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Chapter One

Everyone keeps secrets from their spouses. Some are small secrets like a husband pretending to enjoy his wife's signature dish when really he hates it, and some are larger, such as having an affair or running up a gambling debt. I wasn't quite sure which category to place my husband's secret in, the secret I'd just uncovered as I flung boxes out of his wardrobe while I searched for an old photo album. 

Right at the back, behind the line of shoes that he never wore anymore and beneath a pile of car magazines, was a box. There was nothing suspicious about the box, it was a simple brown cardboard box with torn pieces of masking tape hanging off it, and our address written on the top in black marker pen. 

It was what was inside the box that made my breath catch in my throat, and, if I had to admit it — my clit tingle ever so slightly. 

The box was packed to the brim with magazines and DVD's. Not just any films and magazines though, certainly not the classic westerns that my husband enjoyed. No, the films and magazines inside the box all revolved around one word — cuckolding. 

I'd heard of the term before and had never really understood it, but as I flicked through the magazines it began making more sense. It was all about a man watching his partner with another man, while for the most part being put in a position of humiliation himself. 

Amateur photos of women being fucked by well hung men adorned the pages, and it didn't a rocket scientist to work out that most of the photo's had been taken by the women's husbands or boyfriends. 

In some of the photos the husband could be seen watching as his partner was pleasured -- sometimes by one man, but often by more. 

I continued to rifle through the box, and gasped as I found what looked like a medieval torture device. It was a cage with a little brass padlock on and it was quite apparent that it was shaped to fit over a man's cock and balls. 

I flicked through the magazines until I found a photo of a man wearing one, and felt my pussy moisten as I studied the man, his cock squashed into the cage and the bars preventing him from getting hard as he watched his wife being fucked by two well-endowed men. 

I had to admit. It all looked rather exciting. 

 My husband though? It didn't make sense. Frank was a quiet man who'd never once in our nine-year marriage even broached the subject of having sex with other people, let alone the possibility of him watching me with another man. 

I was intrigued, and as I slipped one of his DVD's into the player and settled back on the bed to watch, I wondered how long he'd been living with the fantasy that he'd been hiding from me. 

The film was an amateur recording, and it was dated at the bottom right of the screen. It had been shot in the last year, and I almost choked as a man walked in front of the lens with the largest cock I'd ever seen. It wasn't just the size of the cock that shocked me though, it was the fact that I knew the man who proudly

waved it in front of him, as a woman on a bed opened her legs and beckoned him forward. 

It was Paul, my husband's boss, a man I'd made dinner for on many occasions as my husband climbed the promotion ladder. I assumed that the other man in the video, the man who was standing next to the bed watching, was the woman's husband. 

I'd often thought that Paul was an attractive man, but I'd never have guessed that he was into fucking other men's wives while they watched. I'd especially not have guessed that he had a cock like the one I was looking at hanging between his legs. 

Paul's cock wobbled seductively as he walked towards the bed, and it looked as wide as my forearm. I knew that the camera could distort objects, but no amount of distortion could change the fact that Paul had an absolutely gigantic penis, and as I stared at it I began feeling the familiar throb of lust between my legs. 

The woman spoke to the man next to the bed and I became even more excited. 

"Are you ready to watch what a real man can do?" she said, in a teasing tone. "A man with a big cock who knows how to treat a woman. Not like you, with that ridiculous thing," she said, reaching out and slapping the man's erection. 

The man nodded. "Oh yes," he said, wrapping a hand around his cock. "I'm ready to watch." 

I spread my legs and hitched my skirt up to my waist, running a hand over the moist fabric of my panties. 

It was thrilling to watch a man I'd cooked spaghetti for lowering his huge cock towards the puffy pink pussy of a woman I didn't know, and as he entered her and the woman groaned, I slipped my fingers beneath my panties and pushed two fingers into my wet hole, gasping as the woman on screen screamed as Paul rammed his full length inside her. 

Her husband jerked himself off as his wife writhed on the bed beneath Paul, orgasming over and over again as he fucked her hard and fast, his long cock slick with a coating of pussy juice. 

My fingers built up a steady rhythm, and I moved my other hand to my cunt and found my clit, rubbing it fast and hard as I watched my husband's boss delivering the best fucking I'd ever seen. 

As the woman on the bed came again, my own climax ripped through me, and my arse lifted and dropped as my pussy clenched my fingers tightly and my clit became sore and sensitive. 

