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Chapter One

I lean on the kitchen counter and watch the two men as I sip my coffee. They couldn't be more different, but are best friends nonetheless. Simon is slim, of average height, and as white as a milk bottle, whereas Francis is tall, very well built, and his rich black skin makes my husband look like I've kept him locked indoors for the six summers since we got married. 

They swim lazily around the pool, and I remind myself how lucky I am to have a husband who earns enough to keep us living the life we've become accustomed to. The cars on the drive, the five-bedroom house, and the back-garden swimming pool were all pipe dreams when Simon started his business, but with his hard work and perseverance he finally got what he'd always wanted. 

I hear a beep behind me. It's Simon's phone. Rather than taking it out to him and risking sunburn, I pick it up and sneak a peek at the message. It's a client asking about the progress of the website Simon's building for him. 

He'll have to wait. It's Sunday, and I know full well that if I tell my husband he'll drop what he's doing and come inside to deal with it. He hardly ever takes time off, and with his friend staying at our house for the weekend, I'm not about to spoil his fun. The client can wait until tomorrow. 

I scroll through his messages. Not to be nosy, just out of boredom. It's a funny feeling to be bored when surrounded by all the gadgets that money can buy, and I make a note to myself that I must make sure I don't begin taking our money for granted. There was a time when we couldn't afford to put fuel in our run-down car, and I can remember being a lot less bored back then. 

I pause on the messages from Francis and scroll through them. It's nice to see the conversation arranging his stay at our home. They haven't seen each other for

over a year, and had begun drifting apart. Simon was really happy when Francis had contacted him. 

I stare open mouthed at the screen as I scroll to the last few messages. They were sent last night, and the time of the messages shows that the conversation happened while we were all in bed. 

I can't believe what I'm reading, and I blush as I realise my clit is tingling. I stare out of the window at Francis and my husband. I'd have never have guessed in a million years that the messages I'm reading are to and from the two men. From my husband to his friend. His big black friend. 

I read the messages again, a little slower this time, my nipples rock hard and my mouth dry. 

Francis's message is first. 

 Keep it down in there, mate. It's not fair. I want a go on her. 

I was sure we'd kept it quiet last night. I was fully aware that Francis was in the bedroom next to ours, and I don't remember moaning too loudly. The reply from Simon came a few minutes later, presumably when we'd finished. 

 I told you. She's not that type of girl. If she wanted to you know I'd let you fuck her. You'll have to listen and imagine! 

If I wanted to he'd let me? I study Francis through the window again. He's walking around the pool with a beer in his hand. Oh, I want to alright. He's perfect, and I've been fully aware of the shape of his cock in his tight swimming shorts ever since he put them on. From what I can see, it's not only Francis's muscles that are big. 

Francis replies again. 

 We'll see. Let's get her drunk tomorrow night and see what sort of woman she is. 

My husband agrees. 

 OK. A few wines might loosen her up but don't expect miracles. She's pretty strait laced. 

Strait laced. That's just code for boring. I'm not boring, or at least I don't think I'm boring. I put my husband's phone back where I found it and look out of the window. You want to share me with your friend, Simon? Bring it on. 

I'll show my husband that I'm not boring. 

Francis glances towards the window and I wave at him. He replies by lifting his beer bottle in my direction and smiling before turning back to my husband and continuing their conversation. 

I slide a hand down my belly and beneath my shorts and underwear, finding my burning hot wet slit. I'm more excited than I've ever been, knowing that Francis wants to fuck me, and my husband is more than willing to allow it to happen. 

I watch Francis's body as he moves, and imagine his big arms wrapping around me as he stuffs his cock into my pussy. My finger moves quickly in circles over my slippery clit, and I bite my bottom lip as my legs buckle and I come, my breathing fast and my moans loud. 

I'm going to be fucked by Francis tonight. Whatever it takes. 

Chapter Two

Simon and Francis are in the living room playing Grand Theft Auto on the Playstation, and I'm in the shower making myself ready for what I hope is going to be my first ever threesome, and my first ever black dick. 

After my shower, I sit on my bed drying my hair and wondering how I'm going to make it happen. The men said they were going to get me drunk, but I don't need alcohol to break through any inhibitions — I have none. I want it as badly as the men seem to. I'll gladly drink a few glasses of wine though, and go along with their plan. 

