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Chapter One

Matthew slipped inside me with a grunt of pleasure. “Fuck, you’re wet,” he gasped. 

I dug my fingernails into the flesh of his ass cheeks as he began thrusting in and out of me. “All that talk of big dicks has got me hot,” I said, as I spread my legs a little wider, wishing he could go deeper, wishing he was better endowed. 

“Me too,” he said, his breath hot on my neck and his ass moving faster. “I really want to see it. Will you do it? Please, Katie,” he begged, as he took one of my hard nipples between his fingers and squeezed. 

I really wanted to do it. Really wanted too. Matthew had been talking about watching me fuck a big cock for years, but recently he’d really being pressuring me. 

I just worried about the fallout – would he be jealous? Could he handle seeing a stranger slipping his big cock into his squirming wife? 

My clit throbbed and grew even harder as he spoke. “Let me watch you with a big dick, Katie. Tell me you want it too.” 

I pushed my pussy upwards off the bed to meet his powerful thrusts and imagined a larger man impaling me as Matthew watched from beside me. I wanted it. Badly wanted it. 

“Okay,” I moaned. “I’ll do it. I’ll fuck a big fucking cock in front of you.” 

My words sent my husband over the edge and he slumped onto me, his dick twitching inside my pussy, filling me with hot warm spurts of seed. 

“Thank you, Katie,” he grunted as he came, his body shaking on top of mine. 

“On one condition though,” I said. 

“What?” said Matthew, as his cum began dribbling between my ass cheeks in a warm trickle. 

“I get to watch you with a woman. We meet a couple.” 

Chapter Two – Two Weeks Later

My pussy seemed to be wet almost all day long, every day, as the weekend approached. 

We had arranged to meet a husband and wife at their home. The couple were experienced swingers and had welcomed the chance to introduce two beginners to the lifestyle. 

Paul and Nicola were of a similar age to us. Paul was thirty eight and Nicola was thirty two. 

With Matthew being forty two, and me thirty, we thought they would be a perfect match. 

The pictures they had emailed were perfect too. Paul was tall and well-built and Nicola was slim and shapely, a few sizes smaller than my curvy body. 

Matthew had really liked the look of Nicola, her long blonde hair was in stark contrast to my equally long chestnut hair and her pert tits were a few sizes smaller than my big ones. 

I had loved the look of Paul too. He had a masculine look about him with short cropped dark hair and deep brown eyes which seduced me even from his photo. I wondered what they’d do to me in real life. 

The photo of his erect penis was what excited me most though. It made my

knees weak each time I looked at it, which was quite often. He’d said in his message that it was nine and a half inches long when hard, three and a half inches longer than my husband, and it was thick, oh so thick. I couldn’t wait to feel it in my hand, excited and eager to enter me. 

Matthew had only been the third man I’d ever slept with and I’d never experienced a really large dick before. I’d salivated over them on the porn movies we watched together, and we had a dildo that was eight inches long, which we used on me, imagining it was a real cock spreading my pussy lips open. I had a feeling that the real thing was going to be much better though. 

I couldn’t wait, and neither could Matthew. The thought of watching him fuck another woman was exciting me too. I wondered what she’d make of Matthew’s six inches after being so used to the slab of meat that hung between her husband’s legs. 

I also wondered what Matthew would make of nine and a half inches of beautiful dick plunging into my depths – I hoped he would enjoy watching it as much as he thought he was going too. 

We were going to have fun on Friday night, of that I was certain. 


****

Matthew placed the tip of the dildo at the entrance to my neatly trimmed pussy. 

The screams of women and the groans of men came from the TV speakers as the gangbang film that had got us both excited continued to play. 

“Imagine it’s Paul’s dick, Katie,” said Matthew, as he began slowly pushing the big toy into my grasping hole. 

“I am. I can’t wait to fuck his big cock,” I groaned as my lips were spread apart and my fingers grazed my slippery swollen clit. 

Matthew twisted the toy as he pushed, and I opened my thighs wider, needing it deeper, needing it as deep as he could force it. 

