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		Chapter One

		

	
		I put my ear to the door. I could definitely hear groaning – from both men and women. The door was slightly ajar and as I pushed it quietly open, the TV came into view, displaying a porn film involving two men and a woman.

		

		It was quite apparent from the positions the three of them were in that it was a bi-sexual film. One man was fucking a woman, and he in turn was being fucked by the other man. That wasn’t what shocked me though, it was the fact that my husband was on the bed, jerking off to it while he thought I was in work.

		

		My husband – the man who’d stopped having sex with me almost a year previously. The man who had apparently completely lost his libido, and had far more important things than sex on his mind. Yet there he was, tugging away at his cock, watching two men fucking one another while a lucky woman enjoyed the two of them.

		

		I pulled the door closed. I didn’t want to make my presence known. In the few seconds that I’d watched my husband getting off to porn, a plan had formulated in my mind. I was going to get the fucking that I’d been craving for almost twelve months, and hopefully I could regain my once flourishing sex life with my husband. If it meant involving another man in the bedroom – so be it.

		

		My pussy needed cock, and I was going to make sure I got it. Jim could either like it or lump it. I didn’t need a husband who held back in the bedroom while at the same time jerking off to porn. I needed a husband who wanted to fuck me.

		

		I wondered how long my husband had harboured bi-sexual fantasies, and a lot of things suddenly made sense. He’d always fantasised about having another man in the bedroom, but I’d always thought his fantasies revolved around watching me fucking someone else. It was now quite apparent that my porn watching hubby was interested in men just as much as I was, and I could easily use that fact in my favour

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Jim came in from work and hung his coat on the back of the door. He smelt the air and smiled. “Lasagne?”

		

		“Just the way you like it,” I said, “plenty of cheese, and plenty of sauce.”

		

		Jim walked over to the stove and placed his hands around me. He gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and sat down at the table with a sigh.

		

		“Hard day at the office?” I asked, placing two warmed plates on the work top.

		

		For all of Jim’s other faults, nobody could say he didn’t work hard. He spent most of the day cooped up at a desk in a dimly lit office, filling in the same set of forms over and over again. That’s why I’d believed him when he’d said he had no libido – who would want sex after pushing paper day after day, week after week, month after month?

		

		“Same as normal,” said Jim, running a hand through his hair, the black beginning to show flecks of grey. Jim’s dad had been completely grey at the age of fifty, and with seven years left to go until his fiftieth, it looked like Jim would follow in his father’s footsteps. “At least it’s Friday!”

		

		I smiled to myself. This Friday was going to be one that Jim wouldn’t forget in a hurry. I glanced at my watch. There was still two hours left until my guest arrived, so I sat down at the table and enjoyed a plate of lasagne with my husband. My clit tingled with every mouthful I took, as I imagined what would be happening later that evening.

		

		When Jim had washed his food down with a cold beer, he headed upstairs for a shower, and I sent a text from my phone;

		

		Looking forward to meeting you. My husband is home, so come any time after eight thirty. Gemma x

		

		It took less than a minute for the reply to arrive;

		

		I’m looking forward to meeting both of you too. I’ve been hard all day! I’ll be with you at about 8.45 Steve xx

		

		I drank a whole glass of wine in two greedy mouthfuls. It had been far easier than I could have ever imagined it would be to find a man who was bi-sexual and up for a threesome with a husband and wife. The wonders of online dating had been a mystery to me until I needed them, and I could only imagine how different my life would have been if they’d been around when I was younger.

		

		I stopped myself. I sounded like my mother. I was only thirty-six for God’s sake, I was sure that dating apps had been around for a large chunk of my life. I’d just never needed one before.

		

		Not only was the man who would be arriving at my home more than willing to have sex with me in front of Jim, and with Jim if the opportunity arose, but he was also young, handsome, and very well endowed – if his profile was to be believed. Nine and a half inches when erect, he claimed, and as thick as a beer can. My pussy juiced up at the mere thought of a cock that big entering me. Jim wasn’t tiny, but he was a little under the average size in both length and girth. I hoped he wouldn’t be too jealous when Steve unveiled his monster cock, but maybe he should have realised I would eventually look elsewhere if he turned off the sex tap.

