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Chapter One

Martin needed putting in his place. 

He'd begun to forget just where he stood in the pecking order of our marriage. I needed to remind him that I pulled all the strings, and that he had absolutely no say in what I did when I went out with my friends. 

How dare he question me. It was none of his business if I'd been chatted up or chatted somebody up myself. 

It had been his idea to begin with anyway. He'd begged me to cuckold him for years, and when I'd finally relented and discovered just how much I enjoyed it, and just how much of a cock hungry slut I was, he'd loved it. 

His recent questioning was beginning to piss me off, and I knew it was about time I re-established my dominance over him. 

"I'm going out again tomorrow night," I said, as Martin placed the last of the mugs in the dishwasher. "Don't wait up, I'm not expecting to be home before midnight." 

Martin leaned against the kitchen counter and unfastened the apron ties behind his waist. The 'Girls cook better' logo emblazoned on the front of the apron was certainly true in our situation, but I put up with his cooking, after all, it wasn't many women whose husbands begged to be told what to do, in and out of the bedroom. 

"Going anywhere nice?" 

"Baron's probably," I said. "It's always full of horny men looking for a good hard fuck. Maybe I'll give one of them what he wants." 

Baron's nightclub had long since established itself as the go-to nightspot for men and women looking for far more than just a drink and a dance, and as I'd mentioned the name, Martin's eyes had betrayed the fact that he was becoming jealous. 

My husband slipped the apron off and hung it on the hook on the back of the kitchen door. "Will you be needing me when you get home?" 

I stretched my legs out and kicked off my high heels, making sure my thighs were spread wide enough to show off the tops of my stockings below my short skirt. My work attire had become more revealing in the last year, and I was still a little horny from the attention of my two work colleagues earlier that day, who made no secret of the fact that they'd love to fuck me. 

"I might," I said running a finger along my thigh and watching Martin's trousers for tell-tale twitches of excitement. "I certainly hope so. It's been too long since I felt a stranger's cock inside me. You'll just have to wait and see, won't you?" 

Martin licked his lips. "It's only been a month." 

I spread my legs wider and peeled my panties to the side, smiling to myself as

the bulge in my husband's trousers grew larger. 

"A month too long," I said, running a thumb over my hard clit and letting out a soft gasp as my pussy tightened. "And you seem to be taking advantage of that fact, Martin. I need to remind you what your status is around here." 

"What do you mean? What have I done?" 

"The questions, darling." I said, teasing my wet entrance with the tip of a finger and groaning as I pushed an inch inside myself. "You seem to think it's okay to ask me if I chatted anyone up last week. You know how things work around here, dear. It was your idea to begin with… remember?" 

Martin nodded. "Of course I remember. I'm sorry if you think I've overstepped the mark at all." 

"Take your hand away!" I snapped. "You seem to be forgetting that I tell you when you can touch yourself. You stand there and watch me pleasure myself and tell me how much you want to watch me fucking a stud in front of you." 

"I do want to see it," said Martin. "I really do. I want to watch you get what you need." 

I pushed my finger deeper into my tight wetness. "Which is?" 

"A big cock," murmured my husband, his eyes on my wet slit and his hands twitching with excitement against his legs. He wouldn't touch himself again until I allowed him to, and I wasn't going to allow him to until I'd finished making myself come. 

"And why do I need a big cock, Martin?" 

"Because mine's pathetic. It's tiny and I don't last long enough to make you come. It feels like a finger inside you when I fuck you, and a woman like you needs to be stretched properly. In the way you deserve to be stretched, by a better man than me." 

"Yes," I moaned, adding another finger to the hot sticky mess. "A nice meaty cock, opening my tight cunt up while you watch with your stupid little hardon jiggling around in front of you." 

Martin grunted. "Do you need help, Julie? Please let me help you orgasm." 

I shook my head and licked my lips. "Just stand there and watch," I said. 

I lifted one of my legs and placed it on the table top, my other foot flat on the floor, and pushed my fingers deep inside myself. "I'm going to let a stranger fill my cunt with cum," I said. "And what does that mean for you?" 

