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		Chapter One

		

	
		My friends have always said that I doubt myself too much. Right now though, I feel that the doubt is justified.

		

		I know Pete wants me to go through with it, of that I have no doubt — he's begged me over and over again for years to do it, and finally I said yes. My doubt doesn't stem from anything my husband has said, it stems from my own internal conflict.

		

		I've always prided myself on being a faithful wife. I've always held my head high when other couples around us have spilt up due to infidelity, priding myself on the strong marriage we have and the trust we install in each other. And in twenty minutes all that's going to be tested.

		

		Pete shuffles closer to me. The taxi driver casts another glance in my direction in his rear-view mirror, and I give him a smile. He's stared at me ever since Pete and I came out of our house and walked down the garden path to his waiting car. I can't really blame him though - my skirt barely covers my arse, and my tits are straining at the tight shirt with too many buttons open. I think any man is going to take a second look at me, and I'm not the type of woman who courts attention. In fact, I hate attention from other men, but dressed as I am now – I can expect nothing less.

		

		"You okay?" says Pete, taking my hand in his. My hand is trembling and Pete feels it. "You'll feel better when we get there," he says, squeezing my fingers reassuringly.

		

		I'm not sure whether the taxi driver can hear us over the music he has playing, and to be honest, I don't really care. The red wine I drank before leaving has numbed my inhibitions a little. "I know," I say. "I'm not just nervous. I'm excited too. It's not every day a woman has a threesome."

		

		The taxi driver can definitely hear us. He turns the music down a notch or two and tilts his head slightly, giving the ear nearest to us the best chance of hearing everything.

		

		Pete sighs, and I know he'll be hard under his jeans. "I can't believe we're doing it," he says. "Finally, after all these years."

		

		I can't really believe we're doing it either. What started as dirty talk in the bedroom has escalated into a married couple taking a trip to an apartment owned by a man we met online, where I'm going to be the centre of attention for two guys while my husband watches and the guy who owns the flat films the action. The icing on the cake is that the two guys are black, and let's just say that if what I've been told by our online friend is true, then the rumours about what black guys pack in their trousers are true — in the case of the men I'm about to meet anyway.

		

		I decide to ask my husband once more. I want to be absolutely sure that my marriage is still going to be intact after tonight. Pete hates me asking, but I need to. Just one more time.

		

		I turn my head and look him directly in his eyes. "Are you certain about this, Pete? When we get there there's no going back."

		

		The taxi driver turns the music down a little more as Pete answers. "I want nothing more in life," he says, "than to watch my beautiful wife receiving more pleasure than I could ever hope to give her. Of course I'm certain."

		

		The taxi driver clears his throat, and both Pete and I look at him. "Well that's good news," he says with a wink as he turns to face us. "Because we're here."

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		My arse cheeks are cold as the wind blows over them, but as Pete closes the door to the apartment complex behind us, I soon begin to warm up again.

		

		My husband points at the stairwell. "There's no elevator, so the stairway to heaven it is."

		

		I try and raise a smile, but my nerves are getting the better of me. Fear crawls through my belly and my heart presses on my chest wall as it beats an anxious rhythm. What's going on between my legs is better though. My clit is aching to be played with, and I know my panties will be damp to the touch. It's been a long build up to tonight and I've thought of nothing more for the last week since the meeting was arranged.

		

		The flat is on the third floor, and I walk alongside Pete as we ascend the stairs. Pete's breathing is heavy and it's not just because he's become a little out of shape since he turned forty. He's excited. More excited than me perhaps. After all, it's his fantasy we're living out, I'm just a very willing participant.

		

		I pull my skirt down my thighs as an old man appears at the top of the first flight of stairs. He tips his hat as he passes us, and his eyes drop down my body as he lets out a muted whistle. I give him a smile and push my tits out a little. You have to respect your elders after all.

		

		I giggle as Pete grabs my wrist. "Come on you flirt," he says. "You've got two young studs waiting for you and you're showing off to a geriatric."

		

		The old man is thankfully out of earshot, and we take the next two flights of stairs quickly. The door we want is at the far end of the corridor, and my heart beats stronger as we approach it. The apartment building is old, and the walls and doors are thick. They'll be no worries about being overheard by any of our friend's neighbours.

		

		Pete knocks on the door before I have the chance to stop him. My stomach flips as the lock clicks and Mike appears as he swings the door open. He looks just like he does in the picture he sent us when we made the arrangements. He's around fifty and his hair is thinning. He's handsome enough though, but it won't be him I'm fucking anyway. Tonight my pussy is reserved for black cock.

