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Chapter One

Working at a Rugby club had its perks and its downsides. The perks were that it was paid relatively well, and all of the team members were gorgeous hunks. The downsides were that I was married, and was unable to reciprocate when some of the team made it more than obvious that they'd like to fuck me. Sitting at my desk with wet panties while tall handsome hunks practically offered themselves on a plate to me was infuriating, exciting, and frustrating. Had I been single I would have sampled at least eight of the player's cocks in the first six months I'd began my work as a secretary in the general office. They wanted me and I wanted them, but it wasn't to be. 

I was a thirty-six-year-old married woman, and I took my wedding vows seriously. The players were all far younger than me, and I wasn't stupid enough to want to risk a lifetime of happiness with Barney in exchange for a brief ride on a horny Rugby players cock. 

That was until the day I found out that Barney had cheated on me with a stripper, while at a booze fuelled stag party that had lasted the whole weekend. 

Barney had blamed it totally on alcohol. Apparently his 'friends' had taken it upon themselves to spike my unsuspecting husband's drinks with whisky. How he hadn't tasted the whisky in his beers I'd never know, but that wasn't the point. 

The point was that the stripper was happy to moonlight as a prostitute if a man was willing to pay her enough. Barney — fuelled by alcohol, and no doubt lust for the nineteen-year-old temptress, had been more than happy to pay the five hundred pounds that she had demanded for a whole night of her company. 

My husband had taken the whore back to his hotel room and spent the night fucking her, while I stayed at home and painted the guest bedroom in readiness for a visit by my in-laws. It was wrong on so many levels, and I couldn't let him get away with it, whether he was sincerely sorry or not. 

I loved him though. Dearly. I didn't want to leave him, and I knew deep down that alcohol had been partly to blame, but I couldn't just let it go. I was stuck, until I searched the internet for ways to get revenge on a cheating husband without leaving or hurting him. 

The search results were eye opening… and exciting, and got my clit throbbing steadily as I formed a plan. 

I was going to make my husband feel the humiliation of knowing his partner had slept with somebody younger and with a better body than he had, just as he had done to me. The difference was though, that I was going to make him watch. I would give him a choice – either allow me to fuck one of the Rugby players who lusted after me, or pack a bag and leave. It was childish revenge, but I needed it. 

I was going to cuckold my husband, and he was going to have to like it or lump it. I wasn't going to give him any warning either. I was simply going to bring a man home and tell Barney what was going to happen. 

Chapter Two

Taylor Richardson towered over my desk, his tight training jersey moulded snugly over his huge muscles. The shorts he wore did a good job of hiding his manhood, but it was apparent that he was a big man in more than one department. The shape of his shaft could be seen when he shifted his weight from one leg to the other, or when he leaned over my desk to flirt with me in the same way he'd done ever since I started working there. 

Normally I made it obvious that I wasn't interested, but on that Monday morning I bit the tip of my pen seductively as I gazed directly between his wide thighs, and ran my tongue across my bottom lip as I imagined pulling his shorts down and revealing his cock. 

It was about to become Taylor's lucky day… if he was willing to help me get revenge on my husband. 

"So, do you want to fuck me, Taylor?" I said, lifting my gaze back to his eyes. 

Taylor looked shocked. He'd obviously been used to me knocking back his advances, and had not thought of how he would react if I ever said yes. 

"Pardon, Emma?" he said, his deep voice breaking slightly as he digested what I'd said. 

I smiled and leaned forward, affording him a better view of my ample cleavage. 

"I said, do you want to fuck me Taylor? Or is all this flirting just for fun?" 

He regained his composure, the cocky arrogant streak in him shining through again. "If you could take me," he said with a wink, standing up straight and pushing out his barrel chest. "You're used to that little husband of yours, and remember… I've seen him in the shower." 

Barney had used the clubs showers once. As a staff member, me and any family I had were allowed to use the gym facilities when the players weren't using them for an arranged training session. Barney had used the gym once, in an attempt to tame the creeping beer belly which had begun to show since he'd turned forty, two years previous. 

Barney had admitted to me that night that he would never use the gym again, and he definitely wouldn't use the showers, if he ever relented on the first decision. 

He'd been humiliated, as he'd put it, and when he'd described how small he'd felt sharing the communal shower with several hunky Rugby players who'd been using the gym in their time off, I'd probed him gently for more information. It transpired that Barney didn't just feel small in stature, but also as a man. As Barney had described how big some of the men were, I'd feigned disinterest, but my pussy had trickled with excited juice as I'd imagined getting into the shower myself. 

