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Chapter One

The soft angles of her chin taper perfectly towards the strained ligaments of her neck, and her soft moans increase in volume as I push the toy further into the swollen wetness of her silky shaved sex. The plump mounds of pale white flesh, each topped with an eagerly erect nipple, rise and fall as the rhythm of her breathing indicates she's about to climax. 

Melanie's a beautiful woman, a perfect wife, and a dirty slut. She's the perfect package of beauty and nastiness, the product of my own insatiable fantasies, and the first woman that has ever agreed to fuck another man while I watch and pleasure myself, releasing the years of burgeoning lust that has grown frustratingly within me since as far back as I can remember. 

The years of begging women to fulfill my need to be humiliated by a superior man are soon to be over. In two days time, Melanie will allow herself to be pleasured at the hands and cock of another man. Not just any man, though. The man I've chosen to steal the monogamy from my marriage is the collective whole of every wank fantasy I've ever had. He's the epitome of the big black man that reduces the women he pleasures to shuddering, screaming, orgasmic whores. He's the man who's finally going to show me my own fears are true, the fear that I want to be true, but dread nonetheless - the fear that I've never really pleasured my wife, or any woman before her. Not in the way that a real man can. 

Not in the way that I'll ever be able to. 

Melanie tosses her head from side to side on the pillow, her golden hair fanning across the white linen, and her bottom lip bulging beneath the pressure of her teeth. She looks me in the eyes, and her face is a mask of lust as she speaks in breathless sentences. "Deeper," she begs. "Fuck me deep, and imagine it's Richard's cock that's making me come." 

I've imagined nothing else ever since she agreed to cuckold me with him. The black dildo makes it easy to picture Richard's large cock in its place, and the

sounds her pussy makes as her flowing juices are churned up, only serve to make the image more real. 

I push the full length of the toy into her, the girth turning her hole into a taut circle of slippery pink, and the blackness of the rubber making her skin seem porcelain in comparison. The toy is big, but Richard will be bigger, and my hand moves along my own inadequate cock in furious bursts of speed as my emotions yet again flit between jealously, humiliation, and a powerful desire to be an object of ridicule as my wife finally realises that size does matter. 

Melanie narrows her eyes before throwing her head back and shouting as her body shudders and trembles, and her toes curl. "I want his big black cock! Oh, my god, I want it so bad!" 

The dildo becomes harder to move in her as her orgasm tightens her depths, and my own climax rises in a hot surge that warms my cock and sprays my wife's belly and thighs as she comes in unison with me. Her moans continue as my hand is coated with the last of my seed, and the lust that controlled me until a few moments ago is replaced by the familiar creeping dread that I'm doing the wrong thing, that I won't be able to handle the sight of my wife with another man. 

I slide the dildo from my wife's still trembling body, and lay next to her on the bed, watching as her finger traces lazy circles in the pools of sperm that have collected on her stomach. Her breathing is still forced, and her breasts have flushed red, with tendrils of crimson leading even up her throat. She's satisfied, and I try and picture Richard laying in my place, with his cum slathered over my wife as she recovers from his attentions. It's a hard image to stomach at first, but as my cock twitches into life again, the image becomes the catalyst for my next erection, and I want nothing more than to witness my wife's small body squashed up next to the hulking enormity of Richard. 

Chapter Two

I'm overweight, short by most people's standards, and my penis is just within the size range that has been scientifically proven to be the average for other caucasian men like me. I wonder if it's guilt at my own appearance that has driven my desire to introduce my wife to a man who is above average in all the places that I fall short. Try as I might, I can never get to the root causes of my fantasies, and I've mostly come to terms with the fact that I've just been wired the way I am. Maybe I'm what I've heard some call a beta male, and my natural instinct is to make way for an alpha male. Who knows? 

Whatever the causes of my innermost desires, I know as I watch Melanie preparing herself to meet Richard, that I've made the right choice – that I trust my wife to be able to differentiate between her love for me, and her lust for a powerful male. 

Tonight is going to be good for us both, and I try and put myself in the mind of my wife. What must she be feeling as she shaves the last of the stubble from her pussy mound? Knowing that she's readying herself for a man she's never met, knowing that for the first time in over six years, she's going to accept a cock inside her that isn't her husband's? Knowing that the man in the photos on my phone is preparing himself to fuck her? 

