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Chapter One

The words come out of my mouth before I can stop them. "God, I want to be fucked properly!" 

Steve stops moving, but his cock is still jerking inside me. I can feel it on the wet walls of my pussy. "What?" he says. "What do you mean by that, Rachel?" 

I dig my fingernails into his arse cheeks and urge him to continue fucking me. I was just about to come, for god's sake. I smile up at him. "I used the wrong word, sweetheart. I meant I want to be fucked like that woman is." 

Steve looks at the TV. The woman on screen is being fucked so hard that her pussy is pouring with juice, and her screams sound like she's not sure whether she's in pain, or in the throes of the best orgasm she's ever had. I'd really like to be fucked like she is, and by a big black cock just like the one that looks as if it could split her in two. 

Steve starts moving again, his cock sliding easily in and out of me. "Mine not good enough, huh?" 

"Yours is perfect," I lie. 

Steve's cock is okay, but it's just okay. Not long enough to hit me deep or stretch me wide, it's adequate for normal sex, but it's never going to give me what I've always craved – the feeling of total fullness and satisfaction. 

Steve quickens his thrusts. He's excited by my words – I can tell. I decide to test how far I can push him, after all – it was his idea to buy a porn film entitled

'thick, long, and black." Surely he must have realised that the sight of such beautiful dicks was going to get me off. 

I tighten my pussy, and my husband groans. "I would like to be fucked by a big black cock though, babe," I whisper in his ear as he nibbles my shoulder. I grab his hair and turn his face towards the TV. "I want you to watch me as my cunt is stretched as wide as that woman's." 

Steve fucks me harder and grunts something. 

My clit stiffens and I push my hips upwards to meet his next stroke. "What did you say?" I ask, unsure whether I've heard him correctly, but praying I have. 

Steve's face reddens as his excitement grows. "I know a black guy with a cock that big," he gasps. 

I say what's on my mind. I'm too turned on not to. "Let me fuck him, baby. Ask him if he wants to fuck your wife. Please." 

My voice is faltering as my orgasm approaches, and Steve rams himself into me as he senses my imminent climax. "You want to fuck a big black cock?" he grunts. 

My cunt tightens and my stomach muscles flutter. I shout out loud as my body

trembles and my inner thighs are smeared with the warm juice that trickles from my hole. "Yes! Yes! I want to fuck a big black cock. I want to be fucked properly!" 

Steve's face tightens in lust as he reaches his own climax, and he slumps onto me as his cock twitches and the first hot spray of his seed warms my insides. "I'll ask him," he moans. "I promise." 

Chapter Two

It's been over a week since the night that Steve said he'd ask his friend if he'd like to fuck me, and nothing has been mentioned since. I didn't really expect him to bring it up again though, and I feel quite embarrassed that I got turned on enough to tell my husband what I craved. 

I didn't even know he had a black friend, but from what I can gather, he's not a real friend - just a guy who goes to the same gym. I want to ask Steve if he meant what he'd said, but I'm sure that he just got over excited in the heat of the moment. I know I did. Even though I'd love to know what it feels like to take a big black cock, I'm sure it's probably best for my marriage if it remains a fantasy I can bring myself off to every now and again. 

We've not even watched the film again that Steve bought, and to be honest I think he's a little ashamed of his cock after seeing my reaction to the ones that the porn stars were swinging about. He's been cutting his pubes a little shorter in what I think is an attempt to make it look longer, and he's been a little rougher as he fucks me – maybe as he tries to make me scream like the women in the film. 

That's not going to happen though, and I refuse to pretend in the bedroom. I'll scream only if it's warranted, and certainly not to massage a man's ego, even if that man is my husband of almost a decade. 

I sprinkle a little more salt in the chilli and give it a stir. It smells good, and the wine I've chosen to go with it is open and breathing on the counter top. I love Friday nights, and Steve is due home from the gym in less than an hour. Then we'll get drunk together and end up fucking on the sofa. It's something we've done on most Friday's ever since we met when I was twenty-two and my husband to be was approaching thirty. 

Now he's approaching forty he hasn't got the stamina he once did, and we're normally in bed by eleven on a Friday night – nowhere near the early Saturday morning bedtimes we could once pull off. 

