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Chapter One

Steve's tongue is warm and deft, and I shudder as it finds my clit again, massaging the sensitive bud and bringing me steadily closer to the orgasm that has been building all day. I grab as much of his short hair as I can and pull him firmly onto my quivering pussy, my spine arching and my stomach tightening. 

"Tell me again," I beg, moving my hips in small circles as his tongue slides down my slit and enters my hole. "Do you mean it?" 

He grunts an answer, and continues sucking and licking me, the wet sounds coming from between my legs driving me on to a higher level of excitement. I push him away from me and he stares up at my face, his mouth and chin shining with my juices. "Tell me again," I repeat, needing to hear it once more, desperate to know if he meant what he'd promised me. 

Steve smiles in his lop sided way, and his face is still near enough to my pussy so his breath tickles me when he speaks. "I mean it," he says. "I want you to fuck Clive, and Clive wants to fuck you." 

I pull him roughly back on to my cunt and force myself onto his face. I close my eyes and imagine it's Clive that's eating my sex. My husband gasps as my nails dig into his scalp, but I don't relent. My climax is close. 

"I want his big cock," I moan, my clit trembling and the first tendrils of satisfaction spreading through my groin and belly. "I want his big black cock, Steve." 

"Yeah, Tanya," murmurs my husband. "I know baby, and you'll be getting it soon

enough." 

His whole mouth clamps over my pussy, and I scream as I come, my nails digging deeper into his head, and my body bucking and shaking. He continues licking and sucking me until I sigh and begin stroking his head. "Wow," I say quietly. "That was amazing." 

Steve moves from between my legs and lies down next to me, he places his hand flat on my belly and kisses my neck. "That was just from thinking about Clive," 

he says. "Imagine how good you'll feel when he's fucking you." 

I can imagine. I can truly imagine how his big cock is going to feel as it opens me wide. How soft his balls are going to feel as they squash up against my arse as I finally accept the whole of his long wide length deep inside my body. 

I turn to face my husband. "I am imagining it," I say. I kiss the tip of his nose. 

"Thank you, Steve." 

Chapter Two

It's been two long years since I first caught a glimpse of Clive's cock, and only a week since Steve discovered my diary. The diary I started when I turned thirty, which has recorded every important thought I've had in the past five years, and every fantasy I've imagined. It was well hidden, or so I thought, but when Steve had taken it upon himself to clear out some of our old clothes, it had fallen from the old handbag I stored it in. 

At first I'd been angry when he'd confronted me, but when he'd told me he'd long wanted to see his best friend balls deep inside me, my anger had turned to rampant lust. 

Steve and Clive had been best friends since their army days, and I'd always found the ruggedly handsome black man extremely attractive. My attraction to him had only increased when I'd forgotten he was staying at our house one night, and was asleep in the guest room. When I'd walked in and seen him asleep, the bedclothes pulled away from his naked body and his cock in a state of sleeping arousal, my breath had been taken away. I'd never seen a penis so large, so intimidating, so beautifully perfect. It had taken all my will power to sneak from the room without touching it, and I'd never been able to get the memory of it from my mind since. 

When Clive had brought a girlfriend to our house and fucked her in the middle of the night, I'd laid awake masturbating as my drunk husband slept next to me, while Clive made his partner scream and shout for almost thirty minutes. 

Now my husband knows all my secrets, and his reaction has been far from what I'd have expected. Rather than have a rage of jealously, or threaten to leave me, my darling husband has arranged for Clive to fuck me. And I can't wait. I don't have to wait long though. Clive will be here in two hours, and my clit is throbbing with passion, while my stomach crawls with nerves. 

I'm nervous because I'm not sure it's a good idea. Steve has assured me that he doesn't mind, that he's as excited about the whole thing as I am, but I'm scared that he won't handle it, that it will split us up. My marriage is far more important than a big black cock, but oh my god, I want a go on that cock. Badly. I've decided to trust my husband and accept that when he says he can separate love and sex in his mind, he means it. I know I can. I love Steve, but I want to fuck Clive, so desperately that my whole body tingles as the minutes pass by. 

