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Chapter One

Chris was acting far differently than he did with his civilian friends. He was louder, crasser, funnier, and generally happier. It was good to see. I'd heard so much about his old army friends, but after five years of marriage this was the first time he'd met up with any of them since I'd known him. 

They'd all left the army at different times and gone their own ways, never to speak again until one of them got in touch with my husband and the reunion was arranged. 

Our house was chosen as a base for the weekend as it's near proximity to London offered easy travel access from the four corners of Britain where the men all came from. 

Watching the guys when they first met up after such a long time without contact was a lesson in how friends should be. It was obvious that they had a bond far deeper than normal friendships, and the way they spoke to each other would have made a stranger think they spoke daily. It was as if the five years with no contact didn't exist. It was nice to see. 

What wasn't so nice, but understandable, was the amount of swearing and drinking the men did. They acted like teenagers, not fully grown men approaching forty, but as Chris told me – the army keeps people young, even after they've left. 

It was the last night of the weekend, and the guys were once again playing cards and drinking beer like the world supply was about to dry up. The guys could take their beer though. However much they seemed to drink, not one of them had embarrassed himself. In fact, it was comical to watch as the insults they made towards each other grew more personal as the beers went down. They Were

funny to watch and listen to, and I was happy that I'd agreed to let Chris invite them to our home for the weekend. 

As the night wore on, I left the guys to their game, and went into the kitchen. I had a new book on my Kindle to read, and the kitchen was my favourite room in the house to read in. I poured myself a fresh glass of wine and opened my book. 

The door to the other room was slightly ajar and I pricked my ears as I heard my name being mentioned. 

"It's only fair," said Matt, the loudest of the bunch. "You went through ours, now it's our turn to go through Michelle." 

"Come off it," said my husband. "That was years ago, and none of you were married to those girls. Michelle's my wife, and she ain't that type of girl." 

I sneaked over to the door to listen, and peek through the small gap. What type of girl wasn't I? 

"Are you calling Tracy a slut?" said one of the guys, Paul, with a mischievous tone in his voice. 

Chris laughed. "She took all four of us, Paul. Two in her pussy and one in her arse. You had her mouth if I remember correctly. I'd say that, yes, the wonderful Tracy was a slut." 

Paul laughed. "She was a good girl eh boys? How did we even manage that? It defies physics!" 

The other men joined in the laughter until Chris spoke again. "I'd like to think that Michelle would honour our arrangement, but I don't want to ask her. It might break up our marriage, and that's more important than a fucking gangbang pact that's almost ten years old." 

I blushed as a twinge ran through my clit. They wanted to gangbang me? 

"She's frigid, huh?" teased Jason, the friend that Chris spoke to me about the most. "You landed a fucking frigid wife?" 

Chris smiled. "Michelle's no prude," he said. "She's a proper slut in the bedroom, but I think even she'd draw the line at you three reprobates fucking her." 

"You just don't want to ask her do you?" said Matt, slapping Chris on the back. 

"You don't want us going through her do you? We had an arrangement, mate…

we all put our women forward, now it's your turn, unless you want to break the arrangement, and you know what that means dude… five hundred pounds each." 

"That was years ago!" said Paul. "With inflation it must be a grand each by now!" 

"Boys," said Chris shaking his head, a big smile on his face. "If she was up for it, I'd love it. You guys know that. She's my wife though, she ain't some skank I picked up in a bar like you three did. My girls got class. She's not going to agree to it." 

Images of my husband fucking the other men's girlfriends made my pussy throb. 

How wrong Chris was. Being the centre of attention in a group of men was, and had always been my ultimate fantasy. There was no way I was going to let the chance slip. Chris had said it himself too. He'd love it if I did it. Or was that all just bravado in front of his friends? There was only one way to find out. 

