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CHAPTER ONE – SPICING THINGS UP

I had been married, quite happily for around ten years, we married quite young, by modern standards. These days most couple don’t marry until they are in their thirties, but we met at university. I was in the second year of my degree, and he was just finishing his and looking for an internship. We both decided to tie the knot in our mid-twenties. My husband and I had a good life, we both had good jobs, a nice home and a strong relationship. We did not have children, both of us were too focussed on our careers, but we did plan to start a family one day. Some might say we were living the dream, but after ten years of marriage things can get a little… well, dull!

My husband, Philip is a lovely man, kind, loyal, a listener, he makes me laugh – still, after all these years! But he had let himself go; you know how it is. Once the comfort zone is reached, and life gets busy you stop looking after yourself. Well, he did. His hair thinning, his belly expanding, he no longer makes time for the gym and spends most nights sipping whisky and watching TV until he falls asleep on the sofa.

I get it. But I had always refused to let myself go that way. Being fit and healthy, for me, is as much about setting an example to my children as it is about looking good. In fact, I focus more on how fitness makes me feel, than how I look. The fact that I can still fit in clothes that I wore in my late teens, and you could bounce a coin off the cheeks of my arse were bonuses that I was happy to accept. But it meant that, although only two years separated us, my husband looked and acted much older than me.

It also meant that, while I was confident in my skin, Philip had begun to doubt himself, but, like so many people, instead of doing something about it, he looked the other way, preferring to stay in his comfort zone.

This was having a negative effect on our love life. Like I said, I love my husband, but I wasn’t content with watching telly until I fell asleep every evening. I wanted us to have our time! I wanted us to have sex like we used to before our careers really took off and the corporate world leached our joy of life like a vampire feeding on its victim. But Philip was often too tired and when he did make love to me it just wasn’t like it used to be. His old energy, endurance and passion just wasn’t there anymore!

I really struggled with this. Not just the lack of sexual satisfaction, which has always been super important to me, but the lack of intimacy. A kiss and a cuddle are nice, but I wanted more, I needed more!

Is that so wrong? Sexuality is a part of every woman; we are all sexual Goddesses, and we need to be able to express that. Sure, the mainstream narratives in society are all about femininity being about weakness, submission, that sexually active and expressive women are shamed and looked down on. But that all comes from conservative religious narratives and laws written by insecure men!

Oh look, I’m not a radical feminist, sure I believe in equity between the sexes and will call out any misogynistic bullshit I see or hear, but then I met Ria.

Ria was new to the area, we met at the gym and instantly hit it off. We had a lot in common. Both about the same age, both married. But there was something else, she had this… energy, like an aura! You could sense it, feel it, feed off of it. She always had a glint in her eye that suggested she might be up to something, like she was in on some kind of secret. Something… fun!

So, when I told her how unsatisfied I had been with my love life she made a suggestion. Something that, I would never have given a second thought to before. At first it seemed like a joke, but she would sneak the subject into conversation regularly, she was funny and made me howl with laughter, spitting my coffee across the table in the café whenever she brought the subject up.

Listen, I’m not a prude and Philip wasn’t the only man I had ever slept with. I hate using the word slut. It’s so unnecessary. Why should a promiscuous woman be tagged as a slut, but a promiscuous man a stud? It’s unfair! But, in my first year of Uni, before I met Philip, I wanted to enjoy my first taste of freedom away from my parents. I went to a lot of parties, met a lot of guys and slept with several of them. That’s what university is about isn’t it? Yes, you go there to get a higher level of education, but it’s a rite of passage. I had a particular fondness for the rugby lads, they were fun, and they all had incredible bodies. Or, the rowers, all tall and strong… well, you get the picture. I had a type. I guess, the reason I fell for Philip was that he was different. Not an Adonis, but good looking and sweet. The guys I used to hang out with were often a bit full of themselves, most young men are, it’s all deflection but that’s the way young men deal with their insecurities, by pretending to be confident. Philip was more focussed on me, which was nice.

In all that time though, I had never had a threesome, never even really thought about it.

Ria, on the other hand was a veteran. She, and her husband, Dave, had done it several times, she told me. But that wasn’t all… She had two ‘side lovers’ as she put it.

I was shocked. But not as shocked as I was when she told me that Dave knew about this and was okay with it.

Not only did she have great sex with her husband, not only did her and her husband often share their bed with other men – and even women, but she regularly cheated on him too!

“What about your vows?” I asked her somewhat naively.

“Pfft!” she scoffed, “to have and to hold, blah blah blah… nah, we wrote our own vows and there was none of that cliched crap in there.” She smirked.

“Ria!” I stopped and looked around the café realising my voice was too loud and then lowered it, leaning closer to my friend, “I could never cheat on my husband! It’s a matter of respect!”

“Oh, I respect Dave” she said as she placed a piece of flap jack in her mouth, “but I get a thrill out of it. Sex is sex, love is love, why should the two be mutually exclusive?”


