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The first thing you need to know about me is that I love my husband. Truly, madly, deeply. We’re talking Mills & Boon, sweep-you-off-your-feet kind of love. David is kind, funny, caring and handsome. I couldn’t ask for a better partner. We’ve been married for ten years and I feel like we have a strong, healthy marriage.  

It’s the kind of partnership where, when I get together with my girlfriends for a glass of wine and gossip and they bitch about their husbands’ shortcomings, I can only smile quietly to myself. An emotionally distant partner who forgets our anniversary or brings home limp petrol station carnations at 10pm with his coat smelling of another woman’s perfume? I can’t relate to such complaints.

My friends roll their eyes at me when I smile that quiet smile. “Of course you wouldn’t understand,” they snipe, with an understandable undertone of jealousy. 

One confidante even tipsily confessed to having made a pass at David at a dinner party. Nothing serious, you understand – just a squeeze of his arm, toned from squash, in the kitchen. “I just wanted to see if he would be tempted, to prove he wasn’t this perfect husband caricature that he seems to be,” she told me, guilty tears in the corner of her eyes. 

He wasn’t, of course. Neither tempted nor perfect.

There was something that my friends didn’t know. Something that I couldn’t admit, but that troubled me deeply. It was the one dark stain on the perfect white linen of the marital bed. He couldn’t satisfy me. 

Now, I know what you’re thinking. A husband and wife who have been married a while, struggling in the bedroom department? That’s a normal problem. We must just be stuck in a rut. I need to check my hormone levels and invest in some sexy lingerie. Try a bit harder to capture his interest. Maybe get him a prescription for Viagra. 

It’s not that at all. In fact, we have the opposite problem. He’s up for it, all the time. I emerge from the en-suite in the morning wearing only a towel? David will want a quickie. I get dressed up in a pretty sundress for a nice pub lunch on a Sunday? The sight of my long tanned legs will drive him wild and we’ll go upstairs for a quick romp before we head out. 

It’s wonderful – in most ways. I feel very desired, and God knows I adore his body. We both keep fit in the gym and I could happily romp with David for hours.

But we can’t. That’s the problem. 

It’s always over in a matter of minutes. We can’t keep our hands off of each other, and he can’t keep going. As enamored of each other as we are, it’s a disappointment that I must endure several times a week. 

I can’t even enjoy one of my favorite pastimes from when we were dating – giving him a loving, thorough blow-job – because that means he will come in my mouth and we won’t get to have sex. And I love the feeling of him inside of me, I really do. I want more of him. I want it to last longer. I want to feel my husband fill me up and get to have a long afternoon of passionate lovemaking where we bring each other to peaks of pleasure, over and over again. 

But we can’t. He always peaks too soon. He’s a sweetheart about it, he really is. Polite and apologetic. “I’m sorry, sweetheart, I just want you so much.”

After he has had his orgasm, he will try to satisfy me with his mouth and fingers, but it’s his penis I want. Well, not his penis exactly. Even when he is fully erect I can barely feel him, so I want a bigger, better version of it. 

And we’re certainly not talking about some of the shocking members I saw on the internet in my one brief foray into pornography. I didn’t much like what I saw. Men with bestial appendages pumping away at perma-tanned women who didn’t seem to be having a good time.

No, my fantasies are all about my husband. It’s a silly thing to complain about, I know, but if he were just a couple of inches bigger, if he were just slightly less crazy about my breasts and my hips and my thighs… Or if I adored him less, if I felt less lust every time I see him take off his smart work shirts and reveal his chest, still toned and powerful underneath… 

Honestly, we are like teenagers sometimes, with the libido and hair trigger to match. 




Perhaps it would have been easier had I never known other partners before David, if our frantic and all-too-quick sessions were all I thought sex could be. Sadly, though, I knew better. 




A string of lovers in university had taught me what I liked, and sometimes, unbidden, those memories would come to me. The sweet chess captain with the skillful hands, my older brother’s best friend who had taken me in my parents’ bed over the Christmas holidays, Joe the rugby player who licked me for hours until I was wet enough to take his thick cock...but I didn’t have those men anymore. I had David, and but for that one small difference, I wouldn’t have changed him for the world. 

It’s torture, being so deep in lust and love with a man who can’t satisfy me. I said that the first thing that you needed to know about me was that I love my husband. 

The second thing that you need to know about me...well, I think you have guessed it by now. I love sex. I’m not one of those women who lie back and think of England. 

I’m involved, I’m hands-on, mouth-on, on top, on my back, on my knees, on his face, in the mood, in the moment, staring deep into my lover’s eyes as we give pleasure to each other. Each other. 

