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Chapter One

I'm a little shocked at my best friend's revelation, but not too shocked. She's always had an adventurous streak, a streak which I sometimes wish I possessed. 

I thank the waiter for my coffee and lower my voice. "Really?" I say. 

Janine stirs her drink and fixes me with a dreamy stare. "Really," she murmurs. 

"And it was amazing. Really amazing… I can still feel what he did to me, if you know what I mean." My blank expression tells her I don't know what she means. 

She leans over the table and lowers her voice too. "Put it like this… I'm finding it very sore to sit on this seat. He was a very big boy, and he knew how to use it." 

She has a look of total satisfaction on her face, and her cheeks flush red as she tells me more. "And Harry loved watching me with him. He jerked himself off and filmed us. I've never seen him so turned on." She takes a sip of her latte and smiles. "It was so intense, Sarah. You should try it; I'm sure Paul would love it just like Harry did. I can even give you Oliver's number. I'm sure he'd be happy to break you in too." 

I feel my eyebrows raising, and Janine laughs at my reaction. "That's what Harry called it… he said it was like watching me being broken in, and if I'm honest, that's what it felt like. Harry's okay in bed, but Oliver's cock was out of this world. I'd definitely never been fucked properly before him… and now I suppose I am broken in. You should try it, Hun. I mean it." 

My panties are wet and my clit is throbbing. The images of Janine being fucked by a big black man while her husband watched are certainly arousing, and I'd be a liar if I said I wasn't curious about asking my own husband to let me do it. "I can't ask Paul to let me do that," I whisper, avoiding the stare of the elderly woman at the table next to us. I'm sure she can hear us, so I speak even more quietly. "Anyway… and no offense to you, Janine… wouldn't that make me some sort of… slut?" 

Janine takes no offense, and laughs. "Well, yes, it would, but that's what a lot of men like, Sarah, and I certainly had no moral qualms about doing it… it was Harry's idea, and I'm not too much of a prude to turn down ten inches of cock, my darling. That's what my husband wanted to see, and I gave it to him. Ask Paul, you might be pleasantly surprised" 

I shake my head. "I can't. Paul's not like that." 

"He watches porn with you, doesn't he? And you told me he bought you that black dildo. Maybe he's trying to live out a fantasy that you could bring to life for him. Just drop a hint, see how he reacts." Janine takes out her phone and taps the screen a few times. My own phone beeps somewhere in the depths of my bag. "There," says Janine. "I've sent you Oliver's number. He's very approachable and very yummy. If Paul agrees, just give him a call. You won't regret it." 

Chapter Two

It's been a week since my conversation with Janine, and of course I haven't said anything to my husband. I knew I wasn't going to the moment myself and Janine said our goodbyes. I know my husband's not the sort of man who'd like to see another man fucking me, and I know I'd rather keep my marriage intact than give in to some silly fantasy that my friend has put in my head. 

We have a decent sex life anyway, and I've never wanted more from Paul, although the thought of a big black cock is foremost in my mind as Paul retrieves the black dildo from the drawer next to the bed and smiles at me as I open my legs wider. 

His cock jerks in my hand as I stroke it, and my clit tingles as the tip of the toy slides along my slit and probes my entrance. Paul presses it against my resistance, and it slides inside me making me groan. Th black rubber makes my flesh look as white as snow, and as my juices dribble from my hole I imagine how Janine felt when a real life ten-inch cock penetrated her. The dildo is almost eight inches long, and that feels big, a ten-inch cock would either blow my mind or hurt or me. Paul begins sliding the dildo in and out of me, and I quicken my strokes on his cock, imagining him watching me fuck another man. "Yeah," I moan as he plunges the toy into my depths. "Fuck me hard with it. make me cum on the black cock, baby." 

Paul likes it when I speak about the toy as if it's real, and his cock swells as my pussy squelches and I groan in pleasure. "You like that black cock, Sarah?" he murmurs, ramming it in and out of me, the fake balls slamming into my arsehole and my juices coating the shaft. 

"Yes," I shout, lifting my hips so the dildo can hit me deep. "I fucking love it. 

