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Chapter One

Charlie sat on the metal seat, staring at me. “Please,” he begged, moving his hand towards his cock. 

I pushed two fingers into my pussy, and frowned. “No! Don’t you dare touch it. 

Put your hands back on your legs.” 

My husband sighed and pushed his arse upwards, desperate to feel some relief. 

His cock bulged in the small cage which imprisoned his manhood, and the padlock clinked as he moved. He was frustrated, but happy. 

I turned my attention back to the amateur film which was playing on the laptop, and laid back on the bed. With my legs spread wide, and the tip of the huge dildo poised at my wet entrance, I watched the lucky wife on the screen allow the man she’d chosen to fuck in front of her husband, penetrate her. 

According to the video description it was her first big cock, and she certainly seemed to enjoy it. She moaned and writhed as the long thick cock peeled her apart, and her body trembled as she came after only seconds of deep penetration. 

Her husband lay on the bed next to her with his cock sheathed by a cage similar to the one that my husband was wearing, and he moaned in delight as he watched the bigger man pleasure his wife. 

“Is that what you want to see?” I said, pushing the toy slowly into my hole. “Me coming on a big cock? A real man’s cock? Not like that shitty little excuse for a dick you’ve got.” 

Charlie grunted and shifted in the seat. “Yes,” he muttered, his eyes on my cunt. 

“Please fuck a big cock. I want you to humiliate me. I want you to tell me he’s better than me while you’re fucking him. I want you to beg him to fuck you, and I want to see you come harder than I could ever make you come.” 

Another few inches of the thick dildo slid inside me, and I wriggled my hips as my tight hole adjusted to the girth. 

“Beg me, Charlie,” I moaned as the woman on screen squealed as the big man twisted and pulled her hair viciously, while her husband attempted to relieve his frustrations through the thick bars of his prison. “Beg me to fuck a real man.” 

Charlie reached for his dick and I allowed him a brief respite. One finger tickled the engorged head and another stroked the flesh of his shaft through a gap in the bars. 

“That’s enough,” I said, as he moved his other hand to his balls. “Watch me come now. Imagine it’s a real cock, and watch how much harder I come than when that pathetic thing is inside me.” 

Charlie did as I instructed, and I forced the dildo past the last of my resistance, and deep into my wet depths. 

Throbbing twinges of pleasure swelled my already hard clit even further, and juice coated my inner thighs as I churned my insides with long probing strokes of the toy. My cunt convulsed as the toy touched me in places that no real cock

had ever been, and my nipples prickled as my climax neared. 

“Tell me you really want a big cock,” begged Charlie, “tell me you really want to try one.” 

“I really fucking do,” I groaned, as my pussy tightened in orgasm. “Oh god! I really fucking do! I want a huge thick cock inside me while you watch, you pathetic bastard.” 

Charlie stood up and approached the bed. I didn’t stop him; my orgasm was too intense to concentrate on anything but the thickness of the rubber shaft. 

My husband leaned over me and stared into my eyes as my body shook. “Swear on our marriage,” he said, leaning closer. “Swear on our marriage that you really want to fuck another man.” 

Swearing on our marriage was a code we used to be certain one of us was telling the truth. It was a sacred vow of honesty between a married couple. Childish maybe, but it worked for us. 

“No,” I gasped, pushing the dildo as far into myself as I could force it. “No.” 

“Please,” said Charlie, “I want you too. I really want you to.” 

My pussy juiced up as Charlie took one of my nipples in his mouth and gently nibbled it. His hands wandered over my body and he move my hand from off the dildo and began fucking me with it himself. 

“Look at me,” he said, “I’m desperate to be your cuckold.” He looked at the laptop screen. “Look at that huge cock, Amy. Look at it and imagine it forcing its way inside you. Imagine me watching you with my little cock in my cage, jealous and excited, and wishing I had a big dick.” 

The cock on the screen was beautiful, and my pussy creamed as I imagined the man in the video fucking me. I took Charlie’s tamed manhood in my hand. He groaned as my finger stroked the tip, wiping a sliver of pre-cum over the squashed purple head. 

He fucked me harder with the toy, and another orgasm blossomed in my belly as the sensations in my clit grew to an almost unbearable level. 

My husband really did want me to fuck another man. I knew that, and I really wanted it to, but I was nervous of the repercussions, nervous that Charlie would become jealous, nervous that I’d enjoy it too much and make Charlie really feel inadequate – not just in the way he did when we played together. 

