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Chapter One

Tom slid his fingers along my wet slit. “Go on,” he said, pushing his erection against my thigh. “Tell me.” 

I sucked my bottom lip into my mouth and closed my eyes. I did want to tell him, really I did. I wanted to tell him that I’d like nothing more, that his cock was just too small, but I knew that when I’d crossed the line and said it, I could never take it back. 

Tom’s lips found my nipple and his teeth grazed the sensitive nub. My back arched as I pushed my pussy further onto his hand, willing his fingers inside me. 

The mattress creaked as he moved. “Tell me,” he murmured, between swiping strokes of his tongue. “Tell me you want to fuck a big cock. Tell me I’m too small.” A whimper escaped me, and my clit tingled as his thumb made teasing circles around the tight hood. “Tell me, Susan,” he urged, “please.” 

The tip of a finger slid half an inch inside me and my passion grew. Tom sucked my nipple harder, and lust overcame me. “Okay,” I sighed, “your cock is too small. Please let me fuck a bigger man.” 

My pussy opened as my husband slid his finger further inside me and forced another one in beside it. “Do you mean it?” he said, his hard-on twitching on my leg. “Do you really mean it?” 

Juice trickled from my hole and my buttocks tightened. “Yes, I mean it. Your cock is too small, Tom. I want a big cock inside me.” 

“Like Paul’s?” 

The sound of my ex-husband’s name triggered a deep seated craving. I hated the man for cheating on me, but I missed the big cock that he’d been so proud of. I didn’t answer Tom with words, instead I let out a gentle moan that spurred him on. He slid his cock along my thigh, his whole body moving as he humped my leg. “Tell me how he fucked you, Susan. Tell me how big he was.” 

Air hissed over my lips as I took a deep breath. “He was huge, and he fucked me hard. He was rough with me.” 

“Do you wish you could fuck him again?” 

I didn’t. I wished I could fuck a cock as big as his, but not him. Never. “No,” I whispered, “but someone like him. Someone who would fuck me hard. Someone with a nice fat dick.” 

“Not like mine?” 

Tom’s thumb pressed harder on my clit and his fingers wriggled inside me. “No, not like yours. I miss having a big cock, Tom. I want a big cock. Tell me I can have one! Promise me!” 

He sucked my nipple deep into his mouth as I came. My pussy tightened around his fingers and a warm trickle of heat soaked my thigh as he let go too. He released my hard nipple from between his lips and looked at me as his cock dribbled the last of his seed. “I promise,” he groaned. 

I hoped he was telling the truth. 

Chapter Two

Tom had surprised me. Not the sort of surprise that most wives enjoy. Not a bunch of flowers or a trip to a musical, no, Tom had really surprised me. 

His eyes shone, the deep blue sparkling with excitement. “You made me promise, Susan. What sort of husband would I be if I didn’t deliver on my promises?” 

“Jesus, Tom,” I said, the skin around my eyes tightening as they narrowed. “It’s not the sort of thing you actually arrange without my permission. What the hell were you thinking?” 

Tom smiled, and pushed my wine glass towards me, the glass base squeaking on the wooden table. “You made me promise.” 

“I was fucking coming! I’d have said anything. I don’t know what to say. You’re an idiot.” 

“You could say thank you? Thank you for loving you enough to let you have your fantasy. Thank you for trusting you enough to let you fuck another man. 

Thank you for setting you up with a big cock, just like you wanted.” 

My hand trembled as I moved the glass to my mouth, but the big swallow of alcohol calmed me a little. “It’s the sort of thing a couple arranges together. You don’t come home from work on a Friday night and tell your wife that there’s a man on the way to her house who wants to fuck her. I’m shocked at you.” 

I was shocked. Deeply shocked, but my pussy seemed to have misread the mood. 

It throbbed as I took another swig of wine. 

Tom stood up, and his jeans bulged in the front. “I want this just as much as you,” he said. He placed his hand on my cheek and bent down to kiss me. 

