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Chapter One

Steve put his hand under the table and grabbed my bare knee. He leaned into me and spoke into my ear, raising his voice to make himself heard over the loud music. "There's a bouncer near the bar who hasn't taken his eyes off you since we came in," he said, moving his hand up my thigh. 

"Which one?" I said, sipping my drink through the straw. 

"The one with shoulders like a barn door and a torso like a V," he said. "The guy with a shaved head." 

I turned to look, and sure enough, the tall hunk at the bar was looking in our direction. I sipped more gin and tonic, sucking the straw seductively as I caught the man's eyes. He smiled and dropped his gaze, turning his back to me. He was either playing hard to get, or very professional – not willing to mix business with pleasure. 

Steve's fingers grazed the fabric of my panties, and I closed my eyes as his fingers brushed my clit. 

"You'd like to fuck him wouldn't you?" he said, pressing his fingers through my panties, and into my wet hole. 

I shuddered. "Yes," I said, pushing my hips upwards off the seat. "I'd love him to fuck me." 

"Do you think he's got a big dick? 

I studied the man at the bar. He was tall, well built, and his arse was a perfectly round ball of tightness in his black uniform trousers. "I think so," I said, opening my thighs a little as Steve pressed my clit more firmly. 

"Go and talk to him," said my husband, his breath hot in my ear. 

It was a normal night out for us. Steve would look out for men who had their eye on me, and then I would chat the man up as Steve watched. It would never go any further than that – it was just a silly game we played that got us both off. It got me off because I loved the fact that my husband of over six years was watching me flirt with other men, and it got Steve off because he liked to pretend his wife was a sex starved slut. 

"Stick your fingers in my hole," I said, placing my mouth on Steve's ear. 

I pulled my panties aside and Steve plunged two fingers into my slippery entrance. I shuffled in my seat and gasped as an orgasm blossomed in my belly. I was hot and horny, and would have done anything to have a dick in my pussy. 

"Stop," I said, pulling Steve's hand from my groin, and smiling as he sucked my juice from his fingers. "Don't make me come yet." 

The music change tempo and the dance-floor throbbed with dancing couples and single people looking for their relief later that night. Steve and I were lucky – we

had a great sex life, and the days of trawling bars and clubs for potential partners had been over for years. 

"Go and talk to him," Steve said. "Let him think he's got a chance of fucking you." 

"Maybe he doesn't want to fuck me," I said, "maybe he just wants to talk about the economy." 

Steve gazed at my bulging cleavage and smiled. "Most men want to fuck you, Emily. That's why I'm the luckiest guy in this club." 

He was right. Not that I was a model or anything even remotely close, but men had always found me attractive. I put it down to my full shapely figure, and what people referred to as my Italian appearance, although I had never stepped foot in the country, and as far as I knew, neither had any of my ancestors. My dark hair, olive skin, and brown eyes were simply a fluke in my family gene pool which normally produced pale skinned, fair haired folk. 

Steve urged me on. "Go and talk to him, Emily. Make him think it's him who's getting in your panties tonight, and not me." 

I placed my hand over my husband's groin and my stomach fluttered as the excited twitch of his cock jolted my hand. "Okay, babe," I said, "watch me go and chat that huge fucking hunk up. Imagine him getting hard in his trousers for your wife." 

I ran a finger nail along his hard shaft and stood up, grabbing my bag and shaking my hair out. 

Steve smiled and sat back in his seat, taking a sip of beer and winking at me. I blew him a kiss and made my way across the club, dodging dancers and men trying their luck with me. 

The music was a little quieter where the bouncer was standing, and I took a position at the long wooden bar, a few feet away from where he stood. I pushed out my tits, fully aware that my hard excited nipples were obvious to anyone who looked at my chest, but I didn't mind, I liked men looking at me, wishing they could fuck me. 

The bouncer glanced to his left and saw me. His eyes ran down my body, taking in my arse and tits before finally locking onto my face. 

He smiled the most beautiful smile, and my stomach flipped. 

He wasn't like the men I usually chatted up to entertain my husband. He was stunning. His eyes were deep set and masculine, and the rugged jawline below his shaved head made him look dangerous. 

Muscles bristled in his tattoo covered forearms below his rolled up sleeves, and his white shirt clung tightly to the deep valley of his huge pectoral muscles. His own nipples were prominent beneath the white cotton, and my tongue traced the shape of my lips as he winked at me. 

