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Chapter One

It had been Michelle who had first put the idea in my head. A simple cup of coffee in a quiet café had turned into two middle aged women gaping at photos of an erect penis. Not just any penis though. The pictures that Michelle showed me on her phone were of a cock so large and beautiful that just looking at it made me squirm uncomfortably in my seat. 

Michelle and her husband had recently begun introducing other people into their marriage – well, their bedroom specifically, and the photo we were looking at was of the latest man to have provided the spice in their marriage. 

He was young, handsome, but oh my god, that cock. It was, so Michelle boasted, over eleven inches in length and as wide as a tube of Pringles. I couldn’t even comprehend the fact that a cock of that size existed, let alone that my best friend had had it inside her. It made my eyes water and my pussy throb just thinking about it. 

I’d gone home that night and fucked my husband while imagining the huge cock I’d seen. Charlie’s cock was nice, yes, but big it was not. As I fucked him, I couldn’t help wondering what a cock the size of the one I’d see would feel like. 

Over the next few weeks Michelle continued to show me photos and tell me stories about the men she was fucking while her husband watched or joined in. I became more curious as time went by, until one night I mentioned it to Charlie as we lay in bed. 

“Do you know what Michelle and Paul do in the bedroom?” I said, dragging a teasing fingernail along my husband’s thigh. 

Charlie put his book down and turned to face me, placing a hand on my hip. 

“No, what?” 

I smiled. “Michelle fucks other men while Paul watches,” I said, raising my eyebrows slightly, and moving my fingers further up his leg. 

“Since when?” said Charlie, his eyes widening. “I always thought they were more strait laced than that.” 

“She told me a few weeks ago,” I said, “they seem to enjoy it.” I paused for a moment and ran my fingers all the way up his leg until I found his balls. “To be honest… it sounds like fun.” 

Charlies eyes narrowed and his balls tightened in my hand. “Are you asking me something?” he said quietly. “It sounds as if you want to do it too.” 

Images of big cocks ran through my mind as I closed my fingers around Charlie’s six-inch erection. “It might be fun,” I whispered, stroking his length slowly and smiling to myself as he twitched in my hand. 

Charlie swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple sliding up and down his throat. “You want to fuck another man?” he said, moving his hand to my tit and giving it a squeeze. “While I watch?” 

My hand moved faster on his cock. “I didn’t say that,” I said, “I just said it might be fun.” 

Charlie stared at me for a moment before placing his lips on mine and kissing me hard. His tongue swirled around my mouth and his hand moved from my tits to between my legs, his fingers sliding my panties aside and finding my slippery folds of skin. 

“You like the idea?” I murmured as his cock jerked in my hand. 

He answered with another kiss, harder this time, his breath hot and his tongue searching my mouth with hard fast movements. 

His fingers found my wet hole, and he pushed two inside me, making me groan. 

“She showed me photos,” I gasped, “of a man she fucked… with a huge cock.” 

Charlie moaned. “How big?” 

I pushed onto his fingers and my clit tingled with desire. “Eleven inches long and as thick as my forearm.” 

Charlie moved his hand faster, ramming his fingers in and out of my sticky hole. 

“Did you like it? Did it excite you?” 

My nipples hardened and my cunt throbbed. “yes,” I sighed, “just looking at it

made me wet.” 

“Do you think it would feel better than my cock?” said Charlie, pressing his erection against my thigh. 

“I don’t know,” I said cautiously. “I don’t think size makes all that much difference.” 

“You’d like to try though? You’d like to feel a huge cock opening your cunt up while I watch?” 

My orgasm ripped through me and juices spilt from my hole, coating Charlie’s fingers. “Yes,” I moaned, “yes, I’d love it!” 

Chapter Two

A month had passed since the night in the bedroom, and neither of us had mentioned the idea of me fucking another man again. I had put it all down to us both getting carried away in the moment – it had just been excited pillow talk, and neither of us really wanted to do it. 

