
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: Image 1]

[image: Image 2]

My Wife Cuckolded Me With Two Men

An Interracial Cuckold Story By

Gemma Harris

Copyright © 2015 by Gemma Harris. All rights reserved. This book may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher. 

Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter One

I’d been trying to get her to do it for years. 

My wife had always been very vocal in bed, telling me she’d love to fuck a different man in front of me – a bigger, better man. 

She’d orgasm easily, pretending the big dildo we kept in the drawer under the bed was another man, and she’d beg me to fuck her harder with it and make her scream, but when the sex was over, so was the chance of my fantasy ever becoming a reality. 

I’d given up trying, knowing that my wife was the faithful sort, so when I’d witnessed Nadine flirting with the big black barista in a coffee shop, I’d had the shock of my life, and the hardest erection I’d ever experienced. 

Nadine hadn’t known I’d been there of course. It was a total coincidence that we’d both decided to visit the same coffee shop in the next town over on a Saturday afternoon. I was supposed to have been going to a bar to watch the game with a friend, but when he’d cancelled at the last minute, I’d decided on coffee instead of beer. My wife had told me she was going shopping, although a quick scan of the area around her table revealed no bags bursting with clothes, or shoes she would only wear once. 

Nadine had been sitting alone in the corner with a book, but her eyes had hardly touched the pages since I’d seen her through the large glass window. Her gaze had been fully focussed on the tall young man who kept casting glances at her and smiling as he made coffees and served sandwiches. 

I’d stayed my distance and watched her as she’d twirled her hair in her fingers and pushed her tits out far more than her natural posture allowed. Her smile was flirtatious, and my heart had sunk when the barista had taken a break and approached my wife’s table. 

I tried to lip-read, but could make no sense of the wide shapes my wife’s mouth made as she laughed with the young man, her hand briefly touching his as she got more animated. When the barista moved to the seat next to her on the low sofa she had chosen, and Nadine put a hand on his wide thigh, my stomach had flipped. 

My cock throbbed in my trousers and I had to lean forward on the bench outside the window to prevent passers-by from seeing my excitement. My mouth dried, and bright lights flickered in my vision as I watched my wife of almost ten years running her finger along the leg of a stranger. 

The black man leaned forward in his seat and It was obvious that he was having the same trouser trouble that I was, as Nadine’s fingers teasingly moved ever closer to his crotch. The only difference was that my modest bulge could have been mistaken for a mobile phone, whereas the bulge in the barista’s trousers was quite obviously a cock of far greater proportions than my own. 

I stifled a gasp as Nadine shaped her hand around the bulge and gave the man an approving nod. He responded my placing a hand on her leg, but to my relief and surprise, Nadine swatted him away and stood up, snapping her book closed and putting it in her handbag. 

She took a notepad from her bag and proceeded to write something down as the young man spoke. No doubt a phone number, I realised, as the man held a fake phone to his ear as my wife left the table and headed for the door. He was telling

her to call him. 

I moved away from the bench and hid around the corner as my wife left the shop and made her way towards the car park. I didn’t want her to know I’d seen, and I needed time to calm myself down - not so much from anger, but from a raging lust that threatened to make me ejaculate in my underwear. 

Chapter Two

Nadine spread her long legs and ran a finger along her wet slit. “Fuck me with the dildo, Steve,” she said, her voice husky and her nipples rock hard. “Pretend it’s another man fucking me.” 

It was a normal night in bed for us, apart from the salient fact that five hours earlier, I’d seen her squeezing the cock of a black man in a coffee shop. I reached under the bed and grabbed the thick length of rubber. It was moulded from the cock of a real pornstar, so I was under no doubt that some lucky men really did possess such huge cocks. 

“Tell me you want a man with a big cock to fuck you, Nadine,” I said, lowering my mouth to her nipple and nibbling it gently. “Tell me mine’s too small for you.” 

Nadine pushed two finger into her wet hole and gyrated her hips. “I really want a big cock,” she gasped, “Yours is okay to play around with, but it’s not up to scratch when it comes down to real hard fucking. Only a real man can do that, and you, my darling, have the cock of a boy. Now stick that in me and make me come.” 

I placed the tip against her hole and pushed. For all her talk of taking big cocks, she always struggled with the dildo at first, only getting used to it after a few minutes of slow penetration, but I supposed that’s what it must really be like for women who are lucky enough to have a well hung man as a partner. 