I curl my auburn hair and slip into my lilac underwear, the set that Simon loves. 

A little makeup gives me more confidence, and I slide a short skirt up my thighs that compliments my tight t-shirt. I don't want to look over dressed -- I don't want Simon wondering why I'm not in my normal Sunday night clothes. Luckily for me, I've always worn short skirts and t-shirts. Maybe that's what's attracted my husband's friend to me in the first place. 

I make a few final adjustments to my hair and take a deep breath. I'm ready to be shared by my husband, and I hope to god that the messages my husband sent to Francis were sincere. I whisper under my breath as I close the bedroom door behind me and head down the stairs. "Please share me, Simon." 

I walk straight into the living room when I get downstairs and smile as the two guys look me up and down. "Enjoying yourselves?" I ask, taking a seat on the leather chair opposite the sofa they're sharing. 

Francis sneaks a glance at my exposed thighs, and a small shudder runs the length of my spine. I can see the lust in his eyes. Maybe it's been there all weekend and I was just too naïve to notice. He takes a quick sip of beer and

nods. "Yeah, it's been a great weekend," he says. "Are you joining us for a drink?" 

I lick my bottom lip. "Why not?" I say. "I'll get myself a glass of wine, do you two want another beer?" 

Simon briefly takes his eyes from the game on the TV screen and looks at his bottle. "I'm alright for now, Emma." 

"Me too," says Francis, examining his own bottle. 

I push my tits out a little as I stand up, aware that my nipples are pushing at my bra and t-shirt. "Okay, just a wine for me then." 

I can almost feel Francis's eyes on my arse as I walk in front of the TV and make my way out of the room. I pause when I get into the hallway, and listen. 

Francis speaks quietly, but not quietly enough for my ears. "Fucking hell, mate. I have to fuck her." 

I hear the clack of the game controller being put on the coffee table as Simon finishes up playing. "Like I said earlier. She's never going to do it, she's not like that." 

"Let's ask her." 

Simon laughs. "Fuck off you idiot. I don't want her to think I'd let other men fuck her. That's a sure-fire way to a divorce, and I happen to love my wife. 

You're just going to have to hope that for some fucked up reason, she asks us." 

 I love you too, sweetheart, but oh my god, I'd love to fuck your friend. 

"Like that's going to happen." 

"Well, you're just going to have to use your imagination. I'm not risking my marriage because you want to dip your dick in my wife." 

I'm on fire. My whole body is gently trembling, and my head is light and fluffy. I feel as if I'm having an out of body experience as I walk back into the room and clear my throat. I'm not even going to bother pretending to get drunk, if my husband doesn't mind me fucking his friend, then I don't mind doing it. 

"Listen," I say, my stomach crawling with anticipation and anxiety. "I read the messages you two sent to each other last night, and I just heard what you were talking about. I'm going upstairs now, and you're both welcome to come and fuck me." I stare at my husband. "Please share me with Francis, Simon." 

I leave the two men staring at me with wide eyes, and leave the room, taking the stairs quickly as I try and control my nerves. I'm shaking, it's hard to breathe, and I wonder what just came over me. 

I sit on the edge of the bed and clasp my hands together to stop them shaking. I hear footsteps on the stairs and then Simon appears in the doorway, his face flushed red and an obvious erection in his shorts. He smiles at me and raises his eyebrows. "Are you sure about this, Emma? You didn't just say that because you were angry about the messages?" 

I uncross my legs and part my thighs, revealing my panties. I peel them to the side and beckon Simon closer with a finger. "Feel how wet I am, babe." I tease. 

Simon moves quickly across the room and forces a finger into my hole. I moan and arch my back as he slides deep inside me. He leans forward and kisses me, his tongue urgent in my mouth. I push myself onto his finger and gyrate my hips, juice trickling from my pussy and my nipples painfully hard. I pull my face from his and look him in the eyes. "Get Francis up here, Simon. I want to be fucked by you both." 

Simon smiles and shouts over his shoulder. "Come on up, Francis. It's on!" 

My husband continues fingering me as we wait for Francis. I reach for the waistband of his shorts and begin lowering them just as Francis enters the bedroom. Simon's cock springs free and he slides his shorts and underwear the rest of the way down his legs, slipping his finger from my hole and sucking my slickness from it. 