Nothing prepared me for the moment that Charlie told me he’d been thinking of nothing else except watching me fuck another man. It was a normal Friday night, although Charlie had suggested that I wear something sexy, and we were sitting together on the sofa watching TV and sharing a bottle of wine, when Charlie leaned in close to me and put his hand on my thigh. 

“The doorbell is going to ring shortly,” he said, his lips curling into an intriguing smile. “I’ve arranged a little surprise for you.” 

Charlie wasn’t the type of man who surprised me often, so it was very out of the ordinary. “A surprise?” I said, “what sort of surprise? Have you ordered me some flowers?” 

My husband laughed. “Not quite,” he said, “let’s just say that I haven’t been able to forget about that night last month. The night you told me about Michelle and that guy with the big cock.” 

My blood ran cold, but my clit tingled. “Go on,” I half whispered. 

Charlie’s hand moved further up my bare leg and slid beneath my short skirt. “I contacted Michelle,” he said, “and I got the guy’s phone number from her. He’s coming here tonight to fuck you, Claire.” 

I stared at him with my mouth slowly opening while I digested the information. 

“So that’s why you wanted me to dress sexy,” I said quietly. “I thought you were just feeling horny.” 

“Oh, I’m feeling horny,” smiled my husband. “Very fucking horny.” 

Shock gave way to bewilderment, and a rush of nervous anticipation sucker punched me in the gut. “What the hell, Charlie?” I said, “we can’t go through with this. What the hell were you thinking? Didn’t you think it would be a good idea to involve me in something like this? Jesus, I hope you’re joking.” 

Charlie moved his hand to my damp panties and dragged a fingernail over my swollen clit. “I’m not joking, sweetheart. The doorbell is going to ring in the next ten minutes. There’s going to be a man on the doorstep with a cock that’s almost a foot long. It’s up to you if you answer it or not. You have my permission though.” 

My mouth dried up and my heartbeat throbbed in my ears, almost drowning out my husband’s voice. Tingles of lust twisted in my stomach, and goose bumps ran the length of my bare forearms. I was at a loss as to how to respond. Did my husband really want me to fuck a stranger? More importantly – did I really want to fuck a stranger? 

I took a long gulp of wine, and tried to ignore the sensations in my cunt as Charlie trailed his finger over the silky fabric of my panties. “I don’t know what to say, Charlie. I’m shocked.” 

My husband moved his hand from beneath my skirt and stood up. “I’m going upstairs,” he said. 

“What do you mean you’re going upstairs? You’re going to answer the door and tell the poor man that you made a mistake!” 

He shook his head. “No, you’re going to answer the door, and if you like him, you’re going to let him in and fuck him. I’ll come downstairs when I can hear that you’ve made a decision.” 

“I don’t understand, Charlie. If I did let him in, why would you be upstairs?” 

Charlie walked towards the door that led to the stairs. “When I spoke to Michelle, she told me that Steve likes to be in another room, knowing that she’s fucking a stranger. The idea sort of turns me on, Claire. If you turn him away, I’ll come straight down, but if you let him in… I’ll wait until I can hear that you’re having fun before I come and watch.” 

I tried to speak, but shock was in control of my vocal chords. I watched my husband’s back as he left the room, and poured myself another glass of wine, drinking almost half of it greedily. 

I stood up and paced the room. The whole idea was exciting, but I was aware that I had enough wine in my system to cloud my judgement. What the fuck was Charlie thinking? What the fuck did he think I was – assuming I would just fuck a stranger if he invited him to my home? Did he think I was some sort of slut? I shook my head. It had been my suggestion after all. I had hinted at the fact that I’d like to fuck a stranger with a big cock… I couldn’t really blame my husband

for assuming that I’d jump at the chance. 

I stopped pacing and made my way to the hallway, where I stood in front of the full length mirror and studied my reflection, still wrestling with the duality of pure lust and total shock. 

My long brown hair fell free over my shoulders and my body was squeezed into Charlie’s favourite dress – the short black one with a low cut neck which exposed the plump curves of my cleavage, and only just covered my arse. 