“Harder,” I said as he began fucking me with it, pulling it out a few inches at a time, and slowly pushing it into me again. “Harder and faster. Fuck me properly with it.” 

Matthew knelt between my legs and grasped the dildo with two hands. He rammed it into me, so hard and so fast that I squealed. “Fuck,” I moaned. “Tell me you want to see Paul fucking me, Matthew. Tell me!” 

“I can’t wait to see his big cock in you, Katie. I can’t wait to hear you scream and watch you come,” he said as he thrust the thick rubber dick in and out of me, his eyes on my pussy and his dick hard between his legs. 

The slurping sound of my juices being churned inside me filled the room, and I rubbed my clit under two fingers, picturing Paul in my mind’s eye, wishing he

was fucking me now, his mouth clamped on my tit and his beautiful penis exploring my depths. 

“Oh Jesus, Matthew. I can’t wait to fuck him. I can’t wait to feel what a big cock feels like,” I moaned as I felt the first delightful spasms of an impending orgasm between my legs. 

Matthew pushed the dildo into me hard, the rubber balls slapping against my flesh and the girth opening me wide. 

“He’s going to be this deep in you,” said Matthew as he began withdrawing it again, the latex glistening with my silky juice. 

I rubbed my clit harder and bit my bottom lip as I came. “Oh, fuck!” I screamed as my pussy clamped tight around the thick toy and my clit throbbed under my touch. 

“Come on the big cock babe,” murmured Matthew as he rammed the dildo into me again, hard and fast. 

My body trembled and my pussy flooded with hot juices as my orgasm peaked. 

“Fuck me, Matthew,” I begged. “Stick your cock in my cunt.” 

Matthew slid the dildo out of me and manoeuvred himself into position. With a quick thrust he was balls deep in me, his cock sliding quickly into my stretched hole. 

“Jesus,” he groaned as he began fucking me. “You’re so wet.” 

Another orgasm spread through my groin and stomach, warm and electric, as it made its way over and under my skin. 

The sweet smell of my excitement reached my nostrils and I wondered what Nicola would smell like for Matthew as he tasted her cunt. 

I imagined riding Paul, as his wife rode my husband and hoped that Nicola would allow me to touch her as she pleasured my husband. I’d never laid a hand on a woman in a sexual way before, but if my fantasies were anything to go by, I would enjoy it. 

“I’m coming again,” I groaned as Matthew bucked and twisted between my thighs. 

“I’m coming too,” he grunted, as I felt the tell-tale jerk of an ejaculating cock in my pussy. 

He lowered his weight onto my body and clasped his mouth onto mine, his tongue exploring my mouth, and mine his, as we came together in a shuddering joining of flesh. 

As our orgasms slowly ebbed, he pulled his mouth from mine and stroked my

face gently with his hand. 

“I can’t wait for the weekend,” he said. 

I smiled up at him and ran a finger down the length of his spine. “Me too.” I said. 

 I couldn’t wait. I glanced at the dildo that lay on the bed next to me and realised that soon I would have a real cock that large making me come. I really couldn’t wait. 

Chapter Three

Friday evening arrived and the sexual tension between us rose to a frustrating level. 

My stomach was in knots, filled with sensations of excitement, anticipation and a little trepidation. I wanted this to happen, badly, but I was also aware that I would be watching my husband make love to another woman, while he watched me make love to another man. 

We were both secure in our love for one another but my stomach still flipped when I imagined him sliding into a strange woman, feeling her pussy clamp down on his dick instead of mine. 

I smiled at my reflection in the long mirror I stood in front of and told myself that everything would be fine. We were adults who loved one another and were just going to be spicing up our sex lives a little, not cheating on each other. 

I checked myself out in the mirror for the final time. We would be leaving in less than an hour and I wanted to make sure I looked hot enough to make a good first impression on Paul and Nicola. 

I wore black stockings and panties with a matching bra and had chosen a tight fitted short black dress, and equally sexy black high heel shoes forced my calf muscles to tighten and appear more toned than they really were. 

