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		Chapter One

		

	
		Julie was going to be so happy. Not only had I secured one of the biggest contracts my company had ever won, but I'd negotiated it in record time, and the ten percent bonus and pay rise I was about to receive for my troubles would propel us to the next financial level in our lives.

		

		I had thought about staying in the all-expenses paid hotel my company had arranged for me, but with my three days of meetings consolidated into one and a half, I'd decided to make the three-hour drive home and surprise my wife with the good news. God knows she'd been worried about our future, and now I could tell her it was about to get a lot brighter.

		

		I stopped off at a twenty-four superstore and bought her some flowers and a bottle of champagne for us to share. They weren't the quality of flowers I'd liked to have given my wife, but the bubbly made up for them. Superstore flowers may not be the best in the world, but good champagne was good champagne — wherever you bought it.

		

		It was still early enough to share a drink and celebrate my achievements. Julie rarely went to bed before eleven, and on a weekend it was often later. Our days of going out clubbing on Friday and Saturday nights were a decade behind us, and I knew that Julie would be doing what a lot of women in their late thirties would be doing on a Friday night at just gone eleven o'clock – she'd be curled up on the sofa eating chocolate from which she'd hide the evidence, poorly, and would be watching one of her top ten favourite films of all time. My money was on an officer and a gentleman.

		

		I slowed the car outside the house and knew something wasn't right. The car in the driveway could have been an innocent visitor, but the shadows at the brightly lit bedroom window as my wife closed the curtains, couldn't have been anything more stomach churning than it looked.

		

		Julie was silhouetted against the light, and on either side of her with their hands on my wife was a man. Two men and my wife in our bedroom. That could only mean one thing

		

		I fought down the bile which rose in my throat, and gripped the steering wheel tight. I knew Julie had what I thought was simply a healthy fantasy about having a threesome, but when she'd asked me to do it with her, and I'd said no, I'd always thought we were just playing around.

		

		It seemed my wife was the cock hungry whore I thought she pretended to be when we were fucking. All her talk of taking two men at the same time had been real, and she was willing to do it behind my back.

		

		I switched the engine off and stared at my marital bedroom window. I knew I had to go into the house, but I decided to phone Julie first, just to make absolutely sure that there was no misunderstanding. I didn't want rush into the house with fists flying and find out that the two men with their hands on her were her brother and father, consoling her because our pet cat had died or something worse.

		

		I hit the call button on my mobile and watched the bedroom window. The curtains were thick, but I could still make out a fleeting shadow as somebody crossed the window.

		

		Julie's phone rang three times before she picked it up. "Hi, babe," she said, cheerfully, automatically ruling out the possibility that anything terrible had happened. "I was just thinking about you."

		

		I bet you were.

		

		"Hi," I said, trying to keep any anxiety from my voice. "Just checking in to see how you are."

		

		"You know me. I'm in my pyjamas, ready to go to bed. I've got an exciting life! How are you sweetheart? Is everything going to plan?"

		

		I stared at the window, watching another two fleeting shadows cross it. "Yeah, it's going fine, I'll be glad to finish up and get home, though."

		

		"I can't wait for you to get home either. I miss you."

		

		My stomach churned and I needed to get off the phone. I had my answer. My wife was up to no good. "I need to get off now," I said, "I've got a long day tomorrow. I just wanted to say goodnight."

		

		"Make sure you get plenty of sleep, Michael. I love you, goodnight, babe."

		

		She normally tried to keep me on the phone when I rang. She was obviously in a rush to get on with whatever she was doing. "Goodnight, Julie," I said, "you know I love you, right?"

		

		"Yes, and I love you too. Now go and get some sleep. I'm hanging up, okay?"

		

		"Okay."

		

		That was it, the phone went dead. Shadows crossed the window again and I got out of the car, being sure to close the door silently and not lock it. The sound of the beeps when it locked might have given me away, and I wanted to catch my wife in the act. If I wanted to make sure any divorce settlement went in my favour, I needed pictures too.

		

		I prepared the camera on my phone, and tiptoed to the front door, sliding the key in silently and squeezing through the open door as soon as the gap was large enough.

		

		Downstairs was dark, and I gazed up the stairs, listening in horror to the laughing of men and the giggling of my wife.

		

		So this is how it felt to be cheated on.

		

		The stairs were well built and sturdy, and none of them creaked. The soft deep carpet disguised any footsteps, and there were no lights were switched on downstairs or on the landing to cast my shadow. All I need to do was sneak along the landing, peer into the bedroom and photograph whatever I witnessed. Then I could get angry.