“Slowly,” gasped Nadine, as I moved the toy faster. “Let me get used to it.” 

I looked for evidence between her legs that she’d been fucked earlier that day. 

Maybe her cunt looked more stretched than usual, or maybe a slither of a strange man’s cum would be churned up with the thrusting of the dildo inside her, but nothing looked out of the ordinary, to my disappointment. 

The fact that I was disappointed both shocked and thrilled me. I knew I would have forgiven her if she’d fucked the black barista. I knew I wanted to be a cuckold, and I wished my wife would embrace that fact, and tell me why she’d been flirting with the stranger in a coffee shop. I wondered if I was a doormat --

after all, what sort of man would be pleasuring his wife in bed when he had serious doubts that she was being faithful? The type of man who’d come home and jerked himself off over and over again to the thought of his wife with a black stranger – that’s who. 

Nadine began meeting my thrusts and her groans got louder. “Imagine a cock that big inside me, Steve,” she moaned, “making me come over and over again while you watch with your little dick in your hand. Would you like that? Would you like to see a man treating me properly?” 

I took my cock in my free hand and squeezed. “Yes,” I gasped, “I’d love it. Can we do it? Can I watch you fuck a better man?” 

Nadine rubbed her clit with a finger. “Imagine his seed filling me up. His big balls pumping hot spunk deep inside me. Imagine it.” 

My cock throbbed in my hand. “I am,” I grunted, as I thrust the dildo deep inside her, faster and faster, harder and harder. 

Juice squelched between her thighs and her chest reddened as her orgasm approached. 

“Oh my god!” she whimpered. “I want to fuck another man, Steve! I want to suck his cock while he licks my cunt, and I want him to stretch my tight little cunt so wide that it hurts!” 

My hand moved quickly on my cock as Nadine came. Her chest heaved and her cunt squeezed the dildo tight, making it hard to withdraw. Her toes curled tightly into her feet, and her breathing became laboured. 

My own climax followed quickly. My balls tightened and my cock jerked as my cum flew through the air in a hot arc that splattered my wife’s thigh, and shaved pussy mound. 

“Oh, yes,” she murmured, rubbing my seed into her pale skin, and stroking my arm. “Imagine seeing another man come on me like that. Would you like that?” 

“Yes,” I groaned, my cock already sore and sensitive to the touch. “Please say we can do it.” 

Nadine smiled. “Maybe one day, my darling.” 

It was the same teasing statement she always made after winding me up sexually like a coiled spring. I would never be able to live out my fantasy of being cuckolded with Nadine, and I just had to get used to it. 

Chapter Three

The smell of bitter coffee and sweet cinnamon hung seductively in the air, and the coffee house was a hub of activity. 

Four women crowded around one of their friend’s phones in one corner, laughing at whatever was on the screen, and several people sat with headphones on blocking out the rest of the world. I ordered a strong black coffee from the same man I’d witnessed Nadine talking to, and took a seat near the window. 

I caught his eye as he delivered a cream laden hot chocolate to a table, and gestured him over. 

“Can I help you, guv?” he said, towering over my table, muscles rippling under the dark skin of his forearms. 

I licked my lips and ripped open a tube of brown sugar. “I hope so,” I said, pouring the granules into my drink. 

I wasn’t a violent person, and I certainly didn’t want an argument with the man –

Marc, according to his nametag. He was a head taller than me, and his shoulders were formidably wide. Even if I had been the fighting sort, I wouldn’t have stood a chance against the man. He was at least fifteen years my junior, at around twenty years old, and he looked like the type who wouldn’t put up with any trouble. 

“I hope so,” I said, stirring my drink and shifting my weight in the seat. 

He looked at me enquiringly. “So?” 

“Last Saturday,” I said, taking my wallet from my pocket and showing him the photo of Nadine. “You were with this woman… my wife. She was in here and it looked as if you knew each other well. I just want to know what’s going on. 

Nothing more. I’m not here to lay any blame on you.” 

Marc dropped his eyes. “You’re her husband?” 

I nodded. “Yes.” 

Marc looked around and sat down opposite me. “Listen, mate,” he said, “I don’t know what she has or hasn’t told you, but I know all about you.” 