My long chestnut hair fell over my shoulders and down my back and I had applied flesh toned lipstick and a little eye shadow. I had never been one for copious amounts of make-up. I was lucky enough to look younger than my

years, and I was proud of my fresh looking skin and healthy flesh tone. I didn’t need make-up to make myself prettier. 

My deep brown eyes twinkled in the mirror as I fluttered my eyelashes at myself and gave myself a final smile of encouragement. “You go, girl,” I mouthed to myself, and turned away from my reflection to find my husband. 


****

Matthew was standing in the kitchen with an appreciative look on his face as he ran his eyes over me. “Wow, babe,” he said. “You look amazing!” 

I did a theatrical twirl and smiled at him. “You’ve scrubbed up well yourself,” I said, proud of my handsome husband. 

He did look good. He wore a smart pair of dark denim jeans coupled with a plain black t-shirt and a casual sports jacket over the top. He wore his favourite brown Italian shoes and the room was fragrant with his spicy cologne. 

“Thank you,” he said, looking himself up and down. “I don’t look bad at all. Do I?” 

I giggled at his vanity and stepped towards him, placing my arms around his neck. My high heels made us almost the same height and I kissed him on his lips, savouring the taste of him, and the smell of his aftershave. 

“Are you nervous?” I asked, as I took my lips from his. 

“A little,” he confirmed. “But much more excited than scared.” 

I placed a hand on his crotch and felt his semi erection. “It won’t be long now,” I said. “Before you’ll be putting that in another woman.” 

“Yeah, and watching you take another man,” he murmured, pulling me close and kissing me again, his tongue pressing deep into my mouth and his bulge pressing hard against my pussy mound. 

I felt warmth spreading through my groin and my nipples stiffened as he kissed me. I pulled away quickly. “No,” I said, firmly. “We need to wait. We can’t do anything now, we have to leave soon.” 

Matthew groaned. “Okay,” he said, adjusting the lump in his jeans. “I’ll save this for Nicola.” 

I smiled my sexiest smile. “And I’ll save myself for Paul,” I said, winking at him. 

Matthew laughed and picked the car keys up from the kitchen table. “Come on, sexy,” he said, walking towards the doorway. “We’ve got people waiting for us.” 

Chapter Four

Matthew parked the car on the big driveway. We climbed out and walked together towards the steps flanked by stone lions that led to the large front door. 

It was an impressive house. Set back from the road and with large grounds, it looked like Paul and Nicola had seen success in their lives. 

Matthew pressed the doorbell, choosing to ignore the large brass knocker that hung in the centre of the door. We heard the faint sound of a chime in the house and glanced at each other nervously as we waited to be let in. 

The door swung open and we were confronted by both Paul and Nicola, each of them smiling and looking genuinely pleased to see us. 

“Hi!” said Paul, his smile becoming even wider. “Please come in.” 

Matthew gestured at me to go first and I stepped through the doorway into the warmth of the large home and the rich smell of coffee brewing, in the air. 

“I’m Paul, and this is Nicola,” Paul said, putting an arm around his wife’s shoulder. “You must be Matthew and Katie.” 

“Yes,” I said, impressed by our hosts manners. “Pleased to meet you both.” 

Matthew shook hands with Paul and kissed Nicola on the cheek and Paul and I

did the same. As Paul kissed my cheek, a jolt of excited energy coursed through me. He would be inside me later. 

“Let me take your coats,” said Nicola, already helping me out of mine. 

She was an impressive woman. Strikingly beautiful and with a drop dead gorgeous figure. Matthew was going to enjoy her. 

She flicked her long blonde hair and took my husband’s jacket, hanging it next to mine on a row of wall pegs. 

“Come through,” said Paul, pointing us towards a doorway at the end of the long hallway. “Would you like coffee or something a little stronger to drink?” 

Matthew didn’t need asking twice. “I’d love a scotch. If you have any,” he said. 

“Scotch for you, Matthew, and what about you Katie? We have almost everything you could want.” 