Charlie moved his hips, sliding his caged cock in and out of my closed fist, and he fucked me harder with the dildo, making me wince as the big tip struck my cervix. 

“Look at the film,” Charlie said, as I closed my eyes and concentrated on the waves of desire that spread throughout my groin. “Open your eyes and watch

that woman get a real fucking, then tell me you want the same.” 

The woman in the film screamed as she came, and the big hunk of a man fucked her even harder, ignoring her wriggling and bucking. Her husband looked on with an expression of sheer lust etched on his face, and his fingers attempted to reach his cock through the bars of his cage. 

The big man ripped his cock from the woman’s pussy making her moan and groan with pure sexual desire as he emptied his big shaven balls all over her midriff and right up to her face. She wiped the cum from her chin with a finger and gobbled it off, sucking and licking greedily as she told her husband how tiny his cock was, and how much of a better fuck the man who was using her. 

I did want it. Oh god. I really wanted it, but years of Charlie asking me had turned my answer of ‘no’ into a habit. A habit I wanted to break. 

The dildo made my cunt juice squelch, and Charlie placed a finger on my clit, making me gasp. “Tell me you want to be fucked by another man, Amy. Tell me.” 

“I do! I do!” I grabbed my tits and twisted and tugged my nipples as I came again, my pussy squeezing the fake cock tight, and my arsehole puckering open and closed as my muscles contracted in climax. 

“Will you do it, Amy?” said my husband, impaling me once more on the dildo, fucking me relentlessly, and bit by bit wearing down my determination to say no. 

I bit my bottom lip and watched the wife on screen coming again. “Yes,” I said, 

“Yes. I will.” 

“Swear on our marriage.” 

Charlie’s cock leaked pre-cum and his balls tightened as I grabbed them. My cunt contracted over and over again, and juice spilled from between my stretched out lips. 

I squeezed my husband’s balls firmly and looked him in the eyes. “I swear on our marriage. I fucking swear on it. Oh god, Charlie. I want to humiliate you. I want you to see how I fuck a big man. I want you to know you’re not a real man! 

“

Charlie slowed the dildo inside me, and took my hand in his. “Thank you, Amy,” 

he whispered. 

Chapter Two

It was a normal evening -- a normal Saturday night, two weeks after I’d sworn to my husband that I’d like to fuck another man. To my surprise, Charlie hadn’t mentioned it much since the night we’d fucked, and he hadn’t wanted to roleplay with the dildo since, either. 

I’d thought that perhaps the reality of me saying yes had changed his mind. 

Maybe he wasn’t as resilient to the emotions of watching me with another man as he thought he’d been. It was a relief to be honest. Things said in the heat of a sexual moment are best kept in that moment. 

Charlie came downstairs and grabbed me around the waist as I took him a beer from out of the fridge. He planted his lips on my neck and gave me a warm kiss behind my ear. I reached behind and ruffled his hair. “That’s nice,” I murmured, closing my eyes, as he gave me more kisses. 

He pulled away from me and grabbed the beer from my hand. “Sit down, babe,” 

he said, “there’s something I need to show you.” 

I sat at the kitchen table and smiled as Charlie took a seat opposite. He slid his phone across the table and smiled. “What do you think of him?” he said, his grin widening. 

I gasped as I picked up the phone, then laughed, Charlie must have been feeling horny. “Why are you showing me this? Is this your new crush? He’s very imposing isn’t he.” 

“Do you like the look of him?” 

“I wouldn’t kick him out of bed,” I teased, my clit responding to the picture with a fast succession of twinges. “Who is he? A porn star or something?” 

My husband across over the table, and winked. “He’s the man you’re going to cuckold me with, Amy. Tonight. Well…” he glanced at the wall clock, “…in less than two hours to be exact.” 

It must have been some fantasy that Charlie was conjuring up to get me upstairs and into bed. “Oh, I see,” I smiled, studying the photo. “Well he’s going to be a struggle to take. He’s a big boy, that’s for sure.” 

He was a big boy. A big boy in every sense, although the term man would have been far more appropriate. He looked like he should play rugby, and in the naked photograph, his toned muscles shaped his olive coloured skin into ridges and peaks of strength. 

It was what he held in his fist that continued to make my clit throb, though. His cock was immense. Long, thick, and perfectly shaped, with a set of big shaven balls hanging beneath the wide base of the shaft. He was perfect. 