I tilted my head to the side and looked Taylor up and down. "I'm pretty sure I could handle a young stud like you," I said, "and about my husband… if you want to fuck me, it's got to be while he watches." 

Taylor looked at me inquisitively, and I giggled as he adjusted his crotch. "You two swingers or something?" he said, "not that I mind. I'm up for anything…

anything to get in your panties." 

My nipples prickled as they hardened. "No. We're not swingers," I said, 

"Barney's cheated on me, and you're my revenge. I'm going to make him watch while I fuck a man half his age and twice his size. I want you to be that man." 

Taylor whistled under his breath. "Wow. Why would he cheat on you?" He ran his deep brown eyes over my cleavage. "Look at you for fuck's sake. You're gorgeous. Most of the other guys in the team think so too. We all want a piece of your ass. Your husband's mad." 

My cheeks warmed as hot blood reddened them. I was beginning to feel a little embarrassed. I was acting like a slut for God's sake. I slid the expenses form that Taylor had needed signing across the desk. "It was a moment of madness," I said, "he was drunk, but I can't just let it go. Are you going to help me out, Taylor? Will you fuck me?" 

The bulge in the front of his shorts twitched. "Do you want to do it now?" he said, adjusting his shorts again. "I could film us on my phone and you could show your husband? That's almost the same thing." 

My pussy begged me to say yes. Juice dampened my panties and my clit throbbed, but I listened to my head. "No," I said, dropping my eyes reluctantly. 

"I'm tempted. Very tempted, but I want Barney to watch. I want him to be able to look into my eyes. I want him to smell us fucking. I want him to see just how much of a bigger man you are. I want to humiliate him, Taylor." 

Taylor reached for the signed form. "Just say when, Emma," he said, his pupils wide with growing desire. "Tell me when you want to do it, and I'll be there." 

I looked at the photo on my desk. My wedding day. Barney looked smart in his tuxedo, and his blue eyes shone with joy. His mousey brown hair was ruffled in the breeze and he looked contented. A pang of ashamed guilt sucker punched me in the stomach, until I remembered he'd been balls deep in a nineteen-year-old. 

I'd have never found out either if it hadn't had been for the tell-tale smell of another woman on him, and the more water tight evidence of a silky thong in his suitcase. He'd denied it at first, but one of his so called friends had loose lips and had spilled the beans. If barney had confessed outright, I may have forgiven him straight away, but the lies had been too much. 

I looked away from the photo and scribbled my address on a piece of paper. "Be there at eight o'clock on Saturday night," I said, passing it to Taylor. "And remember. I want to humiliate him, so you need to follow my suit. I want you to be dominant if you can." 

Asking a Rugby forward to be dominant was like asking a cat to hunt a mouse. It was pointless. The behaviour was instinctive. 

Taylor gave me a lop sided smile, his dimples softening his masculine face, and his eyes twinkling. "I'll be just how you want me to be," he said. 

Chapter Three

During the week, I chose not to get into too many conversations with Barney about his night with the stripper. I gave him the cold shoulder, happy in the knowledge that at the weekend I would be balancing the scales. He'd had his cock in a stripper, and I was going to have a Rugby player's cock in me. Things would be equal between us, and afterwards we would either move forward together as a strong team, or split up. I couldn't move forward without setting things straight. I'd realised that I had a vindictive streak in me that I'd not been aware of before, and that streak needed pacifying. 

When Saturday came, I began to feel nervous. Was I doing the right thing? Was I a so called bunny boiler? Was I a petty jealous woman who'd been scorned? I shook the intruding thoughts from my head and concentrated on shaving my pussy. Barney liked it when I shaved my pussy, but I hadn't done it for a while as I suffered from ingrowing hairs when it grew back. On that night though… I wanted to look as sexy as I could possibly be. I wanted Barney to be jealous. 

The warm bath water sloshed around me as I removed the last of the hairs, and my clit swelled as I imagined being taken by a six foot four Rugby player while my short overweight husband watched from the seat in the corner of the bedroom. Whatever the outcome of my revenge plan – I was going to have fun implementing it. 