Beneath the dress I was wearing a small silky red thong and matching bra, and a pair of black hold up stockings. When Charlie had asked me to dress sexily for the evening, I had worn everything that I knew pleased him. I certainly looked the part. I certainly looked sexy enough to fuck a stranger, all I needed to do was decide whether I would or not. 

Thoughts muddled my mind as I stood gazing at myself in the mirror. Why hadn’t Michelle told me that Charlie had contacted her? Why had she agreed to give him the contact details of a man? Why were my nipples rock hard, and my pussy soaking wet? I had no answers, but as I tidied my hair a little, and adjusted my dress, the doorbell chimed and my heart nearly stopped beating. 

Shit. What the fuck was I supposed to do? Ignore it and throw away the chance of being fucked by a man with a huge dick, or answer it and fuck a stranger while my husband was upstairs listening? 

I backed away from the mirror as the bell chimed again, and took a long deep breath. As I made my decision a swarm of butterflies erupted in my belly, and

my wet pussy tightened with desire. Fuck it, I was going to answer the door and take it from there. If I liked the guy, I might fuck him. If I wasn’t so keen, I would send him on his way with a big apology. 

The walk to the door seemed never ending, and as I unlocked it and began swinging it inward, I swallowed hard and put a smile on my face. 

A blast of cold air blew into the hallway, and I stared open mouthed at the tall man who looked down at me, a smile on his lips and a bottle of wine in his large hand. 

He was beautiful. Younger than me by at least ten years I guessed. He was definitely no older than twenty-five, and was standing with his long legs slightly apart, oozing a confidence that mad my knees weak. 

“You must be Claire,” he said, in a deep gentle voice that vibrated in the air between us. He held out his free hand and I took it in mine, amazed at the size as he squeezed me gently. 

“I’m David,” he said, his fingers caressing the underside of my hand, and his eyes sparkling. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.” 

“Erm… hi, David,” I faltered, a million thoughts racing through my mind. 

He looked me up and down, and took a step towards me. “Shall I come in?” he asked. 

This was it. Decision time. I was a deer caught in the headlamps of an oncoming car, and my heart beat as frantically as a rabbits which was being chased down by a fox. I needed to sit down, and I needed wine. I pulled my hand from his and stood aside, swinging the door fully open. 

“Of course,” I said, “come on in, please.” 

I closed the door behind him and his aftershave reached my nostrils, giving him a masculine aroma which further enhanced his beauty. I gazed up at his rugged face and realised that he was all man, and that he was having a real effect on me. 

An effect that made my nipples sore, and my panties wetter than they had been for a long time. I knew at that moment that I had to fuck him. I had to see the cock that Michelle had so proudly shown me a photo of. 

“Follow me,” I said, “let’s sit down.” 

A woman knows when a man’s eyes are on her body, and as David followed me along the hallway I could feel his gaze on my buttocks. I wanted him to look though. I wanted him to desire me. 

Knowing my husband was upstairs while I invited another man into our living room was a strange mix of excitement and anxiety. The thought of him knowing that his wife was about to have sex with another man invigorated me and as I took the wine bottle from David and offered him a seat, I promised myself that I would give my husband a show he’d never forget. If he wanted to hear and watch me fuck another man, then I’d make sure that he got exactly what he wanted. 

David removed his jacket, and I took it from him with a trembling hand as he lowered his bulk onto the sofa, his muscles tensing under his tight white t-shirt. 

Not only was he handsome, but he was very well built too. 

“You look beautiful,” he said, taking me by surprise. 

My skin warmed as I blushed. “Thank you. Would you like a drink?” 

David licked his lips. “I could think of something I’d much rather do.” 

I stood still in the centre of the room, gazing down at him, my eyes wandering to the bulge in the front of his jeans. “Which is?” I said, already guessing the answer and wondering how I was going to respond. 

He smiled. “I’d like to help you out of your dress, and then I’d like to taste your pussy.” 