"I'll have to lick it clean and swallow it all," mumbled Martin, his fingers gripping his trousers as he struggled not to touch himself. 

"Yes," I sighed, my thumb pressing down hard on my clit. "You'll have to clean all the hot cum that a big fat cock has squirted inside me. Then you'll have to clean him too if he wants you to, won't you?" 

"Yes, I'll suck his big cock clean," said my husband, his cheeks reddening. 

It was always a bonus when one of my men was open to Martin touching him, and I'd been happy to discover that even the staunchest of straight men would be open to far more than even they knew they were open to, if they were turned on enough. 

"You like sucking men's cocks, don't you, Martin?" 

My fingers slipped in and out of me quickly, and an orgasm began blossoming deep within me. 

Martin bit his bottom lip. "Yes," he grunted. 

I slipped my sticky fingers from my hole and held them in the air. "Clean them," 

I said, "and then lick my cunt until I come." 

Martin threw himself across the room and scrambled to his knees in front of me, grabbing my wrist and pulling my fingers to his face. "Thank you," he moaned, licking and sucking the juice from my hand. 

He dried my fingers on his t-shirt and moved further between my thighs, his eyes wide with excitement as he opened his mouth and approached my wet slit. 

I gasped with pleasure as his tongue made a long stroke over my sex, and I pushed myself onto his face as he sucked my clit, his breath hot on my swollen lips and his hands tight on my thighs. 

"Yeah," I moaned. "I'm going to find myself the biggest cock I've ever had, and you're going to watch me come over and over again on it, you ridiculous little man." 

Martin mumbled into my wetness, and the vibrations on my clit triggered my climax as I rubbed myself over his face. 

"Oh god," I moaned, grabbing my husband's head and pulling him hard onto me. 

"I can't wait to have a real man between my legs again!" 

Martin sucked and licked as I came, his gasps and groans prolonging my orgasm until I pushed him away from me and smiled at the amount of juice that coated his face. 

"That was quite nice," I said. "Why don't you go upstairs and wash your face and then jerk off. That little cock thing of yours must be ready to burst." 

Martin stood up and smiled down at me, his lips shining with my wetness. 

"Thank you, Julie," he said, before turning his back and hurrying out of the room, his hands already tugging at his belt. 

I lifted my foot from the table and adjusted my panties and skirt. I was a lucky woman, of that there was no doubt. 

Chapter Two

Baron's was full of men with potential. Three had already made their move on me, but a quick feel of their cocks through their trousers had automatically ruled them out. I wasn't going to risk believing the old adage that some men were growers and some were showers. I wanted a man who was big when he was soft, at least that way I had some idea that he'd be big when he was hard too. 

The bass of the music pulsated through my body as I took a seat at the long bar and crossed my legs. My short skirt, tight top, and my favourite knee length pair of fuck me boots were proving to be popular with the men, and I smiled at one as his eyes wandered along my thighs and hovered on the small triangle of white between my legs. I shifted in my seat allowing him a better look at my panties, and smiled at him when his eyes finally lifted from my pussy and to my face. 

He had potential. He was younger than me, tall, and had the look of a man who had seen his fair share of bar fights. Tattoos snaked along his muscular arms and his hair was cropped tight to his head. He looked like he could show a woman a good time in the bedroom. All I needed to know was if he was packing where it counted, or not. A man with an average sized cock could be acceptable now and again, if something else about the guy really grabbed me, but I needed my husband to witness me taking a big one that night. He needed a gentle reminder of just how insignificant he was when compared to the other men I allowed in my cunt. 

The guy returned my smile, along with a cheeky wink, and approached my seat with a swagger that made me smile. He certainly had confidence, and a quick glance at the front of his jeans told me he might also have the equipment I craved. 

"Hi," he said, resting his elbow on the bar top next me and gazing down at me with deep brown eyes. "Can I get you a drink?" 

I smiled as his eyes dropped to my cleavage, and with a quick movement that took him by surprise, I placed my hand on his bulge and squeezed. "Yes," I said, licking my lips. "You can buy me a drink and then you can come home and fuck me in front of my husband with that big dick of yours. If you want to that is of course." I gave him a final firm squeeze and moved my hand from his crotch. 