I had never thought about that way, and I had to admit, she got me thinking.

Ria started to talk me around to the idea. She even said she knew a guy who would be perfect for our first time. I was still unsure but, just as Ria had suggested, I started to test the idea on Philip. I wasn’t sure how I could encourage him to try something so risqué. He was not an experimental lover, I had way more experience than him and had tried all sorts of things in the bedroom. But Ria had suggested something I thought might work. So, we watched some porn together, at first it was pretty vanilla. I masturbated my husband while we watched and, kept him on edge until the end and he had the biggest orgasm I think he had ever experienced. Because he liked it, he agreed to watch porn more regularly with me. I started to gradually change the style of porn. I showed him threesomes, gangbangs, interracial and, something Ria had suggested called hot wife porn. I wasn’t sure what it meant but it turned out that it was fairly straight forward. Usually, one-on-one sex but in which it was established that the woman was going behind her husband’s back and sleeping with another, more virile lover. Usually, the hot wife’s lover was a black man, a tall, handsome, athletic black man with a huge penis! To be honest I’m not sure that he was really paying that much attention to what was on the screen, but he seemed enjoy our little sessions and I was making it easy for him.

After a few weeks I was chatting to Ria again and told her that I had warmed up to the idea of trying a threesome but wasn’t sure how to broach the idea to Philip, especially how to tell him that I wanted a threesome with another man, not with a woman. Ria’s response to that made me laugh out loud.

“Honey, he can’t even handle you, how would he ever handle two women?”

I felt guilty for laughing but by this point my mind was set, and the porn sessions had got me really turned on, I found myself thinking about sex a lot, just like when I was at Uni.

Ria said she wanted to introduce me to a friend of hers, a guy she and Dave had had some fun with in the past. She said I’d really like him and that he was experienced with first timers. I was really nervous and not sure but, before I could give her an answer, she had already sent him a message. I felt like she had already primed him, I could tell by the glint in her eye that she was up to something.

Later that day I received a message from an unknown number.

“Hi this is Adam; Ria gave me your number.”

I felt butterflies in my stomach and just stared at the words for a few minutes, unsure what to do next. But the tingling up my spine told me that I should play along for a bit, see how this plays out. I asked what he knew and told him I hadn’t made my mind up yet. He seemed cool and not pushy at-all. He told me that everyone feels nervous the first time. I said I hadn’t brought it up with my husband yet and didn’t think he’d go for it. Adam gave me some advice on ways to drop hints, he said Ria had told him about the porn sessions and that this was a great start.

I don’t know what it was, but something about this felt so taboo, but so sexy, but I tried putting it to the back of my head and told myself to forget the whole thing.

That only lasted a couple of days. I was on a break at work when I found myself texting Adam. I knew nothing about him, but I had to admit to feeling a little excited by the idea of texting with a strange man.

“Hi Adam, sorry for the radio silence, I’ve been mulling things over and I’m still undecided.”

As soon as I sent it, I felt a twinge of guilt. He replied just a few minutes later.

“Well, I know very little about you too. Why don’t you start by sending me a picture?”

I blushed so hard at this; I was the one asking for details about him. I thought I’d bat that one right back at him.

“I don’t know what you look like either. I think you should send me a picture!”

It didn’t even strike me at that moment what I was asking, but then he replied urging me to go first. This felt so silly. Is this what teenagers do now? I wondered.

“I’m waiting…”

He replied. I blushed and giggled. He seemed kind of assertive and something in me enjoyed that. What the hell I thought, as I held up my phone and took a selfie sitting at my desk. It was a hot day; I didn’t even think about the fact that my blouse was unbuttoned and the angle I was holding the phone showed off my cleavage and the rim of my lace bra.

“Very nice. How about you show me a little more?”

Oh, he was taking the piss now, I thought.

“You said you would send me a selfie if I sent you one.”

My reply sounded weak, and I cursed myself as I sent it without editing. His reply didn’t sound like a request.

“Undo another button, show me a little more bra.”

I had to admit, I was getting hot under the collar. I glanced around, my office was private enough, but I still felt a little vulnerable. But something about this situation had thrown me off centre, I felt like as this text chat got naughtier, that my inhibitions weakened. I undid two buttons, and opened the collar so that my cleavage was completely on view, a little more of my lace bra showing. I made sure to squeeze my C cup boobs between my arms as I took the selfie, I didn’t even realise I was pouting as I hit ‘send’.

“You have lovely breasts. Now show me a little thigh.”

I blushed so hard, why was he being like this with me? More importantly why was I getting turned on by this? I had forgotten the whole reason to text him was to find out more about him. Somehow, Adam had manipulated… no seduced me into giving him a free cam show and for some reason I was horny as hell and playing along willingly. I hitched up my pencil skirt, my stocking tops on show. I crossed my legs and held the phone up making sure everything was in frame. I pressed send and couldn’t believe that, not only was I flashing my cleavage and stockings, but I was licking my lips too!