“I’m not joking, Amy,” said Charlie. “He’ll be here in less than two hours. He’s going to fuck you while I watch, and you’re going to follow through on your promise of humiliating me. You swore on our marriage, remember?” 

A wife knows when her husband is telling the truth, and I knew my husband was being honest. I licked my drying lips and fought back the wave of nervous

nausea that churned my stomach. “What the hell, Charlie?” 

“You swore, Amy. You promised me. I know you want it as much as me. Look at your nipples for god’s sake.” 

I didn’t need to look down to know that my nipples were hard. My chest vibrated with sexual tension and my nipples pushed uncomfortably at the fabric of my bra. 

“Charlie,” I said, not really sure what to say or do, but aware that I had a very important decision to make. I held up the phone and turned the screen towards my husband. “What the hell have you actually done? Who the fuck is this man? 

Where did you find him?” 

“The internet is a wonderful place, my darling. Full of men eager to come and give a pretty wife like you a good hammering. He’s twenty-four, the name on his profile is Liam, and his cock is a fraction under ten inches… and he’s looking forward to helping you humiliate me.” Charlie crossed his arms across his chest and leaned back in his seat. “That’s about it.” 

The pounding in my chest grew stronger and my pussy grew wetter. I couldn’t go through with it, not really. Could I? 

 A ten-inch cock. 

I’d longed to meet a man with a big dick when I’d been younger, but had never

been lucky enough. The largest one I’d ever had was larger than average in girth, but not huge, and an inch above the national average in length. I knew that because the man who had owned it had been very proud of his appendage. The thought of a ten-inch cock hard for me, was having a juicy effect between my legs, and I’d have jumped at the chance had I not been married. 

 But my husband was giving me permission. He was practically begging me to fuck a well-endowed man. 

Charlie grabbed his phone from my hand and stood up. “I’m going to the shop. 

We need more wine. Make your mind up while I’m gone. If you decide you want to fuck him, go upstairs and get ready. if you haven’t got ready by the time I get home, I’ll cancel Liam coming.” 

Liam. Even the name stirred something within me. 

I sat open mouthed as Charlie walked around the table and kissed me on the lips. 

“Please do it for me, Amy. I want to be put in my place tonight by you and Liam. 

I want to see how you react with ten inches inside you. Please don’t take that away from me.” 

I watched open mouthed as he left the room, and only regained my composure when I heard the car engine starting and Charlie pulling out of the driveway. 

It was with shock that I realised my hand was between my legs, pressing my clit through my jeans. My whole body ached to say yes, to allow myself to be fucked by the big man in the photo, but my nagging head was telling me not to do it. 

I came to a compromise with myself and headed upstairs. I would get ready, and then make my decision. 


***

As I stood beneath the shower head, I placed two fingers at the entrance to my hole. It was wet, hot, and in need of something inside it. 

I made my decision. Charlie would never get the thought of being cuckolded out of his system if I didn’t allow him this one night. Rubbing my clit with one hand and fucking myself with the other, I brought myself to a powerful orgasm, moaning and groaning as my cunt squeezed my fingers tight. 

When I’d recovered, I shaved my pussy and legs. A man with a ten-inch dick deserved a woman to look her best as she pleasured him, especially if her husband was watching too. So after drying myself off, I moisturised my body, applied my make-up with a slightly heavier hand than usual, and dressed in my sexiest matching bra and pantie set. 

I was ready for my first big cock, and more than ready to humiliate my husband, just the way he wanted me to. 

Chapter Three

Charlie was already home as I made my way downstairs, dressed in my little black dress and a pair of strappy heels. 

His face lit up as he saw me, and his cheeks reddened as I dangled his cock cage in my hand. “Let’s get started,” I said, “get undressed. I’m putting you in your cage before the real man gets here.” 

Charlie licked his lips. “Let me just—” 

“Now, Charlie,” I said stepping towards him. “Get undressed so I can put your shrivelled up little dick in your cage. We don’t want it getting out of control while I’m entertaining Liam, do we?” 

Charlie looked at the floor. “Okay,” he said, making the transformation from husband to cuckold in lightning quick time. He really did want it to happen I realised, as he tore at his clothes, throwing them onto a kitchen chair and standing before me, waiting for me to tell him what to do next. 

I was fully in the swing of things, and I knelt before him and caged his cock before it could grow any bigger. He sighed as I locked the padlock and placed the key in a kitchen drawer. “That key stays there until Liam has finished using my body, understand?” 