		

		I'd never really given a second thought to fucking a black guy until my husband began begging me to. A man was just a man as far as I was concerned, but as Pete introduced me to porn websites and we watched the interracial films together, I soon got a craving to be fucked by one of the big black cocks that all the men seemed to have. Tonight I'll be having two, and my pussy knows it. It's tightening with desire as Mike says his hellos' and ushers us into the hallway, closing the door behind us.

		

		"You ready for this, Julie?" our host asks, looking me up and down as I smooth out the creases in the thin strip of fabric that is only just a skirt by a long stretch of the imagination. He licks his lips as he studies my tits. My nipples are making shapes in the cotton of my shirt and it's obvious I have no bra on underneath. Mike continues. "The guys are definitely ready."

		

		Pete slaps my arse, and I squeal in shock and delight. "She's ready alright, Mike," he boasts. "She hasn't spoken about anything else all fucking week."

		

		I nod. "He's telling the truth. I'm looking forward to meeting them."

		

		Mike smiles. "This way then," he says, "follow me."

		

		He leads us along the hallway and through his kitchen. He pauses at a door on the far side and rests his hand on the doorknob. "This is it," he says. "Richie and Jason are ready to meet you."

		

		"Open it then," I say.

		

		He does as I ask, and I follow him in with my husband behind me. The room is large and Mike has set up a camera on a tripod in front of a seating area consisting of a sofa and a few chairs. On the sofa sit two huge black men, both of them very attractive and both of them smiling at me. They're dressed in just t-shirts and shorts and they stand up as we enter the room.

		

		"You two must be Julie and Pete," says the taller of the two, looking me up and down. "I'm Richie." He offers me his hand and I take it, my hand feeling tiny in his strong grip.

		

		Richie shakes my hand next, and his grip is equally as strong as his friend's. They say hello to my husband and Jason leads me towards the sofa with a gentle hand on the base of my spine which sends tingles throughout me. "How about we get to know you a little better, Julie?"

		

		I turn to look at my husband, who laughs. "Don't mind me," he says. "I'm just going to sit down and watch." He takes a seat in a leather chair and unbuckles his belt. "Just getting myself ready," he smiles as I sit on the sofa between the two big men.

		

		Mike fiddles with the camera and points it at us. "Like I promised," he says to us all. "The film is for personal use only, but if you're interested… I'm going to name it wrecked."

		

		"Wrecked?" says my husband, unbuttoning his jeans.

		

		Mike laughs. "When you see what our two friends have to offer your wife, Pete. You'll understand. Let's just say Julie is about to be wrecked and ruined for you."

		

		Lust crawls through my groin. I'm about to be filmed fucking two black men while my husband watches, and according to Mike, I'm going to know about it too. I sigh as a big hand finds my bare thigh, and I part my thighs a little as I watch Richie's hand massaging my flesh. His hand makes my pale skin look even whiter than normal, and I groan as Jason grabs my other thigh and pulls my leg towards him, spreading me wide and revealing my white cotton panties to everyone in the room.

		

		The men aren't wasting any time, and I'm thankful for that. I've never been one for small talk and I'd wondered how it was all going to go down. Now I've got my answer – the men are just going to do what they want with me.

		

		Mike makes a sound in his throat as my legs are spread even wider, and I see the bulge in his trousers as he works the camera. There was no talk of him fucking me, but I wonder if by the end of the night I'll have had three strange dicks in me. He is hosting us after all, and it would be rude to turn him down if he wanted to fuck me after the others have finished.

		

		Richie speaks, his mouth close to my ear, his warm breath tickling me. "I'm going to fuck you so hard, Julie," he promises. "I'm going to make you scream."

		

		"Yes," I say, a shudder running the length of my spine as both men's hands near my panties. "I want that."

		

		Fingers find my panties, and my clit swells and stiffens as both men massage my mound through my underwear. I glance at my husband but his eyes are on what's happening between my legs as his hand slides into his jeans. He's been waiting a long time for this, and I'm sure he's going to enjoy the show I'm going to put on for him.

		

		A confident fire burns in my belly, and all my inhibitions vanish as the two men rub my cunt. "Take your clothes off guys," I say, pushing my pussy forward as the men push fabric into my wet slit. "I want you to show your cocks to my husband. I want him to see what I'm going to be taking. He's always wanted to see me taking a big cock."