It was killing me and I knew, although he didn’t say, that it was starting to kill him too. So I started keeping secrets. Faking orgasms. “Wow, how was that for you?” he would ask, and I would bite my tongue and simper “wonderful, darling. You were wonderful.”

“Did you come?”

“Of course!”




And then I would distract him from my lie with a kiss.

I became desperate. On a work trip to London, I made a furtive outing to a shop in Charles Square. Painted an innocuous pale pink, it was a far cry from the seedy Soho vice dens I had imagined. 

The helpful assistants nodded sympathetically as I explained my plight, and helped me to choose a girthy battery-powered tool to solve my problem. I paid in cash, so David wouldn’t spot the odd charge on our joint account, and hurried back from Hoxton to my hotel.

As I took a luxurious bubble bath and got to grips with my new toy, it was David I thought about. In the full-length mirror, I watched the swell of my breasts peep above the foam and imagined his mouth on my nipples. Teasing the lips of my pussy with the thick vibrator, I wished it was his cock, and as I worked the toy inside myself inch by inch, it was my husband’s name I moaned. 

The orgasm was so intense that I writhed like a mermaid, splashing water over the sides of the bath. I tiptoed around the puddles on the floor. It was only fitting, given the toy had got me so wet. 

When I emerged from my room half an hour later, I bumped into a colleague leaving the suite next door. He smirked at me as we rode the lift down together and I realized to my mortification that he must have heard me pleasuring myself. 

I was humiliated, but also somewhat aroused at his obvious enjoyment. There was something thrilling about a man other than my husband – my poor under-endowed husband – seeing me as a sexual being.

When I returned to our family home, I secreted the vibrator away in the bathroom, hidden inside a box of tampons where I knew David would never look. I hated the thought of him finding it and feeling insecure about how much bigger the sex toy was than his manhood. 

The last thing in the world I wanted to do was hurt his feelings, but being able to fill myself up with the vibrator every time I took a bath was helping to keep me sane. I still felt guilty, but I saw it as a necessary evil that helped me to stay faithful to my husband and enabled me to fake my orgasms more skillfully when we made love. 

Exercise was another tool I used to work off my sexual frustration. We both liked to keep fit but went to different gyms. I frequented the one near my office and found that a swim in the morning or an intense spinning class helped to take my mind off the throbbing need that I felt in my clit so often. Of course, sometimes it had the opposite effect. 

A gentleman would be getting out of the pool and his wet trunks would cling just so, leaving me with a vivid image of the thick delight that was hidden underneath them. I would run the shower cool as I rinsed the chlorine off, wishing that my hunger for sizable manhood would swirl away down the drain. 

It was after one such intense session that I heard a familiar voice in the gym cafe. The tall man was a few people in front of me in the queue, but his deep voice carried and I could hear him flirting with the barista. I would know that voice anywhere. 

It was the same voice that had murmured in my ear “good girl, I know you can take it” as he eased himself inside me in a single bed, the one that had said “steady, we’ve got all night!” as I rode him frantically. Joe. Here, over a decade later, in my gym. 

I was so lost in these erotically-charged memories that when he collected his coffee and turned around, I was standing there red-faced like a schoolgirl with a crush. He boomed my name and threw his arms around me in a bear-hug, pulling me into his strong chest, and I resisted the urge to press my hips to his. 

We made small talk and Joe revealed that he had moved to my town after divorcing his wife the year before. He offered me his number “so we can meet for coffee and a catch-up” and I, not wanting to appear rude, gave him mine. I subtly binned his business card on the way home, though. The last thing I needed was the temptation. 

I hurried home to David, determined to be his loving wife and initiate a quickie. 

When I got back to the house, I found David in his home office, but he wasn’t working. Instead, he looked serious, even grave. I put my arms around him to comfort him, not seduce him, but he pulled away from my touch. That never happened. 

“We need to talk,” he said, and I felt the bottom plummet out of my world. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked, wondering if somehow he knew of my brief moment of imaginary infidelity in the cafe. Had a mutual friend seen me hug Joe and got entirely the wrong idea?

“The plumber came today,” David stated flatly, and I gazed at him nonplussed. 

He went on: “Whilst he was fixing the basin he had to empty out the bathroom cupboard to reach the U-bend. He found a...dildo hidden there.”

The word sounded wrong coming out of my husband’s mouth. The worried look in his eye was out of place too, and I wanted more than anything for it to go away. I went to say something but he shushed me, not unkindly.

“I know masturbation is healthy and normal, but I couldn’t help but notice...Well, you chose quite a big one, didn’t you?”

My secret had been rumbled, and my cheeks were aflame with embarrassment, but this wasn’t an angry reckoning. He didn’t seem betrayed, as I had feared. 

