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Prologue

 


Lexi and I had been married for seven years
when I came up with the idea of the ‘Dare Bucket’, a purely
defensive idea on my part. Our lives had become boring—that seemed
the best word to describe the malaise we were in. I was married to
the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen, and all we did was work,
eat, sleep, and watch TV. We made love once a week for about half
an hour, otherwise, we sat in front of the television, dressed in
old sweat clothes, barely talking to one another except to switch
programs.

Lexi is a gorgeous woman—dark hair, olive
complexion, and an overpowering sex drive. Her libido seemed to
have cooled some since she discovered she couldn’t become pregnant.
The news had sent her into a cycle of depression. I supported her
as best I could until we found ourselves just floating through
life. Her powerful sex drive was still in there, she’d just
forgotten how to express it, and I wasn’t able to help her.

The problem with floating through life,
especially with a woman like my wife, was she might float into
something more interesting, another man maybe, and our marriage
would be in trouble. I was worried and scared. The thought of my
wife leaving me for another man caused me sleepless nights.

Here’s where it got weird; the mental image
of my beautiful Lexi naked in the arms of another man gave me
sleepless nights for another reason. I found the thought exciting,
so exciting I would grow fully erect, imagining her being fucked by
a stranger while I watched. I’d be made to listen to her cries of
passion, sounds I hadn’t heard in a while, sounds I missed and
wanted to hear again. The idea that another man may cause my
exquisite Lexi to explode in ecstasy made me even more excited.

I loved the idea of seeing my wife—the woman
I loved with all my heart—with another man’s cock buried in her
pussy. But I was panicked by the thought I might lose her because
of my strange fascination. Then it actually happened, I watched
Lexi being roughly taken by a large black man with a thick cock.
Not only did he fuck her, but she loved what he gave her. She even
loved it when he treated her like a whore and left her naked, on
her knees when he was done with her, not caring how she felt.

The idea behind the Dare Bucket was simple.
We’d each write out twelve index cards, each one containing
something we could do together. The rule was that half the cards
had to contain something sexual, and as it turned out, some of the
sex cards helped us become a hotwife couple.

I anxiously watched as Lexi became involved
with Heather, a woman we’d met while buying my wife sexier outfits.
Their affair had continued even after the Dare had been satisfied.
In fact, Lexi admitted to being in
love with Heather if only as a ‘fuck buddy’.

I fought the possessiveness which threatened
to overwhelm me. If it hadn’t been for the constant hard-ons their
relationship produced, I might have been overcome by jealousy,
distrust, and remorse that I’d set their affair in motion. That’s
one of the odd side effects of our Dares. I didn’t distrust my
wife. I knew she’d do things with other people now, sometimes in
front of me, sometimes only telling me about them afterward, but
she’d never try to hide anything. We were completely open and
honest with each other, felt safe expressing our feelings. Most
importantly, if I asked her to stop, I knew she would.

But there were times when I was still afraid.
Lexi was committed to me with her entire being as I was to her, but
that didn’t mean she couldn’t run into somebody who could take her
away. It was entirely possible I’d be the one pushing her into the
arms of the person she’d leave me for.

The terror I felt as I watched my wife having
sex with so much more intensity than anything we’d had together
caused me excruciating pain, and greater arousal, than I could have
imagined. Seeing Lexi come like she had with another person had
caused me to orgasm so hard in response, I’d felt it in my entire
body.

There was no question Lexi and I were deeply
in love with each other. We were devoted to spending our lives
together, and I believed that our Dares were making our
relationship even stronger. We were talking more, having the best
sex of our marriage. We were passionate about each other and about
our lives again. It seemed strange that my wife having sexual
adventures with other people could bring us together; it didn’t
make sense, and yet that’s exactly what was happening. We were
closer than ever before.

Lexi had met Willie because of our Dares. She
was to expose herself to a black man and let him touch her. The
touching went a lot further, and Willie ended up fucking Lexi in a
semi-public place, bringing her to multiple orgasms and leaving her
a quivering mess addicted to Big Black Cock.

The memory of her face as Willie fucked her,
showing no concern for her pleasure, was one of the most exciting
and erotic sights I’d ever seen. I’d had a hard time breathing and
sweat had been running down my face and back, my cock fully erect
and leaking as I’d watched and listened. I was a sick, sick
boy.




Chapter 1 - The Club

 


“Willie’s here,” Lexi shouted to be heard
over the ear-splitting noise in the club.

The club was packed, probably well over the
fire marshal’s limit. My wife and I were standing at a small bar on
the side of the room, the main bar was next to the door, and the
D.J.’s booth was on the wall opposite the main bar. The dance floor
was behind us, although people were dancing or just moving to the
music everywhere we looked. The club was moderately sized with
stand-up tables placed at irregular intervals around the sides.

We’d been lucky, in a way, to be pushed right
up against the bar so we could be served. The strobe lights were
flashing colors alternating with deep darkness as the noise level
steadily increased. The club was so crowded, people were pressing
against us, pushing us into the bar. It was hard to see who was
behind me; it was like pictures of the Tokyo subway.

Lexi was wearing the club dress Heather had
picked out for her—a yellow shift dress held up by a costume
jeweled choker and a jeweled strap running down the center of her
bare back. Without a back, the dress was open to her waist on the
sides, giving anyone who looked a nice shot of side-boob. Other
than the dress, high heeled shoes, and a small clutch bag with her
smart phone, all she had on was a tiny yellow thong.

“How do you know Willie’s here,” I shouted.
Willie was the black waiter my wife had fucked in the park. Willie
of the thick cock and rough ways. He was a good-looking man, and
when he was being a waiter, he had good manners. But when he was
alone with a woman he wanted, the manners disappeared, and he took
whatever he could.

“He’s… right behind… me,” Lexi
grunted.

I twisted my head to see, but the crowd was
too thick, I finally slightly twisted my entire body. Willie was
pressed against my wife. His groin pushed against Lexi’s ass. I
couldn’t see much more than that in the flashing lights and press
of bodies.

“He’s… oh… fucking… me.” Lexi was
moving against the front of the bar, pushed forward by the thrust
of Willie’s hips. I moved as close to my wife as I could, both to
feel her as she was fucked and to keep anyone from coming between
us.

“His cock… is so big… oh,” she panted
as he pushed her harder. For the first time, I noticed his hand was
in the large gap on the side of her dress, pinching and pulling at
her right nipple. Every time the muscles in his forearm flexed, I
could feel it pressing against my side.

I twisted more, giving me just enough room to
slide my hand under the hem of my wife’s dress. Her legs were
spread wide, and I traced the soft skin of her damp thigh to her
excited clitoris. My hand accidentally brushed Willie’s cock as he
pushed forward, pumping deep inside my wife. The stroking of his
fat cock was spreading Lexi’s pussy wide. Her clit was a hard nub
under my fingers as he moved.

As soon as I touched her clit, Lexi dropped
her head between her forearms resting on the bar. Willie’s thrusts
were pushing her back and forth so violently, someone would have
noticed except for the flashing lights and the periods of complete
darkness. The gallons of liquor that had been consumed might have
helped, too.

I could tell as she started to orgasm, even
over the blaring noise, I could hear her cries. My heart was
racing. I didn’t want this man just taking my wife, much less in a
public place; at the same time, my cock was making a hard lump in
my pants. There was no denying the strong effect he was having on
Lexi. My hand was dripping with her nectar, and her clitoris felt
outsized as he pushed her violently back and forth.

The bartender came over to get our next drink
order and stopped short when he saw what was happening. I don’t
know how often he’d seen something like this, but he didn’t take
his eyes off my wife until he had to serve someone else.

I looked back at Lexi just in time to see her
dress push out in the shape of a hand over her left breast. The guy
standing next to her on the other side with his back to the bar had
decided he should get in on the fun and had pushed his arm through
the gap next to him and was roughly squeezing my wife’s left
boob.

I don’t know how many times Lexi came. The
combination of Willie’s fat cock, my fingers on her clit, and a
stranger fondling her breast in a public place was too much for
her. She was being driven into a sexual fever; her face was bright
red, and when Willie stopped moving, she thrust her hips back at
him to capture as much of his cock as she could, bending at the
waist and holding the edge of the bar. My wife was fucking a black
man in public even harder than he’d been fucking her.

The sight of my wife having illicit sex in
public was causing my heart to thump in my chest. I could feel my
stomach muscles tightening, and my cock had grown fully erect in my
loose pants. I’d forgotten to breathe.

Suddenly, Lexi was gone. Willie was pulling
her away through the crowd, making a hole with his thick body, the
man on the other side trying to stay close behind. I moved to
follow, but the hole Willie made through the mob quickly closed
behind them. I had to push and shove to keep them in view, and even
with that, they were rapidly pulling away from me.

