
        The night I called my husband...
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"Honey?" I whispered into my phone.

On the other end, I heard my husband clear his throat. His sleepy brain didn't quite register. "Yeah, hi, sweetie. Is there something wrong? Is there a problem at the teambuilding?"

"No, not at all!"

"Uhm... what time is it?"

"I don't know... listen..."

I heard rustling. He was probably checking the time.

"It's a quarter past one. Why do you call at this time? Did you lock yourself out of the room?"

"No! No... Everything is fine. The guys and I have been partying a bit... I just have one quick question, and then I'll let you go back to sleep. OK?"

"OK?"

"Are you one hundred per cent sure you want to live out your fantasy?"

I was a slut.

In my teens, I was a slut.

I admit it. And, to be honest, I am a bit proud of it. Hell - everybody wanted a piece of my ass. They would do anything to get it. And I loved the power, I loved the rush - and I loved cock.

Correction: I love cock. And my husband, frankly, has an impressive package. I met him when I was 22. I fell hard in love. And I love him like crazy to this day. The moment he said he wanted me, the slut was locked away. I went completely monogamous.

My husband, Kevin, is ten years older than me. He was my boss. He had recently finalised a divorce after eight years of dullness. Kevin is a man who loves sex, all kinds of sex. He doesn't even need to be a part of the sex. He loves to watch people have sex. Or listen to them having sex. And he loves to hear about people having sex.

We hadn't been together for more than a few before he started to ask me about my sex experiences before we met. I was afraid he would ditch me if he knew how slutty I was before him. So I told these pretty dull stories - mainly lies. Or stories my friends had told me about their sex life. His response was reserved. In the beginning, I thought it meant he was disappointed that I had even had a sex life before him.

He stopped asking, which was a relief to me. About that time, we moved in together. I did everything to be a perfect girlfriend. I ensured the apartment was spotless and always looked my best. To not seem too eager, I never took the initiative to have sex, but whenever he did something that could be interpreted as an initiative, I jumped at the chance. And I made sure to introduce some "traditions." Watching the Saturday football match meant bringing him a beer and a snack. Then I would lie down beside him, open up his fly, fish out his meat, and slowly give him a blow job: gentle licks and kisses, a few seconds of special attention at the split, taking just the head in, and tongue-washing every cell of it... If he grew softer, I would suck it all in and start to give him an aggressive deepthroat. If he got close to coming, I'd just keep the head in my warm mouth, humming silently. My goal was to keep him on edge throughout the game and make him blow at halftime — and then again at full-time. He loved that. He either took it as a celebration or a consolation.

The fucking was great as well. Kevin's cock filled me perfectly, and he knew how to rub my clit the right way or put the correct pressure or pulse of touches on my g-spot. While I have always been the most horny when I am happy, Kevin would rough-fuck me whenever he was frustrated, sad or angry. In a way, I loved it when his boss was a jerk or his favourite football team lost a game. That would mean an intense fuck as soon as he laid eyes on me.

I thought everything was perfect. Of course, I would love to have more sex. I concluded on that long before I met Kevin. But he made me happy. Really happy.

But there was this growing feeling that Kevin was not 100% happy. Sometimes, when we were watching something on the

TV, I would see him look in my direction, but his mind was miles away. I didn't dare ask him if something was amiss, afraid of the answer.

When we had his friends over, and we were all having too much to drink, sex stories were often a part of the entertainment. It seemed everyone knew that Kevin loved to entice people to tell their most exciting sex stories. I won't lie: I loved it. Sitting in the nook of his arm, feeling his manly body, smelling his musky smell - and listening to someone describing a fuck they had had... It made my pussy very wet. And often, I would sneakily rub Kevin's cock as the stories were told. Sometimes, his friends wouldn't bring their girlfriends. That would typically be for watching a match together or doing a film sequel marathon. I would join them late at night after my night with the girls had ended. And on those nights, the stories would be raunchier and more detailed, like how Davie had managed to seduce their English teacher, Mrs Landon: "And, you remember how we had English at the end of the day on Thursdays? It must have been late November because the whole of December I was banging her, so it had to start before that..." he would start, and someone would yell: "Bullshit!" and everyone would laugh and then beg him to continue.

"I knew I had her, so when everyone else left the classroom, I took my time packing my bag. As soon as we were alone, I walked towards the door, but instead of leaving, I closed it and locked it. She looked up at me at the sound of the lock. Then she shook her head and said, 'No, Dave - not now. Not here'. But I made her see the logic."

