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Chapter One

The man next to me winks, and I blush. My nipples tingle and the heat between my legs increases. I smile at him and continue checking out the items on the shelf. 

There are short ones, long ones, thin ones, fat ones, and fucking enormous ones

— the type that would spilt a girl like me in two. There are white ones, purple ones, glass ones, and the type I'm looking for — big black ones. 

The man next to me reaches for a butt plug. "Not for me," he says, "it's for the wife." 

 Whatever dude. If you want to stick things up your ass in the privacy of your own home, it's entirely up to you. In fact, the thought of it gets me even warmer under my panties. "Oh, I see," I say. 

I wonder if it's normal to speak to other customers in a shop like this, as if we're talking about cucumbers in a grocery store. Probably not. I continue the conversation anyway. 

"I'm here on behalf of my other half too," I say, "he wants me to get a big black dildo." That's probably too much information. 

"The black guy fantasy, huh?" 

"The very one." 

"It won't be long before you're doing it for real," he smiles, "it always starts like this." 

I shake my head. "Oh, no, he wouldn't want me to do it for real, god no." 

The man laughs. "I bet you all the money I have in my wallet that if you tell him you want to fuck a black dude, he'll go out and find one for you." 

The man is wrong, of course. Surely he is. Jonathon doesn't want to see me having sex with another man. No way. 

"No, it's not like that, "I protest, "it's just a harmless fantasy." 

The man picks up another butt plug from the shelf, a bigger one this time. "Take it from me," he says, "if you ask him, he'll let you. If he's sending you shopping for fake big black cocks, it means he wants to see you riding a real one." 

God, my pussy's on fire. Speaking to a stranger about sex in a shop full of adult toys is certainly more of a turn on than I could've ever imagined. 

"I'll bear that in mind," I say. 

He winks and walks towards the counter, his butt plug under his arm as he retrieves his wallet from his pocket. "You do that," he says, "you'll thank me one day." 

He makes his purchase and leaves the shop, allowing me to peruse the rubber phalluses alone. My husband said big, but just how big does he consider big enough? He wants one bigger than his own dick for the fantasy -- so it has to be over six and a half inches long. 

A dildo on the top shelf catches my eye. It looks absolutely real. I stand on my tiptoes and reach for the box. It's a pain being so short, but I don't want to ask the assistant for help, she looks quite happy eating a bagel, and she's put her headphones back on after serving the butt plug dude. 

I manage to grab a corner of the box between the tips of my nails and manoeuvre it to the edge of the shelf. I give it one last tug and it falls off, landing on the carpet next to me with a heavy thump. 

I'm glad it doesn't land on me, judging by the sound it makes when it hits the floor it could have done me an injury. 

As I pick it up I'm sure it still has the potential to injure me, if I put it inside me that is. 

It's long and thick and it makes my pussy tighten as I imagine it sliding into me. 

I decide that Jonathon will like it and head for the lube aisle, I'm going to need help fitting it inside me. 

Chapter Two

My horny husband rips the packaging off and lifts the long black dildo from the box. He explores its girth by placing his hand around the shaft. "Woah!" he says, 

"it's thick." 

Jonathon's cock is hard and my clit is thumping as I watch him manhandling the fake penis. He spins it in a full circle, studying every thick vein and ridge that shape the surface. 

"I can't believe its modelled from a real cock," he says, "it's huge." 

I hadn't seen the sales pitch on the box that explained it was moulded from a pornstar's dick, but now that Jonathon points it out I'm amazed. I'm shocked that a man could have such a large cock. Maybe I've lived a sheltered life, but all the dicks I've seen have been far smaller. I wonder if I've been short changed — if I've been missing out. 

Jonathon's cock always feels good inside me, but I've often felt that I had more space to be filled, as if the final piece of a jigsaw was missing. As I look at the big rubber cock, I realise that perhaps my husband is lacking something, maybe he's not as much of a man as I'd always thought he was. 

My hand wanders to my husband's thigh and his muscles tremble under my fingers as I caress him. "Do you want to try it in me?" I ask, shocked at how desperate I am to be impaled on it. Its awoken something deep inside me, a primal urge maybe, an urge to be used as a woman's supposed to be used — used by a real man. A man that's built for impregnating a woman, his cock able to reach further inside a woman that most men can — able to deposit his seed where it counts while making her orgasm — her tightening cunt helping to direct the seed towards her womb. 

I've come on my husband's cock, of course I have — lots of times, but I've always needed to use my fingers on my clit at the same time. I'm certain that if I have a cock inside me the same size as the dildo my husband's holding, I won't be needing my fingers. 