I crossed the kitchen and headed through the door that led to the stairs. I rummaged around in my bedroom drawers until I found what I was looking for, my favourite underwear set, complete with stockings and the tiniest thong known to mankind. After a quick freshen up in the bathroom, I slipped my shortest skirt and tightest t-shirt on and looked in the mirror. 

Yes, I looked like a slut. Just the way I wanted it. If I was going to live out my fantasy, I was going to do it in style. 

I went downstairs and stood by the door to the living room again. The boys were still playing cards and deciding how they were going to spend the money that my husband apparently owed them. 

"I'm going to upgrade my car," said Matt, placing his cards on the table. "A thousand quid will get me the new wheels I want. And a full tank of fuel." 

Chris laughed. "You know I'll pay up guys. A promise is a promise, but it's still

five hundred each. There was never any mention of inflation coming into it." 

"Fair enough," said Matt. "I'll just get two wheels." 

"it's a fucking shame though," said Paul. "Michelle's much hotter than any of the birds we had. I'd have liked to get balls deep inside her." 

Chris threw the empty card pack at him which bounced off his head. "She's used to a little more than what you've got mate!" 

"She's not used to what I've got though," said Matt, grabbing his crotch. "It is a shame though; I'd have liked to have made her scream. She looks like the type of girl who'd appreciate what I've got." 

"Well, you'll have to keep it on your trousers," said Chris, smiling. "I'm not sure it would be a good idea to let her anywhere near that thing anyway. I've got my pride to think about." 

The heat between my legs gave away the fact that my thong was probably wet through, and my nipples ached as they dug into my bra. I wanted it. I wanted to be taken by the four men, and I especially wanted to know what Matt was hiding in his trousers. 

I took a deep breath and pushed the door open. The four men stared at me, and I winked. 

"Well, I must say that I enjoyed listening to your little conversation. Matt, I'm afraid that your wheels will have to wait. No husband of mine is letting his friends down on a deal. I'm all yours guys, but I'm not sure I can do what Tracy did... how did you even manage to get two of you in her cunt and one in her arse?" 

Chris stared at me, his face white. 

"Come off it, babe," I said, crossing the room and standing in the middle of the seating area. "Don't look so shocked. I always told you I liked the idea of a gangbang." 

"Fucking yes!" said Paul. "Get your tits out, darling. Let's see what we've got to play with." 

I looked at my husband. "It's up to you, Chris," I said. "You can either pay them their money or share me with them. I want you to know that I'm more than willing though." 

My husband downed his beer and stood up. He walked behind me and I gasped as his hands found the bottom of my T-shirt and he pulled it up and over my head. He unclipped my bra and slipped it off me, and my tits tumbled free, my nipples as hard as marbles. "She's all yours, fellas," he said. "Enjoy my wife! 

Let's show her what we used to get up to." 

The three other men all stood up, and I moaned as they surrounded me, their

hands all over my body, one of them taking a nipple inn his fingers and squeezing it painfully. 

Fingers found the zipper of my skirt and within seconds it was in a pile at my feet, I stepped out of it as the men continued to grope me, and groaned a s hand forced its way between my legs from behind. There was going to be no sweet foreplay, that was for sure. Big fingers pulled the thin string of my thong aside and found my wet hole, pushing into me as I parted my legs to allow easier access to whoever it was that entered me first. 

"She's fucking shaved her pussy," said an excited voice behind me. 

I glanced over my shoulder to see it was Paul who was fingering me. "You don't want all those hairs in the way when you're sucking my cunt, do you?" I said, my legs buckling as he added another finger to the two already deep inside me. 

A hand came down hard on my arse and I squealed as my flesh stung. "She's a dirty one, Chris," said Matt, slapping me again. "You did well with this little slut, mate." 

Chris kissed my neck and I tilted my head as his tongue traced a hot line over my skin. "Don't I know it," he said. "I'm a lucky man." 

Paul and Matt, stepped away from me and began undressing, while Jason knelt in front of me, running his hands over my stockinged legs, his mouth on the flesh above them, his breath hot on my flesh. 