Steve can sense my arousal, although it doesn't take Sherlock Holmes to deduce that I'm turned on. My nipples are making shapes as they attempt to escape the prison of my bra, and my fingers are constantly brushing my clit through my panties. 

"Are you going to put something else on?" says Steve. "I mean over your underwear." 

"Of course," I say. "I'm not giving my body to him that easily. A woman likes to be seduced you know." 

Steve opens my wardrobe. He reaches inside and retrieves my smallest black dress. "How about this one?" he asks, holding it by the hanger. 

I know he loves that dress so I agree. "Hand it over then." 

I slip into it and Steve zips me up. We stand in front of the mirror together, and my husband's hand wanders onto my buttock. "Clive's looking forward to this," 

he says, his eyes running over my reflection. "He's always fancied you." 

I turn slightly to the side and admire the shape of my arse. The fabric hugs it tightly and I know that it turns men's heads. It's my favourite part of my body and I've seen Clive glancing at it many times in the past. 

"I wouldn't have guessed," I lie. "He's never shown it." 

"You're married to his friend," laughs Steve. "Of course he's not going to make it obvious." 

I take Steve's hand in mine and place it on my tit. "Are you sure you want him touching these," I tease, moving our hands over my breasts. 

Steve's fingers tighten on my tit and I sigh. "After reading that sex journal of yours, I can't wait to see him touching them. You've certainly got a vivid imagination, and if only a few of the things you wrote about happen tonight…

it's going to be a good night." 

"Diary," I laugh. "It's not a sex journal. And it was just that… my imagination. I never really wanted it to come true." I press his hand tighter on my breast. "What was your favourite fantasy of mine?" 

Steve kisses my neck and I tilt my head to the side. "The bit where you wrote about coming harder than you've ever come before on his cock, while I watch and wait my turn." 

"Perhaps we'll make that bit come true then," I whisper, pushing his hand down my stomach towards my ache. 

"That's how it's going to happen anyway," says Steve. "Clive and I have discussed it. He's going to enjoy you, and when he's finished I'll have my turn." 

My pussy's on fire as I imagine the two men talking about how they're going to use me. I flinch as Steve's hand finds my pussy mound and he rubs me through my dress. "You'll like that won't you?" he says in my ear, his breath hot and the smell of his spicy cologne in the air. 

I'm honest with my husband. "Yes, I'll like that. The thought of Clive fucking me while you watch is the most exciting thing I can imagine." 

Steve's hand presses harder on my mound, and I shiver with anticipation. I jump as a deep voice sounds from behind us. "Let's make it happen, Tanya." I swallow hard as I see Clive in the mirror, approaching me from the doorway. 

"When did you get here, Clive," I say, pressing myself firmly against my husband's hand. "And why didn't you tell me he was here, Steve?" 

My husband laughs. "He's been here for an hour. He got here while you were in the shower. I thought it would be a nice surprise, and now he's heard the way you talk about him… there's no awkwardness." 

Steve takes a step away from me. "I think she's ready for you, Clive," he says. 

"Seriously?" I say, "just like that?" 

Clive approaches me as I turn to face him, and I shudder inside. He seems taller than normal, and his face has intent written all over it. His ebony skin glistens under the lamplight, and his t-shirt hugs his muscles. "We could do some small talk if you like, Tanya?" he says. "Or we could both just get on with what we've wanted for a long time." 

I'm dizzy under the gaze of the two men, and I look at my husband who nods at me. Clive raises his eyebrows as I smile at him, and steps towards me as I wink. 

"Come on then," I tease, "show me what you're made of." 

Clive crosses the space between us quickly and pulls me close to him. My nipples tingle as they dig through my clothing and into his chest and I look up at him as his hands explore my back, working down my body towards my arse. 