“Stockings. Very nice. Send me another. Put the cam on your desk and stand up, pose for me.”

I couldn’t believe what was happening here but by now I was so turned on I could feel the moisture in my panties. I propped the phone against my laptop, pulled the chair out, I stood up and posed, hands on hips. Just as the timer ran out, I winked. I Don’t know why, it just happened.

“Good girl. I do like obedience.”

Obedience! I was just about to put him in his place when his next message came through.

“Lose the skirt”

I found myself staring at the screen, my mouth agape. Who does he think he is? I thought.

“Don’t make me wait.”

Oh my God! I wanted to shut this whole thing down, it had gotten out of hand, but the warmth in my panties and the butterflies fluttering in my stomach told me that resistance was futile. Adam, it seemed, could get anything he wanted from me… or was it just that I was willing to let him, have it? I slid the skirt off and stood there, looking at my toned thighs in the sheer stockings, held up by suspenders, the lace panties, however, were not visible because my shirt was hanging down almost like a miniskirt. I set the timer and posed once more.

“Good. Now lose the shirt.”

I should have guessed. Obviously, things were getting out of hand, but I had gone this far, I might as well continue. I removed the shirt and stood, in my office, in just my underwear – hoping none of my colleagues would knock on my door. I knew I had a great body, toned with curves in the right places and a flat stomach, people often said I could be a bikini model, so I was certain this mysterious stranger would appreciate me in my lingerie.

“You’re a very beautiful woman. I want to see your fingers in your pussy.”

I was so turned on my hand was almost already inside my panties. I glanced up at the clock, five minutes before my next conference call. I sent a quick text.

“I don’t have time; I need to be on a call in 5.”

Adam wasn’t the kind of man to take no for an answer.

“I guess you don’t want to see a that picture after-all.”

I had forgotten the whole reason I started this was to learn more about this stranger. I slid my panties off and started furiously finger fucking my sopping wet cunt. I set the timer on the camera and heard the shutter go just as I reached a quick and unexpected climax.

I sent the picture and then shut my phone down, getting dressed quickly. I needed a minute or two to cool off before running a conference call with an international client.

The rest of that day I was very busy at work, and it wasn’t until I was packing away at the end of the day that I heard my phone vibrate. I picked it up and there were three unread messages. One from Adam, one from Philip and one from Ria. I hesitated and then opened the most recent message, message from my husband. He would be working late again so I would have to sort dinner. Typical!

I checked the message from Ria.

“I know what you did, you naughty girl (wink face).”

What did she mean? Had Adam told her? I was about to text back when I noticed that Adam had sent a picture message. I stared at the screen, my hand shaking. What if he was really ugly or really fat, or old or…. I opened the message and almost dropped the phone. There, looking back at me was the most handsome black man with amazing eyes and the kind of body you only see on magazine covers, he was wearing a pair of tight-fitting jeans and holding a tee shirt in his hand. The jeans were very tight, and I could clearly see the outline of his crotch. That can’t be his cock! I thought to myself, No one has a bulge like that! The typed message simply said, “see you soon”.

I looked at the time and realised I needed to get to the supermarket before it closed, if I was to get what I needed for dinner.


CHAPTER TWO – THE MEETING

Another week had passed, and I hadn’t contacted Adam again. Although I could not get the image of his Adonis body out of my head, I felt guilty. What I had done was tantamount to cheating on my husband and without the plume of extreme arousal clouding my judgement I knew it was wrong. Ria, however, felt differently.

“Oh babe, you have to hit him up again. I told you he was perfect for you, didn’t I?”

“Girl, I am so conflicted about the whole thing” I responded, “… and I can’t believe he told you!”

“Tell me? He sent me the pictures! You are one hot mumma!”

I blushed hard. My friend leaned across the coffee table and placed a hand on mine, her eyes fixing mine, her voice low so as not to be heard by the barista clearing cups from the next table. “Just speak to him, he’ll tell you everything you need to know to set up a threesome and then you get to have the hottest man you’ve ever had in your bed.”

“Ria!” I reeled back, “my husband--”

“Is the reason you are even contemplating this in the first place. Honey, you need this! Trust me, you will not regret it!”

She was right though, even though I had tried forgetting the whole incident I just could not get it out of my head. Not just how handsome and sexy this man was, but the way he seemed to just effortlessly take control and, even via the medium of text messaging, I was putty in his hands. That more than anything made my loins tingle. It had been a long time since I had been with a man so assertive and confident, and it made me think thoughts that would make a porn star blush!

I sent him a text later that day. No flirting, I just told him I was interested but needed to know more about him. He gave me a call and we ended up chatting for about half an hour, his voice was deep, but soft, his tone seemed sincere. I got the sense that he had a lot of self-confidence but didn’t display arrogance, which told me that he had little ego unlike most men who tend to overcompensate when trying to act with confidence.