She's had her doubts over the last few months, flitting between the absolute certainty that she wants to cuckold me, as she writhes in the throes of passion, and questioning her decision as we move about the mundanity of normal life. 

All our doubts are being put aside and ignored tonight, though. In a few short hours, we'll be meeting Richard in a bar and then bringing him back to our hotel room where he's going to make my wife his slut for the night. 

I wash the soap from Melanie's back, and kiss her as she tilts her head upwards. 

"So," she says, laying back in the bath. "How are you feeling?" 

I glance around the hotel bathroom and peak through the doorway at the living space. The large bed looms in the centre of the room, and I try and imagine my wife being taken by a big black man as she fists the sheets and begs for more. "I can't wait," I admit. "I can't believe it's happening, if I'm honest." 

Melanie reaches over the edge of the bath and wraps her wet soapy fingers around my cock. "Well, Mark. It is happening. You're going to watch me fuck a big black cock." 

Her fingers tighten and my cock responds quickly. From flaccid to achingly erect in the time it takes for her to sit up in the bath and draw me close to the edge, her lips parting as she guides the swollen tip of my hardness to the softness of her mouth. 

My knees give a little as she brushes my glans with the tip of her tongue and her breath warms my flesh. "You're going to watch until we finish," she murmurs between flicks of her tongue. "And then you can fuck me, and feel what he's done to me." 

I twist my hands in her wet hair, and pull her onto my shaft. "Yes," I grunt, thrusting into her. "I'm going to watch my wife fucking a stranger. Then I'm going to feel how much he's stretched you." 

Melanie makes soft sounds of pleasure as she works my cock, her tongue rolling and her teeth grazing. She fixes her eyes on mine and senses my imminent

climax. She slips me briefly from her mouth and smiles. "Let's hope he can last longer than you. It would be a disappointment if he couldn't." 

Melanie knows exactly what to say to me, and she barely manages to envelope my cock between her lips again as I erupt in her mouth. The warmth of my seed coats my sensitive flesh, and Melanie sighs as she swallows every drop, sucking the remaining trickling dribbles from me as I relax my grip on her hair and slip from her mouth. 

My cum coats her lips, and she smiles as she washes it from herself with handfuls of water. "You'd better get ready, sweetheart," she says. "We're meeting him soon." 

Chapter Three

The bar is quiet, and we order drinks before sitting in a secluded corner cubicle. 

Melanie crosses her legs, and the tops of her stockings are visible for a moment beneath the red of her dress hem. She looks stunning. She's sexy yet classy, and I know that beneath her calm seductive exterior, she's as nervous as I am. 

She moistens her lips with her tongue and takes a sip of white wine, then places the glass carefully on a cardboard coaster before reaching beneath the table and positioning her hand on my thigh. Her fingers tickle, and a twitch from my cock reminds me just how highly aroused I am. 

I glance at my phone. We're twenty minutes early. Richard has messaged us to say he may be a few minutes late, and we both fidget in our seats as we await his arrival. 

The familiar scent of Melanie's perfume has a disarming effect on my nerves, letting me know that whatever happens tonight, she's still mine. I find it amusing that it's a simple smell, and not the ring on her finger that reminds me she's my wife, and I reach for her hand as she checks her watch again. 

She relaxes as my fingers close over hers, and smiles at me as I raise my eyebrows enquiringly. "I'm nervous," she admits. "What if it doesn't go how you imagined it? What if you get jealous?" 

I will get jealous. I know that, but it's jealously that's fueling me. It's my jealousy of other men that's led us to the position we find ourselves in, and I reassure Melanie with a tightening of my hand. "Of course I'll get jealous," I say. "But that's what I want. I want to feel inadequate as I watch you fucking a bigger man, but that doesn't mean I won't enjoy it." I reach under the table with my other hand and guide her free hand to the hard bulge in my trousers. "Does that feel

like I'm not going to enjoy it?" 

Melanie giggles, and the sound delights me. "You're a horny bastard, Mark," she says, pressing the palm of her hand against my erection. "And I love it." 