A flicker of desire flashes in his brown eyes, and he parts his lips as I stand on my tip-toes and press my mouth on his. He smells nice. The aroma reminds me of the gym, specifically the mix of men's perfumes that waft out of the male changing room. Clive is a hunk of a man, and I close my eyes as his tongue sweeps around my mouth and his lips press hard against mine. 

I lose my composure as Clive pulls me even tighter into his body, and I gasp as I get my first feel of the cock in his jeans. It's digging into my stomach, and there's no doubting exactly what it is. I can feel the shape of the sizable head and the thickness of the shaft, and when my stomach stops dancing I can feel the throbs the big cock makes as I rub my body over it. 

Clive is breathing heavily, and his big hands find my arse, cupping a buttock in each and lifting me higher onto my toes. I gladly rise as he lifts me, enjoying the smell and the flavour of the huge man who's going to give me my first ever taste of a large cock. 

I imagine what the thick black dick will look like as it penetrates my pink wetness, and I move my hands down his strong back until his hard arse is in my hands. I know he's a fit man. I know he lifts weights, but the hardness of his body takes me by surprise. Whereas Steve gave up on keeping fit after leaving the army, Clive has kept himself fighting fit, and I like it. I like knowing that Clive is so much stronger than me, that he could manhandle me as if I weighed nothing. I quiver as he kisses me harder, and roll my tongue over his as his fingers dig deep into the crevice of my arse. 

I hear my husband. "You don't mind if I film this do you, Clive?" he asks from somewhere behind me. "I think Tanya will enjoy watching it back." 

Clive breaks off our kiss. "What do you think, Tanya?" he smiles. "Want to fuck like pornstars and make our own movie?" 

I nod, my whole body aching to be taken fully by the giant of a man. "Yes," I say, looking over my shoulder at Steve who's holding his camera. "Film us." 

Clive grabs my wrist and drags me towards the bed. "Undress for me," he says, sitting on the edge of the mattress and pulling me in front of him, his hands on my hips. He kicks off his shoes and removes his socks as he studies me. "Let's see that body of yours. I've imagined it for long enough, now show me what you've got." 

I turn to my husband. "Unzip me darling, Clive wants to see my body." 

Steve continues filming as he slides the zipper down my back, and I thank him as I slip my arms from the straps and allow it to drop to my feet. 

Clive whistles and grabs my hips again, pulling me closer to him. "Nice," he says. He spins me around with a powerful movement so I'm facing my husband and my arse is in Clive's face. I giggle as he spanks me gently, and Steve winks at me as he films. "That's a fine arse, Tanya," murmurs the big man, spanking me one more time. He spins me around to face him again and begins applying downward pressure to my hips. "Get on your knees," he demands. 

I do as he asks gladly, and shuffle backwards a little as he stands before me and pops the button on his jeans. I reach for the zipper, and like a cock hungry slut I frantically tug it down as he laughs. 

"Release the beast," says my husband, and as I catch the first glimpse of the shape of Clive's cock in his underwear, I know Steve's not exaggerating. It's been a long time since I saw Clive with an erection in my guest bedroom, and I seem to have forgotten just how big he is. 

I pull his jeans down quickly and Clive steps out of them. I run my hands back up his sculpted legs and stare at the beautiful cockhead that's appearing above his underwear as I slowly pull them down. His hard cock springs into the air as I bring his boxers over his thighs and I grab it greedily with both hands as it throbs. 

I'd need four hands to cover every part of the long black shaft, and I sigh and moan as I stroke it, twisting my hands and testing the thickness by attempting to close my fingers around it. I have no hope with my little fingers. I doubt even Clive can fit it in his big hands. 

Clive looks down at me with amusement etched on his face. I'm sure he's used to seeing women so enthralled at the sheer size of his cock, but he's probably not so used to the woman being the wife of the groom he was best man for. 

I release his cock for a moment and undo my bra. Clive takes off his t-shirt and I hear myself making cooing sounds of adoration as he reveals his muscled torso. 

He's even more toned than when I last saw him naked. He's been working hard in the gym and it's showing. 