Lexi looked back once to find me, but Willie
had a strong grip on her, and she was gone before I could do
anything. I tried calling her name, but the loudness of the club
swallowed any sound I could make.

 


****

 


We were here because of the Dare Bucket, the
ice bucket that held our folded and stapled index cards with ideas
of things to do each weekend. We’d grown tired of sitting around,
dressed in sweatpants, watching television. This week’s dare had
read:

 


Take me dancing. Pick me up like we’re on a
real date.

 


Lexi had spent a lot of time preparing to be
taken out for a night of drinking and dancing in a sea of single,
mostly younger, people. It’s a cliché to say how beautiful she
looked when she was ready.

Getting by the bouncer at the door had been
Lexi’s doing. At first, he had simply waved her in and signaled for
me to go to the back of the line, but Lexi wouldn’t have it. The
guy wanted her in the club—she was just the type of gorgeous woman
he’d been told to let in—but she refused to budge unless I was with
her. At first, he told her to piss off. It wasn’t until we’d taken
a half-dozen steps away and the bouncer had seen the men in line
staring at my wife’s swaying breasts that he changed his mind. He
wasn’t happy, managing to scowl at me as I walked past his massive
form, following my wife.

We danced at first, Lexi’s dress already
causing a minor sensation. After an hour, we needed a break and
found our place at the bar as the crowd thickened. The bouncer must
have gone on break because, within minutes it seemed, the size of
the crowd tripled, and we were pinned in place. The bartender
served the people crowding behind by reaching over and around us to
distribute drinks and collect money. We ordered multiple shots at
one time and Lexi, sweating from the heat of the club, finished
hers quickly.

“Wow, Hunter. You really know how to show a
girl a good time,” Lexi shouted in my ear. “I’ve had men pushing
themselves against my ass ever since we got here.”

“Are you complaining?” I asked.

“Hell, no. One guy actually rubbed against me
until he was hard,” she said.

“You’re such a slut, Lexi. No wonder I’m in
love with you,” I said, earning a ‘who me?’ smile in return.

“You’re turned on, aren’t you?” I asked.

“More than you know.” Within minutes she
said, “Willie’s here.”




Chapter 2 – Looking for Lexi

 


I tried to follow them through the club, but
it was hopeless. They were swallowed by an ocean of people. There
was no order to the dance floor, there was just too many people
dancing shoulder to shoulder. I tried to work my way around the
outside, but that was even worse. If I tried to push past the women
they either started to dance with me, or they became upset because
I was cutting between them.

I thought I caught a glimpse of Lexi’s yellow
dress and wasted time tracking down the owner, only to lose her in
the crowd.

I began looking for black men since there
were fewer of them. I stood still and stretched to my full height
to survey the club. I’m over six feet tall, but the few black men I
saw looked nothing like Willie.

My heart was racing just as a pretty blonde
girl started dancing with me. I hadn’t even seen her until her ass
was rubbing against the front of my pants. She turned and smiling
at me, put her mouth against my ear.

“You seem happy to see me,” she said as she
moved her hand down to fondle my erection. I was already straining
the front of my pants thinking about Lexi off somewhere with
Willie, and now, I had her hand stroking my cock.

“I’ve very happy to meet you, but I can’t
stay. I’m trying to find someone I lost,” I shouted in her ear,
noticing for the first time what a firm young body she had.

“I’ll go with you. Who are we looking for?”
she asked. I described what Lexi and Willie looked like.

“Who are they,” she asked.

“Lexi’s my wife and Willie is the guy who was
just fucking her at the bar,” I didn’t see the need to beat around
the bush.

“Oh, fun!
Let’s go see what they’re up to now.” Pulling me by my hand, she
pushed through the crowd looking in all directions. Because it was
a pretty, young, blonde girl doing the pushing, we made faster
progress than I’d made by myself.

We saw a lot of interesting sights. As the
lights flashed I saw dancing at its dirtiest, not just men and
women dirty dancing together, but women alone or together. A lot of
skin was on display, and more than one couple looked to be in the
final stages of foreplay.

Jill didn’t seem the least offended by
anything we saw, in fact, she seemed to not only accept it, but expect it. But then she was showing a
lot of skin herself, something I hadn’t noticed in the dark. The
ass that had been rubbing against me was small and looked firm in
her club dress. She wasn’t very tall, but her bare legs looked good
to me in my excited state.

We pushed through the dancers and circled the
floor before heading down a hallway toward the restrooms. The
hallway wasn’t as packed as the dance floor, but it still contained
a lot of people. She pushed her way into the ladies restroom while
I checked the men’s. Meeting back in the hall, we knew they weren’t
in either place. Undeterred, Jill pulled me further down the hall
into a dimly lit space which led to a storage room.

Just before we rounded the corner we heard
sloppy noises and a man grunting. We peeked around the edge of the
door frame like a couple from an old comedy, my head on top with
Jill just below me.

Lexi and Willie were locked in a passionate
kiss, and he had her pressed against the wall, rubbing against her.
The top of her dress had been pulled down so her boobs were
completely exposed; Willie was pulling her nipple on our side,
distending her breast. The man from the bar worked on her other
breast and had a hand pushed under the waistband of his pants,
playing with his cock. As we watched, Willie put one hand on the
top of my wife’s head and the other on her shoulder, pushing her to
her knees.

Lexi pulled the string holding up Willie’s
loose pants and pushed them down, releasing his fat black cock,
still shining wet with my wife’s creamy juices.

“Oh wow,” Jill whispered as one of her hands
found the front of my pants and rubbed my erection before she
looked up at me and smiled. As I looked down at her, she slowly
moved her free hand under her short dress before looking back at
Lexi and Willie.

The second man released his small white cock
and rubbed it on Lexi’s face as she sucked Willie’s cock. He was
throbbing as he touched the soft skin of my wife’s cheek, but he
wasn’t big and he wasn’t black.

My wife worked on Willie’s thick cock,
licking off her own juice before opening her mouth wide and taking
his swollen dick inside. The last time, Lexi had barely been able
to take even the head of Willie’s cock, this time she swallowed him
with enthusiastic ease. She had one hand on the part of his cock
not in her mouth, stroking him as she sucked, moaning as she
worked. She allowed the second man to put her free hand to his
white cock, but he had to provide all the movement; Lexi wasn’t
paying him any attention.

My wife was obviously loving what she was
doing as Willie’s heavy black balls bounced against her chin. She
was on her knees as she worked, her breasts wobbling as she
moved.

Beneath me,
Jill’s hand was moving faster under her short dress and even with
the club noises behind us and my wife’s moans, I could hear Jill’s
heavy breathing. Before I could stop her, she stood and walked into
the room. The three of them didn’t see her until she was on her
knees, one hand on Lexi’s exposed breast, the other on Willie’s
thigh, urging him to press into my wife’s mouth even harder. Lexi
seemed to sob when she realized what was happening. Jill’s hand
traveled from Willie’s thigh to fondle his hefty balls. She kept
her grip on Willie as she lowered her head to suck my wife’s
exposed nipple. Lexi took her hand off Willie’s cock to hold the
back of Jill’s head. The other man was jacking off as fast as he
could, holding my wife’s free hand inside his own.

I stepped into the room and leaned against
the same wall my wife was pressed against and freed my throbbing
cock. I was afraid the slightest touch would cause it to explode.
How had Willie held out this long?

Just as the thought went through my head,
Willie erupted into my wife’s mouth. After the first few spurts
went down Lexi’s throat, he pulled out and shot sprays on her face
and hair as Jill watched, her hand still caressing my wife’s
nipple.

The sight pushed the second man over the
edge, dripping cum on Lexi’s hand and her exposed breast.

When Willie was done, he abruptly pulled his
softening cock from my wife’s mouth, and leaving her on her knees
with white cum coating her face, hair and hand, grabbed Jill and
pushed past me out the door. The second man was zipping up as he
walked past.

“She’s all yours, man.”

I rushed to her as she turned to look at me,
a wide-eyed expression on her face.

“Hunter. You saw?” she said.

I didn’t answer, I just moved her sideways on
her hands and knees and pushed her skirt up in back before plunging
my aching erection into her flooded pussy. I wasn’t gentle, neither
of us wanted tender. I fucked her hard through at least one orgasm
before exploding inside her, my pent-up arousal flooding out of me
one blast at a time until I was spent, and we both collapsed on the
dirty floor. When I caught my breath, I looked at my smiling
wife.

“You were supposed to take me dancing like a
real date. You owe me a dance,” she said, “and who was that woman
you brought in here?”

“I’ll tell you all about her, but don’t even
think about cleaning up. I like seeing the proof of my wife’s
sluttiness on her face,” I said.

Lexi just continued to smile, cum starting to
dry on her cheeks and forehead.

“You think I’m a slut?”

“Honey, I love you, but you have jism all
over your head. So yes, you can be a slut,” I said, taking her in
my arms.

