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Chapter One

"I was thinking of having an early night, Tommy," I protest. "I'm tired. It's been a hard week." 

Tommy wraps his arms around my waist and pulls my back into his chest. He lays a gentle kiss on my neck, and his breath tickles as he speaks. "I'm sorry, Julie. I couldn't say no. He's my oldest friend and I haven't seen him for years. 

He's going back to Germany on Monday, otherwise I'd have put him off until next weekend." 

I tilt my head as Tommy kisses my neck again. I'm being unfair. Tommy's not the type of man who brings friends around every weekend. In fact, we hardly ever have company, and as my eye catches the bottles of wine on the kitchen cabinet, the idea of a few drinks and the chance to meet my husband's friend seems more appealing. 

"Of course I don't mind," I relent, turning in Tommy's arms to face him. "I'd like to meet him anyway. God knows you've told me enough stories about him. It would be fun to find out how many of them are true." 

My husband smiles. "Oh, all the stories are true," he says. "He's probably calmed down a bit now he's over thirty though." 

I wink at him. "You mean he's become boring like you?" 

Tommy gives me an expression of faked offence. "Me, boring? Responsible maybe. Boring? No." 

We laugh together and I prise myself from my husband's arms. "Well, I'd better go and get smartened up if I'm going to meet the legendary James." 

Tommy grabs two of the wine bottles. "I'll put these in the fridge with the beer. 

He'll be here in an hour." 

If James likes his beer as much as Tommy does, there's going to be a lot of empty bottles to clean up in the morning. Tommy can do that though. I'm planning on staying in bed until midday. I deserve a lie in. 

The sound of glass bottles clanking against each other follows me up the stairs, and I glance at the photo on the bedroom wall as I undress ready for my shower. 

James towers over my husband, and his dark black skin makes my husband look pale, even though the photo was taken in the depths of the Afghanistan summer. 

Tommy never could hold a tan though. He blames it on his Scottish ancestry and says that Scottish men evolved to stay in pubs rather than in the heat of the sun. 

I'm glad Tommy left the army. I don't think I would have married a soldier. The worry would have been too much for me. It will be nice to see my husband with one of his old army friends though, and it doesn't hurt matters that the friend in question looks like a very handsome man indeed – although the photo I'm basing that assumption on is almost a decade old. James may have lost his looks with age, unlike Tommy who despite his protestations looks far better now than in any photo I've seen of him when he was younger. 

I lay out what I'm going to wear on the bed and head for the shower. I'm feeling happy. Maybe tonight will be fun. 

****

Tommy is on his second beer when I get back downstairs. He sniffs the air and smiles. "My favourite perfume," he says. He looks me up and down and gives a low whistle. "Wow. You look amazing. You didn't have to dress up, Julie." 

"You don't like it?" 

Tommy sips his beer and reclines in the sofa. "Of course I like it," he says. "You look fantastic. You know I love that dress. I just mean that you didn't have to go to all this effort to meet one of my old army buddies." 

If Tommy thinks that slipping into a small black dress and applying some makeup is effort, then who am I to tell him any different? "You want him to think you've got a wife who looks after herself don't you? After all, you did tell me he was a lady's man, and if I'm half as sexy as you keep telling me I am, then your friend's going to think you're the lady's man." 

Tommy laughs, and beer flies from his mouth in small droplets. "I am a lady's man," he says. "I just had to dial it back a bit when I met you." 

I laugh as I take a seat next to my husband and pick up the wine glass he's filled for me. I take a sip and place it back on the table. "Seriously," I say. "I'm not overdressed, am I? I don't want to look stupid." 

Tommy's fingers tickle as his hand finds my bare knee. "You look utterly beautiful. I'm going to be proud when I introduce you to James, and I'm sure he's going to be blown away that I manged to land a woman way out of my league." 

"I'm a notch or two above you," I say, taking his hand and wrapping my fingers around his. "But I'm not out of your league." 

Tommy pats his stomach with his free hand. "Even with my belly?" 

"Especially with your belly. I like a man with a little meat on him." 

"That's good to know. I was a bit worried that James would overshadow me…

with his fucking gym obsession and Olympian body." 