“Please let me have this,” he said, standing straight again. “You know It’s always been what I wanted.” 

That was no lie. Since before we’d been married Tom had begged me to tell him about my previous sexual experiences, and had enjoyed it when I’d spoken about how big my ex was. Watching me with another man had been a mainstay of Tom’s sexual fantasies, but I’d never for one moment imagined that his fantasies would ever become a reality. 

“I know,” I said, my nipples hardening. “But, I never expected it to really happen. I love you, I don’t need anyone else. I don’t want anyone else.” 

“Who mentioned love? I know you love me, Susan. If I didn’t think you loved me I wouldn’t be asking you to fuck a man with a dick like a forearm. It’s because we love each other that I feel safe doing it.” 

The wine reached my brain and the only words I could seem to concentrate on were dick like a forearm. My panties were uncomfortably damp as juice ran from me, and my clit definitely needed some attention. I was turned on, and at that moment I knew that I was going to go through with it. I just needed to act as if I was more resistant to the idea, after all, I didn’t want Tom to think he had married a total slut. 

I sat back, placing one arm along the back of the sofa while my other hand gripped my wine glass tightly. “I know you love me, sweetheart, and I love you, but do you really think it’s a good idea. I mean, it’s all well and good fantasising about it, honey, but have you really thought how you’ll feel watching a man sliding a big cock inside me? Inside your wife? I just don’t think you’ve thought it through.” 

The doorbell rang and Tom’s eyes widened as he crossed the room. “Too late, Susan. He’s here!” 

I sat forward, nearly spilling my wine. “But I’m not ready, Tom! Look at me, I’m in my jeans and a t-shirt!” 

Tom’s voice was becoming distant. He was almost at the door. “Well, run upstairs and change if you must. I’ll keep him company.” 

Things were moving fast. Less than twenty minutes before I’d sat down just like any other Friday night with a bottle of wine in front of me, and suddenly I was bolting up the stairs with the intention of changing into something more appropriate to wear whilst fucking a man I’d never even met. It was like being in a dream, but a far better dream than I normally had. 

I slammed the bedroom door behind myself and leant with my back against it, just as the muffled sound of men’s voices floated up the stairs. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, and I didn’t really care. I had an important choice to make. I could either go with the flow, or lock myself in the bedroom until Tom got rid of the stranger. 

I made my decision and tried to blame the wine. It made me feel less of a slut and more like a woman fuelled by alcohol into doing something quite out of character. 

I’d showered less than an hour previous, so all I needed to do was slip into something a little sexier. It was an easy choice. The man downstairs had come to fuck me. Plain and simple. I didn’t need to wear a fancy dress or smart blouse. I needed to look slutty, and what better to get a man’s blood flowing than dressing in just my sexiest lingerie? 

I knew I had the body, and I wasn’t shy – just a little nervous. 

I dug out a pair of hold up suspenders and my smallest bra and pantie set. My fingers trembled as I got out of my lounging around clothes, and slipped the sensuous black garments on. My pussy pulsated as I looked at myself in the mirror and arranged my hair down my back and over my shoulders. A few strands of brown dropped into my eyes and I brushed them aside as I ran my eyes up and down my figure. Thirty-seven? I could have passed as twenty. 

With a breath caught in my throat and my heart shuddering, I opened the bedroom door. What the hell? I still couldn’t quite believe that I was about to fuck a strange man, a man with a cock like a forearm, according to Tom. 

I took the journey down the stairs slowly, craning my neck to hear what the men were talking about. The lounge door had been closed though, and just the deep bass of muffled masculine voices could be heard. 

My hand hovered over the lounge door handle as a brief moment of hesitancy

replaced the powerful pulse between my legs. I was too far into the fantasy though. I needed it, and with a quick movement of my hand, I’d opened the door and was stepping into the room. 

Shock took my strength away, and for a moment I thought I was going to collapse. What the fuck was Tom thinking? 

