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Chapter One

Discovering that your husband jerks off while watching porn is not the worst thing in the world. In fact, there had been a time when we’d watched films together, both of us bringing ourselves to orgasm as we lay side by side on the bed. 

Discovering that your husband jerks off while watching porn, when he apparently hasn’t been able to get an erection for six months is another ball game completely. 

It had begun after a particularly hard year at his job. At first he’d found it hard to sleep, and eventually our sex life had ground to an unsatisfying halt. I didn’t let him know I was disappointed though. Michael was working hard to provide for us, and his health was being affected – our sex life was bottom of my list of priorities. 

When I came home early one day though, and saw him through the window, jerking off at the kitchen table of all places, with his laptop in front of him, I felt a little hurt. What was it about the random women he was watching on the internet that could get a rise in his libido while I couldn’t? Was it me? Was I no longer attractive to him? Had he just got bored of me? 

I didn’t tell him what I’d seen, and waited for the first opportunity to check his laptop and find out just what sort of pornography was floating his boat. 

One morning when my husband had set off for work, I fired up his laptop and sat down with a cup of coffee to find out what had piqued his interest. Michael obviously wasn’t as good at hiding his browsing history as he was at wanking off, and it didn’t take me long to discover the pages and pages of websites he’d visited over the last few months. 

Most of the videos he’d watched were all taken by amateurs, it seemed that hubby wasn’t interested in slickly produced professional films – he was more interested in watching normal people fucking. 

A few common denominators soon leapt out at me as I perused his film choices. 

It seemed that Michael was turned on by cuckolding, and wife sharing in general. 

His choice of search terms was enlightening. Wife fucks BBC in front of husband, cuckold husband watches wife with big black bulls, wife takes first huge cock, husband humiliated by wife and big black cock, wife humiliates husband… and on, and on, and on. It seemed that Michael was turned on at the thought of wives performing in front of their husbands. He also seemed to have a particular interest in big cocks of the black variety. 

I dug deeper into his computer and soon found myself in his email account. I began reading an exchange of emails he’d had with another man, and my nipples prickled under the fabric of my bra as they hardened. 

I skimmed through the emails, getting more turned on as the conversation progressed. It was apparent that not only did Michael enjoy watching husbands being cuckolded… he actively wanted to be cuckolded himself, by me. 

Michael had sought the advice of the stranger, who I discovered he’d found in a cuckolding forum, to help him learn how to persuade me to fuck other men while he watched. To say I was turned on would be an understatement. My panties were sodden, and my clit throbbed painfully as I imagined fucking a man while my husband watched. 

The idea of sleeping with another man had never so much as crossed my mind before, but finding out that my husband wanted me to do it had unlocked a part of me that I never knew existed, and it excited me tremendously. 

I loved Michael, and finding out that his interest in cuckolding revolved around us both, opened my eyes to the possibility of a whole new lease of life in the bedroom. 

With desire burning between my legs I clicked on one of the videos that Michael had viewed, and finger fucked my aching sticky cunt to a powerful orgasm while watching two black men with the largest cocks I’d ever seen fucking a woman while her husband filmed the action. 

When I’d finished, and my hard little clit was too sensitive to touch anymore, I turned my husband’s laptop off and placed it back where I’d found it. 

My nipples tingled as I began to form a plan -- a plan that would hopefully reignite the sexual spark in my marriage. 

Chapter Two

I checked my email. I’d received replies from both of the men I’d contacted. The forum I’d found offered advice on the swinging lifestyle, and also offered a means of contacting people who were looking for sexual encounters. 

The two men I’d messaged offered just what I was looking for. They were both black, and both had cocks that made my pussy dribble as I studied the photos on their profiles. 

I wondered again whether It was a good idea. What if Michael only wanted to fantasise about watching me with another man? What if he became angry when he found out I’d arranged for a strange man to come to our home and fuck me? It was a risk I was willing to take. I hadn’t been fucked for months, and the thought of being fucked by a man with a cock as large as the ones in the men’s profiles pictures made me hornier than I’d ever been. 

Fuck it. If my husband wouldn’t provide me with the sex I needed, but was jerking off to porn movies, then I would make sure I got what I wanted. 

I replied to one of the men, a young black man of twenty, with a cock that he described as ‘a fraction under a foot long and as wide as a beer bottle.’

Jason’s reply was almost instantaneous, and within minutes I’d arranged a time and date for him to come and fuck me in front of my husband. Michael would either love it or hate it, but either way, I was going through with it. 


