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Chapter One

Me getting a personal trainer had been my husband's idea, so he only had himself to blame for the fact that his wife was casting surreptitious glances at the crotch of the tall black man who was demonstrating the art of performing a perfect bicep curl. 

I'd only known him for ten minutes, and I hadn't yet done any exercise, but my heart was already beating out of my chest and my cheeks were hot and flushed. 

He was absolute perfection — tall, delightfully handsome, and with a body that would put a Greek God to shame. His biceps bulged as he lifted the barbell towards his shoulders, and thick veins shaped his ebony skin, pulsating with each movement he made. 

It wasn't his muscles that were having the unnerving effect on my pussy though

— it was the sight of his thick cock beneath the tight lycra of his shorts that was moistening my panties. 

The fabric hugged his shape, showing off the thick ridge of his helmet and the wide girth of his long flaccid shaft. I estimated him to be at least six inches in length — while soft, I needed to remind myself, as I licked my lips and prayed that my erect nipples weren't sticking too far through the thin cotton of my t-shirt. I could hardly blame it on the weather either, it was a warm summer evening, not a nipple hardening winter morning. 

Exercising outdoors instead of in a gym had also been my husband's idea. He knew I had an aversion to institutionalised fitness and had suggested that if I was serious about getting fit, then perhaps there were better ways than locking myself away in a gym for an hour each night. 

Mark cleared his throat, and I realised with horror that he'd caught me checking out his package. What the hell must he have thought of me? A thirty-nine year old woman checking out the dick of a man who looked like he was fresh out of his twenties. 

"Okay," he said, in his deep bass voice. "You try it now, Sarah. Just take it easy and try five to begin with. We need to warm those muscles up a little." 

I glanced around, hoping that no one would be there to watch my first attempt at lifting a weight since I'd left school. The park was empty, and Mark had chosen a secluded area behind a small copse of trees as his fitness arena. 

"Go on," he urged, dropping his barbell onto the grass and stepping towards me. 

"Pick it up." 

I lowered the top half of my body and grasped the long bar, aware that Mark had moved to a position directly in front of me, his huge package just inches from my face. 

My back ached a little as I straightened my body and held the barbell at waist height, with Mark looming over me like a chiselled Adonis, his hands moving towards my shoulders and his mouth widening into a grin. 

"Keep your shoulders straight," he said, as his hands made contact with my bare shoulders, instigating a cascade of goosebumps that ran the length of my arms. 

"Take a breath in when you lift, and exhale when you lower." 

The soft smell of his body mingling with whatever aftershave or deodorant he was wearing hung in the air between us, and I winced in shame as I felt my nipples hardening ever more. I wondered if he got all his female clients as excited as I was, and as I looked up into his deep brown eyes, I was pretty certain that he did. 

His big hands enveloped my shoulders in strong warmth as I began to lift the weight, and he urged me on, his eyes dropping down my body as I strained. 

"That's it," he said, "nice and slow. Make long slow movements, really get that blood pumping." 

The choice of words he was using did nothing to stop the throbbing between my legs, and as he spoke while I began lowering the weight, it took all my effort to not grab and kiss him. "Yes," he said, "take it deep, you've still got a few more inches to go. Take it all the way down." 

My clit tingled with lust, and as I dropped my head to concentrate on not dropping the weight, I nearly moaned out loud. His cock had grown in his shorts. 

It had thickened appreciably, and was twitching gently as it grew longer, the head pushing the thin fabric of his shorts into a fat round ball that I wanted nothing more than to take hold of and squeeze. 

"Nice," he said, moving a little closer to me, his cock jerking, and his hands moving gently over my shoulders and down my arms. "Very nice indeed." 

The intense sensations between my legs, that threatened to make me orgasm, grew to unbearable levels, and I looked up at him. "Yes," I said, slowly. "It's very nice." 

"Put the weight down, Sarah," he said, closing the gap between us to an inch or two, and grasping my elbows in the palms of his hands. 

A soft sigh sneaked from my mouth as I lowered the weight and slowly stood up, aware that his cock was almost bursting from his shorts. 

He pulled me close, using my elbows to hold me against him, and I groaned as his fat length dug into my belly. 

"You're married, Sarah," he said, moving his face close to mine, his hot breath tickling my lips. "If you want me to fuck you, you need to get your husband's permission." 