I realised I was staring and that my mouth was hanging open. It wasn’t the answer I was expecting, but it thrilled me beyond words. I closed my eyes briefly and made my mind up. Slowly, I walked towards him and lowered myself next to him on the sofa, my thigh brushing his leg and my head turned to face him. 

“Where’s Charlie?” said David, “is he joining us?” 

“He’s upstairs listening,” I said, “he’ll join us soon I imagine.” 

“Let’s give him something to listen to then.” 

“Kiss me,” I said, moving my mouth towards his, watching his full lips parting as his tongue slid along them, moistening them in preparation for mine. 

Our lips met, and I shivered as his tongue whirled around my mouth, eager and hungry, as his arms wrapped around my body. 

His fingers skimmed the flesh on my shoulders as he moved his hands over my body, pulling me closer to him as our mouths sucked and teased, and our contented sighs broke the silence in the room. 

I imagined my husband listening at the top of the stairs, wondering where my hands were, wondering if the stranger was touching me intimately. My excitement grew as I imagined Charlie, and I kissed David fiercely, giving myself to him fully, moving my hands over the tight mounds of his pectoral muscles and down over his stomach until I found the bottom of his t-shirt and began pulling it up and over his sculpted abdominals. 

He pulled his mouth from mine and lifted his arms above his head as I removed his t-shirt and tossed it across the room onto an empty seat. He took me in his arms again, kissing me and exploring my back with big hands until he found the zipper for my dress and pulled it down with one quick movement. 

“Let’s see what you’ve got going on,” he said, as he pulled my dress from off my shoulders and lowered it over my tits. 

He ran his eyes over my breasts and I reached around my back and unclipped my bra, allowing my tits to tumble free under the gaze of the first man who’d seen them since I’d met Charlie six years before. 

My nipples prickled under his stare, and his breathing slowed as he studied me. 

“Wow,” he said, “you really are beautiful.” He leaned backward and pointed at the floor in front of him. “Stand up,” he ordered. “I want to see all of you.” 

I did as he asked, and my stomach fluttered as he began rolling my dress down over my stomach and thighs, exposing my damp panties and the tops of my stockings. 

David inhaled deeply as my dress crumpled on the floor and I stepped out of it, kicking it aside with a stockinged foot. 

“Fuck me,” he hissed, “turn around, let me see your arse.” 

I swivelled slowly, David’s big hands caressing the flesh of my thighs, until my arse was in front of his face. 

The sound of flesh being slapped filled the room and I squealed as his hand

slapped my right buttock, hard enough to sting but not hard enough to hurt. 

“Again,” I murmured, aware that my pussy was throbbing. 

“You like being spanked, huh?” 

His hand hit me again, and my arse wobbled as my flesh warmed. I moaned in my throat and closed my eyes as he hit me again, making my skin sore, and I turned to face him, glancing down at my panties. “You’d better take them off,” I said, “they’re getting a little wet.” 

David slipped his fingers under the thin string that held my thong up and gently began pulling. The material peeled from my wet pussy and I sighed as the cool air whispered over my excited slippery flesh. 

“You shave it,” said David appreciatively, as my smooth mound was exposed. 

“Just how I like my cunts to be.” 

Hearing that word made me tremble, and my arousal hit a new high. “Touch it,” 

I said, hoping my husband was listening. “Touch my wet cunt.” 

David dropped my thong on the floor and moved his hands slowly up my legs, massaging my flesh and allowing his finger nails to drag on my skin. I shuddered as his fingers neared my pussy, and I opened my legs a little to allow him access. 

“I can feel the heat coming from you,” he said, as his fingers grazed my wet swollen lips. 

“Jesus,” I gasped, as my clit pulsated. “Stick your fingers in me.” 

David obliged. Two of his fingers peeled apart my sticky lips as he slid two more inside me, wriggling them as he pushed them into me. I moaned as I lowered my weight a little, sucking more of his fingers inside me. 

“You’re nice and tight,” he murmured as he explored my insides. “My cock’s going to stretch that out for you.” 