Charlie nodded. “Yes.” 

“Good. Now sit down at the table and drink a beer. I’m going in the other room to wait for Liam. You’re only to come in when me or Liam invites you. 

Understand?” 

“I understand,” he said with a smirk. 

I’d seen enough of Charlie’s cuckolding film collection to understand exactly what he wanted from the night. When he said cuckolded, he meant cuckolded. 

The whole hog, no holding back. I could make him do anything I wanted to, and I was going to. I was going to enjoy myself, and I wanted my husband to get his satisfaction too. 

I crossed the room and placed a hand on his balls, dragging my painted nails over the taut skin. “Good,” I whispered in his ear, smiling to myself as goose bumps rose on his neck. “Do not touch yourself, okay? And whatever you hear from that room, you do not come in until you’re invited.” 

“I promise,” he said, “I’ll just drink my beer.” 

I squeezed his balls gently and walked towards the door. “Good.” 

“Amy,” said Charlie as I left the room and began closing the door behind me. 

“Yes?” 

“Thank you.” 

I smiled and slammed the door shut. Charlie’s appreciation was the final permission I needed to transform into a slut for the night. 

I put some music on and took a long gulp of wine. I tried to steady my trembling hands but my whole body shook as the enormity of what I was about to do struck me. I was about to fuck the first strange cock I’d had since meeting Charlie over ten years before. 

At the age of thirty-five, I was about to break the vows that I thought would last a lifetime of marriage. I drank more wine and came to terms with the fact that I wouldn’t be breaking any vows if Charlie and I had decided together that I should fuck another man. It was simply fun between a consenting husband and wife, nothing more, nothing less. 

Before my brain could try and talk me out of it any further, the doorbell rang. I managed to prevent wine spilling over the lip of the glass as I jumped, and placed my drink on the low glass coffee table. 

I straightened my dress and took a deep breath, I was about to change the dynamics in my marriage forever, and I was excited by the prospect. 

Liam’s shadow filled the glass panel of the door, and I opened it slowly, peering through the gap before pulling it wider. 

“You must be Amy,” the gorgeous man said, his eyes smiling. He offered me his hand and I took it, my belly fluttering as he squeezed. His hand dwarfed mine, and as I ran my eyes over his tall well-built frame, I bit my bottom lip as I imagined the huge cock between his wide thighs. 

“Hi Liam,” I said, finding my confidence. “This is awkward, isn’t it?” 

Liam laughed as I stood aside and let him in, his masculine aftershave filling the hallway. “It’s only awkward if you make it that way,” he said. He turned to face me and put his big hands on my shoulders, pushing me firmly against the wall. 

He looked deep into my eyes, and I struggled to breathe. My heart boomed in my ears, and the pulse between my legs throbbed. “I’m here to fuck you, Amy. 

There’s nothing awkward about it at all.” 

He ran his hands down my back and grabbed my buttocks, squeezing them tight and moving his face closer to mine. The brown of his eyes twinkled as he spoke in a deep confident voice. “Your husband told me what you both want from tonight, and that’s what you’re going to get.” His fingers dug deep into my buttocks, and I gasped. “You’re going to feel a big cock inside you, and your husband is going to watch. The sooner we get on with it, the sooner I can be inside you.” 

He pressed his groin against my belly and I whimpered as the shape of his shaft dug into me. 

“Can you feel it?” he said pressing his lips against my neck, his warm breath teasing my skin. “It’s hard for you, Amy.” 

I pushed my belly tight against him. His shaft was thick and hard and I licked my lips as I placed my hands on his large chest. I pushed him away from me gently and took him by the hand, leading him along the hallway. “Come on,” I said, “I want to taste it.” 

Liam looked around as we entered the living room. “Where’s Charlie?” he said. 

“He’s in the kitchen. I’m making him stay in there until I call him. I want him to listen to us for a while.” 

“Wow,” said Liam, “he told me he wanted to be cuckolded, but he’s really into it isn’t he? He told me on the phone to come onto you as soon as you opened the door, but I assumed he’d want to watch.” 

I stood in front of Liam, and placed the flat of my hand on his stomach, thrilled by the ridges of muscle beneath his shirt. “He probably does want to watch. I told him he can’t. he’s sitting at the table with his dick in a cock cage, drinking his beer. He’s happy enough for now.” 

Liam grinned. “Hey Charlie!” he yelled, “can you hear me?” 