Jonathon's cock jerks as my hand gets nearer, and he reaches for the bedside table. "I think you'll need lube," he says, retrieving the little tube from the drawer. 

I put a hand between my legs. "I don't think so," I say, holding my sticky fingers up for him to examine. They're coated in juice and my pussy is throbbing with lust. "Try it without." 

Jonathon places a hand on my chest and pushes me backwards. My nipples tighten as he touches me, and I allow him to open my legs wide and climb between them. 

My cunt's hot and my clit begs to be touched as I spread my thighs wider and smile at my husband. "Fuck me with it," I beg, "make me come hard." 

I shiver as Jonathon places the thick tip of the dildo at my entrance and twists it, coating it with my juice. He pushes, and my pussy begins to open, taking the first couple of inches inside. 

"How's it feel?" asks Jonathon, his voice hoarse and his eyes glazed. He's obviously as excited as I am. 

It feels amazing. "Nice," I say, moving a hand to my tits and squeezing a nipple. 

"Give me more." 

I push my hips towards my husband, trying to get more of the toy inside me, and my cunt stretches as the fat head slides past my tight resistance. 

I groan and squeeze my nipple harder. "That's it," I gasp, "deeper." 

Jonathon pushes harder and my pussy stretches, sending ripples of electric excitement throughout my groin and belly. I want to cry out in pain, but I don't want my husband to pause the invasion of my cunt. I moan instead, some of it from pain, but most of it from the growing pleasure that threatens to make me come. 

My fingers grip my nipple more firmly, and I sigh as yet another fat inch of dildo penetrates me. "God, that's good," I groan, twisting my painfully erect nipple and thrusting my hips further onto the fake black cock. 

It's forcing me apart, widening parts of me that have never been tested, and turning me to jelly. I want to scream, I want to shout, but I'm afraid that my husband will become jealous of the fact that I've never screamed as he's pushed his cock inside me. 

My husband has a nice cock, I won't deny it, but the fake cock that's making me feel like tearing my hair out of my scalp is superior, far superior. I wish Jonathon's was as big. 

My cunt is producing more juice than normal, so I utilise it. I push myself against the thickness, and my pussy accepts it, sucking it deeper and filling a void that I never knew needed filling. It's sublime and it's beautiful, and it tips me over the edge. 

I twist my nipple hard and I scream as I climax, my pussy tightening around the thick rubber shaft and my clit becoming a hard bud of sensitive nerves which pulsates as my body releases years of pent-up tension. What have I been missing? A lot it seems. 

Jonathon rams the dildo deep inside me and I feel the big rubber balls slam against the soft flesh of my ass, and I scream again. I've never known such pleasure, such sensations that wrack my pussy and make it throb. 

"Fuck, I'd like to see it for real," murmurs my husband. 

 The man in the shop was right. 

"Really?" I ask, my cunt throbbing, and my clit ready to burst. 

"Yeah," gasps Jonathon, stroking his erection and grunting as he comes, his hot spurts splattering the edges of my stretched cunt and my inner thighs. "Please fuck a black dick and let me watch," he grunts. 

"Be careful what you wish for," I gasp, every inch of my body straining as my orgasm slowly ebbs. 

"I mean it," says my husband, twisting the toy inside me as he stokes my fires again. "I want to see it for real." 

Images of my cunt being ripped apart by a big black stud flood my mind, and my clit pulsates and my pussy opens wide as Jonathon rams the toy deep inside me once more. 

"I want it!" I almost scream, spittle flying from my lips and my hips rolling in wide circles as another orgasm blossoms in my belly. "I want a black cock! I want to fuck a big black cock!" 

Jonathon's face reddens. "Beg for it." 

"Please," I moan, my cunt burning and my mind imagining the possibilities that are opening up for me. "Please, Jonathon. Please let me fuck a big black cock. 

Let me know what it's like to be fucked properly." 

My husband takes his cock in his hand again, and I'm amazed that he's recovered so quickly. He must be really enjoying what we're doing. 

"You want a big black cock do you, Lucy? Bigger than mine?" 

"Yes," I whimper. I've never said anything derogatory about my husband's cock before, but he seems to want me to, so I do. "Bigger than your tiny one. I want a real cock in my cunt." My thigh muscles tighten and my bottom lip stings as my teeth dig deep. I shake my head from side to side and wail as I climax. "Fuck," I shout. "Fuck, I've never come so fucking hard!" 

Every muscle in my body judders as I writhe and buck on the bed, and Jonathon places his other hand on my belly to hold me down as he continues ramming the dildo in and out of my gaping hole. His eyes are wide as he watches the show between my thighs, and I know it must look good, because it sounds good, and fucking hell – it feels good. 

