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Chapter One

The guys were loud, but I could forgive them, after all they’d been on tour in Afghanistan for the last six months, and they needed to blow off some steam. 

My husband had no excuse though, he’d missed the tour through injury, but I supposed he was just happy to see his friends back safe and sound. 

I turned another page in my book and sunk further into the pillow as music throbbed through the floorboards and men’s voices rolled up the stairs. Anyone would have thought my husband had the whole of his squadron downstairs, not just two of his buddies. 

I’d gone up to bed when Jason’s friends had started talking about visiting a prostitute later that night. Not that I was a prude or anything, but the thought of the two single guys being so horny that they were ready to pay for sex had had an unexpected effect between my legs, and I’d made my excuses and left before my face had betrayed how turned on I’d been. 

The two men were hot, and I didn’t want my husband to pick up on the fact that I thought so, so I’d got all three men another beer and feigned tiredness, before going upstairs and leaving them to continue talking about how they were going to ruin some lucky whore’s pussy. 

One of the men was my husband’s sergeant, and he oozed a confidence which had always made me a little lost for words when I was around him. He was a tall black man, with a muscle bound body and a smile that had probably lured many a woman to his bed. 

The other man was the same rank as my husband, but unlike Jason, he had a shaved head and was over six-feet-tall. I hated to admit it, but when the three of them were together, my husband came a poor third in the looks and sexiness department. 

I wasn’t a shallow woman though, and I knew that Jason stood head and shoulders above his friends in all the qualities that made a good husband. He was loyal, loving, and a good provider – and I loved him dearly. That didn’t stop me wondering what it would be like to be the prostitute who was going to be paid to fuck his friends though, and as I thought about it more, my clit tingled and a tell-tale trickle of juice dribbled from my pussy. 

I turned another page in my book and cleared my throat, trying to get my libido under control. 

With another chapter finished, I folded the corner of the page over and placed my book on the bedside table. Just as I was about to switch the lamp off and attempt to get some sleep, I heard voices outside the door, and before I knew it, the door was swinging open and the three men were walking into the bedroom, led by Steven, my husband’s black sergeant. 

I stared slack jawed at the three guys. “Can I help you?” 

Steven stared at me. “We’ve got a bet riding on you, Katie,” he said, the beginnings of a smile curling the edges of his mouth. 

“Jason,” I said, pulling the bedclothes up under my chin. “What the hell were you thinking… letting everyone into the bedroom?” 

My husband looked a little sheepish. “I’m sorry babe, but Steve pulled rank, he told me I had to.” 

“You’re not at work now,” I snapped, “go on, get out, all of you. I’ve got work in the morning. I need some sleep.” 

“Not until we’ve won our bet,” said Matt, standing alongside Steven and in front of my husband. 

Matt’s eyes twinkled and I shivered under the duvet as he licked his lips. I was beginning to understand that the bet they were talking about wasn’t going to be a simple one. 

“Go on then, Steve” said Jason, “ask her. She’ll say no, I told you.” 

I swallowed hard and looked at my husband’s sergeant. “Ask me what, Steve?” 

Steve stepped towards the bed and looked down at me, his eyes running along the shape of my body under the duvet. “Me and Matt bet Jason that if we offered you the money we were going to pay a whore later tonight; you’d let us fuck you instead -- you’d be our first pussy for six months. If you say yes, we give you three hundred quid and fuck you while Jason watches.” 

“And when I say no?” I said, my pussy clamping tight as throbs of desire rushed

through my belly and groin. 

“Your husband doesn’t have to watch you take ten inches of black cock and whatever Matt is hiding in his trousers, and some lucky whore will be earning some money in about an hour from now. Simple.” 

I looked at my husband and narrowed my eyes. “What if I’d have said yes, Jason? You’d be okay with watching two men fucking your wife would you?” 

Jason dropped his head. “I knew you’d say no. Steve ordered me to bring them upstairs though. I’m sorry, babe.” 