“Then I’m your slut, Hunter,” she breathed in
my ear.

“Now, who was that tramp you came in here
with?” she demanded.

We didn’t get to that part of the story until
we were in the car driving home, my wife with a dirty face and no
panties.




Chapter 3 – Antiquing

 


For some reason, the sight of my naked wife—her breasts red with
hand prints, her pussy swollen from use, and another man’s cum on
her face—set me off. We weren’t even in the door, and I was
stripping the little clothing she had left.

Lexi forced me to the floor as she spread her
legs and sat on my face. I attacked her twat as though it was a pot
of honey, which it was in a way. My own cum was dripping out of
her, and I couldn’t avoid it. As I licked and sucked her enlarged
labia and clitoris, she told me what had happened.

“He forced me, Hunter. I wanted to go with
him, but he still didn’t give me a choice,” she said. “Oh, keep
doing that. Nibble my clit like that, it feels so good.”

“He brought me to his friends… oh God…
they were all black guys. He told them I was his slut, and he could
do anything he wanted with me… oh yes. Eat your cum out your
slutty wife.”

Lexi climaxed hard, holding perfectly still,
screeching as she came. Finally, pushing me away as she finished,
her pussy still throbbing.

“Tell me the rest,” I said as I held her on
the couch.

“They told him to prove it, that he could do
anything he wanted, that I was his slut,” Lexi had thrown her leg
over my thigh and was slowly rubbing her pussy against my leg as
she continued. “That’s when he pulled my dress down so my breasts
were exposed. I was in the club with my boobs hanging out,” she
stopped to look at me with wonder in her eyes. “Anybody could see
my tits, Hunter!

“Those guys, I don’t know how many there
were, kept grabbing me, squeezing me, pinching my nipples. It was
awful in a way to be exposed and mauled like that,” she paused,
rubbing faster against my leg. “But I’d just been fucked in public,
and I was still turned on. I should have been running away, but
instead… instead, I became even more excited. They wanted to
gangbang me, they wanted to take me somewhere and have a turn
fucking me. They weren’t quiet either, people were watching us. Two
girls looked like they wanted to join us. Being on… I don’t know…
display, maybe? It turned me on, Hunter. When I saw those girls
edging closer… I didn’t want to share those guys. I wanted them for
myself,” she looked at me in wonder as her hand stroked my cock,
her pussy continuing to make my thigh wet.

“I should have been afraid, and I was, my
heart was pounding. I wanted to run away, I wanted to scream for
help… for you. But instead, I just
got more turned on. I wanted a bunch of black guys to take turns
with me, I wanted them to pass me around like a whore. I was so
turned on, I swear I could feel my pussy flooding, right on the
edge of the dance floor, making it wet between my feet.”

“That’s when Willie pulled me into that room,
the room where you found me.” We held each other for a few minutes
before Lexi pulled away.

“Hunter, you know I love you more than I ever
thought possible… are we okay? Do you still love me?” She was
looking into my eyes, a worried expression on her face. “Did it go
too far tonight?”

“Of course, I still love you, and of course
we’re okay.” There was relief on her face. “I was worried about
you, I looked everywhere. I felt scared and jealous,” I tried to
explain. “I don’t know… my wife had been pulled away from me by a
black guy who had just fucked her in public. I didn’t know where
he’d taken you or what he was doing to you. I was afraid you
weren’t in the club anymore. I was terrified.

“At the same time, I had the hardest erection
of my life. Does that make me a sick bastard? My wife is taken like
that and I’m turned on. What’s wrong with me?”

“What’s wrong with us?” Lexi smiled at me. “I
was so excited I took his entire big cock in my mouth. I was a
black-owned slut and enjoyed it. When he was all the way inside me,
in my pussy, I wasn’t thinking about you… I’m sorry, Hunter,” she
said, stroking my cock. “Right then, he had me.” She took my face
in her hands, so I was looking at my wife’s cum-covered forehead
and hair.

“I love you, Hunter. Whatever this is we’re
doing and feeling, I love you. Don’t ever forget it. Now,
I’m taking a shower.”

I watched my wife’s perfect ass as she walked
up the stairs to our bedroom on the way to the shower. I grabbed
her clutch bag to take to her, but
stopped short when her smart phone fell out and landed on the
carpet. I wasn’t too worried about breaking it, but I still turned
it on to make sure everything was okay. I knew Lexi’s password, and
the first thing I saw was a picture taken the night before of Lexi
surrounded by black men in the club. Her dress had already been
pulled down, so she was exposed from the waist up, and while she
kissed Willie, her firm breasts were being mauled by men from both
sides. At the same time, someone was lifting her dress from the
rear and rubbing himself against her as my slutty wife pushed her
ass out for him.

Her phone had a feature that allowed the
picture to be converted to a three-second video. I watched Lexi’s
mouth move as her tongue probed Willie’s. I was able to watch as
her nipples were pinched, and best of all, I was able to catch a
quick glimpse of the man rubbing against her as my wife moved her
ass. My wife was obviously enjoying the attention.

After checking that Lexi was still in the
shower, I opened the contacts section and looked under the name
Willie. My heart landed in my stomach when I found his name and
telephone number. I couldn’t breathe when I discovered Lexi had his
address too, along with other names and numbers I didn’t
recognize.

I didn’t mention I’d been snooping when Lexi
walked out of the shower. She looked so wonderful, I couldn’t keep
my hands off her. There was something about her flagrant infidelity
that made me want her more than ever before. My cock was raging
hard, I wanted my wife, I wanted her right now, I wanted to reclaim
her, to remind her who she belonged to. As if Lexi could ‘belong’
to anyone but herself.

We weren’t bored anymore. We were looking
forward to weekends now. Our sex lives had been supercharged; Lexi
seemed horny all the time, and if she gave any hint of wanting sex,
I would get an erection. She didn’t even have to give a hint, I
seemed to be hard all the time, but just for her. I had no interest
in looking at the internet or reading an erotic book.

When Lexi walked out of the shower wearing
just a towel, she pushed me back on the bed and climbed on top of
me, engulfing my raging erection in the wet swamp of her pussy.

“Put your finger in my ass, Hunter,” she
said.

We’d never done ass play before; I wanted to
know where the idea came from, but as Lexi leaned forward, all I
could do was wet my finger and push it against her asshole.

“Oh… that’s good… push it all the way in
as you fuck me.”

I keep pushing until my finger was buried in
my wife up to the second knuckle. She seemed to open easily after
the initial resistance.

“Can you feel… your cock… inside me?”
she was gasping. “Fuck me with… it, Hunter.”

She was right, I could feel my own cock
through the wall separating the two channels. It felt wonderful, I
was rubbing the crown of my cock with every stroke.

We came together, our lips mashed, my finger
and cock buried inside her. I could feel my own cock pulsing with
each squirt. Lexi’s pussy was still having visible contractions as
I pulled out.

“What have we gotten ourselves into, Lexi?” I
asked. “We went from being a bored couple drifting through life to
being a… I don’t know… a hotwife couple.”

“Are you having second thoughts?” Lexi asked
as she snuggled up beside me.

“No. God forgive me, but I love watching you.
Is that wrong?”

“I don’t understand it either, Hunter. It’s
the Dare Bucket that started everything. I don’t think I could go
back now. I love how our lives have changed, I love how much our
love life has improved, I love how affectionate you’ve become.” I
could feel her hot breath against my body as she spoke.

“Can I ask you a question?” I asked in a
serious tone of voice.

Lexi sat up, her legs folded, giving me a
view of her pussy swollen from our lovemaking. “Okay.”

“Why do you like Willie? He’s not a caring
lover.”

“That’s probably why I like him. He treats me
like a whore. He uses my body and leaves me, he doesn’t give a
shit. I guess he releases me,” she said, adding, “He stills my
mind. All I can think about is what he’s doing to me, what I’m
feeling. I’m completely in the present when he’s fucking me.

“Don’t get me wrong, I would never want a
steady diet of that, but once in a while, I want to be completely there. Being
treated like a whore by Willie allows me to let everything go and
just be a collection of holes for him. That’s what ‘slut’ means to
me. That’s an awful thing for a woman to admit,” she finished.

“I could treat you like that,” I offered.

“No, you couldn’t, and I’d be pissed off if
you even tried.” Lexi looked very serious. “I want you to just be
the man you are. The man I love.” With a lingering kiss, Lexi was
off to the kitchen.

It was Friday again, and we were ready to
pull from the Dare Bucket. We decided I would draw and Lexi would
read.

 


Go Antiquing

 


Well, it had to happen sometime. The next day
we dressed in comfortable jeans and t-shirts in anticipation of
pawing through old, dusty shelves and displays.

We hit several storefronts until we stumbled
onto an old wood and canvas trunk which appeared to be at least a
hundred years old. I walked past only to be stopped short by Lexi’s
excited shout.