****


I stood naked in front of the mirror. My pussy was shaved smooth and my nipples stood on end as I realised that within an hour I would be opening the front door to a young black stud, with a cock that was over twice the size of my husband’s. 

Michael was sitting downstairs, drinking beer and watching TV, blissfully unaware that his night was about to get exciting. Or so I hoped. 

I slipped into my smallest pair of black panties. They were tight and sheer, and the pale skin of my pussy mound showed through them, looking enticing – even to me. With a matching bra on that my hard nipples poked shapes in, I gazed at my reflection. 

I was thirty-one, but still had a figure I was proud of. My stomach was flat and my arse was round and peachy – as Michael had used to say before his sex drive had apparently vanished. I hoped the young stud would find my body as pleasing as my husband once had. I wanted to feel desired, and the thought of a man fresh out of his teens lusting over me was an aphrodisiac that made my pussy throb. 

With my long brown hair hanging over my shoulders, I applied some light touches of makeup and slid into a short black dress. With a pair of strappy high heels on, and a squirt of my favourite perfume, I turned slowly on the spot, admiring my reflection. 

I was ready, and damn – I looked hot. 

My plan was to wait until the doorbell rang before going downstairs. If I went downstairs dressed as I was, Michael was sure to ask why I felt the need to dress up to watch Strictly come dancing. It would be far simpler for me to simply open the front door, invite Jason in, and let my husband know that he was about to be cuckolded by his sexually frustrated wife. 

Time ticked by slowly, and I checked my email on my phone to make sure that my young bull hadn’t cancelled at the last minute. There were no messages, so I assumed he was still coming. 

My thoughts turned to Jason’s cock. I’d never been with a well hung man before, and I was a little nervous. I expected it would hurt to begin with, but if the video evidence I’d seen of women fucking big cocks was anything to go by, I was sure that any discomfort would quickly be replaced by pure ecstasy. 

I’d never been so nervous, or so sexually aroused, and as I heard the doorbell chiming, I swallowed hard and opened the bedroom door, shouting down the stairs. “I’ll get the door, Michael!” 

“If it’s the Jehovah’s witnesses again, tell them to bugger off!” shouted my husband. 

The man at the door was no Jehovah’s witness, but he was definitely going to be delivering the good news – in the form of a twelve inch, fat black cock. 

I didn’t need to pass through the lounge to get to the door, so my husband had no idea how I was dressed as I swung the front door open and stared at the man on the doorstep. 

He was tall, handsome, and had a mischievous smile plastered across his young face. His skin was a deep luscious black, and I felt prickles of nerves travelling my spine as he offered me his hand to shake. “Hi, I’m Jason,” he said, in a low voice that gave me goose bumps. “You must be Emma?” 

I nodded and placed my small hand in his large one, amazed at the size difference. “Yes,” I said quietly. “Remember, my husband isn’t aware you’re coming, so follow my lead okay? If I ask you to leave, you’ll have to go straight away. I’m sorry.” 

Jason smiled. “I’m sure he’ll be as excited as you are,” he said, nodding at my nipples which were obviously hard beneath my dress and bra. 

I blushed. “I hope so,” I said, “I’ve been looking forward to this.” 

“Who is it, Emma?” shouted Michael, obviously concerned that I was being religiously converted on the doorstep. 

“One minute!” I yelled, “It’s someone to see us both!” 

I removed my hand from Jason’s and ushered him indoors, shutting the door behind him and taking a deep smell of his aftershave. He smelt masculine and sexy, and I hoped to hell that Michael would react in the way I wanted him too. I really wanted to fuck the tall young man who followed me along the hallway, and I didn’t think I could handle the disappointment of my husband saying no to the whole thing. 

I stopped briefly outside the lounge door, my heartbeat assaulting my ears and my stomach churning with anxiety. My mouth was dry and my whole body trembled as I walked into the room with Jason trailing closely behind. 

“Michael,” I said, “this is Jason. I’ve arranged for him to fuck me while you watch.” 

My husband sat bolt upright in his seat, spilling a little beer into his lap. “What the fuck?” he said, leaning forward, his eyes wide and his hand shaking. “What the actual fuck? How long has this been going on?” 

I took a step towards him. “This is a first for me, Michael. I found your browsing history on your computer, and saw you were very interested in watching wives being fucked by big black cocks. We haven’t exactly been getting it on the bedroom, so Jason is here to spice things up, and hopefully fulfil the fantasy that I’m pretty sure you have.” 