I smiled at the handsome man who was staring intently at me. “If Matthews drinking, it looks like I’m driving home,” I said, “I’ll have a coffee.” 

“Nonsense,” said Nicola, “We have plenty of guest rooms. If we all hit it off together, you must stay here for the night. If we don’t, we’ll call you a cab.” She

winked at me. “Anyway, it’s nice to have a little drink, to free the inhibitions.” 

I did need a drink. I needed a little Dutch courage at least. “Okay,” I said, “I’d love a red wine, if you have any.” 

“One scotch and one red wine coming up,” said Paul, “follow Nicola through, and I’ll join you soon.” 

I watched Paul as he walked away. He was beautiful, and that wasn’t a word I often, if ever, used for men. 

He was tall, well built and his dark eyes were the typical ‘come to bed eyes’ that some men were lucky enough to have. I’d only gazed into them for a minute or so and I was ready to be taken by him in any manner he chose. 

We followed Nicola along the hallway and I smiled to myself when I saw Matthew’s eyes following the swaying of Nicola’s ass. I had to admit, it was hypnotizing – small, tight and beautifully proportioned. It looked as if both Matthew and I were in for a treat tonight. 

We took a seat next to each other on a large leather sofa in the room that Nicola guided us to. 

The room was stylishly decorated with real works of art hanging from walls and tasteful sculptures dotted around, resting on expensive looking pieces of furniture. 

A plush cream carpet covered the floor and a huge TV took pride of place on the largest of the room’s walls. 

“Your home is lovely,” I said, as Nicola lowered herself into a sofa opposite the one we were sitting on, a low coffee table separating us. 

“Thank you,” she said. “Please make yourself at home while you’re here. We like our guests to…..enjoy themselves.” A sexy smile crossed her face as she spoke, and her eyes wandered over my husband. Checking him out. 

“Do you do this much?” asked Matthew, to my embarrassment. “Have guests like us, I mean.” 

Nicola laughed. “We have our fair share,” she said, “sometimes we entertain couples, and sometimes we have thirty people at a time here. People like you two, people who want to have some fun.” 

“First timers too,” said Paul, entering the room, holding a tray in front of him with our drinks on it. “We’re used to introducing people like you to the lifestyle.” 

“We’re both a little nervous,” I said, as I took my wine from the tray. “Excited, but scared.” 

“You’ll soon loosen up,” said Paul, directing a disarmingly calming smile at me. 

“I promise.” 

Paul finished handing the drinks out and took a seat next to his wife. 

My pussy tingled as he eyes dropped to my breasts and lingered on them for a moment or two. I was shocked at how attractive I was finding him and allowed my eyes to drop briefly to his crotch. 

It was apparent he was a big man beneath his trousers and I licked my lips quickly as I imagined slipping my hand down his waistband and wrapping my fingers around him. 

“So, you’ve never done anything like this before?” said Nicola, looking at me. 

“No,” I said. “We’ve fantasised about it but never had the courage until now.” 

“Well, let’s get to know each other a little and then we’ll show you around. 

We’ve got a room that you may find…interesting,” said Paul, his eyes on me again. 


****

We finished our drinks and got to know each other a little, before Paul stood up

and led us on a tour of his home. 

After being shown upstairs, and the rest of the ground floor, Paul and Nicola led us to a door which opened onto a staircase that ran below the kitchen to the basement. 

“Our playroom,” Paul said proudly as we reached the bottom of the stairs. 

Matthew whistled under his breath and I felt another tingle of anticipation between my thighs. 

A huge circular bed with rich red silky sheets stood on a plinth of steps in the far corner. 

Erotic paintings of men and women hung from the walls and in another corner stood a small bar complete with bar stools and a wall of spirits. 

My nipples hardened as I spotted a swing hanging from the ceiling. I’d seen sex swings in films but never in real life and hoped I would get to use it while we were with Paul and Nicola. 

“Take a seat,” said Paul gesturing at a seating area, complete with single armchairs and full sofas. “I’ll get us all another drink and put some sounds on.” 