“Look at this, it would be perfect in the TV
room. We could use it as a coffee table,” she said.

I had my doubts, but the price was
reasonable; the only catch was the key had been lost, and the trunk
hadn’t been opened since it came into the shop. Undeterred, Lexi
had me arrange for it to be delivered to the house.

The following Tuesday night we gathered in
front of our new/old trunk as I used various tools to pry open the
lock. It was rusty and locked tight, but after several tries, I
succeeded in popping it open, breaking the lock in the process.

We were shocked at first, removing each item
one at a time. The trunk had been used to store bondage
equipment—handcuffs, leg restraints, a spreader bar, a leather hood
with a ball gag, a blindfold, even a suede flogger, and a paddle.
The trunk held everything needed for serious bondage and
discipline. There was even a penis prison and a vagina sucker along
with various nipple clamps.

At the bottom of the trunk was an old VHS
tape simply labeled ‘Jessica’, along with a deck of cards. Every
card was the Ace of Spades and each had a different picture of a
white woman being fucked by a black man. Lexi took her time
studying the cards before examining the other items, asking
questions and even, after washing them carefully, trying on the
ball gag and the leather hood.

“I can see how this would be erotic,” she
said. “I wouldn’t be able to see who I was with, and I wouldn’t be
able to talk.”

“Would it bring out your slut?” I asked.

“It already has.”

“Did you like the playing cards?”

“I’m so turned on right now, Hunter. Do you
mind if I play with myself while we watch the movie?”

We still had an old VHS player from my father
stored in the bottom of an unused closet. We hooked it up to our TV
and settled back to watch, wearing only boxers and panties.

The movie was obviously homemade, judging by
the hairstyles and pubic hair, probably made in the 1980’s. It
started by someone moving the camera around, apparently trying to
get it mounted properly. When the picture came into focus, it
showed a naked redheaded woman stretched out on her back. Her arms
were handcuffed to the bedposts and her legs were open, using the
spreader bar with its leather cuffs.

Jessica was a beautiful young woman whose red
hair was obviously her natural hair color. Her mouth was opened
wide to hold a ball gag, and her eyes looked wild as she stared at
the camera. On her left breast was a tattoo in the shape of an Ace
of Spades.

Lexi snuggled close to me, her hand fondling
my hardening cock, her breast pressed against my side as we
watched.

“This is hot Hunter. I never thought I’d
enjoy something like this.”

A very large, naked black man entered the
scene. First kneeling on the bed, his head between Jessica’s legs,
his mouth working on her pussy. In the kneeling position, we
couldn’t see his cock, but we could see Jessica’s enthusiastic
response to his oral ministrations. Her hips came off the bed to
meet his mouth, and we could hear her moaning around the gag in her
mouth.

As she neared orgasm, another black man
worked on her handcuffs to reposition her on her knees, her hands
cuffed together, the spreader bar holding her legs open. We saw the
first man’s cock as he lined it up with Jessica’s pussy.

I heard Lexi’s breath catch at the sight. He
was long and thick, the smooth black skin seemed to stretch as he
spread her labia with his thumbs and started easing inside her.

Jessica was drooling from her mouth and her
pussy as his cock pushed inside. The sounds of her groaning grew
louder the further he pushed until he seemed to hit bottom, and she
tried to jerk away.

Lexi removed her panties, and her fingers
seemed to fly as she stroked her clit, watching the scene on our
television.

Jessica’s black lover picked up speed as he
fucked, having no interest in her pleasure now. Soon he was hunched
over her back, his hips moving almost too fast to see. Jessica’s
breasts swung violently as he pounded against her.

Lexi picked up my hand and pushed my fingers
into the hot swamp of her pussy. Holding my hand still, she humped
against me in rhythm with the fucking that Jessica was getting. Her
eyes were glued to the screen as she fucked herself against me.

“Do you like this, Lexi?” I asked.

“Uh huh.”

Both Jessica and her black lover were nearing
orgasm on the screen.

“Would you like to do that?” I asked.

“Oh… oh… yes,” she said as her climax
overwhelmed her.

I stopped the tape as we both calmed down.
There was much more to see, but we needed to rest before we could
continue.




Chapter 4 – Remote Vibrator

 


The next day we watched the remainder of the
video. Jessica was used by several black men, each seeming to have
larger or thicker cocks than the ones before. We watched as the
variety of bondage equipment was used on her.

Some of the situations were clearly
stimulating for Lexi, her enjoyment obvious. Other situations, such
as the use of the paddle and the flogger, made her cover her eyes
or leave the room.

As we watched the end of the movie, Lexi was
on her hands and knees on the floor as I fucked her soaked pussy
from behind. Through it all, Lexi kept her eyes on the screen, and
when Jessica had an orgasm from the rough handling, my wife
convulsed along with her.

By the end, I knew, under the right
conditions and using the right equipment, Lexi was strongly
submissive. I had suspected as much after our talk about her
attraction to Willie, but now I knew without a doubt. I wasn’t sure
what to do with the information. It would be fun to feed it to
Willie somehow, but the danger of doing so was immense. My mind was
made up for me the following day.

When I came out of the bathroom the next
morning to grab some new soap, the water was still running, and
Lexi thought I was in the shower. She was lying naked on the bed,
her eyes tightly closed, her legs spread wide as though tied, and
she’d handcuffed herself, the key lying next to her.

What stopped me cold was the way she was
using her left hand to spread her labia while she used the first
two fingers of her right hand to stroke her clit faster and harder
than I would have dared. She grunted as she stroked, stopping
occasionally to give her clit a light smack before continuing.

After she quivered in orgasm, I climbed
between her wide-spread legs and took the keys away from her. Her
eyes opened in surprise as I nudged the head of my cock against the
wet opening to her sex.

“Were you thinking about Willie?” I asked as
my cock pushed inside her.

“Yes.”

“Did he have you handcuffed? Was he fucking
you?”

“Oh yes… YES!”

“What else Lexi? What else was he doing to
you?” I was moving fast. Her pussy was making loud squishing sounds
as I plunged inside her.

“There were… more men around… watching,
making me… suck them,” she moaned.

Her words were enough. I could feel my orgasm
approaching like an unstoppable train. The cum was moving up the
length of my cock, my balls were contracting as Lexi exploded, her
body convulsing under me.

After turning off the shower, we rested,
giving me an opportunity to further explore my wife’s submissive
tendencies.

“If you want to be treated like a whore by
Willie, even maybe be handcuffed by him and fucked by his black
friends, why aren’t you like that with me?” I felt I knew the
answer, but I wanted Lexi to tell me.

“Because I love you. I’ll always love you,
and I’d never leave you for another person. Besides, we’re married,
we’re equal partners in this life. It takes someone I don’t love or
even like very much for me to… I don’t know… be a slut. Do you
understand what I’m saying?”

I thought for a few minutes. It made a lot of
sense to me. She didn’t really like Willie, but he turned her on,
he made her into a purely sexual animal and allowed her to release
her submissive desires, and ‘still’ her mind. She wasn’t planning
anything long term with him, they weren’t partners. He could be a
sexual superior, and it didn’t affect the rest of her life. Her
life was with me.

“So… if you ever did something like that with
Willie… would you be comfortable with me being there?” I asked.

“I don’t know. It might inhibit me, but it
might make me feel safer to let go. I just don’t know. It probably
will never happen, anyway. If you’re not going to use the bathroom,
I’m taking it.” And just like that, I had to postpone my
shower.

On Friday we gathered around the Draw Bucket
to select another card.

 


Meet my friends and me and after work for
drinks. Wear your remote-control vibrator. Stay for at least two
hours.

 


“Hunter! This could lead to a lot of trouble.
You know how turned on that vibrator makes me.” Lexi was wide-eyed,
excited.

The vibrator was unique because it resembled
a miniature ‘rabbit’. It not only fit inside the vagina, it also
had an ‘ear’ that pressed against the clitoris. The whole thing was
held in place by a strap that went around the hips as well as the
pressure of tight panties.

The remote control looked like a small garage
door opener and fit easily into the palm of my hand, or in this
case, a pants pocket, allowing me to turn the vibrator on or off
with the press of a finger.

We’d tried it once before around the house.
The vibrations pushed her toward an orgasm, taking several minutes
before she finally exploded. While the sensations built, my wife
had a hard time controlling her physical reaction. In addition, if
I turned the vibrator off while the sensations were building, Lexi
seemed to stay at a high level of sexual excitement just knowing it
was there, and I could turn it on at any moment.

Using it in public and around a group of
horny men would present a challenge for Lexi. Would she be able to
control her facial expressions and body language, or would her
growing arousal become apparent?

We agreed to wait until Wednesday, the usual
night the group from work went out for a drink, to do the Dare.
Lexi was in a state of excitement all week and not just because of
the remote vibrator. She watched the Jessica video two more times,
skipping past the BDSM parts which upset her while lingering on the
scenes of submission to black men. Even replaying some of those
scenes while stroking herself through her panties.

