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Chapter One




It wasn’t cheating. Not really. Living in Paris, infidelity wasn’t a scandal; it was a fact of social life. It was the seasoning of a long-term marriage that kept the meat from going bland. It was expected that a husband have a mistress or two. It wasn’t unusual. In fact, it would be unusual for a man of a certain age not to have at least one lover.

I was from the US, but I married Michel and moved to Paris over twenty years ago. I was practically a native now, fluent in French, and with my slightly dark complexion and long, straight black hair, most people assumed I had been born here. Until they heard my accent anyway.

At first, when I began to suspect that he had other lovers, I felt that sharp, cold twist of abandonment. New and alone in a foreign country, I didn’t feel like I could call him out. But my nervousness about it dissipated when I began to make friends and confide in them.

“C'est normal,” my colleague Marine had shrugged. “It keeps them out of trouble.” Her husband had a mistress in the next town, and she appreciated the space when he went to stay the night with her.

“Une deuxième lampe ne rend pas la première moins lumineuse,” another friend, Céline, told me philosophically. That meant something like “A second light doesn’t make the first one dimmer.” She went on to tell me how much her husband’s skills in the bedroom had improved once he had started banging his much younger secretary.

Soon, I began to feel excited and horny for my husband when he came home, unexpectedly showered during the day. He had an extra energy, a glint in his eye, his hunger sharpened by someone else’s touch that meant I was about to be in for a rough but good time.

My friends began to encourage me to have une liaison myself, as they called it. They told me of their own affairs with younger men, with older men, with men they should never have been with. At first, I only listened, but eventually I tried it for myself.

My first foray, all those years ago, was a trembling, high-anxiety mess. I met a man in a quiet bistro near the Canal Saint-Martin, my heart hammering against my ribs so hard I thought I’d faint. But the moment his hand slid under the table and up my skirt, the sheer, illicit rush of being touched by someone who only knew my first name was a revelation.

The secrecy didn't just add spice; it drove me wild with desire. I wasn't just a wife anymore; I was a woman with a lust for sex that I could scarcely believe. Every new encounter was a new flavor, a different set of hands on my desperate body. Every new lover taught me something more about myself and how my body could be made to pleasure me. I took my newfound knowledge home to Michel. Our marriage only grew stronger.

This particular Tuesday, however, I wasn't looking for the slow dance of flirtation. I had a quick need that had to be satisfied. I had stepped out of the office for my lunch break, but I wasn't headed to the local boulangerie. Instead, I was walking toward a nondescript parking garage in the arrondissement where I worked, my heels clicking against the pavement and my pulse beating between my thighs.

I usually thrived on the tactile thrill of hunting in person; the electric moment a stranger crossed the line between polite and pinning me against the wall in a darkened doorway. Or the moment when they opened the door to their bedroom, and I saw the bed that I knew I would soon be climaxing on. But today, I had a different mission. You see, I had a… kink for size. There was nothing that turned me on more than a man who was packing a massive cock in his sensible work pants.

The man waiting for me was little more than a username and a series of provocative, high-definition photos that had kept me awake the night before. We hadn't traded life stories; we had traded measurements. He had sent a photo of himself: dark-skinned, with a thick and heavy cock that looked impossibly long. The sheer physics of it had made my breath catch when I had first opened the photo.

Unfortunately, this week, “Je suis indisposée,” as the French would say… I was on my period. Since a full encounter was off the table, I had been clear with him on the app: this would be a strictly oral arrangement. There was something incredibly submissive and yet powerfully in control about offering a man exactly one thing, especially when that thing was the singular focus of his day. And I couldn’t wait to get my hands around his massive member.

I had spent all morning in the office, crossing and uncrossing my legs, the phantom image of that dark, heavy length burned into my retinas. My period had only heightened my sensitivity; every brush of my silk underwear felt like a low-voltage shock.

The parking garage was silent save for the distant hum of the city above. I spotted his car immediately, the only one, parked in the corner by the emergency exit. He was a construction worker, transferring through Paris for a couple of days on his way to his next job in the Southeast. As I approached, he opened the door and climbed out.

He was well-built, broad with heavy shoulders and thick cords of muscle in his forearms that spoke of manual work. His hair was cropped into a functional buzz cut, emphasizing the sharp, rugged lines of his jaw and a nose that looked like it might have been broken once or twice.

“Bonjour, Annie,” he said with a cheeky glint in his eyes.

We kissed formally on both cheeks. He introduced himself as Yanis and then opened the back door for me. I climbed inside, aware that my professional skirt rode up just high enough to hint at the top of my bas à couture. As I climbed into the back seat, I felt his gaze track the movement of my legs. As I settled onto the leather, Yanis climbed in beside me, his large frame making the interior of the car feel suddenly small.

He didn't waste time with small talk. He wasn’t in town for long, and he was looking for a plan cul, a hookup. "You look even more beautiful than the photos," he said in French, accented with his African roots.

I reached out, my small, manicured hand looking pale and delicate against the dark tattoos on his arm. I unzipped his pants and reached inside. My fingers brushed against him, and I felt the heat before I even made contact. My hand closed around a weight that felt substantial even in its soft state. I eased his cock out into the dim light of the backseat, and I couldn't help but gasp. Even soft, he was magnificent. His skin was the color of dark espresso, smooth and heavy.

I bent my head, my long black hair falling forward. I began with the tip, swirling my tongue around the broad, blunt head. I could already feel him start to grow and stiffen. He let out a low groan that came from deep in his chest. One of his massive, calloused hands came down to rest heavily on my shoulder, his thumb stroking the sensitive skin of my neck.

I took as much of him as I could into my mouth, my cheeks stretching as I began a slow, rhythmic suction. I could feel him reacting instantly. The soft weight began to pulse and thicken, expanding against my tongue and the roof of my mouth. Every time I bobbed my head, he grew harder, longer, and more insistent. It was like watching a sleeping giant wake up. What had been a heavy coil was now a rigid, dark pillar that pushed deep into my throat, testing my limits just as I had hoped.

