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Chapter One

Chapter One

I part my thighs a few inches and sigh with relief as the burning wetness is relieved by the cool air. Two men have taken notice of me and I give them a small smile as they glance past the other people sitting at tables outside the café and stare between my legs. 

My clit throbs as I expose myself to the two strangers, and I catch my husband's eye as he peers through the window of the café and smiles at me. He'll be back with our drinks in a few minutes, but that doesn't mean I'll need to stop my show, it means that he'll encourage me to do more, to touch myself as my admirers become hard in their trousers and wish they could fuck me. Maybe they can. 

Somebody will have the chance before the night is over, and it's my choice who. 

It amuses me how easy it is to get the attention of a male, and as another man spots what I'm doing and sneaks peeks at my naked shaved pussy while his wife taps away at her phone, I thank my lucky stars that I was born a woman. The power of my femininity is something I'm proud of, and it's got me more cocks over the years than I can count. Today I'll add another one or two to the ever-increasing number, and my pussy floods with more wet heat as I imagine the inevitable encounter. 

I wink at each of the men as I close my thighs and lower the hem of my skirt. 

I've caught the attention of a woman, and she doesn't look too happy about my slutty behaviour. It's always women that spoil my fun, and I can't help but smile at the irony that I could probably seduce most of their husbands or boyfriends, if I so wished. 

I turn my attention to my phone. I'll probably ignore the three men from now on, none of them look the type I want to fuck, and the night is still young – there's plenty of men left to tease before I get filled with a strangers cum. 

Peter arrives at the table with our drinks, and I can see by the way he carries our drinks at thigh level and stoops slightly forward, that he's hiding an erection. It's lucky that his cock is so small. It's not hard to hide a thin five-inch hardon in a pair of thick jeans, but it is rather frustrating to fuck a cock so woefully inadequate. Luckily for me, Peter is more than aware of his failings, and actively encourages me to seek out fatter, meatier cocks, whenever I get the chance. 

He sits next to me and slides my coffee in front of me. "I saw them looking," he says, ripping open his complementary cinnamon biscuit. "I bet you're soaking wet." 

I put my phone to sleep and cradle my coffee cup in both hands. "Dripping," I admit. "My cunt's on fire. I need a real cock." 

Peter likes the way I talk to him about other men, and he loves it when I ridicule him about his manhood. "We'll find you a big one," he promises. "A nice long fat one." 

I sneak a hand under the table and squeeze his little bulge. "Good, because if we don't, that tiny thing isn't going near me tonight." 

I look to my left. The two men are watching me, but the man who was with his wife has gone. "Those two want to put their cocks in my pussy and fuck me until they fill me with their cum," I say in a low voice. "But they don't look manly enough to give me what I need." 

Peter's cock twitches under my fingers and he places his hand on my thigh. "Let me feel how wet you are," he says, glancing at the men who are lusting after his

wife. 

I release my grip on his erection and push his hand away. "You know the rules, sweetheart. No touching me until I've come on a stranger's dick. You'll just have to be patient, but I can assure you that I'm soaking wet down there." 

It's my once a month public man teasing trip, and Peter's been doing it with me for almost a year. I can't blame him for constantly trying to break the rules though, he's a very horny man, and if his cock was only a little more impressive, maybe I'd have been able to go two months at a time without finding real men to satisfy me. 

Peter sips his coffee. "Where are we going next, Anna?" 

I lick my lips and look away from the two men. I've got just the place in mind, a place I haven't been to for a few months so I don't become too well known to the men who frequent it. "Donovan's bar," I say, pushing my almost empty cup away from myself. "Let's see if we can't find a soldier or two who need some relief." 

Peter's sigh makes me smile. "Don't worry," I soothe. "You'll be okay." 

Peter hates being around groups of testosterone fueled men. He just doesn't fit in. 

Slight of build and with a balding head and bulging belly, he feels inadequate around men who look after themselves and know how to treat a sex hungry woman. Although I'm no super model, it's obvious to most people that Peter is punching above his weight, and he knows it. He knows that other men see us together and think they have a chance with me, and he knows that a lot of them do, especially on my four-weekly trip. 

He knows I love him though, and I know he loves seeing me flirting and fucking. It's the perfect marriage, and both of us are more than happy in it. 

Donovan's bar will be bursting with horny young men, and as daylight gives way to dusk, I grab my husband by the hand and lead him away from the café. 