Michael looked Jason up and down, and the tall black man took a step forward too. “Hello, mate,” he said, offering my husband his hand. 

Michael looked at us in turn, keeping his hands to himself. “What am I supposed to fucking say?” he said. 

I smiled. “You’re supposed to say… Emma, let me watch Jason fuck you with his huge cock while I film it so we can watch it back together while we fuck.” 

Michael closed his eyes, and as he opened them he made a decision. He offered Jason his hand, and as they shook, he looked into the young man’s eyes. “Fuck my wife, Jason,” he said. 

Relief flooded me and my clit hardened, sending delightful twinges of pleasure throughout my groin and thighs. “Get the camera, Michael,” I said, “I want you to film me taking a twelve-inch cock.” 

Michael looked admiringly at Jason’s crotch. “Twelve inches? Really?” he said. 

Jason smiled. “A fraction under, mate, but I call it twelve for arguments sake.” 

My pussy throbbed as the men spoke, and as Michael stood up I saw just how much bigger Jason was than my husband. He towered over Michael, and his shoulders were almost double the width. He was bigger than my husband in every sense, and I was desperate to get to grips with him, and get my hands on my first big black cock. 

I recalled some of the videos that I’d found in Michael’s browsing history. They were all about humiliation, and I licked my lips as I began to speak, hoping I wouldn’t cross a line. I spoke with a stern tone in my voice. “Hurry up and get the camera, Michael, I want you to film a real man fucking me, a man with a proper cock, not like the little one you’ve got. The one you don’t give me anymore, the one I’m not even missing.” 

Michael stared at me for a long second, before making his way towards the door, 

a bulge appearing in the front of his jeans. “Yes, darling,” he said, “I’ll go and get it.” 

Jason lowered himself onto the sofa as my husband left the room, and patted the cushion next to him. “Sit,” he said, simply. 

My panties dampened as I lowered myself next to him, and a moan escaped my lips as he placed a big hand on my thigh. 

Jason wasted no time, and I wasn’t sure whether I should wait for my husband to come back into the room, but as he slid his hand under the hem of my skirt I turned my face to his and kissed him. His hot tongue explored my mouth and his hand moved further up my inner thigh, closer to my desperate pussy. 

I parted my thighs slightly as I pushed my tongue into his mouth and ran my hands over his muscled back, my clit throbbing as it hardened. 

Jason used his strength to push my thighs even wider apart, and within seconds my legs were spread wide and Jason had pulled my dress up around my waist, exposing my damp panties. 

He traced his fingers over the fabric, and my pussy throbbed as I moved my hand to the growing bulge between his legs, pressing the heel of my hand against his jeans, amazed at how hard and thick he felt. 

Jason pulled his mouth from mine and began unbuckling his belt. He kicked off

his shoes and lifted his arse off the sofa as he began pulling down his jeans and underwear. 

My gasp was loud even to my ears as his cock popped out of its fabric cage, and my cunt tightened with anticipation as I studied the gigantic erection he’d revealed. 

“Wow,” I said, “it’s beautiful.” 

Jason smiled and his cock twitched. It truly was beautiful. It was as wide as my forearm and lined with pulsating veins that shaped the chocolate skin into dips and ridges that I couldn’t wait to explore with my tongue. It towered in front of him, long and powerful, and a dribble of clear fluid oozed from the wide slit in the fat head. 

I’d never seen a cock like it, and I lowered my head instinctively to take him into my mouth. Jason moaned as I parted my lips and swiped my tongue over the tip, tasting his pre-cum and moving my hand to his heavy balls. As I licked him again he pulled his t-shirt over his head and tossed it across the room, his chiselled abdominal muscles jerking as I licked his engorged cock head. 

“Jesus Christ,” came my husband’s voice from behind me as he entered the room. 

I turned to look at him and smiled as he pointed the camera at us. “That’s right,” 

I said, “make sure you get it all on film.” 

Michael nodded and moved his free hand to his crotch, unbuttoning his jeans and releasing his cock, which quite frankly looked ridiculous in the same room as Jason’s magnificent specimen. 

I turned my attention back to my black bull, and took his wide cock head into my mouth, my lips stinging as my mouth stretched wide. The thick ridge of his head rested on my tongue and I licked and sucked as he slowly began pushing himself upwards off the sofa, feeding me more of his throbbing length. 

I moved a hand between my thighs and beneath my panties, sighing as I realised how wet and horny I was. I needed to be wet though – if I was going to have any chance of taking Jason’s cock inside me. 