I lift my hips a little, using her hand to relieve some pressure. "You're pretty fucking horny yourself. You're about to fuck a stranger in front of your husband, and if that doesn't make you a horny bitch, I don't know what would." 

Melanie's pupils dilate as she leans in and kisses me. She pulls away and whispers in my ear. "I'm so wet, darling. So wet for Richard's big black cock. 

Much wetter than I get for your cock." 

Melanie knows exactly what I like to hear, and if we hadn't been in a public place, I'd have bent her over the table, prised her panties to the side and fucked her. I try and kiss her again, but she moves her head out of reach with a smile and takes her hand from my cock. "Remember," she says. "If either of us don't like him, we have to be honest. It's not going to be fun if one of us is uneasy about him." 

"I promise," I say. "If I don't want to go through with it, I'll let you know." 

Melanie nods and picks up her wine glass. "I'll do the same." 

The music in the bar is far too young for my taste, but Melanie seems to be enjoying it. Her long fingernails click on the side of the glass in time to the beat, 

and she rocks her head slowly, her eyes searching the room and stalling on the doorway every few seconds. 

She's looking for Richard. Looking for the man who's going to be inside her tonight. 

I swallow a mouthful of cold beer, and the alcohol has an instant calming effect. 

"He should be here anytime now," I say, watching the door with my wife. 

As if I've tempted fate, the door swings open and there he is, looking exactly as his photos have described, but far bigger and intimidating in real life than on the small screen of my phone. Melanie makes a strange sound in her throat, and coughs as she clears wine from her airway. "Wow," she murmurs under her breath. "He's big." 

"Yes," I mumble, puffing out my chest a little. 

He is big. His heavy frame blocks the light from the doorway as he scans the room looking for the red dress of my wife. He looms over the people who stand nearby him queuing for a drink, and I find it strangely arousing to see other women in the room giggling with one another as they check him out. I'm sorry ladies, but he's fucking my wife tonight. 

He raises a hand in greeting as he spots my wife's dress, and I shrink into the seat as he approaches us, making me feel smaller and smaller with each long stride he makes across the room. I have no time to compose myself, and I know my cheeks are still flushed red with shame and excitement as he towers over our table, smiling at us both in turn and taking Melanie's hand in his. 

"Melanie and Mark?" he asks, in a deep voice that makes Melanie move in her seat. He hasn't even seen a picture of us, but I can see by the glint in his eyes as he runs his gaze over my wife's cleavage, that he's not disappointed. 

"Hi, Richard," says Melanie in a voice I haven't heard her use since we first began dating. "Please, sit down, let Mark get you a drink." 

"Yes," I say. "Sit down and get to know Melanie. What can I get you? A beer?" 

He releases Melanie's hand and takes mine instead as I offer it to him. His hand dwarfs mine, and he applies a gentle pressure as he shakes it. "I'll have whatever you're drinking, Mark. Thank you." 

I fight with my cock as I cross the room to the bar. It's semi erect, and I know that just one single misplaced thought will fill it with the final rush of blood it needs to embarrass me in front of the roomful of strangers. 

I order Richard's beer and watch as the big man sits opposite my wife, the back of his head towards me and his hand inches from Melanie's. His hair is tightly cropped to his head, and muscles bulge at his neck and shoulders, straining at the thin fabric of his shirt. 

His skin is a rich dark brown that shines beneath the dim lights of the bar, and I imagine his body against the pale naked body of my wife. I turn my back to them and pay for the drink as my cock threatens to tent my trousers, and calm myself down a little before walking across the room with Richard's beer to

where my wife is flirting with the man she's soon going to fuck. 

"Here you go," I say, placing the beer in front of him. "A cold Stella Artois." 

I take my seat next to my wife as Richard thanks me, and move protectively close to her. Her eyes twinkle as she turns to look at me, and her face is alive with joy. "Richard was just saying how nervous he's been too," she beams. "I suggested we finish our drinks and head back to the hotel." 

The pulse between my thighs is throbbing, and my mouth is dry even though I've been lubricating it with lager. My wife can't wait to get him back to the room, and already my jealousy is rising. I so badly want to see him fucking Melanie, but I'm still aware that I can keep the whole thing as a fantasy. I don't have to make it a reality. 