While we waited for Wednesday, I tried to
work out how I could communicate with Willie. I had his telephone
number, I just didn’t know how to present the idea. I wrote my
thoughts down, adding and subtracting as I went until I finally
knew what I wanted to say.

Since Willie worked nights as a waiter, I
called him on his cell phone when I knew he’d be free before
leaving for work. When he answered, I had to introduce myself
again—he remembered Lexi, but I was just a cypher to him. We agreed
to meet at a bar near where he worked to talk about an idea I
had.

The bar was just that, a narrow, dingy place
crammed between two large retailers. There was a long wooden bar to
my left and four small tables against the wall to my right. It
wasn’t busy, three older drunks were sitting at the bar, milking
their afternoon drinks. Willie was at the bar as well, sitting
alone closer to the outside door. The bartender was sitting near
his regulars, reading a newspaper. He looked up at me and pulled
himself upright, ready to serve his newest customer.

I sat down next to Willie and ordered a beer.
We didn’t speak until we both had something to drink, and I asked
if he’d like to sit at a table.

“This about your wife? You pissed off or
something, want to get even?” Willie was just looking at me like
he’d deal with whatever I had to say without much of a fuss.

“It’s about my wife, yes. But I’m not pissed
off, and I don’t want to get even. In fact, I have an idea I think
you might like,” I said, taking my beer to one of the unoccupied
tables.

After a moment Willie joined me, and I told
him my idea and how we might go about it. Leaving the details to
him, I outlined the plan, but gave
him clear instructions regarding what he couldn’t do. I made sure
he understood the acts he couldn’t do would end the evening for
Lexi and make any further fun unlikely.

Willie gave me a blank stare as I spoke, not
saying a word until the very end.

“When are we doing this?” he asked.

“You’re okay with the restrictions?”

“Yeah, we okay, how much time do I have to
set it up?” he asked again.

“Two weeks,” I said. We agreed to meet at the
same bar. Now, I had to decide how much to tell Lexi in
advance.

 


****

 


We met my friends at our usual place that
Wednesday night. When Lexi walked in, she was greeted
enthusiastically by the group. We’d all met before, and I knew
there had been a great deal of talk behind my back about my wife in
her wet bikini.

Lexi had been a wet-dream, her bathing suit
sticking to her body so tightly that, not only were her nipples
obvious, but so was the camel-toe
between her legs. The entire male contingent had stared as she’d
pulled herself out of the pool and walked toward the barbeque
grill.

“What?” she’d asked.

“Nothing” had been the universal answer as
the guys tried to look away.

As my wife walked up to us in the bar, the
greeting was just a little over the top. My wife was dressed in a
short, jean skirt with a white blouse and boots. Nothing too sexy,
except it was Lexi wearing it, and she could make anything look
indecent.

She greeted me first with a big hug and a
kiss while slipping the controller into my hand. I was rewarded
with a grin as she hugged each of our friends in turn. I waited
until she was hugging Steve, a tall, well-built guy Lexi had always
found attractive, before turning on the vibrator.

Steve was standing, so I could see his face
and Lexi’s back when I pushed the button. My wife’s backside
visibly tightened, and her hips thrust forward as the sensations
hit her.

“Oh… oh, Steve, it’s good… to see you,” she
stuttered.

Steve looked confused at first, but when Lexi
didn’t pull away from the embrace, he took advantage, pulling her
in tighter and letting his hands slide down her back. My wife
hugged him back before stepping away and facing me, her face now
slightly pink and her steps faltering as she moved to stand beside
me.

I turned the vibrator off to give her a few
minutes without the overpowering stimulation. We talked as we stood
around a small round elevated table, drinking beers and eating bar
junk food.

Steve was having a hard time keeping his eyes
off my wife as I kept the arousal going by stroking her ass where
nobody could see what I was doing before excusing myself to use the
restroom. I was in there a long time; it’s hard to go with an
erection.

When I returned, Steve and Jim, another guy
from work, were standing close on each side of her. The two seemed
to be trying to tell her an interesting story, each competing for
her attention when I turned on the vibrator again.

I knew it took Lexi a long time to cool down
after the intensity of the stimulation provided by the remote, and
unless I left it on too long, I could build her arousal to a
peak.

I stood at the bar for a few minutes ordering
more beers as I watched my wife’s face and upper chest become
redder as her breathing became faster. She was suddenly more
interested in the story, particularly the part Steve was telling
her. When Steve casually put his arm around her shoulder and his
face next to her ear to tell her his part, she leaned into him,
pushing her hip into the crotch of his casual dress pants.

Neither of them knew I was watching as Steve
moved so his erection was rubbing against my wife. Lexi noticed me
watching and mouthed, “He’s huge,” in my direction.

The entire group was watching them, in awe
that one of their members was putting the moves on my wife. When I
rejoined the table after turning off the vibrator, Steve jumped a
little and gave me a bashful smile.

“I was just telling your wife... Lexi here…
you know… about the Henderson account,” he stammered, trying to
hide his erection as he casually put a hand in his pocket. It
didn’t work for him as Lexi took a sip with her left hand and
stroked his leg with her right, the side where his cock was making
a thick hose in his pants.

I didn’t want Lexi fucking one of the guys I
worked with, but I wouldn’t have wanted her to wear the vibrator if
I didn’t expect some excitement. I wasn’t resentful of Steve, I was
fascinated by the effect my wife was having on him. I expected his
wife would get extra attention that night.

Lexi looked at me with unmistakable lust
before turning her attention back to Steve. “Tell me more about the
Henderson deal,” she said, her fingers brushing the base of his
hard-on as if by accident.

As they both moved closer to the round table,
I turned the vibrator on for the last time. Lexi bent forward, her
head only inches from Steve’s chest. “Oh, God.” I knew she
was close as her hand squeezed Steve’s erection.

Steve didn’t know what to do with me standing
there pretending to talk to Jim. Lexi’s hand was moving on his cock
as her eyes closed to half-mast, and she reached the beginning of
her orgasm just as I turned the stimulation off.

“Well, honey,” I said, “I guess it’s time to
go. Steve, Jim it was good seeing you guys. We had a good
time.”

Lexi was simply standing by the table,
panting, her eyes fixed on Steve as I put my arm around her and
moved her toward the door. Once outside, Lexi threw herself into my
arms and pulled me into our car.

“I’m so horny, I could have fucked Steve
right there in the bar, and I might have if you hadn’t been there,”
she said slipping off her panties. “Give me that damn controller,”
she said, grabbing the controller out of my hand.

As I drove home, my wife was busy fucking
herself with the vibrator, driving herself to the edge of orgasm
before stopping. She was sitting with her legs spread, panting, as
I drove into our garage and closed the door.

I opened her door and pulled her into the
house, throwing her on the bed, her legs still spread wide apart as
I stripped off my pants and lay between her thighs. I used my hands
under her ass to give me better access to her bare pussy. Her cunt
and asshole were contracting as I locked my mouth around her clit
and sucked it into my mouth. My chin was instantly wet from the
river flowing out of her.

“Oh… oh… Hunter… I’m going to come… I
can’t stop it… oh now,” Lexi cried as she bucked against me.
After a moment she pushed my head away. “I can’t take more… I’m too
sensitive… that was incredible.”

It became even more incredible as my wife
wrapped her lips around my cock, sucking as she jacked me off into
her mouth. I lasted only a minute before shooting jism down her
throat. Lexi smiled up at me as she used a finger to scoop up a
drop from the corner of her mouth.




Chapter 5 – Willie and Friends

 


I called Lexi from the car to tell her I was
on my way home from work. It had been a week and a half since my
meeting with Willie. When I walked in the door, my wife was
kneeling naked, her head down, and her wrists handcuffed behind her
back. How she managed that I could only imagine.

Caught by surprise, I left the door open for
a moment, exposing her to the street. I finally collected myself
long enough to close the door and walk around her. The entire time
Lexi remained kneeling, her back straight, head down. Her nipples
were hard points on her incredible breasts, giving me an idea.

Leaving her kneeling I went to the supply of
bondage gear and picked out the nipple tweezer clamps with the
jeweled chain. We’d never used anything like this, but there was
always a first time.

Walking back to my wife, I knelt in front of
her and lifted her right breast, Lexi didn’t look up, but her
breathing became more rapid. I opened the tweezer and putting her nipple in the clamp, slowly made
it tighter until it was holding her nipple firmly. Lexi moved her
head to survey what I’d done to her, her mouth open as she began to
pant.

I did the same thing to her left nipple, the
jeweled chain hanging between her tits, adding pressure.

“Are you wet, slut?” I asked.

