standing under the hot jet of water, I took time washing him all over, paying special attention to his cock and balls. He hardened almost immediately, but I had no intention of letting him cum right before putting him in the cage. I just wanted to make sure he was clean before locking it away for a few days.

Once I was sure he was clean, I tugged him out of the shower and patted him dry with a towel, before carefully shaving away his pubic hair. Michael stood still through it all, accepting my pampering treatment silently, all except for the little whimpers that were flowing from him.

As soon as I was satisfied that he had been properly groomed down there, I picked up the cage and slid the ring on over his cock and balls, before sliding the metal tube over his shaft. Then I added the tiny padlock and clicked it shut.

Michael let out a soft moan as he heard that metallic click. “Oh god,” he moaned.

“How does it feel, baby?” I asked, giving the padlock a slight tug to make sure it was secure.

“Small,” he replied with a nervous chuckle.

I held back a grin. “I’m sure you’ll get used to it soon, Mikey. Now let’s go back to bed.”

Placing my hand in his, I guided him back to the bed, and once we were laid down, Michael pressed his body flush against mine and began kissing me deeply. The feel of the cold steel as it pressed against my thigh sent a thrill through my body, and I returned his kisses passionately.

Soon enough, Michael was moving his hips to grind his caged cock against my leg, while his moans spilled against my lips. When he broke the kiss, I went to protest, until he began trailing kisses down my body, focusing on my breasts and my sensitive nipples for a few long moments before moving lower once more.

I spread my legs wide for my husband as he settled with his head between them, and he let out a soft groan.

“I can still see the cum leaking out of you, even after you had a shower,” he moaned, tracing a finger slowly through my slit.

Reaching down, I stroked my fingers through his short brown hair. “Use your mouth, baby,” I told him breathlessly. “I need you to make me cum.”

He hesitated for a moment, and I wondered if he was going to protest about making me cum while his cock was locked away in the cage. But then he lowered his head and began licking through my folds, moaning against my sex while he got to work pleasuring me.

I let out a loud moan, tangling my fingers in his hair in my desperate attempt to keep him between my thighs. As the pleasure built inside me, it became impossible not to writhe on the bed, moving my hips until I was grinding against his eager mouth. My hands gripped harder onto his thick locks, pulling at the strands as he sucked voraciously on my clit.

My eyes rolled back in my skull as the pleasure quickly built up in my core, my body beginning to tremble with the onslaught of sensations. It felt so damn good that I couldn’t resist the urge to buck my hips, working myself against his face in my eagerness to get myself off.

Suddenly, an orgasm gripped me, causing my muscles to spasm violently as I came hard against his mouth. His lips closed tightly around the swollen nub, sucking greedily at my flesh as I shivered uncontrollably beneath him, unable to stop the waves of bliss coursing through me.

When my breathing finally slowed again, I opened my eyes and looked down at my man. His lips were glistening with the evidence of my pleasure, along with white droplets that could only be the cum that had still been inside me. Michael licked his lips, cleaning himself up while I watched.

“That felt so good, baby,” I moaned softly, growing tired after such a busy day. “Come up here. I need some cuddles.”

With a smile on his face, Michael crawled back up the bed and laid beside me, taking me into his arms. I tenderly brushed my lips against his.

“I love you,” I told him, looking deep into his blue eyes.

“I love you, too,” Michael said. “Although I might not like this new cage.” He laughed, and his face turned red.

When I reached beneath the covers, gently placing my hand over the cage, I could feel his flesh pressing against the steel bars as it tried to harden within its small confines. I bit down on my lower lip, trying to hold back a giggle as Michael lifted his hips up from the bed to push against my hand.

“I don’t know,” I replied with a small giggle. “I don’t think your cock would be trying to get hard if it wasn’t happy in his new little home.”

He let out a guttural moan, which somehow morphed into a loud laugh. “You are going to be the death of me, honey, if you insist on keeping me this aroused without any relief.”

I grinned at him. “But just think how intense it will be when I do unlock you and make you cum. That will be worth the wait, surely?”

“I guess we will have to wait and see when you first unlock me,” he said with a chuckle.

I wrapped my arms around his waist and put my head on his chest, closing my eyes as contentment washed over me. There was nowhere else I’d rather be right now than in the arms of my loving husband, who had given me more than I’d ever imagined possible over the last few days. Michael was crazy if he thought I’d ever replace him.
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