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Chapter One
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SARAH:

“Mmm, you do spoil me, honey,” Michael said with a grin on his face as he put down his cutlery. I’d made him his favourite dessert - homemade apple pie with ice cream - and he hadn’t even left a crumb.

“Well, you know how much I love spoiling you,” I said, moving around to his side of the table to settle on his lap. “Especially since the kids went to college. Now you are the only one here for me to lavish with attention most of the time.”

He laughed softly as he wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled me closer in his lap. “I’m not complaining about that at all, Sarah. You know how much I love all the attention.”

Michael’s blue eyes sparkled as he looked at me, his lips curling up into a wide smile. It was funny how Michael could still make my heart stutter even after twenty-two years of marriage. As soon as I saw him in my computer science course in college, I’d known I wanted him. Not only was he smart and funny, but he’d been one of the major players on the football team. All the girls had wanted him, but he’d chosen me. And I still counted myself as lucky for that, even after all these years.

He ran his hand up my thigh, his touch warm and gentle, and a slight tremor of disappointment moved through me. It was Saturday night, and we’d just eaten dinner, so of course it was time for sex. That was our routine.

Don’t get me wrong, I loved Michael with all my heart, and I loved being intimate with him, but the spontaneity had disappeared many years ago, taking most of my excitement with it. I craved the wild passion we’d shared during the beginning of our relationship.

What I wouldn’t give for him to just bend me over the kitchen table and fuck me hard in a fit of uncontrollable lust. But that hadn’t happened in so long.

“Shall we go upstairs?” he asked, that hesitant tone still in his voice despite the fact he’d asked me that every Saturday night for at least the last five years and I hadn’t once turned him down.

I curled my lips up into a smile that felt slightly forced, although he didn’t seem to notice that. “Sure, Mikey. Let’s go.”

Standing from his lap, I took his hand in mine and led him towards the bedroom. He followed eagerly, and as soon as the bedroom door was shut behind us, his mouth was on mine. His hands were on my waist, pulling me against him, but the kiss was tender and loving, without the spark I craved.

Yet I still melted against him and wrapped my arms around his shoulders, running my fingers through his short brown hair. It was Michael, after all, and my body still yearned for the intimacy with him.

He moaned against my lips, and I could already feel the evidence of his excitement pressing against my stomach. I slid my hand down between our bodies, cupping his erection in my hand through his pants and feeling it throb in response to my touch. My own arousal grew instantly as I squeezed him gently and heard him groan.

The sound sent an electric thrill straight to my core, and I broke off the kiss to look into his eyes. I smiled seductively as I pressed my hips forward and rubbed against him, making sure he got the message loud and clear. I needed more than what we were doing right now.

His hands tightened around my waist, and I knew he understood exactly where I was coming from. Our mouths met again, our tongues tangling together as we devoured each other’s breathless kisses.

As we kissed, I slipped my hand free and began undoing his belt buckle before sliding the zipper of his pants slowly downwards. I watched in anticipation as the material fell open, revealing the bulge within. A moment later, I tugged down his boxers and freed him fully, allowing his cock to spring free. He wasn’t huge by any stretch of the imagination, but he had more than enough to satisfy me.

While looking into his eyes, I lowered to a crouch before him, flicking my tongue against the head of his cock. I sucked lightly on it, tasting the salty precum leaking from the tip while I stroked him gently with my hand.

A low growl escaped his throat, and I smiled around him as he grabbed handfuls of my blonde hair. His touch was rough yet soothing, holding tight to the strands as I continued sucking him. His hips bucked forward, pushing himself deeper into my mouth, and I felt him throbbing with his arousal.

My lips slid back along the shaft, teasingly licking at the sensitive underside of his glans before moving upward to take him deep into my mouth once again. His taste filled my senses, sending shivers racing through my body as I licked and teased him.

I pulled away from him suddenly, leaving him groaning breathlessly. With both hands, I pulled the top half of my dress down and gripped my tits firmly, then I raised my face to meet his gaze. I gave him a wicked grin as I leaned forwards, placing his pulsating cock between my breasts and rubbing myself against him.

Michael let out a soft moan and closed his eyes, enjoying the sensation of my hot skin surrounding his hardness.

“God damn, you’re sexy,” he muttered, his breathing becoming heavier as I continued playing with his dick.

I smirked and pushed harder against him, moaning softly as I felt him pulse in my cleavage. Knowing that I still managed to have this effect on him after so long together was enough to make my pussy ache with a desire to be filled and used.

A shiver moved over my husband as he began pumping his hips, sliding his hard dick between the soft mounds of flesh. Precum was leaking from the tip, and I couldn’t resist leaning down to lick it up each time the head of his cock peeked out from the deep valley of my cleavage.

I teased him for as long as I could stand it before my own desire for pleasure became too much to handle. Without any warning, I released my grip on my breasts and allowed his cock to slip free from its soft, warm home; then I stood and began slipping out of my dress. I only wore a black thong, and Michael’s gaze roamed hungrily over my almost naked body. With one swift movement, I took off the panties too, leaving me completely exposed to him.

It made me feel good to know that at forty-five, I still had what it took to create that look on my husband’s face. Sure, I regularly went to the gym to work out, and I took yoga classes a couple of times a week to try to keep in shape, but I was well aware I was no competition for all the younger women in the world. But so long as Michael still wanted me, that was all I cared about.

“I need you inside me,” I whispered huskily as I moved over to the bed. “Please.”

With one final glance at him, I climbed onto the mattress, lying down and waiting for him to join me. Michael quickly pulled off his shirt and kicked off his pants, which were already around his ankles, then he climbed onto the bed, gently lowering himself on top of me. My legs wrapped tightly around him as he pressed his body against mine, feeling him shudder as I ran my fingers through his short brown locks.

Our bodies fit perfectly together, and I loved how his warmth seeped into every inch of my being when he held me close.

He kissed my neck tenderly, making me gasp quietly as he lapped at a sensitive spot. I moaned as his hand slipped between us so he could brush his fingertips against my slick folds. The friction sent ripples of pleasure shooting through me, and I bit my lip as he rubbed his thumb over the swollen nub of my clit.

His other hand cupped my breast, squeezing gently while he pinched my nipple. He rolled the bud between two fingers, tugging slightly until I let out a moan. I tightened my legs around him, pulling his body closer against mine and encouraging him to move faster now that we’d finally got started properly tonight.

The pressure built within me, threatening to explode if he didn’t hurry things up. I lifted my hips, grinding myself against his fingers as I tried to find the friction I so desperately needed to push myself over the edge. He rubbed more firmly against my clit, and soon I felt the familiar tingling sensation building within me.

As always, I knew there would come a point where I wouldn’t be able to hold back any longer–and that moment seemed like it might never arrive as I writhed beneath him, so eager for my release. Then I felt it, the first wave of intense pleasure washing over me as an orgasm swept through my entire body.

My thighs trembled uncontrollably as my entire body tensed and spasmed, and I threw my head back while waves of ecstasy coursed over me. His mouth lathered wet kisses along my neck as I panted heavily, barely even registering his words as he murmured sweet nothings in my ear.

When my senses returned, I found Michael staring down at me with a tender look in his eyes. Then I felt the swollen head of his cock teasing against my slick opening.

“Are you ready?” he asked breathlessly, running a hand through my hair.

When I nodded, he slowly entered me, filling me with his hard cock. We both groaned softly as our bodies adjusted to the feeling of being joined as one. He withdrew slightly and pushed deeper again, repeating the motion over and over, while I writhed with pleasure beneath him.

Michael never seemed in a rush when making love. He always seemed content to just be inside me. He kept up a steady pace with his hips, sliding deep while his cock rubbed against my tight inner walls, sending tingles of pleasure through my body.

After a few minutes of slow fucking, I reached up and grasped his shoulders, rolling my hips so I could grind my pelvis harder against him. As expected, this caused him to speed up slightly; his thrusts becoming shorter and quicker, before he suddenly buried himself completely within me.

A sharp intake of breath escaped from his lips, and he let out a low growl as he erupted inside me, pumping his hot seed straight into my pussy. When he finished, he collapsed on top of me, his chest pressing against my breasts as he breathed deeply.

We lay together silently for several moments, while I tried to hide my disappointment that I hadn’t reached my own climax with him. But then he had made me cum with his fingers before, so I shouldn’t complain. Perhaps I could finish myself off once more when he was asleep.

Michael rolled off me and pulled me into his arms, falling asleep within seconds. I let out a soft sigh, knowing there was no way I could give myself the extra pleasure I needed while trapped in his arms, so I closed my eyes and tried to fall asleep.
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Chapter Two
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MICHAEL:

It was Monday morning, and I’d just got out of the shower when I heard voices coming from downstairs. As I dried myself off, I walked towards the bedroom door and pressed my ear to it, listening intently.

“So I got all the different colours of paint you picked out, Sarah, and like we discussed, I’m going to start decorating in the dining room today. Is that okay?”

The voice was deep, and I didn’t recognise it. Although I’d known Sarah had booked a handyman to redecorate the house, I hadn’t realised that was starting today. No wonder she’d spent so much time cleaning yesterday.

After drying myself off, I quickly put on my suit ready for work, then headed out to where I could hear Sarah talking to the handyman. They were in the kitchen, and my wife was handing the other guy a fresh, steaming cup of coffee.

When the handyman reached out to take the cup, his fingers brushed against Sarah’s for longer than necessary, and it was all too obvious how he was looking at her cleavage. My dick sprang to life as I watched the much younger black man staring so brazenly at my wife, although I had no idea why it did that.

“Oh, there you are, Mikey!” Sarah said, turning to me with a big smile on her face. She seemed oblivious to the other guy’s attention as she handed me a cup of coffee, too. “This is Tyler. He’ll be decorating here all week.”

I nodded at Tyler, and he smiled back at me with a mischievous twinkle in his eye.

“Hi, Tyler. Good to meet you.”

“You too,” he said, turning his attention back to my wife. This time, his gaze was running up her long legs.

Sarah was wearing a pale pink summer dress that dipped low at the front to reveal a generous amount of her ample cleavage, and the skirt just about reached her knees. It was her usual style of dress, so I didn’t think she’d got specifically dressed up for him, but I genuinely don’t think she had any idea how sexy she always looked.

She’d complained time and again about her frumpy style now she was in her forties, but with her slim waist and big tits, she was often drawing attention from much younger men even if she didn’t realise it. Just like now. Tyler looked as if he couldn’t be any more that twenty-five at most, yet he was ogling my wife as if he was about to jump on her.

I took a sip of my coffee, glaring at him over the rim of my mug, even though my cock was so hard it was throbbing in my pants. It had always turned me on to see other guys staring at Sarah, and this time was no exception. And maybe a time or two over the years, I’d even thought about her flirting back with the young men who always seemed so enamoured by her. But so far, that had never happened.

“I can’t wait for this place to be finished,” she said to Tyler as she offered him a freshly baked croissant. He grinned at her as he took it, meeting her eyes for once instead of staring down at her cleavage. “Michael and I moved in here just after we got married twenty-two years ago, and we redecorated then, but of course, it’s in much need of doing again.”

Sarah chatted away about her excitement over the house looking presentable again, and all the while Tyler’s gaze kept slipping back down to her tits. She didn’t seem to notice though, and occasionally, the other man would glance over at me to see if I was aware of what he was doing. Despite my steely glare, he didn’t stop looking at my wife’s chest.

“Don’t worry, Sarah,” he said, his friendly smile back on his face. “I will take care of it all and get your house looking perfect again.”

“Oh, thank you, sweetie!” my wife replied, placing her hand gently on his large bicep.

I couldn’t tear my gaze away from her pale hand on the dark skin of his arm, even though I knew in her mind it was all perfectly innocent. Even so, it sent tingles through my body as I imagined them together, her hands brushing over every inch of his ripped body.

I shook my head, quickly dismissing those images because, quite frankly, it was difficult to get any harder than I already was.

This was ridiculous. I couldn’t go to work when he wouldn’t stop staring at my wife like that. What if he tried something on with her? A part of my brain played with the idea that I wouldn’t mind it at all, and I just wanted to be here to watch, but I quickly pushed that thought aside, too.

“Actually, I’ve got a headache, honey,” I said to Sarah. “I don’t think I’m going to go into work today after all.”