“What do you mean?” 

He picked up a paper coaster and folded it into a triangle. “You know… you want your wife to…” he lowered his voice, “…fuck another man, and all that stuff.” 

I narrowed my eyes. “How the hell would you know about that?” 

Marc sat back and smiled. “Mate. Your wife was advertising on a hooking up app. She’s looking for a man to fuck her while you watch. She said you’ve got a

birthday coming up. It’s a present.” He smiled. “I’d prefer an x-box or some shit like that for my birthday, but each to their own. Live and let live and all that good stuff.” 

“That’s why she was here?” I said, “to surprise me?” 

“Yup. She only came here to check I had the right… equipment. You know, between my legs. She says she wants a man with a big cock, and me my friend,” 

a smirk shaped his lips, “have just what she’s looking for.” 

My heart skipped a beat, and my legs tingled. “So your telling me that you’re coming to my house on my birthday to fuck Nadine?” 

He shook his head. “Nah, mate. She messaged me yesterday. Apparently she’s arranged it with somebody else. I, my friend, won’t be coming to your party.” 

Marc laughed and stood up. “Maybe she changed her mind and got you a clown.” 

I smiled. I had a lot to be happy about. My dick pulsated and a wave of anxious nausea washed over me. I was going to get my dream after all. 

“Well, sorry to have bothered you… Marc. Thanks for being so honest with me.” 

“No probs, mate.” He slapped my shoulder with a big hand, jolting me into the table edge. “Happy birthday!” 

Chapter Four

I’d had a nice birthday, but I couldn’t concentrate on anything apart from the fact that there was a distinct possibility that Nadine had invited a man with a big cock to my home, to fuck her while I watched. 

My cock was tender from all the swelling it had been doing throughout the day, and my mouth was dry with anticipation. I’d even begun to doubt that it would be as enjoyable as I’d hoped. I loved Nadine dearly, and I was fully aware that it was all my persuasion over the years that had led her to arrange what she thought would be the ultimate birthday gift for me. 

But could I really handle it? In the cold light of day, could I handle my wife fucking another man, taking a stranger’s cock inside her? Orgasming on a cock bigger than my own? Would I get to jealous? Would it lead to problems in our relationship? 

My cock answered my questions. It throbbed in my trousers as I imagined my wife’s shaved pussy being penetrated by a long thick cock, her juice coating the strangers hard flesh, and her face contorted in pleasure. 

 I had to go through with it. If I refused it now, I may never get the chance again. 

Nadine poured me a wine and placed it on the table in front of me. “Are you okay, darling? You look a little pale.” 

“I’m fine,” I said, “just a little tired. The wine will soon wake me up.” 

“Age is catching up with you,” she said, making a face of fake concern. “You’re no spring chicken anymore.” 

“I’m forty!” I laughed. “I’m not ready for the knacker’s yard just yet!” 

Nadine kissed me on my cheek. “You’re almost ten years older than me. That’s old in my book,” she said with a glint in her eye. 

I slapped her arse playfully as she turned around, as I imagined watching another man slapping it as he fucked her. 

She leapt forward with a squeal and a laugh. “Will you be okay down here on your own. I just want to go and have a quick shower. Freshen up a bit.” 

Tingles ran the length of my arms. “Really? Didn’t you already have one this afternoon? 

“I just need to wake myself up, sweetheart. You’re not the only one who’s tired. 

You kept me up all night... fucking me.” She winked. “Remember?” 

How could I have forgotten. I’d been wild with lust knowing that it was likely that the next night would be the night I finally lived out my cuckold fantasy. It

had taken all my willpower not to tell her that I had found out about her plans. 

I sipped some wine, trying to calm myself. “Oh, I remember, alright. You were a proper little slut. Begging me to let you fuck a well hung man.” 

“You know me,” she said, heading out of the room. “I’m just a tease when I’m turned on. I’m perfectly happy with you and that little chap between your legs.” 

I smiled as my wife left the room. “Enjoy your shower.” 

I glanced around the room. Would Nadine fuck the stranger on the sofa? The floor? Or would she take him to our bed? 

I pulled my t-shirt away from my body to allow cool air to circulate over my clammy armpits, and took a long swig of wine. I reminded myself that I’d wanted what was about to happen for years. I needed to enjoy it. I needed to settle my nerves and accept that I had a truly amazing wife, who would overcome her doubts about fucking another man just to satisfy my cravings. 