Lexi looked up quickly to judge my mindset
before answering, “I’m dripping. I’ve been playing with myself all
afternoon.”

“Well, I’ve been having drinks with Willie,”
I said.

Lexi’s eyes went wide. “What… why… what
did you talk about?” Her breathing was so fast, she couldn’t
get the words out.

“We talked about you. We talked about your
fantasies,” I told her.

“Oh, no… you didn’t.”

I walked behind her and knelt again to slide
my hand down her incredibly smooth, round ass, before plunging a
finger into her sodden pussy.

“Oh… Hunter… ahh.” Apparently, she
liked it. “Tell me… what about… me?”

“You have a date with Willie and maybe, some
friends.”

“Ah… oh, God… tell me!” she gasped.
“Please,
Hunter… I’m so close… tell me.”

I pulled on her nipple chain while I fingered
her, causing her to moan and push against my hand.

“You’re going to be the entertainment at a
party he’s throwing.”

“Oh… now.” She came, mashing her pussy
down on my hand, trying to get my finger deeper inside.

I pushed her forward, on her knees, her head
resting on the carpet, her ass level with my cock, her breasts
hanging down, the chain attached to the nipple clamps brushing the
floor. I ran my cock along my wife’s pussy, rubbing her clit as she
howled for me to push inside. I used her hips to hold her still as
I entered her.

“Is this what you want? Do you want me to
fuck you?”

“Yes… come inside me,” she shouted her
need as I exploded and pulled her nipple clamps off at the same
time.

Lexi came along with me, howling from the
intensity of her orgasm and the sudden pain caused by the clamps
being roughly pulled off her nipples.

As we collapsed on the floor, Lexi was
caressing and pinching her nipples, enjoying the pain caused by the
sudden flow of blood after the clamps were so roughly removed.

“They hurt more after you removed them,” she
said in wonder as I watched her fingers work her nipples. “I think
I like it.” She pinched them harder, her face showing the effect of
the pain. “What’s wrong with me, Hunter?”

“Maybe you’re a pain slut?” I offered.

Lexi punched me in the arm. “I’m not a
pain slut,” she said emphatically. “Pain doesn’t get me off.
What just happened?”

“I don’t know.” I grew serious as I sat up
and looked at her. “Are we going too far? Are you okay with all
this?”

“It scares me sometimes, it’s like a dam has
broken inside me. I’m horny all the time. I don’t know where we’re
going with it, but I don’t want to stop. Do you?”

I thought about what she’d said as I stood up
and went into the bedroom, Lexi right behind me.

“Say something, Hunter. You’re scaring me.”
She was still naked, her nipples slightly red from the nipple
clips.

“I love you, Lexi, I’ll always love you, and I’ll always be here for
you. Do you understand that?”

“Hunter, no matter what, I’m your wife. Your
partner for life. If you want to stop this, we’ll stop it and never
look back. I don’t love any of these guys, well, maybe I love
Heather a little. You’re the person I really love, the person I’m
connected to. I do it for the excitement, for the sex. Sex feels
good!”

“That’s just the thing, Lexi. I don’t want to
stop. We’re having the best sex together we’ve ever had, and I’ve
never been more deeply, head-over-heels in love with you. I want to
see where this goes. Besides, you’ve given me the gift of a
continuous erection.”

Lexi laughed with me, “Is that what it is? I
was wondering if I’d married some kind of satyr.”

“So, we’re doing the vibrator, then we’re
meeting Willie.” she said as she stroked my not-yet-soft cock. “Do
we need to have a Dare Card for that?”

 


“How’s that?” I said writing the new dare on
a three by five index card.

 


You are to meet a black man with a large
cock and be a plaything for him and his group of friends for one
night.

 


Lexi read the Dare out loud before placing
the card on the top of her dressing table. “Okay” was all she
said.

“By the way, Willie asked me to bring along a
video recorder and some bondage equipment,” I told her.

“Alright,” Lexi’s eyes were huge, “but only
under three conditions. Are you ready? You might want to write them
down. Number one, the video can’t end up on the internet. Number
two, they can’t mark me, at least nothing permanent, and Number
three, you won’t let them hurt me. At least, not too badly.”

“I agree to your conditions to the best of my
ability,” I told her, holding my right hand as though I were taking
an oath.

“But I want you to do one thing before we go.
Remember that Ace of Spades tattoo that the girl in the video had?
I want you to use a felt marker and put one right here on my left
boob,” she said.

Now, I’m not a half bad artist and using a
chalk pencil, I drew an Ace of Spades on Lexi left breast, erasing
and correcting until I thought I had it right. After she checked my
work, she asked me to add a capital Q. When everything was done to
my wife’s satisfaction, I used a black marker to make the ‘tattoo’
more permanent. Of course, we could have just purchased a temporary
tattoo, but this seemed to make me complicit. I think that was my
wife’s plan all along. When I was finished, Lexi examined herself
naked in the full-length mirror.

“It looks like a real tattoo!”

“Let it dry completely before you rub or wash
it,” I told her. “You don’t want the ink to run.”

The marking looked even better on
Friday—didn’t look new—as Lexi prepared herself for the party. By
the time we left the house, she was bathed, freshly shaved, and
wearing almost nothing. I’d already packed a small, mountable video
camera which recorded for easy transfer, along with a tri-pod, and
most of the bondage gear.




Chapter 6 – Lexi’s Gangbang

 


We met Willie at the same bar he and I had
been in the last time. We didn’t go in, just met in front. Lexi
greeted Willie with her arms around his neck and a warm, lingering
kiss. I was ignored by both.

“I’ll be riding with Willie, honey. You can
follow us,” Lexi said, barely looking at me.

I had a terrible time even finding their car.
I pulled in behind them just in time to see Lexi’s head disappear
in the direction of Willie’s lap. When we pulled up in front of a
rundown house in a marginal part of town, my emotions were ranging
from remorse to elation. I was having a hard time catching my
breath, and my skin felt like it was burning. At the same
time, my cock was a hard tube
running down the inside of my left thigh.

Willie got out of his car and went around to
open Lexi’s door. At first, I thought he was a gentleman until Lexi
bolted from the car and ran to the front door completely naked,
holding her boobs, so they wouldn’t bounce. Willie let her stand by
the front door until I joined them, carrying all my gear along with
the bondage selections. Only then did he open the door for us.

The inside was just as bad as the
outside—worn out furniture surrounded by empty beer cans and liquor
bottles. Sitting on the furniture were five black men. Some were
wearing jeans and wife-beater t-shirts, a few wore only their
boxers.

I had the camera running, holding it in my
hand as they all turned to look at us. Lexi tried to cover her
breasts and her pussy with an arm and a hand. Her face and chest
were bright red as Willie pulled her into him from the side.

“This is our slut, Lexi,” he said as my wife
spread her legs and rubbed against him. “She’s ready to be used,
aren’t you slut?” Lexi could only blush a deeper red as she was
pushed into the center of the room.

She tried to cover up again, but Willie
pulled her arms back, handcuffing her so she was exposed, helpless
to the room. As he pushed my wife forward, he introduced
everybody.

“This is Randy, James, LeRoy, DeMarcus, and
Russell.” They each stepped forward and circled my wife. “You be
careful of Russell, we call him ‘horse-dick.’”

My wife was led into the bedroom and laid out
on the bed, her arms still cuffed, and I followed with the video
camera. Lexi didn’t seem uncomfortable laying on the handcuffs as
Randy spread her legs to expose her drooling, puffy pussy.

As he started licking her pussy, my wife was
distracted by the men stripping and surrounding her. The only man
to keep his boxers on was Russell, but it was obvious by the size
of the pipe running down his thigh his cock was massive. His
underwear couldn’t contain his outsized black balls. Each of the
men were above-average in size, but Russell made me afraid for my
wife.

I watched as she took turns sucking each of
them as Randy continued to work on her pussy, Lexi’s hips moving in
rhythm to his licking. I was having second and maybe even third
thoughts about my wife being the center of a black gangbang. My
double-crossing cock betrayed me again, growing to full hardness
and threatening to erupt in my pants. I hadn’t worn underwear,
giving my erection all the room it needed to push down my leg.

Randy was the first to shove inside my wife,
his cock spreading her open as Lexi groaned around the cock in her
mouth and moved her hips to take more of him inside. Using his
hands to pin her hips to the bed, Randy set a slow pace as he
fucked her. Each time he pulled back his black cock would shine
with my wife’s juices.

He didn’t have time to come inside her as he
was quickly pushed aside. Willie was in the same slow pace mood as
he thrust himself inside without giving my wife a chance to prepare
herself for him. She sucked in her breath before whimpering at the
sudden intrusion.

 I was having a
hard time keeping the camera still, finally setting it on the
dresser while I set up the tri-pod. By the time I had everything
set and aimed at the bed, Lexi was on her knees, her wrists still
handcuffed behind her back, and her ass high in the air as James
pounded inside.