****

The bar's not too seedy, but it's not a family place either. Young men often fight in the street outside, and only brave local men venture into it, knowing it's the drinking den of British soldiers from every corner of the country. 

It's just the place for a woman like me though, a place filled with uncouth fit men who want nothing more than to fuck a slut. And I'm nothing if not a slut. 

Peter follows me into the bar. It's a normal night in there. The music is good, and local girls flock around groups of soldiers dressed in civilian clothes, like bees around flowers. 

There's a happy atmosphere in the bar, and Peter relaxes as we order our drinks and take them to an empty corner booth. It's still early evening and the place is only half full, it will be bursting at the seams in an hour or two, but hopefully I'll have found what I want by then. I'm only thirty-five, but even I don't much enjoy bars and clubs that are too full. 

The men may be trained to fight for the country, but they're not rude. I catch a few of them looking at me, but none of them approach me with my husband at my side. I'll need to give off the signals that give them permission, and Peter will have to be subordinate to them when they make their advances. Peter will get to watch of course, but he'll have no part in my seduction of the man or men that I want to fuck. 

I swallow some wine, and smile as Peter shuffles closer to me. "Have you seen anyone you like?" he asks, as he scans the room, his finger tapping on his beer glass in time to the music. 

I've seen plenty of men that I like the look of, but two of them stand out. 

Standing together in a corner at a high table with their drinks in front of them, they look perfect. One is black, and well over six-foot-tall with muscles bursting from his tight t-shirt, and the other is shorter, white, but just as well built as his friend. 

They look to be in their late teens or early twenties, and my pussy throbs as I wonder where they'll fuck me. The last time I was here, I was taken into the dead-end alley around the back, and fucked against a wall as my husband and two other men looked on, all three of them wanking as they watched us. I'd like it to be the alley again, there's something very arousing about being fucked in a place where anyone could stumble across us. Anywhere will do though. I've been fucked in men's toilets, women's toilets, in a quiet corner of a nightclub, in a taxi – the list is endless. 

I smile at the two men as they cast glances towards us, speaking to each other over the table top. "Those two," I say to my husband. "The black guy and the white guy." 

Peter takes a long gulp of beer as I twist my body towards the soldiers and open my legs a little. They can see beneath the table, but nobody else can, and the black guy is the first to notice my naked bald pussy beneath my short skirt. He nudges his friend and nods towards me, a smile curling the corners of his mouth. 

As his friend looks at me too, I lick my lips and spread my legs a little wider, my clit swollen and tinging, and hot juice smeared on my inner thighs. My back is almost to my husband, and as far as I'm concerned, he's no longer there. He won't interfere, he'll just watch me and concentrate on the stiffy that I know will be throbbing between his legs. 

I look to my left. Three girls are flirting with five men at the table next to us, but nobody apart from the two men I'm targeting have noticed that a woman is showing off her pussy beneath the table top. 

My long nipples ache as they stiffen, and with no bra on, I know they will be obvious to the men. The music quietens for a moment before another song bursts into life, and I bring my finger to my mouth, moisten the tip and slide it beneath the table finding my wet gash and making a long pass along it as I look at each of the men in turn. 

If they had any doubt that I was doing it for their benefit, it vanishes from their faces as I dip my finger into my hole and wriggle my hips slowly from side to side, my tongue tracing the shape of my lips as I tease the soldiers. 

The black guy downs the remnants of his beer, and speaks to his friend. They both look at me and Peter once more, say a few more words to each other, and begin making their way across the room towards us. 

"They're coming," says Peter. 

"And I will be soon, if I have my way," I answer, the tip of my finger still nestled between my slippery cunt lips. Nobody else in the bar is paying us any attention, and I smile as the two men approach our booth, the black man leading the way, looking far more confident than his white friend. 

He pauses at the edge of the table and points at the empty space on the long seat next to me. "Can we sit down?" he says. 

"Be my guest," I say. I turn to Peter. "Darling, move along so they can sit either side of me." 

Peter does as I ask, and the white guy looks at him. "Do you mind?" he asks my husband. 

"Don't ask him," I smile. "I'm the one who wants you both to fuck her. My husband has nothing to do with this." 

Their excited faces delight me, and I remind myself why I love men so much. 

They're so easy to seduce. Both men's faces look like Christmas just came early, and they squeeze into the booth, one either side of me, smelling of aftershave and beer. I don't even bother to look at Peter. He's used to me by now, and he'll sit patiently until it's time to go somewhere with the soldiers. 

