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		Forward

		

	
		I hope you enjoy reading the following story.

		

		It was a very different experience for me writing this story, as it’s based around real life events.

		

		The character, Paul, is based on my real life ex-partner and this story is based on a fantasy we used to have.

		

		My ex liked me ridiculing him about the size of his penis, and we would fantasise about finding a man with a big cock to fuck me while he watched. Unfortunately, unlike in this story, my ex always changed his mind before we could make it a reality.

		

		Anyway, the following pages are based on how I would have liked my fantasy to happen.

		

		I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it!

		

		

		Chapter One

		

	
		My husband lay beneath me, his face twisted in pleasure and his hands running the length of my spine.

		

		“Oh my God, Katie,” he sighed, as I lowered myself onto his cock again. “That feels so good.”

		

		I wished I could say the same in all truthfulness, but it had become apparent over the last year or so, that he just couldn’t press my buttons any more.

		

		Of course, I told him it felt good, I didn’t want to hurt his feelings or make him feel inadequate, but deep inside me I knew that things were going to have to change.

		

		I was a woman who enjoyed sex, and I hadn’t properly enjoyed sex with Paul for a long time.

		

		He tried his best. He put every ounce of energy into trying to make me come, but every orgasm he’d seen me have for the last few months had been faked.

		

		I partially blamed him, after all, if he hadn’t ordered the huge dildo that was tucked away in a drawer under our bed, I would never have known that his cock just wasn’t big enough for me.

		

		The first time I’d slipped the nine inches of latex inside me, I’d known there and then that I needed more inside me than his thin five and a half inches could ever provide.

		

		I didn’t know how long I could carry on pretending that everything was all right. I loved Paul, and I didn’t want to hurt his feelings, but I knew that eventually I was going to have to expand my horizons sexually.

		

		I’d already spent many hours on internet chat forums, behind my husband’s back, speaking with well hung men who would be more than happy to provide me with what I needed.

		

		I would tell Paul in the most tactful way possible, and it was up to him if he wanted to be part of it, or live with the knowledge that I was fucking big cocks behind his back.

		

		I hoped that Paul would be open to the idea of allowing me to sleep with other men. Aside from my frustration in the bedroom, our marriage was perfect. The last five years had been the best years of my life, emotionally, but the spectre of my sexual frustration was looming over our relationship like a dark shadow.

		

		As his ejaculation spilled inside me and I faked yet another orgasm, I decided I would broach the subject with him, sooner rather than later.

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Paul lay next to me, one hand on my left tit and the other gripping his little erection.

		

		One of my own hands was between my legs, sticky with juice as my fingers rubbed my swollen clitoris.

		

		The gangbang film we were watching was at my favourite part, the part where the lucky woman had one huge cock in her mouth, another in her cunt, and a long fat one in her ass.

		

		I spread my legs wider as I rubbed my clit, imagining that I was the girl on screen, orgasming over and over again, as I was fucked by three beautifully well-endowed men.

		

		I glanced to my left. “She’s a lucky bitch,” I said, inserting the tip of a finger into my wet hole.

		

		Paul stroked his cock faster and turned to look at me. “You like that, huh?” he said.

		

		“God, yes,” I said, “I’d do anything to be in her place.”

		

		“And I’d do anything to watch that,” said my husband, planting a seed of hope in my mind.

		

		“Really?” I said, “you’d like to watch me with other men?”

		

		Paul squeezed my tit and licked his lips. “Fuck, yeah,” he said, “ever since we got that dildo, I’ve imagined watching you fuck a big dick.”

		

		My pussy squeezed my finger tight and my nipples hardened further. Tingles of lust knotted in my swollen bud, and I took a deep breath, hoping it was not just something my husband was saying in the throes of passion.

		

		I spoke my next sentence tentatively, nervous about what he might say. “Can we do it?” I murmured, “can I fuck a big cock while you watch…. really I mean, not just words. I really, really want to do it.”