		

		I knew that my anger would be replaced with hopelessness when I saw my wife cheating, but I took time slowly, second by second, not really wanting to venture any closer to the bedroom, hoping I'd wake up and realise it was all a bad dream.

		

		A moan from my wife focused my attention, and the deep voice of a man sent shivers through my churning belly. "Fuck, you're wet."

		

		I reached the top of the stairs, my mouth dry and one hand curled into a tight fist while my other hand steadied my phone camera.

		

		Julie moaned again. "Put them both in my mouth," she said, "I want to find out of two cocks taste better than one. Especially cocks like these."

		

		I tiptoed along the landing and reached the doorway. The door was open just enough to hide my presence, yet afford me a view through the corner, where the hinges attached to the frame.

		

		I screwed one eye closed and peered in. Our bed was directly in my line of sight, and the sight that confronted me sent shivers down my spine whilst simultaneously pumping hot blood to my cock.

		

		My wife of ten years was on all fours, totally naked, with two large young men kneeling in front of her, their cocks poised at her mouth while she stared at them.

		

		Julie licked the tip of one, and the owner placed his hand on her head, trying to pull her onto his long erection.

		

		"Mmmm," groaned my wife, licking the other man, before opening her mouth wide and taking a thick dick in each of her hands.

		

		She guided the two cocks towards her mouth and managed to get a little of each man into her mouth. She made muffled sounds of pleasure as she stroked the shafts, twisting her hands and gyrating her hips in the air.

		

		The men both had hands on her head and were trying to push themselves further into her face. I could see it wasn't going to happen though. The two men were both well-endowed, and Julie would have struggled to take one of them completely into her mouth, let alone both of them.

		

		My own cock throbbed, and I put a hand on my crotch, squeezing it through my trousers. My cock was small compared to the two young men's, and I hoped that it wasn't my size that had driven my wife into becoming a slut.

		

		I wanted to throw the door open and run into the room, ripping the two men off my wife, but something had happened. I was enjoying it far more than I should. The jealously that had fuelled me had turned to a heady mix of lust and desire, and watching Julie's content face as she worked the two big dicks with her hands and mouth was having a potent effect on me. My wife looked happy, sexy, and so fucking horny.

		

		One of the men used his heavy cock to slap Julie's face and she responded with a guttural moan and a string of swear words. "Yeah, fucking hit me with your big fucking cock you bastard," she demanded, the heavy thwacking sound of hard flesh on my wife's cheek exciting me further.

		

		The other guy twisted his hand in Julie's hair and forced her head backwards, joining his partner in beating my wife's face with his cock.

		

		Julie moaned and groaned and snaked a hand between her thighs, moving it quickly as the sound of her wetness joined the slapping sound of big cocks on her face.

		

		I moved my weight slightly, putting my phone in my pocket and silently lowering my trouser zipper.

		

		My cock sprang out over the top of my underwear, and I grasped it firmly in my fist as I watched Julie being humiliated by the two strangers. I reminded myself that they were only strangers to me. God knows where my wife had found them though, and how the hell they'd ended up in my bedroom using my wife as their own personal whore. Those questions could wait for later, right now I was too interested in seeing just how dirty my wife could be.

		

		From the way she was moving her hand between her thighs and revelling in the attention of the two men that beat her face with their cocks, I guessed that she was going to get very dirty, dirtier than I'd ever had the pleasure of witnessing before, anyway.

		

		Julie moaned and groaned and lapped at the air with her tongue as the men continued slapping her. Her moans turned to a squeal of delight as one of the men rammed his cock into her open mouth and thrust it deep down her throat.

		

		Julie recoiled as she gagged, but as the man began to withdraw she forced her head further onto his shaft, placing a hand on his tight arse and forcing him deeper into her face.

		

		She was loving it, and my cock was responding to my wife's pleasure. It throbbed in my hand and I had to use all my willpower to stop my hand moving. I didn't want to come yet. I didn't want it to end so soon.

		

		Julie made muffles sounds as the man pushed further into her face, and she spread he thighs wide as the other man moved into position behind her, his big cock in his fist and not a condom in sight as he nudged my wife's cunt with the fat tip of his dick.

		

		Julie responded by pushing backwards, slipping the cock in her mouth from between her saliva soaked lips and glancing over her shoulder. "Give it to me," she groaned. "Let me feel what a big one feels like. Let me see what I've been missing."