Charlie’s reply was muffled, but clear enough. “Yes!” 

“Good. Keep listening, mate. Things are about to get noisy!” 

I giggled, and Liam took my hand and placed it on his bulge. “He sounds happy enough,” he said, “now let’s see what you’re hiding under that dress.” 

He grabbed my hips and spun me around, finding my dress zipper with thick fingers, and dragging it down my back. I was about to undress in front of a man I’d only just met, and I shuddered as he helped me out of my dress, allowing it to drop on the floor at my feet. 

He turned me to face him again, and ran his eyes slowly over my whole body, pausing briefly on my boobs and groin. 

He licked his lips and began lifting his t-shirt over his head. “Take your bra off,” 

he ordered, “let’s play I show you mine, you show me yours.” 

Liam’s huge chest rippled as he tossed his t-shirt aside. The whole of his torso was hard and toned and a beautifully sexy V of muscle lead my eyes down his shaped belly and to the top of his jeans. 

“Come on,” he said, “let’s see your tits.” 

I unclipped my bra and allowed my tits to tumble free. My nipple stung as Liam studied me, and I grabbed one between my fingers to offer myself a little relief. 

“Your wife’s got nice tits!” shouted Liam, winking. 

“Thank you!” replied Charlie. I wondered if Charlie was attempting to relive himself through the bars of his cage, and my clit swelled. 

Liam undid his belt and kicked his shoes off, bending down to remove his socks too. He looked me in the eyes as he slid his jeans and underwear down, and laughed as my face betrayed my shock and awe. “You like what you see?” he said. 

I nodded, unable to speak. Lima’s cock was hard and throbbing as I stared at it. 

It reared high into the air, and I was suddenly aware that I was really going to struggle to take it. It was far wider than the dido I was used to, and inches longer. 

Large shaved balls hung pendulously below the thick shaft, and it was the most perfectly shaped cock I had ever seen. 

A small whimper slipped from my lips, and Liam smiled. “Come on, Amy. Show me your pussy.” 

I slipped my underwear down and the cool air tickled my shaved mound. 

Liam nodded. “This is going to be fun,” he said, taking his cock in his fist. “A woman who shaves her cunt is usually a very dirty woman.” 

The way he pronounced cunt made my pussy juice up, and I put a hand between my legs as a burning wet heat coated my swollen lips. Juice leaked from me in a trickle, and I pushed a finger into my hole, already hornier than I’d ever been before. 

“Charlie,” I called, my voice breaking as my finger slipped deeper into my pussy. “You should see his cock.” 

A moment or two of silence was broken by Charlie’s strained voice. “Is it big?” 

“Oh god, yes.” 

“Can I come and have a look?” 

I looked at Liam, and winked. “You tell him he can’t.” 

Liam approached me and placed his hands on my tits. My legs wobbled as he squeezed me gently. “No, Charlie,” he boomed. “Amy’s mine for the moment. 

Her cunt is mine, and her tits are mine. In fact, any hole I like the look of is mine. I’ll let you know when you can come in.” 

Liam’s hands moved down my belly as my husband replied. “Okay!” he shouted. 

Liam moved his hands back up my body and my skin tingled as he placed them on my shoulders and began pushing me forcefully to the floor. 

I knelt before the big man and reached for his cock, my mouth salivating as I wrapped my fingers around the engorged length of hard male flesh. 

Liam sighed as I placed my other hand on his shaft, and began slowly twisting and stroking it, amazed at just how thick it was, and how much peeked out over the top of my two hands. 

Charlie’s whole erection could be covered by my two hands, but Liam still had a few fat inches of throbbing manhood uncovered by my fingers. 

“Suck it,” demanded Liam, twisting a hand in my hair and drawing my face towards his groin. 

I swiped my tongue over the fat tip and tasted his pre-cum. He tasted masculine and musky, and I opened my mouth wide and took him into me. 

He moaned as I widened my mouth and took more of him, my lips stinging as they stretched, and one of my hands moving down my body to my aching cunt which was red hot under my touch. 

Two of my fingers slid easily into my hole, and Charlie moaned again as I sucked more of him into my face, my eyes beginning to water and my nostrils sucking in gasps of air. It felt dirty and whoreish to be sucking such a big cock while my husband listened in the adjoining room, but it felt amazing too – sexy and beautiful, and something I didn’t think I’d be enjoying as much as I was. 

