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Chapter 1 - The Dare Bucket

 


 


We invented “The Dare
Bucket” because our lives had become stale. I had no idea it would
turn into the Hotwife Dare Bucket.

There was just no other way
to describe the rut we’d fallen into over the last few years. When
we were first married, we’d tried to have children, and after
seeing multiple doctors and spending a lot of money, we were told
that Lexi couldn’t become pregnant.

My wife fell into a deep
depression after we were given the news. I’d often find her crying
as she struggled to accept the fact that her lifelong dream of
being a mother was over.

We’d gone through all the
options and finally decided that we’d just be that couple who
didn’t have kids. We didn’t realize the impact that would have on
our lives. All our friends were wrapped up in the lives of their
children, and we found that we just no longer belonged. We probably
could have rebuilt our social lives, but we just didn’t seem to
have the energy anymore. As a result, we’d simply run out of new
things to do. Each day we dragged ourselves out of bed, got
dressed, went to our jobs, returned home, watched television, and
fell into bed.

On Sunday, we’d make love.
We were usually good for about 30 minutes, doing the same things
we’d done the previous Sunday–some oral sex followed by the
missionary position. I’m not sure if Lexi even reached orgasm, it
seemed like she had, but I never knew for sure.

In other words, we were
showing all the signs of a couple married for years, a mildly
depressed couple who had become so used to each other that their
lives had fallen into a familiar, comfortable routine. Now we’d
reached the dreaded seventh year when the ‘itch’ was rumored to
begin; it was possible one of us would fall into an affair just for
the excitement of it, for the opportunity to feel something, and
that would be ‘it’ for our marriage.

We had once had something
special, and I didn’t want it to become a childless ‘starter
marriage.’ I meant it when I vowed to take Lexi as my wife until
the day I died, but I feared if we didn’t do something soon to
liven up our lives, we might run out of time.

Lexi didn’t seem as
concerned as I was, but I probably didn’t seem worried to her
either. We were just drifting, and like a boat, we’d likely
continue drifting until we ran into something. I was afraid that
Lexi would run into someone else.

Just the thought of Lexi in
bed with another man scared the crap out of me. This mental image
would cause my skin to get hot, and my stomach to feel slightly
sick. It also would cause my cock to thicken, which confused me.
What if I lost her? Yes, but what if I didn’t, what if I got to
watch?

Oh god, I was a sick, sick
man. I was married to the most beautiful woman I’d ever known, and
I was turned on by the thought of watching her in bed with someone
else. But then, I’d never actually seen Lexi make love with anyone.
She’d always been with me. It would be like watching a live sex
show starring the most gorgeous woman in the world–my
wife.

At this point, looking
back, I can admit that a strange, sick fascination influenced the
Dare Bucket. You see, I’d read articles and searched the internet
for ideas of things we could do to relight the spark. Lexi was open
to almost anything when it came to sex, as was I, we just didn’t
have ideas except getting my wife in bed with another man while I
watched. When we did think of an idea, it was easy to put it off
until a different time, a time when we weren’t so busy or tired. It
was almost by accident that I stumbled onto a plan that might
work.

“I have an idea,” I told
Lexi.

“An idea for
what?”

“To put more fun in our
lives,” I answered.

Lexi just looked at me. She
was wearing sloppy old sweatpants and a sweatshirt several sizes
too large for her. Despite her lack of makeup and her questionable
choice in clothing, Lexi was strikingly beautiful. With long shiny
dark hair and an olive complexion, she looked like Emily
what’s-her-name. Her body and face even resembled the semi-famous
model, except her breasts seemed slightly more substantial. That
body was currently completely hidden inside sloppy sweat clothing,
yet she was still striking.

Lexi had the type of
breasts pornographers’ lust after, like the model’s, full, with
just enough sage to testify to their size and weight. Her areolas
were the same color as her lips, a dark vermilion. Both her breasts
and her lips looked too large for her petite body. How had this
spectacular woman fallen for me? More importantly, how had we
managed to grow bored together?

“I have a question first,”
she said.

“Okay.”

“What was your mother
thinking when she named you?” Lexi had asked me this question
before. “Robin Banks? No wonder you go by your middle name, you’d
never be able to cash a check,” she laughed. My wife always found
this hilarious.

“That’s why I go by my
middle name: Hunter. Are you ready for my idea?”

“Yep, give it to me, Mr. R.
H. Banks,” her sense of humor was still intact.

I let her settle down for a
minute, “Here’s my idea, but you have to promise you won’t laugh,”
I said.

Lexi was already laughing,
“Robin Banks!”

“So much for that. Okay,
it’s simple really, we have to do something to liven up our lives.
We’re in a rut, we’re boring,” I said.

“I’m not boring,” Lexi
stated with some emphasis, but even then, her heart wasn’t in it.
“Oh crap, I am boring. I even sound bored when I say I’m not
boring. Let’s just watch TV; we can talk about your idea this
weekend.”

I switched off the
television, a potentially dangerous move on my part, but I
immediately had her attention. “What the fuck, Hunter?” she
said.

“We listen to my idea
first, and then we watch, deal?”

“I’m going to
pee.”

“But … deal?” I shouted
after her.

“Okay. Deal.”

I had already collected
everything we’d need, including a one-page explanation of the idea.
When Lexi came back, I handed her a copy and said, “This isn’t
necessarily final, but I think it’s a good start.”

Lexi looked at the paper,
absentmindedly scratching her left breast as I began explaining my
idea. It was hard to concentrate as I tore my eyes away from her
hand.

“I call it the ‘Dare
Bucket,’ each of us puts an idea of a thing we can do together on
these index cards. One idea per card,” I began. “The cards are
folded twice, stapled, and put into this bucket,” I said, holding
up our ice bucket.

