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Chapter One

Robert moans and I try to stop him moving before he comes. My fingernails dig into his arse as his breathing rate increases, every exhale he makes warm against my throat. 

"Slow down," I beg. "Don't come yet." 

His body shudders and I know it's too late. I know he's going to leave me hanging again, unsatisfied, fed up, and needing to use my fingers on myself. 

 It is too late. His cock jerks inside me and he slumps onto me, all his weight pinning me to the bed as he ejaculates. His mouth closes on my neck, and he sucks my skin as he orgasms, his warm seed already beginning to trickle from my hole and along the creases of my arse cheeks. 

I want to shout at him. I want to tell him how frustrated I am, but I don't. Instead I wrap my arms around him and hold him tight, one hand tracing lines along his spine and the other entwined in his hair. At least one of us is enjoying themselves – I should be grateful for that, but I'm not. I'm not grateful that Robert's put on loads of weight which has not only affected his libido, but also his stamina. I'm not grateful that I haven't orgasmed with him for over a year, and I'm certainly not grateful that I know full well he's going to roll off from on top of me soon, give me a kiss on my lips, and go straight to sleep. 

I'm also pretty fucking sure that since his weight gain his cock has shrunk. Not by a great deal, but by enough to make it noticeable, and since he wasn't exactly well-endowed in the first place, it's a little disappointing. 

I hold him until he catches his breath and gazes down at me, a glimmer of shame in his eyes. "Sorry, babe," he mutters. "I just got too excited." 

I manage to form my lips into a believable smile, but it's hard to maintain. 

"That's okay," I soothe. "Don't worry." 

True to form, my husband rolls off me and gives me a peck on the mouth. His head slumps into his pillow and I know he'll be asleep before I've finished cleaning the sperm from between my legs. I rub my hand along his thigh, get out of bed, and make my way to the bathroom. I'll make myself come before I clean myself. I know he won't hear me. 

I close the door behind myself, sit on the edge of the bathtub with my legs wide and find my clit with two fingers. It's just another night for me, and I know I'll have to do something about it soon. I like sex. No I love sex, and the thought of never being satisfied by a man again fills me with loathing for the husband I love. The man I married almost a decade ago, and the man I want to stay with for the rest of my life. But not like this. I don't want to be frigging myself off in the bathroom ten years from now. Something has to change. 

Chapter Two

I can't imagine the small woman sitting in front of me, staring out over her half-moon spectacles has ever had sex, let alone be qualified to dish out advice to other people about the subject. The cheap plastic nameplate on her over-sized desk says differently though – Michelle Davidson – Sex Therapist. 

I think long and hard before answering, and her small eyes study my face as I form my sentence. "No. I don't think so," I say finally, with a small shake of my head. "At least I don't want to. No, I won't." 

She continues to watch me as if waiting for me to say more, and I wonder if the soft seat I'm sitting in will swallow me up if I think about it hard enough. Her gaze is searching, and maybe a little judgemental, but finally she writes something in her black leather notebook and closes it. 

"If you think you can carry on as you are, and you're certain you won't leave him, then that's your prerogative. Many of my clients live happily together without ever having sex again when one of them loses interest." She moves forward slightly in her seat and her glasses drop an inch down her nose. "In your case though, Sarah, it's different. You've told me that you need sex. Good sex. 

It's obviously very important to you and there's nothing wrong with that. It leaves you in a compromising position though. I've seen it before, many times, when one partner doesn't feel satisfied. It invariably leads to cheating in the marriage and or, a total breakup of the relationship. You're only thirty-six, and life without sex is going to become very boring for you if things aren't sorted out between the two of you." 

I won't cheat. I know that. Or at least I think I know it. 

She continues. "In this sort of case, I'd normally want to speak to the other party

and see if there's anything I can do to help them, but if you're sure he won't come and see me, then I can only offer you my advice." 