Spit ran down my chin as Liam began fucking my face, his girth forcing my mouth wider and his fingers twisting my hair painfully. 

I gasped as he rammed his cock deep into my throat and gagged as he held it still, his thick veins throbbing on my tongue. 

“Do you like sucking cock while your husband’s next door,” he grunted, as I rammed my fingers in and out of my wet pussy. 

I nodded in reply, and groaned as his cock slipped a little deeper. 

“Shall I call him in yet?” he said, as he pulled my head backwards before ramming himself deep again. 

I shook my head. I wanted Charlie to come in the room a t the moment that Liam was about to penetrate my excited cunt. 

Liam laughed. “Your wife doesn’t want you to come in yet, Charlie. She’s gagging on my cock and enjoying it a lot.” 

Charlie said something, but I couldn’t hear what it was as my choking sounds drowned out his voice. 

My body squirmed as my fingers moved faster inside me, and I slipped Liam’s cock from my mouth as I came, juice spilling from me and my nipples painfully erect. “Oh my fucking god,” I whimpered, “your cock is amazing.” 

“Let’s see what it does to your pussy, shall we?” he said lifting me by my hair, and turning me around to face the sofa. “Lie on your back,” he said, pushing me onto the cold leather. “Put your feet in the air and spread your legs as wide as you can get them.” 

Being controlled by a real man was a welcome change from always having to tell my husband what to do in the bedroom. I felt feminine and dirty, and as I splayed my legs and displayed my frustrated cunt to Liam, he looked at me with affection. “That’s a sweet little cunt,” he murmured. “wait a moment,” he said reaching for his jeans. “I’d better put a condom on.” 

“Only if you want to,” I said, grasping my ankles and pulling my legs wider, the hood of my clit pulling tight and sending shivers along my spine. “I want to feel your cum inside me.” 

Liam’s face tightened in lust and he dropped his jeans as he positioned himself in front of me, his cock throbbing and jerking wildly as he prepared to fuck me. 

“You dirty fucking beautiful bitch,” he said, placing fingers on either side of my swollen pussy lips and spreading them apart. 

I put a hand over my cunt. “No. Call Charlie in,” I said wriggling my hips. “I want him to see me taking your cock.” 

Liam gave a huff of frustration, but looked over his shoulder towards the kitchen door. “Charlie! You can come in now!” 

In a matter of seconds, the door swung open and Charlie burst into the room. His cage bulging with excited flesh and his face was a bright red. His wide eyes took in the scene before him, and he crossed the room quickly and stood beside Liam. 

Lima looked down at him. “I’m just about to fuck your wife,” he said, “Amy thought you should be allowed to watch.” 

Charlie looked at me. “Thank you,” he said. He turned his attention to Liam’s cock. “How fucking big is it?” he said, his hand clutching his cage. “Nine inches?” 

Liam smiled at my husband, and patted him on his shoulder. “Ten and a half, mate,” he said. 

“No condom?” said Charlie, looking at me. 

“You always said you wanted a man to cum in me sweetheart. What do you call it? A cream pie?” 

Charlie fiddled with his cage. “Yes,” he moaned, watching as Liam positioned the wide tip of his cock at my hole and began pushing forwards. 

“Leave your cock alone, Charlie,” I said, “you’re just here to watch. Like in your fantasies.” 

Charlie removed his hand from his cage and lowered himself to his knees so he had a better view of Liam’s entry into me. 

My pussy spread wide as Liam fed me his head, and I moaned and rubbed my clit as he slowly gave me his fat length. 

Pain stabbed me deep inside as he slipped further in and I squealed as my cunt stretched wider to accommodate the huge man. 

Charlie stroked a finger along my inner thigh and took it to his mouth and sucked it. “You’re dripping wet,” he said, taking another drop of my juice. “I’ve never seen you so wet.” 

I gasped as Liam gave me more of himself. “That’s because you’ve never seen me this turned on,” I moaned, rubbing my clit faster as an orgasm approached. 

Liam slapped my buttock with a big hand, and rammed himself deeper, stealing the air from my lungs. My stomach muscles convulsed and my clit swelled as my cunt tightened in orgasm. My bottom lips stung as my teeth dug into it, and I bucked and writhed my hips as I came, saying Liam’s name as he pushed even deep inside me. 

“Christ, that was quick,” said Charlie, grabbing the ankle that I’d released to play with my clit. He pulled my leg towards him, stretching my cunt wider. 