I knew I should have been ashamed, I knew I should have been horrified, but as he ground himself against my body, his fat cock pulsating on my stomach, I pushed my tits into his chest and placed my hands on his tight arse, pulling him closer against me. 

"Fuck me," I begged, "my cunt's soaking, and I'm close to coming, fuck me right here, right now. Please put that big cock in me and make me scream." 

Mark laughed, and pushed me away from him, leaving me breathless, frustrated, and a little embarrassed. "I'll only fuck you with your husband's permission," he said, "and I want him to watch. I like to see men humiliated when I ruin their wives." 

He turned his back to me and picked up the weights, one in each strong hand, his arse cheeks tight in his shorts. "Let me know when you've persuaded him, Sarah. 

Until then, I can't train you anymore. I like to break my clients in before I get them fit. I find that they do what I tell them to with less resistance." 

My jaw dropped as he walked away from me, leaving me the most sexually frustrated that I'd ever been, and with a pussy that throbbed as it ran with juice. 

"Bastard," I shouted, "fucking bastard." 

He didn't bother to turn around, he just shrugged his wide shoulders and continued walking towards his car. "Phone me when you're ready," he yelled. 

Chapter Two

Jack wasn't in bad physical shape for a forty-five year old, but as I watched him getting out of the shower I couldn't help thinking about Mark's beautiful black body. 

The only thing that Jack had on Mark was age, while Mark had an awful lot on Jack. He had youth, height, build, even looks, but most of all he had size between his legs. Real size, the sort of size I'd dreamt about since I was a teenager but had never been lucky enough to encounter in the few sexual liaisons I'd had before I'd met Jack. 

Jack wasn't small by any stretch of the imagination, but he wouldn't pass as a male stripper either. Any women who paid to watch my husband perform would be bitterly disappointed when he began waving his average sized pecker in their faces. 

I'd told Jack that my training session had gone well, and he hadn't asked anymore questions, so I didn't think I was being dishonest when I failed to mention that things had got steamy between me and my personal trainer. 

When Jack had dried off and was climbing into bed next to me, I began the process of attempting to get his permission to fuck Mark. I had a plan, and the first part of the plan was to rekindle the passion he'd had for being cuckolded when we'd first met. 

We'd never gone further than talking about it back then, but that was down to me, not my husband. He'd have leapt at the chance to watch me fucking another man, but I'd always been very resistant to the idea, and eventually he'd stopped trying to persuade me. 

"Before you get in bed, Jack," I said, pulling back the sheets to reveal my sexiest underwear and stocking set. "Put that film on that you used to like. The interracial gangbang film." 

We hadn't watched a pornographic DVD together for over a year, and Jack's eyes lit up at the suggestion. "Really?" he said, staring at me with wide eyes. 

I laughed. "Yes," I said, running a hand along my thigh and onto my panties. 

"Put it on and talk to me how you used to. Talk dirty." 

My husband crossed the room with impressive speed, removing his boxers as he moved and tossing them aside. I smiled to myself as I saw he was already hard, his little cock twitching in front of him as he fumbled with the DVD player. 

He pressed play and came back to bed, gripping his dick in his hand and looking me up and down. 

"What's brought this on?" he said, laying down next to me. "Not that I'm complaining of course!" 

I ran a finger along his leg and kissed his chest. "Can't a wife just watch a gangbang film and fuck her husband?" I teased, dragging a fingernail over his scrotum, which tightened under my touch. 

Jack groaned and leaned into me, his mouth finding my neck as the sound of a woman being pleasured by more than ten black men burst from the TV's speakers. 

His fingers found my panties and he pulled the material aside, exposing my smooth pussy. "You've shaved too," he murmured, slipping a fingertip into my wet hole. 

"Just like the old days," I said, watching the woman on TV taking a long black cock in her cunt, her little pink pussy lips spread wide, and her face contorted in a mixture of pleasure and pain. 

Jack rammed his finger deep inside me and I groaned as I pushed against him. 

"Would you still like to see me doing what the woman in the film is doing," I said, grabbing his wrist and urging him to finger fuck me faster. "Or has age changed your mind?" 

"I'm not old!" he smiled, adding another finger to my hole. "I'd love to see it, you know that. I'll never stop wanting to see you fucking a big cock." 