I'm sure that if James does have the type of body that Tommy says he does, he'll be a bit of eye candy for me throughout the night, but I'll be sure not to let Tommy see me looking. I'm more than aware of how fragile a man's ego can be. 

"You're just perfect, sweetheart," I say, squeezing his hand. "No woman wants a man who spends all his time in the gym. We like to be the ones who look good in a relationship." 

Maybe women don't want a husband or boyfriend who spends all his time keeping fit, but we certainly don't mind admiring them from afar, or spending the odd one night stand with one. Although my one night stand days finished three years ago when I met Tommy. 

A knock on the door makes Tommy jump, and he leaps to his feet, slamming his beer bottle on the table. "He's here!" 

I'm glad James is here. I like seeing Tommy so animated. 

I tap him on his arse and stand up. "You'd better let him in then. I'll fetch him a beer." 

I head to the kitchen as Tommy lets his friend in. The cool air from the fridge hardens my nipples as I lean in and retrieve a cold bottle, and I wait for a moment or two, giving them time to retreat into my breasts before making my way back to the living room where I can hear the men talking. 

I slap a smile on my face and prepare myself to meet James. Nothing could have prepared me fully for the man who's standing next to my husband though, and I hope my face isn't as red as the heat in my cheeks suggest. 

He's glorious. In every sense of the word. Tall, deliciously dark, and with a body that's straining at the tight clothing he's wearing – James is a true specimen of masculinity, and I realise with shame that my nipples are once more straining at the fabric of my dress. 

He fixes me with an intense stare, and smiles. "Well, Tommy," he says, slapping my husband on the back, pushing him forward a few inches. "When you told me she was hot, you'll forgive me if I didn't fully believe you… but fair play, mate. 

Fair play." He smiles at me again. "And what is a stunningly beautiful woman

like you doing with a reprobate like Tommy?" 

I attempt to form a sentence, but Tommy laughs and speaks before me. "Shut up, James. You've only been here for a minute and you're already trying it on with my missus. Well, this one's got a ring on her finger and my last name. You've got no chance, buddy." 

James laughs. A deep bellowing laugh that's smooth and silky, and as big as he is. "I'm only playing, Julie. Ignore me, I can't help myself." 

The two men sit side by side on the sofa, and I hand James his beer. He takes it in a big hand and my fingers brush his as he thanks me. I need to get a hold of myself. I'm as besotted with him as a teenager is with a popstar, and my husband is not only his best friend, but is sitting next to him with a quizzical look on his face. "You okay, Julie?" he says with a wide grin. "He hasn't embarrassed you has he? I'll throw him out if he has." 

James slaps my husband playfully. "You couldn't throw the trash out, mate." 

I sit in the seat opposite them and regain my composure. I've never been so affected by a man before. He oozes confidence and masculinity and he's playing havoc with my femininity. I cross my legs and take my wine glass from the table. 

"It would take more than that to embarrass me, boys," I say. "Anyway, James. 

I'm pleased to finally meet you. I've heard a lot about you, and before you ask…

no, they're not all good things." 

James wraps a hand around my husband's neck and pulls him close, rubbing his head with his knuckles. They're like school kids, but seeing my husband being

man handled by the big man is having a strange effect between my thighs. James is an alpha male, pure and simple, and he's not ashamed of it. "What have you been telling your wife about me?" he laughs as Tommy struggles free and punches him in the arm. 

"Only the truth, big fella," says Tommy, patting down his hair. "Anyway, Julie didn't believe most of the stories, but what civilian would, huh?" 

James takes a long swig of beer, and my skin prickles as his eyes sneak over my body, starting at my feet and running all the way up to my eyes, where he stops and give me a sly wink. He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand and stretches his arms out along the length of the sofa back, his chest muscles straining at his t-shirt. "Anyway. Tell me how you two met. I never had Tommy down as the marrying type. It would be good to know how you tamed him, Julie." 

****

With the stories of how we met out of the way, and a few beers down each of the men, James turns his attention fully to me again. "I'd leave the fucking army tomorrow for a woman like you, Julie. Tommy's a lucky man, and don't ever let him forget that." 