I slump in my seat. There's no way Robert would come and see a therapist. He thinks anything to do with psychology is a money making scam thought up by charlatans. I smile at Michelle, already feeling like I'm betraying my husband's trust. "I'm sure it'll sort itself out," I say. "I love him and he loves me. That's what counts at the end of the day." 

She nods. "I agree, but only if sex isn't important, but it is to you, Sarah. You need to think long and hard about your relationship with him. If you can imagine a life void of satisfactory sex, then that's absolutely fine, but if not…" She places her pen on the desk. "…well. Life's not going to be easy." 

I take a deep breath and grab my bag from the floor next to my seat. "Well, I appreciate you trying, Michelle." 

I stand up, and Michelle's eyes remain on me as I slip my coat on. She clears her throat and speaks in a softer tone than the one she's been using for the past twenty minutes. "There is another option," she says. "One that may work for you." 

I raise my eyebrows. "Oh?" 

Michelle points at my seat. "Sit down, Sarah, and let me talk to you about the benefits of introducing a third person to your bedroom." 

Chapter Three

Michelle has filled my mind with all sorts of ideas, and she's made me hornier than I've been in years. 

The thought of fucking another man fills me with longing and a deep seated need to be desired. I always enjoyed the first time I had sex with a new partner before I met and married Robert, and the idea of rekindling those old emotions makes me wet between my thighs. 

Now I just need to break the news to the other person in my marriage. The news that either he loses his weight, looks after himself a little better, and damn well satisfies me again… or I bring a new man into the bedroom. A fresh cock which I'll choose myself and enjoy while my husband watches. I do feel bad about it —

sluttish even, and definitely guilty, but I can't help the fact that I was blessed with the sex drive I have. Robert either accepts my proposal, or a divorce may just be on the cards after all. 

I wait until Robert is relaxed and calm before broaching the delicate subject. I crack him open another can of beer, fill his glass and sit next to him on the sofa in front of the football game on the TV. If he actually played football rather than drank beer while watching it, he may be able to help himself by getting fit and losing a little weight. That's never going to happen though. 

I wrap a strand of hair around my finger and place my hand on his knee. 

"Robert." 

He grunts a reply and takes a sip of beer. 

"Robert, are you listening?" 

He looks at my hand. "Not now, babe. The football's on, and I'm tired." 

I take my hand off his knee and roll my eyes. "I'm not trying to have sex with you, Robert. I need to talk to you about something." 

He glances at me before returning his attention to the game. "Go on, Sarah. 

What's wrong?" 

I take a deep breath and remember what Michelle told me. I must be honest with him. "It's about our sex life," I say confidently. 

That gets his attention, and he turns his body to face me. "Go on. What about it?" 

My tongue wets my lips before I speak. "Well, it's not great is it, darling? The sex I mean. We hardly light the world on fire anymore do we?" 

Robert looks a little embarrassed. "You mean I don't. I can't help it. I'm tired all the time and I'm forty now, Sarah. I'm past my prime." 

I shake my head. "It's not your age, you idiot. It's the fact that you ignore your diabetes and you refuse to stop drinking or change your eating habits. That's why you're tired all the time, and that's why you probably feel older than your years." 

"I'm sorry alright, but I enjoy all the things the doctor told me to stop. I don't want to change." 

I know he means it. We've been through it a million times before. I've read book after book on diabetes and told him everything I'd learnt, but still he refuses to make even the smallest of changes. 

I straighten my back and stare him in the eyes. "Well, somethings got to change, Robert. You knew how important sex was to me when we got married, and I'm just not getting what I need anymore. From you, I mean. If it was because of something you had no control over, I could live with it, but if you refuse to even try and change your lifestyle, then I'm going to have to take matters into my own hands." 

He looks taken aback, and sips his beer. "What's that supposed to imply, Sarah?" 

I lean forward slightly and take his hand in mine. "I've been to see a sex therapist." I ignore the scowl he gives me and continue. "She suggested that if you refuse to help yourself, then I need to help myself." I watch his face for clues, but he's still looking at me with a lack of understanding. I squeeze his hand. "I'll take another man, Robert. In the bedroom. I'll have sex with somebody else." 