“Oh no,” she gasped, rushing over to me and placing the back of her hand against my forehead the way my mother used to when I was little and she wanted to check for a fever. Sarah loved looking after other people, and now that Jason and Lily were away at college, she seemed to take extra pleasure in nurturing me whenever she could.

“Why don’t you go lay down for a while, Mikey? I’ll bring you up some painkillers and something to eat in just a moment.”

I nodded, trying to ignore the way Tyler was smirking into his coffee while my wife and I talked. “Okay, I’ll just call in to work and let them know I won’t be in.”

As quickly as I could, I turned on my heels and walked out of the kitchen, heading back to the bedroom. After a quick phone call, where I told my boss I thought I was coming down with flu and might not be in for a few days, I quickly pulled off my suit and climbed under the covers.

I wasn’t sick, but I didn’t want Sarah to know I was taking time off work for no reason, so I would have to keep up the facade. As soon as I was in bed, I reached down and pushed my hand in the front of my boxer, taking hold of my rock hard cock. I had to hold back a moan. My dick felt like steel inside my boxers, and I desperately needed to cum.

I closed my eyes, imagining myself watching as Tyler bent Sarah over the kitchen counter and lifted her skirt. In my mind, his strong hands roamed all over her ass cheeks and squeezed them roughly. How would she react to his touch? Would she beg for more, or would she tell him to stop because she was a married woman?

In my mind, my wife was begging the much younger man to fuck her, and he was all too willing to oblige her as he plunged his huge black dick into her dripping wet pussy.

My balls tightened and my hips jerked upward involuntarily. I was so fucking close to the edge, but then the bedroom door opened, and I had to grip the base of my cock as tight as possible to try and stop myself from exploding.

Sarah was carrying a tray loaded with one of the freshly baked croissants, a glass of orange juice, and a couple of pills. She placed it down on the bed, over my lap, and her brow furrowed with concern.

“My poor, sweet baby,” she said, stroking my cheek. “You’re looking so flushed now, and you feel much hotter than you did a moment ago. Take the meds, have something to eat, and then get some rest, okay?”

I nodded quickly, knowing all too well what was causing the sudden heat in my body. “I will, honey. Thank you.”

Sarah brushed her lips gently against mine and then stood from the edge of the bed, walking out of the room before quietly closing the door behind her.

I waited a moment to see if she was going to come back for any reason before quickly placing the breakfast tray on the floor. With a low groan, I laid back in bed once more, spread my legs and gripped my rock hard dick.

The image of my beautiful wife being fucked by this strong black man kept playing through my mind. I pictured him sliding his massive shaft deep inside her, making her scream in delight as they came together. It took everything I had to hold back an orgasm as I pounded my fist faster and faster along the length of my dick.

Shame washed over me as I imagined my sweet wife doing all kinds of wicked things with the handyman. Begging for his cock, taking it in all of her holes one after another as if she couldn’t get enough. She’d never been that way with me, preferring gentle love-making to the porn-worthy scenarios playing through my mind. Sarah had always been the kindest and most loving woman I’d ever known, nurturing everyone around her, and yet here I was imagining her on her knees while a much younger black guy fucked her throat to get himself off.

It was wrong, but it was also so fucking hot.

I grunted loudly, my entire body shaking as I finally exploded. A flood of thick white semen shot across my chest and stomach, coating my body with sticky fluid. Once it was over, I collapsed back onto the mattress, moaning softly as I released my grip on my cock. Panting heavily, I stared at the ceiling above my head for several long moments until my heart rate slowed and eventually returned to normal.

When I finally felt like I could stand without my knees buckling beneath me, I cleaned myself up using a damp towel from the bathroom and wiped away the last traces of cum. Once satisfied that I hadn’t left any evidence of my dirty thoughts lying about, I crawled beneath the sheets again.

There was no way I’d be able to get any sleep, not with the way my mind was still swirling with all kinds of sordid images, but I could at least rest for a while. Then, at lunch time, I would head out and see how things were between Tyler and Sarah.
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Chapter Three
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SARAH:

I twirled around in the middle of the dining room, inspecting every nook and cranny. The new paint I’d chosen was a warm peach colour, and it had really brightened up the room. I smiled widely.

“Thank you, Tyler. It looks perfect.”

“My pleasure,” he said, in a deep gruff voice, although the smile on his face as he looked at me was warm.

“Come with me, sweetie,” I said, rushing out of the dining room and towards the kitchen.

I could hear his heavy footsteps following behind me. For someone in his early twenties, he really was a big boy. Tall and muscular in a way that made me feel tiny beside him. Admittedly, at 5’2" I felt tiny beside most people, but his powerful broad shoulders and chest had me feeling smaller than usual.

Once we were in the kitchen, I picked up the plate of chocolate chips cookies that was on the counter and held it out to him. “Take a few, sweetie. I just finished making them, so be careful. They might be a bit hot.”

Tyler grinned at me as he picked up three of the cookies, holding them as if they weren’t even warm. “Thanks, Sarah. You’re spoiling me so much I might not ever want to leave.”

My husband, who had been leaning against the counter on the other side of the kitchen while scrolling through his phone, grunted loudly. Both Tyler and I glanced over at Michael to find him staring at us with the strangest expression on his face. Despite the fact that he said he was feeling better, he’d been in a strange mood all day.

After giving my husband a puzzled look, I turned my attention back to Tyler. “Well, you are so handy to have around the house; I might not want you to leave.”

Tyler laughed and took a bite from one of the cookies, letting out a moan that was almost sensual as he ate it. “These are damn good. Please save some for me for tomorrow,” he said with a grin, as he picked up his holdall full of equipment and headed towards the front door.

After he’d left, I smiled over at Michael. “He’s such a nice young man, don’t you think?” I said. “Very hard working, and grateful for all the food and drink I offered him during the day.”

My husband growled and put his phone down on the counter as he moved towards me, his eyes practically glowing with some emotion I couldn’t name.

As soon as he reached me, his mouth crashed down on mine in a searing kiss. His hands were everywhere, gripping onto my ass and pulling me close enough for me to feel how hard he was inside his pants.

I hesitated for a moment, surprised by this sudden display of desire when it wasn’t even a Saturday night. But when he cupped my breast in his hand, all thoughts fled and I melted into the moment. Our tongues danced together like long-lost lovers reunited after years apart, our moans echoing throughout the room.

When his lips finally pulled away from mine, I gasped for breath and stared at him. My heart raced wildly in my chest as I waited expectantly.

His dark brown hair fell forward across his forehead and his eyes sparkled with lusty need. He leaned closer again until we were only inches apart. His fingers trailed slowly down my body and then under my skirt, stroking my bare skin before finding their way between my legs.

“Oh God!” I whispered, my entire being consumed with carnal heat.

Michael’s tongue slid along my neck as his thumb pushed gently against my clit. “You look so hot today, honey. I’ve been needing to be inside you all day.”

His words forced a gasp from my lips. It had been years since he’d said anything like that to me, and it sent a shiver of excitement down my spine.

A moment later, he pulled my panties aside and slipped two fingers inside me. As soon as he touched my wetness, I cried out sharply, bucking against his touch.

“Mmm, yes...” I moaned softly.

He kept moving his fingers in and out, causing waves of pleasure to ripple through every inch of my body. I whimpered in frustration, though, wanting more.

I reached out, opening his pants and pushing them down around his ankles until his hard cock sprung free. I grabbed it eagerly and started stroking it while he continued to fuck me roughly with his fingers.

“Fuck yes! That feels so fucking good.” The deep timbre of his voice vibrated right through me and set off an explosion within seconds.

My hips jerked spasmodically as wave after wave of intense pleasure rocked through me. When it was over, I slumped weakly against him, panting heavily.

But Michael didn’t give me time to catch my breath. Instead, he twirled me around and bent me over the kitchen counter, bringing my dress up around my waist, and pushing my panties down to the floor so my pussy was completely exposed to him. Then he kicked my feet further apart, and I felt the head of his dick pressing against my slick opening.

“Yes! Fuck me!” I moaned loudly. “Please fuck me now!”

Michael gave me what I wanted, plunging himself deeply inside me in one swift thrust.

The sensation of having him fill me made me cry out in delight, but I held myself still and let him do whatever he pleased. His hands gripped tightly onto my hips as he began pounding into me, making sure to hit just the perfect spot each time.

Michael moved his hands further up my body, cupping my tits and squeezing them hard as he fucked me. With a sharp intake of air, I arched my back, allowing him easier access to my breasts. A ripping sound filled the air as he pulled the top of my dress open, and then he went back to mauling my bare tits in his rough hands.

“Ahhhh... fuck yes,” I groaned, feeling his cock slide deeper into me as he pinched my nipples harder than ever before.

Soon, I could barely hold back anymore and came once again, screaming out loud as he pumped his dick hard and fast into my quivering pussy.

I didn’t know what had got into him, but I fucking loved it. Even after my orgasm had faded, I rocked back and forth, slamming my ass back against his pelvis in my desperation to feel his hard meat as deep as possible inside me.

Finally, he released my tits from his grip and instead placed his hand on the centre of my back, holding me down against the countertop as he continued to pound me relentlessly.

After a few long moments, I couldn’t take any more and exploded yet again, crying out loudly with another mind-melting climax. At the same time, Michael let out a loud moan as he shot his load deep inside me.

He collapsed on top of me, his chest pressing against my back as we both gasped for air. Slowly, he pulled out of me, and I could feel his cum dribbling down my inner thighs. Michael wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled me down as he lowered to sit on the floor. I settled in his lap and rested my head on his shoulder while he held me close.

“Where did that come from?” I asked, the words coming out with a small laugh.

“What? Can’t I want you as badly as that?” he replied, his lips curling up into a grin.

“Well, of course you can, love. It’s just unusual for us to be this spontaneous.” I tried to word it as diplomatically as I could, but a flush of colour still spread across Michael’s face.

“Did you see the way Tyler was looking at you today?” he asked.

Confusion filled me as he changed the subject so abruptly. “What do you mean?”

Michael shrugged briefly, lowering his gaze to the floor while he spoke. “He couldn’t stop staring at your breasts in this dress. Or your legs. I really think he wanted to fuck you.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Don’t be ridiculous, Michael! He’s a gorgeous young man, but I’m old enough to be his mother!”

My husband looked at me once more, one corner of his lip pulled up into a crooked grin. “I don’t think you understand how hot you still are, Sarah. I often catch younger men staring at you, and it drives me wild every time.”

My breath caught in my throat, and I took a moment to process what he was saying. “Not that I believe for a second that other men look at me, but you’re saying you like it when they do?”

Michael nodded quickly, bringing his hand back to my breast to cup it gently in his palm. “I do,” he said, the words almost sounding like a moan. “There is something so hot about knowing other men find my wife beautiful.”

I whimpered quietly, and I felt my face grow hot. “But he’s in his twenties, Michael. There is no way Tyler would find me attractive. Not when he’s good looking enough to have any pretty young woman his own age.”

Something about what I said caused Michael to groan softly. “You think he’s good looking, Sarah?”

Damn it. That wasn’t a very smart thing to say. But surely Michael knew after all our years together that he was the only man I wanted. “Well, sure. But just in a way that’s nice to admire from afar. There is only one man I love, Michael. You. I don’t want anybody else.”

I leaned towards him and brushed my lips tenderly against his. He returned the kiss hungrily, pulling me tightly against him. Our tongues danced enticingly, swirling around each other's mouths. I pulled back, breathing hard as I stared into my husband’s eyes. It was as if the very devil had got into him today, with the way he suddenly couldn’t seem to keep his hands off me, but I didn’t care. The attention had my entire body tingling with desire.

“Watch him tomorrow,” Michael said firmly. “And keep in mind what I said to you today. You might be able to see the way he looks at you. I guarantee he wants to fuck you, honey.” His voice was deep and husky with a kind of lust I’d never seen in him before.

I nodded my head. “Okay,” I whimpered. “I will.”

“And if you want to flirt back with him a little, I won’t mind that either.”

I laughed nervously. “Are you serious?”

Michael smiled shyly. “Of course I am, honey. We’ve been married too many years for a bit of harmless flirting to ruin things between us.”

His words made me shiver slightly, but I nodded my head again, anyway. “Alright then,” I whispered. “I will give it a try.”

Michael leaned closer, brushing his lips against the side of my neck, forcing a soft whimper from my lips. “I think it will be good for you to see how much other men truly want you, Sarah. You are so far from the undesirable old woman you seem to think you are. And there is nothing wrong with being desired by other men. If anything, it makes you even hotter than ever. So go ahead and flirt with him.”