I placed a hand on the back of his head and drew him onto my pussy, pulling my thong aside for him, my fingers sliding on my slippery folds. 

His tongue made contact with my gash, and I moaned as he licked the full length, his hands moving to my buttocks as he sucked my cunt lips into his mouth and ran his tongue over me. 

Chris joined the other two men undressing and soon all three of them were surrounding me again. Their toned bodies pressed against mine and their cocks digging into my thighs and arse. 

Jason gave my pussy a final long slow lick and stood up, beginning to undress himself. A hand found my thong and I squealed as it was ripped from my body, the thin fabric digging painfully into my wet slit and my hip as it tore. 

I reached down for a cock and found a familiar one. I knew it was my husband's and let go of it immediately, wanting to find one I wasn't familiar with, desperate to feel another man in my hand. 

The man grunted and groaned as they kissed and groped me, and my hand found a thick shaft that throbbed as I closed my hand around it. 

I glanced down, my eyes wide and my heart fluttering. "Jesus," I gasped. "You're a big boy, aren't you?" 

Matt laughed, and his dick twitched in my fingers. "It has been said before," he

said, grabbing my buttock and squeezing it hard. "Come on, kneel down. Let's see how good you are at cock sucking, you nasty little bitch." 

I knelt on the floor, the thick carpet soft beneath me, and all four men gathered around me, their cocks hard and their hands holding their shafts, offering them to me. 

"Bet I know which one she goes for first," my husband said. "And it won't be mine." 

He was right. I loved his dick of course, but now I had three strange ones to choose from. It had been a long time since I'd been confronted with a new cock, and I studied the three men, licking my lips, already fully aware of which one was going in my mouth first. 

Matt's cock was impressive. Impressive and slightly intimidating. As thick as my forearm and longer than any cock I had ever seen in my past, it made my pussy twinge with desire and my mouth fill with hot saliva. 

I ran a finger along its length, smiling as it twitched and jerked. Matt groaned softly and slapped it against my cheek, the heavy flesh making a loud thwacking sound. 

I grasped another cock and looked up to see Paul smiling down at me. It was nice and thick, but nowhere near anything similar to the man's next to him. Matt was the daddy of the group and I was going to make sure he left my house a satisfied man. 

I parted my lips and sighed as Jason got on the floor behind me, pulling my thighs apart and dropping my arse closer to the carpet. He pushed his hand between my legs and my stomach tightened as his fingers found my tight hole. 

Matt's cock brushed my lips, and I licked the wide tip, tasting the pre-cum that seeped from the end in an oozing hot stream of lust. 

A hand grasped my hair in a tight grip that burnt my scalp, and I glanced up to see it was my husband who was pushing my face onto Matt's fat throbbing length. 

I opened my mouth wide but it wasn't wide enough to take him easily. Pain flashed in the corners of my lips and I sucked in air through my nostrils, my pussy sliding on the hand between my legs as I humped it with urgent forward and backward movements. 

Chris pushed my head further onto his friend's big cock. "Go on, Michelle," he said. "Show my mates what a dirty little wife you are. Show them what I get whenever I want it." 

My mouth flooded with spit as the big man pushed himself down my throat, and I gagged as Chris gave me another firm jolt forward, making the men laugh. 

"You can do it," said Jason from behind me, his fingers burrowing deep in my tightening pussy. "Not many women can, but I've got a good feeling about you." 

I spluttered a response and held my breath, relaxing my muscles as I attempted to deep throat the biggest cock I'd ever seen, let alone tried to swallow whole. 

The feeling of such powerful masculinity sliding down my throat was an aphrodisiac, and I whimpered as I came, my cunt tightening on the fingers which rammed in and out of me. My body shook and I moaned as well as I could with my airway blocked by hard male flesh. 