My phone rings. It's Steve. I almost choke as I answer and he speaks into my ear. 

"Rachel. Get into your sexiest underwear and prepare yourself for ten inches of big black cock." 

He's having a joke. Surely. "Okay, honey. Should I shave my pussy too?" I snigger. 

My heart almost thumps out of my chest as I hear my husband repeating my words to somebody else, then somebody else speaks into my husband's phone. 

"Sure, Rachel. Shave your pussy. I like them that way." 

My nipples harden, my panties dampen, and my voice trembles. "Who… who's that?" I say. 

The stranger laughs. "It's Adam. I'm a friend of your husband's. He's very kindly offered me the opportunity of coming home with him and fucking you." 

I'm not sure how to respond. My vision is blurred and I'm sure I'm swaying on my feet. "He's what?" 

He speaks slowly. "I'm coming home with your husband, Rachel. I'm going to fuck you. I'm black and I have a ten-inch cock. Now why don't you go and shave your pussy like you offered. We'll be with you in an hour." 

The phone goes silent, and I stare at the screen. He's ended the call. I call my husband back, but it goes to voice mail. What the actual fuck just happened? 

I turn the stove off and toss my apron across the kitchen before pouring a glass of wine and swallowing it all. I feel a little calmer now and wonder what the hell is happening. Is Steve testing me? Has he recruited a friend to pretend to be a black guy to see if he has a slut for a wife, or was Adam really a black guy with a big cock who is coming to my home to fuck me? 

If the latter is true, then I'm not going to look a gift horse in the mouth. I rush upstairs, my pussy throbbing hard, and jump in the shower. With trembling fingers, I apply shaving cream to my pussy and begin removing the short brown curls with my husband's razor. 

My clit is hard and my nipples are aching, and I'm not sure I've fully thought through what may be about to happen. I'm about to fuck a complete stranger purely because he's black and has a big dick. What does that make me? A slut? A whore? I don't care what it makes me. The only thing I care about is that I might be about to feel what a real cock can do to me. 

With the last of my hairs removed, I finish cleaning myself before drying myself off and heading for the bedroom. If I have any doubts about going through with it, they are shattered when I glance at the porn film cover on the table next to the TV. 

The cover is littered with black guys with huge cocks, and I lick my lips as I imagine one of the beautiful dicks forcing its way into my tight hole. My pussy is hot, and I run a finger along the full length of my slit and push a finger into my hole. It's dripping wet, and I begin to fuck myself as my thumb finds my clit. 

I stare at the biggest cock on the film cover and I come in seconds, my legs

buckling and my breath quickening. 

With the film back on the table and my fingers wiped clean with a tissue, I get my sexiest underwear from my top drawer and watch my reflection in the full length mirror as I get dressed. The small bra and panties barely cover my pale skin, and my dark hair falls onto my shoulders, framing my face. I wonder whether I should remove my glasses or not, but I keep them on. Steve says they make me look sexy, and I want to look as sexy as possible for the man who's going to be arriving soon. 

I'm shaking inside and out, and I apply a little make-up with an unsteady hand as I ponder how my evening has switched from cooking chilli to preparing myself for a big black stud. I wonder how old Adam is. Young would mean he had more stamina, and older would mean he was more experienced – either way, I'm sure that ten inches of cock is going to feel good, whatever the age of the body it's attached to. 

It's hard to keep my hand away from my pussy. I've never felt so horny, and my clit is aching to be touched. I manage to focus my attention on choosing something to wear over my underwear, but finally decide on nothing. I'll wear just my underwear, there's no point being a prude. The stranger is coming here to fuck me, not comment on how nice I look. 

Time ticks by slowly, and I feel more and more sick with each second that passes. I'm more nervous than the night I lost my virginity to Richard Adamson in his parents bed the night they went to a Tina Turner concert. 

Just as I think I'm actually going to have to be sick, I hear a car pull up in the driveway. I run to the window and gaze down as my husband and his passenger get out. 

My breath leaves my mouth in a low whistle. Adam is gorgeous. He's far younger than Steve and me, and is tall and wide. His hair is cropped tight to his head and he has the appearance of a male model. I hope he's as happy about the way I look as I am about him. 