"I'll have a white wine spritzer please." 

"Wow," he said, moving closer to me, his eyes shining with intent. "Why don't we just skip the drink and get straight down to the fucking?" 

I took his big hand in mine, climbed down from my stool and began leading him towards the door. People moved out of the way for us as they saw the size of the man behind me, and I entwined my fingers in his as we reached the exit. I turned to look at him as the door closed behind us. "What's your name?" I said, ignoring the big doorman next to us who undressed me with his eyes. 

"Leo," he said, with a wide grin that showed off the masculine angles of his jawline. "Pleased to meet you." 

"I'm Julie," I said, making my way down the steps to the road where three taxis awaited fares. "And I want to be fucked hard tonight, okay, Leo?" 

A hand grabbed my arse as I bent over to climb into the first taxi in the queue. 

"I'll fuck you until you beg me to stop," said Leo, climbing into the backseat next to me. 

The driver glanced at me in the mirror, and I gave him a quick wink as I told him where to take us. Leo shuffled along the seat as the car pulled away and his wide thigh rubbed mine as his big hand found my knee. 

"One minute," I said, opening my bag and retrieving my phone which was vibrating. I sighed as I saw my husband's name flashing on the screen, and answered it with a sharp tone in my voice. "What, Martin?" 

"Oh, hi, babe," said my husband. "I was just wondering if you were having a good time?" 

"No, Martin." I said, rolling my eyes at Leo. "You were ringing to see what I was doing. I've told you before. What I get up to is my business, not yours." 

Martin cleared his throat. "Yes, yes. Of course. I just wanted to know if you'd be home soon and if…" 

"If I've found a man?" 

"Yes." 

"There's a man sitting next to me right now in the taxi, Martin. His hand is on my knee and…wait a moment…" I placed my hand between Leo's thighs and sighed as I felt the hard shape. "…yes, as I thought. He's already hard, Martin. 

He's very excited about fucking me while you watch, and as a punishment for phoning me while I'm out I want you to stay upstairs when I get home and only

come down when I tell you to. You could clean the bathroom or something while you wait." 

"But — " 

"But nothing, Martin. You do as you're told." I pressed the end call button and slipped my phone back into my bag. 

"Sorry about that, Leo," I said, parting my thighs a little for his hand. 

"He lets you talk to him like that?" said Leo, a look of bemusement on his face. 

"Of course he does," I said. "He loves it." 

"Loves it?" 

I nodded and placed my hand on Leo's, leading him further up my thigh. I gasped as a finger touched my panties. "Yes, he loves it. He's got a very demanding job, with a lot of people below him and a huge budget to juggle. He likes the lack of power he has at home… he likes being told what to do for a change." Leo brushed my clit through the fabric of my panties, and I moaned. 

"And I'm not complaining. I get to take guys like you home and fuck them while he watches." 

Leo slid my panties to the side and ran a finger down the full length of my wet slit. "Sounds like you have the perfect marriage," he said, teasing the entrance to my hole with small circles. 

"It is perfect," I said, moving my hand back to his erection and squeezing it through his jeans. "But not as perfect as that big cock's going to feel inside me." 

***

I closed the front door behind us and led Leo into the living room. "Drink?" I said. 

"I'd rather just fuck you if I'm honest," he said, draping his arms over my shoulders. 

I pushed him away with a smile. "One minute," I said. "Martin's probably heard us coming in and is sitting upstairs waiting to be told what to do." 

Leo laughed and took a seat on the sofa, kicking his shoes off and making himself comfortable. I made my way to the bottom of the stairs and peered up. 

The bedroom light was on and I could hear my husband moving around. 

"Martin!" I shouted. 

My husband appeared on the landing and looked down at me, excitement on his face. "Hi, honey." 

"I've got a hunk of a man in the living room with a cock that feels very promising indeed. Just stay up there until I call you down, and don't you dare go touching yourself. You know I'll know if you have." 

Martin nodded. "I promise." 

"Good." 