Melanie's thigh moves against mine and I glance beneath the table. Her shoe is on the floor, and she's running her stockinged foot along Richard's calf muscle. 

My cock hardens immediately, and I know I must let this happen. I know how badly I've always wanted it, and I know that however hard it is to watch, that ultimately, I'll enjoy it. 

Richard looks at me with a smile curling his lips. "What do you say, Mark? Back to the hotel, or another drink here?" 

I like the young man, and I can tell that he's desperate to get into my wife's underwear. He told me via message that he's always wanted to fuck an older woman, and although I don't think of forty as old, I can see why a man barely in his twenties would. I return his smile. "Back to the hotel," I say. "Melanie's been

waiting long enough to meet you. She's very excited about what you've got in your trousers." 

Melanie slaps my hand playfully. "Mark! Don't tell him things like that!" 

"It's true," I laugh. "She's really looking forward to it." 

Melanie lowers her voice. "Okay, Richard. I am rather curious, I must admit. It looks very big in the photos you sent." 

Ricard looks a little embarrassed, but I can tell pride when I see it. "So I'm told," 

he says with a wink. 

My wife is like a coiled spring next to me. I can feel the energy emanating from her, and every tiny gesture of body language she makes is a giveaway of just how turned on she is. I place my hand on her thigh, and she sighs. My mouth brushes her ear as I lean in to her, and she shudders as I whisper. "Drink up darling. I want to watch you fuck his big cock." 

Chapter Four

The walk back to the hotel is heavy with tension. An excited tension, a tension that thickens my thoughts and makes me feel almost detached from Melanie and Richard. Melanie's hand is in mine, and Richard walks on her right, carving a path through the throng of revellers that travel from bar to bar. 

The music pouring from the different venues quietens as we veer off to the area our hotel is in, and the receptionist pays us no attention as we enter the foyer and take the elevator to the top floor. Our room is at the corner of the building, and the living space shares no wall with any other room. We can be sure that we won't be overheard if Melanie gets as loud as I think she will. 

I fumble with the key card as I notice my wife's fingers wrapped around Richard's. What did I expect though? If I'm concerned that Melanie is holding the man's hand, how am I going to feel when her wedding band is making contact with his engorged flesh? 

I shake the doubts from my mind and lock the door behind us as we enter the suite. The light flickers on and the bed is laid bare before us, ready to be used, as is my wife. 

I'm not sure what to do next. All my fantasies have begun and ended with my wife naked next to the man she's enjoying. The process of undressing and instigating sex has never crossed my mind. Luckily for me, my wife has obviously considered it, and she looks at me with an expression that asks for my permission. 

I give a half smile and nod. I need this part out of the way. I need them to get down to the fucking. I need to feel my hard cock in my hand as Melanie is pleasured by the young black stud. 

"So," says my wife, taking off her necklace as she looks at Richard, and placing it on the bedside table next to a brochure about London Zoo. "Would you like that drink? Or would you like to…." 

Richard looks at me, and I give him a reassuring smile. "It's up to you," I say. 

"Melanie's yours to do with what you want. Pretend I'm not here." 

"I like the sound of that," Melanie purrs, reaching for the uppermost button of Richard's shirt and popping it open. "What do you say, Richard? Do you want to do what you want with me?" 

Watching my wife seducing another man makes my blood rush, and I pull the seat out from beneath the dressing table and position it a few feet away from the bed, already loosening my belt and adjusting my erection. 

Melanie smiles as I sit down, and opens open another button on Richard's shirt. 

With a last look at me as I sit down, Richard closes the space between him and my wife and wraps her in his arms, gazing down at her as she tilts her chin upward and allows him to kiss her. 

They sigh and groan as their mouths squash together, and the sticky sound of saliva mixing makes everything suddenly real. 

Melanie tears at Richards buttons as the kiss grows more passionate, and Richard helps her by undoing the last few and taking it off, allowing it to drop to the floor at his feet. 

Melanie breaks off the kiss and steps back from him, taking in the torso that he's revealed. Even I feel a surge of lust as I study him. Melanie's going to enjoy him. 