I lowered my eyes. He'd unnerved me a little. I was used to chatting men up for my husband, but I wasn't used to my panties becoming as wet as they were as the bouncer approached me, when I normally did it. Normally I was in control of my little role-playing games, but the way my body responded told me that the bouncer was nothing like the normal men I chatted up. He was in a class of his own. 

I glanced nervously at Steve as the bouncer arrived beside me and turned side on to me, his chest level with my face and his huge bulk making me feel more petite than I'd ever felt. 

Steve raised his glass at me and smiled. I smiled back, aware that the bouncer was leaning closer to may face, opening his beautifully shaped mouth to speak. 

I looked up into his face as he spoke. "Let's get straight to the point," he said, placing his huge forearm next to my hand on the bar. "I saw you looking at me. I like the look of you. Do you want to go in the backroom and fuck?" 

My skin tingled as his arm moved along mine, and I took a sip of alcohol to moisten my nervous mouth. "No, no," I said, breathing in his deep spicy aftershave. "No." 

"Then you'd better stop sticking those pretty little tits out at men like me, sweetheart. It gives me the wrong impression." 

My cheeks warmed and I stumbled on my words. "I think you've got the wrong idea," I said, feeling very out of my depth. "I just came over here for a drink." 

The big man tapped his ear. "See this earplug?" he said, "Well my man over there…" he pointed to where Steve was sitting, and the big man standing nearby, who waved at me, "…has told me all about what you and your husband were talking about." 

I blushed even harder. "It was just a bit of fun," I said, "it turns my husband on to see me chatting men up. No offence was meant." 

He laughed and placed his hand over mine, his thick fingers three times the width of my own. "No offence taken, sweetheart, but let me tell you something. 

If your husband likes seeing you chatting men up, he's going to enjoy it even more when me and my pal over there take you in the backroom and fuck you raw, while he watches. He's one of those guys, love… a cuckold." 

He squeezed my hand gently and goose bumps rose along the full length of my arms. He smiled at me and fixed his eyes on my tits. "Look at those nipples," he said, "you need a good fucking. I suggest you go and tell your husband what me and my friend are offering you. If you want to that is, but from the way you're clenching those thighs together, I think you're desperate to feel me inside you." 

He was right. I was more than desperate. I was aching. The bouncer was one of those men who held women captive in the palm of his hand, able to do with them what he pleased. He was confident, sexy, and as he moved very close to me and pressed his groin against my stomach, I gasped – he was very big too, all over. 

The hard shape of his cock pressed into my belly and it took me more than a few seconds to move backwards, enjoying the throb of his erection against me, 

wondering what it would feel like inside me. 

I took a deep breath and looked over at Steve. He looked concerned. I wasn't acting in the same way I normally did when I was flirting with men for him. I needed to get back to my husband. 

"It was nice to meet you," I said, turning my back on the stud who was offering me so much. 

His big hand grasped my shoulder and I stopped, listening as he bent down and placed his lips against my ear. "Believe me," he said, "your husband would enjoy watching. I'd bet my house on it. Ask him. If you're not standing in this spot in fifteen minutes, my friend and I will find another slut to fill with cock." I took a deep breath as he slapped my buttock. "Go on, get back to your little hubby." 

I crossed the room to my husband, staring at the man who sat nearby him, the bouncer who'd eavesdropped on our conversation. 

Steve shuffled along the alcove seat to let me in, and put his hand straight between my legs as I sat down. He always liked to see how wet the man I'd been chatting up had made me. 

I sighed and closed my eyes as he pulled my panties aside and rammed two fingers into me. "Fucking hell," he said, "you're wet. What happened? Tell me all the details." 

I moved on his fingers, sliding them in and out of myself as I writhed on the seat, not caring if anyone around us suspected anything was going on beneath the table. 

"I got an offer," I said, moving my hand to my husband's crotch and squeezing his bulge. It was tiny compared to then hard angry lump that the bouncer had pushed into my stomach. 

"He wanted to fuck you? See I told you… they all do, you sexy little bitch." 

"Yeah, he wanted to fuck me," I said, my voice breaking with passion. "And that bouncer crossing the dancefloor does too. He was sitting behind us, he heard us arranging what I did, and told the other bouncer over the radio. He knew I was coming to tease him." 

Steve pushed his fingers deeper inside me. "Does that turn you on?" Both men wanting you?" 

I groaned under my breath as Steve's thumb found my clit. "Yes it turns me on. 

Jesus, yes." I squeezed Steve's bulge and his cock twitched. "They want to take me in the backroom in fifteen minutes and fuck me together." 