I sat back and tried to control my ever present erection. It was becoming sorer by the second, and I wanted to savour every moment of watching my wife fuck another man without a sore cock hindering my pleasure. 


***


Nadine stood in the doorway, with her hair flowing over her shoulders. The blond shone in the light and her skin was as pale as it always was. Pale, fresh and soft. She really was beautiful. I was a lucky man. And so was the man she’d invited to our home. 

She wore her long silk gown and her make-up was perfect. I wondered what she’d chosen to wear beneath the gown. 

“Why have you bothered doing your face?” I said, as innocently as I could manage. “You just had a shower.” 

“Can’t I look nice for my husband on his birthday?” she said, twirling a strand of hair around her finger. “Who knows… maybe we’ll have some fun later, and you know I like to look my best when you’re fucking me.” 

Nadine picked up a glass from the table and poured herself a drink. “Happy birthday, darling,” she said, raising the glass before downing it in one long gulp. 

 Dutch courage. It had to be. Nadine was normally a frustratingly slow drinker. 

I refilled my glass, and just as my wife was about to sit down, the doorbell rang. 

“Who could that be?” she said, “It’s almost nine o’clock! I’ll get the door, you stay there.” 

My body shook inside as Nadine left the room, and I sipped more wine to moisten my dry mouth. My hand shook, and I put the glass down and loosened my shirt collar. It was about to happen. 

I leaned forward in my seat and tried to listen for voices, but heard none. The front door slammed closed and I took a deep breath, my heartbeat pounding in my ears. 

Licking my lips and shuffling in my seat, I heard footsteps approaching, and watched the doorway as shadows got closer. 

Nadine appeared in the doorway and smiled at me. “Steve,” she said, stepping aside as somebody else entered the room. “This is Marc. He’s here to fuck me, and you’re going to watch. You’re a cuckold now, my darling. Happy birthday.” 

Marc nodded at me, and I felt heat rise in my cheeks. It was the very same man from the coffee shop. He’d lied to me. 

Nadine laughed. “But you already knew about Marc, didn’t you, Steve? You thought you’d spoilt my surprise, so when Marc told me you were onto me, I upped the stakes.” She gestured towards the hallway. “Come on in, Paul. Meet my husband.” 

Another back man strolled into the room with a wide grin on his face. He was just as imposing in size as Marc, and around the same age. “Alright?” he said, standing next to my wife. 

Nadine seemed tiny standing between the two huge men, and I looked between the three of them, unsure of what to say. 

Nadine placed an arm around each of the men’s waists, and my stomach flipped. 

“When Marc told me you’d rumbled my surprise, and you never mentioned it, I knew you wanted it to happen. But it’s not a surprise if you know about it, is it, Steve? That’s why I arranged for Paul to join us too. Now you’re fucking surprised, aren’t you?” 

I caught my breath. “Jesus, Nadine. Are you serious?” 

Nadine smiled. “Both of these young hunks have cocks that will put your little one to shame. I’ve never had the pleasure of feeling a well-endowed man inside me before, so tonight I’m having two. Of course I’m serious.” 

My cock swelled and my hand trembled. 

Nadine looked at me with her head tilted to one side. “Anything to say before we begin,” she said, moving her hands along the men’s backs. 

I shook my head. “No,” I stuttered, “I’m just a little shocked.” 

“Well let’s start how we mean to go on,” said Nadine. “Steve, get undressed for us. The boys want to see just how small you are before they show you what their packing.” She slapped both men’s arses. “Don’t you boys?” 

Paul put his hand on my wife’s waist, and pulled her close to him, making her giggle. “Yeah, come on,” he said, smirking. “Hurry up. I want to fuck your wife. 

Get undressed, and show us what you’ve been making her put up with.” 

Marc nodded. “Come on, Mate. Get your kit off. Let us have a good laugh.” 

Nadine smiled. “Isn’t this what you’ve always wanted, Steve? To be humiliated while I fuck bigger and better men.” 

She was right. It was what I’d always wanted and as I got to my feet and began unbuttoning my shirt I nodded. “Yes, thank you, Nadine. I love you.” 