I should have said no. I should have thrown the three men out of the bedroom, and had stern words with my husband when his friends had left our house, but my nipples prickled and tingled as they became erect, and my pussy was becoming wetter with every second that the three men looked at me. I was intrigued, very horny, and I shocked myself as I realised that I was considering taking them up on their offer. I was considering fucking two of my husband’s friends for money. 

I moistened my lips with my tongue. “But what if I’d said yes, Jason? You’d have watched while Steve and Matt fucked me… would you?” 

Jason had always talked about his fantasies of watching me with other men, but nothing had ever come of it, it was all just talk, until that moment. It was time to test just how much of a fantasy my husband harboured. 

I continued. “You’d have been happy to watch me taking two cocks would you? 

Watching me fuck two men. Imagine it, Jason, Steve’s big black cock inside my cunt, and whatever Matt’s got between his legs in my mouth.” 

“Or in your arse,” Matt interjected. 

I tried not to smile, but couldn’t help my lips curling. “Yes… or in my arse, as Matt so eloquently put it. How would you like that, Jason?” 

“But you never do anal,” said my husband, totally missing the point. 

I stared at Jason, daring him. “What if I said yes?” 

He looked at his feet. “A bet’s a bet,” he murmured. 

Steve laughed, a loud booming chuckle that filled the room. “Are you saying yes, Katie? Are you going to be our slut? Are you going to help two soldiers who haven’t had pussy for six months? Come on, let us empty our balls in you.” 

I moaned softly, and was shocked to feel my fingers at the entrance to my wet hole. I hadn’t realised I had moved my hand, let alone that I was beginning to finger myself. 

I looked my husband in the eyes. “I’m saying yes,” I said, “come on then boys, 

you’ve won your bet, now it’s time to put your money on the table…

figuratively, and literally.” 

Matt looked confused. “So we can fuck you?” 

I smiled at him, pulling the duvet from off my body and spreading my legs wide. 

“Yes, sweetheart. You can fuck me.” I looked at my husband whose face had turned a shade of red. “And you can watch, my darling. After all, a bet is a bet.” 

Jason stared at me, his mouth open wide, but a bulge forming in the front of his trousers. “Okay,” he said, turning to his friends. “Fuck her lads.” 

Steven was already ripping his clothes off, and Matt followed suit, tossing his jeans and t-shirt across the room onto the seat next to the one my husband was lowering himself into. 

I slipped out of my silky nightdress and removed my wet panties as I watched the men reveal their fit, toned physiques. They were at the peak of physical fitness, and the six-month desert tour had helped strip any excess fat from their hard bodies. 

It wasn’t their rippling muscles that made me gasp though, it was the long fat black cock that soared in front of Steven, throbbing and dribbling pre-cum as he made his way towards the bed. I’d never seen a cock so glorious, and by the look on my husband’s face, neither had he. 

Matt was amazed too, and he glanced at his cock before returning his gaze to his sergeant’s. “Jesus Steve, I’d heard the stories, but… fucking hell.” 

“That’s why I’m a sergeant and you aren’t,” he laughed. He stared at me with lust in his eyes. “Isn’t that right, Katie?” 

I licked my lips. “You are very… masculine,” I said, “I would imagine a man like you would be an alpha male.” 

“What about, Jason?” he said, standing next to the bed, his cock hovering above my face. “Isn’t your husband an alpha male too?” 

I glanced at Jason. He’d removed his clothes too, and was perched on the edge of his seat, his cock in his hand and his eyes on Steve’s huge length. “Not like you,” I said, reaching for Steven’s dick and wrapping my small hand around the impressive girth, shocked at how wide it felt in my fingers. I imagined my pussy being stretched as wide as my fingers, and let out a little whimper that made the sergeant smile. 

“Come on, Matt,” he said, turning to his friend. “Let’s fuck her. We deserve it after the tour we’ve had.” 

Matt climbed onto the bed to the right of me as I began stroking Steve’s cock, my hand moving slowly along the shaft, feeling thick veins throbbing beneath my skin. His abdominal muscles tightened as I stimulated him, and I moved my other hand to Matt’s smaller cock and began stroking him too. 