Steve's cock swelled under my hand. "Let's go home," I said, "you can fuck me while we imagine them fucking me. I need a cock." 

Steve pushed his fingers deeper into me. "Or," he said, his breath hot on my

neck. "You could go in the backroom and get two cocks." 

My pussy convulsed around my husband's fingers. Cold shock ran the length of my spine, and I looked at Steve, my hand holding the shape of his erection. "I couldn't," I said, "it would be cheating. I love you. You know we never take this flirting with other men further than just that… flirting." 

"It looked like you wanted him," Steve said, circling my aching clit with his thumb, spreading my hot juice over the surrounding skin. "It looked like more than your normal flirting." 

I pushed hard on Steve's fingers. "It was," I moaned, "I do want to fuck him, and his friend, but I can't… we can't. it would be so… wrong." 

Steve kissed my neck. "Do it, Emily. Fuck them." 

My whole body tingled and the pulse between my legs increased in speed and power. "No, Steve. You've had too much to drink. We shouldn't." 

"I've never been more focused," he said, "I'd have to watch of course." 

"Of course you could watch!" I said, a little too quickly and eagerly. I shouldn't have even been thinking about doing it. Let alone urging my husband on. "But we shouldn't." 

Steve added another finger to my hole, and stretched me wide. I bit my bottom lip and gazed around the room. Nobody was the in the least bit interested in the middle aged couple in the corner, so I circled my hips as Steve burrowed his way deeper into my warmth. 

"Emily," he said, "I've never felt you so wet. You want it, and I'm allowing it. I want it to happen. I jerk off thinking about you fucking another man." He paused as my pussy clamped down on his fingers. "Two men would be even better. It doesn't mean we don't love each other… it means we trust each other." 

I lean into Steve and kissed him. His tongue darted around my mouth and his fingers moved in my body. "Can I?" I said drawing away, leaving lipstick on his chin. "Really? You'd let me?" 

"I'd fucking love it." 

Steve looked towards the bar. "Look," he said, "They're waiting." 

Sure enough, the two big men were standing with their backs to the bar, staring across the club at us. The bouncer who I'd spoken to nodded and tapped his watch. 

"It's time," said Steve. "Come on. Let's go and get you some fun, sweetheart." 

I grabbed Steve's beer and downed what was left in one long gulp. Wiping my mouth with the back of one hand, I squeezed his erection with the other. "Come

on then, before one of us gets cold feet." 

We weaved our way through the crowd and stopped a few feet away from the bouncers, who watched us as we gave each other a kiss. 

"Are you sure?" I said, taking Steve's hand. "The one I spoke to sounded quite crass. I'm sure they'll be a little rough with me." 

Steve smiled and dragged me by the hand towards the men. He placed me in front of them and took a step to the side. "She's all yours, fellas," he said. "She likes it rough." 

The bouncer I'd spoken to took me by the wrist and began leading me towards the back wall of the club towards a doorway. The other bouncer and my husband followed. 

The big man tapped a code into the door lock and pushed the door open, ushering me through in front of him, my pussy smearing juice on my inner thighs as I walked. 

Steve and the other guy followed, and the bouncer who'd let me in closed it behind us. He led me to a sofa in the corner, and took his earplug out and radio off and placed them on the desk that ran along one wall. 

"Right," he said, looking me up and down. "Introduction time. I'm Jason, the other big bastard is Rob, pleased to meet you both." 

I looked to Steve to speak, my head spun and a wave of nervous nausea threatened to eject the alcohol I'd drank. I trembled inside as my husband approached the men. 

"I'm Steve," he said, shaking their hands in turn. He turned to face me. "And this lovely woman, is Emily." 

"Jason stepped towards me, already unbuttoning his shirt. "Okay," he said, 

"Steve, take a seat over there." He pointed at a seat in a corner. "Emily, get undressed. We've only got twenty minutes before we have to be back on duty. 

Let's see how many times we can make you come." 

I looked at Steve. "You heard them," he said, sitting down. "Get undressed." 

Rob laughed as he peeled his shirt off, revealing a wide chest. His piercing blue eyes ran up and down my body as he turned to his friend. "This is going to be fun, Jason. She looks dirtier than that slut last week." 

"Yeah," said Jason, throwing his shirt aside. "I bet she fucks like a porn star." 

Jason's chest was as covered with tattoos as his arms were, and he bulged with muscle. I glanced at Steve who was staring at the two men in awe. Steve had often tried to build muscle but had failed every time, cancelling his gym membership over and over again. He squirmed in his eat and looked a little uncomfortable as he studied the bouncer's physiques. 