Nicola slumped into a leather two seater and patted the cushion next to her. “You join me, Matthew.” She said, smiling at my husband. “If you want to, of course.” 

Matthew looked at me, and I smiled. “Go on,” I said, feeling a brief sucker punch of jealously in my belly. 

I lowered myself into another sofa and watched as my husband took his seat next to Nicola, their thighs touching and my husband’s face flushing red with excited blood. 

The room filled with music and I glanced over at Paul who was on his way back from the bar with our drinks. 

“I hope you like Aerosmith,” he said. “We find it’s just the right tempo to get acquainted to.” 

I smiled and watched him as he passed his wife and my husband their drinks. 

He turned to me and nodded at the empty space next to me. “May I?” he asked, a sexy smile curling up the edges of the lips and his eyes twinkling with fun. 

“Of course,” I said, shuffling slightly to my right to give him more space. 

Paul sat down and I caught Matthew’s eye. He smiled at me and I noticed that

Nicola’s fingers were resting on his inner thigh, moving slightly as she rubbed the fabric of his jeans. 

I returned his smile, but felt nervous butterflies filling my stomach as I realised what was about to happen. 

I was about to watch my husband with another woman while I was with another man. 

My breath caught in my throat as I felt a large hand wrap gently around my thigh. I turned my head to look at Paul, and he smiled. “Is it okay if I do that?” 

he asked. 

I nodded slowly. “Yes,” I half spoke and half whispered. “It’s fine.” 

I took a sip of my wine and looked at Matthew and Nicola. 

“Just relax,” said Nicola, smiling at me. “Enjoy yourself. That’s why you’re here, right?” 

I took another long sip of my Dutch courage and returned her smile. “Yes,” I said. “That’s why we’re here.” 

Nicolas hand was almost at the top of Matthew’s thigh and I could see that he

was erect. The bulge in his jeans was obvious to anybody who looked. 

His eyes were glazed over and he tentatively put an arm around Nicola’s shoulder, raising his eyebrows at me and grinning. 

Paul’s hand tightened on my thigh and I turned to him again. His eyes bored into me and I felt myself melting as he leaned into me, his full lips opening in readiness to kiss me. 

I forgot any doubts I may have had and leant towards him, moving an arm and placing it around his neck as our lips met. 

I sighed deep in my throat as his hand found my face and cupped my chin while his tongue began probing my mouth. 

He smelt masculine, and his kiss was confident and strong as I allowed myself the freedom to respond how I wanted to. I tried to put Matthew and Nicola out of my mind as we kissed, so I could concentrate on Paul. I knew I would have plenty of time to watch them as the night progressed. 

Paul lifted his hand from my dress and I felt the warm touch of his flesh on mine as he forced it under the hem and up over the top of my stockings. 

I groaned as he kissed me deeper and I parted my legs a little to allow him access to my excited pussy. 

I shuddered as a finger grazed the moist fabric of my panties and instinctively opened my thighs even further, inviting him to do as he wished. 

He made an appreciative sound and kissed me harder as he slowly peeled my panties to the side, with a finger. 

Anticipation flooded me and I felt my pussy quivering as I waited for his touch. 

My clit throbbed and the pulse in my groin thudded as my excitement rose. 

I gasped as a finger wriggled past my slippery lips and found my entrance, pushing gently inside me, sliding easily in to my wetness. 

Paul moved his head from mine, breaking our kiss. “Shall we take this to the bed?” he said, speaking to all three of us. 

I looked over at my husband and was shocked to see his cock in Nicola’s hand. 

His face was a mask of pleasure as she squeezed him playfully. 

“I’m ready for the bed,” she said, teasingly. 

“Me too,” said Matthew, pushing his hips off the sofa, forcing his dick into

Nicola’s hand. 

“We can see that, Matthew,” I giggled, as Paul withdrew his hand from under my dress. 

My clit throbbed harder as Paul took his finger to his mouth and sucked my juice from it in a long slow sensual movement. “You taste good,” he said. 