He reaches down and takes one of my tits in his hand, massaging and squeezing it as I take hold of his cock once more. 

It throbs under my touch, and I lick my lips as Steve speaks. "Suck his cock, Tanya," he says. 

He's standing beside me with his camera pointing right at me and the huge cock in my hands. I smile at the camera and wink. "I'd love to suck it, baby," I murmur. "It's so big." 

I shuffle forward a little, and Clive lets out a low moan as I bend his cock down to the height of my face and lick the tip. It tastes like man. Real man. It has a musky earthy aroma, and a droplet of clear fluid oozes from the tip as I open my mouth and wrap my lips around the fat caramel toned tip. 

Clive releases my tit and grabs my hair with both hands. He begins drawing me onto his shaft and I gag as he steals my airway. Spit dribbles from the stretched corners of my mouth, and I taste his pre-cum as a drop slithers onto my tongue. 

I want to take as much of the big man as I can. I want to please him, and I want to give my husband something worth filming. I want to be able to watch the film in the future and be proud that I swallowed such an enormous erection. I want a lot, but Clive just wants as far into my face as he can get. He rams himself between my lips and I groan as my throat fills with hot hard flesh. 

"That's it," says Steve. "Fucking swallow him." 

I stretch my mouth wider, and it hurts. Clive's cock twitches in my mouth and I gag again, saliva filling my mouth and finding a way onto my chin past the tight seal my lips make around the thick shaft. 

Clive is making thrusts into my face, and each one is getting longer and harder, until finally his balls make contact with my chin and he holds himself there, moaning and groaning as tears spill from my eyes and I struggle to breathe. 

I manage to move my tongue over his flesh and his groans to let me know he appreciates it. I can wait no longer to feel some relief between my legs, and I slide a hand down my belly and under my panties, amazed at how wet I am. I'm going to need to be wet when Clive's ready to fuck me. 

I hear my husband say something, but I don't really listen, I just make a sound in

my throat to give him some sort of answer. My throat is full of big black cock and I've never felt so slutty, so dirty, or so turned on. 

My cunt is dribbling juice as I fuck it hard with two fingers, and I look up at Clive with longing in my eyes as he speaks. "Want it in your pussy?" he offers. 

I groan, and saliva floods down my chin and onto my cleavage as he withdraws from my mouth. A silvery strand of spit attaches my top lip to the tip of his cock, and I watch in fascination as it stretches and snaps. I want that big cock in my cunt right now. 

I stand on trembling legs and allow my husband to pull my panties down and expose my cunt to the man who I've wanted to fuck for so long. 

Clive acknowledges my smooth sex with a smile. "Not a hair in sight," he says. 

"Just how I like it." 

"Fuck me," I half beg and half demand. My throat hurts as I speak and my voice sounds hoarse. 

Steve grabs me by the hand and drags me onto the bed. I lie on my back and my husband positions himself next to me, the camera pointing at my wet cunt. It's only now that I notice he's naked and aroused, and his cock throbs as I stroke it gently. "Are you ready to see me being fucked properly?" I say. 

Steve nods eagerly, his cock twitching harder in my hand. I love my husband's

cock dearly, but I'm overjoyed that it's going to be the thick black one that's about to give me the satisfaction I crave. Steve's cock is nice, but I doubt that it will ever feel the same when Clive has finished with me. 

"You sure about this, Stevey boy?" says Clive getting on his knees between my wide open thighs. "Once I've broken her in, there's no going back." 

I know Clive is teasing, but I also know that there's more than an element of truth in his words. Clive is about to fuck me, and if the screaming I heard from the guest room that night is anything to go by, he's definitely going to be breaking me in. 

My husband laughs. "Get on with it horse cock," he says. "My wife's fucking desperate for it. Look at her for fucks sake." 

I take the time to glance down my body. I do look desperate. I'm thrusting my hips at Clive as he positions himself between my legs, and my nipples are rock hard. My free hand is sticky with my lubrication as I thrust two fingers in and out of my pussy, and overall, I look like a slut. 