"She's fucking coming already, boys," said Paul, his cock still in my other hand, and his balls swinging as he thrust himself through my fingers, fucking my hand. 

"She's a fucking eager bitch isn't she?" 

Matt's cock swelled in my mouth, and I gagged again as I felt the softness of his pubic hair on my lips. He was all the way in, and I held my head still for a few moments savouring the feeling. My pussy still tingled was my orgasm began slowly ebbing, and I knew it was time to feel a cock inside me. 

Slowly, I slid my face off Matt and he sprang from my mouth in a torrent of spit. 

I sucked in deep breaths of air and looked up at the three men who stood over me. 

"Well done, babe," said my husband. "Not many women can do that. You've made me proud." 

I grabbed his cock, and gave it a slow stroke, still moving my hips on Jason's fingers that continued sliding in and out of my pussy. 

"I need a cock in my cunt," I said. "Jason, you go first, after all, you have been preparing my cunt for me. You've got it all nice and wet." 

I fell forward as a hand pressed hard against my back. Jason slid his fingers from out of me, and within seconds was lining his cock up with my aching hole, the tip brushing my clit and sending shivers along my spine. 

Another hand found my head and pushed my face into the carpet as my arse cheeks were spread wide by somebody else's hands. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to be used by the men. 

Jason slid his cock into me, and I moaned as he gave me his full length, my greedy cunt sucking him deep and my natural lubrication offering him a quick slippery journey inside me. 

His balls smashed into my clit as he began fucking me hard and fats, and the hands on my buttocks pulled my cheeks wider as a finger brushed my arsehole, making it pucker tightly with lust. 

I wriggled my hips as someone spat and warm saliva coated my anus, preparing me nicely for the finger that probed at me again, slipping inside me and making me gasp. I squealed as somebody grabbed a handful of hair and pulled my head off the floor, straightening my spine and holding my face in place for the two cocks that bobbed in the air in front of me. 

It was my husband and Paul who knelt in front of me, and Jason was fucking me, 

so it was Matt that was fingering my arsehole, I realised. 

"Stick them both in," I gasped, opening my mouth wide and lapping the air with my tongue, eager to feel hard cock in my mouth again. 

Chris and Paul placed the tips of their cocks at my spit coated lips and I opened my mouth wide as they pushed into me, their cocks slipping against one another as they filled my mouth with throbbing head. 

Pre-cum coated my tongue and Jason fucked me harder, his balls slamming on my clit bringing me to another orgasm as Matt wriggled his finger in my arsehole, burrowing deeper as I pushed my hips back at the men behind me, wanting them both deeper in my holes. Needing them deeper. 

I sucked and nibbled on my husband's and Paul's cocks and the two of them groaned and grunted as they vied for the best position in my mouth, Chris's cock popping out as Paul pushed himself deep, stealing me from my husband. 

My pussy ran with juice which trickled down my leg in warm rivers, and I could wait no longer. I needed cock in both holes. 

I pulled my head off Paul's cock, my scalp stinging as a hand still held my hair and my eyes blurred by tears. 

"Fuck me in both holes," I begged. "Let me ride Matt's big cock while you three take it in turns in my arse." 

A hand came down hard on my buttock again and I let out a long low scream of pleasure tinted with a beautiful pain. I was a slut, and I was loving it. 

Jason withdrew from me with a sticky sucking sound and hands slipped under my armpits, dragging me to my feet. Matt had already taken a seat on the sofa, his huge cock rearing into the air, and a big smile on his face. 

"Sit on it. sweetheart," he said. "Slide that sweet little cunt down my cock and make me come inside you." 

Chris slapped my arse, nudging me towards his well-endowed friend. "Go on, Michelle," he said. "Let me watch you fuck him." 

"You want to see a big beautiful cock in my cunt do you, babe," I said, grabbing his balls and rolling them in my hand. "My cunt won't know what's hit it. I'm used to your little thing aren't I?" 