I lick an errant droplet of wine from my bottom lip and blush as James winks at me again. "I won't," I say, "although I consider myself lucky to have met him too." 

"Yeah, he's alright," says James, "but I wish I'd met you before he did. At least

you'd be getting some real cock tonight, not that little thing that Tommy used to hide away from the rest of us in the shower." 

My cheeks burn hot as my husband's face reddens. "Fucking hell, James," he says. "Time and place, mate. Time and place." 

James laughs again and my body shudders as he explores my legs with his eyes. 

"I'm sorry, Julie," he says. "I'm just teasing. Too many beers, that's all. I forget where I am sometimes. Blame it on the army… it knocks any social etiquette out of a man." 

Tommy's face has regained its normal shade of pale, and he stands up and looks down at his friend. "Can I fucking trust you not to offend my wife while I go to the bathroom?" 

James nods and takes a swig of beer. "Of course," he says with a smile. "I've got myself under control. You go and piss, and I'll be on my best behaviour." 

The two men laugh again and Tommy heads out of the door with an apologetic look at me over his shoulder. I raise my eyebrows at him and sip my wine. I shift my weight in my seat to relieve the tension that's built in my clit, and sneak a peek at the bulge between James's legs. It's not the first time I've looked at it during the night, and James knows it. 

"Take a picture," he says. "It'll last longer." 

If I blush any more I'm sure I'll spontaneously combust. "Sorry," I murmur. "It's just so… obvious." 

James spreads his legs a little and fixes me with a look that hardens my nipples. 

"Don't worry about it," he says. "I have that effect on women, and I'm not too shy to admit it. Want to see it?" 

I'm not sure what the hell is happening. I know I've had a few glasses of wine, but surely I should have more control over my inhibitions. My husband is upstairs and his so called best friend is offering me a look at his cock, and me --

a woman old enough to know better, is about to agree to his offer. I blame it on James. He oozes something that makes me want to ravish him right where he's sitting. 

"Quickly then," I urge him. "Before Tommy comes down." 

James unbuckles his belt and pops the top button of his jeans. He runs his tongue over his bottom lip as he slides down his zip, and I drop my eyes to his crotch as he slips his hand into his trousers and proudly pulls out the impressive black dick that looks insanely thick, even in his big hand. James strokes it a few times and it swells a little under his touch. 

"Oh my," I mumble. 

James strokes it again, and it twitches temptingly. It's not even hard yet, and it's bigger than any erection I've seen outside of a porn film. "Like it?" he asks. 

I part my thighs and thrust a hand between my legs finding my clit through my panties, and rub it frantically. "Yes, I like it," I sigh, feeling every inch the cheating whore wife that James must think I am. "Play with it while I watch. I'll come quickly." 

James makes long strokes along the thick lump of black flesh and my fingers quicken on my engorged clit as the sound of a toilet flushing echoes through the plumbing. Tommy will be down in a moment and I apply firm pressure to my sensitive bud and rock in my seat as an orgasm makes my toes curl and my face tighten in lust. 

I moan quietly as I climax, and James licks his lips again. "Good girl," he says, putting his cock away and quickly fastening his trousers and belt. "Sort yourself out. Tommy's coming." 

I cross my legs and take a long swig of wine, my heart still throbbing in my chest. I'm not sure what the hell I'm thinking, but as my pussy twinges in lust I know I've let my husband down. 

Tommy appears in the doorway and looks at me. "Now what's he said? You're as red as a fucking beetroot, Julie." 

"Oh nothing, honestly. It's just the wine going to my head. Trying to keep pace with you two is too much for me." 

James gives me a look that melts me, and turns his attention to my husband. 

"Have you got anything stronger than beer? Let's have a whisky or something." 

Tommy crosses the room to the drinks cabinet and withdraws his half empty whisky bottle. He takes two glasses from another shelf and pours them both a drink. He knows better than to offer me one, and I'm concerned that Tommy is drinking the stuff himself... he doesn't do very well on anything stronger than beer. 

James smiles at me while my husband's back is still turned. My panties dampen as he mouths silently in my direction. "When he's had too much whisky, I'm going to fuck you." 