“I love you too,” said Nadine, “but for the rest of the time these studs are here, I’m going to treat you the way you always wanted. So come on, get that pathetic dick out and sit back down. My pussy is soaking wet and I need a big cock inside me. The dildo’s nice but I’m sure it’s nothing compared to what these boys can do.” 

I tossed my shirt on the floor and unbuckled my belt, aware that my cock was throbbing and my skin was tingling. My head span as if I was in a dream, and as I lowered my trousers and underwear, I knew there was no going back. 

The men laughed and Nadine smiled. 

“Fucking hell,” said Marc, “you can’t really call it a dick can you?” He slapped Nadine’s arse making her squeal. “You poor bitch,” he said, “don’t worry, by the time we’re finished with you, you’ll be so fucking wide that you won’t even feel him next time he’s inside you.” 

My cock twitched and Paul roared with laughter. “Look how excited the little guy is! Sit down man. Watch what we do to this little slut.” 

I did as he asked, and grabbed my cock, half because I was self-aware of my size, and half because I needed to fucking touch it. 

Nadine smiled at the men in turn and undid the tie that held her robe together. It dropped to the floor at her feet and Paul and Marc both made appreciative sounds. I gasped. Nadine was wearing no bra or panties, and just a black suspender belt and stockings. 

She ran a hand over her shaven pussy and spoke in a husky voice. “Get undressed guys, let’s see what I’m dealing with.” 

The men high fived each other and began tearing their clothes off, but Nadine stopped them. “Not here. Come in the other room. I want to see you naked before Steve does. He can sit here for a minute or two and imagine what I’m doing.” 

I clenched my stomach muscles and moved my hand from my cock. I didn’t want to cum before the other men had even got undressed. That would have been way too embarrassing. The thought of Nadine alone with the men was a powerful aphrodisiac though, and it took all my willpower to prevent an orgasm. 

Nadine led the men from the room and I reached for my wine. She closed the door behind them and I sat back in my seat, determined not to touch my engorged dick until the three of them were back in the room. 

I leaned forward as I heard a muffled squeal from Nadine. I wanted nothing more than to join them in the next room, but the anticipation about what would happen was keeping me firmly in my seat. It was exciting, and I wanted it to last. 

The minutes passed slowly, but finally the door opened to reveal Nadine. Her hair was tousled and her chin was wet with spit. Her eyes had a glazed appearance and her nipples were harder than I’d ever seen them. 

“What have you been doing?” I said, holding my tightening balls in a trembling hand. 

“I got them hard in my mouth,” she smiled, wiping saliva from her chin with the back of her hand. “Wait until you see them, they’re both huge. And they taste so fucking good.” 

She put a hand between her legs and rubbed her clit for a few seconds, her head tilting backwards and her back arching. “I want to fuck them so badly.” 

She turned to face the door. “Come on in boys. Show Steve what real men look like.” 

The two men entered the room and I took a deep breath. “Jesus,” I muttered. 

“Nice, huh?” said Nadine moving to stand between them. “You really have no chance of satisfying me like these guys will. Do you Steve?” 

I glanced at my belly and my erection, and then gazed at the two men. They were both toned and muscular, with veins bulging beneath their ebony skin. 

Compared to my body they had the bodies of Greek gods, and judging by the look on my wife’s face as she rubbed her hands across their sculpted abdominals, she thought the same. 

It was what was between their legs that made me feel nauseous though. I’d seen big cocks in films, and I’d seen the dildo that we had under our bed, but nothing prepared me for how big a man’s cock could really be. I had no idea, and my cock twitched as I studied them, aware that my wife was moaning softly as the men turned to face her, sandwiching her between them and pushing her to her knees on the floor. 

 My wife, my beautiful wife, kneeling before two enormously endowed black men, preparing to be fucked by them. 

Marc’s cock was the largest, but that didn’t make Paul’s small. Both men had inches on me in both length and girth. Nadine took a cock in each hand and I shuddered as she struggled to wrap her fingers even half way around each of the thick pulsating shafts. 

Each man must have been at least nine inches long, with Marc probably touching eleven. I needed to know. It had always been an important part of my fantasies. 

I moistened my dry lips with my tongue. “Erm… how big are you guys? I mean how many inches?” 

“Jealous?” said Nadine, gazing at each throbbing dick in turn and licking the heads as she swivelled herself between the two of them. 