His skin look soft, but the muscles beneath are hard and toned, his stomach rippling like the models in the fitness magazines I once read. He's a real man, and Melanie deserves him. She's made do with me for years, and tonight she finds out what she's been missing. 

My desire replaces any doubts I may have had, and I open my zipper and release my hardness, gripping it in a tight fist as I watch Melanie turn her back to Richard and ask him to unzip her. 

He lowers it quickly and Melanie slides it from her shoulders, opening her bra as she turns to face him again. My wife is beautiful and now Richard can see how lucky I am. 

Melanie smiles as she takes off her bra and her breasts fall forward, her nipples hard, and goose bumps visible even from where I'm sitting. Richard mumbles something and tears at his belt and trousers as Melanie's dress falls to her feet and she is on show, hidden only by the small pair of panties that are sheer enough to show the bare shaved flesh below. 

Melanie watches as Richard undoes his shoes and removes his socks, and she allows me a quick smile as Richard begins lowering his trousers and underwear, before standing upright in front of her with his masculinity rearing and twitching

between them. 

The twinkle in my wife's eyes is evident as she sees what Richard has for her, and my hand moves quickly along my dick as I'm confronted with what my wife is soon to be taking. Seeing such a cock in real life is a far cry from seeing one in photographs and films. It's so thick, and so long, and I wish beyond anything else in life that I had been as blessed as Richard is. 

My cock feels tiny in my hand, and I wonder what it feels like to have such a huge erection rising from between your legs. It must be heavy, and maybe it aches more than mine when he's turned on. I'll never know, but Melanie is soon to know what it feels like to have one inside her. 

Melanie makes a sound I've never heard before, and slides her panties down, revealing herself fully. She takes Richard's hand and leads him to the bed. "Lie down," she says, her face transformed from calm and collected, to excited and eager. 

As Richard lies on his back, Melanie kneels beside him, her face towards me and her hand reaching for the thick black shaft that rises and falls on Richards abdominals. I notice that it reaches way beyond his belly button, and find myself wondering if he can suck it himself. I've heard of men that can, and it certainly looks as if he could reach. 

Melanie's fingers tentatively close around Richard's cock, and he gazes down his body, watching my wife's hand as she struggles to hold him and begins making long strokes along his length. 

"Like it?" asks Richard, his hands tightening on the bed linen. 

Melanie adds her other hand to his cock and lifts it towards her face. "Oh god, yes," she says. 

I slide my trousers and boxers down to my knees and grasp my balls in one hand while still wanking with the other. Melanie lifts her eyes, and amusement crosses her face as she sees me. She licks her lips and smiles at me. "Ever seen one this big, darling?" 

I shake my head, aware that Richard is watching me too, and he seems just as amused as my wife. "No," I say, honestly. "It's huge." 

Melanie simply giggles and opens her mouth, making Richard groan as she wraps her lips around his thick cock head and slides him into her. It's such an intimate thing to do to a man, and I nearly orgasm as she takes more of him into her, her jaws opening wide, and her arse wriggling as she gets herself into a more comfortable position. 

Richard's hand finds my wife's buttock, and she turns herself so he can touch her more easily. He pushes up into her mouth and gasps as she lifts her head, leaving a shimmering trail of saliva coating his dark hardness. 

"Sit on my face," urges Richard, making thrusts into Melanie's mouth. 

Melanie lifts one thigh and levers herself over Richards wide chest, lowering her

pussy towards his flicking tongue. I can't see what he does, but I see the response it elicits from Melanie as she makes contact with his face and moans out loud, briefly slipping his cock from between her lips. 

They remain like that, sucking and licking each other, heightening each other's excitement, and mine, until Melanie can wait no longer to feel him inside her. I see the urgency on her face as she lifts her pussy from Richard's mouth and turns herself around above him, reaching between her legs for his cock which she lines up with her entrance and slowly begins lowering herself onto. 

"No condom?" I ask, not really caring, and secretly happy that Melanie is too turned on to reach for the packet I know is in her handbag. 

"No condom," my wife confirms, lowering her face to Richards and kissing him as I stand up and position myself behind her at the foot of the bed. 

The sight takes my breath away, and I jerk myself harder as my wife's pussy is peeled apart by the thick black shaft that is smeared with her juices. Melanie's moans and groans are becoming louder with each wide inch that she allows inside herself. 