The two men disappear from my view and I hear the front door click open. If I have any doubts about going through with it I need to act now. I need to tell Steve to turn his friend away and come upstairs and fuck me himself. I don't though, of course. I want ten inches of big black cock inside me, not what Steve gives me a few times a week. 

"Rachel! We're home!" shouts Steve. 

I bite my lip, and look at myself once more in the mirror. I look fine. I'm slim, have a nice figure, and I'm looking pretty damn fuckable, even if I do say so myself. There's nothing to be nervous about. 

"I'm up here!" I shout. "Ready to be used." 

I can't believe I just said that. I'm not even sure where it came from. Used? 

Used? 

It seems to have had an effect though. "He's going to fucking use you alright," 

says Steve. "Aren't you Adam?" 

"Yeah," says Adam in a deep silky voice that makes me weak at the knees. "I'm gonna use your slutty wife." 

It's like I'm actually living the life of a porn movie. One with a crappy script and no plot, but I don't care. I'll act anyway I have to - to get the two men upstairs and into the bedroom. 

Things are escalating quickly, and I hold my breath as the men climb the stairs. 

Footsteps approach the bedroom door and I sit on the seat in front of my dressing table as my husband and Adam enter the room. 

Adam is really huge. Far bigger than he looked from out of the window. His shoulders are broad, and the tight white t-shirt he's wearing looks as if it's been sprayed on to his bulging muscles. He's young too. I'd guess at twenty-one or twenty-two. He fixes me with an intense stare, and smiles. 

Steve steps forward, looking tiny next to the big black man. "So, what do you think, Rachel? Am I good at surprises or what?" 

He looks happy with himself, and as I run my eyes over Adam's body, I can't help feeling lucky to have married a man who's willing to share me with such a fine specimen as the man he's brought into our home. 

I give him my widest grin. "It's the best surprise I've ever had," I say. 

Adam laughs. "We've been planning it for a few days, and I have to say you look

even better in real life than in your picture… and in the picture Steve showed me, you were naked." 

"What picture, Steve? I say, hoping it wasn't one of the really personal ones. 

Adam slips his phone from his pocket and fiddles with it. "This one," he says, approaching me with the screen where I can see it. "I've had a lot of fun with this picture. If you know what I mean." 

I feel the heat in my cheeks as I look at the picture, but the heat between my legs is far greater. The thought of Adam jerking off to my photo is too horny for words. The photo in question is nothing short of pornography. I'm on the bed with my legs wide open and three fingers in my pussy. If a man's going to jerk off to any picture, then I suppose that one is ideal. 

"I'm flattered," I murmur, conquering my embarrassment. "Did it work for you?" 

Adam puts his phone back in his pocket and steps even closer to me. He's so close I can smell his aftershave and see the excitement in his eyes. "I've emptied my balls a few times looking at it," he says. "I want my next load to be inside you." 

Steve coughs. "Now you've met each other, how is this going to work? Do you want a drink or anything, Adam? Or do you just want to get to know my wife a little better?" 

"I think I'd like to fuck her," says Adam. "If that's okay with you, Rachel?" 

 It's more than okay with me. My panties are wet, and my nipples are sore. I want to fuck him so bad it hurts. 

I nod. It all feels so surreal. I feel like a teenager again. "Shall we get on the bed?" I ask. 

Adam shakes his head and points to the floor in front of him. "Get on your knees," he orders. 

Steve laughs. "Don't look at me, Rachel. You don't need my permission. You do what you want to do." 

I turn my gaze back to Adam, and slowly slide myself off the chair and onto the floor below the huge man. He's towering above me, and my fingers instinctively move to his belt buckle. 

Adam pushes my hands away. "I'll do it," he says. "You watch. I like seeing the look on a woman's face when she sees what I've got for her." 

"You're going to like it," says my husband. "I'm a straight guy and even I was impressed when I saw him in the shower." 

Adam's belt buckle clanks as he undoes it, and his zipper opens quickly as he draws it down the front of his jeans. 

He pauses for a moment to kick off his shoes, and I remove his socks as he offers me his feet, one after the other. His skin is a beautiful caramel colour and his flesh is warm under my fingers as I slip off his socks and tuck them in his shoes. 