I turned my back on him and made my way back to my waiting bull. He smiled at me as I entered the room, and his belt lay unbuckled over his thighs and his jeans were pulled open at the top, displaying his white underwear and the shape of his thick shaft beneath them. 

I licked my lips and swayed my hips as I walked towards him, pausing in front of him and placing my hands on his knees. "He won't bother us until I tell him too, but I want to see what you're hiding between your legs before I call him." 

Leo's lips curled into a grin which hardened my nipples further and sent a shiver down my spine. He lifted his arse and I helped him pull his jeans down, slipping them over his feet and running my fingers up his muscled legs as I reached for his underwear. 

He lifted his arse again as I slipped them over his cock, and I gasped as the huge

chunk of hard male flesh sprung from beneath the white cotton. 

It quivered in the air as I stared at it, and jerked powerfully as I pulled his underwear down and tossed them on top of his jeans. 

"That's a nice fucking dick," I murmured. "A very nice dick indeed, Leo." 

"I'm glad you like it," smiled Leo. "Now, how's about you suck it?" he said, pulling his shirt over his head and exposing more tattoos which covered his huge chest. 

Leo's cock was magnificent. I'd seen longer, although Leo's was certainly not short, but it was the sheer girth of it that turned the heat between my legs up a notch, and made my heart beat faster. 

"With pleasure," I said, wrapping my fingers around the wide shaft and lowering my mouth slowly, opening my lips wide as I neared the enormously fat head. 

Leo gasped as my tongue flicked across his slit and I swallowed the drop of pre-cum I'd collected, sighing with pleasure as I tasted my newest conquest. His stomach muscles tightened as I brushed his sensitive flesh with my lips, and he let out a loud groan as I took him into my mouth, his heartbeat strong on my tongue and his hands finding my hair, his fingers twisting and pulling. 

"Oh god, yeah," he said as I widened my lips and struggled to take him further into my face. He was thicker than any man I'd ever sucked, and the corners of

my mouth stung as I stretched my lips around him. 

My pussy tingled with lust as I slid my mouth over his shaft, and I moved a hand between my legs, moaning as my fingers found my wet hole. I pushed two inside myself, my juices making me slippery and slick, and easy to enter. 

Leo pushed himself further into my face and I gagged as he found the back of my throat. 

"Take it," he said, forcing my head down onto him. "Go on you dirty bitch, take it fucking all." 

I groaned deep in my throat and pushed my fingers further into myself, desperate to be filled by the huge cock that was blocking my airway and pulsating in my mouth. I moved my tongue over the silky flesh and sucked as I took more of him inside me, enjoying his moans and groans as I pleasured him. 

Leo writhed on the sofa as I sucked him, and his stomach tensed as my fingernails traced the valleys and ridges of his abdominals. His cock jerked in my throat and I gagged again as he pushed even more of himself into me. 

I had to feel him in my cunt. I had to feel how my good it would be to have my pussy stretched as wide as my mouth was. I slid him from my mouth and spit rolled down my chin as I sucked in deep breaths of air. "I'm going to call Martin down," I gasped. "He has to see this. Your cock is really going to humiliate him." 

"I'd forgotten you even had a fucking husband," said Leo, taking himself in his fist and pumping his cock a few times. "Hurry up then. I need to fuck you." 

I stripped off my shirt as I walked to the bottom of the stairs and removed my bra as I shouted up to my cuckold. 

"You can come down now. Make sure you're naked. You're going to feel ridiculous next to my new boyfriend, and I want to see your face when you see the cock that I'm going to be coming on." 

The familiar excitement of knowing my husband would be watching me enjoy another man rose in my belly, and my pussy flooded with juice. The look on Martin's face as he met my latest fuckbuddy had always been the part I looked forward to the most. Fucking a stranger was exciting, but knowing my husband was watching enhanced the experience fifteen times over. 

"Thank you!" shouted my husband, and I slipped my skirt down over my feet and slithered out of my panties as he appeared at the top of the stairs, his little cock hard and twitching as he made his way down towards me. 

I giggled as I looked him up and down. "Oh my god," I said. "Leo's going to put you to shame." 

Martin licked his lips. "Really?" 