I bite my lip, and I'm sure I draw blood. I should tell my husband what James is doing, but I don't. I want that big beautiful black cock in my cunt, and I want it badly. I'm going to cheat on my husband when he succumbs to the whisky and my whole body trembles in anticipation of becoming a cheating slut. I love Tommy dearly, but I'm in awe of the thick black slab of meat that James has in his trousers. I may never get another chance in my whole life to find out what such a beautiful cock will feel like inside me. 

I nod at James. "Okay," I whisper, as my husband turns to face us. He takes his seat next to James and places the bottle on the coffee table. 

The two men clink glasses before downing their first shot of whisky, and Tommy glances at my empty glass. "Want another drink, babe?" he asks. 

I look at my watch and shake my head. "You know what? I'm tired. Maybe I'll leave you two to reminisce about old times, and I'll go for a bath. You don't mind, do you?" 

"Of course not," says Tommy, "use the ensuite so the main bathroom's free for us okay?" 

James smiles seductively. "You enjoy your bath, Julie," he says. "I'll look after Tommy." 

I stand up and smooth down my dress. "I don't know if I like the sound of that," I laugh. "Will you be staying long, James? Or shall we say goodbye now?" 

Tommy interjects. "Stay the night, mate," he says. "We've got plenty of space, and this whisky to finish." 

James laughs. "I don't mind if I do," he says. "I hope you don't mind, Julie?" 

I swallow hard and try my best to keep my eyes from between his legs. "Of course not, I'll make up a spare bed before I have a bath." 

I leave the men laughing together and head upstairs. My libido is under control again, and I'm already feeling the burn of guilt in my stomach. I didn't do anything too bad, I tell myself, just frig myself of while looking at James's cock. 

It's hardly the worst thing a wife can do to her husband. 

I promise myself that I'll do nothing more with James, and I'll deny everything if James should tell my husband. 

My fingers tremble as I run my bath, and I sigh as I sink into the bubbles. My pussy is still throbbing even though I now control it, instead of it controlling me. 

My belly tightens as I run a hand down my body and find my entrance. Two fingers slide easily into me, and I build up speed as I imagine what James's cock would feel like as it peeled my cunt open under its girth. 

The door clicks open and I slip my fingers from my hole and lie still beneath my canopy of bubbles. It's Tommy, and he looks drunk. He staggers to the toilet in the corner and lifts the lid, taking aim with the dick that now looks a little pathetic after the one I've seen in his friend's trousers. 

"You okay, babe?" I say, stirring the warm water with my arms. 

"Yeah. Just a little too much whisky. I'm fine though. Thanks for letting James stay. I really appreciate it." 

I bite my tongue as pee splashes on the floor at his feet. I'll clean it up later. 

"That's okay, sweetheart," I say. "It's nice to see you having fun." 

He shakes the drips from his cock and remembers to flush the toilet and wash his hands. "We won't be up too late. James is pouring me whisky after whisky, he's in a hurry to get plastered I think." 

 Or in a hurry to fuck your wife, I think. "Stay up as late as you want, my darling. 

 You're both big boys now." With one being far bigger than the other. 

Tommy leans over me I the bath and kisses me on my lips. "I love you, Julie." 

"I love you too. Now go and have fun." 

As he leaves the bathroom he pauses to draw a heart in the steam that coats the mirror above the sink. "For you, babe," he smiles before leaving the bathroom and closing the door behind himself. 

I'm a real bitch. How the hell could I have done what I did? I love Tommy, yet my head was turned by a big man with a big ego and an even bigger cock. I vow to make it up to Tommy, and to never look at another man again. The fragrant lemon bubble bath calms me and I begin lathering myself with body wash, trying to put all thoughts of big black cocks farthest from my mind. 

I lower myself back into the water and allow my head to dip under the surface, soaking my hair and warming my face. I sit up and wipe the water from my eyes and squeal as I realise there's a shadow looming over the bath. It's James, and he's looking at me with such intensity that I shiver. 

"You can't be in here. Use the other bathroom, James." I say, wrapping my arms over my breasts. "Earlier was a mistake. I love Tommy." 

James raises his eyebrows. "I love the little guy too. He's my friend, but I do want to fuck you, Julie." 