		

		The two men take their hands from my body and stand up. Richie smiles as he slips his t-shirt over his head and reveals a perfect torso. It's toned, hard, and a deep ebony colour that glows beautifully in the lights.

		

		Jason's body is just as impressive as Richie's, and with their t-shirts removed, the two men watch my face as they begin taking off their shorts. Neither of them are wearing underwear, and I gasp as their cocks are revealed.

		

		Pete looks as impressed as I feel, and he leans forward in his seat to get a better look. His hand is moving under his jeans and his face is reddening as he sees what I'm about to be given by the two men.

		

		Richie and Jason give me smiles as I study their dicks. They're both huge and hardening under my gaze, and I instinctively climb from the sofa and get to my knees in front of them.

		

		"Like what you see?" says Richie, his fingers closing around his cock as he bounces it against his leg.

		

		I murmur a reply and move closer to the men, reaching out for both of them and taking them each in a hand. My fingers can barely close around half the girth of the cocks, and they're not even fully hard yet.

		

		Pete pulls his trousers and underwear down to his knees and continues jerking himself off as he watches me stroking the big black dicks. His cock looks ridiculous in comparison to the two I'm holding, but he seems very happy to watch me with them nonetheless.

		

		Jason steps closer to me, and his almost erect cock rears high into the air in front of my face. He moans softly as I squeeze his shaft and lick his balls, running my tongue slowly over his scrotum and along the underside of his dick. His cock twitches and jerks, and I sigh as he places a hand on the back of my head and pulls me tight into his body.

		

		His musky smell and pure masculinity drive me wild and I lick and suck every inch of skin I can, soaking his balls and hard shaft in my spit.

		

		Richie's cock nudges my cheek and I turn my attention to him, opening my mouth wide and taking in the fat head of his cock, closing my lips around the thick ridge as it enters my mouth. He spills pre-cum onto my tongue and I swallow it greedily, my hands moving to the men's balls, gripping both heavy sacks and massaging them gently as my pussy floods with hot juice.

		

		I can hear Mike making sounds of enjoyment as he films us and the sound of my husband jerking himself off makes my excitement flourish. I tell myself again – my husband is watching me suck off two big black men, and he's enjoying it.

		

		I'm wriggling my arse and gyrating my hips as I suck the two men, switching from one fat cock to the other, my saliva coating both of them and my jaw aching as it stretches to accommodate one big dick after the other.

		

		Jason twists my hair around his fingers and pulls my head back forcefully, making me gasp as my follicles tug my scalp. He pushes his slippery cock back into my mouth and slides it to the back of my throat, making me gag as my eyes fill with tears.

		

		I hold my breath and allow him to fuck my eager face as Richie begins slapping my cheek with his cock, the weight of his steely shaft stinging as it connects. Spit dribbles down my chin and my hair is a mess as Jason twists and pulls it. I'm a dirty cock loving slut, and I love it.

		

		My cunt throbs incessantly as the two men use my face and mouth, their cocks jerking and throbbing as they use me to pleasure themselves. A shudder runs through my body as I run a hand down my body and between my legs. My panties are soaked, and I peel them aside to give myself access to my smooth wet gash.

		

		My fingers find my entrance and I moan around the cock in my mouth as I push two inside me, wishing they were a cock, but willing to be patient and wait until the men tell me they're going to fuck me.

		

		My fingers are quickly coated in my juices, and my pussy tingles and tightens as I fuck myself. I don't have much time to enjoy myself though. My fingers slide from my hole as the dick between my lips slips from my mouth in a river of my spit, and the hand in my hair drags me to my feet in front of the men. Pete's face is tight with lust as I glance at him and he moans as he watches a rough hand force it's way between my legs and grip my underwear.

		

		My underwear is removed with one hard pull, and I squeal as the elastic digs into my flesh before giving up the resistance and tearing.

		

		Jason tosses my panties to my husband. "They're fucking soaked," he says to Pete, who grabs them and wraps them around his cock, using them to masturbate with.

		

		My skirt comes down next as Richie drags it over my hips without undoing the zip, and I step out of it as I stumble forward onto Richie's chest as fingers probe my aching hole. My legs tremble as the two men force fingers into my cunt, and I quickly undo my shirt taking it off and revealing my braless tits to the men.

		

		Both men take one of my mounds I their mouth, and I almost come as their tongue sand teeth work on my nipples while each of them plunge their fingers deeper into my sodden cunt, stretching me wide. It feels like they each have two fingers inside me, but it could be more, or less. I don't know, and I don't care, all I care about is the orgasm that's about to erupt between my thighs.