He stood up and offered me his hand. “Come on,” he said. 

I took his hand and allowed him to lead me across the room to the large circular bed. 

Matthew and Nicola followed us, giggling together and holding hands like Paul and I were. 

We stopped at the bottom of the three steps that led up to the huge bed, Paul moved behind me and I felt his fingers unzipping my dress and hooking it off my arms. 

I allowed him to slip it down over my thighs and I stepped out of it, aware that everyone else was still clothed. 

A hand grabbed my ass cheek roughly and Paul pushed me up the stairs. “Come

on,” he growled. “I can’t wait much longer.” 

I crawled onto the bed and turned onto my back. Nicola and Matthew were in the process of undressing and Paul began taking his clothes off, exposing his beautifully toned chest as he pulled his T-shirt over his head. 

His body was amazing. He lowered his trousers over muscular thighs and threw them aside before slipping his thumbs under the elastic waistband of his boxer shorts. 

I watched open mouthed as he slowly removed them and his cock sprung out in front of him, erect and impressively large. 

Matthew watched too and I saw him lick his lips nervously as he realised what his wife was about to be getting. 

“Wow,” he said. “You’re going to enjoy that babe.” 

“I’m going to enjoy yours too,” said Nicola, stepping out of her panties and grabbing Matthew’s hand. “Come on, Matthew. On the bed.” 

Paul got onto the bed before them and we moved to the left leaving a huge amount of space for Matthew and Nicola. 

Matthew’s cock twitched with excitement as Nicola lay down next to him and took his balls in her hand. 

I looked away and focussed on Paul. I had my own cock to pleasure. A big one. 

My first big cock. 

Paul smiled at me and kneeled down next to me, his dick high in the air in front of him and his heavy shaved balls hanging low between his thighs. 

“Let’s get your bra and panties off huh?” he said, reaching for my bra clasp as I turned my body so he could access it. 

My tits tumbled free as he removed my bra and as I turned to face him again he stared at them, his eyes shining and his mouth open. “Beautiful,” he said. “Now for the panties.” 

He took my panties in his large hands and began sliding them over my legs as I lifted my ass off the bed to help him. I glanced at Matthew who was watching me get stripped, and smiled. “Are you having fun?” I asked. 

He looked down at Nicola’s head which was sliding up and down his cock as she sucked him. “Oh yes,” he said, smiling. 

“Wow,” said Paul as my panties slipped over my feet and I spread my legs again. 

“Fucking beautiful.” 

Both Paul and Matthew stared at my pussy which pulsated under their gaze. I’d left a thin strip of neatly trimmed hair above the top of my gash and the rest was hairless. 

“I can’t wait to taste it,” said Paul as he manoeuvred between my legs, placed his hands on my thighs and lowered his head. 

I sighed as his hot breath tickled the inside of my legs and his tongue traced a warm trail up my thigh towards my pussy. 

Matthew reached out with a hand and I took it in mine. We watched each other as we were licked and sucked by Paul and Nicola. 

I groaned as Paul’s hot tongue made contact with the soft folds of skin and parted them as he plunged it into my hole. 

I let go of my husband’s hand and placed my fingers on the back of Paul’s head, pulling him deeper into me as he sucked, licked and occasionally nibbled my sex. 

He worked on me like an expert, his hands caressing the soft skin of my ass cheeks and his tongue performing miracles over my clit and deep inside me. 

He made the occasional sound of pleasure as he worked, and I pressed my

mound hard into his face, pressing my clit against him, needing the pressure to alleviate its heavy throbs. 

Matthew groaned on the bed next to me as Nicola took him all the way into her throat and his eyes rolled into the back of his head as she tugged at his balls with her fingers. 

This couple knew how to perform oral sex - that was for sure. 

I ground myself hard against Paul, searching for release, my fingers tugging at his hair and my ass bucking off the bed. 

Just as the sensations between my thighs neared a crescendo, Paul lifted his head and knelt again. “My turn,” he said, gripping his thick cock in his hand and positioning himself next to my head, facing his wife, and my husband. 