“Nine and a half,” said Paul, wrapping his hand in my wife’s hair and holding her still as he forced his cock towards her face. 

Marc laughed. “Almost eleven. I fucking win.” 

“Come on boys, you’re both winners,” purred Nadine. She pointed at me and smiled. “That’s a loser.” 

I didn’t care what she said about me, in fact the more she humiliated me, the more pre-cum dribbled from my cock. I was lost in the fantasy, and I wanted to see my wife ruined by the two big men. 

“Do you wish I had a big cock?” I said, stroking my six inches with short slow movements. 

Nadine kissed the tip of Paul’s cock and it jerked powerfully in her hand. Her wedding ring gleamed against the dark hard flesh, and my stomach somersaulted. 

“Of course I do, my darling. Why do you think I make you use the dildo on me every time we fuck? Because you’re too small. That’s why.” 

Nadine opened her mouth wide and took Paul’s cock deep into her throat. Her hand continued to twist and stroke his shaft, and she gasped for breath through her flared nostrils. She made low groaning sounds in her throat and her lips were taut as Paul stretched them apart. 

Marc reached down and rammed a hand between my wife’s thighs. Nadine spread her legs and dropped her arse close to the floor to allow him access. 

“Fuck, she’s wet,” Marc said, rubbing my wife’s pussy. 

Nadine slipped Paul from her mouth. “I’ll need to be wet to take you two,” she gasped, spilling a river of saliva from her mouth as she spoke. 

Marc moved his hand from my wife’s cunt and grabbed her hair. She squealed as he tugged her towards his cock. “My turn,” he said, slapping Nadine’s face with his heavy shaft, making her whimper. “Open your mouth, you dirty little whore.” 

Nadine opened her mouth as she looked up at Marc. Her tongue darted out and rolled over the bulbous tip which looked far too large to fit in her mouth. 

She grasped his shaft firmly and opened her mouth wide, sighing as she took him into her, little by little, the corners of her mouth stretching so tight that it looked painful. 

Nadine began swaying her hips as she sucked the huge cock and her hand moved to her tit, grasping a nipple in her fingers, twisting it as she pleasured the immense cock which slid further into her face. 

I swallowed hard and took a deep breath as I tried to keep myself from coming. 

Watching Nadine service an eleven-inch cock triggered powerful feelings of jealously and inadequacy. My cock was ridiculous compared to the two men’s that towered over my wife, but I wanted nothing more than to see her being used by them, knowing that I could never compete, knowing that from that day forward, Nadine had experienced what a real dick was like, and that I would never match up to her newfound expectations. 

Marc’s thick black shaft slipped slowly into Nadine’s mouth and she gagged as he gave a thrust, pushing her head backwards into Paul’s muscular thighs. 

Paul got to the floor behind Nadine and laid on his back shuffling himself forward as he lifted my wife’s arse until he was beneath her and she was sitting above his face, her pussy parted and her body shaking. 

I got out of my seat and stood alongside the three of them, wanting a better view, wanting to see, smell, and hear every aroma, and every sound of pleasure that my wife made. 

Marc smiled at me as he fed more of his dick into my wife’s eager mouth. “You can look, but you can’t touch,” he said. “She’s our bitch until we’ve used her, then you can have a go.” 

I nodded. “I understand,” I said, my legs buckling slightly as my balls tightened. 

I was being put in my place by the men who were treating Nadine like a whore, and I loved it. There was no confusion, no need for me to worry about my performance, no need for me to prove myself. I could simply watch my wife enjoying two big men. 

Nadine gagged again and moaned as Paul licked her pussy, his big hands grasping her buttocks and his cock jerking as he tasted my wife’s juices. 

He sucked and licked and his face became slippery with natural lubricant as Nadine slid her wet pussy over his whole face, pushing herself hard onto him as he slid his tongue inside her. 

Marc slipped his cock from Nadine’s mouth and she lowered her head as she continued writhing on Paul’s face. 

“You ready to be fucked?” said Marc, gripping his heavily veined shaft in his fist. 

Nadine nodded. “Fuck, yeah,” she murmured, “somebody fill my cunt. Please.” 

She turned to look at me. “Not you,” she said. “I want a real cock. My first real cock.” 