My hips moved in slow circles as he fingered me, and I wanted nothing more than to see and feel his cock. The fact that my husband was upstairs was beginning to feel like a side note, and I couldn’t have cared less whether he came downstairs or not. I wanted David to fuck me, and I took a step backwards to remove his fingers from my hole. 

“Get your dick out,” I said, lowering myself to my knees. “I want it in my mouth.” 

David moved his fingers to his mouth and sucked my juice from them. “You taste good,” he said. He unbuckled his belt as I rubbed my hands over his thighs, desperate to see the cock that Michelle had raved about. As David unbuttoned his jeans and began sliding them down his thighs while he lifted his arse off the sofa, I could see what had got Michelle so excited. 

I reached for his underwear and slid the white briefs down over the huge length that sprung excitedly into the air, and I heard myself gasp. I’d never have imagined that a cock could be so big. So long, and so fucking thick. 

“My god,” I whispered, as the beautiful dick throbbed and twitched. “Just… Oh. 

My. God.” 

David gave a small laugh. “You like what you see?” 

I nodded, my voice muted with lust and desire. My fingers trembled as I reached for the impressive cock, and my pussy throbbed as I closed my hand around it, unable to hold even half of its girth in my small hand. 

The sight of my wedding ring on the hand that held the throbbing member, reminded me that Charlie was still upstairs, and I smiled to myself as I compared his cock to the one I was holding. They were chalk and cheese. Charlies wasn’t even comparable to the monster that David had between his legs, and I licked my lips as I imagined how it was going to feel when I was fully impaled on it. 

David kicked off his shoes and jeans, and I slid his underwear down to his feet, before returning my attention to his throbbing erection. I’d never been the sort of woman who regarded size as important, but then again, I’d never been confronted with a truly large cock before, and I was quickly starting to rethink the whole ‘does size matter’ thing. I was pretty certain that when David penetrated me it was going to feel a whole lot better than when Charlie gave me his thin six inches. It just had to, it would be a physical impossibility for them both to feel the same. 

I wrapped both hands around David’s shaft and began sliding them up and down his length as he moaned gently, pushing his arse off the sofa to meet my down strokes. It felt liberating to have so much cock to play with, it was so different than playing with my husband’s, so more exciting and dirty, and my clit tingled as pre-cum dribbled from David’s wide slit, coating the engorged purple head with stickiness. 

“It’s beautiful,” I said, as I watched the thick veins throbbing and studied his large balls. “It’s the nicest cock I’ve ever seen.” 

“Why don’t you sit on it?” David Invited, his lips curling into a seductive smile. 

“Go on, Claire, sit on my big cock while your husband jerks himself off upstairs.” 

I stood up and ran a hand over my wet pussy. Could I take such an enormous cock inside me? Would it hurt? Would it make me scream so loud that Charlie would come running down the stairs to see what the fuck was going on? I didn’t know, but I was about to find out. 

I placed my knees on either side of David’s thighs, as he reached behind me and cupped my arse cheeks in his hands. “I’m going to fuck you so fucking hard,” he said, slapping my arse. “Get used to the size while you’re on top, then I’m going to put you on all fours and make you fucking scream.” 

My whole body trembled and a river of hot cunt juice ran down my inner thigh. I was ready for him, wetter than I’d ever been, and eager to take his full length deep inside my body. 

I lifted myself onto my feet to give myself the height I needed to lower myself onto his long cock, and I groaned as I dropped myself slowly onto the burning hot head, while David held his cock in place for me. It felt powerful as it throbbed at the entrance to my hole, and I dropped my weight a little more as my pussy lips began peeling apart. 

My bottom lip ached as my teeth dug into it, and my cunt stung with delicious pain as the wide head slid slowly inside me, opening me up and making my clit tingle. 

“It’s so fucking big,” I said, as my body parted. “So beautifully big and strong.” 

David grunted and pushed upwards off the sofa, thrusting an inch or two of wide cock inside me and making me squeal. My pussy had never been so stretched, and I lifted myself a little as pain tore through me. 