I bit my lip to stop myself from screaming out that I'd do it — that I'd already found a man who would be more than willing to fuck me in front of my husband. 

"You'd like to see me ride a big black cock, wouldn't you," I moaned, "while you watch and jerk off your little one." 

Jack pulled his fingers from me and sucked my juice from his hand. "Yes," he said, pulling my panties down and spreading my legs. "I'd really like it." 

He climbed between my thighs and the tip of his swollen cock found my tight hole, sliding in easily until the full length was inside me, and his balls were squashed against my arse. 

"Tell me you want to fuck a big black cock," he gasped, as he began to fuck my wet heat. "Tell me you want bigger than I can give you." 

My fingernails dig into the soft flesh of his buttocks and I spat my words out. "I do," I said, "I want a real man to fuck me, a man with a cock that's bigger when it's soft than yours is when it's hard. I want to be fucked by a man who could do things to me that you haven't got a hope of doing with your little thing." 

Jack fucked me harder, his breathing becoming faster and his cock making little jerks inside me. His balls slapped hard on my arse and I knew he wasn't far away from coming. 

"I'll do it if you want," I said in his ear. "I'll fuck a man while you watch." 

Jack groaned. "Really?" 

"Yes, I promise. I'll humiliate you as I do it too." 

My husbands face contorted in pleasure, and his cock pushed deep inside me as he drained his balls, making whimpering sounds of delight as my cunt tightened on his cock. 

"Thank you, Sarah," he said, as he emptied the last of his seed into me. 

It had all gone to plan. All that was left to do was tell Mark, and arrange my date with a big black cock. 

Chapter Three

"How have you managed that?" said Jack, looking up from his newspaper. "You only suggested it two nights ago, and you're ready to do it this weekend, with a man you've already found? 

I swallowed hard and took a sip of tea. "I thought you'd be happy, you used to beg me to fuck other men." 

"I am happy, I just don't understand how you've arranged it all so quickly, and why all of a sudden you want to do it." 

I decided to tell him the truth. I was sure that a man who wanted to be cuckolded would understand. "It's the personal trainer," I said, "he was… a very exciting man, to put it bluntly." 

Jack put his paper down on the table and gave me his full attention. "What do you mean, Sarah?" 

"Let's just say that he wasn't shy about what he had in his shorts, and he offered it to me on a plate as long as you would watch." 

My husband tilted his head, and narrowed his eyes. "Have you done something with him, behind my back?" 

"No. I promise, but I would have." I half whispered. "I'm sorry, but he was just standing there, holding my arms, with the biggest erection I've ever seen in his

shorts, and I got carried away." 

"What happened?" Jack said quietly. 

"I begged him to fuck me," I said, looking at the table. "And he wouldn't. He left me standing there with a pussy so wet that juice seeped through my shorts." 

Jack shook his head slowly. "Sarah," he said, "this is all I've ever wanted. I used to pray that you'd see sense one day. You've made me a very happy man. Make the arrangements with him." 

My nipples tingled and I laid a hand on my pussy, feeling the powerful pulse through my jeans. "He said he likes humiliating husbands," I said, "would you like that too?" 

Jack licked his lips and sat back in his seat. "Tell him to do his worst," he smiled. 

Chapter Four

Mark laughed when I had phoned to tell him, but had jumped at the chance of coming to mine and Jack's home on Saturday night. 

"I knew you'd sort it out," he'd said, "I could see how desperate you were for my cock, Sarah. I like that in a woman. Your husband is a very lucky man to have you. You won't regret it, neither will your husband." 

I hoped not, and as Jack and I sat on the sofa waiting for my big black stud to arrive, I made sure that he was still okay with the arrangement. "You know that it might get messy, darling," I said, "he's a very big man. Are you sure you want to watch me with him?" 

My husband nodded at the bulge in his jeans. "What's it look like?" he said with a grin. "Does it look like I'm not looking forward to seeing you fucked by a giant dick?" 

I pressed his erection with the heel of my hand. "It's twice the size of yours," I said, "it could get very nasty." 

"The nastier the better," said Jack pushing himself hard onto my hand. "I mean that. I want to see your cunt wider and fuller than I could ever manage to get it." 

I remembered the bulge in Mark's shorts. "I think there's a distinct possibility that you're going to get what you want," I teased, stroking his length. 