My husband smiled. "You won't make me jealous," he laughed. "I can't wait to see you fucking scream." 

I gave his balls one more playful squeeze and clambered onto the sofa, hovering high in the air above Matt's cock as somebody's hand slid the length of my wet gash. "Nice and wet," said a voice from behind me. 

I pushed onto the hand, desperate for my cunt to be filled, but It moved, leaving me rolling my cunt in the air. 

"Just fucking sit on it, would you," said Matt, grabbing one of my tits and pulling me down onto him. 

My cunt brushed the fat tip of his cock and I sighed as my juices ran down my thigh. His cock was hot and hard, and I lowered myself slowly, my pussy peeling apart as the big head began opening me up. 

Jason climbed onto the sofa on my left, his cock still slick with my juices, and I took him into my mouth, tasting myself on him as I took a little more of Matt's cock. 

He was big. There was no doubting that. My clit was pinned tight against my body as his wide shaft spread my pussy so wide I wondered if I had any more space left to give him. 

Hands slapped my arse, and I whimpered as the burning pain of Matt's fat cock opening me up combined with the burning sting of a spanking, sent me wild with lust. I lowered myself some more and my orgasm took me by surprise, ripping through my belly and groin, making me shudder as I moaned and groaned and rocked my body forward and back. 

Jason's cock slid deep into my throat and I sucked it hard, enjoying the taste of pre-cum and holding my breath as I took some more of the huge cock that massaged my tight cunt walls, and sent shivers through me each time Matt's heartbeat made it throb. 

"You're nearly there," said my husband. "Just a few more inches." 

I moaned again as I took some more, the base of Matt's cock widening out and stretching me to capacity, making my clit throb and my arsehole pucker open and closed as every muscle in my body tightened in lust. 

Jason's cock popped from my mouth as I screamed with pain and tried to lift myself off the big man below me. He'd lost all patience with me and thrust himself upwards, smashing his oversized dick so deep inside me that my breath was stolen from me. 

He held me still, my face against his chest and my hard nipples digging into him. 

"Just breathe," he murmured in my ear. "Let yourself adjust for a while. You'll soon be bouncing up and down on it and screaming my name. I promise." 

My breathing came in short fast bursts, but he was right. Something was happening between my legs, something so beautiful that I began rocking forward and backwards, needing more of the blissful tingles of pleasure that threatened to make me climax again. 

It was sublime. Matt's cock had stolen all the space between my legs but had replaced it with the most powerfully masculine length of flesh that a woman could wish for, and it was having sensational effects on me. 

My body trembled and I cried out in pleasure as I lifted myself up a few inches, and slammed myself back down again, my arse stinging as somebody slapped

me once more. 

The ride became easier and slipperier as I got into a rhythm. The tip of Matt's cock hit me deep inside with every downward slam of my body, and I cried out as I orgasmed once more, my whole body a shuddering trembling mess. 

"Fuck me, Matt!" I moaned, much to Matt's enjoyment. 

"You dirty slut," he grunted as I impaled myself on him over and over again. "Do you like knowing your husband's watching you taking your first big cock?" 

"Yes. I love it. I love you fucking me, Matt. You're so much better than Chris. 

Please promise me you'll fuck me again one day." 

My husband laughed. "I'm sure we can arrange that," he said. "Now hold fucking still for a minute. I'm going to fuck your arse." 

I stopped moving. My pussy still contracting on Matt's cock, and his thick length throbbing deep inside me. 

Paul got onto the sofa on my right and Jason moved closer to me on my left. I grabbed a hard cock in each hand and sighed as my husband brushed the tip of his cock against me sensitive arsehole. 

Matt kissed my chest as Chris began pushing inside me, and I jerked the two other men, enjoying their moans and groans as they watched me taking two cocks. 

I held my breath as Chris pushed past the tight band of resistance, and whimpered as he joined Matt inside me, their cocks separated by only a thin layer of tight skin. 

