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Chapter One

Fantasises have a way of progressing from simple idle talk, to full blown immersion. I was currently in the full blown immersion stage, and couldn't really believe that I was actually doing what I was doing. 

Thinking of Lucas sitting at home in our bedroom with his cock cage on made me wet, and to think that I'd hopefully be taking a man home with me later that night made me downright horny. 

What had begun as a husband and wife watching porn together had slowly turned into the situation we were now in. Lucas had become bored of wearing his cage while I watched other men in films and fucked myself with my array of sex toys. He was now at the point where he wanted to actually see me with another man, and after months of listening to him beg, I'd finally given in, although 'giving in' was far from how I saw it. I was more excited about the prospect of taking a strange cock than I'd been about anything for a very long time. No, 'giving in' was just my way of making Lucas think I was giving him his fantasy and not living out my own desires too. 

I'd already turned down the advances of two men that night and been disappointed by a third when he'd refused to come home with me when I told him my husband would be present. He'd looked at me as if I was some sort of sex pervert, and had left me horny and alone, my pussy desperate to be filled. 

The man who was flirting with me presently seemed like a good bet though. He sat opposite me in a secluded corner of a bar, his gaze unashamedly on my cleavage and his spicy aftershave hanging in the air between us. I wanted him, and he was making it quite obvious that he wanted me too. 

I just needed to bring up the subject of my husband, and his involvement in our hopefully imminent sexual rendezvous. 

He took a sip of his drink, and leaned across the table a little, lowering his voice so nearby people couldn't hear. "So, Holly. Shall we call this the last drink and go back to yours?" 

I knew I was blushing, but it was more through arousal than any shame I may have had about chatting up a man clearly a lot younger than myself. "I think that's a good idea, Vince," I said, squeezing my thighs together to relieve some of the growing pressure between my legs. "There's just one thing I haven't told you yet." 

Vince didn't flinch. "Go on," he said, his tongue grazing his bottom lip as his eyes explored my face. "I've already seen your ring, though. I know your married." 

I ran a finger over the gold band. "That's what I wanted to tell you. Yes, I'm married, but that's not the only thing. My husband and I are… sort of living out a fantasy, and I'd like you to be a part of it." 

Vince smiled. "That's okay. I'm bi-sexual. I'm more than happy to join in with you both. In fact, I've always fantasised about being the meat in a married sandwich." 

I hid my shock and amusement. "You're close," I said, already wondering if my husband would ever entertain the notion of doing anything with another man, and surprising myself at the heatwave that spread through my groin as I

imagined it. "But he just wants to watch. He's not bi or anything. He wants to be cuckolded, and I want you to be the man who fucks me in front of him. If you'd like to, of course. He's sitting at home right now, wearing a cock cage and hoping I'll walk through the bedroom door with a strange man." 

Vince downed the rest of his drink in one long gulp, and slammed the empty glass on the table. "I've never been called strange before, but I'd love to fuck you while your husband watches, and you never know… he may be more into men than you realise. I've seen quite a few men get carried away before. When a man's hard he sometimes does things he never thought he would." 

I bit my lip. The night was about to get interesting. 

Chapter Two

The taxi sped through the Friday night traffic and Vince sat close to me in the back seat, his big thigh against mine, and his hand on my knee. I wanted him to move it up my body, I wanted to feel his fingers on my pussy. But he was teasing me, dragging his finger nails over my stockings but never straying more than an inch above my knee. 

I'd found out his age. He was twenty-two. Ten years younger than me, and thirteen years younger than my husband. Lucas would like that. He'd often spoken about me fucking a virile young man, and with his fresh face and obviously toned body, Vince fitted the bill perfectly. 

Vince leaned close to me and whispered in my ear, his hot breath making goose bumps rise on my neck. "I'm hard," he said. "I can't wait to get in your cunt." 

I sighed, and moved a hand to the stretched fabric of his trousers. I sighed even louder as my fingers found his hard shape. He was a big boy. A very big boy, and I wondered what Lucas would think when he was confronted with a man who was obviously his superior in the dick department. 

Vince pushed himself up off the seat, forcing his hard cock against my hand, and I reached for his wrist, guiding his hand towards the gap in my parted thighs. 

Vince moved quickly along my leg until his fingers brushed the sensitive flesh above my stocking tops, making me tremble. I looked at the taxi driver, his concentration was still on the road, but I wouldn't have cared if he'd been looking directly at us. I was in the mood for showing off, and I had a feeling that my husband was going to be in for a treat. 