		

		Paul grunted and a stream of cum flew through the air from his throbbing cock, landing on his chest in sticky white pools.

		

		“Yes,” he said, squeezing dribbles of seed from his slit. “I’d fucking love it. I’ve been wanting to bring it up with you for a long time.”

		

		My own orgasm rolled through my body as his words registered. I needn’t have worried about hurting his feelings. My husband harboured the same hidden fantasy as me.

		

		I groaned out loud as I came, wondering how long I would have to wait until I experienced my first big penis.

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		I didn’t need to wait long at all, as it turned out. I’d brought the subject up again with Paul the following day, to make sure it hadn’t just been his lust speaking the night before.

		

		To my surprise and joy, Paul had suggested that we find a suitable candidate to fuck me as soon as possible. I didn’t want Paul to know about my antics on the internet forums, so I allowed him to do all the searching.

		

		After just a couple of days Paul called me into his study and pulled up a seat for me next to his.

		

		“I think I’ve found him,” said Paul, bringing up an email on the screen.

		

		I eagerly read the message, my nipples stiffening and my hand shaking on the mouse as I scrolled down the screen.

		

		Hi Paul,

		

		I’d love to help out, your wife looks gorgeous and I’d absolutely love to fuck her.

		

		As it says on my profile I’m pretty big, just over nine and a half inches, I’ve attached a photo as proof.

		

		Let me know if you want to go through with it, I’m available most weekends.

		

		Matthew.

		

		I clicked on the attachment and two photos opened. One was of his face which was handsome and masculine. He looked like he was in his early twenties and had a mischievous look about him.

		

		I ran my tongue along my lips as I clicked on the next photo.

		

		Paul muttered something under his breath as a picture of a huge, beautifully shaped erection filled the screen.

		

		“Wow,” I gasped, “that is gorgeous.”

		

		It was gorgeous. It was long, thick and perfectly shaped. Thick veins ran the full length and the head was a deep purple colour.

		

		I felt the familiar warmth of juice in my pussy as I looked at it. I shifted from left to right in my seat, imagining it opening me up and sliding into my depths.

		

		“Jesus, Paul,” I said, “I want it, I want that cock.”

		

		Paul shifted in his seat too, and I smiled to myself as I saw the bulge in his trousers.

		

		“You look pretty excited by it too,” I smiled, reaching out and squeezing his erection.

		

		“It’s so big,” he said, pushing himself against my hand. “I want to see it in you, Katie.”

		

		“Well, I’m sure we can arrange that,” I said, moving from the chair and kneeling in front of my husband. “But first, let me help you with this little problem.”

		

		I opened his jeans and slid them down to his knees as he lifted his ass off the seat. His little cock sprung into the air and I grasped it in a hand as I moved my mouth to it.

		

		I swallowed him deep and slid my other hand between my thighs and under my skirt.

		

		My panties were moist and I pulled them aside and inserted three fingers, pushing them deep and sinking my weight on to them.

		

		I groaned around my husband’s cock and moved my thumb on my clit.

		

		Paul placed both hands on my head and pushed me down, forcing himself deep into my throat. I felt my pussy become even wetter as I imagined how it would feel to have over nine inches of man in my mouth.

		

		I swivelled my eyes to the left and looked at the photo on the screen again. I couldn’t believe that it was going to be inside me soon, and I felt my pussy contracting as I came.

		

		I moaned and rammed my fingers deeper as my husband ejaculated, his cum, hot and thick, splattering the back of my throat. I swallowed it greedily and sucked the last drops from him as my orgasm ebbed.

		

		I stood up, and with sticky lips kissed my husband. “Message him,” I said, “arrange it for as soon as possible.”

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		The night had finally arrived. After a few messages back and for, Matthew and my husband had arranged that Matthew would come to our house.

		

		He would be arriving in less than an hour and my stomach was knotted with nerves and sexual anticipation.

		

		I’d brought myself to three orgasms over the duration of the day as I imagined how it would feel to finally have a big dick inside me.