		

		He’d probably be just as excited about the prospect of a big cock as I was though. I’d taken a look at the browsing history on his laptop, and it was an eye opening mix of cuckolding and bi-sexual threesomes – all with one search term popping up again and again… big cock.

		

		He was lucky that I was involving him at all. A lot of women would have left him when they found out he was horny enough to jerk off to porn, but not horny enough to fuck his wife.

		

		I heard Jim getting out of the shower and heading into the bedroom, so I went upstairs. I’d already prepared myself earlier in the day. I’d shaved my legs, armpits, and pussy, and my body was moisturised and ready to be enjoyed by a well hung stranger. All I needed to do was apply a final touch up of makeup and slip into something a little sexier than the jeans and woolly sweater I was wearing.

		

		I took a detour into the guest bedroom and grabbed my short black dress from the wardrobe, and a pair of hold up stockings and my sexiest bra and panties from a drawer.

		

		In the bathroom I slipped into my clothing, my body shuddering in anticipation as I rolled the stockings up my legs, and my nipples hardening as I looked at my reflection. I still had it. I had the same body I’d been so proud of in my twenties, and my skin was as smooth as a peach, as my grandmother was so fond of telling me. I just wished that Jim had continued to find me attractive, then maybe I wouldn’t have been trying to decide whether to wear my long brown hair up or down to impress a man I’d never even met.

		

		I decided on wearing it down, and applied a touch of makeup. Just enough lipstick to enhance my already full lips, and a touch of subtle gold eyeshadow to bring out the hazel brown of my eyes.

		

		With a contented sigh, and a smile to myself, I left the bathroom and returned to the kitchen. Jim wouldn’t come downstairs for a while; he would be too busy catching up with all the sport on his laptop in his small study. Or watching porn, I reminded myself. Who knew what he got up to behind the closed door of his study? Anyway, that didn’t matter anymore. I would be providing him with his own live porn show in a few very short minutes.

		

		I felt quite calm, all things considered. Was it normal that a woman who was about to invite a strange man into the marital home without her husband’s consent, was sitting comfortably on a sofa, drinking wine, and running a hand along a stocking covered thigh? Probably, I relented. After all, I was no innocent. I’d had plenty of men in my bed before I’d met Jim, the only new factor in the situation was the size of the man’s cock. I’d never been lucky enough to strike gold in the trouser department in the past, and I was looking forward to it with a passion that twisted through my clit and over my belly.

		

		I switched the stereo on and sat back as David Bowie serenaded me. Time passed quickly, and before I knew it, the sound of the doorbell was melding perfectly with the music.

		

		I placed my wine on the table, stood up, and adjusted my clothing. Butterflies swarmed in my stomach, and judging by the creeping anxiety in my chest, I wasn’t as calm as I’d first thought. What if Jim got really angry? What if he left me on the spot? What if I had made a huge mistake?

		

		Fuck it.

		

		I swung the front door open and almost gasped. Steve was a hunk. A real brutish hunk of a man. His profile picture did not do him justice. Thick wavy brown hair framed a masculine face with a sculpted jawline and deep set dark eyes. His shoulders were wide, and his face was set in a smile that sent warm shivers through my belly.

		

		He towered over me, and as I let him in he took my hand in his, sending a river of goose bumps along my forearm.

		

		“Hello, Gemma,” he said, leaning down and kissing me gently on the cheek.

		

		I regained my composure. “Hi, Steve. I’m so glad you could come.”

		

		Steve followed me to the living room and took a seat. “Where’s the husband?” he said, making himself comfortable on the sofa.

		

		He slipped his jacket off, and I took it from him as he ran his eyes up and down my body. “He’s upstairs,” I said, “I haven’t told him you’re coming yet.”

		

		Steve was fully aware of my plan, and smiled as I placed his jacket on a table. “Best go and break the news then, Gemma. I’m as horny as a fucking teenager.” He ran his eyes down my body again. “And I can’t wait to see what you’re hiding under that sexy little dress.”