Fuck me harder!" 

Paul does as I ask, and I moan as my cunt stretches and the dildo burrows deeper into me. "You'd like to fuck a real black cock wouldn't you? I bet you would. 

Tell me you would, Sarah." 

He's never spoken like that before, and my clit throbs with desire as I answer. 

"Yes! Yes, I'd love to fuck a huge black cock!" His cock twitches under my fingers and I squeeze him tight in my fist, making him shudder. "Would you like to watch me fucking a black cock, baby? Would you like to see a thick black dick making your slut wife come?" 

Paul thrusts the dildo deeper into me and I squirm on the bed as I come, my pussy tightening, and my teeth digging into my bottom lip. 

"I could make it happen," gasps Paul, continuing to fuck me with the toy, another orgasm rolling right off my first, and making my whole-body shake. 

"What?" I say through gritted teeth. "What do you mean?" 

Paul is close to coming, his cock is jerking and his face is contorting with lust. 

"Do you want to really fuck a black man," he gasps. "I mean… really?" 

I nod, my other hand sliding down my belly and my fingers finding my engorged slippery clit. "Yes, really, Paul. I'd love it." 

A hot stream of cum splatters my tits and belly, and I moan as Paul empties his balls over me. Cum coats my hand as the last of his load dribbles from his cock, 

and he slows the dildo inside me until he slides it from me with a sucking sound. 

"I need to ask you something," he says, lowering himself onto the bed next to me, his cock still in my sticky hand. 

I give my clit one final rub and look at him. "Ask me then," I urge. 

"I was speaking to Harry," he says. 

My pussy releases a fresh river of juice. Please be about to ask me what I hope you're going to ask me. 

"Oh?" 

He props himself up on his elbow and stares me in the eyes. "Don't be angry when I ask you, and just say no if you don't like the sound of it, okay?" 

I nod slowly. "Okay. I promise." 

He takes a deep breath and his cock begins stiffening in my hand again. "Harry let Janine fuck a black guy while he watched them. They both loved it, and…

well… I'd like us to do it. Harry gave me the guy's number and all I have to do is phone him." 

I try and pretend to look shocked, but my body is trembling inside, and I'm more excited than I've ever been. "Do you think it's a good idea?" I say, coaxing a full erection from his cock with slow movements of my hand. "Who is this guy?" 

"His name's Oliver, and he's… how do I put it? very well endowed. He's fucking huge, Sarah. Harry showed me a photo. I've got it on my phone if you'd like to see?" 

I nod, trying not to look too eager. "Okay, show me." 

Paul takes his phone off the bedside cabinet and I continue stimulating his cock, keeping him in a state of arousal. I want him to be turned on. I want him to think he's persuaded me to fuck the man that Janine's already told me so much about. 

Paul shows me his phone and I can hardly contain my shock. "Jesus," I mumble, taking the phone from my husband and studying the photo. "Are you sure you want to share me with him?" 

Paul smiles. "Oh yes. Look at him. I'd love to see that cock inside you." 

Oliver is huge in every sense. In the photo, he's lying on Janine and Harry's bed, I even recognise the quilt cover I bought them for Christmas, and he is immense. 

He's young, dark, and well-built, with muscles and tattoos making him look every inch the stud Janine told me he was. It's what's rearing into the air from between his legs which has me rubbing my clit again though. 

His hard cock is huge. Long, thick, and slick and shiny with what I assume are the pussy juices of my friend. It's a cock that I long to lick and suck and guide between my legs. I hand Paul his phone and take his little cock in my hand again. "Okay," I say, "arrange it. If you're sure." 

Chapter Three

It hasn't taken Paul long to arrange the meeting with Oliver. I left it all down to my husband, letting him believe that I had no prior knowledge about what Janine and Harry did. Janine was super excited when I told her that Paul had spoken to Harry about it, and she's promised not to let anyone know that I already had Oliver's number. 

Oliver will be arriving soon and I'm as ready as I can be. I've removed every last hair from my pussy as Paul requested — he says he wants to see every detail of my pussy stretching around the big black dick that I'm going to be taking soon. 