I closed my eyes and imagined being fucked by Paul as Frank watched, wearing the little cage in his box of secrets and wishing he had a cock the same size as his boss had. 

I was pretty sure that if my husband had all those cuckolding films and magazines, he'd be open to being cuckolded in real life, and I wondered how I could go about making it a reality. 

I glanced at the TV and licked my lips as Paul pulled his cock from the satisfied woman, a river of his cum dribbling from the stretched out hole as he stepped off the bed. My sore clit came back to life as I watched what happened next, and I pushed a finger inside myself again, almost coming immediately. 

The husband positioned himself between his wife's legs and with a greedy lustfulness, began sucking and licking Paul's cum from out of her, as his wife moaned, groaned, and pushed her cunt into his face. It was a beautiful sight, and I came hard as I imagined Frank sucking Paul's cum from out of my well fucked hole. 

As I tided everything away afterwards, and put Frank's box back exactly as I'd found it, I began running recipes through my mind. I'd want to make Paul a light meal, so he'd still have the energy to fuck me afterwards, and of course I'd need plenty of alcohol available, just in case Frank wasn't as open minded as I hoped he'd be. 

I decided I would ask Frank that night to invite Paul for dinner, and as I showered off afterwards, I couldn't get the image of his beautiful cock from out of my head. 

Chapter Two

"It was good of you to invite Paul," said Frank, opening a bottle of Merlot. "I really appreciate it." 

I smiled and fastened my bracelet. "It's my pleasure," I said, "I know you like him, and he's been a good boss to you." 

"He appreciates it too," said Frank, placing the corkscrew in the drawer. "He loves your cooking." 

"That's nice to hear," I said, making my way towards the door. "I'm just going upstairs to finish getting ready. He'll be here soon." 

I was hoping that Paul would be going home that night loving more than just my cooking, and my clit gave a little twinge of pleasure as I ran through my plan again. 

It was a simple plan, but a plan that I had no doubt would work. I was wearing my smallest black dress which showed off just enough cleavage to get a man's attention, while still looking classy. It finished half way down my thighs and I'd chosen a tiny pair of black panties that barely covered my pussy to wear beneath it. 

My plan, if it could even be called a plan, was to show off more of my body than was appropriate for an evening meal with my husband and his boss. Maybe I'd drop a fork and bend down just a little too far, showing a brief glimpse of my underwear, and perhaps lean a little too low as I poured the wine for the men. 

I had no doubt that when I finally told Frank I'd found his films, magazines, and what I had since found out was called a cock cage, that he'd be excited enough to let me cuckold him with Paul. 

I badly wanted the cock that hung between Paul's legs, and I would do whatever it took to get it. If my husband could have a secret stash of porn that featured his boss, then I could have my fun too. I felt no guilt as I planned my seduction of the two men, with Paul being my main person of interest. 

I applied a little red lipstick and made a few final adjustments to my long brown hair, which flowed over my shoulders and down my back, and stepped away from the wall mirror, happy that I looked sexy enough to reel Paul in. 

With a final squirt of perfume on my wrists and throat, I made my way downstairs just as the doorbell chimed and Frank let his well hung boss into our home. 

"You're looking as beautiful as ever, Tamara," said Paul, removing his coat and handing it to my husband who slipped it over one of the wall pegs next to the front door. 

"You're too kind, Paul," I smiled, stepping down from the bottom stair and taking his outstretched hand in mine. 

Paul lowered his head, and my skin tingled as he laid a soft kiss on the back of my hand, his breath hot, but his lips still cool from the night air. 

I allowed myself a quick peek at his crotch, wondering if I could make out the shape of the large cock which I knew was nestling beneath his trousers. He obviously dressed cleverly, because the lump in the front of his trousers was no different to the one in my husband's. 

Retrieving my hand from Paul's strong grip, I ushered him into the living room. 

"Take a seat," I said, "Frank will fix us some drinks while I prepare the starter." 

Paul sat down, pushing his long legs out in front of him and revealing a little more of the bulge in his crotch. I could see as he adjusted his seating position, that he did indeed have more than my husband did in his trousers. "I hope you haven't gone to too much trouble," he said, watching me as I walked towards the kitchen door. I smiled to myself as his eyes dropped the length of my body and lingered on my arse for a fraction longer than would be deemed polite. 

"It's no trouble," I said, smiling at him and pushing my breasts out a little. 