I whimpered quietly, and my face felt like it was on fire. I could only imagine how red I must have been. It was crazy to imagine that someone as young and good looking as Tyler might be interested in me, but the thought of it had me squirming in Michael’s lap. Not that I’d ever even think about doing anything with another man. It was just a very pleasant ego boost.

Michael grinned and pulled me close against him once more, and I rested my head on his shoulder. My mind was swirling with everything that had just happened, and there was a part of me that was very excited to see what tomorrow would bring when Tyler arrived.
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Chapter Four
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MICHAEL:

By the time I had finished having my shower and getting dressed, Tyler was already at the house, sitting down at the kitchen table, eating a stack of pancakes Sarah had obviously made. She smiled at me as I entered the room, and I paused in the doorway a moment.

My wife had definitely made more of an effort with her appearance today, and I had to wonder how much of that was because of Tyler coming over. It wasn’t anything noticeable to anybody who didn’t know her as well as I did, but I could see it straight away.

She’d gone through the effort of straightening her hair, which she didn’t normally do unless we were going somewhere special. And she was actually wearing makeup today, even though it was subtle, which was also very rare for her. Plus, the dress she’d chosen for today didn’t really show much more flesh than the one she’d worn yesterday, but it was much more figure-hugging. Her tits looked mouth-watering in it, and I caught myself staring at her for a few moments longer than was probably appropriate when there was a guest in the room with us.

“Good morning,” I said, after clearing my throat.

“Good morning, love,” Sarah said, as she walked over to me with a plate of pancakes in her hand. Before giving it to me, she brushed a gentle kiss against my cheek. “There you go. I made you breakfast.”

“Thank you, honey.”

I took the plate from her and sat opposite Tyler at the table. He gave me a brisk nod. “Your wife is an amazing cook,” he told me. “You’re a very lucky man.”

Even though it was an innocent enough compliment, and they were two accurate statements, his words made my dick spring to life in my pants.

As I watched, my wife moved back to the sink to begin washing the pans she’d used to make breakfast. She was humming a tune to herself and seemed oblivious to us men sitting at the table. But Tyler only took her lack of attention as a moment to stare at my wife. I wasn’t sure if he was completely unaware of the fact that I was watching him, or if he just didn’t care, but his dark brown eyes roamed slowly over my wife as if he wanted to devour every inch of her.

I took a mouthful of breakfast and chewed it carefully while I tried to act as if I wasn’t currently imagining the big black guy sitting opposite me doing all kinds of lewd things to my sweet wife. As I watched him, I had to wonder if it was true what they said about black men being so well endowed, which took my mind to an image of Sarah on her knees struggling to fit a huge black dick in her mouth.

Holding back a groan, I looked down at my stack of pancakes and tried to focus on my food instead of the thoughts that were making my cock throb and leak inside my pants. I could only manage a few more bites before I couldn’t stomach anymore food, which should have been a crime considering the fact that my wife’s pancakes were legendary.

I stood up, scraping the chair legs against the floor, then I walked over to Sarah to kiss her cheek.

“Thanks for breakfast, honey. It was as delicious as ever.”

She smiled and turned her head so her lips touched against mine, and if she noticed I’d barely touched my food, she didn’t say anything. I turned on my heels and walked out of the kitchen, ignoring Tyler as I went.

Sarah and I had already discussed that I wouldn’t be going to work today, so I could stay and watch to see how the flirting went. After a quick call to my boss to let him know I still wouldn’t be coming in, I headed to the living room, where I could peek through the door between that room and the kitchen. We’d purposely left the door open just a crack earlier in the morning for that very purpose.

My wife was sitting at the table with Tyler, both of them sipping coffee as they chatted. The sight of my gorgeous wife chatting with a handsome young black man made my heart pound hard in my chest. There was something exciting and forbidden about this situation. Even though we weren’t technically cheating, it felt like we were, and I loved it.

Sarah leaned towards Tyler, placing her hand on his thick forearm; and even from where I was hiding, I could see the way the muscle twitched under her touch. Tyler was sitting closest to me, but with his attention on my wife, he hadn’t noticed I was there. Sarah, on the other hand, was facing towards me, and given that she kept sneaking quick glances in my direction, she knew I was in position.

“So do you have a girlfriend?” she asked him, flashing him a smile that looked innocent enough.

Tyler chuckled and shook his head. “No, I don’t. I haven’t had a proper relationship for a while.”

“You haven’t?” she asked, her voice raising an octave to show her surprise. “But I thought a gorgeous man like you would have lots of pretty young women chasing after him.”

One corner of his lip curled up into a smirk, and his chuckle turned into a laugh. “Maybe I do,” he replied, and a pang of jealousy shot through my chest. Of course he did. He could have any woman he wanted, and he was here flirting with my wife. That knowledge just served to make my dick rock hard, though. “But I’m not into women my own age,” Tyler continued. “I’d much rather be with an older woman. And they get bonus points if they are married.”

Tyler shifted in his chair, leaning towards her as he rested an elbow on the table. I could see Sarah’s face as clear as day when she realised that Tyler really did have a thing for her. Her eyes widened and a rush of colour flooded up her neck to redden her cheeks.

She laughed nervously before casting another quick glance over at me. I cursed to myself under my breath. If Sarah kept doing that, she was going to alert Tyler to the fact that I was peeking through the gap in the doorway.

“But why older women, when you could have someone young and pretty and still firm in all the right places?” Sarah asked with a nervous laugh.

Tyler’s dark chocolate gaze flickered downward towards her ample cleavage, and it seemed to get stuck there as he spoke. “Because I prefer a woman with experience. And nothing beats watching an experienced woman go wild with desire as I take her hard with my massive black dick.”

Sarah’s mouth dropped open. I don’t think either of us had expected him to be so damn brazen when I’d told my wife she could flirt with him if she wanted. There was absolutely no doubt in my mind he’d bend her over the kitchen table right now and fuck her senseless if he thought she wanted that.

A part of me wanted to barge in there and tell him to get the hell away from my wife. But another part of me was so fucking hard that walking out there would have just been embarrassing. Besides, Sarah seemed to be enjoying his attention after taking a moment to get over the shock.

Her hand on his arm was now stroking up and down his bicep, and I was almost certain I could hear a small growl coming from him.

“Do you ever... have sex with your clients?” Sarah asked, her voice barely above a whisper, and my breath caught in my throat.

Holding back a groan, I reached down and gripped my dick through my pants, feeling it pulsing wildly in my grasp. Without even realising I was doing it, I began tugging on my hard flesh, desperate for some kind of relief from this insistent ache.

What the fuck was Sarah doing? Was she going to take things too far? Sure, we’d talked about her flirting with him, but we’d never discussed what might happen if he flirted back. Once again, I considered going in there and putting a stop to things. But I needed to know how far she was willing to take this.

Tyler grinned at my wife. “Of course. I fuck most of my clients, Sarah. The rich husbands go to work while I take good care of their wives repeatedly during the day. Then when the job is done, those same husbands tip me absurd amounts of money for making their wives so happy. They are stupid enough to think it’s my decorating skills that make the women happy, when really, they just can’t get enough of my huge dick.”

A whimper escaped Sarah then. I heard it clear as day, even from my hiding spot. So I had no doubt that Tyler would have heard it from his seat beside her.

“Oh...” was all Sarah managed to say in response.

Her face was a bright red colour, and she was shifting about in her chair as if to try and find a way to sit that didn’t make the ache between her thighs even worse.

Tyler leaned even closer, the tip of his nose almost touching Sarah’s as he spoke. “If ever you want me to take care of your needs, sweetheart, just let me know. I bet I could fuck you better than your husband ever has. And I know I’d love to hear you screaming my name as you cum all over my cock.”

The words sent shivers racing through Sarah, and her hands clenched tightly around Tyler’s arm. She moaned softly against his ear, which made me grip my dick painfully hard to keep from bursting inside my pants.

I knew I should go into the room and put a stop to this nonsense. But instead, I stood quietly where I was, unable to do anything other than watch them.

Sarah’s lips parted slightly, and she bit down gently on her lower lip as she stared deep into Tyler’s eyes. “You’re very confident,” she whispered after a moment.

He chuckled lightly, reaching up and brushing aside a lock of hair from her forehead. “I just know what I’m good at, Sarah. And I’d be more than happy to prove to you just how good I am at pleasing frustrated wives just like you.”

My heart pounded loudly in my chest, and my entire body felt hot with shame at the arousal I felt while watching a man telling my wife he’d satisfy her better than I could.

“I’ll think about it,” my wife answered as she quickly stood up from the kitchen table.

Tyler flashed her a grin. “Good. You know where I am if you need me, but for now, I should really get back to work.”

He stood up too, and stalked out of the kitchen, leaving Sarah free to rush to me in the living room. As soon as she was within arm’s reach, I grabbed her and pulled her close, pressing my lips against hers in a hungry kiss.

She gasped in surprise, pulling away from me immediately. Her cheeks were flushed pink and her eyes flickered down to the bulge in the front of my pants before looking up to meet my gaze once again.

“You enjoyed watching that?” she asked, sounding both shocked and aroused all at the same time.

I nodded, not sure what else to say, and Sarah let out a loud moan. When she reached out to open my pants and pull out my dick, I didn’t stop her. The heat of her hand as it wrapped around my shaft felt so fucking good, and she stroked my hard flesh as I leaned back against the wall, trying to focus on just breathing while wild thoughts and overwhelming sensations flooded my body.

Within seconds, I felt the rush of pleasure building inside my balls, and I gritted my teeth together as I tried to hold off until I could bury myself deep inside my wife’s cunt. I knew she’d be dripping wet and ready to be fucked after all the things Tyler had said to her.

But I couldn’t control myself. My hips buckled forward, and I came powerfully, spraying my seed over Sarah’s stomach and tits. Spots on her dress grew darker as my cum soaked into the material, but I couldn’t stop myself. My knees almost gave way as the most intense orgasm moved through me.

“Oh my,” Sarah said with a chuckle when she’d finished draining my balls. “You really were excited. I was hoping you’d get a chance to fuck me, but now I guess we’ll have to wait until later. I’d better go make sure Tyler is doing okay.”

She brushed her lips affectionately against mine before walking out of the room, leaving me gasping for air and kicking myself for not fucking my wife when there was another man in the house all too willing to do that for me.
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Chapter Five
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SARAH:

Michael quickly followed me out of the living room as I made my way to the bedroom to get changed. While it was slightly arousing to think of Tyler seeing me with my husband’s cum splatters on my dress, I still felt as though I should get rid of the evidence of what we had done while the handyman was just in the next room.

My husband’s hands were roaming over my ass as he followed me, and I had to admit there was an intense ache between my thighs. Between the blatant flirting from the young and gorgeous black man and my husband’s reaction to watching us, my panties were a soaked mess.

As we entered the bedroom, Michael shut the door behind us, and I could still see the gleam of excitement in his eyes despite the fact that I’d literally just made him cum.

“Would you ever actually fuck Tyler?” Michael asked in a breathless voice.

“No, of course not, Mikey,” I answered quickly, with a smile on my face. “The attention is very flattering, and it’s been a lovely ego boost, but I would never do anything like that. I love you. Nobody else.”

Something flitted across his face for a moment before he put his poker face back on, and I could have sworn it was a look of disappointment. I knew he got excited by me flirting with the other man, but having sex was so much bigger than just flirting, and surely he couldn’t actually want me to do that?

Michael watched with wide eyes as I slipped out of my cum-stained dress, and the throbbing ache between my thighs grew more intense as he stared at me hungrily.

I had come to the bedroom purely with the intention of changing into a clean dress, but now we were here, maybe I could get some relief after all. So I took off my bra and stepped out of my wet panties, enjoying the sound of my husband’s moan as his eyes travelled over every inch of my bare flesh. I wasn’t sure what was going on with him, but ever since Tyler’s arrival in the house, he had changed from a predictable lover who lacked spontaneity to a man who couldn’t seem to get enough.

Grabbing the front of his shirt, I tugged him over to the bed before laying down on it with my legs spread wide.

“I... ummm... I don’t know if I can... ummm... I’m not ready to try again yet, honey,” he stuttered, as his face turned a bright shade of crimson.