“How’s it feel?” I said, looking at my husband. “Knowing that I’m going to fuck your friends?” 

He moved his hand quickly along his dick. I like it,” he murmured. “Fuck her, Sarge,” he said, looking at Steven. “Fuck my wife.” 

I laughed. “Sarge,” I mimicked sarcastically. “You have to do what Sarge says, don’t you, Jason?” 

“Yes,” said my husband, nodding. 

I squeezed Steven’s cock. “Sarge,” I said, “tell my husband to stand at the bottom of the bed and watch you two boys fuck me. Tell him he can’t touch his cock until I say he can.” 

Steven smiled at me, and turned his head to face my husband. “You heard the lady! On your feet! Stand to attention at the foot of the bed until I say so!” 

My husband was already standing fully to attention between his legs, but I let the chance of a pun go, I was enjoying watching my husband being humiliated. 

Jason scrambled off the chair and stood at the bottom of the bed, his arms at his side, and his feet together, his cock twitching in front of him, dwarfed by the one in my hand. 

“Good man,” said Steven, beginning to push his hips to meet the strokes I was making with my hand. “Now let’s see what your wife’s pretty little pussy tastes like.” 

Matt’s cock throbbed in my other hand, and I opened my legs wider as Steven slid his cock from my hand and knelt between my legs, his muscles rippling and his ebony skin glistening. 

He placed his large hands on my thighs and I looked into my husband’s eyes as Steven began layering soft wet kisses along my inner legs, working his way slowly towards my excited pussy. 

Jason watched his sergeant sucking and kissing my trembling inner thighs, and his cock twitched in front of him. I smile and turned my head to Matt, opening my mouth and guiding his cock inside, rolling my tongue over the pulsating head, and moaning as I tasted his musky pre-cum. 

Steve worked his lips further up my legs as Matt pushed himself deep into my throat, his cock throbbing and his balls tightening as I cupped them in my hand and gave them a gentle squeeze. 

I groaned as Steve’s hot tongue made contact with my slippery cunt lips, and I pushed myself onto his face as his full lips clamped onto my hole and he sucked folds of skin into his mouth, nibbling and licking as his hand slid under my arse and cupped a buttock, his finger nails digging into my flesh. 

I almost came as his teeth found my hard clit and he bit down gently, rolling my bud between his teeth, and squeezing my arse cheek harder as I writhed on the

bed, aware that my nipples were painfully sore. 

I grabbed one of Matt’s hands and guided him to my tits, desperate to feel a man groping them, and eager to be fucked. 

Matt rolled a nipple between finger and thumb and rammed his cock further down my throat, making me gag. He began to pull out of my face, but I put a hand on his arse and pushed him back in, letting him know I was okay, letting him know that I was fucking loving choking on his dick. 

Steve sucked and licked my cunt, his tongue burrowing deep into my hole and his breath hot on my sensitive skin, bringing me closer and closer to coming with every beautiful swipe of his long tongue. 

I put a hand on the back of his head and drew him deeper into me, gyrating my hips as I spread my sticky juice over his face. I glanced at the bottom of the bed, and watched my husband licking his lips as he viewed the scene of debauchery unfolding on his marital bed. He only had himself to blame – he shouldn’t have made a bet that he had a chance of losing. 

I turned my attention back to the cock in my mouth, aware that Matt was on the cusp of coming and wanting him to last at least until he was inside my body, where his cream could fill one of my holes. Jason had been correct when he’d said that I never did anal, but then again, I’d never had two cocks to work with before. I was definitely going to be doing anal that night, and my arse hole puckered tightly as I imagined both my holes being filled with young soldier’s cocks. 

I slid Matt from my mouth. “Calm down,” I urged, “save your cum, I want it in my arse.” 

He moaned softly and his cock twitched frantically as he attempted to delay his orgasm. His face contorted as he concentrated, but finally he smiled down at me. 

“That was close, I almost had a negligent discharge, Sarge,” he said, laughing. 

Steve lifted his head from between my legs. “Fucking amateur,” he said, winking at me. “Now let’s see what that tight little cunt looks like with ten inches of black meat stretching it apart.” 