"Really?" says the black guy. 

I nod slowly. "Yes," I murmur. "I want you both to fuck me, please. Don't be shy, touch my pussy, both of you. Feel how wet it is." 

The white guy's confidence grows, and his hand is the first to find its way between my legs. I gasp as he searches for my entrance and plunges a finger inside me, wriggling it as my greedy pussy sucks him in. 

The black soldier finds my clit and presses it under his finger, making me groan. 

"That's it guys," I say. "It's all yours. Do you want to take me into the alley and fuck me? You'd like that, wouldn't you? You'd like to take turns fucking my married cunt while my husband watches." 

They work in tandem on my pussy. The white guy adding another thick finger to my hole, and the black guy teasing my swollen clit. 

"What do you say, Dave?" says the black guy, leaning over me, and speaking to his friend. "Wanna fuck this whore?" 

Dave's fingers slip and slide in and out of my pussy, and he nods as he speaks. 

"Fuck, yeah." 

 Men. Such simple creatures, but so intoxicating. "Come on then boys," I say. 

 "My husband will tag along and watch, okay?" 

"Fine by us," says the black guy. "I don't care who fucking watches, I just want

to fuck you." 

It's only half past seven, and already I've got two cocks. Perfect. "Lead the way," 

I say, tightening my pussy on Dave's fingers as he pushes them further into me. 

"I'll get condoms," says the black guy. "There's a machine in the toilet." 

"You don't have to," I say. "I know you soldiers have regular medicals, and I promise you I'm clean. You can get some if you like, but I'd rather go home with two stranger's cum in me, so my husband can lick it out." 

Dave pulls his fingers from my hole and sucks them clean. "Come on then, Steve," he says. "You heard her." 

We've attracted the attention of the soldiers and girls at the table next to us, and I wink at a blond girl who's trying to peer under the table I'm sitting at. She blushes red, but licks her lips and smiles at me. She knows what I need, and she's after the same thing from the men she's flirting with. Women only come to this bar for one reason, and she'll be getting what she needs before the night is over. 

I give the girl one final smile as the four of us stand up and head towards the door in the corner at the rear of the bar. Being surrounded by three men who all probably have erections is an aphrodisiac that makes my pussy wetter and hotter as I follow the two soldiers through the door and into the dark alleyway, my husband tagging along behind us. 

The alley is dimly lit by light that spills from the small frosted rear windows of the bar, and I can make out the shapes of large bins and rear doorways to the other businesses that enclose the dead end. 

Steve turns left. "This way," he says. "It's quieter down here." 

I don't really care how quiet it is — I like the thought of being caught, but I follow him anyway, with Dave at my side and Peter still behind me. 

The end of the alleyway is just light enough to see what I'm doing, and I begin the proceedings by slipping my shirt over my head, handing it to my husband, and squashing my tits together in my hands. "Suck my tits boys," I say, gasping as I lean against the wall, the bricks cold on my skin. 

"Nice fucking nipples," says Steve, his dark skin shining in the low light and his head already moving to my left tit. I'm often complimented about the size of my nipples, and men love sucking and nibbling on them, and as the two soldiers take one in each of their mouths, I bite my bottom lip and hold their heads tight against my body as they suck me. 

Their wet mouths warm my tits, and I allow my hands to wander down their muscular backs as my husband looks on, his cock already in his hand and his face a picture of delight. 

The men move their hands over my body, and I shudder as my short skirt is lifted around my waist and hands force their way between my parted thighs. I lower my back down the wall as I part my legs further, and fingers find my slippery hole, wriggling into me as I lower myself onto them. 

My cunt is on fire and I need to be fucked, but not before I've tasted the men. I push them off my tits and lower myself onto my knees, the cold concrete in sharp contrast to the burning heat between my legs. "Get your cocks out," I demand, as the two men crowd around my face. 

Zippers are lowered and I get my first glimpse of the cocks I'm going to be coming on. Dave's is relatively short, but what it lacks in length, it makes up for in girth, and my pussy twitches as I imagine it opening me up. 

I've fucked black men before, but none have ever lived up to the huge cock stereotype that is so popular. Until now. Steve's cock is magnificent. It's hard to believe that it belongs to such a fresh faced young man, and as I attempt to wrap my fingers around it, I look at my husband and smile. "The biggest one I've ever seen," I say. "This is going to be good." 