He told me that the husband is often reluctant, because most men are insecure about their sexuality and their endowment, they will harshly compare themselves to the other male lover and the anxiety created in their mind, because of the way society presents male sexuality and the power dynamics of relationships, can affect their performance. He said it’s normal so that, to help my husband we should all meet up for a drink to discuss boundaries. Already, it was sounding more complicated than the simple idea of having no strings sex with two men. He seemed to detect my uncertainty, so he offered an alternative course of action. I could, he suggested, have a threesome without my husband. Just him and another man, they would both take care of me and treat me with respect. He said that Ria had done it and several other wives. Some, he said came back more than once. I shut that down; I didn’t like the idea of excluding my husband. I already felt like I had cheated by having phone sex with Adam.

By this time, I had hinted a few times with Philip that night, while stroking his cock, as we lay in bed, I asked him outright. How would he feel about us spicing up our love life? I knew what I was doing, keeping him on edge. The way my inhibitions were stripped away by Adam in the office that day, I knew Philip would become more suggestible if I got him turned on first. He was reluctant but he admitted it would be hot. I didn’t say at first that I wanted a threesome with another man, I simply asked how he would feel if we brought a third party into our love life. As an experiment, a threesome. Every man, no matter what they say, all have fantasies of a bed full of hunnies, so I played on that. I left it open ended; I asked him to think about it, about a threesome.

After another week or so, and constant nudges from me he eventually agreed to consider it. I told him it would be hot, that we would both enjoy it but reassured him that I love only him, and nothing would change that.

When I eventually told him that I had someone in mind and that they had experience with first time couples, so they would be respectful to our relationship he seemed surprised, but I didn’t give him time to dwell on it. I set up a meeting there and then and then I showed Philip a picture (not the topless one) of Adam. To say that Philip was unhappy is an understatement. But I didn’t back down. I questioned if he was being homophobic because he didn’t want to see another man naked. I implied that if this was the case then maybe he had some latent homosexuality he needed to address. This annoyed Philip, so I played the race card – did he not like the idea because Adam is black? The guilt trip from this hurt him. I reassured my husband, held him, kissed him, and reaffirmed that I love him. Inside my head, however, I was negatively comparing him to Adam. My sweet, kind, loving husband wasn’t in great shape, not fat but certainly not toned, a little flabby in places, with love handles and a soft little pot belly. His hair was thinning, he had bags under his eyes because he worked too hard and relied too much on caffeine to get through the day. Adam, on the other hand, was tall dark and handsome, lean, athletic, chiselled abs and cheekbones, a strong jawline, dark inviting eyes… and that bulge!

I should say, at this point, that porn has done a lot of damage to expectations. Does size really matter? Of course, it does, but, honestly, anything over six inches is enough to please a woman, girth matters but more than anything it’s what the man does with it that makes all the difference. I had been with men who were bigger than Philip and were terrible in the sack. But I had been with a black guy back in college who had a good length and good girth, it wasn’t porn star big and didn’t hurt, but he had a lot of endurance. It was the first time I had made love all night long and still the only time a man had given me more than a couple of orgasms. But we were only friends with benefits, and he wasn’t the kind of man to settle down with one girl. The last I heard he was divorced and not in a good place, because he had cheated on his wife and ruined his life. I definitely dodged a bullet, I thought.


A few days later and Philip and myself were sitting in a local bar waiting for Adam to join us for a drink. When he walked in and looked around, I caught his eye, and it literally took my breath away. He was almost as tall as the door frame, wearing a tight-fitting tee shirt that complimented his athletic build. Good definition on his arms, that stretched the sleeves but not over muscled. More like a Premier league footballer than a bodybuilder.

We sat and chatted, Adam was charming and made a real effort to show respect and put Philip at ease. He said we would all have a lot of fun, and that any sense of anxiety was all in the way we were thinking about the situation. He and Philip seemed to get along, I could tell that Philip was still a little unsure, but Adam had a way about him. Like I said, he was charming and assertive. Just as he had persuaded me out of my knickers a few days prior, he somehow assured my husband that this was all a good idea and something he would definitely not regret trying.

We chatted for an hour and then all got up to leave. Adam shook my husband’s hand and then pulled me in for a hug and we kissed each other on the cheek, like friends. But just as he was turning to leave, I felt his hand slide down my back and settle on my bottom. He didn’t pinch, just held it there for a couple of seconds and gave it a subtle squeeze. That was the first time I noticed how big his hands felt on my body. I felt the heat rise up into my face, so I quickly turned and collected our empty glasses and took them back to the bar, so as not to let my husband see my obvious arousal.

A week later we would have our threesome.