I spread my legs wider as Steve positioned himself between my thighs, his thick cock in his hand, bending it downward so the fat tip brushed my swollen lips. 

My husband looked on with concern in his eyes. “What about a condom?” he said. 

“Fuck a condom,” I said, pushing my wet hole against the throbbing head of Steve’s erection. “These boys have been in the desert for six months without a woman to fuck. I’m not about to make them wear condoms. They deserve to feel a wet hole around their cocks.” 

Steve smiled and pushed himself inside me, just an inch or two, but enough to make me groan. “Fuck, it’s big,” I gasped, my pussy lips stretching wide to accommodate the big man. 

Matt began stroking his cock next to my face. “Don’t you come,” I warned, “I want it in my arse, remember.” 

“Your wife’s a fucking slut,” said Steve, looking over his shoulder at Jason as he fed me another inch of throbbing black cock. “You married a real fucking slut didn’t you?” 

Jason nodded, his eyes wide as he watched Steve’s progress into my body. 

“Yes,” he said, “apparently so.” 

I squealed as Steve pushed hard into me, my pussy searing with burning pain and an orgasm beginning to glow in my belly as three more inches slipped inside me. I’d never felt so full – so satisfied, so turned on. “Fuck me,” I groaned, 

“fuck me hard with your big black cock. Give it all to me… please.” 

Steve slapped my thigh and rammed himself into me with a long powerful thrust that moved me up the bed, banging my head on the headboard, and making me scream out in a heady mix of burning pain and orgasmic pleasure. It was true what all my magazines had said… size did matter. I’d never felt anything like it before, I’d never felt so vulnerable -- at the mercy of one man, so fucking full of beautiful fat cock. 

I couldn’t stop my orgasm, and it rolled through my body making my toes curl and my clit throb as Steve began thrusting himself in and out of me and Matt slapped my face with his dick. 

I screamed with pleasure as juice dribbled from my stretched out hole and ran down my inner thighs towards my arsehole, which I was eager to feel filled by

Matt. My orgasm continued unabated, hard and beautiful, and nicer than any climax I’d ever experienced. 

My husband began moving a hand towards his cock and I spoke through gritted teeth. “Don’t touch it,” I warned, “you heard what your sergeant said… stand fucking still and watch me get fucked. Watch me get fucked properly, by real men.” 

Jason put his hand back by his side as Steven turned to look at him. “Yes! Stand fucking still, and watch your slut wife take my black cock!” 

Jason stood still and watched as Steven fucked me hard and fast, his cock going deeper with every long stroke he made and his heavy balls whacking my flesh as he finally bottomed out and the tip of his cock battered my cervix, making me squeal and come again. 

Matt forced his cock into my mouth and I sucked it deep into my throat, one of my hands on his balls and the other hand between my legs, my fingers rubbing my clit in time with Steven’s ramming thrusts. 

I closed my eyes and concentrated on the feelings that spread from my clit and out through my body, making every inch of my body tremble and tickle as orgasm after orgasm rolled through me, making my clit sensitive and my pussy sore. I didn’t want Steven to stop though… I wanted him to fuck me forever, I wanted to always feel ten inches of fat black dick in my tight little cunt. 

I groaned in disappointment as Steven slid his length from me with a loud sucking sound as my pussy closed behind him. “Get on top of me,” he ordered as

he lay down on the bed to my left. “Let’s see if you can take two cocks.” 

“Are you sure?” said Jason, “you’ve never tried it in the arse before.” 

I smiled as I began climbing on top of Steven, his long cock prodding my thigh as I manoeuvred myself into position above him. “Just keep quiet, darling. I’m sure I’ll manage,” I said, glancing over my shoulder at my husband who was still standing in position as he’d been ordered to. 

Steven’s cock prodded at my hole as I lowered myself onto him, and I sighed as I felt him enter me, forcing my slippery lips apart and sending shivers along my spine. He was so big, so masculine, and so fucking sexy. 

His hard chest felt chiselled under my hands as I laid them on him, and his big hands cupped my arse, prising my cheeks apart as Matt clambered behind me, ready to take my anal virginity. 