I looked up at him through my lashes, my eyes watering slightly from the sheer size of him, and saw Yanis with his head tilted back against the headrest. His dark eyes were watching me. I sped up, first one and then both hands gripping the base of him, realizing my fingers couldn't even meet on the other side of his girth. I was a size queen in her element, lost in the worship of a truly extraordinary cock, while my pussy throbbed with a vicious, hungry heat. I already knew that I was leaking arousal into my pad, and I squirmed in the seat.

"Putain..." he hissed, his fingers tightening in my hair. "Tu vas me rendre fou," he told me, saying that I was driving him crazy.

I didn't stop, forcing his cock deeper into my throat. Spit streamed out of my mouth and down his shaft, soaking my hands and pooling around his big, heavy balls. I wrapped one hand around them, squeezing gently as I pushed so far down that I gagged violently, tears running out of my eyes. The thickness of him stretched my lips to their absolute limit. My jaw ached in the best way possible.

His massive hands migrated from my neck to the back of my head, his fingers locking into my dark hair with a possessive grip. He began to thrust upward, a slow, rhythmic surge that met my downward stroke with a power that made my eyes water even more.

"Regarde-moi," he commanded. I obeyed, looking up at him, my vision slightly blurred, seeing his face contorted in pleasure.

I felt the shift, the sudden tension in his thighs, and the way his fingers dug into my head.

"Oh putain, je vais venir..." he groaned, his body arching off the seat. Oh fuck, I’m going to come.

Then, with a final, desperate surge, he shuddered beneath my touch. I felt the hot, heavy pulses of cum, a rhythmic release that flooded my mouth and felt like it would never end. I swallowed furiously, but more leaked out from my taut lips and streamed down his shaft.

He slumped back against the headrest, his chest heaving, his eyes still closed. He stayed there for a long moment, one hand still resting heavily on my head as I slowly lifted up, gasping for breath.

"C’était incroyable," he whispered after a moment, telling me how incredible it had been. "Tu es une petite sorcière, tu le sais ça?"

I pulled back, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, a wicked, satisfied smirk playing on my lips. I felt energized, my blood singing with the illicit thrill of it all. I loved giving pleasure, especially forbidden pleasure. I checked my watch. I had thirty minutes to get back to the office, straighten my skirt, and pretend I hadn't just spent my lunch hour sucking the cock of a beautiful stranger.


Chapter Two




Iwas still catching my breath, the taste of him lingering on my tongue, when Yanis reached out. His massive, calloused hand cupped my chin, tilting my head back so he could look into my eyes. He was humming with energy, his chest heaving under his shirt.

"À ton tour," he murmured, his voice low. Your turn.

I let out a shaky breath, my heart skipping. "Yanis, I told you... Je suis indisposée. It’s my time of the month."

He gave a classic, Gallic shrug; a slow, indifferent movement of his heavy shoulders. "Ça ne me dérange pas," he said simply. It doesn’t bother me.

His offer sent a fresh jolt of electricity through me. It was toward the end of my cycle anyway, so I didn’t expect much of a problem. I felt a reckless surge of desire. I reached under my professional pencil skirt and tugged down my silk panties. I carefully removed the pad, folding it into a neat square and tucking it into a side pocket of my leather handbag. Then I leaned back in the corner of the back seat and opened my legs for him. I felt exposed, raw, and utterly turned on.

"D'accord," I whispered.

Yanis slipped half into the footwell and bent over. He spread my knees wide, his hands like iron weights on my thighs as he admired my pussy. I was already swollen and wet, my lips glistening with arousal and framed with my dark, trimmed hair. My cunt gaped open to expose my flushed, pink insides. He seemed to approve, smiling and glancing up at me.

I gasped as he pushed two of those thick, work-hardened fingers deep inside me. They felt enormous, stretching me in a way that made my toes curl inside my high heels. He thrust them deep inside my cunt, until his knuckles pressed against my body. I moaned with pleasure at the sensation. Then came his mouth, immediately finding my clit. His tongue was large and wet, swirling in heavy, rhythmic circles. He sucked on me with a hunger that made me arch my back, my fingers digging into the leather upholstery.

He fucked me with his fingers, pressing hard against my G-spot. Soon, a wet, slapping sound filled the car. I felt the familiar building of pressure, almost like I had to pee, but far more pleasurable. The way he was touching me, I knew I was going to squirt. That was something else a lover had taught me, that I had brought home to Michel to his delight.

"Oh mon Dieu," I gasped, my head thumping back painfully against the window as the sensations became overwhelming. He didn't slow down. If anything, he leaned into it, his fingers curling deeper, hitting that sweet, swollen spot over and over as his mouth wrapped around my sensitive clit. I was dripping wet already, my arousal running out of my cunt and down his hand.

When it hit, it felt like an explosion. My back arched off the leather, my fingers clawing at the headrest as my cunt convulsed around his hand. I felt a sudden, hot rush, a wave of fluid that gushed from me, soaking his face and hand, pooling on the black leather seat under my ass. A broken, jagged moan escaped my throat, loud enough to echo in the silent concrete garage.

I shook for a full thirty seconds, squirting over and over, my legs trembling so violently I could barely keep them open. Yanis stayed there, his face slick and his fingers still buried deep inside me, feeling the final, dying pulses of my orgasm. He looked up at me, a slow, triumphant grin spreading across his face.

"Putain," he breathed, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, looking down at the wet mess we’d made of the backseat. "You like?"

I nodded breathlessly. I reached for my panties on the floor of the car, but he stopped me with his large hand.

“Maintenant, on va baiser,” he said. Now we fuck. His hand was wrapped around the shaft of his cock, fully hard again already.

“Oui,” I panted. I moved on top of him, straddling his thick thighs in the cramped confines of the backseat. The space was tight, forcing my ample tits against his chest. Yanis didn't just wait for me to descend; his massive, rough hands reached around, gripping my buttocks with a possessive strength that left no doubt about his intentions.

He used his fingers to stretch me open. I felt my ass and pussy gape as he spread me. I looked down and saw his cock, a dark, daunting pillar of steel, waiting for me. I guided the thick head to my entrance, and the moment it made contact, I knew I was in trouble.

I began to lower myself, and the air left my lungs as he stretched me wide open. I loved a big cock, but this was something else. He was so wide that I felt my lips pulling tight around him, every nerve ending screaming as he filled my insides.