		

		Paul was nervous himself and had admitted that he was beginning to feel intimidated by Matthew.

		

		“Don’t feel like that,” I said, “it’s just sex, I love you, and however his cock makes me feel or act, it won’t replace you.”

		

		“But what if you really enjoy it? What if I’m never good enough for you again?” said Paul.

		

		I wanted to be honest with my husband. “Listen, Paul. I’m pretty certain that it’s going to feel better than yours. It’s longer, fatter and it’s the first big cock I’ve ever had,” I said, taking his hand in mine. “But you know you want this as much as me, imagine watching me screaming and coming as a bigger man fucks me.”

		

		Paul attempted a smile. “I want to see it, I really do. I just hope I don’t feel too ashamed.”

		

		I wasn’t sure what to say, I was sure that my husband would feel a little ashamed, after all, God hadn’t been very kind to him in the trouser department.

		

		I decided to play it safe, I didn’t want him trying to cancel the whole thing when I was this close to getting what I wanted.

		

		“Let’s just see how it goes, darling,” I said, squeezing his hand. “If it gets too much for you, you can tell me and I’ll stop.”

		

		“Honestly?” said Paul, “even if you’ve got really carried away? You’d still stop?”

		

		I kissed my husband on the lips. “I promise,” I said, not certain I was telling the truth.

		

		“Wait there,” I said, “I’ll get you a beer, you just need a little Dutch courage.”

		

		I left Paul drinking his beer and went upstairs to finish getting ready. As I applied the final touches to my make-up, I looked appreciatively at my reflection.

		

		I’d been blessed with a curvy figure and big boobs, and I was showing them off in a figure hugging tight black dress. My hair was loose and flowed over my shoulders in a waterfall of chestnut brown.

		

		Beneath my dress I wore a matching black bra and panty set, and beneath my panties my pussy was smooth apart from a small strip of hair which ran upwards for an inch or two from the top of my gash.

		

		I’d decided to shave my pussy so as to give my husband an unhindered view of a big cock ploughing my depths.

		

		I smiled at myself in the mirror and made my way back downstairs to wait for our guest.

		

		****

		

		Paul drank another beer, and I drank a glass of wine as we sat together on the sofa, waiting for the doorbell to ring.

		

		It was quite apparent by the permanent bulge in Paul’s trousers, that he was just as excited as I was.

		

		I tried to put myself in my husband’s position, about to watch his wife getting fucked by a man with a cock almost twice the length of his own, but only managed in succeeding to make my panties even damper than they already were.

		

		Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the chimes of the doorbell broke the nervous silence.

		

		“You get the door, sweetheart,” I said, “I’ll get some more beers.”

		

		Paul stood up nervously and adjusted the bulge in his trousers. “Are you sure about this?” he said, shifting his weight from one foot to the other.

		

		I smiled at my husband. “Oh yes, I’m sure,” I said, “go on, don’t keep him waiting at the door.”

		

		I was fully aware that my husband was having second thoughts about the whole thing, but there was no way that I was backing out. There was absolutely no chance in hell that I wouldn’t be straddling more than nine inches of cock in the next few hours.

		

		As my husband made his way to the front door, I walked to the kitchen, took two beers from the fridge, and leaned against the counter.

		

		My heart raced as I heard voices from the hallway, as my husband greeted Matthew.

		

		As I heard them enter the living room, I picked up the beers, took a deep breath, and made my way to join them.

		

		I entered the room as Paul was offering Matthew a seat.

		

		“Not there,” I said, “come and join me on the sofa Matthew, let’s get to know one another.”

		

		I passed both men a beer and took a seat.

		

		Paul looked a little anxious as I sat on the sofa and Matthew lowered his large bulk next to me.

		

		“This is my wife, Katie,” Paul said, introducing me, as he took a seat opposite us in an armchair.

		

		Matthew took my hand in his and shook it gently. “Very pleased to meet you,” he said, with a twinkle in his deep brown eyes.