"You made her see your horse-cock, you mean!" More roaring laughter.

Rumours had it that Dave's member reached his knees when soft. His wife confirmed to me in confidentiality that he, indeed, was long and thick.

"But the rumours give him too much credit," she winked and giggled.

Anyway... Dave's story continued with about how he pulled out his horse-cock, and Mrs Landon sucked him eagerly. "She never had a fat cock like mine before. But what woman has, huh, Julie?"

Julie - that is me. I apologise for not introducing myself earlier!

I smirked and said, "You know Charlotte and I talk, right?" The other guys howled. Dave grinned. "She would just play down my size to make sure you don't try to seduce me with your huge tits."

Yeah... I know. Dave didn't hold back and never considered if it was improper to talk about a friend's girlfriend's breasts. But I must admit that I had thought the same thing when Charlotte told me he wasn't 'that' big. I am pretty sure several of the wives of Kevin's friends are not actually fond of me. Some of them, I think, outright hate me and talk shit about me behind my back, like Charlotte. I think they don't appreciate that I am a part of the all-boys nights.

My answer to Dave's quips? Usually, just laugh. The time I tell you about now? Put my hands under my solid bosom and lifted them up to accentuate the size and cleavage. The guys would "ooh" and "ah" and laugh. But they would all ogle as much as they felt was possible without pissing off Kevin. And Kevin would never do anything but laugh.

"Come on, Dave! Get to the point!" I urged him to get the story back on track and get the boys to stop focusing on me. I only wanted them not to look at me because I -was afraid Kevin would not appreciate it. The inner me revelled in their evident lust for me.

"Sure! Where was I? Oh, yeah..." Dave tilted his head back, looked at the ceiling and started recalling.

"She grabbed my monster, pulled me towards her and said it was the biggest thing she ever saw. Her left hand cradled my balls. They are the size of tennis balls, you know..."

"Yeah, yeah!" moaned the others.

"Then she started to suck me. Fuck, she was good! She didn't have experience with my kind of size, but she did a great job: never gave up!"

I could see it in my head: the middle-aged woman sucking off the 19-year-old student. My pussy tingled. I snuck my hand over to check Kevin's bulge and smiled when I felt his hard cock. He smiled at me and winked. That made me even hotter. That wink meant a proper fuck later.

"But you know me! I am not satisfied with some blowjob! I need pussy, and damn, did she have a good pussy. One of the best! When I bent her over her desk, pushed her skirt up to her midriff and ripped off her panties, her pussy lips were spread open, inviting my fat schlong inside her love tunnel."

At that moment, I considered becoming a teacher. Then I remembered Kevin, that I loved him and had vowed to be faithful, and that fucking your students probably was a bad idea.

"I wanted to take her in one go, but her pathetic husband has such a tiny dick; she was tight like a teen! I had to work it inside and stop several times because she came so hard on my meat."

The thought of the hot-blooded woman finally getting what she needed instead of settling for her pencil-dick husband gave me a shiver. Fuck, but that was a hot image!

"But, being the perfect lover I am, I let her have her breaks, and after a while, I bottomed out in her. She said she had never had a cock so deep in her - and I believe her. Not many girls have."

I started to wonder if I had ever had a man bottom out in me. I couldn't say for sure. They said that would often hurt, but they said the same about the first time you have sex - and I loved that! So maybe having a guy hitting the bottom of your vagina doesn't hurt?

"I grabbed her hips and started to really give it to her. Did I tell you that I unbuttoned her blouse and lifted her tits out of her bra while she sucked me? No? Well, I did. Great jugs. Not like yours, Julie, but I don't complain."

If I had been sober, I would have scolded him for talking about my boobs, just to keep up the pretence. But I wasn't sober, so I laughed and winked at him.

"So... I gave her the Dave treatment. Jack-hammering my cock in and out of her wet pussy until she shrieked like a banshee!" "Don't banshees shriek to herald someone's death?" one of Kevin's friends muttered.

"Yeah... it was the death of her monogamous lifestyle," Davie quipped, and we all laughed.

"So that means you fucked her again," Kevin asked.

"Hell yeah! But what happened was that she went back to her husband and told him what she had done, and it turned out he had gotten off from it. So, in effect, I turned her into a hotwife and him a cuckold. I was a bull for them for a few months until I found better pussy," Dave said with pride and did a mock bow.

The others laughed and joked, but I sat there thinking about cuckolding. I had heard about the lifestyle. But I always thought it was just a porn thing. And here one of my boyfriend's friends was a bull for a couple. Who would have thought...