"My slut wants a real cock does she?" 

My voice sounds distant as I reply, and my head feels fluffy. "Yes," I murmur, my body sinking deeper into the soft mattress. "Yes, I want a real cock." 

Chapter Three

"I hope you meant it." 

I look at my husband as he closes his laptop and takes a seat next to me on the sofa, the leather creaking as he leans into me and places a hand around my neck. 

"Meant what?" I say, the soft hairs on my arms rising as his thumb glides across the top of my spine. 

My husband looks me straight in the eyes. "I hope you meant that you wanted to fuck a big black dick," he says, his lips brushing mine as he kisses me. 

I allow his tongue a quick sweep of my mouth before pulling back a little, our lips still touching and my cunt warming. "Maybe," I say, hoping he's going to suggest we go upstairs and fill me full of black rubber again. 

"Good," he says, his voice a whisper. He moves a hand between my legs and it's quickly beneath the hem of my short skirt and on my panties. I gasp as he pushes the fabric into my hole and I arch my back as his thumb finds my clit. "He'll be here in half an hour." 

I giggle, enjoying the fantasy. "Oh, yeah?" I say, grinding my pussy on his hand, his fingers taking more cotton inside me. "Well, he'd better be big. My cunt's aching to be filled." 

Jonathon's breath is warm on my mouth and his lips tickle mine. "He's big

alright." 

I moan as Jonathon pulls my panties aside and plunges his fingers into my wetness. "I'm serious, Lucy," he says, his fingers making sticky sucking sounds between my thighs. "That's what I was doing on the computer. There's a black guy coming over. To fuck you." 

His voice sounds sincere, and I pull back an inch or two from his face and focus on his eyes. He is telling the truth; his eyes can't lie. I learnt that a long time ago. 

My pussy pools with more hot fluid and I can hear my heartbeat in my ears. 

"Jonathon… you're serious." 

He nods slowly and his fingers bend in my pussy pressing on the roof of my tunnel, hitting the spot he knows is my favourite. 

"We can't," I say, my hips still moving, and my body moving dangerously closer to climax. "I can't fuck a stranger… it's not right." 

I bite my lip as Jonathon presses more firmly on my g-spot, and tingles of lust run the length of my body as he speaks in slow hushed tones. "It's out of your control now, honey. He's on his way, and I'm looking forward to seeing him use your cunt." 

I moan as I come, my pussy tightening hard on Jonathon's fingers and my body trembling. I'm going to feel a big black cock inside me, and I'm excited beyond measure, but I'm bewildered too. How did this even happen? Jonathon has said nothing to me about actually arranging for me to fuck another man. Should I be shocked? Offended? Angry? Or should I just listen to the powerful signals that

my aching cunt is sending flooding throughout me. I decide on the latter and devour my husband's mouth with mine as his fingers still work away inside me. 

I pull away, my breath coming in ragged gasps and my pussy pounding. "Are you sure?" I say, praying that he is. 

"I've never been more sure," he replies, sliding his fingers from my grasping hole and licking my juice from them. "If you need to freshen up, you'd better hurry. Mark will be here soon." 

I kiss him again and take his hand. "Come upstairs with me," I say as he stands up with me. "Help me choose what to wear." 

 Mark. The name of the first man apart from Jonathon that I'll have fucked in over a decade. I shudder inside as I drag my husband upstairs, and I wonder what a big cock is going to feel like. 

Chapter Four

Jonathon studies me slowly, his eyes lingering on my curves as his gaze moves up my body. "He's going to enjoy you," he murmurs. 

I'm calmer now. My hands had been shaking as I'd shaved my pussy and slipped into my sexiest lingerie, but now Jonathon has told me more about Mark, I'm bouncing with sexual anticipation. 

Jonathon's found him on a website for women that love big black cock. I'd tried to explain to my husband that I didn't know if I loved it — I hadn't tried it, but he'd laughed at me. "If you come that hard on the dildo, imagine what you're going to do on a real fucking dick," he'd said with a wry smile. He had a point. 

I spin on the spot as I look in the mirror. My panties barely cover my arse cheeks and my tits are bulging in my bra. I'm sure I've put on weight since I last wore the underwear, but Jonathon assures me I look perfect, and I must agree — I'd fuck me if I was a man. 

I've quickly slipped into my new persona for the evening. The persona of sex object slut wife, and my clit is thumping with lust as the time ticks by. He'll be here soon and my pussy knows it; it's been steadily producing lubrication since Jonathon told me of his plans, and my panties are already soaked. 

Jonathon places his hands on my hips and presses his erection into my arse, my buttocks cradling it as he slides it up my body. I reach behind myself and grab

his neck, pulling his mouth to my exposed neck which he sucks and kisses as his cock throbs against me. 