I pushed down harder, my hands bracing against his heavy shoulders for leverage. Slowly, agonizingly, I took him in. Inch by inch, the dark length disappeared, stretching my walls until I felt him bottom out inside me. I sat there for a moment, impaled, my breath coming in shallow gasps. I was completely stuffed, my body stretched to its absolute limit around his girth.

Yanis let out a low, vibrating growl, his fingers digging into my ass. I began to move, a slow, experimental grind that sent a fresh wave of white-hot pleasure through my entire body. The friction was incredible; the rough, calloused grip of his hands on my skin and the smooth, unrelenting pressure of him deep inside me.

I began to ride him with a desperate, rhythmic intensity. Each downward thrust was a fresh shock to my system; he was so thick that my cunt was being stretched wide around him. His massive hands slid upward, disappearing beneath the silk of my professional blouse. He hooked his fingers under the lace of my bra and hauled it upward, freeing my breasts under my shirt. He squeezed them roughly until he found my nipples, already tight and aching, and began to pull on them. The painful pleasure of my nipples vied with the crushing fullness deep in my cunt, creating a circuit of pleasure that made my head roll back.

My internal muscles clamped down on him like a vice, a frantic, rhythmic pulsing that signaled I was about to come. When it happened, my vision went black, and my whole body flooded with pleasure. I collapsed forward, panting heavily.

But Yanis wasn't finished. With a low, hungry growl, he gripped my waist and hoisted me up as if I weighed nothing, flipping me over onto the leather seat. I landed on my back, my legs draped over the headrests, completely exposed, my cunt dripping and still quivering from the orgasm.

He didn't wait. He braced his massive arms on either side of my head and drove back into me with a single, devastating thrust. The force of it knocked the breath from my lungs. He was hammering into me now, a relentless, mechanical rhythm, fucking me hard. My breasts, freed from my bra and heavy with arousal, bounced wildly with every strike. The car was filled with the primal, wet sounds of our bodies. His heavy balls slapped against my ass with every vicious thrust.

Yanis buried his face in the crook of my neck and let out a loud groan of relief. He came inside me, his thick, hot cum flooding my cunt. I felt every pulse, every release as his cock throbbed deep in my pussy. The forbidden sensation of him filling me, combined with the brutal stretch of his massive girth, triggered another, even more violent orgasm. I almost passed out as my body arched, my heels digging into the back of the front seats as I screamed into the humid air of the garage.

We stayed like that for a long minute, the only sound our heavy panting. He remained buried deep inside me, my lips gripping his shaft tightly. I felt completely used, utterly stretched, and fully alive. I flicked a glance at my watch over his shoulder. Fuck. I had five minutes to clean up and get back to the office, and I was never good at running in heels.

I pushed him off, feeling the rush of cum pour out of my destroyed pussy. It was streaked with just a hint of red, but if Yanis didn’t care, then neither did I. I fumbled in my bag for another pad, attached it to my panties, and pulled them up.

I leaned over, kissing Yanis softly on the lips. Our first kiss. He was surprisingly gentle now, his hand coming up to brush my cheek. It was a shame he was leaving town, I would have liked to make him my amant, my regular lover.

I asked him when he was leaving, and he told me tomorrow afternoon. A wicked grin spread across my face. I had one more chance to enjoy that massive cock.

“Can you come to my apartment tomorrow lunchtime?” I asked him in French.

“Oui, bien sûr,” he replied. “J'amènerai un ami.”

I felt my heart rate surge, and a rush of heat in my pussy. He’d said that he was going to bring a friend.


Chapter Three




Iwas still buzzing from my lunchtime hookup when Michel got home to our third-floor apartment. I think he’d fucked someone, too, because he was on me in an instant, kissing my neck, and running his hands up my sides to brush against the outline of my breasts.

The air in our apartment was thick with more than just the scent of the coq au vin I’d picked up from the supermarché. It was charged with the high-voltage anticipation of two people who had spent their day in other people's arms, only to bring that borrowed energy home to each other.

As we sat opposite at the dining table, I could barely focus on the wine. My skin felt tight, hyper-sensitive, and every time I shifted in my chair, I felt the ghostly stretch of Yanis still lingering in my muscles. I watched Michel sip his Bordeaux. He was nearly fifty now, the silver at his temples catching the candlelight, his jawline still sharp. He looked sophisticated, masculine, and, knowing he’d likely spent some time this afternoon spurting cum into his mistress, unbearably sexy.

Usually, I enjoyed the slow burn, the subtle hints, and the late-night gymnastics. But today had been too primal. I finished the last piece of chicken and put my knife and fork together.

"Michel," I said, my voice quiet.

He looked up, a playful, knowing smirk touching his lips. "Oui, chérie?"

I stood up, the legs of my chair screeching against the parquet floor. I walked around the table, moving his plate and wine glass to the side. Then I hiked my skirt up to my waist and dropped my panties to the floor. I sat on the edge of the table, my legs spread wide, my dark hair falling over my shoulders. He glanced at the pad stuck to my underwear and raised an eyebrow.

"I don't want to wait for the bedroom," I whispered, my breath coming fast with hunger. "I want you to fuck me right here. Right now."

Michel didn't hesitate. He didn't ask where I'd been or why I was so desperate; he simply recognized the fever. He stepped between my thighs, already unbuckling his belt. He freed his cock and gave it a few firm strokes to make it fully hard. He pushed into me. He wasn’t huge, but he was big enough, familiar and skilled, and fueled by his own secret afternoon.

As he filled me, I quickly unbuttoned my blouse and pulled my tits out of the top of my bra. My nipples were already hard and sensitive. I closed my eyes and leaned back against the table, squeezing my breasts together for him. As Michel looked down at my exposed breasts, his face hardened into that expression I loved, the one that signaled that I was no longer his wife, but his slut.

He reached out, his hand wrapping firmly around my throat. He wasn’t squeezing to hurt, but to claim; he pinned me back against the mahogany surface. He began to thrust with a renewed, violent vigor, his eyes locked on mine as if he knew I’d been fucked already today and he was reclaiming me.

"Tu en veux encore, n'est-ce pas?" he groaned as he fucked me. You want more, don’t you?