		

		My balls tightened and I took my hand off my cock. One more movement from me would have sent me over the edge. I was on a hair trigger, and I was sure I could come just by watching my wife, with no manual stimulation.

		

		Julie's face lit up as the man behind her began pushing into her. "Oh my fucking god," she said, her finger nails digging into the sheets as she lowered her face to the bed and pushed her arse higher into the air, her pussy sliding further onto the thick shaft that penetrated her.

		

		The man kneeling in front of her grabbed her hair and pulled her head upwards, ramming his cock between her lips and grunting as she began sucking him.

		

		Julie's thighs pated further as the guy behind her pushed more of his long cock inside her and she made muffled sounds of pain as he suddenly rammed himself fully inside her, his toned stomach making my wife's arse wobble as he struck it.

		

		The sight of another man's cock, far bigger than my own, sliding in and out of my wife, slick with juice, almost sent me over the edge again, and I put a hand over my mouth to stifle my heavy breathing. I was sure that the three of them were far too involved in what they were doing, and making loud enough sounds of their own, to hear my breathing, but I didn't want to risk being caught watching them, things were getting far too hot to risk bringing it to a halt.

		

		I placed a hand on my cock again and stroked it slowly as my wife's muffled cries turned into loud moans and her thighs trembled as she came. The man who was fucking her began spanking her buttocks, the skin turning red under his touch. "Come on me, you dirty fucking slut," he said, hitting her over and over.

		

		Julie's orgasm grew in intensity, and she wriggled and bucked her hips as the man in her mouth thrust himself deeper down her throat, his big balls slamming into her chin as he face fucked her.

		

		Julies cunt was being brutally churned up by the huge cock, and the sounds it made filed the room and rolled out onto the landing where I stood. My wife was having far more fun than I'd ever seen her have in the bedroom, and I wondered if this was the first time she'd found better men to fuck her, or if she did it each time I went away on business.

		

		At that moment in time, I didn't care. I was fully focused on my wife's enjoyment, and as she slid the cock from her mouth and smiled up at the man she'd been sucking, I almost gave myself away as I sucked in a loud deep breath. "There's another hole going spare," she said, grabbing his balls. "Do you want to fuck it?"

		

		My wife had never done anal as far as I knew. Certainly not with me anyway, and the thought of her taking two cocks at the same time was hard to digest, but beautifully arousing.

		

		"Your husband really doesn't give you enough?" does he, said the man behind her sliding his cock from her with a loud sucking sound. "You're a frustrated whore, aren't you?"

		

		Julie smiled as the man lay down on his back and she climbed on top of him, her tits digging into his wide chest as she lowered her face to his, her hand between her legs guiding his fat dick back inside her.

		

		"He tries, his best," she said, kissing him and sliding her pussy down the full length of his cock, rolling her hips when she bottomed out, adjusting to his size. "But he's a busy man. That's why I'm paying you lovely boys. He can concentrate on his job, and I can concentrate on fucking big cocks. When he stops working so hard, we'll get our sex life back."

		

		Shit. She was right. I had been neglecting her needs. I pumped my cock a little faster as the realisation that she'd paid male prostitutes to fuck her hit home, and suddenly I no longer saw it as cheating, I saw it as a sexually driven woman getting what she needed without looking for another relationship.

		

		Julie began lifting and dropping her weight on the cock that burrowed into her, and she kissed the man passionately as he thrust his hips upwards off the bed to meet her urgent down strokes.

		

		His hands wandered over Julie's back, his fingers tracing her spine until he found her buttocks and grabbed them, spreading them wide, exposing her arsehole to the other man who knelt behind her, spitting on his hand and transferring it to his throbbing cock as he prepared to enter my wife's tightest of holes.

		

		"You ready to be fucked in both holes?" he said, slapping Julie's buttock, making it redder than it already was. Both men had marked my wife with their hand prints, and soon they were both going to be inside her, enjoying her together as I stood hidden away like a cuckolded husband.

		

		Julie looked over her shoulder. "Fuck my arse you big fucker," she begged, "fucking fill me with cock and then fill me with cum."

		

		She wiggled her arse seductively and I nearly came again as the man pressed his cock head to her hole and pushed inside her gently, eliciting soft whimpering sounds from Julie that sounded like pain and pleasure were fighting to be dominant in her body.

		

		Pleasure won, and Julie screamed in delight as the man pushed deep inside her, joining his friend in my wife's body and bringing her to another orgasm.