His feet are huge and I wonder if the saying about the size of man's feet is true after all. I get my answer as Adam pulls his jeans down and his cock head rears from the front of his boxers. 

Steve steps beside me and points his phone at Adam's crotch. "Adam said I can film it," he says. "It'll be better than watching the film we bought." 

The thought of watching myself back on video as I fuck Adam is an aphrodisiac, and my mouth floods with saliva as Adam lowers his underwear and reveals the most intimidating of erections. 

He's fully hard, and the sound I make as I study the long length of hard black flesh makes both men laugh. "So?" says Adam. " Is it big enough for you? Steve said you wanted big." 

"God yes," I mumble. "It's beautiful." 

It is beautiful. It's also slightly unnerving. I'm not sure how I'm going to even fit

it in my pussy. It's as long as Steve had promised on the phone, but the length is nothing compared to the girth. It's wider than my arm, and lined with thick veins which throb each time it jerks and twitches in the air. It's the cock of my wildest dreams, and I'm going to make sure I enjoy every gorgeous fat inch of it. 

Steve moves his phone closer to Adam's cock as I reach out and wrap my fingers around as much of it as I can fit on my hand. Adam sighs as I close my fingers and run my hand down the length, my fingers widening as the shaft flares even thicker towards the base. 

"Jesus Christ," I say, taking his huge balls in my other hand. "I've never seen anything like it." 

"Suck it," Adam demands, stepping closer to me so his cock soars above my head, his balls at the height of my mouth. My glasses slide down my nose as I lean forward and run my tongue over the smooth flesh of his scrotum. He's almost as smooth as I am, but he's left a light smattering of hairs above the base of his cock. 

Adam moans as my tongue traces hot wet lines over his flesh, and his cock jerks in my hand as I begin stroking its full length. 

I gaze up as he removes his t-shirt and reveals sculpted abdominals and a huge chest. I'm about to be fucked by a real man, and my pussy tightens in lust as I take a ball in my mouth and roll it around on my tongue. 

Steve's phone is close to my face and I wink at the screen as I suck and nibble on Adam's balls. My hand glides easily along his cock and I hold the head in my

hand as I reach the tip, and massage a droplet of pre-cum into the engorged flesh. 

Adam thrusts his hips towards me each time I move my hand down his cock, and I begin to move my hand faster as his excitement grows. I squeal as his hands grip my hair and he forces my head backwards. He takes one hand from off my head and bends his cock towards my open mouth, manoeuvring his body so he easy access to my throat. 

I open my mouth wide, my glasses steaming a little as my breathing quickens. 

The tip of his cock brushes my lips and before I know it, he's almost down my throat. He withdraws a little as I choke and gag, but only gives me a couple of seconds to compose myself before forcing himself deeper. 

There's no way I'll be able to take more than half of him in my mouth. Physics won't allow it. His cock widens so much in the middle that I doubt any woman's jaw could open enough to accommodate it. Adam seems to realise this and begins fucking my face with as much cock as I can handle. 

His musky aroma fills my nostrils and he tugs on my hair, pulling the back of my head closer to the floor. He's fucking my face so hard that saliva bubbles from my mouth and trickles down my cheeks and chin. My scalp stings as he pulls my head further down my back, and the grunts he's making are animalistic in nature, and making me hornier as each second passes. 

Steve's phone reappears next to my face, and I swivel my eyes to the right and see him naked with his cock in hand, jerking himself off as he watches me devouring the huge black dick. 

My cunt throbs with passion and I want nothing more than to try and fit the biggest cock I'm ever likely to encounter inside it. 

Fingers fumble with my bra strap and my husband opens it, slipping it over my arms and allowing my tits to fall free. 

Adam takes one of them in a big hand and squeezes it hard, making me gasp. 

He's rough, but I love it. I want to be treated badly – I want to be used as his fucktoy, and he can be as damned rough as he likes with me. 

I gaze up at him as he fucks my face, and make small groans and moans as his cock fills my throat and stretches my lips. 

My glasses steam up and clear quickly as my breath leaves me in hot bursts, and my clit aches as I move a finger down my body and stroke my pussy through my damp panties. 

Adam pulls my head further towards the floor and his cock slips from my mouth, splashing my face and glasses with my own spit. 