"...isn't that right, Julie?"

Kevin's voice brought me out of my horny thoughts.

"Sorry! I was thinking about something. What did you say?"

Kevin rolled his eyes and said, "The boys wanted you to tell a story, but I told them you don't have any fun stories. Isn't that right?"

"Sure I do," I blurted without thinking. Then my brain managed to navigate through the fog of alcohol and horniness, and I added: "But you guys would probably see them as mild and boring. And it's getting late. I'll leave you to wrap up," I said and got up.

Looking at myself in the mirror in the bathroom, I shook my head. Damn, I almost revealed my wild teens. I really wanted this to work with Kevon, and I did not want him to think I was some slut whore.

As I got ready for bed, I heard my boyfriend guide the drunk and roaring group of friends out the front door. I heard Dave yell: "If you need help with that bombshell in your bedroom, I'll gladly help, Kev!" They all laughed it off, but it had my knees shaking. Fuck! What was wrong with me? Why did hearing those words turn me so much? Hearing about the hotwife teacher?

Kevin found me staring at myself in the bathroom just a few minutes later. He saw immediately something was wrong. "Jules? What is wrong?"

I stood up and shook my head.

"All good! Just a lot to drink!" I smiled.

He cocked his head and accepted my reply for now.

But later, as I lay my head on his shoulder and put my leg over his tummy, he kissed my head and said in a low voice: "I think you have lied to me, hon."

I went rigid. Fear pumped adrenalin through my body.

"What?" I croaked.

"Don't say anything. Just listen to me for a minute?"

I nodded shakily. He wrapped his arm around me and kissed my head again.

"I have always found it a bit peculiar that you are a goddess in bed, so experienced and fun to play with - but you claim to have no experience."

I swallowed hard. Fuck! He finally saw through my lies. This was it... Tomorrow, I would be single.

"But, tonight... When you said you had fun stories to tell, that was the truth, right? You have experienced far more than you pretend to have, right?"

"No! I haven't! I am no slut!" I blurted out and started to cry.

Did I tell you Kevin is a great guy? He didn't say anything. He just held me and kissed my head.

When I started to calm down, he whispered: "You never understood I was disappointed in your lack of stories? You never

understood that I think women that have fucked a lot of guys are hot and desirable? Honey... if you were a slut in your teens, I will love you even more..."

I didn't quite understand what he said. That was not the way men should feel, was it? Society tells us the ideal woman is chaste and a virgin until marriage, right?

"You are drunk, Kevin. This is the alcohol and your cock talking. Of course, you wouldn't love me more if I had fucked a lot of guys!" I said and moved away from his arm.

He perched himself up on one elbow and looked me in the eyes.

"Julie! Don't you know me at all? I love sex! I love everything about it! And I love kinky people, people who have had the excellent wit to explore and enjoy their own bodies and other people's bodies. I love you the way you have presented yourself. But if there is more to your sexual past than you have let on, I would love to hear about them," he said.

I searched in his eyes for proof that this was a trick to make me reveal that I was the kind of slut he didn't want. That this was a test. But all I saw was sincerity. He actually meant this. I closed my eyes.

"Kevin..." my voice broke. I swallowed hard and tried again: "Kevin, I have lied to you. I am a slut. Or... I was a slut until I met you," I said slowly and added hastily: "But I love you and will do anything to make you happy and forgive me my lies!" Kevin smiled, laid down and invited me back on his shoulder. I lay down hesitantly - but the feeling of him embracing me spread a warmth I hadn't felt before. He meant it! He didn't hate me!

"Jules... I will forgive you - on one condition," he said, sending my feelings tumbling toward the abyss again.

"Every night, I want you to tell me one new sex story from your life. Starting with the beginning. If it is funny, we will laugh together. If it is sad, we will cry, curse or mourn together. And if it is naughty, you will play with my cock while you tell it, and I will fuck you, and we will cum together. And I want you to start this night."

I did. But that story is not a story I can tell here...

I guess a lot of us have sex stories from our teens that are not something society accepts us to talk loudly about. It is like that part of becoming a grown-up exists behind a shroud until one turns the magical age. Suffice it to say, as I emerged from behind that cover, none of my friends looked at me as a prude.