CHAPTER THREE – THE NIGHT OF NIGHTS

In the days leading up to the big night I couldn’t stop thinking about Adam, about his build, his shape, his dark dreamy eyes, the way his big hand discreetly caressed my bum. I spoke to Ria, and she seemed even more excited than I was. She seemed to keep hinting that I was getting myself into something I was unprepared for, each time I tried to probe her to explain what she was getting at she would just wink and say you’ll see.

Philip, on the other hand, seemed quite trepidatious but each time he tried to bring it up, I just told him to relax and that it would be fine. I told him to just go with the flow and enjoy sharing me. It was a threesome, after-all, and I wanted to enjoy two men – one of which was the man I had chosen to spend my life with. I said that it was a game and if he really didn’t enjoy it, we wouldn’t do it again, just chalk it up as a failed experiment. But was that true? Was I saying that to put him at ease, or to convince myself? To justify my actions?

I sent a couple of messages to Adam who seemed to be keeping his cards close to his chest. But then, the day before our ‘date’ he sent a message which said simply:

“Send me a picture. Just you in your underwear.”

I was at home and Philip was working late as usual. I felt very naughty but couldn’t help blushing and giggling like a schoolgirl. I felt so naughty as I dressed in a matching purple bra and panty set with sheer stockings. I set the phone on the dresser and posed for a full length shot. Adam replied almost immediately.

“Again.”

I bit my lip, and then took another shot in a different pose.

“Get on the bed and pose again.”

I did as I was told. I sat propped up on a couple of fluffy pillows. One leg bent, the other extended out, one hand behind my head and the other stroking my thigh.

“Good. Now open your legs.”

I posed again, following his instructions. Another two poses followed and then I heard Philp pulling up on the drive. I told Adam I had to go. His last replied made me blush more than ever.

“Good girl. Now masturbate thinking about me. See you tomorrow.”

I quickly got in the shower and masturbated furiously thinking about the man who had, once again, seduced me down to my underwear via text.


The following night I was sitting on the edge of the bed in a brand-new lingerie set, black lace, bra, panties, stocking and garter belt. I had applied subtle but sensual makeup and freshly crimped my hair; I was super excited. I knew that the night was going to be hot, but I had no idea just how hot. My husband on the other hand was working himself up into a state, pacing the room nervously. I called him over to me and took his hands in mine. I looked up at him and said calmly and softly, “it’s too late to back out now honey. Remember what Adam said, just relax and enjoy it. I want you to know I really appreciate you doing this for me, I know it wasn’t your idea and the fact that you are willing to do this shows me how much you love me. Please try and enjoy it babe.”

He said nothing, he just nodded. Moments later the doorbell rang. I told Philip to invite out guest in, that they should both have a drink before meeting me in the bedroom. I could hear them talking downstairs. I couldn’t make out exactly what they were saying but the deepness of Adam’s voice resonated in my ears, and I felt an excited flutter in my abdomen.

Finally, the door opened and in walked Philip he glanced at me and then stepped aside as Adam walked in. The difference in their demeanours was as stark as the difference between their respective heights and builds. Adam exuded confidence and sex appeal, like a Black James Bond. He was wearing designer jeans and a tight-fitting, low-neck tee shirt, I stared into his dark, dreamy eyes and felt my pussy instantly moisten.

I said nothing, I slowly rose to me feet and stepped over to my husband. I gave him a kiss and then leant into him and whispered huskily, “take your clothes off.”

I turned to face Adam and felt a large hand around the small of my back. He pulled me in close, my hands pressed against his strong chest, I stared up into his eyes and felt the ability to speak desert me.

I rose up onto my toes as our lips met and fireworks went off in my head. How could one man have such an effect on me? I moaned into his mouth as my hands found their way to his chiselled cheeks and his hands squeezed my toned buttocks. I could feel the bulge in the front of his jeans pressing against my abdomen. I slid my hands under his tee shirt and could feel the ridges of his washboard abs. I slid the tee shirt up, but Adam stopped me. I looked at him in confusion, but he just smiled softly and placed a hand on my head signalling me to take to my knees, which I did obligingly.

I looked up at him, still speechless as he stripped his tee shirt off. Then, what he said next surprised me.

“Philip, your wife wishes to suck your cock.”

I glanced at my naked husband who was standing stroking his average sized penis. It looked like he was having a little performance anxiety attack, so I smiled and beckoned him to me. I took his penis into my mouth and went to work, teasing him with my lips and tongue. It took longer than usual, but finally he started to get hard. While I was doing this, I failed to notice Adam slip out of his jeans and underwear.

But, when I felt a large warm hand gently turn my head, I found myself staring his huge, thick semi-hard cock at eye level. It was bigger and girthier than anything I had ever seen, almost as big as the ones you see in porn. It must have been 9 inches and as thick as a rolling pin, and it hung down between his toned thighs. I suddenly found my voice, “Oh my God! Adam, it’s huuuge!” I gushed.

He guided my face and gently pressed it against the top of his shaft. I kissed the awesome piece of meat and realised that one of my hands was already sliding into my moist panties.