"Get out James, Tommy might come upstairs." 

"Tommy's almost comatose. I've left him watching TV. He's fine." 

"James. It's not going to happen. I got carried away earlier. Blame it on the wine." 

James sighs and turns his back to me. I hear his zipper sliding open before he turns back to face me, and I feel the colour drain from my cheeks. "What should I do with this then?" he asks. 

I can't speak. I can only open and close my mouth as I study the huge throbbing erection that James is clutching in his fist. 

"It's hard for you," he continues, closing the space between himself and the bath. 

"I want to put it in your hand, your mouth, and your married cunt, Julie." 

I still can't speak. I'm hypnotised by the huge black cock that's twitching in the air as James strokes it with long passes of his hand. It's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen and my pussy tightens in desire as I long to feel it inside me. 

"Just touch it, Julie," James says. "Then I'll go downstairs and check on Tommy. 

Go on, wrap your hand around it for me, Julie. Let me feel your fingers on my cock." 

I look him in the eyes before bringing my gaze back to his long dick. I'll just touch it. I'll just feel how wide and hard it is in my small hand. Nothing more, I promise myself. James removes his own hand from his cock as I reach for it, and sighs as I wrap my fingers slowly around the heavily veined swollen shaft. 

It's so hard and so hot under my skin and I tighten my grip as James sighs again, pushing himself into my hand, using it as a tunnel to fuck. I lick my lips as I work it, and move my other hand between my legs, forcing two fingers into my aching hole. 

"Are you touching your cunt?" says James, peering into the bubbles that cover my body. 

I arch my spine as my pussy tightens and my clit tingles. "Yes," I murmur. "I've got two fingers in it, and it's so fucking desperate for a cock, James." 

James pulls away from me and his cock slides from my hand. "I'm going to check on Tommy," he says, already hiding his shaft in his jeans and struggling to fasten his zipper over it. "I don't want him walking in while I'm balls deep in his slut wife." 

"We can't fuck," I say, my protests sounding ridiculous, even to my own ears. 

"We can't, James." 

"Like I say," says the tall black man. "I'm going to check on your husband. Then I'm coming up here to fuck you, Julie. If the bathroom door's locked, I'll get the message and go away. But if it's open, I'm going to fuck you so hard and deep you won't know what fucking day it is." 

I watch open mouthed as James leaves the room. My fingers are still stuffed deep in my pussy and my clit is aching to be touched. James close the door behind himself and I stare at the lock. All I need to do is step out of the bath and lock the door. Then I can remain a relatively faithful wife, but the memory of how wide my fingers were stretched around James's cock are still too fresh in my mind. I want my pussy stretched that wide too. I want to feel what a real man's cock can do to a woman, and I would definitely like to fucked so deep I forgot what day of the week it was. I have the feeling that when James says he's going to fuck me hard and deep -- he means it, and I want that. I'm yet to have a sexual experience that I would describe as mind blowing, and I'm sure that James is the man who can change that for me. 

I continue moving my fingers in my pussy. I can feel how wet I am, even under the water, and I frig myself hard and fast as I wait for James to come back upstairs. 

I'm about to come when the door opens and he appears. He points at the floor in front of himself, and speaks with authority. "Get out of the bath, Julie, and kneel on the rug." 

I peer around him and through the open door. "Where's Tommy?" 

"I've just topped up his drink and he's half asleep. Don't worry about him, he'll be fine. Just try not to scream too loud when I'm using you." 

I tremble as James opens his jeans again and allows them to drop to the floor, he removes his underwear too and slips his t-shirt over his head. I gasp as he reveals his whole naked body to me. "Wow," is all I can say. "Wow." 

He's immense. Every muscle in his huge body is trained to perfection, and tattoos that are blacker than his skin cover his chest and shoulders. A scar runs down his left pectoral, and his erect cock throbs menacingly as he watches me stand up and step out of the bath, bubbles and water sliding down my body. 

"Kneel," he says again. "You're going to deep throat my cock." 

