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I take off my bikini top and lie back on the pool chair. It's nice to have some time alone for once. My husband is away on a business trip, and I'm not sure if he'll even return home this evening. He's always away from home, and when he is around, he doesn't show any interest in me. We haven't had sex in almost a year, and even then, it was only a few pumps of his cock before it was over. Colin isn't into sex like I am, and the longing that builds in me every day has become too much to bear. The need to be fucked has reached such a point that I've resorted to using a dildo on myself whenever Colin goes out on a business trip. 

I've discussed my unsatisfactory sex life I'm leading with some of my female friends, but it's all the same story—all of us are in dull and boring marriages. Besides relieving my frustrations with my dildo, the only source of excitement around here is when Jake, the builder my husband hired for our extension, comes over to work. 

In spite of being in his late forties, Jake looks great and is in terrific shape. His black-graying locks, twinkling blue eyes, and chiselled physique would make any guy half his age jealous. He built the extension himself. And with the sun beaming down on him and glistening off his sweat-laced muscles, I've found it hard not to develop a secret crush on him. This summer has been difficult for me—trying to relax by the pool, while struggling to forget my attraction to Jake. Even though he's hot, I know I can never be unfaithful to my husband, even if he isn't always that exciting. 

So, knowing that I have the place to myself for a while, I let my bikini top drop to the ground and lay back on a recliner next to the swimming pool. The warm summer wind caresses my chest and ruffles my erect nipples, making them stand taut and stiff. My eyelids close as I try to relax for the next few hours until my husband comes home from work and expects his dinner to be prepared for him on the kitchen table. 

But I must have dozed off, because I start to dream that my large breasts are being caressed and roughly squeezed. At first the feeling is somewhat uncomfortable, but it quickly starts to become pleasurable. The sensation becomes even more enjoyable when I imagine one of my nipples being enveloped in someone’s mouth. In sleep, I move around on the recliner, letting out a moan from the back of my throat, and arching my back as the lips around my puffy nipple pull harder. It feels amazing—so real that it can’t just be a dream. 

I come awake with a start, almost bewildered at the sight before me. I open my eyes fully and find Jake, the builder, nuzzled between my ample breasts. His mouth is expertly attached to my delicate nipple, and he hungrily slurps and sucks on it for dear life. I'm still not quite certain if this is a dream or reality. 

Whether I’m asleep or still dreaming, I can’t help but gasp out loud.

“Jake, what are you doing? Get away from me!” My hands try to push him away. 

It’s only when I'm fully awake that I realize it's not a dream, but the builder my husband has hired to work on the extension at our house really is sucking and fondling my tits. 

He takes his lips away from my nipple and looks up at me. “Your breasts are so big and beautiful, Sally.” 

“Get off me now!” I cry in shock, realizing he really was just sucking on my nipples. As I put pressure against his muscles with my palms, I notice he has taken off his shirt and is wearing nothing but jeans. 

I try to wrench myself free of the builder, but his strong hands clench around my wrists. With one swift motion, he forces my arms above my head and pins me against the recliner. This only serves to thrust my heaving breasts outwards even more. 

“Stop this! It's so wrong!” I cry out, but the builder merely scowls down at me. 

“No,” he says harshly, “what's wrong is you thinking it's okay to lie out here with your big breasts hanging out for me to see when I come over to work on the extension.” 

“That’s not why I did it,” I protest, but Jake doesn't let me speak. 

“Don't lie to me like that,” he snarls. “You wanted me to see how big and beautiful your tits are while I was working on the new extension out here!” 

“No,” I whisper as I attempt to scurry away from him. I've never seen Jake like this before—he's usually so polite and kind. It's like the sight of my breasts has thrown him into an uncontrollable frenzy. He seems like he's lost his mind.

But still, the builder lowers his head, and I feel his lips brush against my left nipple in a way that sends a wave of forbidden arousal through me. My needy pussy aches and I’m reminded that I’ve been looking for some sort of cure—a cure to relieve that needy ache I’ve had in my pussy for the last year or so—even if the cure I’ve now found isn’t necessarily considered “right.” 

Jake growls with pleasure as I shudder beneath him, and I start to actually enjoy him suckling at my tits. The sensation is almost indescribable. But before long, there’s another sensation beginning to grow in my body—one that I don’t want to acknowledge—the need to be taken and fucked hard for once in my life.

The builder senses my muscles relax beneath him and he releases his grip on my wrists. I don’t try to push him away, instead threading my hands through his thick dark gray hair. Pressing his eager lips firmly against my chest, I moan as he sucks hungrily at my nipple again. My back arches involuntarily, thrusting my breasts closer to him as the arousal builds within me. Moving his face from one breast to the other, I feel the hard and swollen nipple brush teasingly against his lips, and I shudder with a mixture of pleasure and guilt. 

“Don’t stop,” I plead in a quiet voice.

Jake makes an eager noise deep in his throat while he roughly grabs my breasts with one hand. As he licks my tits, I feel his thick hard cock, which is packing out the front of his jeans, pressing against my thigh, and I can tell that it needs as much attention as my breasts do.
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The builder lowers himself to his knees in front of me, then pulls me forward so I’m sitting on the edge of the recliner. His strong, calloused fingers spread my thighs apart without warning, sending a shiver through me as I gasp. My core tingles with a forbidden sensation as he moves his hands up the insides of my legs, just inches away from my now pounding pussy. I feel more turned-on than I ever imagined I would with Jake in control, his gaze searching between my open thighs.

Jake holds my legs spread wide apart while he lowers his head between them. I can feel the tip of his tongue sliding up and down against my throbbing clit, even through the fabric of my bikini bottoms.

“This isn’t right,” I moan, but when he doesn't let up on his tantalizing licks, I'm sucked into a dark and secret fantasy. “Is this how you treat all the wives of the men that hire you to do work for them?"

Jake lifts his head from between my legs and looks up at me. “You’re the first,” he says, eyes burning with lust.

“Should I be flattered?” I moan as he returns to licking my pussy.

As if wanting to explore my body further, Jake slides one hand underneath my bikini bottoms, revealing my aching clit and aroused pussy for him. Instead of pleasuring me with his fingers, Jake slides his tongue deep into my wet hole. The feeling
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