“Take it slow,” said David, “the pain will give way to pleasure soon enough. I promise. It’s always the same with women who are used to average men.” 

I lowered myself slowly, my breath hissing as I pushed it out over my lips, and my thigh muscles shaking as they struggled to hold my weight. David placed his hands beneath my arse to support me and urged me on. “Go on, Claire,” he said, 

“go lower, you can take it. You’re nearly half way.” 

I groaned as I realised I’d only got half of his length inside me, yet I felt fuller than I’d ever felt. My clit was practically on fire, and juices ran from me in hot

rivulets that trickled down my thighs and onto David’s hands. 

“Are you a squirter?” said David. 

I shook my head and grunted. “No.” 

He pushed a little further into me as I dropped another inch. “I’m not so sure,” 

he said, “you’re getting very wet. Let’s see what happens when we really get going. I think you may be surprised.” 

The idea of squirting excited me even further and I gritted my teeth as I lowered myself even more, feeling David’s cock touch something deep inside me that made me shiver. “I’ve never felt this good,” I moaned, as my cunt was stretched to its limit. “It’s amazing.” 

I tilted my head backwards and lowered myself further, beginning to get accustomed to the huge thickness that penetrated my depths. My whole groin was a throbbing mass of wet pleasure, and I knew that I’d been missing out my whole life. I knew that until that moment I’d never been fucked. Not properly fucked anyway. 

“You’re so fucking tight,” groaned David, as I continued to slide my wet grasping hole further and further down his powerful shaft. 

“And you’re so fucking big,” I gasped, “you’re fucking huge. I love it, I never want you to take it out of me.” 

The breath left my body as David gave a strong thrust upwards and I felt the stretched lips of my pussy make contact with his tight body. He was inside me to the hilt, and it was the most sublime experience I’d ever had. My body shook and trembled as David’s cock throbbed inside me, and with each small movement I made, I nearly orgasmed. 

“Fuck me,” said David, “ride me like you fucking mean it.” 

I placed my hands on David’s broad shoulders, and lifted my body before slamming it down again, hard and fast. My scream filled the room and I came quickly and brutally, my clit throbbing and my insides aching from intense muscle spasms as my cunt clenched the big cock tightly. 

“That’s it,” urged David, “come on me you filthy slut.” 

I rammed myself onto him again, before lifting myself higher, amazed at how nice it felt, amazed that his cock didn’t slip out of me like Charlie’s did when I was riding him. It was a brand new way of fucking for me, and I never wanted to be without it again. 

My hair flew through the air in a wide arc as I came again and shook my head, my teeth digging into my lip, and my cunt spilling juice from my gaping hole. 

“Sweet fucking Jesus,” came a voice from behind me. Charlie had decided to make an appearance, and his presence urged me on even more. I lifted and dropped myself hard and fast, the slapping of flesh on flesh, and the squelching

of my battered cunt filling the room with beautifully dirty sounds. 

“Watch me getting fucked properly!” I screamed, “watch it, Charlie. Fucking watch what a real cock can do to a woman!” 

My husband moved behind the sofa we were fucking on, and I saw he was naked with his cock in his hand. “That’s never going to feel the same again,” I said, looking at his small erection. “It will never feel like this one.” 

Charlie groaned and stroked his cock. He was enjoying the humiliation, and I was enjoying humiliating him. “David’s touching me in places I never knew I fucking had,” I groaned, “this is the first time I’ve ever been fucked. I mean really fucked, by a real man.” 

David looked up at Charlie. “She doesn’t mean it, mate, she’s just enjoying it.” 

Charlie smiled. “That’s what I wanted her to do,” he said, “I wouldn’t have it any other way.” 

“Do me from behind,” I said, returning the attention to myself. “Like you promised you would. Make me scream, and treat me like a whore. Fuck me hard while my husband plays with his little penis.” 

“Get on the floor then, you dirty little slut,” said David, “bend over for me.” 

I slid myself off David’s cock and scrambled onto the floor as juice dribbled from my hole. I had never been so horny, and as I got into position on all fours I rammed three fingers into my pussy, trying to regain the feeling that David’s cock had produced. 