Vince found my panties, and his finger slipped beneath them, finding my slippery folds and tracing a line over the full length of my wet slit. I gasped as he pushed into me, finding my hole and going knuckle deep, his finger curling as he massaged the walls of my pussy. I wanted him. I wanted him badly, and it was a relief when the taxi pulled into my street. I wouldn't have to wait long now. 

I took my hand from Vince's throbbing bulge and smiled as he cleaned my pussy juice from his finger, his lips making a slurping sound as he winked at me. 

After paying the driver we got out of the taxi and made our way to my front door, both of us desperate to fuck, and me desperate to see my husband's face when I introduced him to Vince, my boyfriend for the night. 

As soon as the door closed behind us, Vince had his hands on me, pinning me against the hallway wall, his hard cock digging into my belly, giving me a clue as to what the night was going to be like. He had a roughness to him, and my cunt throbbed at the thought of him hammering in and out of me as my husband watched, his cock safe from stimulation behind the bars of his chastity cage. I had the key for Lucas's cage in my purse, and there was no way he was being released until Vince had finished with me. 

I pulled away from Vince's fierce kiss and looked up the stairs. "Hi honey! I'm home!" I shouted. "And I've brought my new boyfriend with me. He's got a beautifully big meaty cock, and he's going to put you to shame. My cunt is begging for him to spread it open." 

Footsteps sounded on the ceiling above us and my husband appeared at the top of the stairs, looking suitably sheepish. He was naked apart from his cage and he peered down at us as Vince continued to hold me against the wall. 

"Fucking hell," said Vince. "He looks the part." 

I laughed. "Go back to the bedroom, Lucas. We'll be up shortly." 

"Okay," he mumbled, turning his back on us. He really was throwing himself into it. He'd told me he wanted me to humiliate him, and I was happy that he seemed to be taking it in his stride. If it was humiliation he wanted, then humiliation was what he would get. 

I kissed Vince, digging my tongue deep inside his mouth in response to his wandering hands that ran up and down my back, before cupping my buttocks tightly and lifting me onto my tiptoes. 

"Do you want a drink, or do you want to go straight upstairs," I said, my lips still brushing his. 

"Let's go upstairs," he said, grinding his erection on me. "I have to fuck you." 

I took him by the hand and led him upstairs. I was taking another man to my marital bedroom and my pussy tightened in anticipation as I led Vince along the landing, to the door at the end. The door that my husband was behind. I hadn't had any other cock than my husband's in over six years, and the knowledge that I was about to have one was an aphrodisiac that churned my insides and made my clit ache. 

I pushed the bedroom door open slowly and led my stud inside. Lucas was sitting upright in the chair he'd placed next to the bed and was gazing at us with a look of doubt on his face. His cock was bursting at the steel bars of his cage and the padlock was still firmly in position, just the way I'd left it. 

Lucas's look of doubt turned to lust as I approached him. "Do you really want to see this young stud fuck me, Lucas?" I said, taking the padlock key from my purse and placing it on my dressing table. "This is your last chance to change your mind. Vince is rock hard in his trousers and desperate to fuck me." 

Lucas smiled. "I can't wait," he said. 

Vince stepped forward and stood beside me. "Do me a favour," he said to Lucas. 

"Undress your wife for me." 

"What a lovely suggestion," I said, smiling. "Yes, go on, Lucas. Take my clothes off and present me to my new boyfriend." 

Lucas stood up and I turned my back to him. He found the zipper of my dress and slid it down with shaking hands, getting it stuck halfway in his haste. 

"Lift your arms," he said, as he began pulling the fabric up my body. 

Vince's eyes widened as my body was exposed little by little until I was standing in just my bra, panties, and stockings. Lucas draped my dress over the dressing table and unclipped my bra. "She's got lovely tits," he said. "You'll like them." 

"I'm sure I will," murmured Vince, undoing his shirt and releasing the buckle of his thick leather belt. "I'm sure I will." 

My tits tumbled free and the cool air soothed my aching nipples. 

"Wow," said Vince, taking his shirt off and revealing a torso that wouldn't have looked out of place in a Roman gladiatorial battle. 

"Wow, you," I said. "That's some body you've got there." I looked over my shoulder at my husband. "See, Lucas. That's what a real man looks like." 