Tendrils of desire spread from my nipples throughout my body as I stroked a thumb gently over my pussy, pausing to apply soft pressure to my clit. My toes curled and my thigh muscles tightened as I began to move my thumb in circles, while taking a nipple between finger and thumb in my free hand. 

The water formed waves as I rubbed myself a little more vigorously, pressing harder and sighing as my pussy clamped tight. Images of Taylor stripping off to reveal his toned body flashed through my mind, and with a sudden realisation that I was going to be fucking him in a few hours time, my clit throbbed and the

beginnings of a climax rose in my belly. 

My fingers closed tighter on my nipple, and I bit my bottom lip as I came, my body trembling in the warm water and my pussy pulsating as powerful spasms of lust took control. 

My sighs echoed around the small room, and when my orgasm began ebbing, I laid my head back on the bath and closed my eyes. 

Barney had asked for it, but in a deep recess of my mind I was happy he'd cheated. I got to fuck one of the men I'd lusted after every day at work, and ultimately, I could lay the blame fair and square at my roving husband's feet. 

He'd cheated on me first, and all is fair in love and war. 

***

The mirror told me what I already knew. I still had it. 

At thirty-six I still had the same figure that the male students had lusted after at university when I was a teenager. A little shorter than average at five-foot-three, and with lustrous brown hair half way down my back, I knew I was a head turner. 

My boobs were large, but not saggy, and my arse was a pleasing ball of firm

flesh which always got male attention when I enclosed it in tight denim. There was to be no denim on that evening though – it was the sort of occasion on which I needed to bring out the big guns. The ones normally reserved for Barney and me on a wine fuelled night of sexual exploration. 

The crotchless panties had been one of my first purchases when Barney had suggested we spiced things up in the bedroom, and the matching peep hole bra had been next on the list. My nipples poked eagerly through the holes in the sheer fabric, and my swollen pussy lips were tickled by cool air which blew over the revealing spilt in my underwear. Taylor could fuck me with them on, or without them on. It would be his choice, and I hoped he'd take total control. 

Spinning slowly in front of the mirror, I blew myself a kiss, and picked up the dress I was going to be wearing and spent a few minutes putting it on. Dress was an overstatement. If I'd worn it in the street, I'd probably have been arrested for public indecency. It was constructed from small panels of shiny black PVC, held together by figure hugging leather straps. My pale flesh peeked between the thongs, and the short hem only just covered the soft curve of my arse. I was dressed to kill. And fuck. 

I applied my makeup with a slightly heavier hand than usual, after all, I was to be trying to impress a new man that night, not just my husband who had become used to the way I looked. I wanted Taylor to desire me, and I wanted my husband to realise why Taylor desired me. Barney needed to know that he had a hot wife, a wife who could drop him like a hot potato and find herself a sexy young stud whenever she wanted. He needed to know he had a wife that he should not cheat on. 

With a squirt of Serge Lutens, the fragrance that always drove Barney wild, and my strappy high heels encasing my feet, I was ready. Ready to teach my husband a lesson. Ready to fuck a young athlete in his prime while my middle aged overweight husband looked on. Ready to cuckold a cheating man. 

***

I stayed upstairs until I heard the doorbell ring. Barney was in the garage tinkering with his motorbike, but I didn't want him to see how I was dressed until I stood in front of him with Taylor and explained what was about to happen. 

The inside of my mouth was dry as I descended the stairs, but the slit between my legs was hot and wet. The tall shape of Taylor's wide frame was silhouetted against the glass of the front door, and my hand trembled slightly as I unlocked the door and swung it open. 

"Jesus Christ, Emma," said Taylor, looking me up and down appreciatively. 

"Now I really want to fuck you, you sexy fucking bitch." 

My nipples hardened, both of them on show through my peephole bra and the thin strips of leather that held my dress together. Taylor's eyes widened and he took a step forward, grasping a nipple in both hands, squeezing and rolling them between his thick fingers. I groaned deep in my throat, desperate to rip his clothes off and let him fuck me right there in the hallway. 

I took a step backwards instead, glancing at the growing bulge in his jeans. "Not yet," I said, fighting the urge to at least let him finger me. "Not until Barney knows you're here." 

Taylor looked disappointed, but kept his hands off me. "Okay," he said, pushing the door closed behind him. "Let's go and tell the cheating bastard." 

I wanted to stick up for my husband. I wanted to tell Taylor that Barney wasn't a bastard, but I couldn't. Taylor was correct. My husband had been a bastard. 