Francis approaches us, and I spread my legs wide, lowering myself onto the bed. 

"Come on then, boys," I say, "do what you want with me." 

Simon removes his t-shirt and Francis begins undressing too. I lick my lips and wiggle my hips as he removes his clothes, and reveals the cock I've been glimpsing under his shorts all day. 

Simon gasps as he sees his friends hard dick. "Fucking hell, mate. I hope you don't think you're putting that in my wife," he says with a laugh. 

I giggle and slide my wet panties down my legs, flicking them off my foot as I rub my clit with a finger. "Don't be rude, Simon," I tease. "You told Francis to make himself at home when he arrived. He's more than welcome to put that big black cock in me." 

Both men stand naked at the bottom of the bed, gazing down at me as I rub my clit and lift and drop my arse on the bed. "I knew you'd be up for it," says Francis. "I could see it in your eyes. I told Simon so, but he seems to think you're a bit boring." 

I dip the tip of a finger in my hole and watch with amusement as Francis's cock twitches as he watches me. "In all fairness to Simon," I say, slowly fingering myself, with soft squelching sounds emanating from my slit. "I've never given him any reason to believe I'd like a threesome. In fact, I never knew I did until I read your messages." 

Simon climbs onto the bed and kneels next to my head, offering me his cock. 

"Well, I know now, don't I?" he says, his cock brushing my lips. He looks at Francis. "Come on, mate. Let my wife suck your dick." 

Francis takes his place on the other side of my head and I stare in awe at the

cock that rears over my face. It's a deep black colour with thick veins that shape the skin, and a beautifully large head that dribbles clear fluid as it rises and falls in the air. 

His balls are shaved smooth and dangle low between his legs, gently swinging as he shuffles close to my face. I take each of the men in a hand and can't help comparing how small Simon feels in comparison to the wide girth of his friend. 

Both men are rock hard, but Francis feels more manly, and the size of his cock in my hand makes my pussy flood with warm juice. 

I pull the two cocks over my face until the tips are almost touching and flick my tongue out, licking both men at the same time. Both men make sounds of contentment, and Francis reaches down and pulls my t-shirt up my body and over my tits. He pops one of my tits from my bra and grips my hard nipple between finger and thumb, twisting and tugging it as I lick the underside of his cock while stroking my husband's. 

Simon frees my other tit, and I release the men from my grip momentarily as I slip my t-shirt over my head and remove my bra. I only have my skirt on now and it's tucked around my waist as if I'm a slut who couldn't even wait to get undressed before allowing two men to have their way with me, and I suppose that's a pretty accurate description of myself. 

I pull the men's cocks closer to one another, and as neither of them makes any objection, I rub the heads together as I roll my tongue over them and take both tips as far into my mouth as I can manage, my lips wide and the mingling taste of their pre-cum coating my taste buds. 

Hands grope my tits and I lift my pussy off the bed, hoping someone will touch it soon. Francis obliges and moves his other big hand over my trembling belly

and parts my slippery lips with two fingers opening my hole wide and sending me wild with lust. 

I rub the two men's cocks together in my mouth as Francis pushes a thick finger slowly into my hole, and moan gently as his thumb finds my clit. "She's fucking wet," he says to my husband, pushing his finger the full length inside me. 

"Good," says Simon. "Do you like sucking two cocks, you dirty little bitch?" he says, twisting my nipple hard and making me gasp. 

"Yes," I moan, "I fucking love it!" I take Simon's cock from my mouth and look up at him. "Suck my cunt while I blow Francis," I beg. 

Simon slides off the bed and kneels on the floor, dragging my body towards him until my arse is on the edge of the mattress. Francis slips his fingers from my hole and places his hand on my throat as my husband's mouth clamps tight on my aching pussy, his hot tongue plunging into my hole. 

With his fingers around my throat, Francis holds my head still and pushes his cock into my mouth. I open my jaw as far as possible, and lick and suck him as my mouth is filled with hard black flesh. He tastes so good and I reach for his balls as he slides another inch down my throat, his hand still pinning my head to the bed. I lie being manhandled by such a powerful man, and I take a deep breath as he slips even more of his long length between my lips. 