Jack leaned towards me, parting his lips for a kiss, but I pushed him backwards into the sofa. "Let's not get carried away," I said, removing my hand from his cock. "Mark will be here any minute." 

Jack looked at me with a grin on his face as the doorbell rang. "I didn't know you were psychic as well as a slut," he said. 

I stood up and pushed Jack back into his seating position as he tried to join me. 

"I'll let him in," I said, "you wait here and get that little erection under control." 

I paused in the hallway to check myself out in the full length mirror that adorned the wall next to our coat stand, and opened another button on my shirt, revealing more of the cleavage that was already dangerously close to bursting free. 

My brown hair glistened in the light, and my figure was hugged tightly by my black thigh length dress. Underneath my dress I wore stockings and a sexy black bra and pantie set. I was ready for action, and smiled at my reflection before making my way to the door, to let the man who was going to fuck me into my home. I felt dirty and naughty, and I liked it. 

With a hand on the door handle, I sucked in a large nerve steadying breath of air and opened the door. It was dark outside but I immediately realised that something wasn't quite as I was expecting it to be. It took a moment to work out what was wrong, but when I did my clit tingled and my nipples stood on end. 

"There's two of you," I said, standing in the doorway. "You didn't say you were bringing company, Mark." 

Mark laughed, his booming voice echoing around the hallway. "His name's Paul and he's company for you," he said, stepping into the light. "And like I told you, I like humiliating husbands, and what better way to humiliate a man than to make him watch his wife taking a black cock in each of her holes at the same time?" 

I shuddered as I gazed at the two men. They were both as beautiful as each other, and Paul was just as tall and well built as Mark. I hoped to hell that he was packing the same sort of equipment as Mark was — that would make for a very interesting night indeed. 

"Well, you'd both better come in," I said, stepping aside and looking up at the men as they walked past me. "I hope my husband doesn't mind having a second guest." 

Paul laughed. "I'm sure he'll be fine," he said, "let's go and meet the man in question and find out." 

I led the way to the living room, my stomach turning cartwheels and my pussy burning with lust. If Jack said no to having an additional man involved I would honour his wishes, but I silently prayed he'd agree to watching me take part in a threesome with two gorgeous black men. 

Jack sat upright as we entered the room. "Oh. There's two of you," he said, 

"that's unexpected." 

"Blame it on me," said Mark, taking a seat on the sofa opposite the one my husband was sitting on, the wooden frame creaking under his weight. "I thought you might enjoy watching your wife taking two men." 

Jack licked his lips. "You're both more than welcome," he said, "make yourselves at home while I get us all a drink." 

Paul sat down next to Mark and patted the space between them. "Sit down with us sweetheart," he said, looking me up and down. "We'll get to know each other while your husband gets the drinks." 

I'd forgotten my manners, and as my husband made his way towards the kitchen, the bulge in his trousers on prominent display, I made some introductions. 

"Jack, this is Paul, and this is Mark," I said, indicating the two young men in turn. "Guys, meet my husband… Jack." 

"A pleasure," said Jack, "beer okay for you both?" 

"Beer's great, Jack," said Mark, "for both of us." 

Jack smiled and left the room as I took a seat between the two big men, my pussy throbbing as I imagined them both with no clothes on. 

The atmosphere was electric, and as I remembered what Mark was packing beneath his jeans I took a deep breath and turned to face him. 

"I'm desperate to feel you inside me," I said. 

"Me too, I hope," said Paul, placing a hand on my knee and caressing me with his thick fingers. 

I turned to face him. "Yes, of course. It's just that I've seen what Mark has in his pants, and I haven't been able to get it out of my mind." 

Paul gave a deep laugh and squeezed my knee. "Tell her, Mark," he said. 

Mark placed his hand on my thigh. "Paul is the bigger of us both," he smiled, trailing a finger higher up my leg. "By about two inches." 

I trembled as Paul moved closer to me and placed his lips on my neck, kissing me gently as I tilted my head and sighed. He took my hand and moved it to his crotch. "Have a feel," he said, "it's nice and hard for you already. You have that effect on me." 

He throbbed under my fingers and I ran my hand along the thick shape in his trousers, amazed that a cock could be so big, and slightly concerned that I wouldn't be able to fit it all inside me. 

"My God," I stammered, as Jack came back into the room carrying a tray loaded with drinks. "It's huge." 