Lexi’s was being fucked in the mouth by
LeRoy, and the other guys played with themselves and talked about
my wife.

“Look at the slut go, man. Maybe we should
make her airtight? Hey Lexi, you ever been ass-fucked?” My wife
didn’t make any noise, but I noticed tears on her cheeks as drool
dripped from her mouth, covering LeRoy’s erection.

“Please… oh… not my ass… oh,” she
croaked as DeMarcus shoved his oversized cock inside her causing my
wife to have another strong orgasm. Her pussy was in spasm as he
continued to fuck her. Her mouth was free of cock as DeMarcus came
deep inside her.

As Willie unlocked the handcuffs and rolled
my wife onto her back, Russell finally took off his boxers and
started rubbing his cock against Lexi’s spread lips. I had a hard
time believing the size of his erection, it looked more like a
liter soda bottle than a penis. His ball sack was the size of a
softball, and even as he edged the head of his cock inside, his
balls were swinging against my wife’s asshole.

Lexi howled as he stretched her, I was
certain that she would be ripped in two, but as he pushed inside,
my wife’s pussy expanded to take him in as he pulled her labia
apart.

“Oh… oh… I’m taking you!” Lexi was
loud, loud enough to cause the other men to stand back and watch in
awe. I took the video camera off the tri-pod, so I could get a
close up of his enormous erection distending my wife’s vagina. I
moved around to get a close up of Lexi’s face, her mouth opened
wide, her eyes staring.

“Are you okay, honey?” I asked her. I had to
repeat the question before she finally looked at me.

“I’m taking him, Hunter. I’m going to take
all of him.”

But she hadn’t taken all of him, there was
still a lot of cock to go, and Russell wasn’t giving up. Even when
he hit Lexi’s cervix and she howled in pain and tried to get away,
he just changed the angle of his thrusting until his cock pushed in
further.

“Oh, Hunter… he’s going in more… I don’t
know… I… I’ve never been… he’s so deep,” Lexi was gasping.
“I’m coming again… oh, honey.”

Russell was moving inside my wife, his cock
lubricated by all the semen inside her. Lexi was blubbering as the
rest of his cock disappeared until his balls rested on my wife’s
ass.

“I’ve never felt so full… he’s touching
me… so deep.” She was looking right at me. “He owns me… he
owns my pussy,” she said as she wrapped her legs around his
waist, her arms around his neck.

As Russell continued to fuck my wife, his
cock buried deeper than I could ever hope to go, Lexi kissed him,
her mouth wide open. Stopping only when she would come again, the
orgasms running together.

I caught it all on video, my heart breaking
as I watched. Even as my cock exploded down the inside of my pants,
I felt a wretched worry that Lexi was lost to me. I’d never be able
to satisfy her like this; maybe she did belong to Russell now.
Maybe I’d witness the act that would cost me my marriage.

I had to look away even as Lexi screamed in
frenzied orgasm, I was too anxious to watch. I wanted the night to
end, I wanted to take my wife home
if she’d go.

“You might as well go home, man,” Willie said
directing me out of the room. “She’ll be here a while yet. I’ll get
her home when she’s ready.” As I left, Lexi was sitting on top of
Russell as two men supported her, fucking him, taking his entire
cock every time she sat down.

Her orgasms seemed non-stop; when she lifted
her ass, it looked like he was pulling her vagina inside out. At
least three inches of her pussy clung to his fat erection as Lexi
wailed.

“Oh… oh… all the way inside… I love this
cock,” she panted as she pushed the words out. “Use my
pussy… fuck my pussy.” I’d never heard my wife talk like that.
“Make me your… your whore!”

I should have stayed, I should have put up a
fight. I didn’t, I left the video camera running and staggered out
to the car, leaving my wife with a gang of black men and without
clothing. I drove home in a daze, conscience-stricken by what I’d
done. I felt as though the life had been drained out of me. I was
ashamed and humiliated.

When I pulled into the garage, I was even
further humiliated by the return of my erection. I wanted to punish
myself. I was terror-stricken I’d left my wife to her fate, but I
felt too timid to go back. All I could do was pull myself to the
couch and stroke my hard-on, remembering Lexi’s face as Russell
fucked her, while I mentally beat myself up for being such a poor
excuse for a husband. Even the bottle of scotch I opened didn’t do
much to ease my guilt or to reduce my erection.

I was a poor excuse for manhood compared to
Russell. I could never stack up to him. I was convinced my wife, if
I ever saw her again, would look at me with pity. All the while the
liquid in the scotch bottle seemed to disappear.

My last thought as the sun was coming up was,
“I guess we’re not bored anymore.”




Chapter 7 – Lexi Comes Home and Heather Cums
Back

 


I woke up to the sight of Lexi laying naked
on the floor just inside the door. I staggered over to her, still a
little drunk from the night before. They had left her lying face
up, her arms stretched above her head, her legs wide apart.

I tried to wake her, but all she did was moan
and spread her legs even further apart. I gently put my hand on her
pussy to judge just what we were dealing with. As I touched her,
she moaned and pushed herself against my fingers, causing them to
slide inside. Cum was bubbling out of her in a seemingly
never-ending stream, and for the first time, her asshole was
dilated and wet, too.

Instead of tending to my wife, I selfishly
knelt between her knees and spread her open to survey the damage.
Lexi’s cunt was a distended mess, I could easily see the white
pools of semen as well as the walls of her pussy. Her clit was
visibly hard and larger than I remembered as it contracted
rhythmically.

“Fuck me… I’m a slut,” she moaned.

For the first time, I noticed the new felt
marker writing on her body. In addition to Randall’s telephone
number, my wife was marked with the words ‘slut’ and ‘whore for
BBC’ as well as directions on exactly where to insert a black
cock.

“Lexi, talk to me. Can you hear me?”

My wife only moaned, “Fuck me.”

As hard as I’d been all night, it didn’t seem
right. It took a lot of effort, but I was finally able to get her
on her feet and onto the bed. She needed cleaning and rest, and I
needed help. I called Heather and explained what had happened.

“Lexi was in a black gangbang last night.
They just dropped her off. Heather, she needs help,” I said when
she answered.

“How bad?”

“Very bad. About as bad as it can get,” I
told her.

“I’m on my way.”

When Heather arrived, she went into the
bedroom and closed the door behind her. I heard water running and
heard Lexi, first moaning and then complaining. All the while,
Heather could be heard softly reassuring her.

When Heather finally opened the door, Lexi
was lying on a bare sheet. Her hair and face looked clean, but she
wasn’t resting comfortably, her hips were still moving and her head
was rolling from side to side.

“What did they do to her, Hunter?” Heather
asked.

“They left a video, you can see for yourself
if you’d like.”

We sat together silently as we watched the
video of my wife’s gangbang. The first part I’d seen, I’d even
filmed it. When Russell pushed his huge cock inside my wife,
Heather gasped and put her hand over her mouth.

The next two hours until the video ran out, I
hadn’t seen. Willie had been the one to take her ass while Randy
was buried inside her pussy. Lexi had become slightly unhinged,
begging them to fuck her faster and harder. After each of the men
used her again, some in her ass, she sat on LeRoy’s cock and using her thigh muscles, fucked herself
on him. She didn’t notice as two of the men came on her breasts. By
the end of the video, the men satisfied and my wife virtually
unconscious, she was still begging them to fuck her.

Heather’s breathing had picked up as we
watched. I knew she was a confirmed lesbian, but the sight was so
explicit, so vivid in its scenes of unbridled lust, and she was so
graphically familiar with the woman… even Heather was excited. Her
hand was clenched between her thighs, pressed hard against her
sex.

“Is there anything I can do?” I asked.

Without answering Heather stood and walked
back into the bedroom. Minutes later, I heard the sounds Lexi makes
when Heather is between her thighs. I took a chance and joined them
in the bedroom.

My wife was on her back as Heather, naked
now, softly licked her swollen vulva. Lexi’s hands were on the back
of Heather’s head, pulling her in and holding her gently at the
same time.

Heather’s tight ass and leaking pussy were
open to my sight, as they had been one of the first times I’d seen
them together. This might have been exactly what Lexi needed, but I
could no longer keep my aching cock in my pants. As I released it
and started stroking myself, Lexi opened her eyes and beckoned me
to join them.

Heather continued softly licking Lexi as I
lay beside her on the bed. We held each other, kissing as my wife
became more excited.

“You haven’t… oh… you haven’t come… yet?” she
asked stroking my erection.

“I wanted to finish inside you,” I said.

“How stretched… oh… how stretched am I?” she
asked, raising her head to look down at Heather.

Her lover raised her head, her fingers
continuing the work her tongue had been doing on my wife’s
clit.

“You’ve been stretched some. It’ll go back,
but right now would be a good time to try fisting,” she said as she
winked at me.