		

		He was beautiful. I’d noticed how tall he was as he sat down, he was at least a foot taller than my husband and in considerably better shape.

		

		Whereas my husband had a belly that was beginning to protrude over the top of his belt, Matthew looked as if he spent every spare moment he had in the gym, lifting weights.

		

		His shoulders were broad and his biceps bulged under the thin material of his black T-shirt. The muscles in his forearms tensed and moved under his flesh with every movement he made of his arms.

		

		His tight jeans showed off the shape of his thighs and I couldn’t help but cast a glance at the large bulge below his belt. The material was being pushed up into a tempting shape, which only just hid the large manhood which I knew lay below.

		

		“So, have you two done this before?” asked Matthew, as he lifted the beer bottle to his perfectly shaped, full lips.

		

		“No, this is our first time,” I said, smiling, “it’s our first time involving somebody else, and it’s my first time with a big cock.” I turned my head to look at Paul. “Isn’t it?” I said.

		

		Paul nodded sheepishly, perhaps I should have tried to be more kind. “Yes,” he said, “I’m not particularly blessed down there, if you know what I mean.”

		

		Matthew tilted his head and laughed. “That’s nothing to be ashamed of,” he said, “from what I’ve seen of other men I’m quite a rarity.”

		

		Paul blushed and squirmed in his seat. “As long as my wife is happy with what I’ve got, then I’m okay.”

		

		I smiled inwardly and reached for my wine from the coffee table in front of me. “I’m perfectly happy, darling,” I lied, “it will just be exciting to try something new.”

		

		I turned back to Matthew. “What about you? Have you done this sort of thing before?” I said.

		

		Matthew nodded. “Yes, a few times,” he said, “but I’ve never been lucky enough to have the chance to fuck somebody as good-looking as you before.”

		

		“Flattery will get you everywhere,” I smiled, feeling warmth in my cheeks as I realised how attracted I was to this man.

		

		My pussy throbbed with as much eagerness as it had done when I was a teenager about to embark on my first sexual encounter, and my nipples pressed uncomfortably against the material of my bra. I would need to get this show on the road soon.

		

		The spicy aroma of Matthews aftershave only served to enhance his attractiveness to me. He smelt young, fresh and masculine and I couldn’t wait to begin getting him out of his clothes.

		

		I placed my wine back on the table and tentatively moved my hand towards Matthews large thigh.

		

		I glanced at my husband as he let out a quiet cough. “Are you okay?” I said.

		

		“Yes, I’m fine,” he said.

		

		“Good,” I said, “because I’m feeling horny.” I placed my hand on Matthews thigh and squeezed. “How about you, Matthew? Are you horny?”

		

		“I’m always fucking horny,” he said, shifting his weight closer to me. “Especially when I’m around women like you.”

		

		“Women like me?” I said, raising an eyebrow.

		

		“Dirty women, women who know what they want,” he said, taking my hand and placing it on his bulge. “Is this what you want?” he said, forcing my hand hard down onto him so I could feel the thick shape of his shaft beneath my palm.

		

		“Yes,” I murmured, “that’s precisely what I want.”

		

		I squeezed his thick penis, amazed at how wide it was, considering he was still almost totally flaccid.

		

		Matthew extended his left arm and wrapped it around my shoulders, pulling me close. His mouth opened seductively and I leaned in, locking my lips onto his.

		

		His tongue slipped into my mouth and I squeezed his cock harder feeling it twitch under the fabric of his jeans.

		

		His tongue flicked around the inside of my mouth and I slipped my tongue into his mouth, pushing as deeply as I could, my lips tight against his.

		

		I felt his cock growing under my hand and I fumbled for the button of his jeans, desperate to feel his excited flesh against my fingers.

		

		I pulled my mouth away from him and used both my hands to pull his trousers and underwear down. As they got a third of the way down his thighs, his huge cock sprang upwards like a coiled spring being released.

		

		I licked my lips and turned to my husband who was staring at us with a bulge in his own trousers.

		

		“Look at the size of it, Paul,” I said, as I wrapped my fingers around the thick girth.