I release my husband's cock and twist my nipple between fingers and thumb. 

"Give me your big fucking cock, Clive," I demand. 

I slip my fingers from my hole and spread my slippery swollen lips for him, opening myself as wide as I can. Clive frowns. "Condom?" he asks. 

I shake my head. "Put it in me, you bastard." I don't bother to look at my husband. If he had any reservations about Clive coming in me he would have said so by now. There's always the morning after pill anyway, and right now I won't be happy until Clive's seed is deep in my body. 

The big black hunk bends his cock towards my hole and I gasp as the head makes contact with my heat. He slides it along my slit as I hold myself open and he pauses at the top, before slapping himself on my clit over and over again, his heavy cock almost making me climax. 

I lift myself up, trying to force him into my hole but he continues slapping himself on my hard little bud, the sticky sound of his heavy flesh on my arousal filling the room. 

"You want to see me fuck your wife, Steve? You want me to make her squeal?" 

"Yes," I almost shout. "He does! Fuck his slutty little wife, Clive. Fuck my married cunt with that big black dick. Make me hurt and make me fucking come!" 

Clive doesn't wait for a response from Steve. He sees me for what I am – a desperate slut who needs what he's holding proudly in his fist. I scream as he positions himself at my opening and slides inside me, deep and hard, giving my pussy no time to become accustomed to the enormous girth. 

He withdraws a little and then gives me even more of his shaft. I scream again and my teeth dig deep into my lip. My cunt is struggling to accept him, and he withdraws again, easing himself in a little more slowly as he tries to get past the

tight band of resistance that's preventing him from fully penetrating me. 

I hold my breath and relax. My pussy stretches and Clive's cock slides so gloriously deep that I squeal and bunch the sheets in my fist, yelling out his name as he brings me to my first orgasm on a big cock. He's only been in me for a matter of thirty seconds, and already I'm a trembling mess of flesh on the bed below him. 

My body shakes and I close my eyes tight as my orgasm ravages my body. My stomach muscles tense and my arsehole tightens as my climax continues. Clive grunts something before really beginning to fuck me. He leans over me and takes his weight on his arms as he lifts his arse high into the air and slams it down, driving himself so deep into my body that I'm sure my belly must be visibly bulging with cock. 

I scream again and writhe on the bed as he builds up a rhythm, his cock hitting something inside me that makes me want to both shout in pain, and wail in pleasure. My husband's hand is on my tits, and I can see the camera from the corner of my eye, but I pay him no real attention. All my focus is on the man mountain that's ravaging my sore pussy. 

Clive is fucking me with a ferocity that would be scary under any other circumstances. He's using all his strength and all of his weight to ram his cock deep into me at the end of each long stroke he makes, and I'm a screaming climaxing mess below him. I know I'm screaming his name, and I know I'm out of control, but I try my best to savour every inch of cock that he gives, and then takes from me, as he pistons in and out of my body. 

His face is near mine, and I kiss him passionately as he closes the gap between our mouths. I take his heavy bulk on my chest and move my hands to his firm

buttocks, digging my nails deep, urging him on to the next level, wanting to scream as loud as the girl he'd brought to my home. 

His tongue slips deep into my mouth, and I groan as our bodies become one, thick inches of him within me, and his kiss pinning me to the bed below him. 

He slips his hands behind my back and I squeal as suddenly I'm no longer lying down, but being hoisted into the air, my pussy still firmly impaled on his fat cock. I wrap my legs around his back instinctively and my arms around his neck as he cradles me. His cock is throbbing powerfully, deep inside me, and another climax is blooming. I've never come so many times in quick succession, and I wonder just how long he could fuck me for if he really put his mind to it. 

I squeal again as Clive lifts me high into the air and drops me hard onto his cock again. My orgasm erupts and I howl with lust as I'm lifted and dropped over and over again. Steve is behind Clive, filming it all, and I manage a small smile at the camera as my orgasm ebbs. 