"Eleven inches of prime black meat," said Paul, with a twinkle in his eyes. 

Jack cleared his throat and placed the tray on the glass topped coffee table. "It didn't take you long to get a cock in your hand," he said, smiling at me. "Don't stop on my account. I'll just take a seat and enjoy the show." 

Mark's hand moved further up my right leg and his fingers touched the sensitive flesh above my stocking tops, making me moan deep in my throat. "You heard him," I said, squirming in my seat as Mark's hand neared my panties. "Use me however you want. I'm your slut for the night. Show my husband what you can do to a woman, boys." 

"You ready to see your wife ruined?" said Mark, sliding his hand from under my dress and standing up in front of me. "Are you ready to see what she's been missing out on while you've been giving her your little dick?" 

My husband nodded and moved a hand to the bulge in his jeans. "Make her fucking scream," he said, "make her beg you to stop, and make me watch the whole fucking thing." 

Shocked at my husband's candid reply, I gazed at him and spoke softly. "Are you sure, darling? It sounds like they mean business. Are you sure you can handle watching it?" 

Jack nodded. "Tell her, Mark," he said, lowering his zipper and taking out his cock. 

Mark laughed. "Sarah," he said, unbuckling his belt. "Your husband set you up. 

He got in touch with me and I pretended to be a fitness instructor. Your husband wanted to see what sort of slut he'd married, and the way you acted on our first appointment verified his suspicions. You're a dirty slut, Sarah. A cock hungry slut, and your husband wants us to give you what you what he can't." 

My pussy dribbled juice and my breath caught in my throat. "Really, Jack?" I said, aware that Paul was standing too, and beginning to undress. "You did all this? Why?" 

My husband smiled and stroked his cock. "I begged you to cuckold me, and you never would. I knew you had it in you though, and I just needed to prove it to you… so I hired these two… studs to show you that you had it in you. Just enjoy yourself, Sarah, and humiliate me. Punish me for tricking you, show me that I'm nothing compared to these two young men." 

I stared at my husband, my cunt on fire and my nipples threatening to burst through my bra. "You're pathetic," I said, placing a hand on Mark's stomach as he lifted his t-shirt to reveal a toned torso. "That little cock is pathetic, and the way you use it is pathetic. As you quite rightly say… you're insignificant compared to these two men." 

My husband smiled, and I winked to show him that I was playing along with the situation. I was saying what I now knew he wanted me to say, and I was enjoying it. A little too much. 

Mark placed a hand on my head and grabbed a clump of my hair. "On your knees, slut," he commanded, pulling me from the sofa, using my hair to guide me like a horse rider uses reins. 

My scalp stung as I lowered myself in front of the two men and watched as they began removing their jeans, revealing the biggest cocks I'd ever seen. 

I'd already seen the shape of Mark's when he'd pretended to be my personal trainer, so I knew it was big, but seeing it erect, inches from my face with a droplet of pre-cum seeping from the wide slit at the end, was a whole different experience. It was glorious. The dark skinned shaft was heavily veined and the fat round head was a lighter shade of brown with a thick ridge at the base that gave it a menacing appearance. 

As the boys had promised, Paul's was even bigger, both in length and girth. As thick as my forearm, and throbbing with lust as I reached out to touch it, it was huge — really fucking huge, and as my fingers touched the ebony flesh, Paul let out a soft groan and placed his hand on the back of my head, forcing my face towards his groin. "Suck it, bitch," he said, digging his fingers into my scalp. 

"Let your husband see you suck big black cock, and then you can tell him how fucking good it tastes." 

I opened my mouth as wide as I could and sucked the tip, the masculine salty taste of excitement coating my taste buds and making my cunt quiver with desire. 

Mark moved closer to Paul and slapped my forehead with his erection, the heavy thwacking sound exciting me even more. "What's it feel like to watch your wife worshipping big black dicks, Jack? Does it make you feel inadequate? Cos it fucking should. That little thing in your hand is not the sort of thing you should

expect a dirty bitch like Sarah to have to put up with. She needs bigger and better." 

Jack moaned. "I know," he said, "I'm sorry, Sarah. You can have have other men's cocks whenever you need to from now on. I promise. I'll never expect you to be content with my small cock again." 

I grunted a reply and gagged as Paul rammed thick inches of meat down my throat, his hand pushing me deeper onto him, and his heavy balls getting ever closer to my chin. 