		

		Matthew let out a low laugh. “You like it?” he said, lifting his ass off the sofa and pulling his jeans and underwear down to his feet.

		

		“Like it?” I said, feeling the heavy throb of his excited blood in my hand. “It is probably the most beautiful thing I’ve ever laid eyes on. or laid a hand on come to think of it.”

		

		“Well, it’s all yours tonight,” said Matthew, pulling his T-shirt over his head and exposing his toned torso.

		

		An overpowering urge made me lean forward and take his nipple in my mouth. I rolled it under my tongue as his cock throbbed in my hand, growing bigger with every second that passed.

		

		Matthew shifted around on the sofa as he kicked his shoes off and slipped his jeans and boxer shorts over his feet.

		

		He sat next to me, completely naked, with a cock bigger than any I’d seen in real life, rock-hard and leaking dribbles of pre-cum from the deep purple coloured head.

		

		I moved my mouth from his nipple and looked at my husband again. “Do you think I can take it all the way into my mouth, Paul?” I teased.

		

		Paul nodded slowly, his hand squeezing his own bulge as he watched. “Try,” he said, dryly, “let me see you suck it.”

		

		I got to the floor in front of Matthew and pushed his knees apart. He looked down at me with a satisfied grin on his face. “I’m glad you like it,” he said.

		

		I didn’t reply, instead I took his shaft in both hands and stroked it, amazed at the thickness and the length of it. I never imagined that a cock could be so big. The ones I’d seen on films looked big, but I always thought that a lot of it was to do with the angle of the camera shots.

		

		Seeing and feeling Matthews huge dick with my own eyes and hands, made me acutely aware of what I’d been missing in my life.

		

		I was mesmerised, my pussy ached and my clit throbbed painfully as I ran my hands up and down the near ten inches of hard male flesh.

		

		I moved into a position that made it easy for me to take him into my mouth and opened my lips wide, guiding the bulbous head to my tongue.

		

		Matthew let out a deep groan of satisfaction as I took a few inches of him into my mouth and throat. My lips stung as my mouth stretched wider to accommodate him, and I heard myself making guttural noises in my throat as his pre-cum coated my taste buds.

		

		I placed my hands on his large chest, his hard nipples pressing against my palms and his muscles tensing under my touch.

		

		Saliva ran from my mouth down the full length of his cock as I struggled to take him. I lowered my head slowly as Matthew placed a hand on the back of my neck. “That’s good,” he said, pushing his hips up and off the sofa. “That’s very good.”

		

		I made a sound of acknowledgement in my throat and took another inch inside me. His cock was thickening towards the base, and every muscle in my face screamed in protest as I forced my mouth as wide open as possible.

		

		Matthew began pressing my head down slowly, but firmly, with his large hand, and I felt the tickle of his neatly trimmed pubic hairs against my lips as I finally accepted his full length into my throat.

		

		Matthew took his hand off my head and I felt him feeling for the zipper of my dress. With a swift movement he pulled it down to the top of my ass crack.

		

		I lifted my arms as he began pulling the fabric over my shoulders and he quickly tugged it down over my body, allowing me to step out of it, so it fell at my feet along with his jeans and underwear.

		

		I imagined the view my husband must have of my ass high in the air as I leant over this huge man, with his cock as far into my face as it was possible to get.

		

		I began sliding Matthews dick from out of my mouth, lifting my head slowly, relishing every twitch and jerk that the huge penis made inside me.

		

		I rammed my face down hard again and squeezed his nipples between my fingers, making him groan and buck his hips.

		

		His hands found my bra strap and with the minimum of fuss, he unclipped it and allowed my tits to tumble free.

		

		I allowed him to slide it off over my arms and I took his cock from my mouth as I stood up between his legs, allowing him to have a good look at my body.

		

		He whistled under his breath and reached forward, grabbing my tits. He squeezed them firmly, before sliding his hands down my waist and taking hold of my panties.