The soft moans I make become louder as his hand wanders up my belly and finds a tit, squeezing it beneath my bra as he pushes himself harder into my back. 

"Do you want to fuck me before he gets here?" I gasp, titling my head upwards. 

"No," he says, releasing me and stepping backwards. "I want to wait until he's fucked you. I love how loose you feel when you've had the dildo in you, and I want to feel how stretched you are after a real black cock." 

I run a hand down my body and press my clit through my panties. "Oh my god, I'm so fucking turned on," I gasp, "I can't believe this is happening." 

The doorbell rings and I look at my husband in the mirror. Some of the colour has drained from his face but he recovers quickly. "You'd better believe it," he says. "He's here." 

I panic. "What do I do? I don't know what to do, Jonathon." 

Jonathon places reassuring hands on my shoulders, and I feel safe. "Wait up here if you want," he says. "Get comfy on the bed and I'll go down and let him in. 

Just do what comes naturally okay? And if it doesn't feel right you don't have to go through with it, just say the word and I'll ask him to leave." 

I spin on the spot and hug my husband tight. "And if I do go through with it…

will you still love me?" 

The doorbell rings again, but Jonathon ignores it. He cradles my chin in his hands and tilts my head up towards his face. "Of course I will," he says, with a certainty that makes me sigh. "I'll never stop loving you, Lucy. It's because I love and trust you so much that I'm letting this happen." He smiles a small grin and winks. "Will you still love me when you've experienced what a bigger cock feels like?" 

I return his grin and pull him close. "You know I will, you idiot. There's more to a man than what's between his legs. I'll never stop loving you either." 

My husband steps away from me and I take a deep breath. 

"I'll let him in," he says. "Get on the bed and prepare yourself for your first big black cock." 

"First big cock," I say with a smile. "Of any colour." 

He turns away from me and I watch his back as he leaves the room. "I'm happy being average," he calls as he descends the stairs. "I can hide an erection in public." 

I swallow hard and take one last look at myself in the mirror. My cheeks are red and my chest is heaving. I hope Mark doesn't pick up on my nervousness. It might put him off. 

I push the door closed and lie on the bed. My marital bed, I think with a frown. I hope that Jonathon is as sure about this as he's making out he is. I've heard too many horror stories about marriages going wrong when a third person is introduced. My pussy clamps tight as I hear muffled male voices, and I realise that if I had any real doubts about going through with it, I'd have stopped it before Mark even got here. Or would I? My pussy is wetter than it's been for a long time, and the primal urge to be fucked by a big man is so strong within me that I doubt I could stop now even if I wanted to. 

A large mirrored wardrobe runs along the wall beside the bed, and I watch myself as I slip a breast from my bra and roll my sore nipple between finger and thumb. I'm desperate to be fucked, and I grind my thighs together as footsteps sound on the landing outside the bedroom door. This is it. 

The door creaks open and my husband enters. He looks at me and smiles. I place a pillow on my lap to hide my modesty a little and look over his shoulder as a tall man enters the room. 

He's stunning. My heart changes gear and I feel it knocking on my chest wall. 

He's really stunning. 

"This is, Mark," says my husband, standing aside with a look of pride on his face as if he's created the beautiful black man or something. He looks at the young man. "Mark, meet Lucy." 

Mark smiles and I melt some more. "Hi, Lucy," he says, approaching the bed with a confidence in his stride. "Pleased to meet you." 

I allow the pillow to fall a little, exposing the waistband of my panties. Mark stands within touching distance of me, and his deep brown eyes sparkle as he allows himself to look me up and down. I shudder under his gaze and lick my lips. "The pleasure's all mine," I say, and it is. My pussy is thumping as Mark looks down at me, and I want nothing more than for him to touch me with those big hands. 

His grin widens and his jawline becomes even more masculine. He looks at my husband. "You weren't wrong, mate. She's stunning." 

Jonathon looks even prouder. "I'm a lucky man," he agrees. 

Mark removes his jacket and passes it to Jonathon who takes it and places it on the chair behind him. "I'm the lucky one tonight," Mark says, beginning to slide his white t-shirt up his body. "I get to fuck that." He's looking at me as he says it, and rather than feeling offended, I'm feeling off the charts excited. Being called

'that' should surely piss me off, but in this context it's the sexiest thing I've ever heard passing a man's lips. 

I remove my eiderdown shield completely and lay it back with the other pillows. 

My legs part instinctively and I watch as Mark completely removes his t-shirt. 

He turns to my husband. "I'm not being too quick here am I, mate? I can get on with fucking her can't I?" 