As Melanie lifts her pussy and lowers herself again slowly, I place a hand on the small of her back, pushing her downward. "You only had half of it in you," I say. 

"Take it all, you dirty slut." 

"Take your hand off me," she gasps. "No touching until we're finished. I'll deal with this cock in my own time." 

Richard's huge balls visibly tighten as my wife's tight cunt swallows more of his cock, and the thick veins that shape the black skin throb as he burrows into Melanie's body. Melanie's groans become guttural as she takes more, and her pussy stretches wider than seems possible, her juices slowly trickling from between her tight skin, and Richard's hard flesh. 

I stand behind them, my hand slowing on my cock, trying to delay my climax. 

Richard lifts his arse and his cock slides deep into Melanie, only the very base of his shaft still exposed and uncovered by my wife's slippery hole. 

Melanie shudders and makes a sound that starts low in her throat and rises in volume until she shouts. "I'm coming! Oh my fucking god, I'm coming!" 

She lifts and drops herself hard, taking all of the thick cock inside her. She moans and groans as her orgasm spurs her on, and slams her body down onto Richard's as she begins to fuck him hard and fast. 

White cream coats Richard's, cock and I almost come again with the realisation that she's never produced anything like that when I've fucked her. Big hands grasp her buttocks, and Richard spreads them wide, exposing her puckering arsehole to me, and ramming himself up into her, impaling her on his massive length and making her scream. 

Richard's grunts and Melanie's gasps are loud, but the sucking squelching sound that my wife's cunt makes as Richard churns her insides, is louder. Clear fluid and white cream shimmers on Richard's cock and I resist the temptation to reach out and touch it, aware that it's my heightened lust and not a sudden bisexual urge. 

Melanie arches her spine and tosses her head from side to side as she rides the young stud, and she comes again as Richard's thick finger teases her anus, dipping in and out of the entrance, but never fully penetrating. 

I'm close to letting go, but I manage to hold on as Richard spanks my wife's buttock. "Get on your hands and knees," he says. "I want to fuck you from behind." 

With her arse still wobbling from Richard's slap, Melanie slides up and off the big cock, her pussy not fully closing as she clambers off him and turns on the bed to face me, her face flushed with excitement and her eyes wide with lust. 

She barely notices me as she raises her arse in the air and looks over her shoulder as Richard kneels behind her and guides himself into her. "Fuck me hard," she demands. "Fuck me hard with that beautiful big black cock." 

She squeals as Richard penetrates her, and I can tell from the hard slap of Richard's stomach on my wife's arse that he's fully impaled her on all his thick inches. I offer Melanie my cock, brushing her mouth with the tip, but she moves her head to the side and lays her cheek flat on the bed, with her eyes closed, and her fists balling the bedclothes. She screams again as Richard powers into her, his hands on her waist and his body slamming into her, over and over again, making Melanie emit sounds I've never heard her make. 

She comes again and again as Richard gives her what she needs, and I place my hand on her head, trying to turn her to face me. "Please suck my cock," I beg. 

"No," gasps my wife. "This is how you wanted it, and this is how I like it. Let me enjoy him, will you? Just watch us and enjoy it." 

I steady my hand on my cock, slowing down again, not wanting to come —

knowing an orgasm will drain the lust from me, knowing I'll have to watch with envy until my libido rises again. I moan in exasperation as Richard does things to my wife that I'll never be able to, and I walk around the bed so I can see Richard's cock entering her. 

Melanie's pussy squelches and flows with juice as the dark length of flesh vanishes into her time and again. It's impossibly long, and I crouch down so I can see beneath Melanie, watching her belly for a bulge each time Richard manages to fit all of himself inside her. 

Melanie seems to be in a perpetual state of orgasm, and she shudders and shakes as she gasps, moans, and makes small squeals, almost like she's in pain. She's not in pain though, and she moves a hand between her legs and finds her clit, rubbing it frantically as Richard continues to smash into her swollen cunt. 