The man on my sofa spoke. His voice still as honeyed as I remembered it. 

“Hello, Susan.” 

I looked at my husband. “Jesus, Tom. What the hell have you done?” 

Tom smiled. “You said you liked his cock, and it was harder than I thought it would be to find a similar man. I hope you don’t mind. He certainly doesn’t” 

My ex-husband stood up. His eyes ran over my body and a familiar warmth rose in my belly. He still had it. He still had the power to make me weak just by looking at me. 

“Hello, Paul,” I said quietly. “I was not expecting this.” 

He whistled under his breath. “You’re still as fuckable as ever, Susan. Tom’s a lucky man.” 

With a wet heat growing between my legs, I turned to my husband. “Get him out, Tom.” 

Paul laughed. “Come on, Susan. It’s been eight years since I was in that tight little cunt of yours. Let me have one last go.” 

Tom stood up and joined Paul. “Go on Susan, let him fuck you. I want to see what you’ve been missing.” 

I tried to speak but my mouth was dry. I thought I wanted Paul out of the house but my eyes were being drawn to the bulge in the front of his trousers. God, I’d missed it. 

Paul capitalised on my hesitancy. He pointed at the sofa, and with a tone in his voice that transported me back almost a decade, he spoke. “Bend over the back of the sofa, Susan. I’m going to spank you so hard you’ll scream.” 

His authority still had a hold over me, even after being away from him for all that time. I took a step towards the sofa, but stopped and looked at Tom, hoping for instruction. Tom nodded. “You’d better do what he says, Susan. It sounds like he means business.” 

He meant business alright. I’d forgotten what it was like to be treated rough. 

Tom was always gentle with me, but Paul had treated me with no such tenderness. My arse muscles quivered as I studied my ex-husband’s big hands. I wanted it. I wanted to be spanked. I wanted my hair pulled and I wanted to be fucked so viciously that it hurt. 

“You asked for it,” I said to Tom, stepping towards the sofa and bending over the back, my arse high in the air and my nipples as hard as glass. “You’ll hear me scream.” 

Tom nodded. “Good,” he said, as Paul stepped behind me, his large shadow darkening the white leather of the sofa. 

I sighed as my ex-husband placed his hand on my back, and I shuddered as he traced his fingers down my spine and gripped the elastic of my panties waistband. I knew what was coming. The memories were fresh in my mind. 

I squealed as elastic dug into flesh. Paul pulled hard and ripped my underwear from my quivering body. He wasted no time and brought a hand down hard on my arse, making my buttocks wobble. My nails sunk into the soft leather and I bit my lip as he struck again, this time even harder. Hot stinging pains ran the length of my legs as he spanked me over and over again, and I knew from past experience that my arse would be a deep crimson red. 

Tears stung my eyes, but I wanted more. “Harder,” I begged, as Tom began removing his clothes in front of me. My husband stared in fascination as Paul continued to slap my sore flesh, and his cock sprung into the air in front of him as he dropped his boxers and stepped out of his jeans. 

Paul paused his assault on my arse and I turned to watch him as he undressed, desperate to see the magnificent cock that had once belonged to me. 

He tossed his clothes aside and I gave a low husky moan as he dropped his underwear and revealed his dick. It was half hard, but already far longer and thicker than my husband’s stiffy. I turned to Tom. “Do you understand what I mean now?” 

Tom grabbed his cock and stroked it as he watched my ex-husband’s erection forming. “Yes,” he said, “it’s bigger than I thought it would be.” 

“Wait until you see what it does to my cunt,” I teased. 

Paul gave a low laugh. “You still remember, huh?” 

I wiggled my arse at him. “A girl doesn’t forget a big cock, Paul. You may have been a bastard in other departments, but no one can say you couldn’t make a woman come.” 

He hit me again. The stinging pain making me scream. The crisp slap of flesh striking flesh filled the room, and I slumped over the sofa again, a slave to my ex-husband. 

Tom knelt in front of me offering me his cock, pushing it towards my mouth. 