		

		He oozed confidence, and I hoped he had the same attitude when he was fucking a woman. I liked a man to take control.

		

		I stood in front of him and bent forward, my pussy pulsating and my nipples sore. Steve sighed as I placed my hand on the growing bulge in his jeans. “Don’t worry, big boy,” I said, pressing the palm of my hand against the enormous shape of his shaft. “You’ll find out soon enough.”

		

		Steve place a hand on my tit and I stepped backwards. “Not yet,” I said, “I want Jim to watch everything.”

		

		I left him on the sofa adjusting his crotch and made my way upstairs. Jim’s study door was closed and I placed my ear against the cold wood. Sure enough, I could hear the muffled sound of a porn movie.

		

		Jim looked startled as I burst in, and tried to stuff his erection back into his trousers. He slammed the top of his laptop closed and blushed bright crimson. “Gemma! I was just —”

		

		“I know what you were doing, Jim,” I said, placing my hands on his desk and leaning forward so the plump roundness of my cleavage was on full show. “I saw you watching one of your films the other day, when you thought I was in work. It seems that you do have a libido after all, but only when there’s other men involved. Maybe I bore you sexually, my darling, I don’t know… but tonight is about to get very exciting.”

		

		“What do you mean? Why are you dressed like that? Are you going out?”

		

		I licked my lips. “I’m not going anywhere. Why would I? There’s a man waiting for me downstairs and he’s got a huge cock that he really wants to slip inside me… and you, if you’re a good boy.”

		

		The colour drained from my husband’s face. “What man? And what do you mean slip it in me? I’m not gay! What’s going on, Gemma?”

		

		I smiled. “I didn’t say you were gay, Jim, but I think it’s quite apparent that you’re a little curious. I’ve seen your computer browsing history.” I placed my hand on his and squeezed gently. “Why not be honest with yourself? Come downstairs and watch me fuck a big dick. It’s better than watching those films you’re addicted to.” I glanced at the bulge he’d managed to stuff back inside his trousers. “It’s quite obvious you’re aroused, my darling.”

		

		I turned my back on him and left the room. “You’d better hurry, Jim,” I yelled, “I’m too fucking wet to wait another second when I get downstairs. I need a big cock.”

		

		Jim didn’t follow so I went downstairs quickly. I hadn’t been lying – I was soaking wet. So wet that my panties clung to my shaved pussy in the same way my swimming costume did when I’d taken a dip, and the pulse between my legs was stronger than I’d ever known it.

		

		Jim would either join us downstairs or not, either way, our marriage needed spicing up, and judging from the glint in Jim’s eyes when I’d told him what was about to happen, I was sure he wouldn’t be far behind me.

		

		As I entered the living room I stopped in my tracks and stared in disbelief. Steve had taken his clothes off and was holding the most beautiful cock in his hand that I’d ever seen. The fat purple head glistened with pre-cum, and the thick shaft was lined with throbbing veins that gave it a menacing appearance. I was sure that Steve could do some really good things to a woman with it, and I was about to find out.

		

		Steve patted the sofa next to him. “Come on, let’s see what I’ve got to work with.”

		

		Footsteps on the stairs gave way to a sharp intake of breath behind me. I turned to see Jim staring open mouthed at the stud on the sofa. “Jesus,” he muttered, “you weren’t lying.”

		

		“Do you want to have some fun, Jim?” I said, finding the zipper on the back of my dress and dragging it down. “Either way, it’s going to happen. You haven’t fucked me for a year and I need cock. I figured that inviting Steve here would stoke your engine and get some spice back in our lives.”

		

		Jim smiled. “Go on,” he said, “fuck him.”

		

		I unclipped my bra as Steve spoke. “Yeah, come on you dirty bitch. Fuck me.” He smiled as I turned to face him. “After I’ve fucked that pretty little face.”

		

		My stomach tightened with lust as I crossed the room towards him. My breathing was fast and my mouth flooded with saliva. Steve was holding the cock of every woman’s dreams in his fist, and I was about to take it in my mouth.

		

		I forgot about Jim as I got to the floor in front of the big man and gazed at his dick. I’d seen big ones in films before, but having one jerking and twitching inches from my face, emitting a musky aphrodisiac aroma, was far more exciting, and far more real.