I began sliding up and down Matt's cock again as Chris fucked my arse, his thrusts becoming faster and his hands spreading my buttocks so far apart that it stung. 

"Fucking fuck me," I begged, "fuck me hard and make me come. Both of you. 

Come on!" 

I gritted my teeth as my husband rammed himself deep and Matt began meeting my downward thrusts with long powerful strokes of his own, his cock so far inside me that pain and pleasure became impossible to separate. 

Paul moved his cock close to my face and I took it in my mouth as my husband groaned. "I'm fucking coming," he grunted, slapping my arse hard, and ramming himself deep. 

The jerks of his cock were quickly followed by the heat of his seed filling my bowel, and I came quickly and powerfully as he filed me with hot beautiful cum. 

Matt took one of my tits in his mouth and bit my nipple as Paul fucked my face hard, his balls battering my chin and his hand twisting my hair. 

Chris slid out of me and his cum trickled down my crack, making me shiver. 

"Quick," I said, releasing Paul's cock from my mouth. "Your turn. Fill my arse with your cum too." 

Chris slumped on the sofa as Paul got off and moved behind me. My husband's cock was sticky with his cum, and I scooped some off it and stuck my fingers deep in my throat, relishing the taste. 

I turned to Jason, and took his cock in my mouth as Paul pushed into my anus, his cock already making the tell-tale twitches of a man about to release his load. 

I slammed down hard on Matt again and he bit my tit, the sweet pain spreading over my chest and making me wince. 

Paul slumped onto my back and groaned as he emptied his balls, his cum joining my husband's and warming my depths once more. 

I sucked Jason's cock deep into my throat and gagged as he rammed it deep, his balls tightening on my chin as his own orgasm approached. 

I slid him from my mouth, desperate for him to add his seed to the two other loads that filled my arse. 

"Not in my mouth," I demanded, "quick, stick it my arse and fill me." 

Jason slid from within me, and more cum trickled down my crack, warming my skin and making me sigh in contentment. Not many women could say that four men had emptied their balls in her in one night, but it was soon going to be a beautiful reality for me. 

Jason took Paul's place and his cock slid into my stretched, slippery hole with a minimum of resistance. He began making urgent thrusts immediately and was coming within seconds as I continued riding Matt's big cock, willing him to come too. 

"Come on big boy," I moaned. "Give me yours too. Put it deep inside me, fill my fucking womb with your cum." 

Jason's cum splattered my anal walls, and I put my mouth on Matt's and kissed him deeply as his cock swelled inside me and his breathing became heavier. His lips stopped moving on mine and he gasped as he climaxed, his body shuddering beneath me, and his sperm hitting me deep within, deeper than any man had ever put a load before. 

He continued to come, his cock jerking viciously as he gave me every drop he had, and my pussy contacted tightly as I milked him, desperate to empty the big man, desperate to feel his fertility deep in my belly. 

Jason slid from my arse and I concentrated on Matt, kissing his neck and murmuring my sighs of satisfaction in his ear. "Thank you," I whispered. "That was beautiful. I've never had sex like it before." 

His hand stroked my hair, and I nestled into him, more satisfied than I had ever been. 

Chapter Two

Chris and I stood together on the doorstep, saying our final farewells to the guys as they got in the taxi they were sharing. My pussy still ached and my muscles were sore, but I was happy, and so was Chris. 

"I think you boys should meet up more often," I said, holding my husband's hand tight. "Our front door is always open. Well, all my doors are always open." 

Matt laughed. "Maybe we'll have a reunion every month?" 

Chris squeezed my hand. "You're on!" he shouted. 

As the taxi drew away, Chris turned and kissed me. "Thank you," he said, pulling away. 

"For what?" I teased, moving my hand to his crotch and smiling as I felt the bulge. 

"For being the nastiest, sluttiest, beautiful wife a man could ask for." 

The End
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