I nodded. "Really. His cock's almost as wide as your biceps, and his biceps are

almost as wide as your thighs. I've found a real stud tonight, sweetheart." 

I ran my finger down the almost imperceivable gap between his pectoral muscles. "Follow me. I'll introduce you to one another." 

Martin tagged along behind me and I led him into the living room where Leo still sat with his giant dick in his hand, he looked me up and down and whistled. 

"Fuck," he said, stroking his cock. "I thought you looked good with your clothes on but you are one fuckable bitch without them." 

"Thank you, Leo," I said, the pulse between my legs becoming stronger as I watched him holding his cock. "This is my husband, Martin." I stepped aside and Martin walked into the room and stood next to me. "He's nowhere near the man you are, Leo, but he tries." 

Leo looked him up and down and smiled. "Pleased to meet you, Martin," he said. 

"I hope you're okay with all this?" 

I laughed and Martin shuffled his weight from foot to foot. "Martin has no say in what's going on here, whether he likes it or not. Isn't that right, Martin?" 

My husband nodded. "Yes," he said. "You do what you want, Leo. I'm just here to watch." 

"And to clean up afterwards," I reminded him, crossing the room and sitting down next to Leo, my hand closing over his thigh. 

"Yes, that too." 

I pointed at the seat opposite the sofa Leo and I were sitting on. "Sit down, and enjoy the show. I've got a feeling that Leo is going to show you how a woman should really be treated." 

Leo's cock jerked as he released it, and I placed my hand on it, closing my fingers as far as I could manage around it. "I'll do my best," he said. 

"Look how big he is," I said staring at my husband whose eyes were firmly fixed on Leo's massive erection. 

He licked his lips. "He's very big," he agreed, his own cock twitching wildly in the air. 

Leo groaned as I ran my hand over his heavily veined shaft. "He's fucking huge compared to you sweetie. Huge and beautiful." 

Leo's hand wriggled between my legs and I parted my thighs for him, sighing as a finger slipped past my slippery lips and into my hole. 

"Yes," I moaned, widening my thighs and squeezing his cock in my hand. 

"That's it, baby." 

Leo leaned into me and my lips found his as he began slipping his finger in and out of me, loud squelches coming from between my thighs and my clit throbbing. 

My tongue massaged Leo's, and his breathing quickened as I moved my hand down his excited shaft to his big balls, rolling his testicles between my fingers and pushing my cunt onto his finger. 

He pushed another finger into my sticky mess, and I sighed as his thumb caressed my clit, pressing more firmly as I wriggled myself on his hand. 

Leo moved his mouth from mine and lowered it to my tits, taking one of my firm nipples in his mouth and nibbling it as the speed of his fingers in my pussy increased. It was all quite lovely foreplay, but all I really wanted was Leo's huge cock to stretch my desperate hole and make me come while my little dicked husband watched from across the room. 

I pushed him from my tit and smiled at him. "I'm going to ride that big dick of yours," I said, my hand tightening on his heavy balls. 

"I haven't got any condoms," he gasped, as I clambered over his thighs and hovered my pussy over the tip of his cock. 

"We don't need one," I said. "I want your cum in me. And Martin definitely does. 

He's looking forward to sucking it out of me when you've finished." I glanced over my shoulder at my husband. "Aren't you, darling" 

Martin's hand was wandering close to his cock, but he pulled it away quickly under my stern gaze. "Yes," he said, licking his lips again. 

"Good, now watch how I struggle to take this fat meaty dick. Not like yours, which feels like a finger when you put it in me." 

I positioned Leo's cock directly beneath my pussy and lowered myself slowly, watching the big man's face as my wet heat made contact with his tip. 

He moaned and bit his bottom lip as my lips spread over his wide head and pushed upwards a little as I shifted my weight. 

"Stay still." I said, my thighs straining to support my weight, and my feet flat on the sofa. "It's very fat," I gasped. "I need to take it slowly until I'm used to it." 

Martin made a noise behind me and I smiled to myself, imagining the view he had of a younger man's huge cock opening my hole up wider than he could ever hope to. 