"Stand up," he says, already pulling me to my feet by my hair. 

Steve stands next to us, still jerking himself off with one hand as he films with the other. He winks at me as I stand in front of Adam and await his next move. 

"Turn around, Rachel," he says, "and put your hands on the floor." 

I do it quickly. My hands are flat on the floor, my legs as straight as I can get them, and the big black bull is standing directly behind me. 

I squeal as a hand comes down hard on my arse cheek. My flesh warms and I suck in a breath as Adam delivers another slap, the sound of his hand on my flesh filling the room. 

Steve laughs. "That's it," he says, "spank the bitch." 

I moan low in my throat. Being called names by my husband as another man spanks me is surprisingly exciting. 

"Call me a slut," I beg. "Please, Steve, call me a slut!" 

My husband puts the phone in front of my face as Adam slaps me again. "Smile for the camera you dirty fucking slut," he says. 

I bite my bottom lip and attempt a smile, but I'm too turned on. A tearing sound echoes around us and the pain between my legs and on the flesh of my hips tells me that my panties have been ripped clean off my body. 

My panties land on the floor in front of me, and I gaze at the juice soaked pile of

fabric. Fuck. I am a slut. 

"Please fuck me, Adam," I whimper as I feel his hands on my hips. "Stick that big black cock in my slutty married white cunt." 

A hand comes down on my arse again and I bite my lip hard, tasting blood. 

Adam slides his cock along my gash and I shudder as he presses the tip against my hole. My thigh muscles are shaking as I holed my arse high in the air, and Steve has the phone under my body, filming my pussy as Adam begins his penetration of me. 

My pussy widens and I scream as I'm stretched wider than I've ever been stretched before. I look up at my cunt and watch as the thick black cock disappears slowly inside me. Nobody has mentioned condoms, and I'm not going to be the boring bitch who asks to use one. 

My glasses fall down my nose and I dig my fingernails into the carpet as Adam opens up my body. "Fuck!" I shout as he pushes in another inch. "Fuck, it hurts!" 

Steve stokes my head. "Take a breath, Rachel. You're a black cock slut now. You can take him." 

I slow my breathing and fight through the pain. His cock is so fucking deep, and I can see my belly bulging as it slips further and further inside me. His fingers are digging deep into my hips and he's lifting me higher on my feet until I'm standing on my tiptoes, my body a perfect arch. 

More cock enters me and I scream as my pussy floods with my hot juices. Adam withdraws slightly and I surprise myself as I lift my arse higher in the air, pushing myself onto him. "Deeper," I beg. "Ram it deep!" 

He does as I ask, and lights flash in front of my eyes as I feel Adam holding my weight in the air as my legs buckle beneath me. My scrams fill the room, but anther feeling grows in my belly, a feeling so beautiful that my pussy floods with even more juice, and my clit stiffens hard. 

I've never felt so fucking full up before, so completely stuffed full of cock that my whole body shakes, but I like it. I like it a lot, and an orgasm overpowers me as Adam pulls out slightly and thrusts his full length back into my wet depths. 

Juice cascades down my thighs as I come, and Adam slams into me again, his cock battering my cervix and his hands holding my trembling weight. 

Steve says something and the camera appears in front of my face. I try and answer but my words turn into gasps and grunts as I'm fucked so hard and beautifully that I never want it to end. 

Adam's cock is slick with my juices, and I try and hold my weight with one arm as I reach under my body for Adam's balls which are swinging pendulously as he fucks me, slamming into my clit each time he gives me his ten thick inches. 

My other arm can't take my weight and I slump forward like a rag doll, held up only by Adam, who wraps an arm around me belly and continues fucking me as if I weigh nothing. 

My toes slide along the floor each time he hammers into me, and I grip his balls tightly as he pummels me over and over again. 

My husband sits on the bed in front of me, and I moan as Adam drops me to the floor at his feet. Adam's cock slips from my body and the feeling of total emptiness is quickly replaced by the sensation of rivers of my churned juices flowing from my ruined hole. 

Steve points the camera down at me as I kneel in front of him, and he jerks his cock furiously as I look at him and smile. "This is what I mean by being fucked properly," I say. 