Instead, he was showing the kindness and compassion that had made me fall in love with him. I settled into the chair opposite him, rearranging my tight yoga Lycra, determined to do my best to have a calm, adult conversation with him. 

“Darling, don’t take it personally, I-”

He stopped my babbling with a reassuring squeeze of the knee. “It’s okay, my love,” he said, sweetly. “I know I am on the smaller side...I know I’m not a sex god. But I adore you and I want you to be fulfilled. I want you to have an amazing time sexually. Perhaps we could go to bed and use your new toy together?”

I stammered. “Are you sure? You wouldn’t feel...threatened?”

David laughed his beautiful, rich, throaty laugh and I was so pleased to see him happy that I smiled along with him, despite the tense conversation. 

“Darling, it’s a piece of silicone. I know it’s not going to replace me. I’m good around the house but you wouldn’t replace me with a hammer, would you? It’s just a tool to make you come, and I would love to see you come. Wait here.”

He hurried to the bathroom to fetch the vibrator and I remained in his office, shocked. Was this the answer to our sexual incompatibility? Just talking about it? Could I have saved myself years of yearning and frustration? I felt my body come alive under my tight workout gear as I heard my husband’s footsteps approaching. 

He lifted me out of the office chair and perched me on his desk before dropping to his knees before me. I loved being picked up – it always reminded me of how strong and masculine David was, despite his small package. 

He peeled off my Lycra leggings and began to kiss my inner thighs. I felt my nipples peak with arousal as he moved upwards and began teasing my pussy lips with his tongue before finally circling my clit. 

It was only after I was gasping and moaning that he reached for the sex toy, his eyes widening as he saw me spread my legs eagerly to take the fake dick. 

I nodded at him, “Please, my love, you’ve got me so wet, put it inside me!” 




He needed no more encouragement, and worked the vibrator up into my pussy, inch by inch. I moaned as I finally felt filled up, and bit my lip as I conjured up memories of Joe’s thick member with its dark blond thatch of hair. My husband searched for the button and vibrations rippled through my body. I moaned and squirmed on the desk. 




It felt so good to finally experience a thorough fuck with my beloved David by my side. I squeezed his free hand and bucked my hips, desperate to take as much as possible inside me, but he pulled his hand away. I was confused, then I realized he was undoing his fly so he could play with himself. He pumped the vibrator in me as he stroked himself. For the first time ever, we came together. It was so passionate. 

As I kissed him afterwards and tasted my own pussy on his tongue, I wept with gratitude. “That was the best orgasm you’ve ever given me,” I whispered. 

“I know, sweetheart, I know,” he replied. 

After the intense session on the desk, the vibrator became a regular part of our lovemaking, and I felt much more confident expressing my sexual desires to David. I began to enjoy going to bed with him again, knowing that I wouldn’t have to lie and fake it. I loved watching the way he got turned on by fucking me with the sex toy – an erotic feedback loop where we both got to come. 

As I opened up about my need to have my pussy truly filled, he started to ask me more about my sex life before we got married. I was shy at first, but as we lay together in bed and he encouraged me to whisper about my previous escapades, I felt his penis swell against my back. The more I talked about going to bed with other men, and well-hung Joe in particular, the harder he got until David was thrusting against my buttocks. 

I was surprised that he was enjoying our story-time so much, but delighted. Emboldened by his arousal, I let myself be a bit dirtier and slipped a hand between my thighs as I told him of my exploits: “...And then Joe bent me over the kitchen table and rammed his thick cock in my cunt – oh!”

David had shot his cum all over my bottom. “Did I turn you on that much?” I asked. 

“Darling, I would have given anything to have been in that kitchen when your boyfriend rogered you from behind,” he confessed. And thus the seed of an idea was sown. 

The thought of being watched during sex was new to me. Of course, it was – until very recently our sex life had been a secret shame of mine. But now David loved hearing me talk about some of the dirty things that other men had done to me, and wished he had been there. He would hold me close in bed, one hand stroking himself and the other wielding the vibrator, which he confessed he liked to imagine was the penis of another man. 

This was all strange and thrilling to me, but I loved seeing him so happy, and not having to feel guilty about my deep need to ride a big hard dick. 

I was happier than I had been in a long while, and would catch myself smiling when I glimpsed my own reflection in the wall-to-wall mirrors at the gym. I was working hard on the exercise bike, smiling away with the endorphins and my newfound sexual freedom when I saw a sweep of blond hair and that face again. Joe. 

I felt the same rush of arousal that he had always inspired in me, but now the memories attached to it were different. I wasn’t thinking about the time he took my anal virginity, but instead, when I told David about how he had invaded my most private hole, and how much he had loved the story. 

