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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?"

––––––––
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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
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