I've decided to wear a simple black dress and some sexy underwear, and my auburn hair is hanging loose. 

I may look calm on the exterior, but inside I'm a muddle of nerves and anticipation. I can't wait to meet Oliver, but I'm becoming more and more scared with every second that passes. 

A knock on the door alerts us that our guest is here, and I rush upstairs as planned. Paul wants to meet him first, and wants me to be waiting in the bedroom for him when he introduces us. It's a good plan as far as I'm concerned, after all, I'm not really interested in small talk with Oliver. I just want to fuck him, and I hope that's all he wants from me. 

I leave the bedroom door ajar and listen to the men talking as Paul lets our guest in. My heart is thumping at my chest as Paul tells Oliver I'm upstairs and waiting for him, and my pussy floods with juices as the men climb the stairs. 

Paul appears in the room first, closely shadowed by Oliver, who looms over him. 

"Oliver," says my husband, "this is Sarah. Your fuck for the night." 

Oliver laughs, and I blush. "You could be a little more tactful," I say. 

"Well he's right, isn't he?" says Oliver, tossing his jacket onto the seat in the corner of the room and beginning to remove his t-shirt. "That's why I'm here anyway." 

He's gorgeous. Tall, handsome, and with deep black skin which glistens under the lights as he slips his shirt over his head and reveals his toned torso. 

"You don't waste any time," I smile, taking in his rippling abs and smouldering eyes. 

Paul begins undressing too, and I realise that It's going to be happening a lot sooner than I anticipated. I sit on the edge of the bed watching the two men undress, but my eyes are mostly on Oliver. He's making my husband look very inadequate as he slips his clothes off, but when he takes his underwear off and his cock springs out, he really puts Paul to shame. 

It's huge, just like in the photo, and I moisten my lips with a swipe of my tongue as it twitches and jerks in the air. "Pleased to meet you," I murmur. 

Oliver winks and looks me up and down. "I've shown you mine, now you show me yours," he suggests. 

Paul stands next to Oliver, his own erection not a fraction of the size of the big black man's. He fumbles with his phone and points it at me. "Go on, get undressed, Sarah. I'm going to film the whole thing." He looks at Oliver. "That's okay, isn't it? You don't mind being filmed?" 

"As long as you send it to me too, I don't care a fuck," he says. "I enjoy watching myself fucking slutty white wives. Film away, Paul." He fixes his eyes on me. 

"Are you going to show me what you've got under that dress, Sarah?" 

I nod and reach for my dress zipper as Oliver watches me, his thick cock slowly rising and falling in front of him as I reveal my body. My dress falls to the floor at my feet, and he smiles as I unclasp my bra and my tits roll free, my nipples rock hard and achingly sore. "Nice," he says slowly, taking his cock in his fist and making a few lazy strokes along its thick length. "Very nice, Sarah. Now show me your cunt." 

Paul smiles at me, moving his phone as he films me undressing for the big man who's about to fuck me in front of him. "Go on," he says, "show him." 

I'm in a state of heightened arousal. A state I've never been in before. I know I would come if somebody so much as brushed my swollen clit, and I'm careful not to arouse myself any further as I slide my panties down my legs and sigh as Oliver steps closer to me. He stands a foot away from me, the tip of his cock almost touching my belly as he bends it towards me. "Nice and smooth," he says, looking down at my shaved mound. "I'm looking forward to filling that for you." 

He smells delicious, and his body looks hard and rugged. I can't wait for him to fill me, and my hand trembles as I reach between us and wrap my fingers around

his cock. He sighs as I squeeze his hardness, and I look at my husband. "I can't hold it all in my hand," I say. 

Paul nods. "I can see that, baby. It's gonna stretch your cunt so fucking wide." 

Oliver laughs. "Lie on the bed," he says, "and open your legs. I want to taste you." 

He places a hand on my chest and it covers the whole of a breast. My nipple tingles as he applies firm pressure and pushes me backwards until I feel the bed on the back of my legs. I reluctantly take my hand off his throbbing cock and allow myself to fall backwards, opening my legs and raising my knees as I sink into the mattress. 