“No,” I said forcefully. “Paul first. You can watch. Just like you always wanted to.” 

He understood, and backed away, taking a seat opposite me and jerking his cock as Paul grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled hard. My back straightened and

Paul dragged me around to the front of the sofa. “On your knees, slut,” he demanded. 

I dropped to my knees quickly. I didn’t need to be told again. It was the same Paul from all those years ago, the man who knew how I liked to be treated. The only man who had ever brought out the whore inside me. The man I loved obeying. 

His huge cock throbbed in front of me. Thick veins pulsated, and a dribble of clear fluid escaped from the wide slit on the imposing head. I wanted it, needed it, missed it, and I grabbed it greedily, guiding it towards my eager mouth. 

My lips opened wide, but it was still a struggle to take the full enormity of the wide head into my face. Paul pushed himself in, with a hand on the back of my head preventing me from pulling away, and I gagged as my breath was stolen from me. 

My nostrils flared wide and I sucked in air as Paul slid himself down my throat, the powerful throbs in my mouth reminding me what I’d been missing. 

Saliva trickled down my chin and I grabbed his heavy balls, rolling them in the palm of my hand, excited about the prospect of him filling me with his seed again. Paul had always been a heavy comer, and I’d missed the feeling of really being full of a man’s hot cum. 

Another fat inch slid down my throat and I moved my tongue over the hard flesh of his shaft, eager to please him, and happy to hear him moan contentedly. 

Swivelling my eyes to the left, I watched my husband. His face was contorted in pleasure as he watched his wife becoming a slut, and his hand moved quickly along his length. His eyes locked onto mine and he smiled, giving me the motivation to totally let myself go with no fear that Tom minded or had any reservations about arranging the meeting with Paul. He was enjoying himself, and that made me horny. 

I turned my attention back to Paul, and swallowed him deeper, tasting his pre-cum and squeezing his balls. His heart beat on my tongue and his stomach muscles tightened as I pleasured him. 

His hand tightened in my hair and with a swift pull that stung my scalp he ripped me off his cock in a torrent of spit, that flooded down my chin and dripped onto the rug beneath me. 

“Take your bra off,” he demanded as he got to his knees in front of me. 

My fingers struggled to release the clasp, but finally it clicked open and my bra dropped to the floor as my tits tumbled free. 

“I’ve missed those,” he said, moving a mouth towards one of my tits. “Those sexy fucking nipples of yours.” 

Men had always liked my nipples. Long and thick when excited, men enjoyed nibbling and sucking them. 

Paul’s teeth bit into me and my nipple throbbed. I moved a hand between my thighs and pressed my clit under a finger, my body shaking as pleasure rolled over me. 

My ex-husband released my tit from his mouth. “Turn over,” he said, “let’s see if I can still stretch you.” He turned to Tom. “Do you fist her?” 

Tom shook his head. “No, I didn’t know she liked it.” 

Paul laughed as I got on all fours and lowered my face to the rug, turning to watch Tom watching me. 

“He’s not been treating you right, Susan. Has he?” said Paul. 

“No,” I said, looking Tom in the eyes. “He hasn’t.” 

“This little slut likes big things in her. Don’t you, Susan?” His hand struck my sore arse cheeks and I screamed. 

“Yes!” I moaned, “put your fist in me and then fuck me with your big cock!” 

My clit throbbed as Paul pressed two fingers against my wet hole. “You won’t be

needing lube,” he said as he wriggled his fingers into my wetness. “You’re as wet as I remember.” 

I pushed myself onto his fingers as he added a third, twisting his hand as I moaned and groaned. Tom’s eyes were on my stretching cunt, and his dick twitched as he watched Paul opening me up. 

Another finger slipped inside me and my nails dug into the woollen rug. It hurt, but I knew that by the time his thumb was inside me, the pain would turn to intense pleasure. 