		

		Steve shuddered as I took him in my hand, my fingers dwarfed by his immense girth. He was far thicker than the beer can his profile had compared him to, and my pussy throbbed with twinges of desire as I began stroking him.

		

		I placed my other hand on him as he let go of his shaft, and ran both hands along his hard flesh with long slow teasing strokes.

		

		“What’s it feel like?” said my husband from behind me.

		

		Steve sighed. “Come and find out, Jim. There’s plenty for you both.”

		

		I turned my head. “Not so fast,” I said, “sit down and watch for a while, Jim. I arranged this. It’s only fair I get the first taste.”

		

		Jim did as I asked, removing his clothes first and tossing them on the floor.

		

		Steve chortled. “You are a little fellow, aren’t you, Jim?” he teased. He placed his hand on my head and drew me towards his erection. “Don’t worry, Gemma,” he said, “for tonight at least, you’ll get to feel what a real cock can do to a woman.”

		

		I sighed as I opened my mouth and stretched my lips wide. Steve’s fat throbbing head was hot on my tongue and his salty pre-cum coated my taste buds.

		

		“That’s it,” he said, as I swallowed a little more of his shaft. “Suck my big dick while your husband jerks his little one. Do you like knowing your husband is watching you suck a stranger’s cock, Gemma?”

		

		I nodded my head and moaned a response. I did like it. I loved it. Knowing that Jim was behind me pleasuring himself while I serviced a bull like Steve, sent shivers along my spine, and I sighed as my cunt contracted tightly, eager to suck a man inside.

		

		Steve lifted his arse off the sofa and pushed deeper into my face, tears pricked my eyes as I gagged, and a flood of spit rushed down my chin as he stretched my mouth wide.

		

		Desperate to feel something in my pussy, I grappled with my panties while Steve throbbed in my mouth, and slipped them over my feet. Spreading my legs so my husband could see from behind me, I pushed two fingers inside my aching cunt and began fucking myself, amazed at how wet I was and how loud the squelches between my legs were.

		

		Steve grabbed my hair and pushed me further onto him. I gagged again and sucked in air through my nostrils, all the while sucking and rolling my tongue, desperate to give the big cock the attention it deserved.

		

		My fingers slid easily in and out of my cunt, and my clit tingled as an orgasm approached. I closed my eyes as the first beautiful spasms of climax tightened my pussy and swelled my clit. My moans were lost in the sucking and squelching sounds of Steve’s cock penetrating my throat, and my thighs trembled as I came, hard and long, with a gushing of hot juice from between my sensitive swollen lips.

		

		“Fuck,” moaned my husband, “let me join in!”

		

		I shook my head and made a muffled protest, choking on the hard flesh that filled my throat and stole my airway.

		

		“I think she said ‘not yet’,” grunted Steve, his hands twisting my hair and stinging my scalp. “Be patient, my friend, Enjoy the show.”

		

		NEW

		

		I wiggled my hips from side to side as I fucked myself. My pussy was ready for cock. Contraction after contraction sucked my fingers deeper, and my whole body screamed at me to take Steve’s cock deep inside me.

		

		I slid Steve’s cock from my mouth and sucked in a desperate lungful of air. Spit dangled from my chin, and Steve gathered my hair in a large hand and lifted my head higher, straining the tendons in my neck. He looked deep into my eyes as he spoke. “Sit on my cock, slut.”

		

		I got to my feet and glanced over my shoulder at Jim. His hand was a blur on his cock and his chest heaved with exertion. “Do you want to see me take this beautiful cock? While you tug away on that little thing?”

		

		Jim nodded, his eyes rolling in his head. “Yes. Sit on it, Gemma, let me see it stretch you.”

		

		I smiled at my husband and turned to face Steve. Placing a knee on either side of his muscled thighs I took his length in my hand and held it still as I began lowering myself towards the fat head.

		

		“What about a condom?” said Steve. “I’ve got some in my wallet.”

		

		“No condom,” grunted my husband, “you can come in her if you want to, Steve.”