“You could always use your fingers and your mouth,” I suggested while flashing him a playful grin.

The words were barely out of my mouth before he was diving onto the bed, settling with his head between my parted thighs. My needy pussy quivered in anticipation of the attention that it knew was coming.

“You’re so wet,” Michael groaned. His fingertips teased their way up my inner thigh until they found the sensitive bundle of nerves hidden within my folds. He rubbed them against the swollen nub, causing my entire body to shudder slightly.

“That feels good, baby,” I moaned. “Keep doing that.”

He continued to tease me gently for a few moments longer, slowly increasing the pressure on my clit to build the tension inside my core. It didn’t take long for me to start writhing under his touch; gasping loudly as the pleasure built within me.

“Do you ever wonder if he’s got a big cock?” Michael asked softly, the words pulling me temporarily from my blissful haze.

“Tyler?” I asked, curious about where my husband was going with this line of conversation.

“Yes,” he responded quietly, his face flushing even more. “He kept saying he was well endowed.”

As he said that, Michael slipped two fingers deep inside my soaking wet cunt. The sensation caused me to gasp, which only served to encourage him further. He pumped his fingers in and out of me rapidly, making me squirm on the bed.

“Well, I did notice he had quite an impressive bulge in the front of his pants,” I whispered, feeling bold enough to talk about it now that the heat of Michael’s touch was consuming my body.

“Mmm...” Michael grunted, his thumb rubbing circles around my engorged clitoris.

His fingers were working wonders, but I needed something deeper. Something hard and thick filling my hungry hole once more. As if he could read my mind, my husband slipped a third digit inside my greedy cunt, stretching me wider than I was used to.

My back arched up off the bed, and a cry escaped my lips as Michael fucked me hard and deep with his fingers. When he lowered his head between my thighs and sucked on my clit, I came almost immediately, gushing hot juices across his tongue.

His moans vibrated against my sensitive flesh, adding to the pleasure that was coursing through my entire being. I shuddered and writhed until the orgasm began to slowly fade, leaving me gasping for air as I tried to recover.

“I’d understand it if you had thought about fucking Tyler,” my husband said as he brushed gentle kisses along my trembling inner thighs.

Even through the brain fog brought on by the intense pleasure he’d just given me, a thought entered my mind. “Oh my god. You want me to fuck him, don’t you?” I gasped, unable to keep the question quiet any longer.

It was clear he hadn’t been expecting those words to leave my mouth. For several seconds, he simply looked embarrassed, before finally nodding his head slowly.

“Maybe,” he murmured, his voice sounding unsure.

I closed my eyes, trying to make sense of all the thoughts rushing around in my mind. Sure, I’d been flattered by the attention, but I’d never considered doing more than just flirting until Michael brought it up. Now images of Tyler’s huge black cock filled my imagination, and my pussy quivered around Michael’s digits as they remained buried deep inside me.

My husband began pumping his fingers in and out of me once more, making me moan.

“If I did fuck Tyler, would you want to watch?”

I still didn’t think I was going to fuck the other man, but I was curious to see how my husband would react to the question. His loud moan filled the air, and I gasped with surprise as I realised how aroused he was by this conversation.

“I would if you’d let me watch,” he said, his voice breathless with arousal while his cheeks glowed with embarrassment.

Michael turned his attention back to my pussy, pumping his fingers faster than ever, curling them inside my slick channel to rub against that sensitive spot deep within. I groaned and dropped my head back against the pillow.

The pleasure was swiftly building once more, and I couldn’t help but rock my hips to push against his thick fingers. “Oh god, it feels so damn good when you use three fingers, Mikey,” I moaned.

He grunted softly. “Just imagine how good it would feel to have Tyler’s huge cock stretching you and thrusting deep into your tight little pussy,” he growled, his tone low and dark.

I shuddered at the image forming in my mind — a vision of what it might be like to take another man’s dick inside me. To experience the raw power and unbridled lust that such an act would surely bring.

“God, it would feel so good,” I whimpered, as the pleasure made me lose control of myself. A part of my brain was screaming at me that I shouldn’t say something like that to my husband, but it was somehow being drowned out by the intense sensations that were consuming my body. My pussy clenched tightly around Michael’s fingers, sending waves of pleasure pulsating through my lower abdomen.

“Are you going to let him fuck you?” he asked, his voice rough with desire.

Aroused by his husky tone, I nodded my head quickly. “Please tell me you’ll let me do it!” I begged, writhing under his probing fingers as the pleasure threatened to overwhelm me completely.

Michael grinned and continued playing with my pussy, his fingertips brushing over the swollen nub hidden beneath the hood. “You can definitely have sex with Tyler. If you’re willing to try it.”

As soon as I heard those words come out of his mouth, a wave of relief washed over me. I was going to get to experience being with a younger man who claimed to be well-hung, and while I was nervous, my entire body trembled with arousal as I thought about it.

Michael pumped his fingers harder than ever, rubbing my clit and bringing me close to climax again. The heat that was radiating from my pussy seemed to spread throughout my whole body, causing my muscles to tighten uncontrollably.

“Fuck, yes, baby,” I breathed, arching my back slightly as a new wave of ecstasy crashed down upon me. “Don’t stop! Please, don’t stop.”

Michael kept up the brutal pace while pressing his lips against my dripping cunt and sucking hard on my clit. He licked and sucked relentlessly, driving me wilder with each passing second.

“That’s right,” he whispered between frantic laps across my throbbing bud. “Let yourself go, honey. Let me hear you cum for Tyler’s big black cock. Fuck, that’s hot. You know you want it.”

His words sent me spiralling towards the edge of orgasm once more, and I cried out loudly as my pussy tightened around his fingers. I could barely contain the overwhelming urge to scream as I came, my cries muffled as I covered my mouth with my hands. Tyler was somewhere in the house, and I didn’t want him to hear me. Although, after a second, I realised that was ridiculous. Hopefully soon he would be the cause of my ecstatic screams.

When my climax had faded, Michael slowly pulled his fingers free, leaving me whimpering as I lost that feeling of being so full. He climbed up the bed to lay beside me, his eyes burning with excitement.

“Are you really going to let him fuck you?” he asked eagerly.

I thought it over for a moment. Michael seemed really excited by the idea, and I had to admit I was intrigued about how it would feel to be taken hard by our gorgeous handyman. If we both wanted it, surely there was nothing wrong with going ahead with it? But it was a big step to take. One that couldn’t be undone once it had happened.

“Maybe,” I replied. “Having sex with him is a big deal, though. I was thinking that maybe I would start by offering to just suck his cock.”

I felt my face grow hot as I said the words, but Michael's long, low moan let me know he seemed to think it was a good idea.

“Okay. That would be so fucking hot, too. Can I watch you?”

“Of course, baby,” I said, leaning closer to kiss his glistening lips. I could taste myself on him, and I flicked my tongue against the soft pillow of his lower lip to gather more of the moisture on his skin. “I’m going to go make lunch for him, and you wait where you were hiding this morning. That way, when I take him into the kitchen to suck him off, you’ll be able to see everything.”

“That sounds perfect,” he groaned, pressing his lips against mine for a long and hungry kiss.

As Michael pressed his body closer, I could feel his dick was rock hard against my thigh. My pussy quivered as I briefly considered letting my husband fuck me before we got our plan moving, but I quickly dismissed it. I was eager to find out just how big Tyler really was.

“Then let’s go,” I said, grinning wide as I jumped up from the bed heading straight to the wardrobe to find the perfect outfit for seducing the handyman.


[image: ]




Chapter Six
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MICHAEL:

I was already in position when Sarah walked back into the kitchen with Tyler. My dick was throbbing, straining uncomfortably against my pants. Every time I licked my lips, I could taste her sweet essence after I’d made her cum a couple of times, yet I could still see the excitement on her face as she turned around to look at Tyler. My wife had always had a higher sex drive than me, but something about the younger man’s attention had made her almost insatiable.

“Why don’t you sit down, sweetie?” she said, flashing Tyler her sweetest smile. Although I doubt he’d have noticed it, given the way he was staring straight down into her cleavage. Not that I could blame him, though. My wife did have spectacular tits.

“Thanks, love,” he replied, grinning ear to ear as he made his way over to the table and sat down.

Sarah picked up a plate stacked with sandwiches and took it over to Tyler, placing it on the table in front of him. Then she sat down beside him as she had done earlier in the day. She glanced over at me, her lips curling up into the slightest hint of a grin before she turned her attention back to the muscular handyman.

“Aren’t you going to have lunch with me?” Tyler asked, glancing at her. Luckily, he didn’t seem to notice she’d been looking over in my direction, otherwise he might have worked out I was watching.

“Actually, Tyler,” she started, shuffling her chair closer to his, “seeing as I have fed you some lunch, I was hoping you would feed me in return.”

His eyebrows furrowed for a moment, no doubt confused about what Sarah meant, until she reached out to place a tentative hand on his thigh. His lips curled up into a slow grin that promised my wife all kinds of wicked things, and I had to bite my tongue on a moan.

“Oh, I would love to feed you, Sarah,” he growled, leaning forward until his lips were so close to hers that for a moment I believed he was going to kiss her.

Instead, he grabbed her wrist and guided her hand to the front of his pants, and Sarah let out a loud gasp. The shocked expression soon faded, though, as she began massaging his cock through his clothing. Even from where I was hiding, I could see the impressive outline of his dick as she moved her hand up and down its length. Fuck, he really hadn’t been lying about having a huge cock. I couldn’t even be sure Sarah would be able to take something that big.

“Wow,” she said, her voice suddenly breathless. “I think I’m going to be well fed today.”

Tyler chuckled. “You always feed me lots of delicious food, love. It’s only fair that I feed you with something big and delicious, too.”

Sarah moaned at his words, and I could hardly believe how flushed and aroused she was looking. Oh god, she was actually going to do this. My wife was going to suck another man’s cock.

There was no denying a part of me wanted to go in there and tell the relative stranger to get away from Sarah. It was the primal part of me that wanted to protect my wife and my marriage. But I couldn’t. The look in Sarah’s eyes told me how much she wanted Tyler. And my throbbing cock told me how much I wanted to watch it happen. Even though this made no logical sense, I wasn’t sure I’d ever wanted anything more.

“Why don’t you get under the table, Sarah, and feed your hunger with something huge and meaty while I sit here and eat the lunch you so kindly made for me?”

Sarah shifted forward slightly in her chair, as if she was about to slide off it onto her knees. But then she paused and looked over at me again. Under the longing in her eyes, there was something else. She wanted my permission to continue.

So I gave a brisk nod of my head, and an unmistakable look of relief washed over my wife’s face. Sarah got down onto her knees, sliding under the table until she was in front of him.

As I watched, she eagerly opened the front of his pants and reached in to gently pull out Tyler’s cock. It was so thick, Sarah could barely reach her long fingers all the way around it, and she let out a guttural moan I wasn’t sure I’d ever heard from her before.

“Oh god, it’s so big,” she groaned breathlessly. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a cock so big.”

Tyler chuckled once more. “Much bigger than Michael’s, is it?”

I was kneeling on the floor now in my hiding spot, so I was at the same height as Sarah. In this position, it was easy to see the way her face turned a bright shade of crimson, and the slight moment of hesitation before she answered.

“Not many men are as blessed as you,” she whimpered.

Even though she hadn’t explicitly said I was much less well-endowed, her meaning had been clear. I felt my own face grow hot as shame filled me. Yet my dick was harder than ever. I reached down and opened up my pants, pulling out my throbbing erection. When I wrapped my hand around it, I had to hold back another moan.

“Go ahead and take a taste. I can see how much you crave to have your lips stretched around a real man’s cock.”

His words only made the shame grow even more intense. Why the fuck was it so hot to watch my wife craving another man’s dick when it was so much bigger than my own? I knew he would be able to fuck her as hard and fast as she needed to be satisfied. And I had to wonder how I would measure up once she’d had the pleasure of feeling that beast of a cock stretching her tight holes.

Sarah’s eyes moved over to me once more, still seeking permission to go ahead with this. I hesitated a moment. The next few minutes might change the course of our marriage entirely. Or maybe it would just be one fun afternoon that we would reminisce about in the future while fucking each other.

But there was an impulsive part of me that was already nodding my head eagerly. I wasn’t sure what might come after this, but I needed to watch my wife sucking that massive black dick more than I’d ever needed anything in my life.