I lowered my head a little further and gagged as the big dick slipped into my throat. My nostrils flared as I gulped air in through my nose, and I squirmed on the sofa as I pushed two of my fingers into my tight hole. 

Michael stood next to me, jerking himself off as he watched me devouring the massive black cock which slid further and further into my face as Jason entwined his fingers in my hair and pushed me deeper onto him. 

Saliva spilled from my stretched mouth and ran down Jason’s cock, pooling at the base of his shaft amongst the neatly trimmed pubic hairs. 

I gagged again and more spit ran down the hard chocolate flesh as Jason groaned and dug his fingernails into my scalp. 

“Fucking hell, it’s big,” said Michael, “do you like it, Emma? Do you like sucking big black cock?” 

I moaned a reply and fucked my pussy hard with my fingers, amazed at how wet I was. I was ready to attempt to take Jason inside me, and I lifted my head from his cock, a torrent of spit pouring from my mouth and my lungs sucking in air. 

“I want it in me,” I said, pulling my panties down and taking off my shoes. “I want to feel what it’s like to be fucked properly.” I reached out and flicked my husband’s cock with my forefinger. “Not like you fuck me with that little thing,” 

I said. 

Jason laughed. “Size isn’t everything,” he said, “it’s how you use it too.” 

I laughed, enjoying humiliating my husband. “Michael can’t even use his pathetic little thing properly. He can only last a minute at the most. It’s over before it’s started with my pathetic excuse for a man.” 

Michael groaned and rubbed his cock faster, the camera still pointing at Jason’s big cock. “Easy,” I said, “you’ll make yourself come. Take your hand off your dick and concentrate on making a good film.” 

Michael released his cock with a frustrated groan. “It’s so fucking sexy,” he said, 

“watching you with that cock. I can’t wait to see it stretching your cunt apart.” 

I got to my feet and removed my dress and bra. “You won’t have to wait long,” I

said, straddling Jason’s muscular thighs as he reached out and took one of my tits in each of his hands, my nipples rock hard against his warm flesh. 

Jason smiled at me as I began lowering my aching pussy onto his cock. “Take your time,” he said, “get used to it first. It might hurt to begin with. It normally does.” 

I licked my lips, ready to overcome any pain barrier in order to say I’d had a twelve-inch cock inside me. 

Michael quickly removed his clothes and pointed the camera between my legs as I began dropping my weight. “What about a condom?” he said. 

I stared at him. “I’m not putting a condom on it,” I said, “it’s too beautiful, I want to feel his skin inside me, and I want his cum in me. Do you have a problem with that?” 

My husband shook his head. “No,” he said, “I want him to cum in you too.” 

“I’d be happy to oblige,” said Jason, gripping his dick in one hand and holding it still as I lowered myself ever closer to the fat tip. 

My slippery lips made contact with him, and I bit my bottom lip as he began penetrating me. He was so wide, so big, and my cunt stretched wide as I took the head inside me, the thick ridge of the helmet wider than anything I’d ever had inside me before. 

My husband moved the camera closer and I moaned as I allowed another inch of cock to slip inside my soaking pussy. My breath became laboured and my stomach muscles jumped as little spasms of pleasure danced through them. 

Jason’s cock was big, very big, and as I took some more of him my pussy burnt with tantalizing pain. 

“Ow!” I moaned, moving my hips from side to side, looking for some comfort. 

“It’s too big!” 

Jason moved his hands from my tits and placed them on my hips. “Slowly,” he urged, “take a little at a time. Just relax, you’ve taken half of it already.” 

I closed my eyes and dropped even further, my whole body feeling violated by the massive length of hard black man flesh, which burrowed into me. Juice dribbled from my sore hole and Jason began applying gentle downward pressure to my hips, urging me to accept more of him. 

I sucked in a deep breath and allowed myself to slide further down his shaft, relaxing my muscles and beginning to feel a deep, burning pleasure, which spread from my sensitive clit right through my trembling body and into my toes which curled as the pleasure mounted. 

Nerves fired in places that no man had touched me before, and I moaned as I began to understand the delight that a big cock could provide a woman with. I’d never felt so small or so feminine, and as Jason’s cock ended its long journey inside me and I felt his body against my trembling thighs, I put my head back and groaned. I was in heaven, and I never wanted the experience to end. 

Michael muttered something, and I opened my eyes as Jason began to stand up, holding my full weight with his hands beneath my thighs. I wrapped my hands around his neck and allowed him to lift me until he was standing upright, and I was pressed tightly against his hard chest, impaled on twelve inches of hard pulsating cock. 