Colour fills his cheeks. "You'll leave me? Fucking hell, Sarah!" 

"No, I never said that did I? I said I'll have sex with somebody else. The

therapist suggested I do it in front of you, she said it may help you to realise what's going on." 

Robert's quiet. He takes his hand from mine and places it in his lap, adjusting his sitting position so he's bent forward a little. "Oh, right." 

Arousal floods me as I understand what's happening. "Did that get you hard?" I say, my mind reeling. "Have you got a hard-on, Robert?" 

My husband's eyes sparkle, and he smiles. I wasn't expecting the reaction I'm getting, and I'm beginning to think that the trip to see Michelle may have been one of the best decisions I've ever made. He moves his hand and sits up straight. 

His cock is tenting his shorts, and it makes small jerking movements as I look at his crotch. "Yes. I'm hard," he says, matter of factly. "Let me fuck you, Sarah." 

"Now? After I just told you I want to fuck another man in front of you?" 

He nods. "Precisely because you just told me that." 

My heart is thumping hard against my chest wall. Does Robert want me to fuck another man? Am I about to be given permission to have sex with someone else? 

I grab his hand again. "It turns you on? You're not angry?" 

His smile is sexy, and he raises his eyebrows. "Yeah, it turns me on. You just threatened me with something that's been my fantasy since I was a teenager. Of course I'm not angry." 

My nipples sting with lust. "Your fantasy? Why did I never know about it?" 

Robert places his beer glass on the coffee table and puts his hand on my thigh. "I didn't think it would be appropriate to tell you I wanted to share you with other men, darling." 

I shudder as his fingers slip under my skirt. "You want to share me? You want me to fuck other men?" 

His fingers brush my panties and I moan. 

"Yes, I want to share you. Shall I find the first man, or do you want to find him?" 

I lean back into the sofa as my husband's fingers slip beneath my underwear and into my slippery hot hole. "You find him," I gasp, my spine arching and my clit throbbing. 

Chapter Four

"Do I look okay?" I ask. 

It's a Saturday night. For all intents and purposes it's a normal Saturday night. 

Robert has a beer open and I'm sipping wine – but it's far from a normal Saturday night. In fact, it's the most intense Saturday night I've ever had. In twenty minutes a man is going to be arriving at our home. A man I've never met, a man I've never even seen – a man who's going to fuck me in front of my husband and give me what I'm sorely craving. The only thing I do know about him is that his name is Frank, and he's twenty-five years old. That's all I need to know though — the suspense is an aphrodisiac, and I'm enjoying trying to conjure up images in my mind of how he may look. 

Robert looks me up and down again. "I've told you. You look amazing, really fucking amazing." 

I gaze down at my cleavage. It's really trying hard to burst from the top of the thigh length black dress I'm wearing. "Not too slutty?" I say. 

"Well, technically you are about to become a slut, sweetheart," Robert helpfully informs me. "But, no. It's not too slutty. It gets the message across." 

"The message?" 

"The message that you're ready to fuck Frank when you meet him." 

My clit tingles, and if my nipples get any harder they'll burst through my bra and dress. I'm about to fuck a man called Frank. I repeat it to myself. I'm about to fuck a man I've never met before. 

"I've never been so turned on, Robert," I admit. "I'm so wet." 

Robert smiles. "Save it for, Frank, sweetheart. You don't want me getting too horny otherwise I might bend you over and give you a whole minute of a fucking you'll forget within the minute after." 

"You're not that bad, darling. You used to be much better, before you got all…" 

Robert glugs some beer. "Fat and lazy," he finishes for me. 

I giggle. I'm happy because we can talk this way. I'm happy that Robert sees we have a problem, and I'm especially happy that he is more than willing to help me solve it. It can't be many women whose husband's agree to letting them fuck a stranger, and then actually find the stranger for her. I'm lucky. I know that. 

"I still love you. However overweight you are, but until you try and change…" 

He finishes for me again. "You're going to get your sex from someone who can

last longer than a teenage boy." 