Lucas nodded, licking his lips. "Yes," he said. "It's better than mine, isn't it?" 

I reached behind me and slapped his belly. "That's what too much beer does to a man," I said. "But yes, Vince has a better body. That's why I picked him when I saw him in the bar. I didn't want another man with a body like yours to fuck me. 

I wanted a real man." 

Lucas made a sound and lowered himself behind me. Vince stared as my husband began pulling my panties down, my smooth pussy mound gaining a nod of approval from the man who was soon going to be inside me. "Nice," he said, sliding his belt from the loops in his jeans. "I love a shaved cunt." 

My clit throbbed under Vince's eager gaze, and I stepped out of my underwear as

my husband slipped them over my feet. 

"Sit down, Lucas." I said. 

He did as I ordered, and I crossed the room to Vince, dressed in just my hold up stockings. I knelt in front of him and began unzipping his jeans, making soft sounds under my breath as the shape of his cock became apparent in his underwear as I slipped his jeans down his muscled legs. 

Vince stepped out of them as I slipped my fingers in the waistband of his boxers and dragged them over his erection. It sprang into the air as I freed it, and my husband gasped from behind me. "Fucking hell," he said. 

"It's beautiful isn't it, Lucas?" I said, as I wrapped my fingers around the hard shaft, enjoying the moan I elicited from Vince as I squeezed him. 

"Come and stand next to him, Lucas," I said, massaging the fat purple head in one hand, and grasping the big balls that swung beneath the thick shaft in my other. "Let's compare them shall we?" 

Lucas moved quickly and stood next to Vince, staring at the huge cock that made him look a child in comparison. 

I took my husband's caged cock in my left hand and tightened my grip on Vince's with my other. "Turn to face each other," I said. "Let me have a proper look at the difference." 

Vince turned side-on and my husband followed suit, his cock bulging at the spaces in the bars of his cage. I pulled the men towards each other using their cocks as levers to control them, and looked up at the two men as their cocks almost touched. 

"Yours looks ridiculous, next to this one," I said to Lucas. "Fucking ridiculous." 

Vince's cock jerked in my hand as I stroked it. "Look, Lucas, did you see that? 

When his cock twitched, my whole fucking arm moved. yours isn't that powerful or masculine is it? You look pathetic standing next to this stud of a man." 

My husband moaned as I berated him. "You like that do you? You like hearing the truth do you?" 

Lucas nodded. "Yes," he mumbled. 

"You'll do what I tell you too, won't you?" I said, slipping a long fingernail through a gap in his cage and tickling his cock head. 

"Yes," he moaned. 

"Hold Vince's cock, Lucas. Take his fat cock in your hand and feel how much bigger it is than yours." Concern crossed my husband's face, but I could see lust in his eyes. Vince was right, maybe a man would do anything when he was excited enough. "Don't worry," I said. "Vince won't mind. He likes men just as much as he likes sluts like me." 

Vince nodded. "Go on, do what she says. Hold my dick. You'll like it." 

Both men's cocks twitched and jerked, only an inch separating the heads, but with a vast difference in size. I was playing a game with my husband, fuelling his fantasy, but I wasn't lying when I'd said how much better Vince's cock was. It was, it would take an idiot to deny that fact. 

Luca's reached between them and tentatively touched Vince's cock which jerked in response. I removed my hands from both men and slipped a hand between my thighs, finding my aching hole and pushing a finger inside. 

"That's it," I sighed, "touch his big cock, Lucas." 

My husband closed his fist around Vince's cock, and Vince moaned as Lucas began stroking it, moving himself closer to the bigger man. 

Vince lowered a hand and took hold of my husband's cage, slipping a finger through a gap in the bars to touch the hard flesh. Lucas moaned as the other man touched him, and increased the speed of his strokes of Vince's dick. 

I added another finger to my hole and slid them in and out of myself as I watched my husband crossing a line I'd never have imagined he would. 

I almost came as Lucas reached around Vince with his other hand and grabbed

his buttock, pulling him closer to him, the tips of their cocks pressing on each other's bellies, Vince's cock head much further up my husband's stomach than Lucas's was on his. 

"Oh my god," I groaned. "My turn, Lucas. You go and sit down again." 

My husband sighed, his hands still fondling Vince. 

"Now," I said, "if you want me to let you out of that cage today." 

"Don't worry," said Vince as Lucas edged away from him. "You can touch it again. Maybe Holly will let you put it inside her." 