Lexi rolled on her side, pulling Heather up
so they were face to face, their mouths meeting in passion as I
slipped my erection into my wife’s pussy from the back. Heather was
right, there wasn’t much sensation as I tried to get enough
friction to get off.

“I’m going to try something, honey,” I
whispered as I rubbed the head of my wet cock on my wife’s ass.

“Do it, Hunter. Claim my ass,” Lexi’s kissing
grew more frantic as I pushed past her tighter outer rim and sank
inside. As much as she’d been used even her rear entrance was
spread open, but I was finally able to get the friction I had been
longing for. Squeezing Lexi’s breast, I exploded inside her.




Chapter 8 – Coming Clean

 


It took a long time for the markings to wash
off. In the meantime, we had several long conversations about what
had happened, and what the future might hold for us.

“Hunter,” Lexi and I were dressed in our old
sweats curled up together on the couch, “I’ve changed, haven’t
I?”

“How do you think you’ve changed?” I knew
what I thought, but I wanted to hear Lexi’s.

“I’ve been thinking a lot. I haven’t thought
about much else, this last week. What we’ve done, what I’ve
done, what I’ve become,” she said moving to look at me. She looked
at one eye before staring into the other. “Do you still love
me?”

“I love you more than ever. I’ve only been
afraid that you might stop loving me,” I said.

“But you let me do the things I’ve done. If
you were afraid of losing me why didn’t you stop me?” A reasonable
question I thought.

“There’ are a couple of reasons. The first is
the fear added to my excitement. It’s hard to explain, but it made
my pleasure that much greater. The sight of the woman I love more
than anything in the world being sexually fulfilled, right in front
of me, in ways I couldn’t, added to the real apprehension that she
might leave me, well, it made my heart beat even faster. It made my
cock even harder,” I finished lamely.

“You said there were more reasons,” she said,
staring at me so intently, she was making me worried.

“Okay. You were having the best sex of your
life, pleasure I could never hope to give you. It seemed selfish of
me to take that away.”

“Hunter, I love you. You’re the only person I
could ever feel this… this devotion to. Everything else is just
sex. I’m attached to you, I only feel close to another person…
really close… when I’m with you.” Her wet eyes were wide as she
stared into mine. “Do you understand the difference? Russell took
my body. There’s no question about that. He took it, but he didn’t
take me. I’m still yours, I always will be.”

We held each other, letting our feelings show
as we physically connected.

“When you say he took your body, what do you
mean?” I asked. Lexi took a few minutes to collect herself before
answering.

“It’s not easy to explain, and it’s even
harder to understand. Are you sure you’re ready?” I must have
looked frightened as Lexi stroked my face, her eyes soft as she
looked into mine.

“When he was fucking me, Hunter, he owned my
body. I’m sorry, honey. He owned me in a way no other man ever has
or probably ever could. He could do anything he wanted to me, and I
would have done anything he told me to do. But he didn’t own me, do
you understand what I’m trying to say?”

“Are you going to call him?” I asked.

“No.”

“What if he calls you?”

“I’ll tell you about it.”

“After he calls or after you fuck him
again?”

“Yes.”

After a few minutes of hugging Lexi pulled
away enough to ask, “So, where do we go from here?”

“You have to tell me more. What else have you
been thinking?” I asked.

“Some of it might hurt you, Hunter. Or should
I use your first name Robin?” she laughed again. My real name,
Robin Banks, always made my wife laugh.

“I’ll will be fine. Don’t worry about hurting
me, just tell me the truth.”

“Alright. Here goes. I love your cock, I love
how it feels, how it makes me feel and that it belongs to the man I
love, but otherwise I prefer large cocks.” Lexi looked down as
though ashamed. “I guess I’m hooked on big, black cocks.”

She stood up and walked through the entryway
into the kitchen. I could hear her moving things around for several
minutes before she walked back in and stood with her arms
crossed.

“I’m sorry, Hunter. It’s just sex, not love,
but the feelings I get are so intense, so overwhelming powerful.
Can you forgive me, do you hate me now?” Lexi looked like she was
just one word from breaking into uncontrollable sobs.

I quickly stood and held her as her breathing
settled down. “What does this mean for us?”

“It doesn’t mean anything for us, Hunter. I
love you, I love the way you make love with me. Nothing can change
that. But if we continue the Dare’s, it’s something we need to keep
in mind. I’ve become a black cock slut, just like Willie said I
would.” The admission that Willie had been right caused Lexi a lot
of embarrassment mixed with pain.

“What about Heather?” I asked.

Lexi smiled up at me. “Nothing changed with
Heather. She’s my best friend, and I’d like to take her to bed from
time to time. If she’s willing, and you don’t object.”

“I like Heather. She was here for you when
you really needed her. I have no objections,” I assured her.

“I do think we should put the Dare Bucket on
hold for a month. Are you okay with that?”

A month later we sat around the bucket as
Lexi drew a card. We’d quickly reverted to our old ways, except for
nights when Heather slept over. We’d spent the month wearing sweats
and watching TV. By the time we pulled the bucket out again, we
were bored and listless.

Lexi handed the new card to me and I
carefully pulled the staple and read:

 


Have naked professional pictures taken of
yourself. Let the photographer pose you in any position he chooses.
Make sure they are on a flash drive and that no copies are kept by
anyone else.

 


Lexi just looked at me, her eyes wide and her
mouth open. “I’m going to be posing for glamour photos, and I’ll be
naked. Who’s the photographer, some porno guy, I suppose?”

“No, he’s a professional with his own studio
and everything. I’ll set it up for next week. Plan on being ready
Friday night,” was all I told
her.

That week, I met with the photographer and
laid out the terms. He could only keep the tasteful shots, and Lexi
would get a commission on any he sold. The pornographic shots were
to be deleted after they were sent to me. We signed a contract with
clear terms.

During the week, my wife had her pussy waxed,
and on Friday, she took extra care getting ready. She spent a long
time in the bathroom and came out looking incredible. I hated to
let her go. I loved her so much it hurt, and I almost came unglued
knowing what would happen. I was careful not to let my feelings
show as Lexi asked if I was coming along.

“No, I’ll see the pictures. You run along.
Send me a text when you get there. I’ll see you later.”

As soon as the door closed behind her, I
collapsed on the couch, a jittery mess. My hands were shaking so
much I couldn’t pour a drink.

Half an hour after Lexi left, I received a
text from her.

 


The photographer is Russell! Oh,
God!

 


 


Watch for the next Hotwife Lexi book coming
soon.
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being in love with her husband, Linda's constant arousal compels
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Linda's carnal appetites and he wants her all to himself for a
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Hotwife

 


Jimmy and Annette grew up
together, so it seemed only natural for them to marry. They were
the perfect couple... until the stress of Jimmy's police work made
him impotent. When Jimmy discovers a video of his wife having sex
with a black man, he's shocked and hurt. Even more shockingly, he
becomes aroused! With newfound confidence (and an eagerness to
explore his new fetish), Jimmy sets out to win his wife
back.




 


 


 


Brianna's Hotwife Offering

 


Brianna's stunning beauty is
captivating, but no one can shatter her ice-queen reserve until she
falls in love with Connor during an unexpected cross-country trip.
But Brianna will never be satisfied with just one man. Can Connor
accept her voracious hotwife lusts as she seduces both men and
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is forced to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his wife
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discovers how much he loves to watch—and then
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When Carlo, a mob fix-it man,
finds out his wife has been kidnapped, he assumes it’s payback for
a job. Little does he know, the gang of black men who took his wife
has no interest in retaliation. Their interests lie strictly in
pleasure. Specifically, the pleasure that comes from reprogramming
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When Carlo is taken by the same group of men, he’s forced to watch
his wife degrade herself for her captors. Will Carlo lose her
completely to her newfound fetish and lifestyle, or is their
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Katie’s Awakening

 


Mack is an athletic, high-powered
attorney with only one drawback: His penis is tiny. Very tiny.
Women are drawn to him because he's a nice guy who never tries
anything. Little do they know he's terrified to expose his
weakness. Until Katie. She loves him despite his small size.
Everything is going perfectly for the happy couple when fate throws
a wrench in their wedding plans. Mack promised Katie that she had a
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William committed professional
suicide when he took his dead-end job. Overworked, underpaid, and
forced to put up with his a-hole boss, all he could look forward to
was drinking himself into oblivion. That was until he met Kristen.
Bubbly and beautiful, she became the light in his darkness. No more
lonely nights spent in dive bars and hooking up with strangers, he
knew he'd found the one. She even shared his fetish for. But as
this loving couple give in to their darkest desires, can their
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Will and Kristen finally take the
honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since
their last hotwife adventure and neither is sure where to go from
this point. Once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon
isn’t always just for two. Larry, Will's big black boss, is on the
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who you’re with!
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}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
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}
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//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
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