I smiled at her. Her face was lit up with joy, and her eyes had taken on a look of satisfaction that I’d never seen before. Fresh jealously coursed through me, and

my dick jerked in my hand. I was stuck between wanting to stop what was going on, and the desperate need to see if my wife could handle the two massive cocks that were ready to fuck her. 

Marc grabbed Nadine’s hair and pulled her roughly to her feet, leaving Paul on the floor, his face coated in sticky cunt juice. 

Nadine whimpered and squealed as Marc dragged her behind the sofa and forced her to bend over the back of it. I followed them and stood beside my wife as she shuffled into position so her hands were on the cushions and her arse was high in the air over the headrests, her toes on the floor and her stockinged calves straining as Marc put a hand on her back and held her still. 

Nadine placed her head on the side and looked into my eyes as Marc began pressing the fat head of his cock against Nadine’s slippery cunt lips. 

“What about condoms?” I said, staring into my wife’s eyes. 

She shook her head slowly. “No,” she said, pushing back onto Marc, allowing him into her body. “No condoms.” 

Tingles of lust ran my whole body as I realised my wife was so driven with passion that she didn’t care about using protection. Her eagerness spurred me on and I jerked my cock quickly as Paul stepped onto the sofa and offered Nadine his dick to suck. 

My wife screamed as Marc pushed deeply into her and I knelt on the floor, watching her pussy widening and her juice trickling down her thigh and onto her stocking tops. 

Her cunt was stretched far wider than our dildo stretched it, and Nadine made grunting sounds deep in her throat as she closed her eyes and accepted almost eleven inches of fat black dick. 

Marc pushed slowly into her, and Nadine’s legs buckled as her nails dug into the sofa and Paul slipped his cock into her mouth. Marc held her weight with his hands on her hips, and continued penetrating her with inch after inch of throbbing manhood. 

Nadine screamed around the cock in her mouth as Marc bottomed out, his balls contracting as Nadine wriggled her body. 

“It’s too big,” she moaned, slipping Paul from between her lips in a torrent of spit. “Too fucking big.” 

Marc began withdrawing and Nadine relaxed a little, her swollen pussy lips stretched tight around his girth. 

She squealed in pain as Marc rammed himself fully into her again, and her thighs trembled. “Harder,” she moaned, “I’m going to come!” 

Paul slapped Nadine’s face with his cock, and she grabbed it in one hand and

began jerking it into her open mouth as Marc picked up momentum behind her, his big balls slapping Nadine’s arse with every long powerful stroke he made into her. 

Nadine looked at me again. “Jesus,” she moaned, “I’m going to come hard, harder than you’ve ever made me come.” 

“Come on the big black cock,” I muttered, “enjoy it. Let go, and fucking come on it.” 

Nadine’s mouth widened and her eyes closed tightly. Her whole body shook and trembled as she let out a long wail of pleasure that spurred Marc on to fuck her even harder. 

Nadine’s legs buckled again as she orgasmed, her mouth searching for Paul’s cock and her cunt trickling a steady flow of juice. 

I crouched lower on the floor and gazed up at her pussy. Marc’s cock looked far too big for my wife’s tight hole, and her skin looked ready to rip as the thick shaft widened her. 

Nadine screamed again. “What’s happening!” she moaned as a spurt of clear fluid shot from her stretched hole, coating Marc’s thick thighs and toned stomach. 

“You’re squirting,” gasped Marc. “You dirty sexy bitch.” 

Nadine cried out in pleasure and another spurt of liquid splattered Marc’s body urging him to fuck my wife even harder and faster. 

Paul grabbed Nadine’s hair and held her head still while he fucked her mouth, ignoring her gagging and moaning, and the rivers of saliva that gushed from her mouth. Tears ran down my wife’s cheeks and her body shook again as another orgasm made her writhe and buck on the huge cock that impaled her cunt. 

Paul ripped his cock from Nadine’s mouth and looked at Marc. “Room for me?” 

he said. 

Marc pulled his cock from Nadine’s pussy and released her hips. She crumpled to the floor with a wide smile and heaving chest, and she put her fingers between her legs as she frigged herself to another climax. “Yes,” she groaned as she came. “Both of you fuck me now. One in each hole, and my little husband can use my mouth. I want to be filled to the brim with cock.” 