I licked my lips. Holly would definitely allow that. 

Lucas sat down again, and I turned Vince to face me. His cock bobbed in the air in front of me, and I opened my mouth wide, sucking him in, tasting his pre-cum and feeling his powerful heartbeat on my tongue. 

He put a hand on the back of my head and held me still as he began fucking my face, his cock slipping further and further down my throat as he gained momentum. 

His big balls swung closer and closer to my chin until they were smashing into it

with every thrust. I closed my eyes as I gagged, but remained where I was, allowing Vince to use my mouth as I continued to finger fuck myself, my juice trickling down my thigh as my excitement grew. I needed him in my cunt. I needed it more than I'd ever needed anything before. 

I pushed back against his hand and he released my head, allowing me to slide him from my mouth in a trickle of hot spit and pre-cum. 

Vince's belt still lay at his feet, and I grabbed it before standing up. "Hit me with it," I said, handing it over. "Bend me over my husband, and beat my arse with your belt. Make me scream. Treat me like your dirty little whore. I want to be your slut. Abuse me in front of my husband." 

Vince smiled. "Dirty girl," he said. "Go on then," he said, pushing me towards Lucas. "Bend over his knees and show me your arse." 

Lucas's cock cage dug into me as I laid across thighs, my feet on the floor and my arse in the perfect position for Vince. 

Vince folded the belt in tow as he approached me, and his big dick looked as menacing as his face as he moved behind me. 

The first slap was gentle, but enough to make me gasp. "Harder," I begged. "Use it properly!" 

The swish of leather in the air was followed by a stinging heat on my buttocks

that made me scream. "Oh yes!" I moaned, wriggling my arse. "Yeah, that's it!" 

I screamed again as the next blow fell, harder again, making my arse cheeks hot. 

"Squeeze my nipples," I said to Lucas. "Hard." 

My husband moved a hand beneath me and found a nipple, squeezing it between finger and thumb as Vince brought the belt down again. "Harder! Both of you!" 

The belt came down hard and I winced in beautiful pain as Lucas pulled my nipple, twisting it as he squeezed. "Oh god, yes," I sighed, an orgasm blossoming in my belly. 

I slid a hand between my legs and found my clit as another firm blow landed on my arse. Lucas twisted my nipple again and my thumb pressed down hard on my swollen clit. My orgasm came quickly and powerfully and my whole body trembled as both men got rougher, spurred on by my obvious pleasure. 

My buttocks stung and my tit ached, but I was in heaven. It had been a long time since a man had been rough with me, and I'd never asked Lucas to slap or spank me before, thinking he wouldn't like it. All bets were off now though, I was in my element, receiving the sort of treatment I'd craved for all of my married life. 

"I have to fuck you," said Vince, throwing the belt across the room. "Get on the bed, you nasty little whore." 

Lucas lipped his lips as I stood up. "Can I put his cock in you?" he asked. 

"Damn right," I said, crossing the room quickly and climbing onto the bed, my arse on the edge of the mattress and my ankles in my hands. 

Vince stood at the side of the bed, his cock I his hand and his eyes heavy with lust as he stared at my sticky hole. "Go on, Lucas," he said as my husband arrived next to him. "Put my cock in your whore wife." 

Lucas grabbed the big cock eagerly and pulled Vince towards me, lining his dick up with my desperate hole. He brought it down hard on my clit, slapping me over and over again, making both me and Vince moan and sigh. 

"Put it in me, Lucas," I said. "Don't mess around. It's been a long time since I've felt something big in my cunt." 

Lucas slid the tip along my gash, sending me wild, and I pushed against the thick head as it nudged my hole. Lucas held it in place as Vince pushed into me and I held my breath as the fat shaft peeled me apart, almost making me come before he was three inches inside me. 

"Get behind me and hold my ankles," I said to Lucas. "Spread my legs wide for him. He needs my legs as wide as you can get them. His cock is so fucking big." 

Lucas released Vince's cock, and got into position behind me, his balls on my forehead and his caged cock rearing above me. He took my ankles from my hands, and spread my legs wide, straining the tendons in my thighs. 

I moved my hand to my tits and grabbed my hard nipples, twisting and pulling them as Vince powered deeper inside me, my cunt walls tight on his thickness. 

His face contorted with pleasure as his cock opened me up, and I screamed as he gave a powerful thrust that filled the space between my legs with throbbing hard male flesh, bigger than any I'd taken before. 