"Follow me," I said, leading the way to the bottom of the stairs. "You go up," I said, "the bedroom is the first on the right. There's some beers on the bedside table if you want one, or I could bring some wine up?" 

Taylor shook his head. "No booze for me," he said, "I've got a big game tomorrow." He looked at the top of my thighs. "Anyway, the only thing I want to drink from is what's between your legs." 

My insides trembled and my pussy flooded. He could certainly drink from me; I was soaking wet. I patted him on his firm arse. "Just go up and wait. Make yourself comfortable. Barney's in the garage. I'll go and get him." 

Taylor leaned into me and I allowed him a kiss. His tongue probed my mouth urgently, and I considered taking him upstairs alone and fucking him until my husband discovered us. With a great effort I pulled away from the big man and took a step backwards. "Go on, you horny young man," I joked, "get upstairs and wait for me. You can have your way with me soon enough." 

He began climbing the stairs, his big legs easily taking two at a time. "Be quick," 

he warned, "I may have to have a quick wank if you don't hurry. Then you'd have to wait a couple of minutes for me to get hard again." He gave me a wink, and my knees weakened. 

Barney took nearly twenty minutes to get hard again, but I didn't divulge that information. "Okay stud," I teased, "I won't be long, but remember… I want Barney to be humiliated." 

Taylor smiled. "Go get him." 

I made my way quickly through the house, aware that my panties were wet and my clit was hard. The garage was attached to the house and was accessible via an adjoining door in the kitchen. I closed my fingers around the handle and hesitated for a moment. I could still change my mind, I could send Taylor on his way and work through my marital problems using more orthodox methods. 

That wouldn't settle the jealously that burned deep in my stomach though. No --

I needed my husband to watch me being fucked. I needed him to know what infidelity tasted like. I needed him to feel the humiliation and the jealously. 

The door creaked open and I watched Barney for a moment or two. He was oblivious to my presence, the music blaring from his DAB radio hid any sounds I made. 

I walked to the table on which the radio was placed, and turned it off. Barney spun his head and I smiled at him. My husband was on his knees, surrounded by motorbike parts, and holding a wrench in his oily hand. I ignored the guilt that ate me up and smiled to myself as his eyes widened with lust. He thought I was dressed the way I was for him. 

"Wow," he said, getting to his feet. "You look amazing. What's all this for? Does this mean I'm forgiven?" 

I placed my hands on my hips and pushed my erect nipples towards him. "You like it?" I purred. 

Barney nodded, his eyes roving over me. "Fuck, yeah." 

"So does the man who's waiting for me in our bedroom," I said, taking a step towards him, being sure to push my tits out as far as I could. "The rugby player who's going to fuck me while you watch." 

Barney's face turned ashen. "What… what do you mean, Emma? You're joking, right?" 

My tongue traced the shape of my full lips. "I'm not joking, sweetheart. Were you joking when you fucked that stripper?" 

He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. 

I took another step towards him, hoping he'd catch a smell of my perfume. "You have two choices, Barney. Either you wash all that oil off your hands and come upstairs to watch me getting a young stud's cock… or, you pack your bags and be gone from this house by the morning." 

Barney dropped the wrench, which bounced on the concrete floor. "I don't understand." 

"It's not hard, my darling. I can't live with the fact that you fucked a stripper. I'm not that type of woman. I'm not a doormat. The only way I can let it go is by knowing that you've seen me fucking another man. I want you to know how it feels, Barney. I want you to see me fucking another man. A younger man. Like the stripper you pushed your dick inside." 

Barney was shell shocked. His face continued to drain of colour and his hands opened and closed into fists. 

"I'm going upstairs now Barney. If you come and watch, we can get through this together. If you choose to stay down here, or cause a fuss and try and throw Taylor out, then we are finished." 

Barney's eyes widened even further. "Taylor? Not Taylor Richardson?" he said, his voice splintering. 

"Yes, Barney. The very one. The famous rugby player. The one they call the beast. The one who makes you look like a cub scout on a jamboree." 

My husband put his head in his hands, and ran his fingers through his tousled hair. "Please," he said, raising his face again. "You don't have to do it, Emma." 

Anger made my voice harsh. "I do!" I said, "you cheated on me, now I'm going to do the same to you. All that aside, my cunt is wet and ready, and there's a young stud waiting in the bedroom." I turned my back on him and made my way to the door. "The choice is yours," I said, as I left the garage, being sure to put a

little extra sway in my hips. 