And as soon as that veil was lifted, men in my life started to more openly appreciate my charms. I am not a very tall woman, but I have assets that make people notice me. Nowadays, I would probably be labelled as a PAWG - a Phat Ass White Girl - with unreasonably massive tits. Back then, my ass was not as fat, but my tits were already huge. And I could get almost what I wanted by using them. Still, that was not my style. I had two teachers who tried to tempt me to get top grades by letting them play with my body. In both classes, I reached out to help elsewhere, worked my ass off, and secured top grades without them seeing an inch more flesh than everyone else.

Now, I have to admit that I did show off quite a lot of flesh. With a big chest, you quickly realise you can wear something that hides your assets and looks like you are obese and wear a tent. Or you can wear tight-fitting clothing with proper cleavage and look very-very - good. Obviously, I chose the latter. Though my ass wasn't as big as now, I knew it was packed, and you would never see me in anything but tight skirts or jeans that threatened to rip by the seams. And high heels so that my gait made my hips swing like a hypnotist's pendulum.

No, I didn't give my body to men that wanted to take advantage of me. But if you didn't... if you just liked what you saw and had the guts to show me, I would seriously consider it. I fucked the janitor at my school many times. He was an older man. He was kind. He didn't hold any power over me. And he never hid his boner when he looked at me. My friends looked at him as a pathetic loser. I looked at him and saw a really fat cock. He was shy the first time I visited his cellar workshop. The next time I met him in the hallway, I had to tell him to continue to play shy so that no one suspected anything, and I could continue to bend over his workbench and feel his fat organ rearrange my intestines.

I had a boyfriend at that time. For some reason, he never got to have sex with me. I gave him blow jobs. He ate my pussy and played with my boobs. But nothing else. Still, I think all his friends fucked me at some time. One of them, I even fucked while my boyfriend stood on the other side of the bathroom door, worried because I was sick from drinking so much... I know! I was bad! I was a slut.

I told Kevin all of these stories and many more. I would lie on his shoulder, jerking his cock and tell him about every single guy I fucked or made out with. From the very first til the last guy before him. When he got close to coming, I would stop talking and start licking and biting his nipple while he groped my melons or ass and talked about what he had just heard and how he loved that I was a slut. He had some crazy, intense orgasms from that. Afterwards, he would speak softly about how he loved me, how thankful he was that I had been a slut before him, and how he loved my stories.

To be honest, it turned me on as well. And it didn't take long before I started to tell Kevin these stories as I slowly rode his big dick while he played with my boobs. It became a standard part of our sex life: the both of us getting off by the thought of my past fucks.

One Saturday, I sat between his knees, nurturing his hard-on while he watched the game. It was a boring game, so Kevin had his focus on me, playing with my hair, moaning happily.

"Fuck, I love how you hold me on the edge through the half! You are a pro, hon!"

I squeezed his balls to acknowledge his praise. He groaned but fell silent. I could feel that he didn't watch the game at all. "Do you remember when Dave talked about his teacher?"

I hummed an answer

"And how he compared you to her?"

I kept on sucking him.

"And how he said you have the best boobs?"

I let his cock out of my mouth long enough to say, "No, he didn't. He said mine were better than hers, not the best." Then I

dove back down.

"Yeah... maybe you are right. But I have heard him say it many times. He thinks you are the hottest girl ever."

I found the topic weird and somewhat hot. But what surprised me was how Kevin's cock got harder with each sentence he uttered.

"Fuck... you suck good cock! Dave says your lips are made for pleasing cock."

I bit his cock-head playfully. Then I deepthroated him.

"Hell, yeah! He even says he would love to help satisfy you in bed!"

I knew he didn't lie. I had heard it myself. But I did not expect Kevin to tell me himself. And I did not expect the statement to trigger that he filled my throat with his cum.

Afterwards, as I sat back and looked up at him, I feared Kevin would feel ashamed for what he said. But he wasn't. My boyfriend looked at me lovingly and thanked me for being the best girlfriend ever. I smiled at him but felt the sex-hungry slut I was as a teenager start to re-emerge. How he talked made me imagine myself with other men, which was not good!

A few weeks later, I felt I had the slut under control. I was a monogamous woman with a perfect man. Then, as I one night was riding him slowly, enjoying his fat cock, grinding my clit against the base of his tool, hands resting on his knees, his cock-head rubbing my spot, he made my world explode again.

"You are so beautiful! Watching you riding me like this reminds me of your story about that coach... Damn, I wish I could have seen you ride him..."

I was too into chasing my orgasm to really register what he said. And I think maybe I moaned just after he said it - which could have been interpreted as agreement.