		

		I groan and shake as I come, and my pussy contracts around the fingers that fuck me. My head goes back and I hold each man's head tight on my tits as my climax powers through me.

		

		Mie appears next to me, and I smile at the camera he holds in my face. "Enjoying yourself, Julie?" he mumbles.

		

		"Fuck yeah," I moan. "I need to be fucked though." I dig my fingernails into the two men's scalps as they continue working my tits in their mouths. "Did you hear that, boys? I need to be fucked."

		

		Richie lifts his mouth from my breast and looks me in the eyes. "Dirty bitch," he says. "Do you want us to fuck you while your husband jerks off his little cock?"

		

		"Yes," I beg. "Fuck me while he watches. Please fuck me."

		

		Jason stands up straight, towering over me as Richie steps behind me, his hard cock nudging my buttocks and his hands on my hips.

		

		Jason smiles. "Put your arms around my neck," he says.

		

		I wrap my arms tight around him, the strength and hardness of the muscles in his shoulders evident against my small forearms.

		

		Richie begins lifting me from behind, and before I know it, Jason has hooked his arms beneath my thighs and is cradling me above his cock that is poised at my entrance, the heat from the tip teasing my wet lips as it nudges me.

		

		Jason looks at my husband. "You ready to see your wife scream?" he asks.

		

		Pete grunts something, and moves my panties fast along his shaft. "Fuck her," he mumbles. "Make her come harder than I ever can."

		

		Jason lifts me a little higher and my pussy tightens as his cock head nestles between my lips, poised at my entrance, throbbing against me as he prepares to penetrate my body.

		

		Richie slaps my arse with his cock and I moan as his hands work around to the front of my body and find my tits, twisting my nipples in his big fingers. I'm sandwiched between the two men, and my whole body shudders as Jason slowly begins lowering me onto his cock.

		

		My bottom lip stings as my teeth dig into it, but it's nothing compared to the sting between my legs as my pussy is peeled open by the thick shaft that is stretching me.

		

		He's so big. So fucking big. I close my eyes briefly as pain makes me gasp, and Jason lifts me a little easing my pain for a moment before releasing me fully and letting me drop to the base of his thick shaft with a scream that shocks even me.

		

		I scream again as my body struggles to accept the huge dick that fills my belly and threatens to tear my pussy. Jason lifts me and rams ne down again, his muscles in his neck tensing on my arms as he impales me on his full length.

		

		I've never been touched so deep or opened up so wide, and my clit tingles with electric lust as another orgasm blossoms deep in my belly, spreading out quickly and powerfully and making me tremble. I shout and groan as I come, and Jason lifts and drops me onto his cock, over and over again, pushing himself upwards as I slide down him, maximizing the depth he can reach.

		

		Richie releases my tits, and his hands find my buttocks, spreading them wide as Jason continues lifting and dropping me as if I weigh nothing. "Turn her to the side, Jason," he says. "Let her husband see how wide she can go."

		

		Jason spins on the spot so my arse is facing Pete, and continues with his onslaught on my cunt. "Is it wide?" I moan. "Pete, is my cunt stretched wide?"

		

		"Jesus," says Pete. "He's fucking huge."

		

		I climax again and Jason continues sliding me up and down his slick shaft, his cock throbbing and filling every inch of my pussy. My moans and groans spur him on and he quickens the speed and the force at which he's using me, the wide tip of his cock battering my sensitive cervix each time I'm fully lowered on him.

		

		A wet finger grazes my arsehole, and I push onto it, letting Richie know that I want it. he accepts my slutish invitation and slides it inside me, pushing past my tight band of resistance and joining his friends cock inside me.

		

		The whole area of my groin is a mess of sensations, and I'm not even aware I'm about to come again until hot juice floods my pussy and drips from my hole as I shudder and shake as the two men squeeze my body between them, Jason deep in my pussy, and Richie fucking my arsehole with his thick finger.

		

		My cunt squelches and sucks as Jason uses me, and I wonder how long he can go on for. I've never been fucked so aggressively and so beautifully, and never for so long, and I certainly haven't experienced the deep sensations of pleasure before that are making me orgasm over and over again as he pummels me.

		

		Richie's finger slides form my arse and I bite my lip as I feel it replaced by the tip of his cock. I know it's going to hurt, but nothing prepares me for how fast he gives it to me, his saliva lubed cock stretching me wide and invading my depths.