Peter nods as he jerks himself off, his hand a blur and his face obviously red, even in the low light. "It's huge," he confirms. "You struck gold, Anna." 

I lick my lips and stroke both men, their cocks jerking and throbbing in my hands as they lower their jeans and underwear to their feet, pressing closer to my face, both wanting my warm slut mouth on them. 

I flick my tongue and swipe it over the bulbous tip of Steve's big cock, tasting his pre-cum and moaning as I part my lips and take him into my mouth. 

Fingers twist in my hair and both men hold my head as I swallow more of

Steve's thick shaft, saliva filling my mouth and threatening to spill down my chin. His heartbeat throbs on my tongue and I suck and swallow him as he groans and grunts. Dave's cock nudges at my face, leaving hot trails of pre-cum on my cheek as he desperately awaits his turn. 

I slip Steve from my mouth and take Dave in, taking his balls in my hand and massaging them as I manage to take his full length easily to the back of my throat. He's slightly longer than my husband, but his girth makes his cock far superior to Peter's. His cock jerks powerfully as I suck him and I moan as his balls tighten in my hand and he pushes himself as far into me as he can. 

I suck and nibble him for a few moments before turning my attention back to the young black man. His cock is beautiful and he holds it steady for me as I attempt to swallow as much of it as I can. "That's it," he groans. "Suck my big black cock, you nasty whore." 

I murmur a reply and his cock twitches in my throat, making me gag. With his cock still probing further down my throat, I lift myself from my knees and part my legs. I grab Dave's cock and use it as a lever to guide him behind me, wriggling my hips just to make sure he knows what I want him to do. 

Dave is eager, and he wastes no time in positioning himself behind me, his cock nudging at my buttocks as he attempts to find my hole. I part my legs a little wider and shudder as the tip of his cock finds my hot slit, pressing hard against me until he finds my slippery entrance and opens me up, sliding slowly but forcefully inside me. 

I push back onto him as he peels my pussy apart, his wide cock giving me the relief I've been craving, and reminding me why I can't rely on peter to provide me with sexual satisfaction. I gasp and groan and suck Steve's fat dick as Dave

begins fucking me, his balls swinging under my body and my pussy squelching as he churns up my juices. 

My husband says something, but I hardly hear him as I'm penetrated at both ends by the two strangers. He says it again and my pussy wells with more juice. 

"Someone's coming," he urges. 

I groan a reply and glance to my right as two shadows emerge from the darkness and join my husband a few feet away from where I'm sucking cock and being fucked simultaneously. Dave breaks his stride and begins pulling out of me, but I reach between my kegs and grip his balls, pulling him back into me. 

"It's okay," I gasp, saliva spilling from my mouth as I slip Steve from it. "They can watch." 

The men relax as the two people are lit up by the light from the windows. It's the blond girl from the bar and her friend, and they giggle as they stand on either side of my husband, one smoking a cigarette and both of them looking on with lust written on their faces. 

"That's it, boys," says the blond girl. "Fuck her hard. 

I smile at them and take Steve back into my mouth, groaning as Dave slams into me, his fat cock stretching me wide and his big balls hot in my hand. 

"Do you like watching your wife doing this?" says the other girl to Peter, who is

still holding his cock as he watches. 

"Yes," grunts my husband. "I love it." 

The blond girl reaches down, and Peter groans as she takes his cock in her hand. 

"It doesn't seem fair that she has all the fun," she says. "How about I suck your cock while you watch her?" 

An orgasm blossoms in my belly and hot juice runs down my thighs as Dave slams into me again, and I watch my husband's face as the girl kneels before him and takes his cock in her mouth as the other girl grips his balls and fondles them. 

I've never seen Peter touched by another woman, and the sight triggers my orgasm, making me shudder as Steve's cock jerks deep in my throat and Dave repeatedly thrusts hard and powerfully into my pussy. 

"She's fucking coming," moans Dave, as my cunt tightens on him and my legs buckle. 

He holds my waist tight to prevent me falling, and continues to slam into me as my orgasm warms my whole body. "Oh god," I moan, sliding Steve from my mouth. "Oh, my fucking god!" 

"Swap ends, Dave," says Steve, his hard cock slick with my saliva. "Give me a go in her cunt." 

The girl who has my husband's balls in her hand gasps as Steve emerges into a

pool of light, as the two soldiers prepare to swap positions. "Look at his fucking dick, Julie." 