He didn’t wait for an answer. He pulled out abruptly, the sudden absence of him making me gasp. Before I could say anything, he gripped my ankles and hauled my legs upward, pinning my knees toward my shoulders.

Like so many of the best things in my life, I had learned to love anal sex through an affair. A young Italian architect, ten years ago, had introduced me to the illicit thrill of it, and Michel had been only too happy to reap the benefits.

He positioned his cock at my asshole, the head probing the tight, puckered entrance. He didn't bother to go to the bedroom to get any lube; he just used the slick, messy essence leaking from my cunt to lubricate the way.

He pushed in slowly at first, a deliberate, agonizing stretch that forced a long, low moan from my throat. My body fought it for a split second before the practiced relaxation took over. I opened for him, my fingers clawing at the edge of the table, my breasts heaving and swaying as his cock slid deep into my ass. Once he was seated deep, he began to drive. The angle was perfect, his pubic bone slamming against me with every deep, anal lunge.

Michel’s grip on my throat tightened as he sped up, his breathing coming in heavy grunts. My hand went instinctively to my pussy, my fingers curling up inside as I rubbed my palm against my clit. I was close already. With Michel’s cock buried deep in my ass and my own hand working frantically at my clit, the world narrowed down to a single, white-hot point of sensation.

I hit the edge and shattered. A long, jagged cry tore from my throat as my internal muscles gripped him in a series of violent, anal tremors. My vision blurred, the chandelier above the dining table spinning into a kaleidoscope of light. I was coming so hard I could barely breathe, my legs shaking where they were hooked over his shoulders.

He pulled out with a wet, sudden pop that made me gasp, the air hitting me where I was most sensitive. He stood over me, his face flushed. He was stroking himself, his cock rigid, looking down at my heaving chest.

"Sur tes seins, chérie," he gasped, his voice betraying how close he was to release. On your breasts.

That was a new request. Whatever slut he had fucked earlier must have let him do that. I was more than happy to copy her. I slipped off the table onto the floor, kneeling in front of him and squeezing my breasts together, offering them up and pushing them together to create a deep, inviting valley of pale skin.

He gave himself two more firm strokes, and then it came, a thick arc of white that splattered across my chest and neck. I watched it happen, the heat of his cum hitting my skin in thick pulses, covering me. When he finally finished, I looked down at my painted breasts. It was kind of beautiful.


Chapter Four




The next day, I could hardly wait for lunchtime. I ate at my desk, freshened up in the bathroom, and hurried the five minutes to my apartment. Yanis was waiting outside… and he had brought a friend. He introduced me to Mathieu. He was Black as well, but with lighter skin and short dreadlocks. He had a friendly, open face, and I was instantly attracted to him.

I unlocked the front door, and we began to climb the stairs. My building was old, with crumbling plaster and iron railings around the spiral stairs. There was an ancient lift, but it was often out of order, and so slow that no one bothered with it unless they had to.

The two men followed behind me. I felt a rush of nervous energy, and my pussy already stirred with arousal. This would be my first ménage à trois; I’d never had a threesome before. I could feel their eyes on me, on my short, professional skirt. As I climbed, I hiked it higher, giving them a glimpse of my silk panties and the top of my stockings. I heard a hum of approval behind me.

By the time we reached the third floor, I was breathless, though not from the stairs. My hand trembled slightly as I fumbled with the heavy brass key. The door clicked behind us, and I led them to the living room. The apartment was silent, bathed in the sunlight that streamed through the glass doors that opened onto the balcony. It was a beautiful space, a refined backdrop for the debauchery I was about to host.

The nervous energy in my chest tightened into a knot of pure desire. I didn't know the etiquette of a ménage à trois, so I led them straight to the bedroom and sat on the bed. Yanis and Mathieu flanked me on either side, their heavy weights making the mattress dip.

They worked in a silent, coordinated rhythm, stripping away my office clothes one by one. Mathieu knelt in front of me and took off my high heels, seeming to savor the feeling of my feet in his hands. Yanis moved behind me, his heavy hands deftly undoing the buttons of my blouse as his fingers brushed against my breasts.

I raised my arms to help them slide the sleeves off, and revealed my unshaved armpits. Younger French women usually shaved these days, but it was a habit I’d adopted years ago; Michel, like many men of his age, preferred the natural look. The way Yanis murmured in approval, I knew he felt the same.

When my bra was finally unhooked, my breasts spilled out, heavy and full. After twenty years in Paris and the natural passage of time, they were just beginning to sag, a soft, feminine weight that settled beautifully against my stomach. Yanis groaned, cupping them both from behind, his rough teasing and pulling on my large, dark nipples.

Mathieu was still in front of me, and he carefully unzipped my skirt before tugging it down. He traced my long legs over the stockings with his fingers. Then he reached up and hooked his fingers into my panties. I lifted my ass off the bed slightly to let him slide them down, revealing my neatly trimmed bush, a dark triangle between my legs.

Finally, I was naked except for my stockings.

"Tu es magnifique," Mathieu whispered, his voice deep. He put his hands on my knees and spread my legs wide, staring at my pink folds, which were already wet and swollen with arousal. I was completely exposed, caught between the two of them. My pussy was already leaking, a heavy, throbbing ache that demanded attention. I looked from Yanis to Mathieu, my eyes landing on the heavy bulges in their trousers.

But I had to wait to see their cocks. Yanis took one of my heavy breasts in his hand and guided the nipple into his mouth. He sucked hard, and the sensation was like a bolt of lightning through my whole body. At the same time, Mathieu moved between my thighs. I felt his warm breath against my inner lips just a second before his tongue made contact.

It was a dual assault. While Yanis’s tongue teased my nipple into a hard, aching peak, Mathieu was drinking me in. He was thorough, his tongue long and agile, tracing the swollen folds of my pussy with a slow, agonizing pace that made me moan into the quiet room.

Waves of pleasure washed over me, and I felt my hips beginning to lift off the bed. They moved me up the bed with strong arms, sliding my body across the silk sheets until I was positioned exactly where they wanted me. Mathieu didn't go back to my pussy immediately. Instead, he gripped my hips and rolled me slightly onto my side, his strong fingers spreading my ass cheeks to expose my tight and sensitive rear entrance.