“Ask for it.” He said softly, but sternly.

“Please Adam” I said with a crack in my quivering voice “please may I suck you?”

He nodded his approval, and I took it into my mouth. It stretched my mouth and made me gag as it grew to its full length and girth. I spat it out and gasped for air, “I don’t think I can do it… it’s too big!” I felt ashamed of myself.

“Nonsense, just relax.” He said in a soft but deep voice.

I tried again, this time, being mentally prepared for the sensation I relaxed into suckling on the head and moaned lustfully as I did so. I loved sucking cock, there was something very sexy and empowering about pleasuring a man, feeling him melt at your touch but this was different. Instead of me being in control and controlling him with my mouth, my mouth submitted to his monster ebony penis.

He pushed my head slightly, pushing his cock a little deeper into my mouth. I took the hint and began to slide my mouth up and down going slightly deeper each time. I gagged and giggled as saliva dribbled down my chin. But without a further pause I spat on the shaft, wrapped the fingers of my spare hand around it and looked up at him, my eyes telling him everything he needed to know. I continued to give the blow job of my life, I still couldn’t get the full length in my mouth, but the thick head hit the back of my throat and choked me several times, which only turned me on more. I wrapped both hands around his shaft as I sucked lustfully on his meat.

“Don’t forget your husband.” Adam said, reminding me there was a third party in the room.

Without looking away from my new lover I reached out and grabbed Philip’s much smaller penis. It was only semi hard, but I stroked it as Adam began to move his hips back and forth, slowly and gently fucking my mouth, which, again, made me moan libidinously.

After a few more minutes Adam pulled back and guided me onto the bed. I got up on all fours and looked at Philip, “Pull my panties down darling, I want to feel your tongue.” I didn’t even feel guilty relegating my husband to the rear end so that I could show more attention to Adam’s beautiful penis.

Several more minutes passed, and I started to have my first orgasm, but Adam stopped me. He pulled back and said, “turn around”.


I turned around and kissed my husband as I wiggled my arse at Adam. Then I felt something smack my buttock which shocked me slightly, but in a good way. Adam was spanking me with his huge cock! I was desperate to take him inside me but wasn’t sure I could handle his size. Would it hurt? But then he began to rub his cock on my sopping wet pussy, and I just froze, to say I was turned on beyond belief would only partly describe what I was feeling. I wanted him inside me so badly, I looked back at him, my eyes pleading for it. But Adam grinned, there was mischief on his face as the words came out.

“Beg for it” he said sternly, “beg for my big black cock.”

“Please Adam, please fuck me!” I pleaded.

He slapped my arse with his big hand, “again!”

“Please pleeease Adam! Please fuck my tight pussy, I beg you!” I beseeched him.

I didn’t feel humiliated being made to beg, I felt nothing but lust, my body shaking with anticipation. My husband had backed off to the corner of the room by this point, he looked like a rabbit in the headlights.

Adam pushed the head of his penis against my inviting pussy lips and then rubbed it up and down, coating his bell end with my juices. I moaned wantonly, “pleeease!” I cried out. I could not believe how turned on I was and how easily I had been reduced to a wanton sex hungry minx.

And then, without warning he thrust into me making me scream out loud. I felt my vagina stretch wider than ever before. The sensation of fullness sent shivers up my spine and made me squeal. I sound like a cliché, but it hurt so good! His cock seemed to bottom out about halfway in made me sweat. He held it there for a few seconds and them slowly pulled back and then he thrust back in, this time a little deeper and again I squealed. This continued several more times until I felt his masculine meat truly bottom out in me. It felt like he was reshaping my vagina. It hurt, it really hurt, but it felt so good to be stretched and filled, and I knew I was his. His abdomen slammed into my buttocks and his penis probed deeper than anyone had ever been before, slipping up into the posterior fornix behind my uterus. I had experienced many anterior cervical orgasms with Philip, but I had never had a cock this deep in me before and my body immediately started shaking uncontrollably. I let out a sustained cry as the biggest orgasm of my life exploded through my body. But if I thought that was the end of it, I was wrong. Adam began a merciless rhythm. For the next hour he fucked me like I had never been fucked before, fluctuating the pace from slow, to fast, to jackhammer. He pushed me down and straddled my thighs, arching my spine to pound me in prone bone, pinning me to the bed. I clawed at the sheets as I moaned and cried and screamed the whole time. It hurt but I had never felt sensations like it, I was losing my mind and as much as I didn’t want to admit it to myself, this gorgeous, sexy black man and his huge penis was changing me.


I could not believe it as my body was rocked by orgasm after orgasm. I occasionally glanced up at my shell-shocked husband who was sat, slumped in the corner of the room watching me being taken by this Adonis. A big hand pulled my head back and Adam claimed my mouth with his, continuing to grind his huge cock deep inside me. I was completely at his mercy, and I was loving it. Finally, I heard his breathing become rapid and he picked his pace up and then he said, “who owns this pussy?”