Hence I was flustered as always when he came over. “Hello!” he cried. “After you didn’t call I feared you had died!” 

I stuttered an excuse about being busy at work and we made small talk, all the while I tried not to stare at the way his cycling shorts highlighted the bulge of his crotch. I felt my mouth water and tried not to think of how it felt to wrap my lips around his head. Lost in my sinful thoughts, I was taken aback when he offered me his mobile. “Give me your number,” he prompted, “and that way it won’t get lost.”

I hurried home quickly that night, keen to tell my husband about the chance meeting with my ex-lover. We embraced in the hallway, and I panted out the story between open-mouthed kisses. 




“I didn’t know you were still in touch,” he murmured, nibbling the lobe of my ear. I could feel him getting hard against my thigh, his package a mere echo of the weight in Joe’s shorts. 




“We’re not, not really. We just see each other at the gym sometimes,” I explained. “He wants to meet up but I didn’t think you’d be comfortable with that.”

He pulled back from me and looked into my eyes meaningfully. “Darling, I would love that.”

David explained more what we meant as we made our way up to the bedroom. He loved the idea of my former lover coming to our marital home and having his way with me in our bed, whilst he could only watch. I was confused and horrified and aroused all at once. It was one thing to talk about it, but to invite Joe over and make it happen?! It seemed like madness. 

On the other hand, I could have my cake and eat it too… Get fucked hard by a big stud and make my wonderful husband happy… Was it too good to be true?

David came in his pants before we even made it to the bedroom, so I made him penetrate me with the dildo whilst I moaned Joe’s name. It was liberating. 

We began to hatch a plot together. It was very fun, conspiring together and making a game of it. We code-named Joe “the Bull” and would send each other jokey texts. “The Bull has been spotted in the foyer, initiate phase one of the plan!”, I’d say. 

I changed my gym routine to raise my chances of bumping into Joe and allowed myself to flirt when I did so. We had coffee more than once, and he seemed pleasantly surprised by my warmth, my coquettish smiles, and the way I slipped my arm through his as we walked in the afternoon sunshine. 

After each encounter, I would text David that I was coming home, and he would meet me at the door, ready to make love to me. Sometimes we didn’t even make it to the bedroom.

After weeks of laying foundations, I invited Joe over for dinner and told him how eager I was for him to meet my husband. He seemed a little bemused by this, given the resurgence of our youthful sexual tension, but accepted the invitation and said he was looking forward to it.

That morning, I could barely contain my excitement. I spent the day cooking so I wouldn’t be too busy in the kitchen when our guest came over, then took a luxurious shower. After grooming every inch of myself, I called for my husband to join me. He brought the vibrator with him without me even mentioning it. Now we had the same sexual goal again, we were so in tune it was as if we could read each other’s minds. 

He stood under the spray and kissed me deeply, then covered me in kisses down my throat, along my shoulder, down my chest, before sucking my nipples to hard, deliciously sensitive peaks. Next, he licked me to an orgasm as he worked the vibrator inside me, then I gave him pleasure with my hands in the hope that spilling his seed now might enable him to last longer later that evening.

Once we had toweled off, David helped me choose the lingerie that I would wear for our adventure. We settled on an elegant lace and silk set that he had bought for me from La Perla for my birthday. It was a good choice – undeniably sexy, showcasing my gym-toned curves and setting off my tan, but tasteful rather than tarty.

As my husband watched me get dressed, I realized that my hands were shaking. I was struggling to button up my blouse. Perceptive as ever, he noticed. “What is it, my darling?”

“I...I’m just so nervous,” I explained. “What if it’s too much? What if you see him inside me and can’t stand it?”

David took my hands in his own and kissed them. “Don’t worry. If it becomes too much for me, I will leave. But it won’t. I want this. I have dreamed about this for a long time. Trust me.”

I loved him so much. How could there ever be any real jealousy? Another man might be able to satisfy me in bed, but he could never capture my heart.

When the doorbell rang, we were both in a state of heightened excitement. Joe looked as handsome as ever in a well-cut suit, and I was intrigued to see what David would make of our “bull” now that they were meeting for the first time. 

There was no outward trace of nerves, but with a wife’s intuition, I could tell that he was sizing him up somewhat and imagining where the evening would go.

Joe kissed me chastely on the cheek and presented me with flowers and a bottle of wine. I must say that I was disappointed he didn’t squeeze my waist cheekily the way we usually did when we were together, so I took his hand and placed on my hip myself. 

He looked first at me, then at my husband, and we both nodded. In that moment, an unspoken understanding passed between all three of us.

This was confirmed when I kept up my usual level of flirtatiousness with Joe and having been silently reassured by David, he flirted back. 