		

		My scream even concerns my husband who gets to his feet and stands beside me, his hand on my shoulder. "Are you okay? Do you want to stop?" he says.

		

		"No. Don't stop. No one fucking stop," I shout as another orgasm grows. This one is the most powerful yet, and I close my eyes as I give in to the pain and pleasure that rips through my pussy and arse.

		

		"You're squirting," says Pete, from beside me. "You're fucking squirting."

		

		I know I'm wet, I can feel the warmth of my juice coating my buttocks and thighs, but the knowledge that I've squirted for the first time in my life drives me to new levels of ecstasy.

		

		Richie's cock digs deep in my arse and I shout out in pain again as Jason drops me hard onto his dick. The two men grunt and groan as they use me, and Mike circles us with his camera, capturing the action for his future pleasure. His shorts are still swollen with cock, and he occasionally rubs his bulge as he films.

		

		Jason's cock throbs hard and he groans as the first powerful spray of sperm coats my insides. It's hot and deep and I clamp my mouth onto his as he climaxes, my pussy tightening on his dick as he gives me his load.

		

		His tongue sweeps the inside of my mouth and I stifle a gasp as Richie delivers another long stroke of hard dick deep in my arse.

		

		As Jason's orgasm ebbs he breaks off our kiss but holds me in place on his softening cock as his friend continues to fuck my arse, his thrusts getting stronger and more urgent as he approaches his own climax.

		

		I arch my spine and glance over my shoulder at him. "Go on," I urge, "fill my tight married arsehole with cum."

		

		He relents and gives in to his pleasure. His thick cock swells even wider, and he pumps me full of hot cream that trickles from me and joins the rivers of Jason's sperm that already run down my inner thighs.

		

		My holes are both sore and my muscles are aching from the best fucking I've ever had, but it's not over yet. Now I want my husband to fuck me. I want him to feel what the men have done to me. I want him to feel how loose and full of seed my wrecked pussy is.

		

		"Lift me off," I say to Jason as Richie slips his cock from my arsehole. "I want my husband to fuck me now."

		

		Mike looks at me with a question in his eyes, and I give him an answer that makes him smile. "You can fuck me too, Mike," I promise.

		

		Jason lowers me to the floor and cum dribbles from my gaping cunt hole. I make my way to the sofa and lie back with my legs wide and my ankles in my hands.

		

		"Come on then, Pete," I tease. "Come and fuck me. Feel what these real men have done to your wife's cunt."

		

		"Mike first," says my husband. "I want to be the last."

		

		"You want all these men's cum in me do you, baby? So you can feel it on your little cock?"

		

		His hand quickens on his cock. "Yes," he gasps.

		

		"Come on then, Mike," I say, "give the camera to Pete. He can film you fucking his wife."

		

		Jason and Richie sit either side of me and grab one of my tits each, squeezing and massaging them as Mike drops his shorts and positions himself between my legs, his cock twitching out of control as he lines himself up with my ruined hole.

		

		Pete moves closer and films as Mike penetrates me, his cock slipping easily into my slippery tunnel and his face contorting in lust as he begins fucking me. His cock is a decent size. Not as big as the black ones that have stretched and filled me, but decent. Bigger than Pete's and I smile at my husband as Mike thrusts hard into me. "You've got the smallest cock in the room, darling," I say. "I'm not going to feel it inside me."

		

		Mike bucks and writhes between my legs and lets out a long groan as his seed joins Jason's in my sore hole. I push him from me and he steps aside as my husband approaches. I know Pete isn't going to last longer than a few seconds, his cock looks swollen and ready to explode, but I want him in me, even if it's just so he can come.

		

		He passes the camera back to Mike and runs his cock over the full length of mu cum soaked slit before easing it into me in one quick push. He bottoms out immediately and moans as he feels my slackness. "It's so fucking loose," he says. "Can you feel my cock in you?"

		

		I place a hand on his stomach and run my nails over him. "No, baby," I say.

		

		He comes instantly. He slumps forward onto me and his seed joins the other loads in my body and on the sofa which is swimming with trickles of my juice and the loads of four men.

		

		His groans and gasps excite me, and I hold his head as his orgasm ebbs. "Thank you for letting me do this," I say, as Jason and Richie stroke their fresh erections, ready to use me again.

		

		"Thank you for doing it," murmurs Pete as his cock softens in my sticky cum filled wrecked hole.

		

		The End
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