The first touch of his tongue on my ass sent a shock through my system. He ate me with a hunger that was almost animalistic, probing my most sensitive spot and circling the tight ring of muscles, his short dreadlocks brushing against my lower back.

At the same moment, Yanis leaned down between my thighs and focused entirely on my clit. He used his lips to create a vacuum, his tongue flicking against the tiny, engorged bud with a relentless, vibrating speed that quickly drove me to the brink.

The dual tongue action was too good. I was being worshipped from both sides, the pressure on my clit and the deep, rhythmic swirling at my ass creating a sensation of pure ecstasy. My head thrashed against the pillows, and my breath came in short, jagged gasps.

"Oh... mon Dieu…”

I went over the edge. My internal muscles contracted as a violent, full-body orgasm crashed over me. I came with a jagged scream, twisting on the bed as my pussy flooded Yanis’s face and my ass bucked against Mathieu’s mouth.

I was a shaking, sobbing mess of sensation, drifting in the afterglow while the two men stood and stripped off. I lay back against the pillows, my limbs heavy and twitching, watching through half-lidded eyes. They stripped with a casual, masculine grace, two men completely comfortable in their own skin.

They were both fully erect, their cocks standing up at forty-five degrees. I’d already seen how big Yanis was, but Mathieu’s cock was magnificent in its own right. While it didn't quite have the sheer, daunting length of Yanis’s, it was incredibly thick, nearly a match in girth. It had a pronounced, upward curve, a wicked hook that looked like it was designed specifically to pleasure a woman’s G-spot. I looked from one to the other, the sight of those two massive, dark cocks so close together making my head spin.

Yanis reached out, his massive hand cupping the back of Mathieu’s neck, and pulled him in. To my shock and absolute delight, they pressed their lips together in a deep kiss, their tongues fighting with each other. It was the hottest thing I had ever seen. That is, until their hands moved down, finding each other’s shafts.

I watched, mesmerized, as Yanis’s dark fingers wrapped around Mathieu’s curved girth, while Mathieu’s lighter hands gripped Yanis’s long, straight cock. They began to stroke each other in a synchronized rhythm, the sight of those two massive cocks being handled by such powerful hands making my pussy throb with a renewed, frantic ache.

After a moment, they broke the kiss, both of them breathing hard, their eyes dark. They looked down at me together.

"À genoux," Yanis commanded. On your knees.

I didn't hesitate. I slid off the bed and onto the rug, my knees sinking into the soft pile. I looked up at them, my dark hair messy and my skin flushed. They stood side-by-side, their two massive cocks right in my face.

I opened my mouth, taking Mathieu’s head inside, my tongue immediately swirling around the broad, blunt tip. At the same time, I reached out with both hands, gripping their shafts and stroking them firmly. I moved between them, trying to give each one the attention they deserved, my jaw already beginning to ache from how thick they were. I forced their cocks deep into my throat, gagging on them and letting spit run down my chin and over my breasts. As I serviced them, they kissed each other again.

Yanis and Mathieu reached down together, their hands hooking under my arms and hauling me back onto the mattress with a sudden, effortless power. Mathieu fucked me first, pinning my wrists above my head and driving into me with a single, long-reaching thrust that stole the air from my lungs. My arms were pinned high, my back arched instinctively, as I offered my body up to him. When he thrust into me, the upward curve of his thick shaft ground against that perfect spot inside me.

As Mathieu continued to bang me with a relentless, punishing speed, Yanis moved to the side, kneeling over my shoulder so that his massive, dark length was angled directly across my face. I opened my mouth, my tongue swirling up and down his shaft, but I soon found I was sharing it. Mathieu leaned down, his chest pressing against my heavy breasts, and began to lick and suck the length of Yanis’s shaft alongside me.

The feeling of Mathieu’s tongue dancing with mine over Yanis’s skin while his cock was simultaneously hammering into my depths was a total sensory overload. My breasts were bouncing wildly, my nipples hard and aching as they brushed against Mathieu’s chest. The sound of his balls slapping against my ass, combined with the wet, rhythmic sounds of our mouths on Yanis, pushed me over the edge. I felt my internal walls beginning to contract around Mathieu’s cock as I came hard, the pressure on my G-spot forcing a gush of release that soaked us both.

They took turns to fuck me, again and again, one hard dick after the other. I don’t even know how long; I lost track of how many times I climaxed. The three of us were locked together, kissing and licking each other with no restrictions.

The air in the bedroom was sweltering, thick with the scent of sex and the sounds of our moans and groans. I was completely pliable now, my body slick with sweat and theirs to do anything with. Yanis and Mathieu exchanged a look, a silent understanding that they were about to take things to the next level.

With a single, powerful heave, they pulled me on top of Yanis. I straddled him, my knees sinking into the mattress on either side of his hips, and lowered myself onto his long, straight shaft. The entry was breathtaking. After so much friction, I was wide open, but Yanis still felt massive as he slid deep inside, his cock reaching high and filling the entire length of my cunt. I let out a long, shaky breath, leaning forward to rest my palms on his chest.

Mathieu moved behind me immediately. I felt his presence as he guided his big, curved cock to my rear entrance. As Mathieu pushed into my ass, the sensation was overwhelming. I was being occupied from both sides, the thin wall of muscle between them stretched to its absolute limit. It felt as though they were rubbing against each other through me, a sensation so thick and intrusive that I screamed with pleasure.

Yanis’s length provided a solid, grounding throb from below, while Mathieu’s upward curve hooked into me from behind, filling every remaining millimeter of space. I felt completely stuffed, more full than I had ever been before.

Once they were both seated deep, they began to fuck me hard. Yanis thrust upwards while Mathieu hammered into my tight ass from behind. The internal friction was unlike anything I had ever experienced; a deep, grinding pressure that vibrated through my entire body. My breasts swayed and bounced with the violence of their movement, my nipples grazing Yanis’s chest as I thrashed about between them.

I came hard, so hard that I passed out for a second, my brain going completely numb before the pleasure returned with a rush that filled my whole body. Through the haze of my climax, I felt Mathieu’s body tense behind me. The first thick, hot jet of his release exploded in my ass, followed by more rhythmic pulsing as he flooded my insides.