Nadine looked like a different woman. Her skin glowed and her eyes shone, and it was as if something primeval had been awakened in her, some deep rooted sexual urge that I’d never been able to touch before. 

Marc lifted her to her feet. “You’re a dirty one aren’t you?” he said, as he guided her to the front side of the sofa, where Paul had taken a seat. 

Nadine smiled. “It’s you boys’ fault,” she said, “I’ve never been so fucking horny in my whole life.” 

I took a seat on the sofa next to Paul, and resisted the urge to ask him if I could just hold his cock for a second or two. It was so wide and long, and I wondered how different it would feel in my hand compared to mine, and I wondered what it felt like to my wife as she took hold of it and climbed into position on top of Paul, her tits in his face and her pussy hovering above his long black length. 

Marc grabbed Nadine’s hips as she began lowering herself onto Paul, her teeth digging into her bottom lip and one of her tits almost completely enveloped in Paul’s sucking mouth. 

She groaned as she allowed Paul inside her, and she gave a cry of surprise as Marc spat on her arsehole and began lubricating it with a long finger. 

Nadine had never had a cock inside her arse, and I watched in fascination and dread as another man began to take my wife’s anal virginity. 

Marc placed the tip of his cock on her hole and began slowly pushing himself in as Nadine rocked to and fro on Paul’s cock, making soft mewling sounds in her throat and throwing her head back as Paul greedily devoured her tit. 

Nadine’s arse hole parted slowly, and Marc slipped into her quickly, making Nadine scream and shake. Her face contorted in pain and her muscles trembled, but as Marc pushed deeper into her, she slumped forward onto Paul and screamed. “Jesus! I’m coming!” 

The two men fucked her in unison, building up a rhythm which produced loud

squelching sounds between my wife’s thighs. Nadine gazed at my cock with glassy tear filled eyes. “Go on then,” she said, “it’s not worthy of my two other holes, but you can use my mouth.” 

I scrambled to my feet, balancing on the soft sofa cushions, and rammed my dick deep into the warm wetness of my wife’s mouth. She took me deep into her throat and moaned as the two men fucked her hard and fast, Marc slapping her arse and Paul biting her nipple. 

My orgasm came quickly and powerfully, and Nadine clamped her lips around my shaft as her mouth got even hotter as my spunk filled it. She grabbed my balls and squeezed hard as I spurted stream after stream down her throat while she sucked and licked my dick. 

Paul groaned beneath her and took Nadine’s tit from his mouth. “I’m coming,” 

he gasped as he thrust upwards, making Nadine gasp. 

“Give me your seed,” moaned my wife, rocking faster and faster as the men fucked her. 

Paul’s face tightened in lust and Nadine clamped her mouth over his as Paul emptied himself inside her, his body convulsing and the base of his cock jerking as he filled my wife with his seed. 

Their tongued flicked against one another as Paul orgasmed, and jealously rocked me. I wanted to be inside my wife, but I knew I had no chance at that moment. Nadine was a woman out of control. 

Marc’s hands tightened on Nadine’s hips and he rammed all eleven fat inches of cock deep inside her, and stayed there as he gasped and groaned in climax. 

“I can feel spunk filling me,” moaned Nadine. “I’m going to come again!” 

Paul kissed my wife passionately as she came again, her body writhing and her fingers digging deep into the fabric of the furniture. 

When Marc had emptied his balls, he slid himself from Nadine’s tightest of holes and a river of his cum trickled out, dripping down Nadine’s legs and soaking her stockings. 

She raised herself from Paul and more cum spilled from her pussy, coating Paul, and the sofa, in a sticky, dirty, lustful mess. 

My cock hardened again as I watched Nadine kiss both of the men in turn whilst their seed dripped from her stretched holes. 

“I hope you enjoyed your birthday, darling,” she said, taking my cock in her hand and kissing me gently on my lips. “I hope it didn’t go further than you expected it to.” 

I shook my head and pushed my dick deeper into Nadine’s palm. 

“No,” I said, truthfully. “In fact, I was going to ask the boys if they wanted to stay here tonight. We’ve got a big bed and plenty of beer in the kitchen.” 

Nadine’s tongue slipped into my mouth and she squeezed my erection. “Thank you, Steve,” she whispered. “It’s my birthday soon, let’s think about what we can do to make that as special for you as you’ve made your birthday for me.” 

The End
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