“Hurry,” I said, “I’m desperate for you to be inside me again.” David knelt on the floor behind me and he grabbed my hand, pulling my sticky fingers from my cunt. “Come and clean my hand, Charlie,” I said, looking at my husband. “Lick my juice off my fingers, there’s a good boy.” 

Charlie moved in front of me and knelt down, taking my fingers into his mouth as David’s big cock nudged my wet hole. “Ram it in me,” I begged, “I want it to hurt.” 

David took my instructions literally and thrust himself deep inside me so hard and fast that I screamed out in pain as my cunt was stretched to the limit once more. His heavy balls swung under my body and bounced off my clit, and I came with another wailing scream that echoed around the room. “That’s it!” I shouted, ramming my fingers further into Charlie’s mouth, as he licked and sucked them. “Fuck me like I’m a slut!” 

David fucked me hard. His long thick dick battered my cervix and his balls bounced off my body as I came over and over again, screaming and tossing my hair from side to side as my husband stroked his cock next to my face. 

Feeling sorry for him, I opened my mouth and sucked him in, laughing to myself as I compared the two cocks that were inside me. One was magnificent, and was making me come harder than I’d ever come before and one was twitching gently in my mouth, ready to blow prematurely. 

Charlie began fucking my face as David continued battering my sore cunt until I felt a heat welling deep inside my belly, and my cunt beginning to spasm. 

I pulled my husband from my mouth and screamed. My whole body trembled and my cunt gripped David so tightly that it hurt me. 

“That’s it, baby,” said David, slapping my arse hard. “Just let go.” 

I did let go. I took a deep breath and my insides twisted with such pleasure that I almost passed out. The heat in my belly began spreading outward, and with no warning a burst of liquid squirted from my ruined pussy, splattering David’s belly with such force that I heard it from my position with my face on the carpet. 

“You squirted, you horny fucking bitch,” said David, fucking me harder, spurred on by my screams. 

“Yes,” I gasped, my body trembling. 

David slapped my arse again. “I’m gonna come now,” he grunted, “where do you want it?” 

“In my fucking cunt!” 

Charlie stroked his cock faster. “Yes,” he groaned, “come in my wife. She’s not on the pill, but give her your seed anyway. Fill her up.” 

David let go, and his throbbing cock splattered my cervix with his hot seed as my cunt gripped him tightly, milking every drop from him. I wanted his cum inside me and I didn’t care about the consequences. I was being fucked by an alpha male – a real man, and my instincts told me that I needed his seed in my womb. 

He slapped my arse continually as he emptied his balls, and Charlie stroked his cock faster until he erupted on my face, his cum covering me from forehead to chin. 

I slumped forward onto the carpet as David pulled his cock from me in a torrent of my juices and his sperm. I closed my eyes and smiled. I’d never felt so satisfied, or so well used, and I knew I’d need it again… and again, and again. 

Chapter Three

Michelle had been shocked at how much I’d enjoyed Charlie, but couldn’t wait to show me the photos of her latest conquest. 

The man in the photo was tall, black, and had a cock almost as large as Charlies. 

“Where the hell do you find these bulls?” I said, taking her phone from her and studying the picture. 

“All online,” she said, “and there’s plenty more where they came from. I’m assuming you’d like his phone number?” 

“Yes,” I said, licking my lips. “I want his phone number. I’ll get Charlie to phone him and arrange a date.” 

“How’s Charlie dealing with being your cuckold?” said Michelle, taking a sip of coffee. “Is he enjoying it?” 

 Enjoying wasn’t the word. In fact, there were no words to describe how Charlie had reacted when David had gone home after leaving me spent and satisfied. 

 He’d been excited, and had talked about nothing else for days, and fucked my sore pussy at every chance he got, begging me to tell him I couldn’t feel him inside me. 

It wasn’t a lie when I told him that he felt tiny compared to David, and I couldn’t wait to make him watch me with my next big cock… and neither could he. 

The End
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