I replied instantly “you do!”

“Say my name!” He demanded.

“Adam” I cried.

“Call me daddy.”

“Yes daddy!”

“Tell me what you want.”

“I want your cock!”

“Whose cock?”

“Daddies cock, I need daddy’s cock!”

“Get ready slut!” He growled “Daddy’s gonna feed your pussy!”

It felt humiliating as I willingly submitted to him, but it also felt incredibly right, I just could not help myself.

Adam let out a roar and pushed deep into me as he ejaculated streams of hot sticky cum deep into my womb and I loved it. As his seed filled me, I climaxed again, screaming in pleasure, my orgasm sucked his seed up inside me as spurt after spurt exploded out from his huge balls. He collapsed down on top of me, I turned my head to find his mouth and claim a passionate kiss.

After a few minutes he pulled out and I turned around to clean his cock off with my mouth. I had forgotten all about my husband but now, the only thing that mattered was this handsome, charming God and his huge penis. I worshipped his penis with my mouth and felt it grow hard in impossibly quick time. I looked up at him, a plea in my eyes, “please daddy, please fuck me again.”

Adam pushed me down onto the bed, on my back and climbed on top. Once again, his large cock penetrated me, stretching my pussy lips again provoking a deep throaty moan from me. I wrapped my arms around his back and pulled him tight to me, I had never wanted to be so close to a man before, never wanted to be taken with as much desire as I felt at that moment. Another hour passed and several more orgasms later I realised that my husband had left the room. I twinge of guilt stung me like a bee, but that was soon forgotten as Adam lifted me up off the bed, pinning me to the wall. I cried out as he fucked me in this upright position. I panted, a grunted and begged and sobbed.

By the time we had both worn each other out, five hours had passed, and I lay in a sweaty embrace with my new lover. My face rested on his firm chest as I gently traced the outline of his abs with my fingernails, I had never experienced anything like it, to be so turned on that I just had orgasm after orgasm after orgasm. I felt guilty that I had let Adam cum inside me twice more as well as on my tits, arse and in my mouth. But this had been the best sex of my life, and I knew it would not be the last time I fucked ‘daddy’.


CHAPTER FOUR – DENIAL

A week had passed since that night and things had been understandably tense between Philip and me. I kept trying to make it up to him, but he could barely look me in the eye. Naturally I turned to Ria for support. Equally as naturally she didn’t seem to care about Philip or the state of our marriage, she only wanted to talk about that night and how I felt about Adam.

“Have you spoken to him since?” She asked as she sipped her latte.

I looked down, “no, I feel so guilty. I’m really worried that I have ruined my marriage for one night of—”

“Mind blowing sex!” Ria interjected!

“Ria!” I snapped, “This is serious!” I felt my eyes moisten,

Ria patted my hand and smiled sympathetically, “you know what you need hun?”

“A rewind button?” I said grumpily.

“Pff! Fuck no. You need to call Adam and arrange another date!”

I scowled at her and the audacity of her to suggest such a thing, “Ria! I’m not going to start dating Adam. We had one night together… that’s it!”

My friend said nothing, but her expression spoke volumes. She knew as well as I did, that I couldn’t stay away from Adam for long. As much as I tried to put him out of my mind I couldn’t.

It wasn’t me who made the first move though. It was Friday afternoon, and I was just finishing up some admin at work. We usually finished early on a Friday and would all go to a local bar for a tram ‘de-brief’.

When my phone pinged, I grabbed it absent mindlessly, assuming it was one of my colleagues hurrying me up to meet them at the bar. My jaw dropped. It was a message from Adam. It had no text, just a picture of his erect penis with one of his huge hands wrapped around it.

I blushed hard and felt that warmth instantly rise inside my panties.

Another message came through, it read: “Daddy says hello.”

I gulped.

A few text messages later and I was on my way home, having fobbed my colleagues off with an excuse. When I pulled up onto the driveway Adam was already parked up waiting. Less than a minute later and we were inside ripping each other’s clothes off. I was completely out of my mind with lust, all I wanted was to feel this sexy man have his way with me, to ravish my body and make me scream in pleasure again.


Soon he had me bent over the sofa, my panties pulled down by my knees and his giant cock pressing slowly into my dripping pussy. I gasped and moaned, it felt so good that my legs shook.

“Oh, please daddy, please fuck me!” I cried out.

Adam spanked my firm, round arse a couple of times and then thrust into me hard. I took his size much easier this time, now it felt like I had always been meant to take his massive meat stick. I reached between my thighs and rubbed my clit as a body rocking orgasm shook my body. My legs quivered and gave out, but Adam held me up as he continued to ram into me. I cried and screeched with each thrust into my extremely sensitive vagina. It felt painful, but so incredible.

“Who’s pussy?” Adam’s question sounded more like a statement.