"You've done a lot for Frank. A meal every now and again is the least I can do." 

Wait until he sees the most I can do, I thought, with a shiver of anticipation. 

Frank followed me into the kitchen and prepared the drinks as I tossed some salad and mixed a prawn cocktail sauce. "Wine for you, Tamara?" he said. 

"Yes please," I said, adding the final garnishes to the starters. "A large glass." 

It wasn't Dutch courage I required, but a large glass of wine would certainly boost my confidence a little. 

Frank laughed as he poured me a glass. "Letting your hair down, huh?" 

I smiled and stroked a stray strand of hair from out of my eyes. "Something like that, sweetheart," I said. 

We carried the drinks and starters in together and the three of us made our way to the dining room. I sat directly opposite Paul with Frank next to me, and the low neckline of my dress pulled down as far as I could manage, without making it seem too obvious. 

As we ate, Paul couldn't refrain from sneaking glances at my cleavage, and my nipples hardened as he licked his lips after one particularly drawn out stare. He liked what he saw and it made my panties dampen. 

Frank and Paul spoke about work, and I chimed in when I needed to, but mostly, I spent the meal mustering up the courage to begin my seduction of my husband's boss, and ultimately -- the cuckolding of Frank. 

With plenty of alcohol in my system I became braver by the second and decided to really begin flirting. 

I stood up to pour the men more wine and leaned over the table, my tits nearly bursting from my dress and my arse high in the air. 

Paul didn't even try to hide his wandering eyes, and he stared open mouthed at my boobs as I poured his drink, my tongue slowly tracing the shape of my lips. 

Frank cleared his throat, and I turned to face him. "Are you okay, darling?" I said, "is there something caught in your throat?" 

My husband looked flustered. "No," he said, indicating my cleavage with his eyes. "Your dress was showing more than Paul probably wants to see. I just wanted to make you aware." 

I laughed. "Is that so, Paul?" I said, turning my eyes to Frank's boss. "Am I showing too much tit?" 

Paul smiled. "Not at all," he said, twirling his wine glass between his fingers. 

"Don't be such a stick in the mud, Frank. You've got a beautiful wife and you should be proud of her." 

My tits wobbled slightly as I swayed my torso, my erect nipples pressing uncomfortably against my bra. "Thank you, Paul," I said, sitting down again and taking a sip of wine, aware that the atmosphere in the room had changed. 

Frank shifted in his seat, and I glanced at his crotch, mindful that he had a visible lump rising which he was trying to conceal with his napkin. 

"You know what, guys," I said, the alcohol fuelling me onward. "Let me be honest with you both." 

Paul leaned forward in his seat, closing the gap between us. "Go on," he said, his eyes twinkling. 

I looked at my husband. "Frank," I said, "I found your box upstairs. The one with the films, magazines, and your cock cage." 

Frank coughed, snorting wine from his nose and blushing bright red. 

I turned to face Paul again. "I saw you on the film, Paul, and I liked what I saw. 

I'll be honest. I want you to fuck me with your big cock while my husband watches." 

Paul's face lit up, and his Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed. "It would be my pleasure, Tamara," he said, his voice deep and his tone slow. "My absolute pleasure." 

"What about it, Frank?" I said, looking at my blushing husband. "How does that sound? It's obvious it's a fantasy of yours. I mean… you've got films of your boss fucking other men's wives, Frank, there's no reason one of those wives can't be me." I paused for a moment and placed my hand on his. "I'll make you wear your cock cage. I'll wrap your little dick up all nice and tight while you watch a man with a real cock fucking me. How's that sound?" 

Frank looked at Paul, and Paul nodded. "I think your wife's had a wonderful idea," he said, reaching across the table and taking my hand, sending goose bumps running along my forearms. "I'm going to fuck Tamara, and you're going to watch, Frank." 

Paul stood up, and I gasped as the bulge in his trousers appeared over the table top. His erection strained against the fabric of his trousers and twitched as my eyes lingered on it. 

"Wow," I said, feeling the blood rushing between my legs and my clit hardening. 

"Just… wow." 

I almost forgot my husband existed as Paul helped me to my feet and began leading me across the room towards the staircase, my head swimming and my pussy throbbing. "Come on, Frank," he said, looking over his shoulder. "Let's get this show on the road. I've been dying to fuck Tamara for years." 