Leo's cock throbbed as I lowered myself a little, and I clenched my teeth to relieve the stinging. I knew that the pain would turn to pleasure eventually, my body just needed time to adjust. 

Leo grabbed my waist in his big hands and tried to pull me down onto him. 

"Wait," I said. "Slowly." 

He relented, and continued biting on his lip as slowly I accepted more of his thick shaft, my pussy widening and my clit trembling with powerful throbs of passion. 

"Fucking hell," said Martin. 

"You could never do this to me, Martin," I said without looking behind at him. "I can barely feel you when you fuck me. This is actually hurting me." 

I lowered myself some more and my pussy stretched further as Leo's cock thickened towards the base of his shaft. The pain was quickly being replaced by the urge to bounce on him as hard as I could, and I slipped down the last couple of inches of his cock and gasped as I bottomed out, my pussy throbbing and juice trickling down my inner thighs. 

Our throbs of excitement combined into a wave of pleasure that made me groan, and I began moving slowly back and fore on Leo's thighs, grinding myself on him as his cock jerked once more. I gasped as Leo took a tit in each of his hands and squeezed them hard. 

"Yes!" I moaned. "Be rough with me, baby. Treat me like a slut while my pathetic husband watches." 

Leo squeezed my tits harder and grabbed my nipples between his fingers and

thumbs, twisting and pulling them, making me squeal. "Dirty bitch," he muttered as I lifted my weight and dropped myself again, the tip of his cock hitting me deep. 

"You like that?" I said, lifting and dropping myself again, excitement flowing through my body as I finally became accustomed to the wide dick inside me. 

"Fuck me hard," begged Leo. 

I Lifted myself until only the head of his cock was nestled between my lips, and rammed myself down on him again, watching his face as I impaled myself on him. 

"Are you watching your whore wife, Martin?" he groaned. "Do you like seeing me inside your wife?" 

"That's the way," I said, sliding up his slick cock again. "He needs reminding of his position around here. He's been taking too may liberties lately." 

"Well?" gasped Leo, "do you like watching your wife fuck my big dick, Martin?" 

"Yes," said Martin. "Fuck her hard Leo, give her what I can't. Make her come." 

I fought the urge to look at my husband. I knew he liked it more when I ignored him totally and concentrated on the man I was fucking. 

Leo pushed up hard as I slammed down onto him and my whole body trembled as the beginnings of an orgasm rose in my belly, spreading outward as I rode Leo faster and harder. 

I lowered myself onto Leo's chest as I came and he grabbed my buttocks and spread them wide as I squealed and shouted, my pussy tightening on his cock as he continued pushing up into me. 

Juice trickled from me in a steady flow of heat, and I closed my mouth over Leo's nipple as he slapped my arse and spoke in my ear. "My turn to fuck you," 

he said. 

I lifted my head from his chest and looked him in the eyes. "Do it hard," I said, lifting myself off his cock which glistened with my juice. "Make me scream while Martin watches." 

Leo stood up as I slithered along the sofa and he grabbed one of my ankles in each of his hands and spread my legs wide as he stood in front of me, positioning himself between my thighs. 

His cock soared in the air between us, and I licked my lips as he bent his legs and lowered himself to line his dick up with my hole. 

My pussy tightened as he brushed my slit with his fat tip, and I screamed in pain as he rammed himself deep into me, my pussy aching and stinging as it was stretched wide again. 

"Fuck!" I shouted. "Oh yes! Fuck me hard you bastard!" 

Leo pulled out and impaled me again, his heavy balls slapping my arse and his hands tightened on my ankles as he widened my legs even more. 

"You can't fuck me like this, Martin!" I shouted. "You can't make me hurt! Come and sit next to me and watch my cunt get ruined." 

Martin moved quickly and sat next to me as Leo continued fucking me, his face contorting with lust as he drove himself into me over and over again. 

"Take your hand away!" I said, as Martin reached for his cock. "Not until we're finished." 

He did as I asked and leaned forward to watch Leo's cock penetrating me. "It's so big," he mumbled. "I wish I was that big." 

"Me too," I moaned, my finger finding my clit. "Me too!" 