Julie slides Peter from her mouth and looks at the long black cock. "Wow," she says. "Fucking hell, will you fuck me later, Steve? I've heard rumours about you, but I never expected it to be that big." 

Steve laughs as Dave slides his cock from my wet hole and makes his way in front of me, his cock shining with my juices. "Yeah," he says. "Of course I'll fuck you. Let me finish this dirty slut off first though." 

Julie winks and takes Peter between her lips again, and watches as Steve lines his fat cock up with my cunt, and begins entering me. I squeal in pain as my pussy widens, and hold onto Dave's muscled thighs for support as he attempts to push his dick into my mouth. 

"And me," says the other girl, releasing Peter's balls and moving closer to us. "I want to be fucked too." 

She kneels beside me and I shudder as she reaches between my kegs and finds my swollen clit with a long finger. "Go on, Steve," she says, "Fuck her hard." 

Dave's cock nudges my mouth, and I part my lips, tasting my pussy on him as I swallow his full length, moaning as Steve opens me up and the girl's finger expertly stimulates my throbbing clit. 

Steve holds onto my waist as he feeds me his cock, peeling my pussy wide open and touching me deeper than I've ever been touched by a man before. I moan and groan as I suck on Dave's cock and wriggle my hips as the girl rubs my clit, bringing me to another orgasm, my pussy tightening on the fat black cock that fills my cunt and makes my belly bulge. 

I glance to the right as Peter moans and Julie sucks harder as my husband climaxes into her mouth, his hands entwined in her blond hair and his eyes closed tight. Good for him. He's watched me with enough men, it's about time he had some extra marital fun of his own. 

Steve's cock powers into me, hitting me deep and stretching me wide and my cunt squelches and sucks as I come over and over again, shaking and shuddering as juice drips from my hole and trickles along my thighs. 

My clit tingles and throbs as the girl plays with it, and I reach out for her, gripping her tit through her blouse and squeezing her hard nipple between my finger and thumb. She responds by moving her face close to mine, and I slip Dave's cock from between my lips and kiss her full lips as she presses down hard on my clit, bringing me to yet another climax. 

Dave groans as he takes his cock in his hand and finishes himself off. "I'm gonna come," he moans, his hand moving quickly along his fat engorged shaft. 

I break off my kiss with the girl and we both open our mouths as Dave's cock erupts in streams of cum that fly through the cold air in a hot arc that splatters both of our faces. I suck the dribbles from the end of his cock and kiss the girl again, the cum on our faces smearing into each other's skin as we swap the warm seed that's in our mouths. 

Steve's cock burrows deep into my pussy again, and I moan as I feel it swell inside me, as he grips my waist tighter and grunts. "You dirty bitch," he gasps as my cunt floods with his wet heat and his body shudders on my buttocks. 

"Fill me with cum," I beg, pressing back onto his throbbing dick. "Fill me with it, so my husband can clean it out of me." 

He pushes as far into me as he can. and I tighten my pussy, milking every precious drop of his sperm from him, and gyrating my arse on his body as he gives me what I want. The girl kisses me again and holds my face as Steve empties his balls deep inside my body. "Does his cock feel good?" she asks, he breath smelling of Dave's cum, and her skin slippery with it. 

"Oh fuck yeah," I moan as Steve begins slipping his cock from my sore hole in a rush of cum. "You're going to enjoy it." 

I place my hand over my pussy to prevent anymore of Steve's cum from escaping and reach out to my husband. "Quickly," I say. "My panties." 

Peter digs in his pocket and withdraws the clean panties he always carries for me. I slip them on and sigh with satisfaction. They'll help prevent most of Steve's seed escaping from me on the taxi journey home, and leave it inside me ready for my husband's greedy tongue. 

"Okay, Peter," I say. "Phone a taxi. It's time to go." 

"Just like that?" says Dave, his cock already hardening as the two girls kneel before him, and Steve stands beside him, his black cock slick with my juices and his cum. 

"It looks like these two girls with keep you occupied," I say, adjusting my clothing. "I've had my fun, now you four can have yours." 

My heels echo in the alleyway as Peter and I make our way along it, and the sounds of the girls giggling make me smile. It was the perfect night, and I've still got the best bit to look forward to, the part where my husband fucks me and I tell him how pathetic his cock feels compared to the two I've just taken. 

I take his hand in mine as we near a taxi rank, and squeeze it, reminding myself just what a lucky wife I am. 

The End
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