Frank got to his feet and followed us, the bulge in his trousers considerably smaller than the one in Paul's. "I can't believe it's going to happen," he said, a smile beginning to spread over his face. "I've been wanting to ask you to fuck Paul for years, Tamara, but I thought you'd say no." 

A tingle shot the length of my spine as Paul ran a finger over my wrist. "I would have said no until I watched that video of yours, Frank" I said, "but what woman could say no to a cock like Paul's?" 

I moved my hand to Paul's crotch and squeezed the enormous bulge. "I hope it feels as good as it looked on film," I said, smiling as Paul groaned. 

Paul dragged me towards the stairs. "I promise you it will," he said, as we ascended the stairs with Frank following close behind. 

As we entered the bedroom I pointed at the wardrobe. "Get your box out, darling," I said to Frank. "It's time to put on that cage of yours." 

I was excited about seeing Frank in his cage. I'd watched a few videos on the internet of men wearing them, and I couldn't wait to see my husband chastised while I fucked a man with a huge cock. 

Frank put the box on the bed as Paul began undressing, the bulge in his trousers reaching gargantuan proportions as he looked me up and down. 

Paul smiled at my husband. "You're finally living your fantasy," he said, as he kicked his shoes off. "I told you that Tamara would be game… she's always looked the type to me." 

I wasn't sure if I should have taken that statement as a compliment or not, but I took it in the spirit it was intended. "I'm certainly the type," I said, unzipping my dress as the two men ripped off their clothes. "I just didn't know it until I found my husband's porn stash." 

Paul winked at me and slipped his trousers and underwear down revealing his huge cock in all its glory. My mouth salivated and my heart beat faster as I stared at it, the tip a deep purple and the long fat gnarly length lined with thick veins that pumped with blood. 

"Jesus," I said under my breath. "It's beautiful." 

Paul pointed at the floor below him. "Come here and suck it then," he said. 

I turned to my husband. "First I want to cage my husband's little cock," I said, taking the cage from the box and kneeling in front of Frank. 

Frank moaned softly as I fitted the cage over his cock and balls. The cage was made not to prevent erections, but to contain an erection and prevent the wearer from stimulating himself. It was a beautifully sexy piece of equipment, and as I fitted it I couldn't help realising how small Frank's cock was in comparison to Paul's. Frank's small erection bulged from the bars of the cage which prevented him from touching it, and I placed a teasing kiss on the cold metal as I made sure the cage was positioned properly. 

"It's small isn't it Frank," I said, clicking the padlock that held the cage together closed. "A lot smaller than Paul's." 

Frank nodded, a smile on his face. "Yes," he said, "it's about time you felt a bigger man inside you, and I can't wait to watch it." 

Frank gasped as I slapped his arse and stood up. "Sit there," I said, pointing at a seat in the corner. "You can watch while I suck Paul's gorgeous cock." 

My husband sat down and I slipped my dress over my feet, kicking it aside as I made my way towards Paul who held his fat cock in one hand, stroking it lazily and staring at me with lust in his eyes. 

I knelt at his feet, and with a soft whimpering sigh, reached for his cock which jerked under my touch as my fingers wrapped around it. Paul's heavy pulse beat a steady rhythm in my hand and his heavy balls tightened as I began stroking him, amazed at how heavy he was in my hand. It was a totally different experience to when I played with Franks cock. Frank's cock was just long enough for a short stroke of the hand, but Paul's had enough length to wrap two hands around and still have plenty left over. 

Paul sighed as I moved my mouth towards him and swiped my tongue over his hard flesh, taking his pre-cum into my mouth and squeezing his shaft. 

"How long is it?" I said, between sucks and kisses, the hard flesh pulsating in my hand. 

"Ten and a bit," said Paul, placing his hand on the back of my head, urging me to take him fully into my mouth. "I just say ten for arguments sake though." 

I opened my mouth wide and took the fat purple head in, tasting the salty masculinity of a real man as Paul pushed himself deeper into my face. My lips stung as I forced my mouth wider and I moved a hand to his balls, cupping them as I allowed the big cock to slide further down my throat. 

The tip of his cock touched the back of my throat, and I gagged as it jerked in my mouth, more pre-cum spilling into my throat and his big balls tightening in

my hand. 

"That's nice," moaned Paul as I rolled my tongue over his shaft and took more of him into my face. "You suck cock well." 