"You like his dick, babe?" asks my husband, moving to my side and putting the camera below me. I bet the view is amazing, and I can't wait to see the film. 

"Yes! His dick is beautiful. It's so fucking big!" My voice is still hoarse from the blow job I gave Clive and my cunt is stinging with burning pain. It's a pain I want more of though, and I gasp as I'm dropped again. 

I'm coming quickly. One orgasm after another, and my thighs are slick with my juice. Clive's hands are gripping my buttocks tightly as he lifts and drops me, and my arse is spread wide. 

"Put a finger in my arse," I beg. "Somebody. One of you. Stick a finger in my fucking arsehole." 

Steve places a hand between my legs and slides it through my juice. He runs it along my arse crack and finds my tight anus. I moan and gasp as he teases it inside me, twisting it as he pushes it deep. "Can you feel Clive's cock?" I ask. 

"Yes," says Steve. "You're fucking full of black cock." 

I reach down for my husband's cock and jerk him off as he fingers my tightest of holes. Clive is still hammering me up and down on his cock and his face is beginning to show tell-tale signs that he's going to come soon. 

"Fill my pussy with your cum," I urge, sliding along his steely shaft easily as more juice trickles from my sore hole. "Give me your hot fucking seed." 

"Dirty bitch," gasps Clive, lifting me high and slamming me down. 

Steve's finger is sliding in and out of my arse quickly, and I jerk his cock harder as it swells in my hand. He lets out a low moan and his cum splatters the side of my leg and torso. It's hot, there's lots of it, and it triggers another orgasm just as Clive begins his own climax. 

I release my husband's cock and hold Clive's rugged jaw in my hands as I stare

him in the eyes. "That's it, baby. Give it to me. Fill me right up." 

The sound Clive makes is a mix of a growl and a sigh, and I wriggle on him as his cock pulses between my legs and the first powerful stream of cum hits me deep inside. He moans again as another hot spurt paints my cunt walls, and I tighten my pussy as he empties his balls. 

Steve's finger slips out of my arse and I grip Clive's face tight and lick his lips. 

"Don't you dare stop until you've given me every last drop," I say, as I feel him lifting me into the air. "Hold me down tight on your dick and give it all to me." 

Clive walks me to the bed and lowers himself into a seating position. His cock is still rock hard within me and the first dribbles of his sperm are coating my legs and pussy lips. 

Steve is next to us with the camera pointing between my legs. "It's pouring from you," he says, his cock in his hand as he tries to coax another erection from it. 

I rock back and fore on Clive, and only allow myself to be lifted off his manhood when I know he's empty, and he begins to soften in my cunt. He lies next to me on the bed as Steve films us, and I spread my pussy lips for the camera as sperm bubbles from my ruined hole. 

Clive's hand is on his cock, and he's stroking it slowly as he kisses my shoulder and neck. I kiss his forehead and my hand joins his on his sticky shaft. "Are you getting ready to fuck me again?" I say as his cock begins hardening in my fist. 

Clive looks at my husband. "Is that okay with you, Steve?" 

"You fuck her until you can't fuck anymore, mate. The slut's enjoying it." 

I smile at my husband. "Do you want to fuck me? My holes a little stretched, but I'm sure you'll still enjoy it in there." 

Steve scrambles onto the bed and is between my thighs quickly. He presses his cock against my entrance and my wet gaping cunt sucks him in quickly and easily. 

"Jesus," he gasps as he fucks me. "What have you done to her, Clive? I can't feel the sides." 

I slap him on his buttock. "And I can't feel your cock, baby." 

Steve collapses onto me as he comes, and I hold him close until he's spent. He slips from my pussy and two men's loads spill from me. 

Steve picks up the camera again and points it at Clive. "Your go, mate," he says. 

I look directly at the camera. "I love you, Steve," I say, meaning every word. I squeeze Clive's hard cock and look at him. "But you… I love fucking you." 

The two men laugh, and I giggle along with them. It's the best night of my life, and it's only just started. 

The End
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