The two men stand at the foot of the bed looking down at me. Paul pointing his phone at me, with his cock looking tiny compared to the huge black length of the man next to him. It's hard to believe that there can be such a size difference between two men, and I wonder if my husband is ever going to feel the same inside me when Oliver has finished with me. 

I move a hand between my legs and part my slippery lips, desperate to be touched by Oliver. "Please," I say. "Touch me." 

Oliver places a big hand on each of my knees and prises my thighs wider as he lowers his head between my legs. He moves straight to my pussy, and I groan as his lips make contact with my sensitive flesh and his tongue dips briefly into my hole. 

I move my fingers on my clit as he runs his tongue along my slit until he finds my entrance again and plunges his hot tongue into me, rolling it inside me, and sucking my swollen lips into his mouth. 

My gasps become moans and groans as he sucks, kisses, and nibbles me, his breath hot on my clit as I move my hand away and allow him to place his fingers there in place of mine. 

I come almost instantly, and my body shudders as Oliver's tongue burrows deep inside me and his thick finger presses down hard on my bud. My hips raise as my spine arches, and Oliver applies more pressure to my mound, holding me still with his hand while he continues eating me out, his mouth making dirty sucking sounds on my wet gash as he brings me off. 

I'm shaking and squirming on the bed, and I moan again as Oliver's other hand snakes under my buttocks and his finger brushes my arsehole. He's coated it with juice from my inner thigh and I take a deep breath as he inserts the tip, gently twisting it, and pressing down harder on my clit as he brings me to another climax. His cock has been nowhere near my pussy and already I've come twice. 

I look at my husband. He's jerking himself off as he watches Oliver work me over, and he moans softly as I take Oliver's head in my hands and lift him from my aching cunt. "Let me suck your cock," I beg. "Put your big black cock in my mouth." 

Oliver's lips shine with my juices, and he keeps his eyes on mine as he raises himself to his knees and moves alongside me, his knees next to my head and his cock hanging over my face. 

I take his big balls in my hand and roll them as he lowers the tip of his thick cock to my mouth. I lick off a drop of his pre-cum as soon as he's close enough, and open my mouth wide as his hot flesh brushes my lips. 

Paul moves his phone close to my face as Oliver pushes himself into me, his cock throbbing powerfully on my tongue and his hand in my hair, twisting it as he slides another inch of his shaft into me. My jaw aches as I struggle to accommodate him, but I take a deep breath and allow him to work his way slowly into my throat, his balls tightening in my hand as my saliva coats his hard flesh. 

I gag as he touches the back of my throat, but he continues moving into me as I roll my tongue along the underside of his cock, letting him know I can take more. Tears prick the corners of my eyes and I breathe slowly through my nose as he uses my mouth. 

Paul moves closer to me and I take his cock in my hand, stroking him as he films me struggling with the huge cock that fills my face. 

Oliver's balls are heavy in one hand, and I grasp my husband's in the other to compare the two men. Paul's feel small and soft, and Oliver's feel heavy with cum and more masculine than any man I've ever touched. I can't wait to empty them, and I've already made my mind up that I want his load deep in my pussy. 

I suck and lick his cock the best I can, and he stops pushing into me when only half of his length has penetrated me. There's no way I could take all of him, and he knows it. He pulls out an inch or two before sliding into me again, and I taste more pre-cum as it coats my tongue, the sensual flavour making my pussy clamp

tight with hot anticipation. 

I take my hand from my husband's balls and wrap it around Oliver's thick shaft. 

It's huge, and I slide my fingers over the vein heavy flesh as he continues to fuck my mouth. 

Paul places a hand on my tit and twists my nipple as he films us. "I can't wait to see him fucking you, Sarah," he says. 

I try and answer but my words are muffled by cock. I slip Oliver from my mouth and strands of spit hang from the tip of his cock and drop onto my face. "Fuck me, please," I say. "Fuck me while my husband watches." 