Francis moves closer to my face and pulls my hand off his balls. He lifts my fingers to his mouth and sucks one of them, soaking it in his saliva. He puts my hand back between his legs and I moan as I realise what he wants me to do to

him. 

The tip of my finger grazes his anus and he lowers his weigh a little, as if to verify that he wants me to finger him. I've never done anything like it with a man before and I'm amazed at how powerfully his cock jerks in my throat as I begin sliding my finger inside him, twisting it gently as I penetrate him. 

Simon sucks my pussy hard and his tongue burrows deep inside me. I push hard onto his face as I gag on his friend's big cock and thrust my finger in and out of his arsehole, enjoying the experience as much as he obviously is. 

Francis groans as I slide the full length of my finger into him. "Your wife's fucking fingering my arse," he says as his cock jerks again in my throat, and his hand tightens on my neck. "She's a really dirty slut." 

Simon moans a response and sucks my pussy harder, my juice and his saliva making sucking squelching sounds that fill the room. He finds my clit with his finger and rubs it in firm circles bringing me deliciously close to an orgasm. 

Francis's arsehole squeezes my finger tight and his muscle begins pulsing. I know what's happening and prepare myself to swallow his load. His cock throbs and swells and my throat fills with hot liquid which I swallow as quickly as it spurts from the big cock. His arse hole clamps tight on my finger as he comes, and he moans and groans as the last of his load coats my throat. 

"You taste good," I murmur as he slides form between my lips and lifts himself off my finger. "I hope you've got more for me though. I want another load in my cunt." 

"There's plenty more where that came from," he says, his hand already trying to coax a fresh erection from his slippery dick. 

Simon lifts his head from between my thighs, his face slick with my juices. "Did he come in your mouth?" he asks. 

I lick my lips and run my fingers through his hair. I grab a handful and pull him towards my face. "Taste for yourself," I say. 

Simon clambers up the bed and clamps his mouth onto mine with a groan. His tongue explores my mouth deeply and urgently and I know he can taste his friend from the sounds he makes. 

I push his face away from mine and look up at him. "Did you taste him?" 

"Yes," moans Simon, his hand stroking his cock. 

"Maybe you can taste him when he's cum in my cunt too. Would you like that, babe?" 

Simon's hand quickens on his cock. "Yes," he gasps. 

I turn to Francis. "Is that big cock hard again yet? I want it in my cunt." 

Francis smiles at me, his cock in his fist. "Yeah," he says. "Open your legs wide, you dirty slut" 

"Open my legs for Francis," I say to Simon. "Hold my legs open so your friend can fuck me with his big black cock. Do you want to see that? Do you want to see my little cunt stretched by a big black cock?" 

Simon moves behind my head and reaches for my ankles. He pulls them apart and towards himself, spreading my pussy wide. "Yeah, I want to see that," he says, his balls dangling over my face. I lick them gently and he makes a soft moaning sound. "I really want to see it," he murmurs. 

Francis gets into position between my thighs and rubs the warm head of his cock over my clit. I press against him and he rubs harder, smearing hot pre-cum on my bud and bringing me to a climax that makes me tremble. "Fuck," I moan. 

"You made me come." 

Simon widens my legs, straining the tendons in my thighs, and Francis bends his fat cock towards my hole. "I'll make you come again in a minute.," he promises. 

"Nine inches of black cock has that effect on most women." 

I lick my husband's balls again and wrap my fingers around his cock as Francis begins entering me, his wide cock head prising my pussy open and his thumb making circles on my swollen clit. 

I jerk Simon off above my face as my pussy is stretched, and my teeth dig into my bottom lip as pain floods through my groin. "Fuck, it's big," I gasp as I'm opened wide. 

"Do you like it?" asks Simon, his cock swelling in my hand as he watches his friend sliding into me. 

"Oh god, yes," I moan. "It's beautiful." 

Simon's cock jerks in my hand and he grunts. "I'm gonna come," he says. 

I tilt my head back a little and bend his cock to my mouth, closing my lips around the tip as I continue jerking him off. His hot seed floods my mouth as Francis pushes deeper inside me, and I come again as my throat is coated with sperm. I swallow everything my husband gives me and slip him from my mouth as Francis pushes fully into my pussy, his balls soft and warm on my buttocks and inner thighs. 