“Yours daddy!” I cried out “it’s your pussy!”

I had a second orgasm and this time Adam let me sink to my knees to gather my senses.

But if I thought this was just a quicky I was wrong. He ordered me onto the sofa, “get on all fours.” He said sternly, but softly.

“I’m going to claim your arse and make you daddy’s three-hole whore. What do you say?”

I purred a hesitant but lustful affirmative. I wasn’t a stranger to anal, but I had never taken anything as long or girthy as Adam’s black cock in my rear before. I heard Adam walk into the kitchen. I glanced up as he looked around and then grabbed a jar of coconut oil, “this’ll do.” He said, returning to the sofa.

I felt him slowly inset a finger into my arsehole, lubing it up with the oil. I moaned as he inserted a second, and shortly after a third. He continued to gently tease and ream my anus with three fingers for several minutes before climbing up onto the sofa behind me.

I felt is hard again penis pressing against my hole, I was nervus, I had never taken a dick this big in my arse before. Centimetre by centimetre he pushed his cock in. I moaned and groaned with a mixture of pain and pleasure. By the time he was balls deep inside me, I was panting raggedly, the sensation of fullness and the pressure on the back of my posterior fornix felt incredible. Slowly he started to pull out again, all the way to the tip and then he pushed in again, a little quicker this time. He started to increase the speed, keeping a gentle rhythm.

“Who owns this ass?” He asked.

“You do daddy!” I panted.


As he continued to take my anus he smacked his big hand against my buttocks several times, making me yelp with each strike. By the time he was balls deep inside my anus I could swear I felt his cock in my stomach. The sensation of fullness was like nothing I had felt before. My body started to quack and quiver uncontrollably, and then I exploded into the biggest orgasm of the afternoon. I screamed his name as he continued to take my arse, pounding me in several different positions. Just like before he marked his territory by ejaculating a huge load inside me. I had never had a man orgasm inside my anus before, but I liked it, I liked feeling my man’s juices filling me up, the warmth from his seed slopping around inside my bowels.

I cleaned him off with my mouth and we both got dressed. Adam didn’t want my husband to catch us together like this, he said we needed to break it to him slowly.

“Break what?” I asked naively.

“That your holes belong to daddy now. Don’t pretend you don’t want it. You’re mine now. Philip will need to come to terms with the fact that he no longer gets to have you. You deserve better.”

I shook my head, I felt hurt, angry, “er excuse me, but you are not fucking with my marriage!”

“Don’t be naïve. You fucked up your marriage that first night. You know you’ll never feel your husband inside you again, even if you do let him have sex with you. You’re a whore for big black cock now.”

“I am not a whore!” I snapped.

Adam pulled me in and kissed me and I melted in his embrace. Okay, there was no denying it. I would do anything for this beautiful man.

“You, see?” He said with a smugness I had not seen before. “I’m not asking you to end your marriage, Philip can stay. It’s not like I’m going to move in with you. But he should know that from now on your only have sex with me, and that I can come over and have you anytime I want.”

“Do I not get a say in this?” my voice was low and soft.

“You’ve already had your say. Who do your holes belong to?” He smirked and I knew he had me.

EPILOGUE


I didn’t tell Philip right away, but he must have known something was wrong, when I made excuses to not be around at weekends. For the next month I would go over to Adam’s, and we would have incredible mind-blowing sex but eventually I would have to tell him. There would be no way I could hide the pregnancy from him.

It was a Friday night and Adam had been here for an hour. We were sitting on the sofa making out and chatting when Philip walked in. I won’t bore you with the details, but you can imagine he was not happy to find his wife cheating on him. Myself and Adam explained to him the arrangement we had agreed on. Myself and Philip would stay together, I loved him, and I valued our friendship, but I would only have sex with Adam. Adam explained to him that he would be allowed to watch if he happened to be in when he visited but he was not to complain if Adam stayed the night and relegated him to the spare room or the sofa. Likewise, I would stay with Adam most weekends.

He didn’t take the news about my impending pregnancy well, but I reminded him that he had always wanted to be a father, so now he would get to have his dream. Sure, it would mean raising another man’s child as his own, a beautiful little brown baby but to alternative was for him to live his life alone. I knew he would never be able to meet another woman, especially one as hot as me.

As for me? I’ve never been happier. I have a stable marriage with a man I love, a beautiful baby girl and a hunky black lover who satisfies all my sexual needs. Technically I’m not a one-man woman though, Adam does like to share me with his friends from time to time and I’m always happy to suck and fuck any well hung, hunky black man if that’s what daddy wants.

As for Ria? Well, she knows everything, and she has since admitted that she and Adam panned the whole thing, the saucy cow. But how could I stay mad at her for long? This is my best life!

I love being daddy’s three whole slut! That’s right, slut. I’m reclaiming it, I’m taking it back! You can’t shame me!

The End
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SHE WANTED MORE, BUT COULD
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