Jonathon looks at me and I raise my eyebrows. Mark hasn't even bothered asking

me what I want, and my panties dampen further. 

Jonathon begins undressing and smiles. "You do what you want," he says. "I think she's more than ready." 

 Oh, I am. 

Mark's torso is glorious. It's obviously the torso of a strong man, but it's not completely toned like the show offs I see in my magazines and on TV. I can just make out the peaks of his abdominal muscles under his caramel skin, but there's a layer of fat covering them that shows he's a man who doesn't take himself too seriously. His arms and chest are the same, and I can't wait to touch him. 

He winks at me and unbuckles his belt, the clang of metal on metal has never sounded so damn sexy, and I realise I'm gyrating my hips a little. Fuck, I'm horny. 

Jonathon is already naked and he stands next to Mark watching my reaction as I watch the black bull undressing. My husband's cock is already hard and I smile at him before turning my attention back to Mark. Things are moving quickly, but I want them even faster. "Let me do that," I murmur as Mark begins popping the buttons on his jeans. 

He drops his hands to his sides and shuffles closer to the bed so that his legs are touching it. I flip myself onto my belly and lay in front of him, my fingers trembling slightly as I undo the last three buttons. I slip my fingers beneath the waistband of his jeans and his stomach muscles judder as my flesh grazes his. 

He's warm and he smells like cinnamon, and he grunts as I slide his jeans

downward. 

He helps me by kicking his shoes off and shaking his legs. His jeans fall to the floor and he steps out of them, before bending down to slip off his socks. My jaw is hanging open and I glance at Jonathon to see if he's seen it too. 

He has. His eyes are firmly on the impossibly large bulge in the young man's boxers, and I flick my eyes back to it quickly. It's a sight I doubt many women get to see, and I'm shaking inside with anticipation. 

The black cotton of his underwear is doing a good job of keeping his cock in place, but it's obvious that they're straining under the pressure. I hear my breath leave my lips in a hiss, and Mark laughs. "Take them off for me, Lucy," he says, stretching the elasticated waistband of his boxers towards me. 

I place my hands on them tentatively, and my nails drag along his flesh as I begin pulling them down. I sigh as the pinky brown head of his cock pops from its fabric prison and twitches in eagerness. It dribbles a clear droplet of fluid from the wide slit, and it's apparent that Mark is as equally excited as I am. 

I sneak a look at my husband's erection. The head is tiny compared to Mark's, and I can't wait to see what else the black stud has to offer beneath his underwear. 

I lower his boxers to his thighs and he allows them to slide down his legs as I take in the pussy clenching sight of the largest cock I've ever seen. I'm not sure whether the beautiful darkness of it makes it seem bigger than it really is, so I lay my arm alongside it to check. My pale forearm is dwarfed by the thickness, 

and both men make sounds as I slowly wrap my fingers around it. I'm holding a cock that's fatter than my arm, and my pussy is on fire. 

Jonathon sits on the bed beside me, his cock in his hand, which looks rather ridiculous in comparison to the one that's throbbing in my fist. He places a hand on my back and allows it to wander along my spine until he finds my bra clip. 

He unfastens it and I lift my upper body off the bed as he begins removing it. I release my grip on the big cock briefly as I remove my arm from the strap, and Mark sighs as I take hold of him again, my hard nipples digging into the bed-covers and my inner thighs smeared with my own hot lubrication. 

Jonathon states the obvious as his hand glides along his own average dick. "It's big." 

Mark's belly tightens as he speaks. "I told you so, mate." 

I look up at Mark and lick my lips. "How big is it?" I enquire. I want to know just how much cock he's going to be trying to stuff between my legs. 

A flicker of pride flashes in his eyes. "Ten and a half inches long, and wide as fuck," he says. "That's how my ex described it to her friends anyway." 

"She was a lucky woman. I bet she misses it," I half whisper, my hand making long slow strokes along the hard ebony flesh. I remember my husband is sitting next to me and flash him an apologetic look. He hardly notices me; he's engrossed in watching me play with my prize, so I ignore him and take Mark's big balls in my other hand. 

They're devoid of hair, and I can detect the slight scent of shaving cream beneath the spicy cologne he's wearing. He's freshly shaved for me, just as I'm freshly shaved for him. I'm going to enjoy feeling our smooth skin slipping and sliding together as we fuck. 

The only hairs that remain on his package are a few short ones, just where the thick base of his shaft meets his body. I like want I'm seeing. A lot. 

Mark's cock is quivering under my touch, and my clit is doing the same between my legs. I press my groin into the mattress and begin grinding myself on the bed, trying to get a little relief. 