		

		He hooked his thumbs into the thin elastic of the waistband and rolled them down my thighs, exposing my smooth pussy and swollen clitoris.

		

		As I allowed them to drop to the floor and stepped out of them, I turned to face my husband. He was in the process of pulling his own jeans down and his little cock stood proudly erect between his legs.

		

		“There’s a big difference isn’t there?” I laughed, looking at each hard cock in turn.

		

		“Okay,” he said, “I get it, he’s much bigger than me. There’s no need to rub it in.”

		

		I smiled at my husband. “I know you’re enjoying it, Paul. Your little cock couldn’t get any harder,” I teased.

		

		Paul sat back in his chair and took his cock in his hand. “Get on with it then,” he smiled, “give me something to watch while I jerk myself off.”

		

		“Did you hear that Matthew?” I said, turning to face the young stud who sat before me, staring up at me wide-eyed. “My husband wants me to give him something to watch, have you any ideas what that could be?”

		

		Matthew quickly got the hang of it. “I suppose I could stretch your tight little cunt wider than it’s ever been stretched by a man before?” he suggested, as he lazily ran his hand up and down his shaft.

		

		“That’s a fantastic idea,” I said, “but first I think you should lie on the carpet and let me sit on your face.”

		

		Matthew smiled and got to his feet, towering above me. I moved the coffee table to the side and he laid on his back on the thick woollen rug.

		

		I put one foot on either side of his head, facing his feet, and began to lower my ass.

		

		“What a beautiful cunt,” he said from below me as I felt my pussy widen as I dropped lower and lower.

		

		“Thank you,” I said, watching my husband frantically rubbing his tiny willy.

		

		“Paul, why don’t you come closer?” I said, as I felt Jason’s hot breath on my slippery folds of skin.

		

		Paul stood up and with his hand still stroking his penis, made his way to a position next to me.

		

		“Are you enjoying yourself?” I asked him.

		

		“Yes,” he said, “I’m a little ashamed, but I’m fucking loving watching you.”

		

		I shivered as Matthews tongue made first contact with my sex, and lowered myself fully onto his face.

		

		“Wait until you see that in my cunt” I said, pointing at Matthews impressive manhood.

		

		Paul licked his lips in reply as I moved my hips in small circles, wiping my wet pussy over as much of Matthew’s face as possible.

		

		I leant forward and took Matthews cock in my hand, my pussy widening as I shifted my position. I moaned as Matthew took my ass cheeks in his hands and pulled them wide apart.

		

		His tongue flicked my excited clit and his lips moved all over my hole, sending me wild with passion as I lowered my head to suck his penis.

		

		I licked a droplet of pre-cum from the tip and opened my mouth, taking him in deep. I struggled to catch my breath as he pushed his hips into the air, ramming himself down my throat.

		

		Matthew spoke from beneath my ass. “Paul, why don’t you fuck your wife while I lick her?” he murmured.

		

		I took his cock from my mouth and turned to look at my husband. “No, Paul,” I said, “I want this big cock in me before I let your little one in.”

		

		Matthew laughed. “Come on Katie,” he said, his breath sending shivers through my cunt. “Let him fuck you, then I’ll break you in.”

		

		Juice flooded my pussy, and I looked at my husband. “Go on then darling,” I said, “prepare me for my stud.”

		

		Matthew plunged his tongue deep into my hole and I took his cock back between my lips as Paul knelt behind me.

		

		I felt the familiar prodding of his small cock at my pussy as Matthew removed his tongue from me.

		

		I rolled my eyes in frustration as my husband rammed his few inches into me and began fucking me with all the energy he could muster, his small ball sack making soft thwacks against my flesh with each short stroke he made.

		

		I concentrated on the real cock that throbbed in my mouth and imagined how different it would feel to my husband’s, as it ripped my pussy open.

		

		My mouth was stretched as wide as I could get it and I wondered how my pussy would feel as it was forced apart to similar dimensions.