I was involved in the most intense sexual encounter of my life and it was having an amazing effect on my throbbing pussy and clit. Juice seeped from me, and my panties felt as wet as if I'd taken a bath in them. My clit stung with intense desire, and I wanted nothing more than to rub it hard until I came, right there at the feet of the two black men with monster cocks. I held back though, knowing that when I did come, it would be worth the wait. 

Paul pushed another inch into my throat and my eyes streamed with tears as I struggled to breathe. 

"Let me have a go, dude," said Mark, rubbing the slippery tip of his cock on my cheek. "Don't be greedy." 

Paul laughed, and I gasped, sucking in a large lungful of air as he slipped his cock from between my lips, pushing my head towards his friend's dick with a rough shove of his hand on the back of my head. 

"Do you like it, Sarah?" said Jack, his hand moving quickly along his little erection, and his eyes wide as he watched me servicing the men. 

"Just be quiet and let me enjoy myself," I said, grasping Mark's fat cock in my small hand, my fingers struggling to contain the girth. "Keep playing with that tiny thing and keep your mouth closed." 

Mark's cock jerked as I ran my tongue over the tip, and he pressed it hard against my lips, forcing me to open my mouth and accept him. 

Paul moved behind me and I shivered as he unzipped my dress and pulled it down to my waist. He unclipped my bra and removed that too, allowing my tits to fall free, immediately giving my painfully hard nipples some welcome relief. 

My stomach muscles tightened and I sucked hard on Mark's fat dick as Paul's big hands moved around my body and found my nipples, tweaking them between his fingers as he pressed his erection against the back of my head. 

Jack watched intently as the two men worked on me, one of them inches deep in my face and the other running rough hands over my tits and stomach. 

Finally, I heard the words that I'd been longing to hear. "I'm going to fuck your wife now," said Mark, looking over his shoulder at my husband. "I'm going to stretch her pussy so wide that you'll never feel the same to her again. She'll fucking laugh when you stick that thing inside her." 

"Please do," said Jack, "stretch her cunt wide. Make her come harder than I ever could." 

Mark pulled himself from my mouth and thick streams of saliva rand down my chin as he grabbed my hair and pulled me to my feet, my dress falling to the floor as I stood. 

Paul grabbed the back of my panties, and with a strong tug and the sound of material tearing, he ripped them from my body. 

"Nice," said Mark, gazing down at my smooth mound, his cock twitching in front of him. "Very fucking nice." 

"Lie down on the table," said Paul from behind me, his cock digging into my buttocks. "Your husband can lie underneath it and watch your pussy get broken in properly." 

I knew the glass table top would take my weight, but lowered myself slowly as the cold glass touched my back, making me wriggle. 

"Get underneath," said Paul to my husband. "Watch what happens to a pussy when a big black cock opens it up." 

Jack leapt to his feet and ripped his jeans and t-shirt off, tossing them on the

floor to join mine and my two black studs clothes. His cock made little jerking movements as he scrambled under the table with his face below my open legs. 

"Take a good look at your wife's cunt," said Mark, standing at the foot of the table and waving his cock in the air. "It's the last time you'll see it looking so perfect, I'm going to fucking wreck it, and then Paul's going to do even more damage." 

I moaned and groaned as Mark spoke about me as if I was just an object for the men to use, and I realised that I liked it — that I loved it. I wanted to be a slut, and that's exactly what I was. 

Paul moved to the other end of the table and stood behind my head, his cock rearing into the air above me. He reached forward and grabbed my ankles, pulling my legs wide and high, opening my cunt wide for Mark, who stepped forward and slapped my clit with his heavy cock, making me squeal in delight. 

He slid his big throbbing head along my gash, and I pressed myself against him as the tip brushed my hole, sending tingles of pleasure twisting through my stomach. 

I wondered what the view was like for my husband, and tried to imagine what it must feel like for him to watch his wife being used by two much younger and more powerful men. 

Mark pushed into me and I groaned as he began spreading my cunt lips apart. 

"What's it look like?" I gasped, "Jack, what does it fucking look like? It feels so big! Does it look big inside me?" 

"Huge," said Jack from underneath me. "Your cunt is trickling juice onto the table and your hole looks like it can't get any bigger. It's beautiful." 