I run my wet hair through both hands and move it out of my face and allow it to fall down my back. The steam in the room warms the air and coats James's body in a shimmering layer of moisture. He's beautiful, and I feel tiny as I take my position in front of him, ready to do anything he demands of me. 

Hi wide thighs strain as he moves close to my face. "Suck my big black cock, you slutty white wife," he says. "While your husband sits downstairs." 

His balls hang low between his legs, and I take them in one hand before wrapping my other hand around his cock, mesmerised by the beauty of it. I open my mouth and guide the wide tip of his cock between my lips, pausing to flick a droplet of pre-cum off it with my tongue. He tastes good. He tastes like a man should taste. 

My lips sting a little as I force my jaw to open further. He slides forcefully into my face, and I gag as he reaches the back of my throat and twitches on the roof of my mouth. 

James groans as my saliva coats his hard flesh, and his hands close on my head, 

holding me still as he begins to fuck my eager mouth, his dick filling my airway and forcing me to suck air in each time he withdraws a little. 

I roll my tongue and suck as I get used to the thickness of the cock that slides down my throat. James pulls out and rams into me again, going deeper each time he penetrates me until his heavy balls bang into my chin and he moans. "That's it, Julie," he says. "Not many women can swallow over nine inches. You're doing good." 

I murmur a reply and tighten my mouth on him, allowing my teeth to dig into his steely hardness. He seems to like it and twists my hair in his fingers, pulling it away from my head, almost as if he wants to cause me the same pain I'm causing him. I bite harder and he pulls my hair harder, making my scalp sting. I fix my eyes on his and will him to pull harder, will him to make me hurt. 

He twists my hair hard, and I shriek, the sound muffled by his thick shaft. James grunts as I dig my teeth deeper, and he speaks slowly as he lowers his face towards mine. "I'm going to make you fucking scream, you horny little bitch." 

I nod my head and his cock makes me gag again. I've never felt so weak, so feminine, and so in need of a cock between my legs. James grips my hair tighter and begins lifting me to my feet. I allow his cock to slide from my mouth in a river of spit and precum, and moan as he pulls me tight against his hard body and kisses me deeply. 

My tongue wraps around his and he pulls me tighter into him, my nipples digging into his chest and my hands snaking down his back and cupping his firm buttocks. His cock digs into my stomach and I'm amazed at its sheer size. It feels like a forearm is pressing into me, and my pussy soaks with hot lube as I imagine it opening me up. 

I pull my lips from his and beg him to give me what I crave. "Fuck me, James. 

Please fill me with that big cock." 

"While your husband is downstairs?" 

I nod feverishly and dig my nails into his arse cheeks. "Yes, fuck me hard while my husband is downstairs. I want to cheat. I want to be a slut. I want to be dirty and nasty and whoreish. I want your big cock and your hot cum so far inside me I'll never forget you." 

"Oh, you won't forget me, Julie," he growls, spinning me around so quickly I nearly stumble. A hand presses into my back and I'm forced downwards so I'm bending in front of him, my hands on the toilet seat and my legs instinctively widening as James steps behind me and his hard cock brushes my arse cheek. 

I shudder as his hands find my hips and he steadies me as the tip of his cock probes my wet slit, looking for my hole. 

I gasp as he finds it and gives me the head of his cock, the hot wide dome opening my lips and pushing into me, slowly at first, but gaining momentum as I push back onto him and coat his flesh with my warm juices. 

I squeal in pain as I'm stretched wide. My legs buckle beneath me, but James holds me up, taking my weight as If I was nothing. I push back onto him and he penetrates me further, slowly but forcefully impaling me on his long thick shaft. 

I drop my body lower until my elbows and face are on the toilet seat and my body is almost an arch, ready and willing to be used by the big black man who has made me cheat on my husband. 

"Fuck me hard," I beg. "Please!" 

James does as I demand, and I scream out in agony as I realise he was hardly half way inside me, until he thrusts deep and hard into my greedy slippery cunt. 

Lights dance in front of my eyes, and I reach under my body and grasp the big balls that are squashed tightly against my willing flesh. They tighten and throb as James withdraws a little and rams himself back into me, deep and powerfully, filling me, and showing me what I've been missing with all the men that have gone before him. 