"Come on, Emily," said Rob, "Get your fucking clothes off. I'm dying to fuck that pretty face." 

Steve nodded at me. "Better do what they say if you want to be fucked." 

I licked my lips and pulled the zip at the back of my dress down. With the three men staring at me I slid it to the floor and stepped out of it, bending down to remove my shoes. I stood up straight in just my bra and panties, feeling very exposed. "Come on then," I said, "you want me naked? You two boys get naked first." 

The sound of my own voice gave me confidence. I hadn't sounded nervous or scared, I'd sounded determined, in control, sexy even. 

"You heard her," said Jason, dropping his trousers and underwear. "Cock out, Rob." 

Steve made an audible sound of shock as Jason revealed his cock, and my mouth salivated as my nipples hardened even further, the sensitive tips pressing hard against my bra. 

He was huge. Not just huge, but beautiful too, and my husband could see as well as me that he was far less adequate than the man who stood naked in front of him. 

Rob undressed too, flopping out an erection which was shorter than his friends, but no less thick. The two men were studs, and my clit tingled with pure sexual lust as I unclipped my bra and allowed my tits to fall free. 

Rob crossed the room and grabbed one of my tits in each of his big hands, while Jason got to his knees behind me. His fingers dug in beneath the elastic of my panties and he slipped them down my thighs and over my feet, kissing each of my arse cheeks as he undressed me. 

I moaned as Rob placed his mouth on mine and kissed me, his tongue deep in my mouth and his fingers pulling at my nipples, twisting and squeezing them. 

Jason prised my legs apart and I shuddered as I felt his head between my legs, his tongue licking at my inner thigh and his hands massaging my buttocks. He lay on his back on the floor and slapped my arse. "Turn around and sit on my face," he ordered. 

Rob broke off our kiss and turned me around, forcing me to lower myself onto Jason's face, as he moved to the side of me and offered me his fat cock to take in my mouth. 

I looked at my husband. His cock was in his hand and he was stroking it frantically as she watched. He gave me an almost imperceptible nod, and I opened my mouth wide to take Rob between my lips. 

My pussy quivered with desire as I lowered myself far enough for Jason's wriggling tongue to make contact with my swollen slippery cunt lips, and he groaned as he forced his tongue deep into my hole while pulling me further onto

his face, my arse cheeks squashing him and my knees digging into the thick the carpet beneath us. 

Rob's cock jolted on the roof of my mouth, and the rich taste of excited pre-cum coated my exploring tongue. I took his heavy balls in my hand and rolled them between my fingers as he fucked my face, his wide cock forcing my lips apart and his balls contracting in my hand with each jerk his dick made. 

Jason's mouth clamped tight over my cunt and his hands wandered to the front of my body, finding my swollen clit with his fingers. He pressed it hard and I came quickly, my excitement reaching fever pitch as I watched my husband jerking his cock while he watched me with two strange men. My pussy tightened as I climaxed and Jason brought a hand down quickly and firmly on my arse making me squeal around the fat dick in my greedy mouth. 

Rob pulled his cock from my mouth in a river of my saliva, and knelt on the floor next to me. "Suck us both at the same time," he said, grabbing my hair and yanking me forward into a sixty-nine position on top of Jason. 

Jason's huge cock reared high in the air, and I placed my fingers around it, my clit swelling as I felt the powerful throbs of his heartbeat in my palm. 

I took the big tip of Jason's cock in my mouth and suckled on it as he licked and nibbled my cunt and clit, his fingers getting ever closer to my arsehole. I was an anal virgin, but as Jason grazed my tightest of holes with a thick fingertip, I resigned myself to the fact that I was probably going to leave the room a little more experienced than when I'd entered. 

Without warning, Jason thrust his arse up off the floor and his cock penetrated my throat deeper than I'd ever had any man before, let alone a man with a cock wider than my forearm. I choked and gagged, and tears spilled from my eyes as he continued thrusting upwards, while Rob held my head in place with a strong hand. 

I felt slutty, dirty, nasty, and sexy, and I came hard as Jason forced his finger into my arsehole. My screams of climax were muffled by the big cock that my face was impaled on, but I glanced out of the corner of my eye, happy to see my husband still pleasuring himself while the two big bouncers used me. 

Rob placed his cock near my mouth. "Suck us both at the same time," he said. 

I lifted my head from Jason's cock and took a man in each hand, their cocks were manly and long enough for me to manoeuvre them both into a sucking position at the same time without Rob needing to get any closer, and as I brought both wide heads near my mouth, I rubbed them together, gauging the men's reactions. 