Jonathon's hand comes down hard on my buttock, and I squeal. "Suck it for him," he says, slapping me again, my flesh warming under his hand. 

Mark is in full agreement, and his cock jerks as I massage the wide round head, my palm spreading his warm pre-cum over the engorged flesh. "Yeah," he says. 

"Suck my fucking dick." 

I glance to the side and look at my reflection in the wardrobe mirror. I look like one of the dirty sluts I've seen in porn movies. I look as white as snow compared to Mark, and my hands are tiny on the huge black rod that protrudes viciously from his body. I lick my lips and smile at myself, wondering what I'm going to look like when I'm impaled on it. 

I get to my knees and Mark grabs my tits quickly, his big hands covering them as

his palms provide my nipples with some much needed attention. 

"Nice," he says, massaging my breasts, his touch rough and his fingers finding my nipples, tweaking and twisting them, and making me moan deep in my throat. 

He spreads my tits wide, creating a valley between them, and I instinctively know what he wants. I shuffle closer to his body until his wide thighs are on my belly, and I cradle his hot shaft between my tits, placing my hands on them and closing my cleavage over him until he's almost completely enveloped in my soft flesh. 

He sighs as he begins fucking my chest, and I open my mouth as the tip of his cock slides up my chin. His balls are hot beneath my mounds and the musky aroma of man is strong as his cock brushes my lips. I flick out my tongue and get my first taste of him as he groans and takes my hair in a fist, twisting it and making me gasp as my follicles tug at my scalp. 

I've totally forgotten about Jonathon until his hand slides between my thighs and peels my panties to the side. I lower myself onto the fingers he offers me, and grunt with relief as my pussy is finally filled with something. My husband's fingers are not what I really need or want in there, but they'll do. For now. 

"She sounds wet," says Mark, his cock teasing my mouth as I lick and suck the underside of his shaft each time it glides over my lips. 

"She is," says Jonathon, as he fucks me with his fingers. "She's very fucking wet." 

Mark's cock is slick with my saliva and my inner thighs are slick with cunt juice. 

I take my hands off my tits and Mark's cock slips down my belly as I lean backwards, Jonathon's fingers hitting my sweet spot as I move. 

I moan as I take up position on my back with my legs spread wide and the two men staring between my legs. "Fuck me with it, please, Mark," I beg, shuddering as Jonathon rubs circles on my stiff clit. 

Mark takes his saliva slick cock in his big fist and raises his eyebrows. "Not like that," he says. "Get on all fours. I want to hit you deep." 

Mark is a dominant force, and Jonathon helps me remove my wet panties as I shift positions, watching myself in the mirror as Mark positions his large bulk on the bed behind me. I look tiny beneath him, and I move a hand between my legs and spread my puffy pussy lips for the big man. 

I watch his reflection, and butterflies flood my belly as I see his appreciative look. "Nice cunt," he comments, bending his fat shaft downward towards my desperate hole. 

Jonathon moves in front of my face and I take his cock in my hand, unable to prevent myself making comparisons with the dick that's about to stretch me apart. My husband is small. I realise that now, but his cock is nice nonetheless. I open my mouth and suck him deep, his heartbeat on my tongue and his pre-cum bringing my taste buds alive. 

My pussy thumps with lust as big hands grasp my buttocks and separate them, exposing me fully to the young man that's about to give me my first taste of a real cock. I watch Mark in the mirror as my husband fucks my face, and my stomach tightens as Mark's face contorts with pleasure as his cock head slides along the full length of my wet slit. 

He rubs it against my clit for a moment or two, teasing me, before positioning it at my opening and pushing gently into my resistance. 

My cunt burns as it accepts the fat cock head, and I gasp and moan as Jonathon's balls batter my chin. My pussy is on fire and I watch the mirror as Mark guides himself a couple of inches into me before sliding almost fully out of me again. I sigh in relief as the pain passes, but he doesn't wait long before he's pushing into me again, this time a little further, his cock looking far too large for my body, and his skin shining under the ceiling light. 

I suck and lick my husband's cock hoping he'll come soon so I can give my full attention to what's happening between my legs. I take Jonathon from my mouth and grip his balls in my hand, massaging them the way he lies while jerking him off with my other hand. 

All my weight is on my elbows and I look up at him as best I can. "Look in the mirror," I gasp as Mark feeds me another fat inch. "Look at that big black cock in your wife. Do you think I'm a slut for fucking such a big cock while you watch?" 

Jonathon's cock swells a little in my hand and I rub it faster. "Yes," he groans. 

"You're a slut." 

"Look at the mirror," I say, tightening my grip on his balls. "Watch my cunt get stretched out by a real cock." 