It took a bit longer for Sarah to move forward because she seemed reluctant to break eye contact with me. Eventually, however, she did lean into him, letting his cock slip between her soft lips.

My heart thundered in my chest as I listened to her muffled sounds. She was gripping the base of his cock tightly in her small hand as she bobbed her mouth up and down along his shaft. Her cheeks were flush red, and I wondered if she realized how incredibly sexy those pink lips looked wrapped around such a large object.

I could hardly believe she could fit him into her mouth without gagging. He must have easily been twice the size of any cock I’d ever seen, and my entire experience of seeing other men’s dicks had come from watching porn, so they weren’t exactly small.

Her moans came out muffled as she sucked hungrily on his fat meat, and she kept her eyes on mine during every moment. With the way she was hidden underneath the table, there was no way Tyler would have been able to work out what she was looking at. But I didn’t want him to know that my wife was staring intently at me right now, begging silently for my approval.

The thought alone sent heat through my body like never before. My dick pulsed painfully in my hand as I stared at her, wanting desperately to tell her to keep going. To beg her not to stop.

And yet I had to remain silent as she worked her tongue expertly around his shaft, making sure to lick the underside of his thick cockhead.

“Good girl,” Tyler growled as he reached down to gather her long hair in his fist. “I knew you had it in you to be a good little cocksucker. You like it, don’t you?”

She nodded enthusiastically. Then, slowly, she began to slide her wet mouth further down his length until almost half his thick, long shaft was in her mouth. Sarah began gagging, and I was almost certain I could see a bulge in her throat as she tried to take him deeper.

“That’s it,” he breathed. “Take it deep. Show me how hungry you are for my massive black dick. Take all of it inside your slutty little mouth.”

He pushed her head down onto his pole, forcing her to swallow more of his fleshy rod. At this point, she had taken nearly three quarters of Tyler’s enormous member into her tiny mouth.

This sight caused my dick to throb painfully in my hand as I watched her struggling to suckle on his huge cock. The way he was talking to her seemed obscene, and I’d never once talked to her like that, but the more he said those filthy things about her, the harder she seemed to be sucking. It also helped that his hands were playing with her long locks and tugging them roughly as he thrust himself deeper and deeper into her warm mouth.

Tyler grunted loudly as she swallowed more of his cock, then pulled back slightly so that only the tip remained lodged within her mouth. His dark eyes glinting with lust, he grabbed hold of the sides of her face again and forced her to look up at him.

“You’re doing great, baby,” he rasped. “I’m going to enjoy using this hot little mouth of yours whenever your husband isn’t around.”

With that, Tyler used his grip on her hair to force her lips further down onto his dick and buried the entirety of his long rod inside her mouth. I had to clamp my free hand over my mouth to stop the loud moan that wanted to escape from me. I’d had no idea she could deepthroat a cock that huge, but judging by her muffled moans, she was loving it.

Sarah continued moaning softly, her cheeks flushed red and her eyes locked on mine. As much as I hated to admit it, I couldn’t help feeling proud of how well she was taking all of him.

I pumped my hand vigorously up and down my hard meat, struggling to remain silent as I felt my climax getting closer.

Tyler released her head gently and slid his thick shaft out of her mouth. For several moments, she just sat there, gasping for breath, her pretty eyes wide open as she stared directly at me.

“Now tell me where you want my cum, Sarah,” he growled. “Do you want me to coat your pretty face with it, or do you want me to feed it to you?”

Sarah arched a brow, as if asking me what I wanted. Even though I thought she’d look insanely hot with his creamy load all over her face, I knew I wanted to watch her swallow it down even more. So I pointed to my lips, letting her know I wanted him to empty his big, heavy balls right inside her mouth.

“Please feed me with your cum, Tyler,” she begged in a voice I’d never heard from her before. My wife sounded desperate for his cum, and that was enough to send me over the edge.

My dick exploded in my hand, sending spurts of white-hot seed shooting across the floor. I had to clamp my lips tightly shut to make sure I didn’t make any sounds that would give away my location as my entire body shook with the intense climax.

When I opened my eyes again, Tyler was standing and thrusting his hips, pushing his cock deeply into Sarah’s eager mouth. He groaned loudly when he finally came, pumping his thick cream straight down her throat.

As soon as he’d finished cumming, Tyler withdrew his spent cock from her mouth and stepped back. Sarah quickly wiped the droplets of his cum off her chin with one finger and licked it clean, smiling mischievously at me.

“That was fucking amazing,” Tyler groaned. “I hope that’s not the last time I’m going to feel the pleasure of your talented little mouth on my dick.”

Sarah crawled out from under the table and got to her feet, looking up at the big black man who towered over her petite frame. “Oh, I shouldn’t think so. I enjoyed it too much for it to be the last time.”

I watched in amazement, wondering how much of it she meant. Was she really going to suck him off again?

My wife stood on her tiptoes, using a hand on his huge bicep to steady herself as she pressed a gentle kiss to his cheek. Then she turned and walked towards me. I quickly shuffled on my knees out of the way of the door, so Tyler wouldn’t see me when she opened it fully.

Once she’d closed the door behind her, Sarah crouched down beside me, a wide smile on her face.

“Thank you for letting me suck him off, Mikey,” she said, practically glowing with happiness. “I can’t wait to do it again.”

I opened my mouth, about to suggest it was the kind of thing we should discuss together so we could come to a joint decision, but then her mouth was on mine and I lost my train of thought completely. She pushed her tongue into my mouth, kissing me deeply, and I realised straight away that she tasted different from the way she normally did. Was that the taste of his cum?

I groaned and kissed her back hungrily, wondering why it seemed so hot to kiss her when she tasted of another man’s cum. But whatever it was, I couldn’t fight it. I didn’t think I’d ever craved my wife more than I did in this moment.

Sarah suddenly pulled back, leaving me breathless after such a passionate kiss, and she stood. “I’m so excited about what’s happening here, baby,” she squealed. “I can’t wait to feel Tyler inside each one of my holes.”

I stared at her with my mouth wide open, hardly able to believe the transformation in her. Then she turned and walked out of the room, while I laid back on the floor as my mind spun with all kinds of lewd images and feeling a whole new level of shame.
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Chapter Seven
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SARAH:

As I made some coffee the next morning, I still couldn’t stop thinking about Tyler and how good it had felt to suck his cock. It had been so big that it had been difficult to take it all, but I’d loved the feel of it throbbing in my mouth. I couldn’t wait to taste him again.

But today, I was thinking I’d do more than just suck him. Michael had hinted that he’d be more than okay with it, and he was hiding out in the living room again today, so it wasn’t like I was hiding anything from him.

A thrill ran through my entire body as I thought about taking every inch of him inside my pussy. It might hurt, and that made me a little nervous, but I had a feeling he’d make me cum harder than I’d ever cum before, so it seemed like a fair trade to make.

There was a knock at the door, and I rushed out to greet Tyler. He grinned wickedly as soon as I opened the door, and it made my needy pussy quiver with arousal. It was hard to believe that a guy as young and gorgeous as Tyler would want me, but the way he was staring down at me with an undeniable hunger in his eyes told me that he really did desire me. I couldn’t think of a bigger boost to my confidence.

“Hi, Tyler,” I said, blushing as I realised how breathless I already sounded. “Great timing. I just finished making coffee, so come on in.”

“Thanks, love,” he replied as he stepped into the house. I quickly closed the door behind him, then walked to the kitchen, feeling the heat emanating from his body as he followed close behind me.

Once in the kitchen, I poured Tyler a mug of coffee and handed it to him. His large hand engulfed mine when he reached for the cup handle, and I shivered slightly. The sensation sent a rush of warmth straight between my legs, where my wetness grew even more intense. My nipples hardened and rubbed against the lace of my bra, adding to the sensations coursing through my body.

I took a sip of my own coffee and set the cup back on the countertop. As I turned around to face him, Tyler smiled at me, and the expression caused butterflies to flutter wildly in my stomach. A warm flush spread over my cheeks as I stared up into those beautiful brown eyes.

“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about yesterday,” I confessed on a whim, before kicking myself for giving away how attracted I was to him.

His lips curled up into a wicked grin. “I think you want more, don’t you, Sarah?”

I whimpered, but didn’t say anything in response. It was true that my body ached for so much more from him, but I felt too shy to admit it to him.

I glanced quickly towards the door that had been left slightly ajar, seeing Michael standing there and peeking through at Tyler and I.

When I didn’t answer, Tyler stepped towards me, making me feel dwarfed beside him. He was tall, with a powerfully muscular body, and something about his primal masculinity caused a surge of arousal through me.

I tilted my head back, looking up into his deep chocolate brown eyes.

“You want to feel my cock deep inside your aching little pussy, don’t you?”

I whimpered again, casting another glance over at Michael. His eyes were practically glowing with his lust, and he nodded his head quickly, letting me know he was okay with my desire to feel Tyler’s cock filling me.

So I looked back up at Tyler, looking into his eyes again as I nodded. “I do want it,” I whispered, my voice trembling slightly with a mixture of nerves and excitement.

Tyler slowly leaned forward until our faces were barely inches apart, and we both gasped as he pressed himself firmly against me. I could smell his masculine scent, which made my heart race faster. And when he placed one hand on either side of my face and gently stroked my cheek with his fingers, I knew I was lost.

With each passing second, my need grew stronger, and I moaned softly as Tyler cupped my breasts in his hands and began kneading them roughly.

“Please tell me your husband is at work already,” he growled. “I don’t think I can wait much longer to fuck you, baby.”

My eyes flickered briefly over to where my husband was hiding before I nodded my head. “He’s gone to work already,” I lied. “We don’t have to wait.”

A low growl emerged from somewhere deep inside his chest. “Good,” he grunted as he pulled me closer to him by my hips.

I could feel the outline of his erection as it pressed against me through his jeans, and it made my insides clench tight with anticipation. I wanted nothing more than to be filled with him right now.

Unable to control myself, I slipped a hand between our bodies to grip his hard flesh through his jeans. He throbbed immediately in my hand, sending a jolt of pleasure shooting through my whole body.

And as soon as I touched him, his mouth crashed down upon mine. Our tongues wrestled passionately together, and I felt his strong arms wrap tightly around me. I pushed my tongue deeper into his hot mouth, moaning loudly as I tasted his rich flavour.

Just touching him through his jeans wasn’t enough for me, though. I needed to feel the heat of his flesh in my hand. So I quickly worked the button and zipper open on his jeans and pushed them down until they were around his ankles. His hard rod sprung up eagerly, and I moaned as soon as I saw it. It was even more beautiful than I remembered it, and I couldn’t resist the urge to crouch down in front of him, so his big cock was at eye level. Or, more importantly, at mouth level.

My eyes had only just met Michael’s when he began nodding frantically, apparently just as eager for what was about to happen as I was.

I parted my lips as wide as I could and slipped them down over the engorged crown of Tyler’s thick cock. The smooth skin slid easily between my lips, and I sucked hungrily at his length.

The taste of his precum hit my senses instantly, and I groaned as I wrapped my hand around the base of his shaft to stroke him while I sucked on the head. My other hand gripped onto his thigh, holding him steady as I moved my mouth back and forth along his cock.

Michael watched silently, clearly enjoying every moment. My gaze occasionally moved across to him before Tyler’s sexy moans would bring my attention back to him.

Suddenly, Tyler’s hands were tangling in my hair, gripping it tightly as he began to move his hips. His dick swelled larger and bigger within my warm mouth, and I let out a soft moan of delight.

His thrusts became harder, driving his long shaft further down my throat with each pass. With my free hand, I reached behind him to grab hold of his ass cheek and pull him deeper into my hungry mouth.

“That’s it,” he groaned. “Take my cock like a good little slut. You are so fucking hot when you look up at me while you suck my dick.”

As he spoke, I opened my eyes and looked directly into his dark ones as I continued to slide my lips along his rigid length. His powerful thighs tensed under my touch, and I could see how turned on he was.

“Do you suck your husband’s cock like this?” he growled, using his grip on my hair to pull my mouth off his hard meat. “Or do you only get this hungry for a big black cock like mine?”

I whimpered and hoped that was a hypothetical question, but judging but the expectant look on his face, he wanted me to answer. I nibbled on my lower lip as I glanced towards Michael. His eyes were burning with lust, and even though I couldn’t see what he was doing properly, the way his body was shaking made me think he was jerking his cock hard and fast.