Because he continued with: "Or watch you ride - or fuck any man..."

This time, I registered what he said. I stopped my rocking, leaned forward, and rested my hands on his firm chest. "What do you mean?"

He grabbed my tits and started to squeeze the nipples roughly - just the way I like it.

"I feel I can't really see what you look like during sex when I am a part of it. It would be so hot to see it from the other side of the room!"

My emotions were in turmoil. It went against all I had tried to be the last years, but the thought of riding another cock while Kevin watched was sooo hot! But I knew it was just a fantasy. It was a way for Kevin to heat up our fucking.

So I joined in, talking about how hot it would be to seduce a stranger, take him to our hotel room and let him do what he wanted with me while Kevin watched. It didn't take long before he came. And, I have to admit, being allowed to let my inner slut loose, be it only in fantasy, was exhilarating.

And pretty soon, that was how most of our fucking sessions went. Whether it was a Saturday football blowjob, a spur-of- the-moment fuck over the kitchen table or a long and loving fuck in our bed at night time: Kevin would start talking about how hot it would be to watch me fuck another man, I would join in, and together we would embellish the fantasy.

"Who would you want me to fuck," I would say. And Kevin would say "a stranger" or name one of my coworkers or his friends. And every time, I would picture the scenario, feeling the stranger's cock in my pussy, or his friend's hands on my tits, or my coworker's tongue on my clit. The naughtiness of it, the knowledge that society would frown upon it, made my orgasms so much sweeter.

But after half a year, Kevin seemed less interested. We stopped doing it altogether just before Christmas. Then, on New Year's Eve, we celebrated with his friends. Kevin stood behind me as we waited for the countdown, holding me close. We had both been drinking a bit, and he pressed a semi-hard bulge against my ass.

"Have you talked to Dave tonight?" he whispered in my ear.

I knew where this was going - or so I thought.

"No, not really. Do you want me to?"

"Yes! Would you?"

"Sure. I could try to get him to go to the kitchen with me just after the countdown and then have a quick new-years fuck..."

I said, smiling to myself. That was the kind of answer that would fire up Kevin and make him want to get home early just to fuck my brains out.

But not that time. Instead, he whispered: "Do you think that will work?"

Thinking he was still playing our fantasy, I nodded and said, "Of course. He would never be able to say no to this body..."

I felt Kevin shiver. Bust at that time, the others started to shout the countdown. "10, 9, 8..." At zero, I turned around and kissed Kevin with all my horniness blazing through me, grinding my pussy against his cock. When I pulled back, I could see his eyes were wild with lust.

"Let's go home and fuck right away," I whispered in his ear and gave his earlobe a lick.

But Kevin just looked weirdly at me and said, "But, I thought you would take Dave to the kitchen and..."

At that time, reality hit us both hard.

"Damn! You thought this was just a fantasy!"

"Kevin! Do you want it for real???"

We did leave early. Not to fuck - but to solve some issues. I couldn't believe Kevin actually wanted me to fuck other men. He knew how hard I had fought to be a good girlfriend for him - a faithful girlfriend. He knew how much I wanted to be "normal" and not fuck every cock I saw.

It wasn't a fight, but I raised my voice a few times, cried a bit, and may have said some stupid things. Kevin was, for the most part, quiet. In the end, I stood with my back to him, looking out the window of the now-sleeping city, knowing we

had started the new year badly. Then I heard Kevin get up from the coach and expected him to leave the room. Instead, he came up behind me, put his arms around me and held me tight - like he had done when he, a few hours earlier, asked me to fuck his friend.

"Sweetheart, I am so sorry. I didn't realise you found the thought so disturbing. To me, watching the woman I love enjoy sex or have an orgasm is the most beautiful thing in the world. But if you don't want that, I am perfectly fine. I can watch you cum when we have sex..."

I leaned backwards against him.

"I just don't dare, honey..."

"I know. I understand. But please know that I would be happy if you fucked every man you met, as long as you either let me watch, let me hear, let me know about beforehand - or even you just tell me as soon as possible after you have done it."

I shook my head.

"You don't really mean it, Kevin... That would ruin us."

"It honestly wouldn't. I promise you. I have spent years thinking about this. I am confident in myself. I have the looks, the personality, the success, and the cock to keep you interested in me."

I giggled. The first sign of happiness between us in a few hours.

"You are crazy."

"I know. But please promise me: if you ever get the chance and want to, please do it?"

"It will never happen, Kev!"

"Promise?"

"I promise. But it will never happen!"
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