At one point during dinner, I ran my hand up my husband’s thigh and lightly squeezed the bulge that I knew I would find there. He nearly cried out in arousal, exposing the whole game, but I didn’t care. It was such a rush to know that I was turning him on so much.

After dinner, I asked Joe to help me with the dishes whilst David excused himself for a moment. He said he was going to the bathroom but I knew really he needed to adjust his pants to accommodate what must by now be an aching erection.

In the kitchen, I abandoned our plates and steered Joe up against a counter so I could steal the kiss I had been desperate for. I knew he felt that hunger too, his tongue seeking out mine and his hands grasping my hips through my skirt. 

With our bodies pressed together, I felt him start to get hard. I was thrilled! Here I was, turning two men on at the same time, and about to get fucked by one of them. What an evening!

But Joe broke off the passionate clinch as David reappeared in the room. My husband met his concerned look with a dismissive wave. “Don’t mind me,” he said. “I’m enjoying the show.”

With that, Joe came to understand what was happening. He picked me up bodily and sat me down on the kitchen counter so I could wrap my legs around his waist. The cool marble felt good on my hot pussy, now flush with excitement, and I rubbed up against his growing arousal like a cat in heat.

Joe carried me like that to the bedroom, David following behind, clearly in awe of his size and strength. 

Once there, Joe stood behind me, proud cock pressed up against my pert bum as he slid his hands over my body. His stubble tickled my ear and from the way David was looking over my shoulder, I could work out the look on Joe’s face.

“She’s mine, for the moment,” he said. “This beautiful body is mine for now and I am going to do whatever I want to your wife.”

I stifled a gasp at his words. This big possessive man was marking his territory as the man I exchanged vows with looked on, thrilled.

Joe began to unbutton my blouse slowly, taking care not to tear the flimsy fabric with his big, masculine hands. Hands that were soon going to be all over my body. 

I shivered in anticipation and he squeezed me close. I could feel his body heat through his shirt and suddenly I wanted nothing more than for our clothes to be gone, for there to be nothing in between us.

As Joe continued to undo my top at a painstaking speed, I watched David. His mouth was hanging open, almost salivating with eagerness. Finally, I was free of the blouse, and Joe took off my lacy bra, again moving at a glacial pace, drawing out the moment. 

My nipples were already puckered and hard. I blushed – as if David didn’t already know how turned on I was, now the way my breasts were reacting left him with no doubt. The sweet little pink tips were signals: your wife is loving this man’s hands all over her. 

But was David loving it too? Or would it be too much for him? It was hard to tell. He tugged at his collar as if he needed more room to breathe and I could see that he had begun to sweat slightly. 

Meanwhile, my skirt had joined my blouse on the floor and I stood there in just my heels, stockings and panties, breasts on display and bum pressed up against Joe’s burgeoning erection.

His fingers, rough from hours on the rowing machine, roamed from kneading my breasts to lightly brushing over my panties. With one hand, he fumbled with his fly behind me. Now just the fabric of our underwear was between us, and I could feel the thick rod of his dick pressing into the cleft of my buttocks. 

I remember the sinful night that he took my anal virginity, and pushed back against him. He seemed to know what was on my mind because he whispered in my ear, “Patience, dirty girl.”

I knew that David had heard it too and the tension in the room was at fever pitch. Finally, Joe ceased his damned teasing and slipped his fingers inside my panties, gently stroking my neatly trimmed hair and dipping down to my lips.

Of course, after hours – weeks, really – of looking forward to this moment, I was already wet. He smirked and held one glistening finger aloft so that David could see.

“See how your wife is already hot and ready for me?” Then he slipped the finger into my mouth so I could taste myself. Then his hands were back in my knickers, slipping between my folds, rubbing my clit and dipping down to my opening. 

It felt so good to finally have his hands on me, and his manly callouses only made the sensation better. David’s hands were soft from working on the computer all day. 

The fabric of my panties obscured David’s view, but the way I was moaning must have made it pretty obvious that my ex-lover now had two fingers inside me, slowly working their way into my pussy and opening me up ready to take his big cock later. When he added a third, David’s eyes went wide and I barely stifled a gasp. 

As he used his thumb to circle my clit too, I thought I would melt. He curled his fingers forward, hitting that spot deep inside that David always missed, and I cried out.

“Joe! Oh God, I’m going to come!”

I felt my cunt spasm around his hand and the first orgasm of the night rippled through my body. It wouldn’t be my last. My knees went weak and it was only the fact that Joe was holding me with his other arm that stopped me from dropping to the floor.

He carefully maneuvered my spent body to the bed. From my new vantage point, I dimly registered that David had finally undone his fly, revealing his erection. Now that Joe had shrugged off his boxers, my husband looked particularly small in comparison.