“Come on, slut,” Tyler said with a wicked grin on his face. “You don’t get my cock back in your mouth until you answer me.”

I let out a long groan. Knowing how much Michael and I were enjoying this, I didn’t want to be the reason it ended too quickly. So I told Tyler exactly what he wanted to hear.

“I only get hungry for your cock, Tyler. Please let me keep sucking. Your cock tastes so good and it feels perfect in my mouth.”

He grinned down at me as he pushed the head of his dick back into my mouth. I closed my eyes as relief washed over me, and I sucked desperately on his rock hard flesh, while the realisation hit that I hadn’t just said it because it was what he wanted to hear. It was the truth. There was no denying it as I sucked on his huge cock as if it was the key to my own survival. And I knew deep down there was nothing else I’d rather have in my life right now than Tyler’s enormous cock.

He pushed deeper, making me gag slightly as I tried not to choke on his length. But I took it all, loving the feeling of having his cock filling my mouth completely. All thoughts of guilt or regret vanished as I focused solely on pleasuring him. I used both hands to stroke his shaft rhythmically while my tongue explored every inch of his sensitive tip.

Then suddenly his cock was gone again, and I was gasping for air.

“Do you just want to suck my cock, baby? Or do you want to feel it somewhere else today?” He looked down at me with a knowing grin on his face, and my pussy quivered in anticipation of being filled and fucked hard.

After another quick glance towards Michael to make sure he was okay with what was happening, I looked up at Tyler with wide eyes. “I want to feel your cock in my pussy,” I whimpered. “Please fuck me, Tyler.”

Tyler nodded his head briefly, then used his grip on my hair to help me to my feet. Next thing I knew, he was pulling at my clothing, removing my dress, then my bra and panties, until I was wearing nothing but my stockings and heels.

He let out a groan. “Fuck, you look unbelievable. I can’t wait to bury my dick in your wet little cunt, but right now, I need to make sure you’re ready to take me.”

Then he pushed me forwards, bending me over the kitchen counter as he kicked my legs further apart. I let out a gasp as the coolness from the marble seeped into my skin, making my nipples pucker and harden even more. But then I felt his fingers brushing against my pussy lips, and a shiver of pleasure ran through my body.

I turned my head towards Michael and placed my cheek down on the countertop, watching him as I surrendered to Tyler’s confident touch. The door was only open slightly so I couldn’t see much of him, but I could make out an eye peeking through, and the jerky movements of his body as he kept stroking his cock. He was obviously enjoying the show.

Suddenly, Tyler slid one thick finger into my pussy, and I let out a moan. “Fuck,” he grunted. “You’re so tight, baby. I just know your cunt is gonna feel so good squeezing around my dick.”

“Oh god,” I moaned. “I can’t wait. I need you to fuck me. Please, Tyler.”

“Patience, slut,” he replied with a chuckle. “I need to stretch you out first, otherwise it’s gonna hurt when I take you.”

I whimpered quietly, biting my lip so I wouldn’t beg him to fuck me, anyway. Part of me didn’t care if it hurt. I just needed him inside me. But I took a deep breath, then shuddered as he pushed a second finger into my slick channel. My whole body tingled, and I let out a soft cry as he began fucking my pussy slowly with two fingers.

My breathing became ragged and erratic, and my mind went blank as I concentrated on the feeling of his thick digits inside me. Even his two fingers were thicker than Michael’s cock, and I could feel the slight burn as he stretched me. Yet somehow, it wasn’t painful—just incredibly intense. As soon as he pulled them away, though, I cried out in protest.

“Tell me what you need, slut,” he growled, as he teased the fat head of his dick along my slit. Even that was enough to make my eyes roll back as ripples of pleasure shot through my body.

“Your cock,” I moaned. “I need your cock, Tyler. Please!”

He chuckled again, keeping a hand on my head to keep it pinned against the countertop so I couldn’t turn my head to look at him. All I could do was keep watching Michael, my eyes never leaving his as I begged another man to fuck me.

“And where do you need it, baby? Tell me, and then I’ll give it to you.”

“I need it in my cunt!” I cried out, feeling a swift moment of shock. I never usually used that word, but I was so desperate to feel him inside me that I was losing all control of myself.

The next instant, Tyler pressed his swollen cockhead against my dripping opening and thrust forward roughly, burying himself fully within me without any warning. His hands gripped my hips tightly as he pumped his long shaft in and out of my hot, needy hole. Each time he plunged into me, I gasped loudly, unable to contain the sound.

“God, you’re so fucking tight, Sarah,” he muttered. “So perfect. You feel amazing wrapped around my cock like this.”

His words made me shudder with excitement. It had been years since anyone else besides Michael has fucked me, and the fact that it was someone I barely knew added to the thrill.

“Yes,” I whispered. “It feels incredible... please don’t stop...”

But Tyler did slow down for a few seconds, allowing me time to adjust to his girth before he started pounding my pussy once again. This time I bit down on my lower lip so hard I knew I was in danger of drawing blood, but I couldn’t bring myself to care about anything except how good his cock felt. I wanted nothing more than to be taken by Tyler, and I loved the way he was dominating me.

Each plunge of his big cock sent waves of pleasure coursing through my entire body, causing my inner walls to clench greedily around him. And each time they tightened their grip, I came closer to climaxing. I tried desperately to hold off until I heard the telltale grunts coming from Tyler behind me. That would mean he was close too, and I needed that.

“Tyler,” I moaned. “Please, I’m almost there. Don’t stop. I need your cum inside me.”

He grinned wickedly at me, then he grabbed my shoulders firmly, holding me immobile as he continued fucking my wet pussy. I screamed loudly as he buried himself completely within me, my body shaking uncontrollably as I finally reached release. A loud orgasmic scream escaped my lips, echoing throughout the kitchen, as my body shook violently with Tyler’s rough strokes.

As my pussy clenched and spasmed around his meaty shaft, Tyler groaned deeply. He leaned forwards over me and slammed his cock deep into me repeatedly as wave after wave of ecstasy washed through my trembling form.

At the same time, I felt his body shudder and his dick pulse as he unloaded inside me, filling me up with his seed. The sensation only heightened my own pleasure, causing me to cum again even harder. After several more violent thrusts, he stopped moving altogether and held himself motionless within me as we both tried to catch our breath.

Finally, he pulled out of me and sat down on the floor beside me. He panted heavily, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he caught his breath.

I turned my head towards Michael, who looked absolutely stunned at seeing me get fucked right in front of him. There was a desire in his eyes that I hadn’t seen for years. Maybe not since a couple of years after we got married. The thrill of being desired by my husband again and by the hot, younger black guy sitting beside me coursed through my veins. It had been a long time since I’d felt beautiful or sexy, but I felt that way now.

Slowly, I sank to the floor with Tyler, pressing my mouth to his in a hungry kiss. He brought a hand to the back of my head, holding me motionless as he devoured my mouth in a way that got me breathless all over again.

When he broke the kiss, Tyler grinned at me. “I hope you know I’m planning on fucking you as often as possible, baby. Your hot little cunt felt too good for me not to want it over and over again.”

I whimpered softly. “I need more of your cock too, Tyler.”

With a trembling hand, I reached out and stroked a fingertip along his long shaft, feeling how wet it was from my juices.

Tyler let out a low growl. “Careful, slut. If you make me hard again, I’ll just have to fuck you a second time, and I’m not sure your pussy could take another hard pounding from my dick just yet.”

I squirmed. It was true that I was definitely feeling sore already, and might need a little time to recover. But even if it did hurt, it would be well worth it. Nobody else had ever made me cum as hard as he had, and my body craved more of that kind of pleasure.

Before I could tell Tyler that, though, his phone started ringing, and he scrambled to find it in his discarded pants pocket. The moment was ruined, but I took great pleasure in knowing he’d be fucking me again very soon.
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Chapter Eight
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MICHAEL:

I could hardly believe Sarah had gone through with it and let Tyler fuck her. Plus, she’d seemed to enjoy it so much. The afternoon had gone by in a blur as I waited for the handyman to leave so I could talk to my wife properly. Seeing as he believed I was at work, I’d had to hide out in my bedroom, and I couldn’t help but wonder what he was doing to my wife. That thought kept me so turned on that I’d had to jerk off two more times. And that didn’t include the time I made myself cum while watching the big black man fuck my wife.

It was insane. I shouldn’t be this fucking turned on by it all, but something about it was driving me crazy. Maybe because of how badly Sarah wanted him? Or maybe it was the fact that he was such an alpha male who knew exactly what to do with women. Especially a sexy older woman like my wife. Whatever it was, though, seeing Sarah get fucked had left me hard and needing relief.

Finally, Sarah slipped into the bedroom. “He’s gone,” she told me, with a smile on her face.

Both arousal and jealousy flashed through me at the sight of that smile. Was it because he’d fucked her again without me being there? I held back a groan as my dick attempted to harden again. Jesus, what was wrong with my cock? It was a sick little fucker to be getting off on thoughts like that.

“What happened this afternoon?” I asked quickly, unable to wait any longer to hear if he’d fucked her again. “Did anything else happen between the two of you?”

She chuckled and shook her head; and I couldn’t decide if I should be happy about that or disappointed. “Of course not, Mikey. I wouldn’t do something without you watching.” Susan paused for a moment, tilting her head to the side. “Unless you wouldn’t mind me fucking him when you’re not around?”

My eyes widened, and I stared at her in shock. My brain went blank for a second before my mouth opened up and words came spilling out. “Are you being serious?” I asked, my brain racing back and forth between wanting to tell her she couldn’t do anything with Tyler unless I was watching and wanting to tell her she could do whatever she wanted with whoever she desired.

She smiled and shrugged. “Never mind. It doesn’t matter. We can talk about that another time. Anyway, did you enjoy watching today?”

I let out a low moan as my mind was instantly flooded by all the images that had been running rampant all afternoon. Images of my wife on her knees sucking Tyler’s huge black cock, of Sarah begging him to fuck her, telling him that my dick wasn’t as big as his. Shame and arousal washed through me, and I found I was so hard I was throbbing all over again. Fuck, I couldn’t remember being this horny as a teenager. Why the hell was my dick suddenly needing constant attention?

Sarah chuckled and ran her hand up my thigh until it was over my rock hard cock. She gave it a gentle squeeze. “Oh my! You are so hard, baby. I guess this means you did enjoy it.”

“I did,” I said, my voice coming out in a small whimper that sounded so unlike me. “It was so hot, honey.”

She smiled at me as her hands worked deftly to open my pants and gently ease out my throbbing erection. I laid back on the bed, parting my thighs so she could settle on her knees between them. When she wrapped her warm hand around my shaft, I moaned and my hips bucked upwards involuntarily to push myself into her hand.

As Sarah slowly stroked my dick, she leaned forward slightly, giving me the perfect view of her gorgeous tits. That only made my dick pulse even more in my wife’s gentle grip.

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked, simultaneously dreading and craving a positive response to the question. Of course, I wanted her to enjoy it, but I didn’t want her to enjoy it so much that she’d stop wanting my dick. There was no denying that Tyler’s cock was a hell of a lot bigger than my own. If Sarah got used to having sex with a guy that big, then eventually she might start thinking mine would never satisfy her.

She nodded and licked her lips suggestively before replying, “Yes.” Then she added quietly, “A lot.”

The sound of her whispering those three little words sent shivers down my spine, making my cock twitch against her palm. A sudden burst of lustful heat surged through my body, and I felt my balls tighten painfully inside their sack. I was so damn close already, when all I could think about was trying to hold off until I was deep inside my wife’s cunt. So I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself enough that I wouldn’t blow my load so soon.

“Did his cock feel good?” I asked, wincing slightly as the words came out. There was a battle going on inside of me. A desire to hear how good he’d felt while knowing it was only going to make me jealous that she’d enjoyed it so much.

“It felt so good,” she moaned, the words rushing out on a happy sigh. “I’ve never felt anything like it before, baby. He stretched me so wide it was almost painful, but it was worth it when he made me cum so hard.” Her fingers tightened around my cock, causing me to groan loudly.

Shame, envy, and the most intense arousal I’d ever felt all churned around in my stomach. “Are you really going to fuck him again, honey?” I asked in a small voice.

“Oh yes, baby,” she said. “And I know you’re going to love watching us time and time again. Look how excited you get whenever we talk about me fucking him again.”