I moved a hand to my pussy and felt Mark's cock gliding into me. I found my clit with a finger and began circling it as Mark pushed deeper inside me, giving me a feeling of fullness that I'd never known before. 

His dick throbbed on the tight wet walls of my cunt, and just as I thought I could take no more, he bottomed out, his big balls slamming into my arse cheeks. 

"Jesus," said Jack, "Jesus Christ. I'm going to come soon." 

"Take your hand off that little cock," I snapped, turning my head to the side so I could see him below me. "You're coming last. Not first." 

He moved his hand from his erection with a stifled groan. "It looks so good," he said, "I wish my cock was that big." 

Mark pulled out and rammed his full length back into me again. "Me too!" I shouted, rubbing my hard little clit. "I wish you were this fucking big, you pathetic small dicked fucker!" 

Mark began fucking me in the way I'd always fantasised about being fucked. He used long powerful strokes, the tip of his dick battering my cervix as he thrust

into me, and the muscles in his wide thighs contracting as he built up a beautiful rhythm. 

My pussy squelched under the onslaught, and without warning an orgasm ripped through my body. Paul stretched my legs even wider as I came, and lowered his cock onto my face so I could suck and nibble the thick shaft as I climaxed, my sore pussy leaking hot sticky juice in a river of lust that trickled down my inner thighs. 

"The table's got a big pool of your cunt juice on it," grunted Jack, "I've never seen you so wet." 

"That's because you've never seen her getting fucked properly," said Paul, releasing my legs. He walked around the table, his thick black cock bobbing in front of him. "My turn, Mark," he said, "let me fuck the dirty bitch." 

Mark slid from out of me, leaving me feeling disappointingly empty. "Give me cock," I demanded, wriggling my arse on the slippery table. "Fill my cunt with black cock." 

Mark stood behind me and lowered his cock towards my mouth as Paul lined his huge cock up with my stretched out hole. I took Mark deep into my throat as he grabbed my ankles and opened me up for Paul, who was beginning to enter me, his thick cock making me feel tiny. 

My pussy stung with burning pain as Paul fed me his long length, and my husband groaned from under the table as I writhed and wriggled on the hard black flesh. 

"Christ, Sarah," said Jack, "it's so fucking big." 

I pulled Mark from my mouth and looked through the glass at my husbands excited face. "You're telling me?" I groaned, as Paul ripped me apart, his cock touching me in places I'd never been touched before. "It's the best feeling ever, and I never want it to stop." 

A rough hand grabbed my hair and Mark pulled my face upright again, ramming his cock into my mouth, the taste of my juice and his pre-cum sending me wild with lust. 

My pussy ached as Paul began to fuck me harder than any man had fucked me before, and another orgasm rolled through me, making my toes curl and my arsehole tighten. I sucked Mark's cock deeper into my throat as I climaxed, and grunted around the thick girth as I felt a finger probing my anus. 

My orgasm grew in strength as Paul wriggled his finger deep into my arse, and a flood of hot sticky liquid ran down my thighs as I came harder than I'd ever come before. 

"Oh my God," said Jack, his voice breaking with passion. "It's amazing. I think you just squirted or something." 

I moaned a stifled reply as Mark fucked my face, his heavy balls smacking my nose as he tilted my head backwards so I could accept more of his length. 

Paul began to slow his movements and slid his finger free of my grasping arsehole. "Two's up?" he said, looking at Mark, whose cock was twitching violently on the back of my throat. 

He slid his cock from my mouth in a torrent of saliva. "Yeah," he said, slapping my face with his length. "I was just about to empty myself down her throat. I'll save it for her arse." 

I glanced through the table at my husband. "Do you want to see a black dick in both of my holes?" I said, smiling. "Making me come and filling me with fresh seed. Do you want to watch that while you stroke your stupid little cock?" 

"Yes," he said, "I want to see you fucked until you scream." 

Mark laughed. "We can arrange that," he said, lifting me from off the table and sitting on the edge, his cock throbbing and pointing menacingly into the air. 

He placed his hands on my hips and pulled me towards him. "Stay still," he said, forcing two fingers into my sodden cunt, almost making me come again. "I need your juice." 

With enough of my lubrication on his fingers he pushed my back downwards, so I was bending over in front of him. "Let's get that little hole oiled up for my dick," he said, pushing a finger into my arsehole. 