Oliver brings his cock down hard on my face, and it stings. He hits me again with it and I flick my tongue out, licking and sucking it whenever it's in reach of my mouth. "You want it in your married cunt, do you?" he asks, as he continues to slap me with his meat. 

"Yes," I beg. "Fuck me with your big cock. Make me come on it, Oliver." 

Paul takes one of my ankles in his hand and pulls it towards himself, opening my legs wide. "Go on," he says to Oliver. "Fuck my wife. She needs it." 

My pussy aches with anticipation as Oliver gets between my legs. "Are you happy for me to not use a condom?" 

I thrust my groin at him. "Just fuck me! Stick it in my cunt, and when you're ready, fill me with your cum." 

Paul gets off the bed and stands at the side, filming us as Oliver runs his cock gently along my slit, pausing when he reaches my engorged clit and circling it with his hard flesh, coating me in his pre-cum. I push up onto his cock, close to coming as he stimulates my clit. "Fuck me," I beg. "Stick it in my married cunt." 

"Be patient," he soothes, taking my ankles in his hands and pushing my knees towards my chest. "I'll fuck you in my own time." 

I wriggle on the bed as he teases my opening with the tip of his cock, trying to force him into my hole, but he resists, continuing to make slow passes along my gash, teasing my clit and sending me wild with lust. "Oh my god, I need it," I beg. "I need to find out what a big dick feels like." 

Paul sighs as I speak, and moves his hand quickly along his cock. "Mines too small, isn't it?" he says, and I can see in his eyes that he wants to be humiliated. 

"Yours is tiny," I say. "It's not your fault though, I still love you, but I need to be fucked properly by a real man. You'll have to get used to it in the future." 

Oliver slaps my pussy hard with his cock, and I moan as he presses the tip on my opening. "You're a good wife," he says. "Nice and fucking dirty. A real little slut. 

Paul's a lucky man." 

I bite my lip as Oliver begins pushing into me, his eyes on mine and his face tightening with lust as my hot wetness envelopes the thick head of his dick. I squeal as he opens me up, and my stomach muscles tighten as pain courses through my groin. 

"Ow," I gasp, "it's so big." 

Oliver pulls out a fraction and my pussy relaxes, but I push myself onto him, wanting him to stretch me, wanting him to fill me to the brim. 

He pushes slowly into me again, this time past the thick ridge of his cock head which presses on the tight walls of my cunt, almost bringing me to climax. I swallow hard and take a deep breath, my clit throbbing and my arsehole puckering open and closed as I'm opened to my capacity. 

I lift my head and watch as the thick black length of hard flesh disappears slowly inside my body, and I move a finger to the tight skin of my pussy, rubbing it gently, amazed at how taut it is. 

"Fuck that's beautiful," gasps my husband, "your cunt is so fucking wide." 

I bite harder on my lip and stifle a squeal as I'm stretched even wider, and the tip Of Oliver's cock passes the point inside me that no man has been passed before. I buck my hips and writhe on the bed as powerful sensations flood my belly and groin. I groan loudly as Oliver pushes even more of himself into me, and my body shudders as an orgasm takes me by surprise, curling my toes and making

me shout out in pleasure. "Oh my fucking god! What the fuck!" 

Oliver pulls out a little and rams himself deep inside me and my orgasm grows even stronger under his thrusts. My body trembles and juice warms the inside of my thighs as my pussy floods under the pressure of the big cock opening me up wide. 

Paul jerks his cock faster and I manage to smile at him as Oliver begins fucking me properly. His cock making long strokes out of me before hammering back deep into my belly. His big balls make contact with my arse cheeks, and I realise I've managed to take every inch he has to offer me. I cum again as his cock slams into my cervix, and I call out his name as he stretches my legs even wider and fucks me with such force that lights flash in front of my eyes. 

I shake, writhe and shout as sticky sucking sounds emanate from between my thighs, and a wet heat grows in my belly. I've never known such a sensation before and I scream as my pussy erupts in a gushing of fluid that splatters Oliver's stomach and covers us both in a wet warmth. 

"You squirted," moans my husband, his hand moving quickly on his cock and the phone shaking in his hand. "Oh my fucking god." 