I glanced down at my dick. It was so fucking hard that the head had turned an angry red colour, and precum was coating my shaft.

“Oh god, Sarah. I need to be inside you. Please.”

She grinned at me as she released her hold on my dick, then she stood up from the bed for just long enough to slip off her panties. When she climbed back onto the bed, she pulled her dress up around her waist and straddled my lap, slowly lowering herself down onto my rock hard dick.

I gasped as I felt how hot and wet her tight hole was around my aching flesh. It felt so fucking good it made my head spin. The feeling of her pussy muscles gripping my cock like they were desperate to milk every drop of pleasure out of me caused my whole body to shudder uncontrollably.

Then the reason for her wetness suddenly hit me. Tyler had cum inside her earlier, and her cunt was still full of his seed. Given that I’d been so damn worked up all day, that realisation was enough to send me over the edge.

My body shuddered and my toes curled as my orgasm rushed through me. My balls contracted powerfully, and my entire body shook as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed against me. I thrust my hips up from the bed as I emptied myself inside her, my cum mixing with Tyler’s in her well-used pussy.

When the pleasure faded, I opened my eyes to find Sarah looking down at me with a strange expression on her face. Then, with a small sigh, she climbed off me and laid on her back beside me.

“Did you... ummm...” I asked awkwardly.

Sarah giggled. “There wasn’t really enough time, baby. I didn’t expect you to be so excited and to finish so soon.” Her words sent a rush of shame through me. I hadn’t pleasured her as well as Tyler had. Hell, I hadn’t pleasured her at all. I’d have to make it up to her another way then.

“I’m sorry, honey,” I said as I moved lower on the bed, spreading her thighs with my hands and settling between them. “Let me fix that for you.”

I traced my fingertips along her soft folds, whimpering softly as I watched the creamy white cum oozing out of her body. With each pass of my finger tip across her puffy lower lips, more and more cum dribbled out of her pussy, forming a pool beneath her.

Her legs twitched involuntarily as my touch continued. She let out a low moan as I pressed two fingers into her slick tunnel, curling them upwards to massage her g-spot gently.

“Fuck, honey. You are soaked,” I whispered as I slid both digits out of her dripping sex, leaving behind a trail of sticky fluid.

Unable to resist, I brought my wet fingers to my mouth and gave them an experimental lick. My face screwed up as the salty taste hit my senses. I’d never tasted my own cum before, never mind another man’s, and it wasn’t exactly a pleasant taste. I was suddenly filled with sympathy for women for having to swallow it at times.

I glanced up and saw Sarah watching me, and one corner of her lips curled up into a grin. “Don’t stop, baby,” she said. “I need you to make me cum.”

And I wanted nothing more than to please her, so I slid two fingers back into her pussy and began moving them in and out faster now. I could feel her inner walls squeezing my fingers tightly, and I had to wonder how tight she must have felt for Tyler as he fucked her with his huge dick. I’d been surprised he’d been able to fit completely inside her at all, yet he’d rammed his cock all the way home with each one of his hard thrusts.

Fuck, I couldn’t stop thinking about how beautiful she’d looked as she had been taken by another man. Yet the sharp pang of jealousy filled my chest, knowing that he was obviously so much better at pleasing my wife than I was.

I became more determined to make Sarah cum as hard as she possibly could, just to prove to her and to myself that I still had what it took to please her. And she had always cum the hardest when I used my mouth on her.

Even though I didn’t like the taste of the cum as it leaked from her, I lowered my head between her thighs and slipped my fingers out of her so I could lap at her slit. A shudder moved through me as the taste hit me once more, a lot stronger than last time, as more of the creamy substance coated my tongue.

But there was no way I could stop. Not when Sarah was moaning loudly and writhing more on the bed with each pass of my tongue against her wet flesh. So I kept licking, sucking and slurping, keeping my eyes locked on her face as she lost herself in her growing pleasure.

“Oh god! Don’t stop, baby. Don’t stop. I’m so close!” Sarah’s words rushed out on a moan, and her thighs were trembling either side of my head.

I moved my attention to her clit, sucking the little bud into my mouth so I could flick my tongue against it rapidly. At the same time, I slipped two fingers back into her dripping cunt, pumping them in and out quickly while my mouth sucked at her engorged nub.

She cried out sharply and arched her hips towards me, pushing her pussy firmly against my face as she came harder than ever before. Her juices flooded around my fingers and coated my chin, along with all the cum inside her. The taste made me want to pull away, but I didn’t stop until she collapsed back onto the bed, panting heavily.

“God, yes,” she gasped. “That was amazing, baby.”

My heart soared hearing those sweet words, knowing that I still had it in me to make her cum just as hard as Tyler could. I wiped my mouth and moved back up the bed again, wrapping my arms around my wife.

Sarah had a big smile on her face as she cuddled into me, her eyelids heavy with a sleepy expression of bliss.

“I love you, Sarah,” I whispered, before pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead.

“I love you too, Michael,” she whispered back, as she relaxed in my arms.
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Chapter Nine
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SARAH:

The next morning, I sat on the edge of the bed, slowly pulling the nylon stockings up one leg and then the other. They were white, with a lace band at the top that held them up, and wearing them always made me feel sexy.

Moving over to the dresser, I opened the top drawer and began browsing through all my lingerie. I wanted to wear something special for when Tyler arrived soon. My entire body was already tingling with the anticipation of seeing the handyman again today. There was no doubt in my mind that I was going to let him fuck me again, and my needy pussy was already leaking at the thought of feeling his huge cock inside me once more.

After a few moments of looking through my underwear drawer, I closed it again, deciding that no underwear at all would be even better. That way I’d be bare underneath my dress and ready for him to take me whenever he wanted. Just the thought of that sent a shiver of longing through me.

I began browsing through my wardrobe, discarding one outfit after another in my attempt to find the perfect thing to wear for Tyler. My hand landed on the hanger of a summer dress that I’d never worn before. It was white, with tiny pink flowers covering it in a simple pattern, yet I hadn’t realised it was thin and quite sheer until after I’d brought it home from the store. I’d meant to take it back, but I’d forgotten all about it until now.

Surely I couldn’t wear something as daring as this, could I?

Without giving it too much thought, I pulled the dress on over my head and looked at myself in the full-length mirror in our bedroom. It didn’t show off too much, but the outline of my dusky pink nipples were clearly visible through it. Especially when they were hard and poking against the fabric like they were doing right now.

I bit my lip, considering wearing it today after all. It wasn’t like I would be wearing it out of the house, and if Tyler could get a good enough view of my body through the thin material, it might make him want to fuck me again.

Just the thought of his massive cock stretching my tight little pussy had me moaning softly. While standing in front of the mirror, I pulled my dress up around my waist with one hand, while letting the other dip between my thighs.

My cunt felt so sensitive and ached for attention, so I moved my fingertips in a slow circle over my clit. I knew I shouldn’t be touching myself like this, especially with my husband showering in the adjoining bathroom, but Tyler’s attention recently had me feeling like a horny teenager all over again.

I gasped softly as my fingers on my clit sent pleasure rippling through my body. It was ridiculous to be so close already, but after fantasising about Tyler’s cock ever since he’d fucked me yesterday, I was feeling constantly aroused. Even though we’d only been together once, my body craved more and seemed unable to stop itself thinking about sex.

A soft moan escaped my lips as I pushed two fingers into my wetness and began thrusting them gently in and out of my needy hole. The sound of the water running in the next room switched off, and something in the back of my mind told me I should stop what I was doing before Michael caught me touching myself, but I couldn’t stop. The desire for some kind of relief from this constant, torturous ache I felt whenever Tyler wasn’t inside me was too intense to ignore.

So I began pumping my fingers harder and faster, hoping I could get myself off before my husband emerged from the bathroom. My legs trembled as the pleasure quickly built inside me, and I was so close to the edge when the bathroom door suddenly opened and Michael walked into the bedroom.

I watched as he came to an abrupt standstill in the doorway, watching me with an open mouth as I fingered myself frantically. Not even the embarrassment I felt at being caught could stop me, and I thrust my fingers hard and deep until I finally found the release I was looking for.

A loud cry escaped from me as I climaxed, and my hips jerked uncontrollably towards my own hand. A second later, I heard Michael gasp quietly. His eyes flicked from mine to where my fingers were buried inside me, and a moment later, he stepped forward into the room.

“That was so hot,” he moaned softly.

Feeling my face burning now that the overwhelming arousal had passed, I slowly pulled my fingers out of my cunt. Michael’s gaze dropped instantly to my fingers, no doubt taking in the way they glistened with my nectar. He licked his lips and stepped closer, as if in a trance, and he gently took hold of my wrist and pulled my hand up to his mouth.

Michael licked tenderly at my fingers before sucking them into his mouth, twirling his tongue around to clean them completely of any trace of my juices. When he let go of my hand, I reached out and ran my fingertips along his jaw line.

“You taste amazing,” he said. “What’s got you so excited today?”

My face turned hot once more, and a shy smile spread across my lips. I probably shouldn’t tell him what had me so worked up, but he seemed to be just as turned on by everything that had been happening as I was, so maybe it wouldn’t hurt to say it?

“I was thinking about Tyler, and how I can’t wait to let him fuck me again while you watch,” I whimpered softly.

He let out a soft groan and dropped the towel from around his waist to reveal his rock hard cock. “I’m excited about that too, honey.”

Michael stepped closer, until he’d backed me up against the dresser, and he was pressed against my front. His throbbing erection was trapped between our bodies, and I reached down to run a fingertip gently along his length.

“And this dress looks amazing on you. Wait, you’re not wearing any underwear underneath that, are you?” His eyes grew wide as he stared down at my breasts, taking in the sight of my hard nipples poking against the semi-sheer fabric of my dress.

I giggled and shook my head. “Do you think it looks too slutty? I was hoping it would make Tyler want to fuck me again.”

Michael groaned again, rocking his hips slightly to grind his cock against me. “Fuck, it’s perfect, Sarah. You really want his dick badly, don’t you, honey?”

I whimpered as just the mention of Tyler’s big black dick made my pussy ache for another orgasm almost instantly. “Maybe,” I whispered, unable to meet Michael’s intense gaze.

But he didn’t seem to mind my confession as he quickly lifted my skirt around my waist once more and I felt his hard flesh pressing against the bare skin on my tummy.

“I need to fuck you so badly, Sarah,” he moaned. “I want to fuck you right now.”

A few days ago, those words from my husband would have been enough to start a fire of longing between my thighs. But today, something about them seemed almost comical, and I couldn’t hold back a small giggle. A look of hurt flashed across his face for a brief moment, and I winced as I realised what I’d done, but his pained expression was quickly replaced by a smouldering look of lust as he continued to hump himself against my bare skin.

“But I can’t let Tyler fuck me when my pussy is full of your cum. What would he think?”

I reached down to wrap my fingers gently around his shaft to stroke him slowly. He whimpered and rocked his hips, pushing himself eagerly into the hole I made with my hand.

“I could always pull out before I cum, honey,” he said, his voice holding a pleading tone I’d never heard before.

“Maybe,” I replied, smiling up at him as I kept stroking his cock more vigorously.

Even though I would never tell him this, the fact of the matter was that my pussy ached for Tyler’s big cock now, not my husband’s much smaller cock. All I had been able to think about ever since Michael revealed that the young handyman had a thing for me was how much I needed to feel him stretching each and every one of my tight holes with his thick and meaty dick. I even dreamed about it last night. Some might even say it had turned into a bit of an obsession.

I loved my husband desperately, and I had ever since the moment I met him. Nothing could ever change that. What I felt for Tyler was just lust. An all-consuming and insatiable lust.

“Are you looking forward to watching him fuck me again today, baby?” I purred, keeping up the rapid pace of my fist as it moved up and down his cock. Just asking the question caused him to throb within my grasp, and precum was leaking down his length to make his flesh slippery.

“I am,” he groaned, resting his forehead against mine and steadying himself by placing his hands either side of me on the dresser. “You look so sexy when you let him use you hard, honey. I want to use you hard like that, too.”

Reaching down with my free hand, I cupped Michael’s balls and gave them a gentle squeeze, massaging the orbs in my hand. Between that and my hand pumping vigorously up and down his shaft, he lost all control.

“Oh god!” he grunted, bucking his hips and shooting rope after rope of cum from the head of his dick. I curved it towards him so that the creamy load would land on his stomach and chest, rather than making a mess of the dress I’d chosen especially for Tyler.