		

		I whimpered in delight, and my cunt ran with juice. My husband wanted another man’s seed in me, and so did I. I wasn’t on any form of birth control, and I didn’t care. I needed the beautiful man to enjoy me in my natural form, and I wanted to enjoy everything he had to offer me, including the load that was waiting in his big heavy balls.

		

		His cock nudged my aching cunt and I shuddered. “Are you ready?” he said, placing his hands on my hips as my thighs struggled to hold my weight.

		

		“Yes.”

		

		Steve forced me downwards with one long strong pull on my hips. I screamed and threw my head back as agonising pleasure tore through my pussy. Steve grunted his pleasure and Jim said something that was lost in my own sounds of pleasure.

		

		My puffy cunt lips stretched tight around the thick length of hard male flesh that penetrated me so deeply I could feel it behind my stomach muscles.

		

		The hood of my clit was pulled back into my body and I trembled as I came, biting my lip and gripping one of my nipples between my fingers, squeezing it tight.

		

		Ecstasy flooded my body, and I began lifting and dropping my weight as Steve encouraged me, thrusting his hips upwards to meet my long slippery downward strokes. “Go on, Gemma,” he moaned, “fuck me with that tight little cunt.”

		

		Steve’s whole body trembled as I slammed myself down onto him, and he looked me in the eyes as I felt movement on my arse. “Your husband is sucking my balls, Gemma.”

		

		I twisted my body and looked down to see Jim, greedily licking and sucking my juice from Steve’s big balls. He looked up at me with content eager eyes, and I put my fingers in his hair as I continued to ride my stud. “That’s it, Jim,” I moaned, “help me pleasure, Steve. Lick his big balls you horny, dirty bastard.”

		

		Jim groaned and moved a wet finger to my tight arsehole. He pushed past the tight band of resistance and was soon knuckle dep in my pulsating hole, his finger laying alongside Steve’s big cock, with only a thin wall of slippery stretched skin separating them.

		

		I closed my eyes and concentrated on the shape of Steve’s cock inside me. My cunt was moulded around him, and every twitch and throb was translated into twists of pleasure that made my clit swell and my cunt ooze sticky juice that Jim licked from Steve’s shaft.

		

		“Fuck my arse,” I said, lifting Jim by his hair. “Then I want to see you being fucked by Steve.”

		

		My husband stood behind me, and Steve slowed his thrusts as Jim prodded my arse with the tip of his cock. Already lubricated by my juice and saliva on his finger, his cock slid into my hole quickly and with minimal pain. I held my breath as I relaxed my muscles, and soon I had two men balls deep inside my shuddering body.

		

		I struggled to cope with the intensity of knowing that I had two cocks inside me, and came again, hard and powerfully, as Jim began sliding in and out of me. Steve matched his rhythm, and soon the room was filled with dirty sucking squelching sounds that made me come again.

		

		Steve slapped my arse. “I’m gonna come,” he grunted, increasing the speed of his fucking. “Deep in your slut pussy.”

		

		“Fill her with your cum,” groaned Jim from behind me, his cock twitching and his balls slapping Steve’s thick slippery shaft with each short stroke he made. “Fill my wife with your cum!”

		

		Steve’s face contorted in pleasure and his fingers dug into my flesh as the first splatters of seed hit my cervix with a warmth that made me come again. I’d never orgasmed so many times in such a short period of time, and as Steve’s cum filled me, I leant forward and placed my lips over his, whispering to him between hot kisses. “Fill me with your seed,” I begged under my breath. “Jim hasn’t come in me for a year. I need this.”

		

		Steve’s cock swelled and another powerful spurt hit me deep inside. He writhed and bucked beneath me, nibbling my lips and pulling my face as tight to his as he could get it.

		

		When he’d emptied his balls, and his breathing was slowing, I put a hand behind me and pushed Jim from out of my arsehole.

		

		“Lie on the floor and open your mouth, Jim,” I ordered. “I’ve got a sticky hole which needs cleaning.”

		

		Steve slid from my sore pussy in a torrent of cum, and I placed a hand over my hole to stop the flow. I wanted it in my husband’s mouth, and I was sure from the look on his face as he lay on the floor, that he did too.