Mark withdraws again, and I see the line of my juice on his cock indicating how far he's been inside me. Not even half way, and I've never felt so full up of cock before. 

Jonathon is mumbling and his cock is swelling larger until the first pulse of his ejaculation registers in my hand. I open my mouth and I'm quick enough to catch his first spurt on my tongue. It's hot and thick and I keep my mouth wide as I accept the rest of his load. Most of it hits the target, but some finds my forehead and eyelid, and I wipe it from my face with a finger and take it to my mouth. I swallow the seed gladly and release my husband's cock from my grip as he collapses on the bed with a sigh. 

Mark spreads my arse cheeks wider and I whimper as I give him my full attention. It will take Jonathon a little while to recover, and in the meantime I can enjoy the thick meaty length of steel hard flesh that's burrowing deeper into my stinging cunt. 

My belly bulges as my insides are overcome by the big black dick, and I watch in the mirror as Mark begins building up a rhythm, his cock digging deeper with every thrust he makes. 

I push my cunt back at him and he rams himself hard into me. I whimper and bite my bottom lip as pain spreads throughout the lower half of my body, but I take a deep breath and it passes as Mark withdraws again. 

"Harder," I hear myself saying. "Fuck me hard for fucks sake. Make me hurt!" 

Mark smirks, and I regret being so naive as he makes a stroke so long and hard that the breath leaves my body and I scream in agony. My cunt floods with wet heat and I fist the bedclothes into tight balls as he gives me more of what I demanded, his balls swinging under my body as he fucks me harder than I've ever been fucked. 

I'm making sounds I've never heard myself make before. A mix of groans and whimpers of pain that seem to spur Mark on to a higher level of ferocity. 

My husband is saying something, and I try to listen to him, until finally I can make out his words above the buzzing in my ears. "Are you okay?" he's saying, a look of concern on his face, but his cock rising from between his legs once again. 

I lay my face flat on the bed and stare at Mark in the mirror. The slapping sound I can hear is his hand coming down hard on my buttocks over and over again, and the growing pleasure in my belly is thanks to the huge cock that's shiny black and slick with cunt juice as it enters my pale trembling body time after time. 

"Yes!" I say to my husband. "Oh my fucking god, yes I'm okay!" 

The sounds I'm making, and the reflection in the mirror, are telling the story of a woman who's never been fucked properly before. And my husband knows it. "Is it that good?" he's saying, taking my hair in his hand and moving it from my face. 

"Yes!" I scream, as Mark hits me again. "Yes! Yes! Yes!" 

I slide a hand between my thighs and find Mark's cock as it slips from me. 

There's so much of it. I can get my whole hand on it while he's still more than half way inside me, and suddenly I want to be in control. I want to know what it feels like to be straddled over such a large length of hard male flesh. 

"Let me ride you," I beg, dropping my weight onto the bed so he slips from me, making me feel empty inside. "I want to ride that big black cock." 

My pussy is throbbing and my clit is one touch away from delivering a knee shaking climax. I don't touch it. I watch as Mark lays on his back and holds his cock upright in his fist, my lubrication smeared over it in trails of white and rivulets of clear fluid. I've never been so churned up inside, and I lick my lips as I clamber onto him, wrapping my legs over his. 

"Turn around," he says. "Face my feet. You'll like it more. I promise." 

I listen to him. He's probably pleasured many more women before me. I stifle a moan as his cock brushes my thigh, and turn around on top of him until my arse is facing him and his cock is rearing up my belly, throbbing on my flesh. 

Jonathon moves beside me and gazes between my legs as I wrap my hand around Mark's meaty girth and lift myself high enough to position him at my wet opening. 

I begin lowering myself and my teeth close over my lip as my pussy is peeled apart once more. It feels less painful this time, and I'm looking forward to burying the full ten inches deep inside me. 

Mark lays a hand on my back and pushes me forward. "Grab my ankles and bend forward," he says, his fingers tracing a line down my spine to the crack of my buttocks. 

Hairs tickle my palms as I run my hands over his muscled legs until I reach his ankles, and his cock feels like steel as it bends away from his body and deep within me. His cock is trying to regain its upright position and the pressure it's exerting on my cunt walls as it tries to straighten is hitting me where it counts. 

I push myself downward and moan as my pussy accepts more of his shaft. I'm on fire inside and I need to come very soon. 

Mark's finger briefly joins his cock in my entrance, and I wriggle as he coats his finger with my juice and drags it between my arse cheeks until he finds my anus. 

Cock fills my cunt as he begins filling my tightest of holes with his finger, twisting and pushing deeper the more I lower myself onto his wide shaft. 