I can feel his pulse on the tight walls of my wet tunnel, and I look him in the eyes, licking a drop of sperm from my lips. "Fuck me hard while Simon watches," I say. 

Simon pulls my feet even father backwards as his cock continues to dribble drops of warm cum that splash onto my forehead. "Go on, mate," he says, "give her what she wants." 

Francis pulls out of me until only the head of his cock nestles between my swollen lips, and with a powerful thrust, rams himself deep again, filling my cunt and making me scream with joy. "Oh fuck, yeah!" I shout. "Fuck me you big bastard!" 

His cock powers in and out of me, my pussy making wet sucking sounds and my clit throbbing as he continues to stroke it under his thumb. My stomach tightens and my arsehole clamps shut as I orgasm again, screaming and shouting and writhing on the bed as my husband struggles to hold my thrashing legs. 

Francis fucks me hard and fast and the tip of his cock strikes my cervix with every other thrust into me, putting me in a place between pain and absolute pleasure. I can't stop coming, and one climax rolls seamlessly into the next, my clit becoming tender and my inner thighs soaking with my juices. 

I suck Simon's balls into my mouth and hold them there while I moan and groan, my whole body shaking and my pussy a mass of wet heat and painful pleasure. 

My toes curl and my eyes roll into the back of my head as I come again, juice spurting from my pussy in an explosion that takes me by surprise. 

The men seem to like it though, and Simon's cock swells to full hardness again as more fluid sprays from my aching cunt and coats Francis's rippling abdominals in a shimmering layer of pure female desire. 

"Jesus, she's a good fuck," grunts Francis, his balls slamming into my arse. 

"Such a tight little cunt, and she squirts. A real fucking whore." 

I try and catch my breath, but my chest is heaving with pleasure. Every inch of

my body is over sensitive, and as Simon's balls tighten in my mouth I come hard again, my toes curling and lights flashing in front of my eyes. 

Francis's cock grows inside me and he closes his eyes as his own climax makes him shudder. 

"Fill her cunt," gasps Simon. "Fucking come in my wife." 

Francis lets out a long loud groan, and the first powerful spurt of hot fluid coats my insides. "Go on," I urge. "Fill me with it." 

He continues pumping his seed into me, and I push myself onto him, making sure every drop goes deep. I look up at my husband. "Remember, as soon as he's finished, you're tasting my cunt." 

His cock twitches and jerks with excitement, and he smiles at me. "Yeah, I will," 

he says. 

Simon continues holding my legs open as Francis empties his balls into me, and when he's finished, he slides from my sore pussy with a satisfied sigh and a slap on my thigh. "Good girl," he says. "You know how to please a man." 

A trickle of warmth runs the length of my slit and down my arse crack. "Go on, Simon," I say. "Suck my cunt and then fuck me." 

My husband drops my legs and moves between my thighs. His mouth closes over my lips and his tongue slithers into my cum filled hole. "can you taste him?" I moan, wriggling my hips and tightening my pussy, trying to force the cream from out of me and into Simon's mouth. 

He makes a muffle reply and continues to eat me out as Francis watches, his cock already hardening for the third time. He places the tip of his dick at my mouth and I suck him between my lips, tasting the lusty mixture of my pussy and his sperm. 

Simon sucks and licks until he can get no more cum from out of me. He gets to his knees and places his cock at my hole, penetrating me quickly and effortlessly and gasping as he goes balls deep. "Fuck, you feel so fucking loose," he moans, beginning to fuck me. 

"That'll be thanks to Francis's big black dick," I say, spreading my legs and licking the underside of the almost hard black cock that covers my face. 

Simon doesn't last long, and he slumps forwards onto me as his load joins his friend's in my sore pussy. I tighten my pussy, clamping him firmly within me as he fills me, his body shuddering on mine as his chest presses onto my tits. 

I grip his buttocks, and continue sucking on Francis's dick as Simon's orgasm ebbs and he slips from me in a river of sperm. 

He lies beside me with a contented sigh and watches me sucking his friend. "I suppose Francis will be sleeping in our room tonight?" he asks. 

I glance at the two men in turn, and smile. "Who said anything about sleep?" I say. 

The End
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