He moves the camera closer to me and I purse my lips and blow a kiss. Adam slams his hand against my arse again and Steve laughs as I squeal in pain. "Yeah, I'd say he's fucking you properly." 

I reach for my husband's cock and he releases it as I wrap my fingers around it. 

It's laughably small compared to Adam's and I let him know. "I doubt I'm going to feel this little thing in me again when Adam's finished ruining me for you," I tease. 

Steve moans, and I shudder as Adam lines his cock up with my sore hole again. 

He gives me the full thick ten inches in one long stroke, and I'm thrust forward into my husband's lap, my knees burning on the carpet and my belly bulging with cock. 

My pussy makes loud sticky squelching sounds as Adam fucks me, and I open my mouth and take Steve onto my tongue, tasting his familiar flavour and swallowing his full six inches easily and without my mouth having to open impossibly wide. Maybe small cocks are made for sucking deep, and big cocks are made for filling a woman's insides to complete satisfaction. If that's the case, both men are right where they belong, and I revel in the knowledge that two men are using me at the same time. 

My cunt throbs with ecstatic shudders of lust as Adam rams into me over and over again. My clit tingles each time his heavy balls swing up under me and slam into it, and a warmth is building in my belly that is an alien sensation to me. 

I suck hard on my husband's twitching dick as twists of lust rampage through my clit and groin, and soon the feeling in my belly grows so much, I feel I'm about to explode. I shout out in lust. "Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my fucking god!" 

My whole body seems to tighten, and a wetness floods the entrance between my thighs as I come harder than I've ever come before. "What the fuck!" I scream as my cunt sprays streams of wet heat that cover my legs, and drip to the carpet below me. 

"The slut squirted," moans Adam, delivering another hard blow to the sore flesh of my buttocks. 

Steve grunts as I close my lips around his cock again, and my throat is flooded with hot spurts of sperm which I swallow greedily. I quickly take his jerking erection from my mouth and allow the remainder of his load to splatter my face, coating my forehead and chin and leaving the lenses of my glasses dripping with thick white cream. 

I lick the last droplets of cum from the tip of his cock, and orgasm again as Adam manages to find even more power in the thrusts he's making deep into my ruined cunt. 

Pain and pleasure both vie for my attention as my cunt is impaled by the big cock, and I lose track of how many times I've climaxed as yet another orgasm makes me shout out my joy. "Oh yes! I love your big black cock! I fucking love it!" 

Steve puts the camera in front of my face again and I remove my glasses and slowly lick his seed from the lenses, my body being forced further up his body each time Adam's hard thighs slam into my arse. 

My moans and groans mingle with the masculine grunts of pleasure that Adam makes behind me, until he makes one long sound that's almost a growl, and his cock swells against the tight walls of my cunt. 

"Give it to me," I beg as his fingers tighten into the flesh at my hips. "Cum in me. Cum so fucking deep that it'll be dribbling out of me for days." 

Steve grabs my hair and lifts my head up so I'm staring directly at him. "Take his cum," he says, his eyes boring into mine. "Fucking take it all." 

Heat splatters my insides and Adam's body jerks as he empties his big balls deep inside my pussy. I whimper as my body is filled with his fertility, and I squeeze down on his cock, tightening my pussy muscles, coaxing every drop of seed he has from his balls. 

Sperm is already trickling from my hole and I run a finger along my thigh and scoop up globs of sperm mixed with my juices. I lick my fingers clean, savouring the taste as my husband watches me intently and Adam begins to remove his softening shaft from my worn out pussy. 

As Adam slides from my body, a gush of liquid follows him and I turn onto my back and slump exhausted onto the carpet as my cunt trickles our combined fluids. 

I'm sore and aching, but for the first time in my life I know what it is to be satisfied, and I'm thankful to Steve for making it happen. 

Adam climbs onto the bed and I clamber to my feet and slump onto the mattress between the two men. 

Adam's hard body is warm against mine, and my flesh is a stark white in contrast to his deep ebony. Steve stands up and circles the bed, filming the two of us as Adam's hand slithers across my belly and finds my tits, his fingers tweaking one of my nipples and his cock already beginning to grow again. 

I close my eyes in delight and wonder just how ruined my pussy is going to be by the morning. 

The End
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