His face instantly turned red as soon as I’d pumped all the cum out of him. “Oh no. I’m sorry, honey. I was going to fuck you, but I’ve just been so damn turned on all the time lately that it’s been hard to control myself.”

“It’s okay,” I cooed softly, knowing I hadn’t intended to let him fuck me, anyway. There was no way I was going to offer an already used pussy to Tyler when he arrived. “I know you just got a bit over-excited, Mikey. I’m sure we’ll get a chance to be intimate again some time soon instead.”

Just as I pressed my lips to his in a gentle kiss, the doorbell rung. I pulled away quickly, my heart suddenly hammering in my chest.

“He’s here!” I squeaked, my voice sounding breathless already. “I’d better go let him in!”

And with that, I turned on my heels and rushed out of the bedroom to greet my new handsome younger lover.
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Chapter Ten
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MICHAEL:

It felt like I’d spent most of the last few days sat on the living room floor, peeking through a crack in the door to watch Sarah with Tyler. It had been a bizarre week, but also the hottest of my life. Letting my wife fuck another man wasn’t something I’d ever expected to do, but I had no regrets. I loved seeing how Tyler reacted to Sarah and how she responded to his advances. It was like seeing a whole new side to her, and there was no doubt in my mind she was a goddess.

I couldn’t wait to see how Tyler reacted to that dress she was wearing. I’d never seen that particular item of clothing before today, and I never would have thought she’d buy something so daring, but it gave the sexiest hints of the body beneath the thin fabric. It had made me want to fuck her as soon as I’d seen her, so it was likely to have a similar effect on Tyler.

I waited for longer than usual for them to appear in the kitchen, and I began pacing a little as I waited for them, my heart hammering hard in my chest. But then a sharp cry from somewhere else in the house let me know that they’d already started without me.

A pang of jealousy filled me, sending a pain shooting through my chest. This wasn’t part of the plan. Usually Sarah asked for my permission, and then I gave it. I crept through the house as quickly and quietly as I could until I found them in the hallway right by the front door. Apparently Tyler had liked her sheer little dress so much he hadn’t been able to wait more than a few seconds to get his hands on her.

Sarah was leaning back against the wall, her eyes closed in ecstasy as Tyler crouched in front of her and ate her pussy like a starving man. I had to hold back a moan as I peeked around the doorway to watch them. My wife’s nipples were visibly hard through the thin material of her dress, and her generous breasts jiggled freely while she bucked her hips to ride Tyler’s face with a wanton passion I couldn’t ever remember seeing from her before.

My dick was so fucking hard as I stared at her, willing her to open her eyes and notice I was there with her. But she didn’t. If anything, she clenched her eyes shut even more tightly as she let out another loud cry. Judging by the way her body was trembling, she was close to an orgasm. And judging by the way Tyler sucked hungrily at her clit, he knew exactly what buttons to push to bring her over the edge.

“Fuck!” she cried, her voice shaking with pleasure. “Oh god, oh yes! Don’t stop, baby!”

Tyler buried his fingers deep inside her wet cunt as he lifted his other hand up to squeeze her breast roughly, causing her to gasp. Her head fell back against the wall, and she let out a hoarse scream as she came powerfully all over his tongue. The sight sent a shiver down my spine. She looked completely helpless as she surrendered to his ministrations. He held onto her thighs, keeping his head firmly planted between her thighs as she rode his face like a wild woman.

Sarah let out another moan, panting heavily as he continued to eat her. I watched him lick up every drop of moisture as if it were the sweetest treat imaginable. Then finally, when she seemed to be finished, he pulled away. His lips glistened with her juices, and he moaned as he licked away at the evidence of her pleasure.

The look on her face was pure bliss, and I was suddenly hit by another vicious blow of jealousy. Yesterday I’d been so fucking proud of making her cum hard with my mouth, knowing it might have been all I had left in my favour after she’d experienced Tyler’s huge cock, and now he’d taken that away from me too.

I wanted to storm in there and tell him to get the fuck away from my wife, and for the first time since this whole thing had started, I suddenly wasn’t sure if I wanted to give Sarah the go ahead to fuck him this time. Yes, it was hot watching her with him, but I was suddenly worried there was a real chance I might lose her to Tyler.

Sarah’s eyes fluttered open, and she glanced over at me, the corners of her lips curling up into the smallest of smiles. But before I could either nod or shake my head to let her know my feelings about what she should do, she turned her attention back to the handyman. My heart was pounding hard in my chest as I found myself caught between the desire to take back control and the desire to watch her give herself to another man.

Shame filled me as I realised which desire was going to win out over the other, and I wondered how things had ever come to this. But I knew it was my own fault for suggesting this in the first place. And now it seemed as if both Sarah and I were addicted to this new part of our lives.

Tyler was standing now, and she was already working open the fastenings on his jeans as she looked up into his eyes. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about your cock, baby,” she purred, her voice dropping into a seductive tone I’d never heard coming from her before. “It’s so big.”

He grinned, reaching down to grab the hem of her dress and pull it upwards, pulling the garment off over her head to leave her completely naked except for her stockings.

“Do you need it inside you, slut?” he grunted, while pressing his body against hers until he had her pinned to the wall. “Are you ready to feel my thick cock stretching those tight little holes of yours? Because I’m gonna fuck you so damn hard today.”

She nodded eagerly, biting her lip as she gazed up at him. “Yes please. Fuck me hard. Make me beg for it, baby. Please...”

I squeezed my eyes shut as various emotions swirled around inside me and made it hard for me to catch my breath. The sound of my wife begging for another man to fuck her was almost too much to handle. But at the same time, my dick was throbbing painfully in my pants. The intense arousal was making my head spin, and if I didn’t get relief soon, I was going to go crazy.

I forced myself to open my eyes again, wanting to be ready when Sarah looked over at me for permission. But when I looked at them, Sarah’s legs were wrapped around his waist, while Tyler was keeping her pinned against the wall and slowly sliding his massive dick into her cunt.

I held my breath as I watched, barely able to believe she hadn’t looked over at me to make sure she could go ahead. Sure, we’d never actually discussed that she should do that, but she always had done before. The fact she hadn’t done it this time made me feel like I’d lost all the control I’d held in this situation.

Dropping to my knees, I stared at my wife as she clung tightly to her lover with her arms and legs wrapped around him. Every inch of their bodies pressed together, leaving no space between them as Tyler began thrusting his hips.

My hands shook uncontrollably as I reached under my shirt and unbuttoned my fly, then tugged down the zipper. As I freed my erection, I felt my balls begin to tighten, and I gritted my teeth as I fought not to explode right then and there. I needed more than anything else in the world to relieve some of the pressure building deep within me.

While slowly stroking my cock, I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the sight of my wife being fucked so roughly by another man. It was driving me wild, and I quickly became desperate for release. When Tyler leaned forward slightly, I saw one of his hands reach around to grip Sarah’s ass cheeks and pull her tighter against him. Then, just as she came close to climax once more, he slammed his entire length into her pussy, causing her to cry out loudly.

“Yes!” Sarah practically screamed. “It feels so good! So fucking good! Don’t stop!”

“Don’t worry, baby,” he grunted, his lips close to her ear. “I’m not going to stop until you have cum all over my dick. And then I’m going to pump you full of my seed before sending you back to your husband. Then he’ll know who your tight little cunt really belongs to.”

Tyler’s words were too much for me, and I shot my load all over the floor, my body shuddering as pleasure coursed through every nerve ending in my body.

As my orgasm subsided, I finally took a moment to look over at my wife, watching intently as she got slammed back against the wall with each one of Tyler’s powerful thrusts. His fingers dug into her fleshy rear end, while his other hand gripped her hair, forcing her head towards his chest. She seemed completely lost to everything but what Tyler was doing to her, and I found myself wishing I could see her expression.

But I kept watching them, unable to take my eyes away from the two lovers locked together in passion. My mind raced as I tried desperately to think of something to say or do to regain some semblance of control.

Then suddenly, Sarah cried out sharply, her mouth wide open as she gasped for air. “Oh God! Oh yes!”

Her cries filled the room, echoing off the walls and filling my ears with such intensity they threatened to burst. All thoughts of control fled from my mind while I watched in awe as my beautiful wife surrendered to another powerful orgasm.

Sarah’s moans continued, and I realized I was holding my breath, waiting for her to finish cumming. The sounds of wet skin slapping against wet skin echoed throughout the house as he fucked her relentlessly.

It wasn’t much longer until Tyler let out a triumphant roar and buried his cock deep inside her. He groaned deeply as his hot seed flooded her pussy, coating her insides with his thick cream.

When he pulled out of her, Sarah slumped weakly onto the floor and closed her eyes, panting heavily as she tried to catch her breath.

I couldn’t help but gasp as I realised his cock was still hard, even after fucking my wife so hard. Tyler stroked her cheek, then gripped a handful of her hair, guiding her mouth to the swollen head of his dick while she opened her eyes and looked up at him. Sarah parted her lips eagerly and slid them as far down his shaft as she could until she was gagging on it.

He laughed softly as she choked on his huge beast, then grabbed both sides of her hair and pulled her further onto his shaft. “Suck my cock clean, baby,” he growled.

Sarah nodded obediently and did exactly as he said; sucking desperately on his thick length.

“Oh, and Michael,” Tyler said, making my blood run cold. “You might as well come in and watch your wife suck my dick from close up.” I froze, holding my breath as I tried to tell myself he didn’t really know I was there. But when he continued talking, I knew that would be useless. “I knew you were watching us right from that very first time Sarah sucked my cock in the kitchen. So stop trying to hide and get out here so you can watch properly.”

I groaned and tucked my spent cock back into my pants before standing up on shaky legs. With some hesitation, I moved closer, wondering what else Tyler was about to do or say. He nodded to the spot on the floor beside Sarah, where she was slurping hungrily on his fat meat.

“Get on your knees too, Michael. That way, you’ll have the perfect view. Much better than peeking from another room, right?”

I whimpered, not knowing what to say as I slowly lowered down onto my knees beside Sarah. A moan escaped me as I watched her, saliva leaking from the corners of her mouth as she remained completely focused on pleasing her black lover. Her eyes were lifted to Tyler’s as she stared up at him with an adoring gaze. But she did at least reach out towards me to take my hand in hers.

“God, your wife is such a good cocksucker, Michael,” Tyler groaned as he began pumping his hips once more, forcing her to take more and more of his dick down her throat. I could see the way it was bulging with each one of his thrusts. “But that’s nothing compared to how good her tight little cunt feels. And soon, I’ll be fucking her ass too. I can’t wait for that.”

As if to prove the truth of his words, a shudder moved through his body, and he began thrusting even harder. Sarah was gagging and spluttering on his thick shaft, but she didn’t struggle at all. It seemed she liked Tyler using her mouth as hard as he was.

Suddenly, he grunted loudly, gritting his teeth together as he held himself down my wife’s throat. From this close up angle, I could see the way his balls pulled up against his body and the way the base of his shaft throbbed as he fed her another load of cum.

Sarah moaned, the sound muffled as her throat remained stuffed full of Tyler’s pulsing cock.

“Oh god,” I moaned, unable to help myself.

When he was finished, Tyler pulled out of my wife’s mouth, leaving her gasping for air. She turned to look at me, a wide smile on her face. “I’m so happy we don’t have to hide you away from Tyler anymore, love,” she said, her voice slightly hoarse. “Now you can stay with me and watch whenever he fucks me. Isn’t that right?” She looked up at Tyler, seeking his approval.

“I’ve got no problem with that,” Tyler replied, chuckling softly.

I blinked rapidly, trying to understand what was going on. At first, she had been looking to me for permission for things to happen, and now she was asking Tyler. Things had not gone as I’d planned at all.

But when Sarah smiled at me again, the frustration I was feeling inside melted away. I loved her, and I was willing to give her whatever made her happy, even if that was another man. At least she seemed to want me to be with her, so that was something.

She leaned towards me, pressing her lips against mine. And when I opened my mouth to deepen the kiss, the pungent flavour of Tyler’s cum filled my senses once more.

“I love you,” Sarah said as she pulled back, looking deep into my eyes.

“I love you, too,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

We still loved each other, and for now, that was enough. Everything else we could work out together. I had to believe that we were strong enough to face whatever the future might throw at us. Right now, I didn’t have any other choice.
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