"Yes," I moan. "I've never come so hard." 

Oliver continues fucking me, his balls slamming into my arse and his cock sticky and slick with my juices as he churns up my insides. "Turn over," he says, sliding his cock from my sore hole. "Let me do you from behind." 

I glance at my husband who's watching us with wide eyes. "Let me ride you, Oliver," I say. "I want Paul to fuck my arse at the same time." 

Paul looks confused. "You've never done anal though." 

"I've never been this turned on," I say as Oliver lies on his back and holds his cock in the air for me. "Get the lube, Paul… if you want to fuck my arsehole while Oliver stretches my cunt." 

Paul hurries to the drawer and fetches the lube while I clamber on top of Oliver and take his slippery cock in my hand. I have to lift myself high in the air to place my pussy on the tip, and my thighs tremble as my weakened muscles struggle to take my weight. 

I look Oliver in the eyes as I begin sliding down his pole, and he places his hands on my waist and pulls me downward, grunting as his cock slips inside me. 

His cock slides deep, and my belly bulges as he fills my body. I wriggle my hips on him when I feel his body touch mine, and enjoy the feeling of being so full for a moment or two, before lifting and dropping myself on his cock, fucking him as hard and fast as I can manage. 

His body slams into mine as he meets my downward strokes with thrusts of his own, and I shriek in pain as his cock digs deep. He grabs my nipples between his fingers and thumbs and twists them firmly, bringing to another climax which rolls through every muscle in my body, making me shake. 

I lower my body onto his chest and press my mouth hard on his lips, sighing as his tongue explores my mouth and his full length pushes inside me once again. 

My hard nipples dig into his chest and he places his hands on my buttocks and spreads them wide as my husband kneels behind me and squirts a cold dollop of lube on my anus. I shudder with anticipation as Paul loosens my tightest of holes with his finger and twists and presses it deep as Oliver continues to fuck me. 

"Wait," I gasp into Oliver's mouth as Paul's finger slides from my arse. "Stay still while Paul puts his cock in me." 

Oliver's cock throbs and swells inside me as my husband probes my arsehole with the tip of his cock. I take a deep breath and relax my muscles as he forces his way past my tight band of resistance, and slips inside me with a long groan which I match with a moan of my own. 

The two men twitch and jerk inside me, and I begin writhing and sliding on them both as they build up a rhythm and fuck me together, both cocks feeling good, but Oliver's taking centre stage. "can you feel each other?" I moan. 

"Yes," grunts my husband, "I can feel his cock on mine." 

Only a thin sheet of tight slippery skin separates the two men, and they feel like they're both in my belly. I moan as I cum again, and Oliver spreads my arse cheeks even wider, his fingers digging into my flesh, as Paul pushes himself as far into me as he can manage. 

I buck and shout, and moan and groan as the men fuck me, their masculine groans and the squelches form between my thighs increasing my excitement. I cum over and over again until finally my husband can take no more, and lets go, with a hot spurt of cum that warms my arse and belly. 

He shudders against my arse as he gives me his seed, and I look down at Oliver, licking his lips as I whisper to him. "Cum in me, baby. Fill my cunt with hot cum." 

Oliver makes one final long thrust upwards into my sore pussy, and bites down on my lip as his cock swells and throbs against the tight walls of my cunt. His spurts are powerful and hot, and I moan as my insides are warmed by his fertility, writhing on both men as they empty the last of their loads into my holes. 

Paul slips from my body first and a river of cum follows him warming me in sticky rivulets that trickle down my crack and join Oliver's cum that is already dribbling from my stretched-out hole. 

I lift myself off the big man, and his cum gushes from me, soaking his belly and hanging from me in thick strands which I scoop up with my fingers and take to my mouth, swallowing greedily. 

I lie between the men, with my hand on each of their softening cocks and warm seed dribbling from my holes. I kiss each of them on the shoulder and close my eyes, happy that my pussy feels so sore, and excited about telling my best friend all about it tomorrow. 

Excited about telling her that I've been broken in too. 

The End
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