I heard Barney sigh as I made my way towards the stairs, but ignored him. The ball was in his court. He could either take his punishment like a man or we could split up. The choice was simple, and as I climbed the stairs I knew I'd made the right decision. I was feeling better already. 

My cunt throbbed as I stepped into the bedroom and saw Taylor on the bed. His nickname in rugby circles of 'The Beast' was well deserved. He lay on his back, a powerhouse of muscle wrapped in soft dark olive skin that contrasted beautifully with the crisp white bed linen. 

His neck length black hair splayed slightly over Barney's pillow, and he looked at me with mischief in his eyes. 

I ran my eyes over his body. He'd covered his midriff with a pillow, and as he teasingly removed it I gasped out loud. His cock reared far up his stomach. Hard and menacing, the wide tip reaching way past his belly button, and the big veins that carried blood to the engorged organ throbbing as he stroked it lazily. 

His fingers wrapped around half of the thick girth, and I knew if his big hand could only contain half of the diameter, my small hands would be dwarfed by its enormous size. 

I'd never seen a cock like it, and it took Taylor to snap me out of the trance that I'd slipped into. "Like what you see?" he said, pushing his arse off the bed as if to make his erection even bigger. 

I nodded. "Jesus, yes," I murmured, "you're beautiful." 

He was beautiful. I felt as if I'd stumbled across a set for a male model photo-shoot. I'd never been in the company of a naked man so perfect before, and as I took tentative steps towards the bed, I half hoped that Barney would decide against coming upstairs. I wanted to fuck Taylor, and I wanted him all to myself. 

Taylor patted the bed next to him. "Come on," he said, "where's hubby?" 

"Making a decision," I said, climbing onto the bed, my clit in overdrive. "He's either washing oil from his hands, ready to come and watch, or he's planning on packing a bag. We'll soon find out. In the meantime…" I laid next to him and reached for his cock. "…I want to have some fun with this." 

Taylor practically growled low in his throat as I wrapped my small fingers around his dick. He closed his eyes momentarily, and his cock throbbed under my touch. 

He removed his own hand from his shaft and took one of my nipples in his fingers, pulling and squeezing it as I began stroking his length, fascinated at the size. Barney's cock was a joke compared to Taylor's, and I was going to tell him as much too, if he ever bothered to grace us with his company. 

Taylor leaned into me and our lips met. He kissed me deeply and passionately, his fingers expertly teasing my hard nipple and his heartbeat heavy in the hard flesh beneath my fingers. 

"Jesus Christ, Emma." 

I broke our kiss and turned my head towards the doorway. Barney was standing there, his hands clean and his eyes wide open as he took in the scene on his bed. 

"He's big isn't he?" I said. 

"I know how to use it too," said Taylor, "your wife's in for a treat you cheating worm." 

Barney looked at us in turn. "Fair enough," he said, "I suppose I deserve it." 

Taylor pointed at the chair in the corner. "Sit down little man, and watch while I show your wife what she's been missing." 

Barney hung his head low and sat down. He placed his hands in his lap and I couldn't help noticing the prominent bulge in his jogging trousers. Was he enjoying himself? Was he one of those men who got off on watching his wife with other men? 

I had no time to ask. Taylor gripped my hair in a strong hand and pulled my face towards his cock. "Suck it, slut," he commanded, "suck my dick while Barney boy watches." 

He was doing as I had asked him to. He was being dominant. He was a little rougher with my hair than I had expected him to be, but I was enjoying it. 

Barney never treated me rough, and I hoped that hair pulling wasn't the full extent of Taylor's rough treatment repertoire. I wanted to be used. I wanted to be used while my husband looked on. 

As I lowered my mouth towards Taylor's dick, I noticed that my husband had begun rubbing the bulge in his trousers. The whole dynamic of the situation had changed, and it excited me. So what if Barney got off on it? Maybe it wasn't the punishment I had envisioned it to be, but I realised that that may turn out to be a good thing. Maybe Barney would want me to fuck other men too. Something I would gladly do. 

I parted my lips and swiped my tongue across the wide head of the big cock. 

Salty pre-cum coated my taste buds, and Taylor groaned as I parted my lips wide and took him into my wet mouth. 

I'd never imagined a man's cock could feel so big. I wasn't sure my lips would part far enough to take him, but I forced myself to try, my lips stinging as I opened my mouth to the limit. 