Both men groaned, so I spat on both cock tips and rubbed them slowly against one another, their slits widening under the pressure, and their pre-cum mingling into a clear stick fluid which I lapped up with my tongue, enjoying their sounds of pleasure. 

The two cocks throbbed against one another as I slid the big heads together, and as I opened my mouth as wide as I could and took them both inside, the men thrust into me together, filling my throat with hard pulsating flesh. 

Jason's finger probed my arsehole and his tongue burrowed deeper into my

pussy, and I looked up as Steve arrived next to us, his trousers removed and his hand a blur on his dick. 

His cock looked insignificant compared to the two in my mouth, and I flooded with juice as I imagined what the men would feel like in my other holes. Jason moaned as my juices soaked his face, and licked and sucked me harder as he swallowed them. My pussy slipped and slid over his face as I wriggled my arse, and his finger moved in and out of my arse in a quick fucking motion. 

The two cocks jostled for space in my mouth and I reached out briefly and took my husband's cock in my hand, stroking him a few times before giving my full attention back to the doormen. 

I needed to be fucked, desperately, and I took the men from my mouth to beg. 

"Somebody put a cock in my cunt," I said, wiping spit and pre-cum from my lips. "Please, somebody fuck me." 

Jason pushed me off his face and I lifted my thigh over his body to allow him to move. He stood up and looked at Steve. "Do you want to fuck her before us? She is your wife after all." 

I looked at Steve and he tilted his head enquiringly. His cock twitched in his hand, and his face reddened as I spoke. "No," I said forcefully. "I get his cock every night. I want yours first, Jason." 

"Any particular reason why?" he said with a grin. 

I looked at my husband. "Sorry," I said, before taking Jason's thick shaft in my hand. "Because I want to feel a big cock inside me. That's why." 

"You like what I've got, huh?" 

I ran my fingers along the vein heavy, silky soft flesh. "Yes," I said, "It's beautiful. Now stick it in my cunt." 

Rob placed his hands under my armpits and lifted me to my feet. "Dirty little whore," he said. "Humiliating your husband like that. How do you think he feels now?" 

The three men smiled as I glanced at Steve. "Sorry, babe," I said. 

Steve moved his hand along his dick. "I love it," he said, "seeing you acting this slutty." 

Jason grabbed my wrist and pulled me towards the sofa. "Bend over," he said, putting a hand on my back and forcing my face into the leather cushions. My arse was high in the air, and my thighs strained as I spread my legs. 

Rob grasped my arse cheeks and pulled them wide as Jason stood behind me, his cock brushing my arse and his hands joining his friend's on my buttocks. The two men spread me wide and I gasped as my holes were exposed to them, wide and inviting, and begging to be used. 

My pussy throbbed as Jason lined himself up at my entrance and began to slowly push inside me. "Jesus," I breathed, "it feels amazing. It's so fucking wide." 

My husband sat on the sofa next to me, and I grabbed his cock as Jason continued pushing into me. Steve groaned as I stoked his dick. "Does it feel good?" he said, stroking my hair. 

"God, yes," I sighed as Jason stretched my cunt lips, the shape of his thick veins pushing into the tight walls of my pussy. "It's amazing." 

I screamed in pain as Jason rammed himself into me and my arse cheeks wobbled as his hard stomach struck them. 

"Are you okay?" said Steve, "shall I make him stop?" 

I shook my head quickly, my pussy already getting used to the size of the big man. "No," I groaned, my hand tightening on Steve's dick. "Don't you dare make him stop." 

Jason pounded me with long powerful strokes and my clit responded with twinges of pleasure which intensified until my cunt contracted tightly and I came, hard and powerfully, my pussy clamping the big cock tight. 

"That's it," said Jason, slamming the palm of his hand hard against my arse. 

"Fucking come on me." 

Robe moved to the other side of me and sat down. I grabbed his cock too and jerked him and my husband together, as Jason continued impaling me on his length. 

Juices trickled down my thigh and a loud squelching sound filled the room, as he churned up my cunt. 

I squealed as Jason grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head backwards, straining my neck and stinging my scalp. I released the cocks I was holding, and placed my hands on the sofa, closing my eyes and biting my bottom lip as I came again. My whole body shuddered and I pushed back onto Jason, matching his thrusts with my own. 

I reached under my body and between my thighs, grabbing Jason's huge swinging balls in my hand, and squeezing them hard as he continued to pummel me. He grunted and released my hair. Letting me slump forward onto the sofa. 