Leo thrust powerfully into me and I came again, my spine arching and my toes

curling. "Fucking hell!" I screamed. "You're so fucking big!" 

Leo grunted and his body tensed. "I'm coming," he groaned, his cock swelling in my cunt and his strokes becoming erratic. 

He made a few short thrusts before holding himself deep inside me. His cum hit me deep and the heat spread through my groin, making me come again. "Fill me with your cum," I begged, grinding my pussy against him. "Fucking fill me!" 

Martin placed his hand on my and I looked him in the eyes. "Are you ready to clean me up?" I said. 

"Yes," he said, his tongue moistening his lips. 

I looked at Leo. "Do you want your cock cleaned too?" I said. "Martin will do anything I tell him to." 

My cunt closed quickly as Leo slid his cock from me, and an awful feeling of emptiness replaced it. "Go on then," he said, looking at my husband and offering him his cock. "Suck it." 

Martin reached for the glistening length of flesh and grabbed it tentatively, his fingers closing around it as Leo's cum coated them. 

He looked at me and I nodded. "Quickly," I said. "Clean Leo's cock." 

Martin opened his mouth wide and took Leo's cock deep into his throat as Leo moaned softly. "This is a first," he said, his cock deep in my husband's face. 

"Enjoy it," I said. 

Martin groaned as he cleaned the big man's cum and my juices from the dick which filled his throat. I placed my hand on his back and ran a finger down his spine. "Good boy," I said. "Now clean his cum from my pussy and then you can fuck me." 

Martin slipped Leo's cock from his mouth with a groan, and my young bull sat down on my right as his cock softened. 

I spread my thighs wide and gasped as my husband's mouth made contact with my sore pussy, his tongue probing my hole and his breath hot on my clit. 

"Swallow it all," I moaned. "Swallow every drop you can get out of me." 

Martin sucked and licked as Leo place his hand on my tit, twisting my nipple. I reached for his cock and began coaxing him back to hardness, impressed at how quickly he was recovering compared to how long it normally took my husband to be ready again. 

"That's enough, Martin," I said. "Fuck me quickly and get it over with, Leo will be wanting my cunt again soon." 

My husband looked at Leo. "Do you mind?" he said, "or do you want to fuck her again first?" 

My chest swelled with pride for my husband. He really was being good. 

"No, go on," said Leo smiling. "Fuck your wife." 

Martin climbed between my thighs and his cock slipped inside me quickly and to the hilt. I gazed up at him and smiled. "Tell me when it's in so I can pretend to feel it, honey." 

Martin groaned and began fucking me. Loud squelches from between my legs filled the room and it was less than thirty seconds before my husband was grunting and groaning as he added his seed to Leo's. 

"Was that nice for you?" I said, as he slipped his dick from my slick hole. 

"Because I didn't really feel anything." 

"Yes," he said, sitting down on my left. "It's so wide. So fucking stretched." 

"Oh darling," I said placing my hand on his thigh. "That's what real men do to women. Don't worry though, you can't help it. You were just born that way." 

Leo stood up and I opened my legs wide. "Go on," I said, spreading my pussy lips with my fingers. "Fuck me. I need it after that pathetic attempt from my husband." 

He smiled at me and bent his cock downwards towards my hole. "You're a lucky man, Martin," he said. 

Martin smiled at me. "I know," he said. 

Chapter Three

Martin squeezed the water out of the mop and swiped it over the floor again. 

"You missed a bit," I said, pointing with one hand as I applied lipstick with the other. 

"Oh yes," he said. "Sorry." 

"That's okay," I said, checking my reflection in my compact mirror. "You can do it again while I'm out." 

"Are you going anywhere nice?" 

I stared at my husband. "Martin," I said, narrowing my eyes. "You don't ask questions, remember?" 

He smiled at me and winked. "I don't seem to have learnt that properly, yet…

maybe you need to show me who's boss around here again." 

"Maybe I do, Martin. Maybe I do." 

He placed the mop back in the bucket and took off his apron. "I won't wait up okay. Wake me if you need me." 

I smiled at him and gave him a peck on the cheek. 

I really was a lucky woman. 

The End
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