I reached out and wrapped my fingers around his throbbing penis. It was wide, oh so wide. It felt masculine and powerful in my hand, and I allowed myself a few seconds to feel the heavy pulse against my skin before gently squeezing it and sliding my hand slowly down its length, towards Paul’s toned stomach. 

I opened my mouth and directed the big bulbous purple head towards my eager tongue, desperate to taste the large drop of pre-cum which was welling from the large slit. 

My tongue made contact with the tip of his cock and Paul moaned with pleasure

as I licked him, savouring the salty taste of his virility in my mouth. 

Matthew and Nicola were making their own sounds of enjoyment behind me, and I could hear the sound of a wet pussy being fingered. 

I opened my mouth wide to accept Paul’s girth and slowly began swallowing him. The musty smell of his excitement permeated my nostrils, and I looked up at him with wide eyes as I swallowed him. 

He gazed back at me with glazed eyes and put a hand on the back of my head, pushing me further onto his length. 

“Suck him, Katie,” said Matthew from behind me, “Take him all the way in.” 

I wriggled my ass at Matthew in answer, and forced myself deeper onto the nine and a half inches that was half way into my face. 

It was the biggest cock I’d ever had in my mouth and it was exciting me in ways that I’d never known. My pussy was dribbling juice which I could feel smeared on my inner thighs, warm and silky. 

I took more of him in, inch after fat inch until my lips made contact with his body. 

I moaned on his cock which made him jerk in my mouth and throat, causing me to gag a little which flooded my mouth with hot saliva. 

Paul gasped as my spit covered the head of his cock and he grabbed my hair, tugging me off him. 

“Bend over,” he commanded, his slippery dick in his hand. “Face your husband. 

I’m going to fuck you now.” 

I did as he asked and quickly flipped myself over, putting my ass high in the air for him. 

Matthew winked at me and I smiled back, my face shining with saliva and pre-cum. 

Nicola smiled at me too. “Enjoy it,” she said. “Paul’s got quite the reputation for making women scream.” 

“Good,” I said. “Make me fucking scream Paul.” 

Nicola reached out and took my hand in hers. “Have you ever tasted a woman?” 

she said. 

I let out a gasp as Paul nudged my cunt with the wide tip of his cock, and

reached for Nicola’s leg. “No, I haven’t, but I want to,” I said. 

Nicola released my other hand and let go of my husband’s dick. She opened her legs and shuffled to a position in front of me that gave me a view of her beautiful smooth pussy that shone with her juice. 

Paul began pushing into me and my eyes opened wide as my pussy stretched to accommodate him. I’d never felt so full before and he was only an inch or two inside me. 

The smell of Nicola’s excited sex made my blood rush and I placed a finger on her soft folds of skin, pulling her apart and opening her hole for my tongue. 

Matthew moved to the side of Nicolas head and she took him in her mouth, licking and sucking him with loud sounds of delight in her throat. 

Paul pushed into me further and I leaned my head forward gently running my tongue up the length of Nicolas gash, relishing the taste and enjoying the sounds she made as I tasted her. 

 My first big cock and my first woman – all in one night. 

I groaned loudly as Paul rammed himself into me hard, forcing my face hard onto his wife’s cunt. 

The big dick withdrew a little and Paul rammed it home again, the tip hitting me somewhere deep inside, making me scream from the mix of pain and deep, deep pleasure. 

Nicola was right, he could make women scream. 

I burrowed my tongue deep into Nicola, enjoying the fragrant aroma of her juice in my nostrils and the taste of it in my mouth. No wonder Matthew liked eating me out, if this is what I tasted and smelt like. 

Paul began fucking me harder and his big hands gripped my ass cheeks roughly, spreading them wide, allowing him more room to use his size. 

I sucked hard on Nicolas cunt as her husband fucked me harder than any man had ever fucked me. My breath came in short sharp gasps as he impaled me over and over again on his length, his heavy balls slapping against me and his hands spreading me wider. 