"Your turn, Rob," he said, sliding his cock from me, leaving me feeling disappointingly empty. "This dirty bitch is gonna make me come if I stay in her any longer." 

Rob leant back on the sofa and smiled at me. "Sit on my cock," he said, grasping his thick shaft in his hand, pointing it high in the air. 

Steve stroked my thigh as I climbed into position on the sofa and lowered myself onto Rob. His cock slid easily into my stretched out hole, and I took his full length inside me with a satisfied groan. 

My arsehole puckered as Jason spat on it from behind me, and I leaned forward into Rob, kissing him as Steve cupped one of my breasts and Jason pushed a finger into my arsehole. "Do you think you can take me in there?" he said, sliding his finger deeper. 

"Yes," I mumbled, enjoying the softness of Rob's tongue in my mouth. "Fuck me in my arsehole." 

"You've never done anal before," said Steve, tugging my nipple. "You said you wouldn't try it." 

I glanced at my husband, and pulled my mouth from Rob's. "I've never been this fucking turned on before, either. There's nothing I wouldn't do right now." I grabbed one of my arse cheeks and dug my nails into it as I pulled it to the side, offering my tightest of holes to the big bouncer. "Go on, fuck it," I demanded. 

Jason wasted no time. His fat cock head brushed my arsehole and my stomach muscles tightened as my clit swelled. The tickles of delight turned into a stinging pain that made me wiggle as he began slipping himself slowly but forcefully into my tight resistance. 

"It hurts," I groaned. 

"Stop it," said Steve to Jason. "It's hurting her." 

"Don't you dare stop," I said, pushing myself backwards and laying my face flat on Rob's big chest. "Stick it in me, I'll get used to it." 

The two cocks throbbed inside me as Jason continued to penetrate me. I held my breath and relaxed my muscles as Jason pushed past my final barrier. My face tightened, and I screamed a long low groan as I came. The orgasm spread fast and intensely through my whole body, from my sore pussy to my toes, which curled tightly as juice spilled from my cunt, coating Rob's cock in a sticky sheen of my excitement. 

Steve looked at me with concern as I squealed again, as Jason began fucking my arse. "Don't worry," I said, taking his cock in my hand. "It's beautiful. I've never come so hard." 

Steve's cock jerked in my hand, and steams of cum flew from the tip, I lowered my had and opened my mouth wide, catching as much as I could and licking the rest from his belly as my holes continued to contract on the two men that fucked them. 

Rob lifted and dropped himself on the sofa, forcing himself deep into me, and Jason fucked my arse hard, his hands gripping my buttocks tight and his hard stomach making a loud slapping sound on my soft flesh at the end of every long stroke. 

Rob took one of my tits in his mouth as he grunted. "I'm coming." 

"Yes," I moaned as his cock swelled in my pussy. "Give me your cum. Fucking give it to me deep. Fill me." 

Rob bit my nipple and I closed my eyes as his seed splattered me deep inside, warming me and making me come again. I gave in to the intense pleasure and slumped forward as my climax washed over me. 

Spunk trickled from my cunt and Rob released my tit from his mouth as he slumped back in his seat, his face red and his big chest heaving with exertion. 

Jason slapped my arse hard. His cock twitched, and he stopped moving as he unloaded his balls in my arsehole, his hot seed filling my insides. 

The two men groaned as my holes tightened on them and I lifted myself off Rob as Jason withdrew from me in a stream of his sperm that ran the length of my legs. 

Robs cum, hung in long thick tendrils from my cunt and I scooped as much of it as I could up with my fingers and shovelled it into my mouth, as my husband looked on, his cock beginning to harden again. 

Jason slapped my arse and I stood up, my legs struggling to take my weight. All three of the man smiled at me as I took a seat on the sofa and blew out a long breath of satisfaction. My pussy stung and my arse throbbed, but I'd never felt so thoroughly happy, so beautifully satisfied. 

Chapter Two

Steve handed me my drink. The club was full again, and Jason and Rob were on duty, roaming the peripheries of the dance-floor, looking for troublemakers. 

It had been my husband's idea to come back to the club and repeat the incident of the previous weekend, and as I caught Jason's eye and he tapped his watch, reminding me that it was almost time, I kissed Steve. "Thank you," I said, pushing my belly against the bulge in his trousers. "I love you, you know that, right?" 

He pushed himself into me, his cock hard between us. "I love you too," he said, 

"come on, it's time. Let's go and have some fun." 

The End
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