His words make me sound like a horrible sex mad woman, but we both know what he means, and we've accepted it. I smile at him. "Exactly." 

The doorbell rings and I suddenly have a flash of doubt which makes me reel. 

Sickness rises and I can barely swallow. 

Robert laughs. "You okay, babe? You wanted this remember?" 

"I'm fine." I compose myself and drink the last of my wine. I straighten my dress and take a seat on the large leather sofa as my husband watches me. We've decided that Frank will fuck me downstairs. I'm keeping the bedroom just for myself and Robert. For the time being anyway. 

Robert places his beer on the table. "I'll let him in then shall I?" 

I answer with a nod and a smile, and Robert leaves the room as I cross my legs and adjust the hem of my dress so it shows off the top of my stockings. I want to look as desirable as possible. It would be awful if Frank met me and didn't find me attractive. 

I wait with baited breath and my heart threatening to burst from my chest. My pussy is tingling, but in the way it does when I'm anxious. I'm sure it will change gear when I meet the man who's going to be filling it for me. 

I hear voices and the sound of the door slamming shut. He's in my house. The TV isn't loud enough to hide the men's conversation, and I listen as my husband offers to take our guest's coat. 

"She's looking forward to meeting you," says Robert. 

A deep voice replies. "I'm looking forward to meeting her too. If she's half as hot as the photo you sent, I'm a lucky man." 

I didn't even know Robert had sent a photo, and I wonder which one. His phone is full of all sorts of pictures of me. Some clothed and some naked. I hope he sent a clothed one. 

"Oh, the photo's accurate alright," explains my husband. "She's hot. She's got the body of an eighteen-year-old." 

The men's voices get closer, and I make a final adjustment to my seating position and push out my tits. Robert appears in the doorway and I stare over his shoulder at the tall man behind him. I try to hide my surprise, and I think I make a good job of it. Frank is black. I don't know why it's such a shock, but it is. He's beautiful too, and I wonder if the stereotype is correct. He's still behind my husband, so I can't investigate his bulge, but I'm sure that if cocks are in proportion to a man's body, Frank is going to be packing. 

It's turning out to be an even better night than I could have imagined. My first time with a stranger and my first time with a black man. A big black man. 

Robert introduces us. "Frank, meet my gorgeous wife Sarah." 

The big black man steps past my husband and crosses the room. He's huge. He made Robert look tiny and he's a fraction under six feet tall. "Hi, Sarah," he says, bending slightly at the waist and offering me his hand. "You look stunning." 

I allow him to take my small hand in his, and I shiver as I feel his strength. 

"Hello, Frank," I say. "You're pretty good looking yourself." 

He laughs. "I made an extra special effort for you, darling." 

I pat the seat next to me with my free hand. "Sit down, Frank. Robert will get you a drink. What would you like? Beer, wine? Something stronger?" 

Frank looks at Robert, whose face is pale. Seeing the huge man sitting next to me, and dwarfing me with his immense bulk must be bringing the reality home of what's about to happen. "I'll take a beer please, Robert." 

Robert smiles his acknowledgement and scurries off to the kitchen. I wonder what I should be doing, but Frank makes the decision easy for me. With a movement that envelopes me in his spicy aftershave and his large arms, he draws me close and fastens his mouth over mine, his tongue parting my lips and his breath warm on my face. 

I sigh as I kiss him, and allow myself to be pulled into his chest. He's eager and impatient, and his hands wander down my back as his tongue probes my mouth. 

My pussy responds to his advances, and I know the heat I'm feeling between my thighs will have drenched my panties. 

My eyes are closed and my excitement increases as I hear my husband's voice. 

"I'll put the beer on the table, shall I?" 

Frank grunts a reply and the vibrations of his lips on mine tickles me. 

I don't even bother to look at Robert. I hear him put the beer down, and I force my tongue deep into Frank's mouth as he puts a hand on my thigh and squeezes my flesh between his big fingers. It hurts, but in a way that makes me uncross my legs and part my thighs. 