I glanced at Barney. He was stripping his clothes off and tossing them on the floor. His little cock stood proudly in front of him, and he stared at me as I took the young athletes dick into my face. 

"Go on, Emma," he muttered, "enjoy yourself. Enjoy that huge cock. I deserve it. 

I deserve to be made to watch you with better men than me." 

Taylor laughed. "Good man, Barney. Now sit back down and let me enjoy your wife. She's a real slut, and I'm going to take full advantage of her." 

My pussy flooded with wet heat as Taylor spoke to Barney. Hearing my husband being told what to do by the young stud in my mouth was exhilarating, and I moaned in pleasure as Taylor put a hand on the back of my head, and forced me to take more of him into my mouth. 

I gagged as the tip of his cock touched the back of my throat, and tears filled my eyes. Saliva gushed from my mouth, trickling down Taylor's pulsating shaft and coating my hand. 

I gagged again but Taylor gave me no mercy, and I didn't expect any. I wanted him to treat me how he liked, and I wanted my husband to realise how pathetic he was compared to the big man on his marital bed. 

Taylor pushed my head even lower, and my lips stung as my mouth stretched painfully wide. It was intoxicating. Having such a powerful dick in my mouth was making me giddy with lust, and I shivered as I reached between my thighs and inserted a tip of a finger into my wet hole. 

My pussy throbbed and spilt juices as I devoured the big cock, licking and sucking and allowing Taylor deep into my throat. My nostrils flared as I struggled to breathe, but I wanted it, needed it. Inches of fat hard flesh slid down my throat, and just as I didn't think I could take anymore, Taylor pulled my hair hard, lifting me off his cock as a torrent of hot saliva flooded from my mouth. 

Taylor got to his knees, his stomach muscles rippling and his cock glistening with my spit. "On your back," he ordered, "I want to taste your slut cunt." 

I threw myself onto the bed and spread my legs wide as Taylor lowered his mouth towards my pussy. I entwined my fingers in his hair and locked my eyes onto my husband's, who was stroking his cock as he watched. 

"Look at that little cock," I laughed, "I bet the stripper was disappointed. You paid her five hundred quid to fuck her. I'd gladly pay Taylor the same." 

Barney licked his lips. "I can't wait to see his cock inside you." 

I put my head back and moaned as Taylor's hot mouth made contact with my swollen cunt lips. His fingers parted the slit in my panties and his tongue pressed on my clit. My hips gyrated in small circles as he sucked and licked me, the sound of my juices squelching loud in the room. It was beautiful, and it was even better to know that Barney was watching. 

"You've never really satisfied me, Barney," I said, pushing my cunt hard against Taylor's face. "Not like Taylor is going to. I can't wait to feel a real cock in my cunt. I can't fucking wait to really feel what it's like to be fucked. I can hardly feel you when you're fucking me, but I'm sure I'll feel Taylor. I'm sure he'll make me scream." 

Taylor pushed his tongue inside me and I gasped as he spread my lips wide with his fingers, tightening the hood of my clit and nearly making me come. My whole body trembled as I watched my husband wanking while the younger stud performed cunnilingus on me like an expert. The whole, experience was

sublime, and I felt like thanking Barney for cheating on me. Without his unfaithfulness, I never would have been in the situation I had found myself in. 

Trembles of pleasure rocked my body, and I found myself bucking and writhing as Taylor burrowed deeper into me, his breath hot on my slippery shaved skin. I needed his cock. I needed it badly. "Please fuck me, Taylor," I begged, "stick your cock in me. Please." 

Taylor lifted his face from my sticky pussy. My juices coated his mouth and chin, and he ran his tongue over his lips to clean himself. "I'll fuck you when I'm ready to fuck you," he said. He turned to my husband. "Come here, Barney. I want you to hold your wife's legs in the air for me." 

The whole idea had been for Barney to watch. I'd wanted him to sit in the corner seething with jealously, but he crossed the room quickly, his belly wobbling and his cock twitching. "Okay, Taylor," he enthused, jumping onto the bed and positioning himself behind me. 

"Grab the slut's ankles," said Taylor, stroking his thick cock as he knelt between my legs. "Pull those legs up high and spread them wide." 

Barney leaned over me and took a firm grasp of my lower legs. He spread them as wide and as high as he could, spreading my pussy wide and lifting it into the air for Taylor to study. 