The sound of spitting was closely followed by a wet finger pushing at my tightest of holes as Matt lubricated me in preparation for his cock. My arsehole tightened and electric tingles made me squirm as he pushed his finger slowly inside me, twisting it from side to side as he loosened me up. 

Steven pushed up off the bed and I dropped my full weight onto his length, groaning as ten inches of hard pulsating flesh filled my belly, making me come again as Matt removed his finger and replaced it with the head of his dick. 

I’d watched plenty of porn movies where women took a cock in each hole, but I couldn’t believe I was about to join their ranks… while my husband watched. It was too much to take, it was too exciting, too exhilarating, and as Matt began pushing into me, I screamed and shook my head from side to side. “Call me a slut!” I yelled, “call me a dirty bitch and slap my arse!” 

Matt’s hand stung my buttocks as he brought it down in a quick slap. “You dirty fucking bitch,” he grunted as his cock forced my arse open. “Taking two cocks, and getting paid for it. You’re nothing but a filthy whore.” 

I’d forgotten that the men were paying for the privilege of fucking me, and the knowledge heightened my excitement further, sending me wild and making me come again as the two cocks throbbed inside me. 

I remembered my husband was still standing at the foot of the bed. “Get on the bed, Jason,” I groaned, “I’ve still got another hole to fill. Put your cock in my mouth.” 

As Matt pushed further into me, I held my breath and bit my bottom lip as my arse stretched to accept him. The feeling of two cocks deep inside me was indescribable, and as my husband knelt at the side of me offering me his cock, I looked him in the eyes. “This can’t be the last time this happens,” I said, “I’m going to need this again and again from now on.” 

He nodded and placed his cock at my mouth, pre-cum dribbling from the slit, and his balls hanging heavy and full of cum. He groaned as I sucked him into my mouth and allowed him to push deep into my throat. I was officially a slut. I had a cock in each of my holes and I was loving it, there was no going back, I’d never be a one-man woman again. I couldn’t be. 

The three men grunted and groaned as they fucked my holes. Steven stretching my cunt to breaking point and Matt hammering in and out of my arse like a jack hammer, his hand slapping my arse, and his balls banging on Steven’s slippery cock. 

As my pussy clenched Steven’s cock in yet another orgasmic grip, he grabbed my tits and groaned. “I’m gonna cum,” he said, thrusting hard and fast off the bed as his cock began swelling inside me. 

“Give me your seed,” I moaned, “fill my womb with your cum!” 

The big black cock erupted inside me, and I came again as splatters of hot cum filled my sore cunt, trickling out of my stretched hole as Steven continued thrusting into me, giving me every last drop of his precious sperm. 

Matt slapped my arse hard, and slumped over my back as he began coming, triggered by the powerful contractions that Steven’s big cock made inside me. 

Hot seed filled my two holes and I writhed and bucked as cum spilled from me and my husband continued fucking my face, his balls slapping my chin and his hands entwined in my hair. 

He didn’t last much longer and with his thigh muscles trembling, he emptied himself down my throat, his dick twitching in my mouth and his fingernails digging into my scalp. 

All four of us satisfied, we lay on the bed in a groaning heap of post orgasmic bliss, cum pouring from me and the men’s cocks already beginning to regain a little life, eager to fuck me again. 

Chapter Two

“It’s all around the barracks,” said Jason, taking his beret off and hanging it on a hook next to the front door. 

“What is?” I said, plating his meal and taking a seat at the kitchen table. 

“The fact that you fuck for money,” he said, “every fucker wants a go on you now.” 

“I don’t fuck for money, Jason!” I said, “that’s a terrible rumour. It was a bet. I would have fucked them for free.” 

Jason smiled. “Well,” he said, sitting opposite me. “I’ve got four guys lined up for you to fuck this weekend. They’re willing to pay, it’s up to you if you want to accept the money or not.” 

“You’ll be watching; I assume?” 

My husband nodded enthusiastically. “I can’t fucking wait,” he said The End
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