“Fuck her hard, Liam,” he said, “please fuck my wife hard. I want to see you make her come. Over and over again. Like I can’t.” 

Liam pulled out of me until his head rested at my entrance. “Do you want to see your wife scream?” he said. 

Charlie nodded frantically. “Yes.” 

Pain ripped through me and my body shook as Liam rammed his whole ten inches into me, his shaven balls slapping my arse hard and his hand slapping my arse. I screamed loud in pain and pleasure, and placed my hand around Liam’s shaft, feeling my sticky juices coating him, amazed and shocked at how wide my hole had become. 

His balls squashed my arse cheeks and his cock throbbed as I adjusted to him, feeling another climax building deep in my violated depths. 

I pressed my hard slippery clit under a finger and released my orgasm, tossing my head from side to side as Liam pumped me full of hard dick. I moaned and groaned as Liam built up speed, until he churned my juices into a white cream which coated his length. 

Charlie moved up my body and took a nipple in his mouth, biting it gently as I came on the bigger man’s cock. “Is it nice?” he murmured between nibbles. 

“Yes,” I said, pushing hard against Liam’s long powerful strokes. “Oh, god, yes!” 

Charlie’s hot breath tickled my skin. “Better than me?” 

“Fucking hell, yes! You’d never be able to touch me where his cock is, Charlie. I knew a big cock would feel nice, but I had no fucking idea. You’re nothing compared to Liam. Nothing. Your cock is pathetic, and I’m dreading the next time you fuck me. It’s going to be so disappointing.” 

Charlie moaned and Liam laughed. “Do you like being humiliated while I fuck your wife?” he said, ramming his full length deep into me again and stealing my breath from my lungs. 

“Yes,” moaned my husband. 

“Well get on the floor and suck your wife’s cum from my balls. Is that humiliating enough for you? 

Charlie looked at me as if asking permission. I would never tell him to do something with another man, but if he wanted to…

“You do what you want,” I gasped, as Liam spilt me apart once more, impaling me on his throbbing shaft. 

Charlie scrambled to the floor and disappeared from my view as Liam let out a satisfied grunt. “That’s it,” he said, slowing his fucking movements to long slow strokes which massaged the tight walls of my cunt. “Lick my balls.” 

Charlie grunted and Liam’s legs buckled. “Is he doing a good job?” I said, wrapping my fingers around his slippery cock as he slid in and out of me. 

“Yeah, he’s sucking them well. He’s loving it aren’t you Charlie. You love sucking the balls that are about to be emptied in your wife don’t you?” 

Charlies hair brushed my arse as he worked on the big man, and his voice broke with lust as he spoke. “Yes. I fucking love it.” 

Liam fucked me hard again. The juices which flowed from me squelching as he hammered himself into me, over and over again as my husband titillated him with his mouth. 

“I’m going to fucking cum,” moaned Liam, “Grab my balls, Charlie, and squeeze.” 

My toes curled tight as I came. Liam’s hot seed coated my insides and splattered my cervix as he emptied himself deep inside me, aided by my husband. My pussy tightened as I climaxed and Liam pushed deeper, ensuing he deposited his sperm as deep inside my body as he could. 

“Fill me,” I gasped, every jerk and throb of the ejaculating cock sending more shivers through me. “Fucking fill me with spunk.” 

Charlie groaned from beneath Liam and I gasped as he pressed a finger against my arse and pushed it deep inside me. “I can feel Liam’s big cock jerking while

it cums in you,” he said, “does it feel nice, Amy?” 

“Yes! I can feel his cum right inside my slut cunt. It’s hot and beautiful and I want every last drop. Squeeze his big balls Charlie, empty him inside me.” 

Liam gasped, I assumed because my husband was doing as I’d asked, and Charlie dug his probing finger deeper into my arse. My cunt tightened and another climax arched my spine and hardened my nipples. I didn’t want it to stop. I wanted to keep Liam deep inside me for ever. I was fuller than I’d ever been, and it was the most satisfying experience of my life. 

Charlie fucked my arse with his finger as Liam began to withdraw from me. My husband gasped as rivers of Charlie’s seed flowed from my sore hole. “Fucking hell, Amy, there’s loads of cum.” 

“Clean it up,” said Liam slipping from me with a sucking sound. “Clean your wife’s cunt. Lick my cum up, Charlie.” 