		

		Julie's toes curled and her body rocked as she came. She shouted and screamed as she tossed her head from side to side as bot men moved within her, using her holes for their own gratification.

		

		I wanted nothing more than to burst into the room and stuff her mouth full of my cock. She deserved three cocks, but I knew that if she found out I'd seen her with the two men, she'd never do it again, and I already had plans to go on fake business trips while rigging the room with hidden cameras.

		

		My hand moved quickly on my cock, and my knees buckled with pleasure. I managed to prevent an orgasm once more, but I knew that next time would be the last time. I needed to come. Badly. I put my hands in my pockets, and made myself keep them there until I was sure I was ready for release.

		

		Julies moaned and screamed as the two young hunks fucked her. The two young prostitutes I needed to remind myself. My beautiful, dirty slut wife was paying for sex, and it excited me more than anything else had ever done in my life.

		

		The two men were both in their early twenties, and had bags of energy. They gasped and groaned, and laid their hands all over my wife as they fucked her, their cocks ramming in and out of her in a rhythmic unison as Julie came again, juice trickling down her thighs and glistening under the ceiling lights.

		

		Julie's face was contorted in pleasure and her whole body trembled as she was used by the two men, their thrusts becoming more urgent as they neared their own climaxes.

		

		Julie urged them on, slipping and sliding over the man below her and pushing her arse into the man behind her. "Come on," she gasped, "fucking come in me. Fill my dirty slut holes with your seed."

		

		The man underneath gave in first and he sucked one of Julie's tits deep into his mouth as he came, his body shaking and Julie groaning as his spunk filled her.

		

		The man in my wife's arsehole followed quickly, his thrusts becoming more urgent until his arse muscles tightened and he rammed his full length deep inside Julie, groaning loudly as he began emptying his balls into her.

		

		Julie wriggled on the men as they gave her their loads, shaking her head from side to side and arching her spine. "Oh god," she whimpered. "I can feel it filing both holes. It's so fucking warm inside me. I never want this feeling to stop."

		

		The man behind her began withdrawing his cock from my wife's arsehole, and dribbles of cum trickled from Julie as his cock slipped from her with a loud squelch. Julie lifted herself from the other man and cum hung from her red swollen pussy in long thick tendrils that swung in the air as she twisted her body and lay on her back, the men laying either side of her, their hands on her tits and belly.

		

		All three of them looked satisfied, and I grabbed my cock quickly, bringing myself off as my wife snuggled up with the two men who had just fucked her. I managed to control my groans as I came into my other hand, catching every warm drop and rubbing it into my trousers to avoid leaving any evidence of my presence.

		

		Julie sat upright between the men and looked at them in turn. "Don't get too comfy," she smiled. "I paid for a full night, and that's what I intend to get. You stallions have a fifteen-minute break, then we're doing it again."

		

		The men laughed, and I blew my wife a kiss she'd never know about as I backed away from the door quietly, sneaking down the stairs and closing the front door quietly behind myself as I left the house and jumped in my car.

		

		I booked myself into a nearby hotel and jerked myself off over and over again, wishing I was hidden behind the door again, wondering which man was in which of my wife's holes, and wondering whether my wife was coming at the same time that I was.

		

		***

		

		My wife greeted me with a hug and a kiss. "It's so good to see you," she said. "I've missed you."

		

		I wrapped my arms around her and my cock swelled in my trousers. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to feel how loose she felt after taking such big cocks, and I wanted to see if I could make her come as hard as I'd seen her coming with the men.

		

		I doubted it though. It was obvious that my wife needed big cocks on younger, more virile men than me, and that thought made me rock hard between my legs.

		

		"I missed you too," I said, taking a step backwards, hiding the bulge in my trousers with my travel bag.

		

		I'd already booked a local hotel for next weekend and had ordered some small spy cameras from an online store. "I've got to go away again next Friday," I said, "but only for one night. I'll be back on Saturday."

		

		Julie smiled. "So soon?"

		

		"Yes," I said. "I'm sorry, but you know… work and all that. It has to be done."

		

		"Don't worry," she said, "I'll keep myself entertained. You know me, a film and an early night is all I ask for."

		

		I looked my wife up and down. What a beautiful slut I'd married. "Well," I said, preparing to break the good news about my bonus and pay rise. "I've got something to tell you that will cheer you up."

		

		Julie took my hand and led me towards the living room, her arse swaying as she walked. I wondered how many times she'd been fucked in it behind my back, and I grabbed my crotch, squeezing my erection, happier with life than I'd ever been.

		

		The End
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