Taylor reached down and took hold of my panties. With a swift powerful movement, he ripped them from my body. The fabric dug deep and stung, but being totally exposed to the big man more than made up for the brief pang of

pain. 

I shuddered with delight as Taylor manoeuvred himself into position between my thighs. He leaned over me a little and bent his cock downward so it pointed directly at my eager hole. I squealed as he brought a big hand down hard on my inner thigh, and then proceeded to slap my pussy. "Dirty slut," he said, raining down slaps which brought me closer to climax each time his hand connected with my flesh. 

He reached for my head and took a handful of hair, pulling my head to the side and making my scalp burn. "Yes," I begged, "be rough with me. Not gentle like Barney. Treat me like a whore." 

My husband's cock bobbed in the air above my face, and he groaned as I urged Taylor on. "Do you like it, Emma?" he said, "do you like me watching you being treated this way by another man?" 

"Yes," I moaned, "I love humiliating you." 

"While he humiliates you?" 

Barney was right of course. Taylor was humiliating me. He was treating me like a common slut he'd picked up in a bar, and he didn't really care about what I wanted. He just wanted to use me, and that was fine by me. I began to see why my husband was enjoying himself so much. There was something primal about giving yourself to an alpha male and allowing him to take control. Barney must have really enjoyed giving his wife to the dominant male in the room, and I knew from the look in his eyes that it wouldn't be the last time. I nodded, my

head stinging as Taylor pulled my hair harder. "Yes." 

Taylor grunted and brushed the tip of his cock against my clit. My groin throbbed with pleasure, and I pushed upwards off the bed, desperate to feel his thick girth inside me. He ran his cock along my wet slit, pausing teasingly at my grasping entrance before sliding it up to my clit again. I shook my head, and he pulled my hair tighter. 

"Stick it in me!" I begged, "just give me your cock for fuck's sake!" 

Taylor laughed. "You want it?" 

I nodded, running my tongue over my lips. "Yes," I half whispered. 

Taylor looked at Barney. "You ready to hear your wife scream?" 

Barney's cock twitched above my face. "Go on," he said, pulling my legs even wider, stretching the tendons in my thighs. 

Taylor smiled and pushed his cock against my wet hole. "Then have it." 

With a long powerful thrust, Taylor dropped his weight onto me and gave me his full length, with no pause to allow me to get used to it. 

Lights flashed in front of my eyes and my breath left me in a whoosh of hot air. I heard myself scream, but my senses were reeling, and I wasn't quite sure that it had been me. 

Pain engulfed my abdomen and I screamed again, this time aware that it was definitely me who was making the noise. Taylor's cock was huge. No, it was bigger than huge – it was gargantuan, and it filled me to the brim, stretching my cunt and muscles to the limit. 

My pussy had never been so wide, and the skin over my clit was pulled tight, sending electric tingles of animal lust through my whole body, making my toes curl and my jaw clench. I shocked myself as I came, the pleasure quickly taking the place of the pain, which was ebbing as quickly as my climax rose in me. 

My pussy filled with hot wet juice as I writhed and bucked on the bed. Taylor's throbbing cock was so far inside me that I was sure it would do me some damage. My stomach bulged as my muscles were pushed aside by the thick length of dick, and I bit down hard on my bottom lip, tasting blood as Taylor began to withdraw slowly. 

I whimpered as his cock slid out of me, my cunt clenching tightly on him as my orgasm continued to rock me. Just as I felt the ridge of his wide head sliding past my lips he rammed himself into me again, hard and fast and with a ferocity which triggered another orgasm. 

"Fuck her hard!" shouted my husband eagerly, trying to spread my legs wider. 

"Give her your big cock, Taylor!" 

"Do you like you husband watching you get fucked?" said Taylor, pushing deep inside me. "You slut." 

"Yes," I moaned, "I like him knowing he can never make me feel how you're making me feel, Taylor. Not with that pathetic little thing he calls a cock." 

Taylor began sliding in and out of me as my husband released one of my legs and grabbed his tiny dick, stroking it quickly as he watched me taking my first big cock. 

Squelching sounds of my juice being churned into white foam, which coated Taylor's cock each time he withdrew it, filled the room. I'd never felt so petite, so feminine. Taylor was a true alpha male, and he was making me feel like a real woman. 