 Joe’s manhood stood stiff and proud like the mast of a vessel or the tower of a fort, as thick around as my wrist and so long I felt a little apprehensive that I might not be able to take it all. 

But while my mind doubted, my body hungered. I took off my panties, sliding them over my thigh-high stockings and my glossy black shoes. My pussy was now fully bare, so both men could see how glistening wet my pussy lips were and how my clit was stiff with arousal. 

“Please, fuck me!” I moaned, and David nodded his agreement, but Joe seemed determined to draw out this sweet torture. He straddled me on the bed, but instead of sliding his thick pole between my legs, he crawled up and rubbed his tip across my mouth.

I loved giving blowjobs, but my husband’s hair trigger meant I never got to give head for very long before he blew his load. Therefore we rarely indulged in this kind of play, and I was hungry to taste Joe. 

I wrapped my lips around his head and caressed his glans, teasing his slit with my tongue. In response, he thrust forward, forcing more of him into my mouth and then my throat. I relaxed my jaw, but it was no good. The bull was just too big to take. There was literally too much cock for me to suck. I wanted to try, but Joe pulled away, his balls brushing my chin.

He moved back down the bed and began to lick at my pussy. Whilst I missed the feeling of his shaft inside me, this position was better. It meant I could see David and his reactions. 

His small penis was now fully erect and I could tell he was trying to resist the urge to play with himself lest he come before the show was over. 

Having felt Joe’s big rod in me, David’s little tool looked more pathetic than usual. 

My husband’s eyes darted back and forth: first, they met mine, and he smiled reassuringly at me, then they grazed my breasts where I was playing with my own nipples, across the flat plane of my stomach before reaching Joe’s sandy head and its place between my legs. 

He had always been a skillful lover and was already licking me to my second orgasm, but I wanted more than his tongue in me.

This time as I came, I cried out again, more urgently: “Please, Joe, I need to feel your big dick inside me!”

My desperation must have been clear because I felt him at my entrance, teasingly running his tip over my sensitive clit and swollen pussy lips. Then finally, after so much longing, he started to ease that girthy cock inside me. 

After only riding such a small penis for so many years, Joe’s mighty member was something of a shock to the senses. I wanted to reach up, grab his hips and have him slam all of that length into me at once. But I knew that was a bad idea. 

Right now, I was too tight to take his whole cock. I breathed deeply and enjoyed the slow torture, the way this big brute of a man was moving so carefully so that he could open me up and ream me harder later when I was ready. 

Finally, after what seemed like an age, I felt his balls nestle against me and I knew he was all the way inside. God, I hadn’t felt anything like this since...well, the last time that Joe had fucked me. 

It was so different to having my husband’s little penis inside me. That I could barely feel, whereas Joe’s was all I could think about. When he started to move, I thought I might die from the pleasure. 

I felt so full as if he might break me open, as if I might die from getting fucked so hard. I wanted to moan and scream and tear the sheets and cry his name but I knew my husband was watching. Would it be too much? Would it humiliate him to see how much I was enjoying getting reamed by another man’s cock? 

I glanced over at David, sitting in the chair by the side of the bed. In fact, he had sat on his hands to stop himself from masturbating at what was clearly a very sexy sight: his wife getting plowed by a nice thick dick.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered to him. I could see that my husband had heard my apology but Joe didn’t cease the relentless rhythm. “I’m sorry, I-” my words were interrupted by a moan as the bull managed to hit that spot deep inside me. “I’m so sorry, David, I just can’t fight it anymore, it feels so goo- aah!”

It was hard to express verbally what I was feeling as the lover from my youth reamed my poor neglected pussy with the biggest penis it had ever taken. 

I felt guilty, yes, that I had humiliated my husband and broken our vow to forsake all others, but at the same time it felt so good to finally be given the thorough hardcore fucking that I had been craving. I wanted to moan and scream and reveal the pleasure I was having, but I didn’t want to hurt my husband’s feelings. 

Fuck it. No. I felt like a dirty bitch and I loved it. I was finally getting the proper fucking I deserved after years of making do with David’s tiny penis and nothing was going to spoil this moment for me. I felt like a hot bitch so I was going to act like one. 

I could no longer hold back. I let out a string of expletives, dirty words, words I never let myself say.

“Fucking Hell, Joe, fuck my cunt harder!” I moaned as I felt my body squeeze tight around his massive cock.

My eyelids fluttered with my orgasm and I saw David through them as if he were under a strobe light. Snapshots of him crestfallen as he saw me getting reamed by my hot, hung bull, but through the shame and embarrassment, he was now tugging his little worm furiously.