		

		Jim grabbed my buttocks as I crouched over him and began lowering myself, his tongue flicking the air desperately, and a hanging string of Steve’s cum getting ever closer to his mouth as I dropped my weight.

		

		I took his hard cock in my hand as my cunt made contact with his mouth, and he groaned as he began sucking and licking the large load out of me, his hips pushing upwards as I jerked his cock, and his breath hot on my swollen cunt.

		

		I leant forward and took my husband’s cock in my mouth as Steve got up from off the sofa and stood next to us, stroking his cock, which was already growing into another erection.

		

		I slipped my husband from my mouth and continued stroking his cock as he greedily burrowed his tongue deep into my sticky hole. “Steve’s getting hard already, Jim,” I said, watching the big cock growing. “It takes you at least twenty minutes to get another stiffy when you’ve come. Doesn’t it?”

		

		Jim grunted. “yes,” he moaned, “he’s a better man than me.”

		

		“Of course he is,” I said, sliding my slippery gash over his face. “He’s better in every way.”

		

		Steve smiled and got to his knees, grasping Jim’s ankles and pulling his legs apart.

		

		“I think Steve wants to fuck you, Jim,” I said, my clit swelling with anticipation. I’d never thought about watching men fucking before, but as Steve got between my husband’s legs and began spitting on his hand and lubricating his cock, I realised that I really wanted to witness it.

		

		“Do you want to be fucked, Jim?” I whimpered as Steve got himself into position.

		

		Jim’s arsehole tightened as Steve’s cock nudged it. “Yes!” he said, “give me your big cock, Steve.”

		

		I took the base of Steve’s thick slippery shaft in my hand and helped him enter my husband. Jim cried out in pain, and Steve slowed his entry until Jim’s arsehole relaxed.

		

		“Just stick it in me,” said Jim, his voice muffled by my cunt. “I can take it.”

		

		Steve pushed further into Jim, and my husband’s hole stretched wide. I was shocked to think that my pussy had been that wide, and amazed that Jim could take such a big man considering it was his first man on man experience.

		

		The masculine grunts of two men fucking was overwhelming, and I came again, as my husband devoured my pussy, his hands tight on my buttocks and his cock twitching uncontrollably as Steve entered him with a long slow stroke.

		

		Jim groaned as Steve bottomed out, and his cock leaked pre-cum. His hips moved slowly from side to side and he began pushing against Steve’s wide dick. “Fuck me,” he begged, “fuck me hard. Give me your cum!”

		

		Steve pulled out a few inches and thrust himself back into Jim, hard and fast. Jim groaned and bucked his hips as Steve began pummelling him, his balls slapping Jim’s arse cheeks and his hands sliding over my husband’s belly.

		

		I moved my mouth back to my husband’s cock, and took him to the back of my throat. Jim grunted and his tongue pushed deep into my cunt as he let go and orgasmed, his cum filling my mouth and sliding down my throat in a hot salty river.

		

		“Come in me,” begged Jim, his cock still spurting. “Please come inside me.”

		

		Another climax grew in my clit and spread out through my body making my toes curl as Steve’s cock jerked and he began empting himself into my husband.

		

		“Fuck! It’s so hot!” said Jim, still thrusting in and out of my mouth, giving me the last of his load.

		

		Steve slapped Jim’s thigh, and slid his cock from my husband’s gaping hole with a loud groan. Cum trickled from Jim’s arse, and I lowered my head to return the favour. Jim had cleaned me; it was sonly fair that I cleaned him.

		

		Steve’s cum tasted salty and manly, and I sucked it from my husband’s arse until I could get no more. Jim caressed my buttocks as I cleaned him, and Steve sat on the sofa watching us. “You’re a dirty fucking couple,” he said, “I’m jealous. You’re both lucky. I wish I had a partner I could trust like you two trust each other.”

		

		He was right. We were lucky. We had discovered a whole new side to our sex lives, Jim had lived out a hidden urge, and I had been fucked by two men. Life couldn’t have been any better.

		

		Although I was sure that it was only going to get better from thereon in.

		

		The End
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