Frank accepts my invitation and runs his hand up my inner thigh and onto my panties. I press my pussy onto his fingers and he pushes my panties into my hole, making me gasp. 

I break off our kiss and grab the bottom of his t-shirt. He raises his arms as I peel it up his body and over his head. I glance at my husband who's sitting opposite us, and smile at him. "Enjoying the show, babe?" I ask. 

He nods. "Yeah," he says, his voice faltering. 

Frank's torso is toned and powerful, and the darkness of his skin makes him look

even more imposing than he already is. He's a powerhouse of strength, and I can hardly wait to see what's hiding in his trousers. 

I stand up and Frank looks up at me with a smile curling his lips. I unzip my dress and allow it to fall to the floor, and Frank responds with a quiet whistle. 

"Damn, that's some body you have," he says. 

He stands up too, and reaches for his belt. I kneel in front of him, the carpet soft on my knees through my stockings. "Allow me," I say, moving his hand from his belt buckle and undoing the metal clasp. 

Frank kicks off his shoes as I undo his jean buttons, and I slowly begin lowering them, taking my time as the shape of the erection in his underwear is revealed inch by fat inch. 

Robert makes a sound as I reveal more of it. "Jesus," he says. 

Frank laughs at my husband's obvious shock. "I told you it was big, Robert," he says, with a hint of pride in his voice. 

 It is big, and as Frank kicks his jeans from his feet, I grab his boxers and rip them down. His cock springs from the fabric prison and jerks in the air in front of me. Robert makes another sound of shock and I lick my lips. I've never seen such a perfect cock before. It's long, thick, and a beautifully dark black colour that makes my hand look as white as snow as I wrap my fingers around the throbbing shaft. 

Frank groans as I apply pressure and make a long stroke of the full length. A droplet of pre-cum bulges at the tip, and I lick it off, savouring the manly taste as it coats my tongue. 

I take his balls in my other hand and feel the weight, they're heavy and large, and Frank has trimmed his pubic hairs, making them tempting to lick and suck on. 

I take them in my mouth and continue stroking Frank's cock, massaging the big head as I reach the top. His cock must be at least nine inches long, and is as wide as my forearm. My pussy is juicing up in readiness for it, and my panties are soaked. 

My tongue flicks over the big balls, and Frank makes sounds of contentment, his cock throbbing in my hand and his hands finding my head and twisting my hair around his fingers. I sigh as his cock twitches again, and Frank pulls me upwards by my hair, making me squeal. 

"Look at your husband," Frank says, turning my head to the left. 

Robert has his jeans at his feet and is jerking his cock as he watches the show. I smile at him and he licks his lips. "Suck his cock," he says. "I want to see that big black cock in your mouth." 

Frank turns my head back towards him. "Yeah, suck my cock," he says. I raise myself on my knees and open my mouth wide. 

Frank's cock is wide, but I manage to take the full girth of his head into my mouth. It tastes good, and I run my tongue across it, making Frank moan. 

He pulls my head onto him and his cock slips to the back of my throat making me gag. My eyes fill with tears and I breathe through my nose as I suck on the giant length of hard black flesh. It's huge, and I wonder how my pussy is going to be able to take it all. I move a hand between my legs and under my panties. 

My cunt is dripping with juice, I'm wetter than I've ever been, and I can't wait to see how I deal with such a large dick between my legs. 

I force two fingers into my hole and fuck myself as I feed on the big cock. It's deep in my throat and my lips are stinging as my mouth struggles to accommodate the huge girth. Frank begins making thrusts into my face and I gag again as my airway is filled and blocked. My fingers slide in and out of my pussy and I shudder as an orgasm grows. My cunt tightens, and I moan as I come, juice dribbling from my hole and coating my thighs. 

Frank pulls me further onto his cock and my lips make contact with his body. 

He's all the way in my face and I stay where I am, enjoying the feeling of being so full of a big man. 