“You can’t fuck me like this, darling,” I told him. The waves of my now-multiple orgasms loosened my tongue and all the frustration came out. “You have no idea how long I’ve waited… Ten years to get shagged like this, to feel my pussy filled up like a real man does it… I love you but this is so much better.”

My body was convulsing with the power of my orgasm, my shoulders sliding up the bed a little further each time with Joe’s strong thrusts. I was so horny that I didn’t know what to do with my hands, switching from gripping the sheets to running them over Joe’s back to pinching my own, hypersensitive nipples with them.

Then David reached out to grab one hand. We locked eyes and I let the decade of sexual resentment out. “God, I love having him inside me, David. You’ve never made me feel like this, he’s good...Used to fantasize about him when I was with you...”

I heard my husband whimper a little but his other hand never left his penis. “Do you love this as much as I do?” I asked. I didn’t need to wait for an answer. The words poured out of me as my cunt spasmed and I turned into a dirty bitch. 

“You love it, don’t you? Love watching me get reamed by his monster cock. Watch him, David, watch him ram that big thing inside me. That’s what I need, that’s what my cunt deserves, not your little dick.”

The dirty talk was certainly working for everyone in the room, as I could hear both men starting to get close to the edge. Joe, with his wonderful filthy mind, decided to join in.

I watched him wink at David as he said: “Oh yeah, take a good long look mate, your wife is getting a good proper fuck. The full 10 inches.”

He gestured with a calloused hand down at where our bodies were joined. “Watch how hard I’m pounding her, watch the way her pretty tits are bouncing with every thrust of that big dick. I bet she barely feels it when you’re inside her.”

My husband appeared to be stunned into silence. He didn’t argue with the big bull ramming into me, nor even murmur agreement. But I could see from his disappointing crotch that he was still enjoying himself through the humiliating words we flung at him. 

Joe pulled out, but it was clear he wasn’t done. He showed no signs of softening and he flipped me over on the bed like I weighed nothing. Gently, he used his hands to prepare me for anal sex, a rare treat that I had never been able to experience with David. 

In this new position on my front, I was able to make better eye contact with my husband. He clearly knew what was coming and like me was very turned on by the thought. I realized that this would be his first time watching anal sex take place in person. What a voyeuristic thrill!

After many minutes of Joe’s tender ministrations to my bottom, warming me up and teasing me open with his skillful fingers and generous quantities of lubrication, he asked if I was ready to take me inside of him again. “Please!” I begged, longing for his thick cock even though I had just had it. How I had managed so many years without him?

Again, Joe took it slow, which I was grateful for. As desperate as I was to take all of him, my body needed a chance to acclimatize to his prodigious size. I willed my muscles to relax and open up for him. “That’s it, that’s my good girl,” he crooned as he worked his head past my tight ring.

David’s eyes were wide, taking in every detail of my anal surrender to the over-endowed bull in our marital bed. “How does it feel?” he asked me.

“Good. Intense. Dirty,” I replied in between Joe’s slow, long strokes. He grunted out a laugh at that description of what he was doing to me.

If it had felt good to have him riding my pussy as my husband watched, then taking him in my arsehole was another level of taboo. We were breaking all the rules and it felt so good as if his cock was reaching places inside me that had never been touched before. 

Each thrust ground my body down into the bed, my hard, sensitive nipples and aching clit grazing the soft cotton sheets. 

They were soaked with my juices – and soon, they would be soaked with his cum, to. The thought of him striping my buttocks and back with his seed was too much. I moaned out that I wanted him to cover me with it, to mark his territory, and the naughty thought pushed me over the edge as I reached yet another orgasm. 

I locked eyes with my husband as I came, stared deep into his soul so that he could see all the pleasure I was getting from the big cock that was working my arsehole. His own, small, ignored penis looked particularly forlorn but was rock hard.

Meanwhile, Joe was talking dirty to me. “Don’t worry, sweetheart, we won’t waste a drop of my cum. I’ll shower you with it. And we haven’t forgotten about you,” he said to David. “I’m giving your wife a proper fuck, mate. Get down so you can watch my fat cum-filled balls empty over your beautiful, fucked-out wife.”

I couldn’t believe the way he was speaking to him, but the anal sex was so full-on and my orgasm was still flooding through my body. I could hardly bring myself to care. 

As I writhed to his dirty talk, Joe carried on. “Hold my heavy balls so you can feel the exact moment I shoot my load,” he commanded.

And David did! Totally cucked, he got down by the bed and cupped the bull’s throbbing balls. That obedience and the spasms of my orgasm sparked off Joe’s. 

He came too, with a thundering roar that was primal and a hundred per cent masculine. I felt the hot, wet splashes I had asked for rain down on my bottom, back and shoulders. 