When I sucked my husband, I could take his full length into my mouth with one quick movement, but Paul's cock was far different — it was a struggle to take, but a struggle that I relished completing. 

Hard flesh filled my mouth and throat, but still Paul pushed, and I sucked, both of us eager to feel his full length inside me. My jaw ached as more of him slid into me, and I gagged again as he gave a quick shove, my eyes filling with tears as I sucked in air through my flared nostrils. 

Paul's hand pressed harder on the back of my head and I choked as he pushed me further onto him, his cock almost fully in me and his balls pulsating in my hand. 

With a final effort, I opened my mouth a fraction further and felt his body on my lips as his cock filled my throat, jerking and twitching as my hot saliva coated it and my tongue swirled over the base of the shaft. 

Paul gasped and began withdrawing himself, allowing me to breathe again and making my mouth feel empty. Rivers of spit flooded from my mouth as his erection jerked into the air in front of my face, and I slid a hand along it desperate to force it back in my mouth. 

"Fuck her with it," said Frank from behind me. "Make my wife come." 

"Patience, Frank," said Paul, slipping a hand under my armpit and bringing me to my feet in front of him. "All in good time. First I want to taste your wife's cunt." 

Shivers ran over me as Paul led me to the bed, his huge cock rubbing against my arse as he walked behind me, nudging me forward with gentle pushes. 

"Lie down," he said, as I climbed onto the bed, removing my panties. "On your back with your legs open as wide as you can get them." He looked at Frank. "In fact," he said, "Frank, you can help her. Come and hold your wife's legs open while I lick her pussy." 

My husband scrambled onto the bed, his cock compressed by the chastity cage and his balls tight against his body, the little padlock that trapped him clinking as he moved. 

He grabbed one of my ankles in each hand and pulled my legs wide, positioning himself behind me with his balls on my head and his thighs on either side of my face. 

The musty smell of cock filled the room as the two men manoeuvred me into position, both of them wanting to use me and both of them beginning to breathe heavily as my pussy was exposed to them, pink, wet, and begging to be fucked. 

Paul lowered his face between my legs and layered my thighs with feather light kisses as he moved towards my pussy, his breath hot on my skin and his tongue trailing lines of hot saliva. 

I twisted my fingers in Paul's hair as my husband pulled my legs wider, and pushed my aching cunt towards Paul's approaching mouth. "Suck it," I begged, forcing my arse towards him. "Suck my cunt." 

My body trembled as Paul clamped his mouth over my sodden hole, his tongue burrowing inside me and his hands massaging my buttocks. 

He kissed and sucked me hard and forcefully, the slurping sound of my pussy being eaten filling the room and making my husband's caged cock twitch in the air above me. 

I moved a hand between my spread thighs and found my clit, circling it with a finger as Paul continued stimulating me with his mouth, his tongue making long swipes along the full length of my excited slit. 

I grabbed my husband's balls with my other hand, pulling them away from his body as he prised my legs wider and groaned as he watched his boss eating me out. 

"Do you like watching?" I said, pulling his balls harder as his cock jerked. 

"Yeah," groaned Frank, "I can't wait to see his huge cock inside you." 

I couldn't wait either, and using Paul's hair as a lever, I dragged him up my body, his mouth shining with pussy juice and his eyes filled with lustful fire. 

He grabbed my tits with his large hands and squeezed them tight as he got into position between my legs, his heavy cock laying on my stomach, the wide tip almost at the base of my breasts and his big balls resting on my wet hole. 

"Jesus," I gasped as he slid his cock over my shaking body. "Put it in my cunt," I whimpered, "let my husband watch me getting properly fucked. Let him see how pathetic his little cock really is." 

Frank's cock jerked as I humiliated him, and he moved a hand from one of my ankles and grabbed his cage, the bars preventing him from pleasuring himself. 

With an exasperated groan he grabbed my ankle again and pulled my legs wide. 

"Fuck her, Paul," he said, "the dirty bitch is ready for you." 

Paul laughed. "Let's see if she take me," he said, positioning the hot head of his cock against my tight hole. "Not all women can." 

"I'll fucking take you," I moaned, "just put the fucking thing in me will you!" 

Paul laughed again and began forcing the fat head of his dick past the tight resistance of my entrance, my pussy lips opening wide as he slid slowly into me and his cock throbbed as his tongue flicked in and out of his mouth. 

"Oh my God!" I wailed, as he spread my cunt wide, my clit pulled tight against my body and my juiced flowing from me. "It's so fucking big!" 