Jonathon lowers his head and takes my breast in his mouth, sucking greedily on my nipple and moving a hand to my pussy, finding my clit with his thumb. I gasp as he presses it and Mark digs his finger deep into my arsehole as I take another few inches of cock. My climax is powerful, and I slump forward a little

as I shake and tremble. 

I look through tear blurred eyes at the mirror. I'm a shuddering jelly of white flesh on a powerhouse of black cock, and I moan as I watch myself accepting the full ten and a half inches that Mark has to offer. 

I still can't quite comprehend how I'm taking so much cock, but the mirror doesn't lie. The whole of the long black shaft is disappearing into my body each time I slam down onto Mark's thighs, and the force of his cock head hitting my cervix is even more proof that he's deeper inside me than any other man has ever been. 

Mark's cock looks huge as I ride it. There's a beautiful bend in it which I glide over easily as my pussy juice coats it, and the thick base of the shaft widens my pussy to the point where it just about hurts each time I take the long slide down it. 

The finger in my arse begins moving in perfect synchronisation with my movements along Mark's cock. Each time I slam myself down, Mark rams his finger deep, and the effect has me squealing and whimpering as another orgasm boils between my legs. 

I tighten my hands on Mark's ankles and he makes a sound as my nails dig into his skin. I swing my head as I climax and my hair billows in the air around me. 

Jonathon's thumb quickens on my clit and I scream as I come, wishing I could ride Mark's cock every day, but knowing that I have to make do with my husband's. 

Mark's finger twists in my arse and he groans as rivers of hot fluid gush from my cunt and soak his balls. 

"You squirted," mumbles Jonathon, as he continues working my clit. 

"Yes," is all I can say, and my body shakes as I continue to fuck the big black man beneath me. 

Jonathon moves closer to my face and I take his cock in my mouth again, the taste of his last orgasm still fresh on him. 

I'm in heaven, and I writhe and buck on Mark as I sense he's at the point of release. His finger slips from my arse and he grabs my buttocks, using them as levers to force me to increase my speed. He's pushing me up and pulling me down so hard that I whimper as his cock batters my cervix. It hurts, but it hurts so fucking good. 

Jonathon rams his cock deep down my throat as Mark grunts and pulls me down hard onto him, holding me still as his cock swells and the first powerful spurt of his seed coats me deep within. 

It's hot and wet and it runs from me easily as he continues pumping his load into me. The sounds he's making are animalistic and horny as fuck, and I take my husband's cock from my mouth so I can turn around and watch my bull's face as he climaxes. 

His eyes are closed tight, and I rock back and fore as I tease every drop of sperm he's got from his balls. I want it all in me. I want it deep, and I want it to stay there. 

Finally, the powerful pumping sensations ebb away and Mark opens his eyes. 

"Fucking hell," he says, stroking my back gently. "That was good." 

I agree with a sigh, and arch my back as I continue to rock on him. He's softening inside me and I don't like it. I want him hard again, and I want him to fuck me over and over until his balls are dry. 

Jonathon breaks the spell. "Let me fuck you while his cum's still in you," he says, his cockhead a deep crimson colour as he strokes it. 

I smile at him. "I doubt you'll feel the sides." 

"I'd like to try anyway," he smiles. 

I lift myself off Mark with a sigh and cum bubbles from me, streaming down my legs in a hot sticky trickle. 

My pussy is sore and I'm glad that Jonathon isn't so big, it will give me time to recover before the real cock is hard for me again. 

I lie on my back next to Mark and spread my legs, one of them over Mark, his cock under my thigh. 

Jonathon's face is wild with lust as he stares at the mess Mark has made of my pussy. He clambers between my thighs and his cock slithers inside me quickly and easily as he penetrates me and lowers himself on top of me. 

"Fuck it's hot," he grunts beginning to fuck me. "And so fucking loose." 

I wrap my hand around his neck and bring his face close to mine, our lips brushing and our breath mingling. "That's because I've had a big cock in it," I tease. "I can hardly feel you." 

He makes a few more hard thrusts and his face tightens as he comes. He groans out loud as he adds his cum to Mark's, and my cunt tightens as he closes his teeth on my throat. 

When he's spent he slips out of me and lies on my other side. I'm sandwiched between the two men and I run my had over my husband's belly as Mark's cock stiffens under my leg. "Thank you, Jonathon," I murmur as Mark grabs one of my nipples and twists it hard. 

Jonathon smiles. "You're welcome. Now let me watch you fuck him again." 

I kiss my husband before turning away from him and locking my mouth onto Mark's. It's going to be a long night, and I don't want to waste a second of it. 

The End
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