Richard leans over my wife's back and grabs a fistful of her hair, wrapping the blond strands around his fingers before yanking her upwards with a sharp tug that makes her yelp. Melanie cries out in such pleasure that I almost give in to my lust and allow myself to come. I know from the sounds she makes that I've always been correct — I've never pleasured her properly, and I'll never be able to, and rather than shame me, that knowledge turns me on even more. 

"Fuck the bitch harder," I urge Richard. "Fucking ruin her. She wants it, don't you, you slut?" 

"Yes!" screams my wife. "Fuck me as hard as you can. Please! Please! Please!" 

Richard pulls his juice slick cock out of her, until only the tip nestles between my wife's puffy cunt lips. He yanks on her hair and bends her spine towards him, before ramming himself deep into her with such force that I hear the breath leave my wife's mouth. He does it again, faster and faster, until his blackness is a blur as it dips in and out of Melanie's gaping pink wetness. 

Screams and grunts fill the air, until Melanie slumps forward, suspended by her hair, and lets out an ear-piercing shout. "What the fuck is happening?" 

Her whole body shakes, and a gush of clear fluid spurts from her cunt, soaking Richard's hard stomach, and dripping down him as he smashes into her. 

"Oh my god!" Melanie moans. "Oh my fucking god!" 

"You squirted," I say, desperate to come, but more desperate to save it for my wife's ruined pussy. 

Melanie makes soft mewling sounds as Richard continues to fuck her, and she slumps onto the bed as her hair is released. 

"Where do you want my cum?" grunts Richard, as his thrusts lose their rhythm and his body tenses. 

Melanie lifts her head and looks over her shoulder at him, tears running down

her cheeks. "In my cunt. Come in my cunt, please come in my cunt." 

Richard makes a low sound in his throat and powers into my wife one last time, digging his fingers into the flesh of her waist, and moaning as he empties himself into her greedy depths. 

Melanie writhes on the bed, accepting his seed and orgasming again as she's filled with the warm sperm of a man twenty years her junior, while her husband is beside her. I watch on, feeling privy to something beautiful and intimate, and never wanting the two people to finish their climaxes. 

"So fucking tight," moans Richard, as his seed begins to trickle from Melanie's stretched hole and along his throbbing length, which slides from my wife slowly. 

"So fucking tight." 

"Not anymore," says Melanie, almost whispering. "I've never been so full of cock. I want you to fuck me now, Mark. I want you to feel how loose and full of cum your wife's slut cunt is." 

Richard fully withdraws from Melanie's messy cum dribbling hole, and smiles at me. "Thanks," he says as he makes me way for me, my cock twitching with excitement, and my balls aching to be emptied. "She's a good fuck." 

I can't speak. The warmth of my wife's pussy as my cock brushes the slippery lips almost triggers my climax, and I moan as I slip fully and quickly into her. 

"Tell me when you're in," says Melanie, and I don't know if she's teasing or being serious. All I can concentrate on is the warmth of Richard's cum, and the looseness of my wife's hole. There's no familiar grip on my flesh, and no sound from Melanie as I fuck her as hard as I can, my balls tightening with each short stroke I make into her. 

Finally, as Melanie reaches under her body and massages my balls, I let go, and slump onto her back as my seed mingles with the superior seed of the man before me. My body tingles, and my ears roar with a rush of blood as my wife's slippery hole slides over me as she rocks back and for, coaxing every last drop I have from my sore cock head. 

My cock slips easily from her pussy in a rush of two men's loads, and I lie on my back gazing at the ceiling as Melanie lowers herself onto the bed, squeezing herself between myself and Richard, a hand on each of us, and a wide smile on her face. 

"Fuck," she says, simply. "That was amazing." 

Chapter Five

We've chosen another bar, but Melanie is wearing the same red dress. It makes it easier for men to find her in the throng of people. 

It's only our second time, but already our marriage is stronger and our sex life better. The man we're meeting tonight is older than Richard was, but just as well equipped. That's Melanie's only stipulation. The man must be big, and preferably black. 

I close my hand over hers as we stare at the door. "Nervous?" I ask. 

She looks me directly in my eyes. "No," she says slowly. "Excited, and very wet, but not nervous." 

The door swings open and a tall man enters the bar. Melanie makes a gentle sighing sound, and I feel the familiar welcome jealousy flood my stomach. 

The End
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