		

		Matthew rolled my clit under his firm hot tongue as my husband continued fucking me the best he could, and I wished he would hurry up so I could get on with the show – the supporting act was as useless as usual.

		

		Finally, I heard the tell-tale groans that Paul made as he was about to come.

		

		With a final thrust he rammed his five inches into me and filled me with his cream.

		

		Matthew licked my clit as my cunt was filled with sperm, and his big cock jerked on my tongue. I couldn’t wait to add his cum to the messy mix between my thighs.

		

		With a satisfied sigh, Paul slid himself from my pussy. To my surprise, Matthew locked his lips over my hole and began sucking my husband’s spunk from me.

		

		I had never imagined that I would have ever been in such a filthy, dirty, slutty position and I wriggled on his face in pure excitement as he cleaned my hole ready for his own use.

		

		With a final slurp, Matthew removed his mouth from my body and slapped my ass. “My turn, I think,” he said, as he pushed me from on top of him.

		

		I climbed off his face and turned my body around, so that my excited pussy was above his hard cock.

		

		I was desperate to feel him slide into me and I reached between my legs and took hold of his girth.

		

		Paul stood above us jerking his cock to hardness again with a satisfied smile on his face. “Let me see you take him, Katie,” he said as he moved to my rear to watch.

		

		I manoeuvred Jason’s massive cock and began lowering myself onto him. A stab of pain made me jerk forward as his big head made entry.

		

		Matthew looked up at me, a look of concern on his face. “It might hurt to begin with,” he said, “but I promise you, before long you’ll be loving it.”

		

		“Oh,” I said, “of that, I have no doubt.”

		

		I lowered myself onto him again, the bulbous head of his penis forcing my tight pussy muscles aside as, inch by inch, I took my first big cock.

		

		The feeling of the thick shaft sliding deeper into me than I had ever had a cock before, was far better than I could have ever imagined, even in my wildest dreams.

		

		My pussy was being pushed to its limits and I could make out the shape of every vein and ridge of the dick which pushed further and further into me.

		

		“It feels so good,” I gasped, as I took even more of the young stud. “I never thought it would feel this good.”

		

		Matthew placed his hands on my ass cheeks and began pushing me downwards. “Wait until I get going,” he said, “if you think this is good, you’re in for a real treat.”

		

		I lowered my face to his and licked the remnants of my husband’s sperm from around his mouth. “You’re a dirty boy,” I said, “aren’t you?”

		

		He smiled and locked his lips onto mine, pushing his tongue deep into my mouth as he lifted his hips and gave me his final few inches.

		

		I wriggled my hips as I adjusted myself, making room for the long inches of thick cock which filled me to capacity.

		

		I kissed Matthew passionately as I began moving my hips from side to side, my pussy beginning to accept his size.

		

		My clit ached as I lifted my ass and slid up his long pole, before ramming myself down hard onto him again.

		

		I continued lifting and dropping as the sound of my wet pussy being savaged filled the room. Matthews hands gripped my ass cheeks tight and pulled them apart as he began thrusting upwards to meet my downward strokes, the head of his cock ramming my cervix each time he bottomed out.

		

		I broke our kiss and looked over my shoulder at my husband who stood behind me jerking himself off again. “What does it look like from there?” I gasped, “how big does it look in me?”

		

		“Huge,” said my husband, “fucking huge.”

		

		I raised and dropped myself on Matthew. “Do you wish yours was that big?” I said.

		

		Paul stroked his cock faster. “Yes,” he said, “I wish I had a big dick.”

		

		“Well you haven’t,” I smiled, wriggling on Matthew. “But I must admit….I wish you did too. This cock feels fucking divine!”

		

		I placed my hands on Matthews chest as I fucked him. His nipples were hard under my hands and his stomach muscles tensed with each long stroke I made up and down his cock.

		

		It felt amazing to be able to lift myself so high in the air and still have his cock in me. I was more used to my husband’s cock slipping out of me if I dared to rise more than a few short inches.