Jack stared up at me with a look of such excitement on his face that I gave a little laugh. "Having fun?" I said, wriggling my hips as Mark lubricated my tightest of holes. "Because it's about to get much better." 

He smiled at me and placed a hand on my leg. "I've having more fun than I've ever had," he said, gazing up through the glass of the table. 

I opened my mouth to speak but Mark pulled me backwards and onto his cock with such force that I squealed, and bit my bottom lip. The tip of his cock slid into my slippery arsehole and he grunted his pleasure as I began to slowly slide down his length, my thigh muscles trembling as I attempted to control my descent. 

Paul stepped between my legs, his massive dick coated with my sticky juice, and placed his cock at my entrance. "Ready for two cocks inside you?" he said. 

"Yes!" I shouted as Mark pushed his hips upwards, his fat cock burrowing deep into my bowels, spreading my anus wide. "Give me your cock too! Please stick it in my cunt you big bastard!" 

With a powerful thrust, he gave me every last one of his inches, knocking the wind from me and making my sensitive pussy sting. 

"Oh God!" I whimpered, "it hurts so good. Make me hurt, make me come, make me fucking scream!" 

The two men grunted and groaned as they used my holes, ramming themselves in and out of me, not caring how hard I screamed or how much I wriggled. It felt great to be the dirty older woman, allowing two young studs to use me how they liked while my cuckolded husband lay at our feet watching, and wishing that he could make me scream like Paul and Mark could. 

The sound of my holes being abused filled the room and it wasn't long before Mark's groans got louder and he rammed his length hard into my arse and held still, his cock jerking powerfully in my depths as he emptied his hot seed into me. I reached between his legs and squeezed his big balls, wanting every last drop of his cum in me, and he moaned softly as he gave me it all. 

Paul couldn't hold on any longer either, and he grabbed my tit in his hand, twisting and squeezing it as I screamed in pain, his cock spurting heavy splatters of hot thick cum deep in my cunt. 

"It's pouring out of you," gasped Jack, from below us. "The table's covered in cum." 

"All the more for you to clean up," said Paul, sliding his still dribbling cock from out of me. "Go on, lick the table clean and then fuck your wife, feel how much we've stretched her out for you." 

To my surprise, and absolute delight, Jack crawled out from under the table and placed his lips over the pool of men's cum and my juice that covered the table below mine and Mark's open thighs. With a gurgling slurping sound he began cleaning the table, groaning and moaning as he swallowed the warm mixture while moving a hand to his desperate cock, jerking it furiously. 

"That's it," said Paul, standing over him, his cock beginning to soften. "Get every last drop." 

My husband cleaned the glass until not a drop remained, and stood up in front of me, his eyes on my ruined cunt and his little cock throbbing with anticipation. 

Mark pushed me off his cock, and slid out from under me. "It's your husband's turn," he said, standing up and patting Jack on the shoulder. "Never let it be said that we're not fair." 

My husband rammed his cock into me, and sighed as he slumped forward onto me. "I can't feel the sides," he moaned as he began fucking me. "It's so wide, and so fucking wet." 

I laughed and kissed his cheek. "And I can't feel you inside me," I said, as he grunted and began his orgasm, his cum mixing with the seed that was still draining from my pussy. 

Chapter Five – Three Weeks Later

"They'll be here in twenty minutes." Jack put the phone down and turned his attention back to my pussy. 

"That's it," I said, entwining my fingers in his hair. "Lick it, get it nice and wet for my studs." 

My husband moaned as he prepared me for Mark and Paul, and I smiled to myself as I felt him move a hand to his cock. 

"Leave it," I commanded, "you know the drill." 

"Sorry," whimpered my husband. "I was forgetting myself." 

His tongue burrowed inside me, and for the millionth time since my first experience with Paul and Mark, I wondered why I'd not cuckolded him when he'd first asked all those years ago. 

As he sucked my clit into his mouth and pressed a finger against my arsehole, I promised myself that I'd never be a one man woman again. I enjoyed my newfound lifestyle and Jack positively fucking loved it. 

Things could only get better, and as my husband widened my arsehole for the two big black cocks that would be arriving soon, I thanked my lucky stars that I had met such an understanding man. 

I also began to fully understand the saying that I'd heard so many times. Once you go black — you never go back. 

The End
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