The squelching sounds between my thighs sounded filthy, and I could smell my own excitement in the air. My cunt dribbled juice and my nipples were tender. I needed to come, and I knew that I wouldn’t have to wait long. 

Paul wriggled his fingers, and tucked his thumb close to the palm of his hand as he slid it inside me. I lifted my body slightly and gazed under my belly, watching the hand slipping bit by bit into my cunt. It looked far too big, but I knew it would fit. I’d taken it before, on many occasions. 

My lip stung as I bit it. Searing pain throbbed in my pussy as the widest part of Paul’s hand pushed against my resistance. 

“Jesus,” said Tom, “you’re taking it.” 

I gazed into his eyes, tears of pain blurring my vision. “Yes,” I moaned. 

Paul pushed hard, and I screamed. My eyes closed and my jaw clenched tight. 

He was in me up to his wrist and I came the moment he began pushing his lower arm inside. 

Hot sticky juice spilt from my pussy in a warm river that trickled down my thighs. My clit pulsated and my cunt squeezed in tight spasms as my climax ripped through me. 

My moans filled the room and Paul responded to my pleasure, beginning to fuck me with his whole fist and half of his thick forearm. Squelching and slurping sounds echoed, and my husband’s sounds of disbelief urged me to come again. 

More juice sprayed from the tiny gap between my ex-husband’s arm and the tight skin of my cunt lips, and my clit pulled tight against my body, the hood stretched as far as it would go. 

Orgasm after orgasm made me squeal and shake as Paul fisted me. “Take it you slut,” he said, slapping my arse with his free hand. 

My body quivered inside as powerful waves of lust washed over and through me. I hadn’t come so had since Paul and I had split up, and I could see from the look on Tom’s face that he was shocked. Until that moment, Tom had only seen me moaning gently as I came -- not spraying cunt juice from my ruined cunt as a man fisted me while I screamed and swore. 

I beckoned Tom in front of me with a curled finger, and he knelt at my face offering me his engorged cock. I looked over my shoulder at Paul. “Fuck me, Paul,” I begged, “I want my ex in my cunt while my husband is in my mouth.” 

The whole situation excited me beyond belief. The idea of the two men who had loved me both using one of my holes for their pleasure, was sublime. I was a dirty whore, and I didn’t care. 

Pauls hand slipped from me with a loud sucking sound, and juice coated my thighs. My hole was loose and stretched and Paul immediately placed the head of his cock at the entrance, beginning to push himself into me. 

“What about a condom?” said Tom, pressing his cock against my mouth. 

“Fuck using a condom,” I said, “Paul comes a lot more than you, Tom, and I want it deep inside me.” 

I opened my mouth and took Tom into my face, which cut off any further objections he may have had. He entwined his hands in my hair as Paul began feeding me his length, my stretched cunt taking his girth easily. 

The filling sensations of having a big cock inside me again triggered another orgasm, and I moaned and writhed as I came, my ex-husband fucking me hard and fast and his heavy balls battered my tender clit with each long powerful stroke. 

Tom gasped as I sucked him deeper and his cock twitched and jerked. Hot cum splattered the back of my throat and his balls tightened as he gave me his load. 

Sperm slid down my throat and I sucked hard, wanting every last drop, hoping that Paul would soon fill my cunt too. I’d often fantasised about having two men cum in me together, and as Paul’s cock swelled inside me I knew I was about to get my wish. 

My arse stung as my ex slapped me once more, and he grunted as he began emptying himself. Hot shots of seed hit my cervix, and I came hard as Paul continued to pump his sperm deep inside my bucking body. 

He continued filling me, throb after throb of his fat cock. Long grunts and groans from behind me told me he still came as much as I had remembered, until finally he slid himself from me, and his beautiful seed ran from my sore fuckhole trickling along my thighs. 

I slumped to the floor in a satisfied trembling heap as the two men dribbled the last of their loads onto me. I closed my eyes and thanked my lucky stars that I had a husband like Tom, and an ex-husband like Paul. 

The End
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