		

		I wanted a change of scenery, so reluctantly, I slid off Matthew, my pussy closing quickly behind his fat cock, and got on all fours with my ass in the air.

		

		“Do me doggystyle,” I said, “put that big dick in me from behind while I suck Paul’s tiny one.”

		

		Matthew got into position as I’d asked and I motioned for Paul to stand in front of me.

		

		I felt a heavy slap of hard flesh on the soft flesh of my ass cheeks as Matthew whacked me with his cock. He slapped it on me over and over again until I felt the glorious heat of his big head nudging my tight hole.

		

		As Matthew pressed his length against me, I opened my mouth and took my husband into me up to the hilt in one quick movement that made him gasp.

		

		Matthew pressed harder against my pussy, and eventually my lips spread and he gained access with one long powerful thrust, which made me groan and clamp my mouth tight on my husband’s little cock.

		

		Matthew began sliding in and out of me, gaining speed with every long thrust he made, bringing me closer and closer to orgasm with every movement he made.

		

		I sucked my husband’s dick, wondering if I’d ever find it even a little satisfactory again.

		

		The intense feelings that engulfed my wet pussy, began to spread throughout my body, as a fierce orgasm began its delicious journey from my clit outwards.

		

		I opened my mouth and my husband slipped out as I dropped my head to the floor, a diatribe of filth spewing from my mouth. I screamed, swore and clenched my teeth as I came harder than I had ever come in my whole life.

		

		“Sweet fucking Jesus,” I wailed, as Matthew continued to impale me, over and over again, churning my insides into a sticky mess of hot juice that ran down my inner thighs.

		

		I’d orgasmed before, of course I had, what woman hadn’t? The orgasm I was experiencing though, as a long length of male meat ploughed deep inside me, over and over again, relentlessly, was an orgasm of totally different proportions.

		

		Every muscle in my body tensed, and my flesh trembled as my pussy was churned into a sticky mess of excited cunt juice that flooded out of my hole in a warm river of ecstasy.

		

		“Oh my fucking God,” I screamed, shaking my head from side to side. “I never want this to stop, please don’t let this stop.”

		

		I was still vaguely aware of my husband kneeling in front of me, his pathetic cock hard and twitching gently as he witnessed his wife reaching new heights of unadulterated sexual delight.

		

		I looked at him as he massaged himself, aiming the tip of his little dick directly at my face.

		

		“Go on you little cock bastard,” I laughed, as my orgasm gave way to waves of desire. “Do it on my face.”

		

		Matthew continued ramming himself into me from behind as my husband unloaded himself into my face, my mouth wide and my tongue lapping the air as spurts of hot cum covered me from forehead to chin.

		

		Sperm dribbled down my nose and I ran my tongue along the top of my lip, taking as much of it as I could into my mouth and swallowing it greedily.

		

		Just as my husband was squeezing the last of his load from his feeble dick, Matthew slapped my ass and pushed me off his cock. “Turn around, I’ve got a proper load for you here,” he promised.

		

		I span around opening my mouth as I moved, intent on taking every last beautiful drop of my young bull’s sperm down my throat.

		

		As I positioned my face in front of his throbbing manhood, the first hot stream of seed sped from him, between my open lips, splattering my tonsils and triggering another orgasm which made me drop my head, and collect the rest of his load in my hair.

		

		As both men fondled their softening cocks, squeezing dribbles of spunk from themselves, I laid down on the rug face up, and enjoyed the ripples of the climax that still teased the tight bundle of nerves between my legs.

		

		I looked at my husband, whose cock was almost hidden amongst his pubic hairs as it got smaller and smaller, and gave him a wide grin. “I hope you enjoyed that, my darling,” I said, “because I’m planning on inviting Matthew again, and lots more men like him.”

		

		Paul returned my smile and picked up his beer. “Katie,” he said, “I’ve never been so turned on in my whole life. I’ll find the men for you myself, my darling.”

		

		I moved a hand to my pussy and inserted a finger. My life, and my husbands, had just got a whole lot better.

		

		The End
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