My nipple stung as they hardened past a point that was comfortable and I grabbed them in my fingers, squeezing them hard as I came again. I'd always thought that multiple orgasms were reserved for the lucky women that they came to naturally, but I realised as my clit throbbed that it was down to the man that fucked you, and Taylor was a man in every sense of the word. 

Trembles made my muscles shake, and my cunt was becoming a hot slippery mess. Taylor was really going to town on me, his thrusts becoming faster and his cock hitting me somewhere deep inside that produced pain mixed with the most delicious pleasure, each time his big balls battered my arsehole. 

I glanced up at Barney and smiled to myself through tears of joy and pain. His face was a mask of delight, and his hand slid quickly over his cock as he watched me being taken. It was in that moment that I forgave him. I was pretty certain that Barney's night with the stripper had been nowhere near as satisfying as my night with Taylor was turning out to be. I promised myself that I would stay with him. 

Taylor grunted, and pulled his cock from me, spilling floods of juice from my sore hole. My arsehole twitched as the warm wet rivulets of lust trickled between my buttocks and onto my tightest of holes. 

"On your knees, bitch," said Taylor. "I like to cum in my women from behind." 

I scrambled into position, turning to face my husband and pushing my arse high into the air for my young bull. "Shall we use a condom?" I asked Barney, softening my attitude towards him even more. 

My husband shook his head. "No, I want to see him cum in you, and then I want to lick it from out of you." 

A moan crossed my lips. My husband was a horny little chap. I'd had no idea that Barney could get so turned on. Turned on enough to lick another man's seed from his wife's cunt. It was a welcome revelation, and I smiled at him as I lowered my face to the mattress as Taylors cock nudged my pussy. 

With a thrust that made my buttocks wobble, he rammed himself deep, stretching my pussy wide and burrowing even deeper than he had been when he'd been on top. 

He began fucking me hard and fast, and I squealed as his hand struck my arse over and over again, stinging and titillating at the same time, encouraging another orgasm from deep within me. 

Juice trickled down my inner thighs as I came, and I raised my face as Barney pulled my hair upwards and offered me his cock to suck. 

I took it eagerly, aware of just how much smaller he was than the man who was battering me from behind. He was mine though, and I swallowed him deep, sighing as his balls rested on my chin. 

Taylor increased his speed and my insides burned. Orgasm after orgasm shook my whole being, and just as I thought I couldn't take anymore, Taylor grunted, and rammed himself deep as his cock throbbed and spat seed inside me as it swelled with his climax. 

Hot splatters of cum drenched my insides and my pussy tightened on the hard cock as Taylor filled me with his virility. 

Sperm hit the back of my throat, and I came again as my husband unloaded in my mouth, his cock twitching and his hands pulling my head closer towards him as he forced himself as far into my face as he could manage. 

I was being filled with spunk at both ends and it felt gloriously dirty. 

Taylors seed mixed with the cunt juice that trickled down my legs, and the jerking of his cock began to slow as he emptied his balls. With a satisfied grunt he withdrew from me and threw himself onto his back alongside me. 

I looked up at Barney. "Do you still want to clean me?" I said, "I can feel his cum dripping out of my stretched hole, my darling." 

Barney scrambled along the bed and laid on his back, forcing his head between my thighs. I shivered as the first swipe of his hot tongue made contact with my sore lips, and groaned as he clamped his mouth over my hole and began sucking and licking another mans seed from within me. 

I glanced at Taylor, who smiled, his cock already beginning to jerk back into life. 

"Hurry up, Barney boy," he teased, "I'm getting hard again. I need that hole." 

***

"What do you mean, you don't feel suitably chastised?" 

Barney laughed. "I mean… I don't feel like you punished me enough. I cheated on you, Emma, for God's sake." 

It had been a week since the night with Taylor, and Barney had talked non-stop about how he had enjoyed it for the whole of those seven days. This was new

though — him saying he still needed more punishment. 

"And I fucked Taylor in front of you. We're even now, sweetheart." 

Barney looked disappointed. "I just feel like you should teach me a bit more of a lesson that's all." 

"Are you saying you want to see me fuck another man, Barney?" 

Barney smiled. "Or men," he said. 

My nipples prickled as they became erect, and my cunt reminded me how much I'd enjoyed cuckolding my husband. I slipped a hand under the duvet and laid a finger on my clit. 

"Okay," I said, my desire rising. "Let me think about it." 

The End
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