Yanis wasn’t far behind; his hands gripped my waist to pull me down even harder onto him. He let out a deep groan as he finally surrendered. I felt him throb inside my pussy, a heavy, relentless flooding that overflowed my cunt and ran down his shaft as he continued to thrust inside me. Between the two of them, I was utterly filled.

As the last of their pulses subsided, the strength left my limbs entirely. I slumped forward onto Yanis’s chest, my cheek resting against his hot skin, while Mathieu collapsed onto my back. The silence of the apartment returned, broken only by the sound of our heavy breathing. The moment I moved off of them, I felt the warm sensation of their cum escaping me. It was a slow, messy overflow that trailed down my thighs and pooled on the bed.


Chapter Five




Yanis and Mathieu began to chat and laugh, the sound of two men satisfied by a job well done. There was no awkwardness, only an easy camaraderie as if they had done this many times before. I watched through a haze of post-coital bliss as they moved around my bedroom, their dark, muscular bodies catching the afternoon light one last time before they pulled on their clothes.

I reached for my short silk dressing gown draped over a chair. It was a flimsy thing that barely reached the bottom of my ass. As I tied the belt, I realized their cum was still leaking down my thighs. I led them to the front door, my walk still slightly unsteady. At the threshold, Yanis turned, his eyes taking in my messy hair and the flush on my chest.

"Merci, chérie," he murmured, his thumb tracing my lower lip one last time. Mathieu gave my ass a squeeze before they stepped out into the hallway and began the descent down the creaking spiral stairs.

That’s when I heard it. At the bottom of the stairwell, the unmistakable sound of my husband’s voice. He was with someone, a woman, but I couldn’t hear their words. My heart started to race in panic. Although we both knew about each other’s affairs, it was in an abstract way. Being caught was still being caught.

I felt a rush of panic. I wasn’t concerned that Michel would pass my two lovers on the stairs; there were plenty of other apartments that they could have come from. No, the problem was that I was a sweaty, naked mess, dripping cum from both my stretched holes. I pushed the door closed with a click and looked in the mirror. I was a state, my hair tangled, my chest and face flushed with a post-orgasm glow. Glancing lower, I saw that my tits were still wet with saliva. I even had a love bite just above one of my nipples.

And the bedroom… the bed was now unmade, the sheets soaked where I had squirted. I closed the door, praying that my husband wouldn’t go in there. Why was he home? Maybe he had forgotten something. Hopefully, he would collect it and go quickly. I didn’t have time to dress, so I dived into the small utility room that housed our washing machine and pulled the door almost closed.

I was just in time. I tried to calm my breathing and slow my racing heart as I heard the key in the lock and the door open. Michel entered, but he was not alone. I instantly recognised the woman; it was Juliette from the first floor of our apartment building.

Juliette was a lot younger than Michel. She was in her early twenties, with a striking beauty that felt quintessentially Parisian. Her hair was cropped into a chic, messy black pixie cut that emphasized her high cheekbones and huge, dark eyes. She was slim and delicate, with small, high breasts. As Michel pulled her against him, her light summer dress hiked up, revealing cute, flowery panties.

There was one other important detail… I’d recently fucked Juliette’s boyfriend, Pierre. Coming home very late one night from a work dinner, I had encountered him in the doorway outside, where he was smoking. We had got chatting, Juliette was asleep, and Michel was upstairs in my apartment. Before I knew what was happening, he was fucking me in the stairwell. It was quick, rough, and desperate. The next day, I passed him and Juliette in the street outside, and it was as if it had never happened.

Luckily, instead of Michel taking Juliette to the bedroom, they collapsed giggling on the sofa. They kissed, Juliette’s small hands touching Michel’s face, as his hand disappeared up her dress. From my cramped position in the utility room, I felt a bizarre mix of jealousy and arousal. I was standing there, still dripping the combined fluids of Yanis and Mathieu, my skin smelling of sex, watching my husband get it on with the most beautiful woman in the building.

Michel removed Juliette’s panties, tossing them on the floor. She opened her legs, and I saw that her pussy was completely shaved. He pushed two fingers into her, and her pink lips seemed to stretch tight around them. She moaned with pleasure, her mouth meeting his in a frantic kiss. When he pulled his fingers out, I saw they were covered in her sticky white arousal, before he plunged them deep inside her again.

Watching Michel with Juliette had lit a fire between my legs. Even though I was still sore and swollen from my own tryst, I couldn’t help but slip my hand between my thighs and start circling my sensitive clit.

The sight was hypnotic. Michel stood up just enough to fumble with his belt, his breathing heavy. He kicked his trousers down to his ankles, and his hard cock sprang free. It was a jarring sight, seeing my husband standing there in his shirt and tie, naked from the waist down, his erection ready to pleasure someone else. For a second, he glanced over at the utility room door and whispered something to Juliette, but I knew he wouldn’t be able to see me in the shadows.

Juliette lifted her dress off over her head. Her body was so perfect and slim compared to mine. She wasn’t wearing a bra, but her breasts didn’t need it. He grabbed her by her waist and hauled her to the very edge of the sofa cushions. He guided the head of his cock to her soaking slit and pushed. I watched as her body jolted, her back arching off the sofa as she took him in.

He was larger than Pierre, I noted with a pang of twisted pride, and he seemed to stretch her tight pussy around his shaft. He began to thrust, long, slow strokes that made the sofa creak alarmingly. Every deep thrust made her cry out.

"Oui, Michel... plus fort," she moaned, her head tossing back so that her black pixie cut brushed the cushions.

Michel leaned over her, pinning her small hands above her head. He increased the pace, his thrusts becoming harder, his balls slapping against her ass. Juliette let out another choked cry, her legs wrapping around his waist to pull him even deeper. I stood in the dark of the utility room, my dressing gown fallen open, fingering myself frantically as I watched my husband fuck the girl from the first floor.