Frank's eyes opened in astonishment as he watched his boss penetrating me. 

"Come on it babe," he said, rubbing his balls on my head. "Come on his big cock." 

I wasn't far from coming, and as Paul pushed even deeper inside me, his wide shaft opening me up wider than any man before him, the first throbs of an orgasm spread from my clit and through my belly, making me shiver. 

Paul rammed himself inside me as far as he could with a powerful thrust, and my orgasm was released with a surge of beautiful stinging sensations that made me buck and wriggle on the bed as my husband held my legs open. 

"I'm fucking coming!" I screamed, shaking my head from side to side as my cunt burnt with a heady mix of stinging pain and sublime pleasure. "Oh my God, I'm fucking coming. It's so fucking big! Fuck me harder, Paul, fuck me harder than you've ever fucked a woman." 

Paul impaled me on his full ten inches again, and I moaned as another orgasm approached while the first one was still ebbing. He began building speed, and his cock slid in and out of me, fast and hard as the sound of his big balls slapping on my arse mixed with the squelches of my juices being churned inside me. 

I'd never felt such pleasure, or such lust and I screamed as my cunt struggled to accommodate him and his cock battered my cervix with every long powerful thrust he made. 

Orgasm after beautiful orgasm wracked my body with such intensity that I struggled to breathe and juices ran from my battered cunt in a sticky hot river. As the strongest orgasm I'd ever experienced made my abdominal muscles tighten and my breath catch in my throat, I realised there and then that it wouldn't —

couldn't, be the last time that I fucked a big cock – a real cock. 

The look on my husband's face as I screamed louder than he'd ever heard me and begged Paul to give me more, excited me even more, and as Frank stared at my ruined pussy, I came again, spewing copious amounts of juice from my cunt which splattered Paul's toned belly. 

"A fucking squirter," gasped Paul, fucking me harder. "A dirty fucking squirter." 

"Come inside me," I begged, my cunt stinging and my clit throbbing. "Give me your cum, you beautiful bastard. Put your seed in me!" 

Paul's face contorted with pleasure, and with a final stomach churning thrust, his balls throbbed on my arsehole as he emptied himself inside me, boiling splatters of his sperm coating the tight walls of my cunt and making me come again. 

My pussy tightened around his ejaculating cock and he slumped forward onto me as he gave me the last of his load, my hands entwined in his hair and his mouth between my tits, his moans and groans stifled by my trembling cleavage. 

As my husband's boss began softening inside me, I looked up at Frank who smiled at me. "Clean my cunt," I said, as Paul began pulling out of me with a

sucking sound and a trickle of hot cum that ran down my slit. "If you really want to be a cuckold, you'll suck Paul's cum from out of me. Then you can fuck me, and feel how wide he's made me." 

Frank didn't need asking twice, and with a lustful groan he dropped my legs and positioned himself between my legs as his boss lay on his back next to me, his head against mine and his hand on my belly, massaging my muscles and forcing more of his cum from me. 

Frank clamped his mouth over my sticky hole and began sucking, his tongue dipping in and out of me as he swallowed his boss's load, making contented sounds in his throat, and moving his hands along my legs. 

When he could get no more cum from inside me, he raised his head and looked at me with longing eyes. "Can I fuck you now?" he said, Paul's cum hanging from his bottom lip. 

I reached for the padlock key and passed it to my husband. "You can put your cock in me," I said, as he fumbled to uncage himself. "But you'll never be able to fuck me like Paul just did. You just don't possess the necessary equipment." 

Paul kissed my neck and moved his hand to my breasts. "Did you enjoy it?" he said, as my husband pressed his small cock against my slippery fuck hole. 

"It was fucking amazing," I said, as Frank pushed his full length inside me. 

"Are you in yet?" I teased, as my husband began fucking me. 

"I can't feel the sides," he moaned, "it's so fucking wide." 

"That's what a real man can do to a woman, darling," I said, as Frank began coming, his little cock twitching inside me and his face tightening into a mask of pleasure. "And I'll be needing it again and again and again, so you'd better get used to your boss coming for meals more often." 

Frank emptied his balls and slid from my cunt. "Next weekend?" he said, looking at Paul. "I'll cook, and you can use my wife however you like." 

Paul smiled, his cock beginning to grow again. "Next weekend it is," he said. 

The End
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