"I'm going to fuck her, Robert," promises Frank, sliding his throbbing cock from my mouth and pulling me to my feet by my hair. He's being rough, but I like it. I like being dominated by such a strong man, and by the look on my husband's face, he's enjoying watching it. 

Spit coats my chin and I gasp as Frank turns me to face the sofa and opens my bra. My tits tumble free as he removes it, and I tremble as he wraps his arms around my body and cups my breasts in his hands. My nipples aches as they dig in to his palms, and he rubs his cock on my arse reminding me of what he's soon

going to be giving me. 

I lower my panties and step out of them as Frank massage my tits, his fingers finding my nipples and twisting them. 

Frank kicks my feet apart and places a hand on my back, forcing me to bend over. I lower the top half of my body onto the sofa, the leather cold against my hot skin, and raise my arse as high into the air as I can, as Frank grips my hips and lines his cock up with my pussy. 

The hot tip makes contact with my swollen lips, and I moan as he nudges forward, opening me slightly as the end of his cock enters me. I can already tell just how full he's going to make me as the head of his cock slips a little further inside me. My pussy stings as it stretches, but it's a beautiful sting, a sting that makes me want to scream and shout and fuck Frank with every inch of my body. 

Robert appears next to me. He's standing next to the sofa with his cock in his hand and his balls swinging as he jerks himself off. I stare up at him as Frank feeds more of his cock into me, my pussy stretching wide and my belly bulging. 

"It's big," I mutter to my husband. 

Frank nods and continues stroking his dick. "I can see that," he says. 

I squeal as Frank brings a hand down on my arse, making my flesh wobble and sting. My buttock warms as he spanks me again, and I bite my bottom lip as he slides his cock out a little before pushing it in again. "You ready for it all?" he says, slapping me again. 

"Yes," I moan. "Fuck me, Frank. Give me all of that big black cock!" 

Frank does what I ask, and lights flash in front of my eyes as my body is filled with more cock than I could have ever imagined taking. I scream and bite my lip hard as pain spreads through me, my eyes close tight and my hand instinctively moves between my legs where I find my clit with two fingers and begin rubbing it in quick circles. 

Squelches fill the room as Frank pumps in and out of me, and a sensation grows in my belly that I've never experienced before. "What the fuck?" I shout, my fingers quickening on my clit. "Oh my god! What the fuck!" My orgasm makes my legs wobble and my stomach shudder. I scream again as my cunt tightens on the huge cock, and juice spills from my cunt in long squirts of heat that run down my legs. 

Robert grabs my hair and turns my face towards him. "You squirted," he says as he aims his cock at my open mouth. "You fucking squirted!" 

I can't speak, so I just wiggle my tongue in the air as my husband orgasms and hot spurts of cum splatter my lips and cheeks. I lick up as much of it as I can, and clean the end of Robert's cock as he puts it, still dripping cum, into my mouth. 

Satisfied, he sits down on the sofa next to me and holds my hand as Frank makes harder thrusts into me, his cock battering my cervix and stretching me to the point I think my pussy is going to tear. 

Frank makes grunts with each long stroke of his cock, and my fingers continue stimulating my clit as another orgasm blossoms. I come quick and hard and Robert squeezes my hand as I bite down on my lip and make muffled sounds of pleasure. My whole body trembles and I'm shocked at the amount of juice that is pouring down my legs as Frank churns up my insides and shows me what it's like to really be fucked. 

When I asked Robert about bringing somebody else into the marriage, I'd only expected to have satisfactory sex, but what Frank is doing to me is beyond my wildest dreams, and I realise that I've never really found out what the right type of man can do to a woman. I'm coming over and over again and the sticky sucking sounds that are coming from between my legs are like nothing I've heard before. I'm finally finding out what it is to be a woman, and I'm loving it. 

I let out a disappointed sigh as Frank pulls his cock from my cunt, leaving me feeling empty. I look at him over my shoulder and he smiles. "Get on your back," he says. "I'm going to fuck you deep." 