I shuddered with delight as Nicola started groaning that she was going to come. 

I concentrated my tongue on her clit, pressing it hard, feeling her pussy clamping tight on a finger which I inserted, pushing it as far in as I could. 

I finger fucked her and nibbled her clit as she came on my face with loud groans and moans forcing herself harder onto my face. 

“Oh fuck,” said Matthew, as Nicola wiped a finger through her wet pussy and held it up to his mouth for him to taste. 

He sucked on her finger, his eyes glassy with lust as Nicola continued to suck his cock. 

“Fuck me, Matthew,” said Nicola. “While Paul fucks your wife.” 

Nicola moved away from my face and bent over so her face was in front of mine. 

I looked up at Matthew as he got into position behind her and slipped his cock into her. I gave him a smile as I leaned forward to kiss Nicola, her lips soft and full against mine and her breath sweet in my mouth. 

With a loud thwack of flesh, Paul slapped my ass cheek hard as he fucked me, making me wince push back harder onto him. 

My pussy was a tangle of nerves firing off simultaneously as he stretched me wide and hit me deep. 

I moaned into Nicolas wet mouth as she sighed into mine, each of us enjoying the other’s husband’s cock. 

I reached under my belly and found my clit with a finger. I pressed the hard little bud and nearly came immediately, feeling my cunt tightly grasping the big cock inside me. 

I rubbed harder and felt my orgasm approaching in a tidal wave of ecstasy. 

Nicola stroked my cheek with a hand as my orgasm started and I kissed her hard, my tongue deep in her mouth. 

As I came, I writhed on the huge cock that fucked me, rubbing my clit frantically and wishing Matthew was as big as Paul. 

I pulled away from Nicola and looked up at Matthew. “I’m coming on a big dick,” I moaned through gritted teeth. “Just like you fucking wanted.” 

Matthew grunted and thrust harder into Nicola, “I’m coming,” he said, his face twisted with pleasure. 

Nicola pushed back hard onto him. “Fill my cunt with your cum,” she demanded. 

Paul pushed deeper into me and I felt another orgasm building inside me as the first one was only just beginning to fade. 

“Oh fuck,” I screamed as I came again, my clit pulsating and my pussy clamping

hard on Paul’s beautiful cock. 

Paul slapped my ass hard and pulled his cock out of me quickly. “Open your mouth, Katie,” he said, as he began stroking himself to orgasm. 

I opened my mouth wide and inserted a finger in my pussy, still reeling from two orgasms in a row. 

Paul placed the tip of his cock against my lips and I grabbed his balls, with my free hand squeezing and massaging them, helping him achieve his climax. 

A hand grasped my hair from behind and roughly pulled my head backwards. 

“Swallow it all,” said Nicola, as she tugged harder, forcing my head further back. “Swallow all his cum.” 

I groaned as the first powerful spurt of thick hot cum hit the back of my mouth and slid down my throat in a warm river of lust. 

Spurt after spurt filled my mouth and I squeezed Paul’s balls hard, milking every last drop that I could from him and eagerly swallowing it all. 

Finally, the last drop dribbled from the end of his swollen penis, and I took him in my mouth and sucked him clean, as his cock began to soften. 

“Fuck,” he said, as I finally moved my head away and lay back on the bed, next to Nicola, who was bringing Matthew’s cock back to life again with an expert hand. “Fuck that was good.” 

Nicola laughed. “And it’s only the start of the night,” she said. “There’s plenty of time left to get even dirtier.” 


****

The next morning, as we said our goodbyes, my cunt sore and my belly full of both men’s cum, Paul handed us an envelope. 

“It’s an invite to our next party,” he said, winking. “Its next month and there should be over twenty people coming. We’d love to see you two here.” 

Matthew looked at me and smiled. “Well?” he said. 

I remembered the look on Matthew’s face as he fucked Nicola and remembered how good Paul’s cock had felt inside me, and knew I wanted more. 

“You can count us in,” I smiled. “As long as I can get fucked in that swing you’ve got.” 

The End
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