His body was strong and unmoving, almost as if he wasn’t supporting my weight at all, and a twinge of absolute pleasure coarse through my body as he began lifting me up his cock, using me like I was a sex toy. As The tip of his cock threatened to slip out of my clasping hole, he dropped me suddenly, making me scream in a mixture of pain and pleasure as twelve inches of fat cock filled me almost instantaneously. 

I had no time to relax though, and I gazed at my husband through eyes blurred with tears of joy as Jason began lifting and dropping me over and over again, my nipples digging into his hard chest and his cock battering my cervix each time he dropped me. 

My husband watched in wonder as I approached an orgasm, his little cock throbbing and the camera pointed at the sticky mess between my legs. I could take no more, and as Michael looked at me with admiration and lust, I came –

hard and powerfully. Juice spilled in torrents from my hole and my husband reached for his cock as I screamed Jason’s name, begging him to fuck me harder. 

Every muscle and nerve in my body responded to Jason’s huge cock, and I trembled and tingled as orgasm after orgasm washed over and through me, a sensation that no other man had ever been able to produce in me. I’d thought that multiple orgasms were rare, and that I’d never be able to achieve them, but as Jason continued lifting and dropping me, and my cunt tightened in exquisite climax, I knew that any woman could have multiple orgasms -- it just required

the right man, and I’d found him. 

My cunt stung with pain, but the pleasure was so much stronger, and Jason’s body hardened as he took my weight while I slumped with the sheer bliss of my orgasms. 

Suddenly Jason was moving again, and I found myself being lowered onto the thick wool rug that adorned the centre of the lounge floor. 

“Get on all fours,” he said, releasing me. 

My husband knelt on the floor next to me as I turned over and stuck my arse high in the air for my stud. 

I grabbed Michaels cock and smiled to myself as I realised that it really was very small, nothing like the huge one that was prodding at my cunt as Jason positioned himself behind me, his big hands prising my arse cheeks wide, as he prepared to fuck me again. 

He slid into me fast and hard and I screamed as he began fucking me. My hand moved quickly along my husband’s cock and I lowered my head to take him in my mouth, aware that he was close to coming. 

Jason began slapping my arse and Michael stated fucking my face, his balls banging off my chin with every short stroke he made into my face. I came again, juice trickling down my thighs and my body shuddering as the two men used

me, hard and fast. 

My husband groaned as his cock twitched in my mouth, and I sucked hard as his cum hit the back of my throat. He continued fucking my mouth until he’d emptied his balls, and I withdrew him from between my lips. 

“Get behind me and film,” I moaned, aware from the swelling of Jason’s cock in my pussy that he was about to come too. “I want you to film another man planting his seed in me.” 

Michaels cock began hardening again as he moved behind me, and Jason slapped my arse hard as he grunted. “I’m coming,” he moaned, his big cock ramming in and out of me as a loud squelching sound filled the room. I’d never been so wet before and my cunt was literally being churned up by the twelve inches of dick that battered me. 

Jason thrust himself deep and his hands gripped my arse cheeks as the first powerful jet of cum hit my cervix. Spurt after spurt hit me deep within, warming my insides and triggering another orgasm in me, causing my pussy to clamp down tight on Jason’s cock, milking the last of his seed from him. 

As he slid slowly from me, my pussy closing behind him and his sperm dribbling from my ruined hole, I gasped as I felt a mouth on my cunt. 

Looking over my shoulder I saw my husband, his head buried between my buttocks as he licked and sucked another man’s cum from out of me. I knew that he had no gay or bi-sexual tendencies, he’d purely been overwhelmed by the horniness of the situation that he’d found himself in. I urged him on, enjoying

the new dynamic that our relationship had taken on. “That’s it,” I moaned, pushing myself onto his face. “Clean my cunt, but leave some of his cum inside me.” 

Jason slumped on the floor next to me and I reached for his softening cock, the skin slippery with my juice and his seed. I never wanted to let go of him, and I knew that he was going to be an important feature in my life from that day forward. 

****

Michael set up his new camera on the tripod and made sure the whole of the bed was fully in shot. It had been two months since our first encounter with Jason, and we’d both taken to our new lifestyle like ducks to water. 

“This should be fun,” said my husband, making some final adjustments to the microphone. “Are you sure you can handle three men though?” 

I winked at Michael. “We’ll soon find out,” I said, imagining what it would be like to have a black cock in every hole. “I’m pretty sure I’ll handle them just fine.” 

The End
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