Some even splashed on the chair that David had been sitting in! 

I think the sight of Joe’s big cock shooting that heavy load all over me was just too much for him, and he came too, their seed mixing together on my body. 

“Did you like that, darling?” I asked, and to my delight, both men answered. Joe with a macho grunt of satisfaction, and David with a small whistle of wonder. “I’m just in awe...” he said. “Thank you for making my fantasy come true, sweetheart.”

I smiled over my shoulder to my husband and gestured at the combined cum that marked my bum and my pussy. “You don’t need to thank me, my love. Just use your mouth to clean up this delicious cream pie.”

My cucked husband didn’t need telling twice. I thrust my bottom into the air and he got to work with his tongue. 

Joe was tucking his cock back into his briefs. “Thank you for inviting me over,” he said with a devilish grin. “We should do this again some time,” I replied from the bed, where my loving David was worshiping my used holes.

 

Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this story,please consider leaving a review! 

 For more information or to commission a custom story, email tabathaflyte@gmail.com
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You may also like: Under Her Feet by Tabatha Piede

James is confident and cool in his everyday life... but behind closed doors he submits to the desires of his beautiful and commanding Mistress. Her feet may be delicate, but she can be brutal. This beautiful Domina whisks James away for a weekend in a very special cottage so he can worship her feet and give himself to her completely. 


Read on for a sample...




As he chauffeured his Mistress, James shifted uneasily in the driver’s seat. He was nervous. It was an unfamiliar feeling for him. Confident, even cocky, in his daily life, he only felt off-centre when he was around the beautiful woman currently seated next to him. She was the only person who could challenge him, and he loved that about her. He loved so many things about the beautiful Domina whom he had been serving for eight months, and now she had decided that they were ready to go to the next stage in their relationship: an entire weekend away in a holiday cottage. 

	

They had previously spent the night away in hotels when they travelled to experience the fetish scene in other cities, but they hadn't had a proper mini-break yet. Usually, his Mistress would give him her schedule and the destination details for their brief trips, and the grunt work of actually booking them was up to him. Likewise, packing their luggage and getting them there was a task assigned to him.

	

But this weekend was different. 

	

He had been tied to her bed with her foot in his face when she informed him they would be going away. "Next weekend," she had said as she stood over him, "you and I will take a little trip. You might want to book Monday off of work. Oh, and don't worry about packing any clothes."  




Visit Amazon.com to read the rest of Under Her Feet by Tabatha Piede










Also available:







Executive Control : workplace submission BDSM erotica




Most people find work conferences boring, but this one got a lot more exciting when he swaggered in. His hot body and aura of command caught my eye immediately, and soon we were flirting at the bar. Suddenly work was the last thing on my mind...




I was captivated by his strong hands, wishing they were on my body. He could tell.




This charming stranger dared me to tell him my naughtiest fantasies, and I blushed beet-red as I confessed all.




Now he has invited me back to his hotel room to live them out. And now we're there, him and me, alone...




Will I get more than I bargain for when I agree to be his erotic plaything?




Panty Slut Adventures Book 1: The Awakening of a Panty Slut




Missy starts college as a shy girl with a dirty secret: she is obsessed with sniffing other girls' panties.

Desperate to hide her depravity, she does her best to quit her naughty knicker addiction.

But will she manage to hide her desires from the sexually voracious sorority girl she has to share a room with? Or will she be punished with panties?




Panty Slut Adventures Book 2: Sorority Slut




Missy starts college as a shy girl with a dirty secret: she is obsessed with sniffing other girls' panties. But her sexually voracious roommate has found out about her naughty knicker addiction, and tells all of her friends.

Now Missy has been invited to the sorority house for a hot lesbian initiation ceremony like no other. Will she pass the test, and become the sorority slut?







Cruel Britannia: Five reluctant lesbian public humilation catfight tales 




This debut anthology features five hot stories of English women catfighting American girls to the point of public humiliation.




In The Fourth Of July, a spat between two members of the dance team at Oxford University turns into a nasty lycra-clad fight in the gym. 




Her Royal Highness is the story of a Texan expat who gets more than she bargained for when she accuses posh girl Charlotte of being a "stuck-up Brit" at the pub. 




In Stateside, an American catfighting ring lures stunning northern brunette Kate into a match, only to be stunned when she proves English dominance. 




Pakistani-British MILF Ayesha is the queen of The Yoga Studio, until bratty Joanna shows up. Her brash Yankee attitude sparks an intense three-way battle in front of a shocked yoga class. 




In Baby's First Rodeo, a hot young American couple place an advert that says they're looking for trouble. They find it...and both end up humiliated.
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