Charlie didn’t need to be told twice. He locked his mouth over my selective pussy and sucked hard, his tongue probing dep inside me as he greedily gobbled up the seed of another man. A bigger, better man. A man who had given me the sort of orgasm I’d never known. A man I’d be ever grateful to for showing me what sex could really be like. 

“Doe his sperm taste good,” I sighed, pushing my wet gash against my husband’s face. 

“Mmmm,” he murmured, his tongue flicking wildly, and his finger still in my arse. 

I put a hand on my husband’s head, and pulled him even further onto my cunt. 

“When you’ve finished cleaning me, I’ll take your cage off, and you can feel how fucking wide a real cock has stretched me. I’ve got a feeling that I’m about to be very disappointed, though.” 

Charlie nodded and groaned, his finger deep in my tightest of holes wriggling and sliding as my muscles contracted on it. 

He looked up at me, his chin and mouth shiny with the combined love juice of me and the man he’d just witnessed fuck his wife better than he ever could. “Can I fuck you know, Amy?” he begged, sliding his finger from my arsehole. “Please can I fuck you. I want to feel how wide he’s made my wife.” 

I glanced at Liam. “What do you think?” I said, taking his fingers in my hand. 

“Should we let him.” 

Liam patted Charlie on the back. “I think so,” he said. 

Charlie stood up. “Thank you. Both of you. I’ll go and get the key.” 

Liam knelt on the sofa next to me as Charlie went for the key. He offered me his sticky softened cock, and I took it eagerly in my mouth, aware that in its flaccid state it was still far bigger than my husband when he was fully erect. 

Liam came back into the room and passed me the key. Liam took it from his hand. “Allow me,” he said. Charlie stood in front of him and Liam unlocked the cage, removing it from my husband’s engorged cock. “Has a man ever touched your dick before, Charlie,” Liam said, laying the cage down and pushing his semi erect dick deeper into my throat. 

“No,” said Charlie. 

My husband groaned and closed his eyes as Liam wrapped his big hand around my husband’s cock. Liam’s hands dwarfed it, and Charlie rocked back and fore as Liam stroked and squeezed him, pausing at the top of every short stroke to swipe a thumb over his slit, spreading my husband’s pre-cum over his excited flesh. 

Liam pulled Charlie towards me. “Go on,” he said, “fuck her.” 

Charlie climbed between my sore thighs and plunged his dick into my messy hole. He slid in up to his balls in one quick movement and I giggled around Liam’s fat cock. “Tell me when it’s in,” I teased, my voice muffled by the growing cock. 

Charle began fucking me with quick frantic movements, and it was less than half a minute before he was groaning and grunting. “I’m gonna cum,” he said. 

“Go on,” I said widening my thighs. “Try and get it as deep as Liam’s. You wouldn’t want him getting me pregnant because your short cock couldn’t get

your sperm deep enough would you?” 

Charlie’s face contorted in lust, and he held my hips tight as he sprayed my insides, his hot spurts almost triggering another orgasm. 

I slipped Liam’s cock from my mouth. “He didn’t make me come,” I said. “Fuck me again, Liam. Show him how it’s done.” 

Liam laughed as Charlie scrambled from between my thighs. “With pleasure,” 

he said. 

Chapter Four

“Pretend it’s Liam fucking you” said Charlie, his cock firmly imprisoned in his cage as he bent over me, watching me fuck myself with the dildo. 

“I am,” I moaned. “I wish it was him fucking me, Charlie. I really fucking do.” 

“Swear on our marriage.” 

Juice trickled down my thighs. “I swear. Oh god, I fucking swear!” 

“Tell me my cock’s worthless compared to his.” 

The dildo went deep and I gasped. “I don’t need to tell you, you pathetic bastard. 

Look at it, all shrivelled up in that cage. It looks ridiculous. It is worthless to me. 

Liam made sure of that.” 

Charlie smiled as I came, and took my nipple in his mouth. 

Later, as we lay next to each other, spent and exhausted, I took Charlie in my arms. “Are you sure you like me treating you like that?” I said gently. 

My husband didn’t hesitate. “Yes,” he said quickly. “I love it, Amy.” 

“And you’re absolutely certain you don’t mind Liam fucking me again? Because I won’t if you don’t want me to. I love you, you know that right?” 

Charlie stroked my belly. “Like I said. Once a month we have Liam night. I don’t know about you, but I can’t fucking wait until the next time.” 

I remembered Liam’s big cock deep in my pussy. “I can’t wait either, my darling,” I said, sleep beginning to close my eyes. 

The End
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