Michel pulled out, his cock coated with her white essence. She turned over, leaning over the sofa arm and sticking her perfect little ass into the air. He stepped behind her, his cock gleaming, and drove back into her cunt from behind. As he hammered into her, he reached one hand out, his thumb finding the tight, puckered skin of her asshole. He pressed deep, his thumb disappearing into her as he maintained his frantic rhythm. The dual sensation was too much for her. Juliette’s entire body began to shudder, her toes curling.

"Oh, mon Dieu... Michel! Je viens!" she screamed, her voice breaking as she came in a desperate, shivering climax.

Michel was right on the edge, too. I could almost see his balls tightening as his ass clenched. Just as he reached his breaking point, he yanked himself out of her. He stood over her, his hand wrapping around his thick shaft, holding back for another few seconds. Juliette, still reeling from her orgasm, scrambled to turn around on the sofa. She looked up at him, her face flushed. Just as she moved, the first heavy, white load of his release erupted, splashing across her cheek and sticking into the short, dark strands of her pixie cut.

She didn't flinch. Instead, she lunged forward, her eyes locked on his as she opened her mouth wide. Michel drove his pulsing cock all the way to the base, buried deep in her throat. I watched her eyes go wide as the rest of his load hit the back of her throat. He emptied himself fully, groaning with pleasure as she took it all. He stayed there for a long moment, his eyes closed, his hands buried in her hair.

I slumped against the door in the utility room, my own climax hitting me in a sudden, silent wave. I bit my lip to keep from crying out, my body shaking as I felt the fresh warmth of my own release mingling with the drying fluids of the two men who had left only minutes before. My husband was standing ten feet away, his cock buried in the neighbor's throat, while I stood in the dark, shaking with ecstasy.

Michel and Juliette dressed and left, leaving me alone to contemplate what I had seen. I was very late getting back to work.

That evening at dinner, Michel sat across from me, looking impeccably composed. He swirled a deep red Bordeaux in his glass, the light catching the silver at his temples.

"The dinner is excellent tonight, ma chérie," he said, setting his fork down.

"Thank you," I replied. I kept my legs squeezed tight under the table, the soreness in my pussy and ass a constant, throbbing reminder of what had happened earlier. There was an energy between us, and I knew we would soon be fucking.

Michel took a slow sip of his wine, his eyes never leaving mine. There was a strange glint in them. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on the linen tablecloth.

"Tell me," he began in English, his accent thick. "Did you find the utility room comfortable? It’s a bit cramped in there, isn’t it?"

My heart stopped. The piece of bread I was holding froze halfway to my mouth.

"Michel, I…"

"Shhh," he interrupted, a slow, knowing smile spreading across his face. "Don't look so terrified. I saw the door move when we walked in." He leaned back, watching me struggle to breathe. "And I noticed the bedroom door was closed. The apartment smelt of sex. The two Black gentlemen that I saw on the stairs, I assume?”

I swallowed and nodded, feeling my face flush with excitement. The cat was out of the bag now; there was no more need for secrets. He took another sip of wine, looking thoroughly amused. His gaze dropped to my chest, which was heaving under my silk blouse.

"So, tell me the truth, Annie. Did you enjoy the show?"

“Very much,” I whispered.

“Je pense, we should invite Pierre and Juliette over for dinner at the weekend.” He placed his wine glass down on the table. “Now get into the bedroom and take off your clothes. I’m going to eat your pussy while you tell me exactly what your two Black friends did to you.”


Chapter Six




The Saturday evening air in the apartment was heavy with the scent of roasted lamb and rosemary. I had spent hours preparing, moving through the kitchen with a restless energy. The doorbell rang at precisely eight o’clock.

Pierre and Juliette arrived looking like a spread from a fashion magazine. Pierre was tall and lean in a turtleneck top, with a rugged jawline and the kind of effortless French charm that made my stomach do a slow flip. Juliette was in a tiny, emerald-green slip dress that made her look even more delicate than she had on the sofa. I could tell that she wasn’t wearing a bra, her small, bullet-hard nipples obvious through the thin fabric.

"Bonsoir," Michel greeted them, his voice warm. He played the part of the gracious host perfectly, taking their coats and pouring glasses of the wine they had brought.

Dinner was an exercise in exquisite tension. We sat around the dining table, the conversation flowing easily from French cinema to the rising property prices in the 4th Arrondissement. Pierre sat to my right, his knee occasionally brushing mine under the table. Each time it happened, I felt a jolt of electricity, remembering the rough, desperate way he had taken me in the stairwell.

Across from me, Juliette was picking at her lamb, glancing between Michel and me. Her large, dark eyes looked innocent until I caught the way she watched Michel’s mouth as he spoke. I remembered how she had taken the full load of his cum down her throat, his balls pressed tight against her chin. Not as innocent as she looks.

“Tu es une cuisinière formidable, Annie,” Pierre said, complimenting my cooking. “Michel is a very lucky man."

“Je suis d'accord," Michel said, his eyes locking onto mine over the rim of his glass. "Bien qu'Annie possède de nombreux talents qui vont bien au-delà de la cuisine," he added, telling them that I had many other talents besides cooking.

My hand was trembling slightly as I lifted my wine. I could barely stand the sexual tension, wondering what was going to happen here. My pussy was aching, and I squeezed my thighs together.

After the dessert plates were cleared, Michel led us into the living room. The soft jazz playing in the background felt too quiet for the thumping of my heart. We settled onto the sofa, the very same one where I had watched my husband claim Juliette. She sat next to me, her arm draped casually along the back of the cushions, her fingers inches from my neck. Pierre sat in the chair opposite, but Michel stood by the fireplace, swirling the last of the wine. Juliette moved closer.

“You watched your husband fuck me,” she said in English, emphasizing the word fuck. She looked so beautiful and innocent, but she licked her lips. “Now… do you want to fuck me?”

“Oui,” I replied, breathlessly, although I had never been with another woman before.

Juliette stood up, the emerald-green silk of her dress shimmering under the dim amber lights of the living room. She reached for the thin spaghetti straps at her shoulders and slid them down. The dress dropped down her slim body, pooling in a heap of green at her feet.

She was completely naked underneath. Her skin was pale and flawless, her breasts small and high. Her nipples were dark, hard bullets. Then my eyes drifted lower. Just as I had seen before, she was completely hairless. Her pussy was a neat, vertical slit, pink and glistening, framed by the smooth white of her inner thighs.