My pussy stings as I get on my back next to Robert, and he holds my hand again as Frank gets between my thighs and takes an ankle in each of his hands, pushing my knees into my chest and lining his cock up with my aching hole. 

Robert squeezes my hand as I scream. Frank's cock has fully impaled me with one quick thrust into my pussy that's taken the wind from me and made my belly bulge. His cock is so deep that I'm sure it's further into me than It's supposed to be, but as he pulls out and rams me again, I quickly realise that it's right where it's supposed to be — deeper than any other man has ever been inside me, and stretching me wider than I thought my pussy could expand. 

The noises I'm making are a mix of grunts and screams, and my cheeks are warm

with my tears. I squeeze my husband's hand as I come again, and this time I see the clear liquid spurting from between my legs and splattering Frank's muscled stomach. I'd never believed that women could really squirt until my own cunt had erupted in an explosion of pure pleasure, and I realise that Robert's cock is never going to feel the same after being treated to a beautiful specimen like Frank's. 

He pummels me with stroke after stroke deep inside me, and I come again and again, my breathing becoming laboured and my head swimming with emotions. 

My pussy is gripping Frank's cock greedily tight, and he's beginning to make sounds that indicate he can't hold on for much longer himself. I smile at him and take a deep breath. "Give me your cum, Frank," I beg. "Fill me with cum from your big black cock." 

I glance at Robert, who has his stiff cock in his other hand. He's jerking it furiously and looking between my legs. "Go on," he urges Frank. "Give her what she wants." 

Frank makes one long loud groan and I gasp as his cock swells in my pussy, every throb it makes apparent on my tight cunt walls. The first spurt of seed hits me deep and my belly warms as more fills me. His cock pulsates and jerks and my pussy clamps tight on him, milking every drop from his balls. 

Cum spills from my hole as Frank fills me to the brim and I run two fingers through the thick white cream and take them to my mouth, licking them clean as my husband watches. 

Robert's face tightens in lust and his second load flies through the air in a hot arc that splatters on my outer thigh and triggers another orgasm as Frank begins sliding his softening cock from my ruined hole. 

I have cum on my face and body, and copious amounts are pouring from my cunt as Frank withdraws from me. I feel like a slut, and I love it. 

I smile at Frank as he beats my pussy with his semi erect cock, his cock head slamming on my clit. "That was amazing," I murmur, as I stroke my husband's thigh. 

Robert nods. "Frank can stick around for a few hours yet, so the fun's not over yet. Right, Frank?" 

The big black man picks up the beer that my husband left for him on the table and takes a long gulp. He sits down to my left and places his hand on my belly. 

"I've got all night," he says. 

Chapter Five

Michelle smiles. "It sounds like you've taken my advice to heart," she says. 

"How is Robert dealing with it all?" 

"He's loving it," I say, honestly. "He was feeling a little embarrassed about his health problems after seeing what Frank and the others can do. He's lost eighteen pounds and his blood sugar is almost under control. He's like a new man in the bedroom too." 

Michelle looks pleased. "So, are you going to continue bringing other men to your home now you and Robert have a sex life again?" 

I picture Frank's enormous cock and I'm happy that I have such an understanding husband. "I asked him," I say, "but he wants me to carry on seeing other men. He enjoys it as much as me, and let's just say that the men I've met can do things to me that Robert can only imagine himself doing. He can see that, and he wants me to be satisfied whatever it takes." 

"So it's all worked out nicely." 

"Thanks to you. Michelle." 

"No," she says, shaking her head. "It's thanks to you and Robert, and the strong marriage you have. You two will do just fine. I promise you that." 

I know she's right, and I can never thank her enough for her help. As we say goodbye, Michelle gives me a hug. "Myself and my husband have been bringing other men into our home for fifteen years. Believe me when I say that life is going to be so much more fun for you from here on in." 

I know she's right. My pussy is still sore from the latest man we invited home, and in two days' time Frank is visiting us again. 

 I'm absolutely certain that life is about to get better. 

The End
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