My moans and groans echo around the small room and I wonder if Tommy will hear, but I can't bring myself to care. In that moment, I'm a woman who's at the mercy of an alpha male, an alpha male whose fertile seed I need deep in my belly. I can save my regrets for when James's cum is dribbling from my ruined pussy. If I have any regrets that is. 

My clit tingles and I come hard. My screams reaching fever pitch as James fucks me so hard my face bangs on the toilet seat, and my buttocks sting as his hard stomach muscles make firm contact with them at the end of each long stroke he makes into my aching cunt. 

Juice dribbles down my thighs and I gaze between my legs, watching the wide black cock disappearing over and over again into my red raw hole. 

My cunt sucks and squelches as I come again, and my legs tremble as he ploughs into me. I'm on fire inside and I want nothing more than for James to empty his balls in me. Deep in me, where it counts… where he might leave a permanent reminder of himself. Female instinct is guiding my every move, and I grip his balls in my hand and begin coaxing his precious seed from them, knowing I'll never find better, knowing I need his fertility deep within my body. 

I'm such a slut. Such a whore, but I can't help it. James is a real man. The type of man that any woman would fuck, despite what they tell themselves when they gaze into their husband's eyes and tell him they love him. 

I squeeze my pussy tight, gripping the hard flesh that jerks and swells as James approaches his climax. He moans and groans and grabs my hair, pulling my spine parallel to the floor as he almost rips the follicles from my scalp. My screams are so loud, I'm sure the neighbours will hear, let alone my husband who must have heard by now. 

If he has heard, he hasn't come upstairs yet, and I half hope he will. I want him to see what I look like when I'm satisfied… when I'm being used by a real man. I want him to see what he will never be able to do to me. I want to tell him his cock is a joke compared to his friend's. 

I come again as I think of Tommy, and juice drips from my hole in a warm river that coats my hand and James's big balls. "Fucking cum in me," I moan. "Give me every last drop of your cum. Fill my married slut cunt." 

All inhibitions have left me. I'm a slut, plain and simple, driven by lust and wanting James to seed me. He growls as he pulls my hair harder and his cock swells against the tightly stretched walls of my pussy as the first strong spurt of seed hits me deep inside. 

His balls tighten in my hand, and I massage them as they empty, tightening my cunt on him as I milk him for every precious drop he can give me. 

His body shudders and jerks as he comes and I push myself back onto him, forcing him to empty his load as deep inside me as I can possibly get it. 

He gives one long last groan and slides from me, my pussy closing slowly as it's emptied of cock. 

His cum seeps from my hole and coats my thighs, and I scoop it up with my fingers, bringing it to my mouth and swallowing it greedily. 

James slaps my arse, and my flesh wobbles. "You're a dirty bitch," he says. 

"Tommy's a lucky man." 

I run a finger along my sore slit and find my clit. Quickly I bring myself off one more time as James cups and strokes my buttocks. My moans soften and I stand up, my legs weak and my pussy on fire. 

James gets dressed and points at the bath. "You'd better get in it, Tommy will smell my cum on you otherwise." 

He pulls me close to him and gives me a kiss. "I'm going downstairs to see if your husband is awake." 

The water's still warm and I sink below the surface as James leaves the bathroom with a final smile. Guilt is replacing my lust and I can't believe what I've done. I can't believe everything I said to James, and I can't believe I let him cum inside me, wanted him to cum inside me. 

The door opens and I stifle a gasp. It's Tommy and he's looking at me with a faraway expression on his face. "Enjoying your bath, babe?" he murmurs, his gait wobbly and his eyes bloodshot. "I fell asleep. James just woke me. He's not going to stay tonight after all, he wants to give us some space. I told him I was too fucking drunk to care, but he's gone anyway. Sorry you couldn't say goodbye, babe." 

"That's alright, Tommy," I say. "You know I love you, don't you?" 

"Of course I do, babe. And I love you." 

I watch him as he wobbles across the bathroom and pees, and I promise myself that I'm never going to cheat again. I hope I'm being sincere with myself, but I'm not sure. Either way, I'll try, because I love Tommy, and now I must live with the guilt of the night forever etched in my conscience. 

The End
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