"Oh my fucking god!" I wailed. "It's so fucking big. Is my cunt stretched wide, Lucas? Does it look huge inside me?" 

Luca's cock jerked above me. "Yes," he said. "It looks too big." 

"It's not," I moaned. "It's perfect. I'm gonna come again soon." 

Vince hammered in and out of me, his heavy balls slamming into my arsehole at the end of every long stroke and I came quickly, the squelching sounds of my churned up juices adding to my excitement. My body shook as I came, and I took my husband's balls in my mouth, my teeth banging on the metal ring that surrounded them. 

Hot juice spilled from my sore hole and Vince fucked me harder as I came again, my first orgasm still ebbing. My clit burnt under my thumb as I moved a hand between my legs and placed a finger on either side of Vince's cock which was slick with my juice. 

He slid between my fingers and deep into my depths as he gained momentum, his balls making my arse cheeks wobble as he impaled me over and over again, beads of perspiration on his chest and his hand coming down on my thigh, leaving a red mark that stung and burnt. 

"Put your head on my belly, Lucas," I moaned. "Watch Vince fuck me from close up." 

Vince took my ankles from my husband and pulled my legs wider than Lucas had. Lucas lowered his head to my belly, and I put a hand on his head pushing him between my legs. 

His tongue found my clit and I moaned. "Can you see how fucking big he is?" 

"Yes," gasped my husband, "and I can smell your juice." 

I came again as Vince continued his powerful onslaught and my husband licked my clit. 

Vince made a deep growling sound in his throat and his cock swelled in me as he began to climax. 

"On Lucas's face." I moaned. "Come on his face!" 

Hot cum splattered my insides, and I moaned as Vince's cock throbbed. "Take it out. Put the rest on my husband!" I demanded. 

My cunt closed quickly as Vince withdrew himself from me, and Lucas moaned. 

I pushed my hips upwards. "Is he cumming on you?" I said, grabbing a handful of my husband's hair and pushing him nearer to Vince. 

"Yes," gasped Lucas. "It's everywhere. It's in my mouth, it tastes so fucking good." 

"Share it with me," I said, pulling his head towards me. "Don't you dare swallow it all." 

Lucas turned around, and moved up my body. Thick strands of cum covered his face, dripping in thick rivers down his cheeks and chin, and covering his eyes and forehead. 

I opened my mouth greedily and Lucas kissed me, his tongue joining mine as we swapped seed between us, swallowing it greedily until only the taste of sperm remained in our mouths. 

I licked my husband's face, sucking and swallowing the cum that covered him, until he was sticky with my saliva and the remains of Vince's load. 

"Get the key, Lucas," I said. "It's your turn to fuck me. I want you to feel how loose my cunt is after a real man has been in it." 

Lucas scrambled off the bed and grabbed the key from the dressing table, he came back with his prize as Vince looked on smiling. 

The cage opened easily and my husband's cock twitched and jerked as it was released, ready and eager to enter my sore sticky hole. 

"Wait," I said, as Lucas got off the bed and stood where Vince had just been. I reached between my legs and pushed two fingers inside myself, scooping up some of Vince's cum. "Let me rub this on your dick, Lucas. You certainly don't need any lube, but the idea is so fucking dirty, don't you agree? Lubing my husband's cock with a better man's cum. How exciting." 

Lucas groaned as I spread Vince's cum along his length, rubbing it into the head as he pushed himself into the palm of my hand. "I won't last long," he said. "I'm ready to come." 

I laughed. "I'm sure Vince has got some life left in him. You do what you need to do, Lucas, and then Vince can go again." 

Vince lay next to me, his shoulder against mine and his already stiffening cock in his hand. I turned my head to him and kissed him as my pussy engulfed my husband's cock and he began fucking me with short thrusts that felt meaningless after Vince's monster dick. 

Vince's tongue explored my mouth and I moved my hand to his cock, squeezing it tight as he hardened. 

"Come on, Lucas," he said, "hurry up. I'm ready for another go." 

My husband slumped forward onto me, and his cock twitched in me as he gave me his load. His breathing steadied and he looked deep into my eyes. 

"Thank you, Holly," he said. "For making my fantasy come true." 

He reached for Vince's cock and his hand joined mine on the hot thick shaft. 

"And thank you,Vince, for making me realise I had fantasies that I never knew I had." 

The End
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