Unashamed, she climbed onto my lap, her mouth meeting mine in a desperate, heated kiss. My hands went automatically to the smooth skin of her small ass. Juliette let out a long, shaky sigh, her fingers tangling in my hair as her tongue pushed deeper into my mouth.

Juliette’s fingers were nimble and urgent, catching the hem of my top and pulling it upward. I raised my arms obediently, feeling the cool air of the living room hit my skin as the fabric slid over my head and was tossed onto the rug. Her eyes widened as she looked at the hair under my arms.

"I love zis," she whispered, her fingers touching my armpits and sending a shiver through my body. Then she reached behind me and unhooked my bra. My breasts spilled forward, large and aching, the nipples dark and swollen. Juliette reached out, her small hands looking tiny against my tits as she cupped them, weighing them with a look of pure wonder.

"Zey are so big," she breathed in her strong French accent, her thumbs brushing over the nipples. "So soft and heavy. Not like mine." She leaned forward and buried her face in the deep cleavage between them, nuzzling into them, before capturing one of my nipples in her mouth and teasing it with her tongue. She sucked greedily, her tongue swirling around the peak, and the sensation sent a jolt of pure electricity straight to my crotch.

Meanwhile, Pierre had leaned in, his hand on his crotch. Michel had also put down his glass and stepped closer for a better view. His eyes burned as he watched the girl he’d fucked earlier worshiping his wife.

Juliette moved lower, unzipping my skirt and tugging it down. Then she peeled off my panties, until I was sitting there in nothing but my high heels, my body fully exposed to the hungry eyes of the two men. She put her hands on my shoulders and pushed me back so that I was lying on the sofa.

Then she maneuvered herself with the grace of a cat, turning her body around so her small, firm ass was hovering just above my face. I looked up at her, seeing the delicate, hairless slit of her pussy right before my eyes. As she lowered herself, her knees framing my head, she leaned forward to find my own aching pussy with her mouth.

The sensation was a total sensory explosion. This was the first time I had ever tasted another woman, and as I reached up to part her pale thighs and pressed my tongue against her, I was overwhelmed by the sweetness of her. I grew bold, my tongue flicking over her sensitive clit, and thrusting into her entrance that gaped open above me.

Juliette let out a high, keening cry into my crotch, her own tongue working with a frantic rhythm against my clit. Her mouth was small, but the suction she created was incredible, sending waves of white-hot pleasure radiating through my body. I felt her small breasts pressed against my stomach as she squirmed on top of me.

I used my hands to pull her hips down harder against my mouth, desperate to drink in every drop of her.

"Oui, Annie... comme ça!" she gasped, her voice muffled by my pussy.

We came together. Juliette’s body pressed firmly against me, a long, shuddering moan escaping her as she came violently against my tongue, her juices flooding my mouth. Almost at the exact same moment, I exploded into a shattering climax, my hips bucking upward as I screamed.

I was still drifting in the lightheaded haze of my climax when a shadow fell over me. I blinked, my vision clearing just enough to see the familiar, imposing sight of Michel standing over me, his thick cock hard and erect. He gripped Juliette’s pale cheeks with both hands and spread them apart, making her pink pussy gape inches from my face.

The blunt head of his cock pressed against her glistening opening. I was so close I could feel the heat radiating from both of them. Then, with a sudden, powerful surge of his hips, he plunged into her cunt right in front of me. I watched the skin of her pussy stretch around him as she accommodated his girth. Juliette let out a sharp, jagged gasp, her back arching.

Michel began to hammer into her with a relentless, punishing pace, his cock disappearing and reappearing right before my eyes, coated in her sticky release. The sight of him buried deep in that tight, hairless pussy was the most obscene and beautiful thing I had ever seen. I flicked my tongue up, licking at his balls as they moved above me, earning a groan from him.

I felt a new weight at my feet. Pierre moved onto the sofa, his large hands sliding under my knees and hoisting my legs high into the air. I couldn’t see him, but I felt his throbbing cock against my entrance, and then he was inside me. I let out a moan as he filled me, his cock stretching my pussy that was still sensitive from my orgasm.

Above my face, Michel was still hammering into Juliette, his hips snapping forward with a relentless, driving energy that made her body shudder over mine. Below, Pierre was finding his own hard rhythm, his hands digging into my hips as he fucked me. The four of us were locked in a frantic, sweating pile of flesh. As they moved in synchronization, I felt the vibrations of Michel’s thrusts through Juliette’s body, even as Pierre fucked me.

But Pierre couldn’t last long. I heard him swear in French, and then his cock throbbed as he flooded my insides with sticky, hot cum. I cried out, my legs trembling in the air, squealing with pleasure as my body received his load.

Above me, Michel was reaching his own breaking point. I watched through wide eyes as his balls clenched and his shaft throbbed inside Juliette. He slowly began to pull back. As his cock slid out of her cunt with a wet, suctioning sound, his cum followed. It spilled out in a heavy, viscous stream, splashing directly into my waiting, open mouth. It was warm and salty, the unmistakable taste of Michel mixed with the sweet cream of Juliette.

I swallowed greedily, as the four of us groaned with satisfaction. We broke apart from our tangled, slippery mess of limbs and cooling sweat, laughing and smiling.

“Allons dans la chambre,” Michel said, suggesting we go to the bedroom, while taking my hand and helping me up.

“D'accord. Un peu plus de confort pour le prochain match,” Pierre agreed, suggesting it would be more comfortable for the next round.

Michel led the four of us to the bedroom, where we fucked for hours.


Epilogue




The weeks that followed that night in Paris brought an even greater strength to our marriage. A shared, raw honesty had replaced the sneaking around. We often found ourselves back on the sofa or sprawled across our bed with guests. There was an exquisite pleasure in watching my husband fuck other hungry women, and an even greater pleasure to be fucked in front of him.

Yet, as much as I adored our shared adventures and the honesty we’d built, I hadn't entirely abandoned my secrets. There is still a specific, lightning-bolt chill that comes with a whispered invitation in a dark hallway or meeting a stranger in the back seat of a car when Michel isn't looking, and I’m sure he felt the same.

THE END
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