“Each week, we pull one
card at random on Friday, and we do whatever it says before Monday.
We fill out twelve cards each, but here’s the catch, six of the
cards must involve sex. They can’t all be ‘go antiquing,’” I
said.

“Oh, ‘go antiquing,’” Lexi
said as she wrote on an index card, folded it twice, stapling it
and dropping it in the bucket.

She smiled at me, “Anything
else they can’t all say?”

“That’s the last example,”
I said. “Remember, half must be about sex.”

Lexi wasn’t done with me,
“Like what, I need a little help getting the idea.”

“All we do is have sex for
half an hour once a week. There has to be something you’d like to
do,” I said.

“Watch TV,” Lexi wasn’t
going down without a fight. I think she used the television to
distract herself, like an electronic Prozac.

“Watch a dirty movie on
TV?” I offered.

“Oh, that’s a good one,”
Lexi was busy writing on a new index card. “Can’t we do this on the
computer?”

“We can, but this is more
intimate. We’ll have to think about what we may like to do and
handwrite it. We can’t just copy a list from the internet,” I said.
“Also,” pulling Lexi’s last card out of the bucket, “Just watching
a dirty movie isn’t enough. There has to be action.”

“Action? Like what?” she
asked.

“We watch a dirty movie
while you sit on my lap and fuck me, or we watch until I make you
come. Something besides sitting around watching television,” I
answered.

“Until you make me come,”
Lexi was busy writing again. She grinned at me as she dropped the
revised note into the bucket. “I should have made that
‘twice.’”

“How long do we have to
fill out the cards?” she asked.

“We’ll pull the first one
next Friday and do whatever it says on Saturday to get us started.
How does that sound?” I answered. “But, please refer to the ‘rules’
section, if you want to suggest any changes, now is the
time.”

Lexi was studying her sheet
once again, “Once a card is picked, that exact activity must be
carried out that evening or by Sunday night if it can’t be done the
night the card is drawn. There can be no ‘do-overs’ or
substitutions.”

She looked up at me, her
large green eyes studying my face. “Okay,” was all she
said.

“This rule also applies to
all cards of sexual nature,” she continued.

“So, if I want you to suck
off another man, just for instance,” a broad smile brightened her
face. “You’d have to do it, no weaseling out?”

“That’s right, and if I
want you to go down on another woman, you’d have to do it,” I said.
Lexi’s face turned slightly pink, a color I only saw on her when
she was excited.

“You’d never make me do
something like that, would you?” she asked almost
hopefully.

She had just given me an
idea for a card. My beautiful heterosexual wife was turned on by
the idea of sex with another woman. Interesting.

“What if something takes a
week to arrange? What if it can’t be done right away?” she
asked.

“Then we both mutually
agree to postpone it, but no longer than one week, and we still do
it,” I said.

“Agreed, one week.” Lexi
was busy writing the adjustment on her rule sheet.

Without looking up, she
asked under her breath, pretending it was just a throwaway
question, “Where would we find a woman like that
anyway?”

It wasn’t a throwaway
question; I needed to give the idea some thought.

“Deal,” she said, smiling
at me. My wife looked excited for the first time in
months.

“We also have to agree to
tell each other the absolute truth about everything,” I
said.

“Everything?”

“Yes. Not just with the
cards either. We have to start being completely open and honest
with each other,” I said, feeling my heart in my throat.

“If you’re sure you can
handle me being completely honest and open, I agree,” Lexi looked
concerned by the additional rule.

“Agreed,” I
said.

.




Chapter 2 - Shopping

 


 


I had ideas for what I
wanted on the six index cards involving sex; it was the six cards
not involving sex that left me feeling clueless. I’d already given
away ‘antiquing,’ not that I would have used it anyway. Breaking my
own rule, I researched the internet. Most of the ideas I pulled up
were useless to me, but I did find enough to finish the six ‘clean’
cards.

If we each wrote twelve
cards, twenty-four in all without duplications, we’d have half a
year of new activities. It was also possible we’d like some of them
well enough to repeat them. With all the little things life throws
at people, holidays, for instance, we may have enough for an entire
year.

We talked more that week
than we had in years, and not just about the index cards, we talked
about what we wanted out of life. We’d never opened up to each
other like this before. I found out more about my wife that week
than I had in all the time we’d been married. For so long, we’d
been focused on having a baby and then dealing with her depression
when she received the bad news. We hadn’t really talked in a
long time, and now that we had something to look forward to for the
weekend, there was excitement in the air.

Lexi was a lot more
passionate and attentive than I could remember her being since our
honeymoon. We made love twice and cuddled together every night.
Instead of wearing pajamas to bed, we started sleeping naked again.
It was as if we were newlyweds. We smiled more; we remembered that
we liked each other.

Lexi spent some time each
evening working on her ideas, and as Friday approached, the ice
bucket was full of folded and stapled index cards. The Dare Bucket
wasn’t entirely my idea. I’d read about it in a magazine while
waiting in an airport. The article had been written by a marriage
therapist who said the problem with the idea was that couples would
agree to do it but not carry through. I’d taken his article and
added my twist, but the important thing was that Lexi was
completely into it.

On Friday evening, Lexi was
as excited as I was as we flipped a coin to decide who drew the
first card. We’d take turns every week after the first one. I won
the flip, and looking away from the bucket; I stuck my hand inside
to pull out a card. With grand ceremony I pulled the staple, maybe
staples hadn’t been a great idea, and handed the card to Lexi to
read:

Instead of playing golf, go
shopping with me for a day.

Pick out new shoes for me and pay
for them.

I’d drawn one of Lexi’s
cards, and she was so excited she was bouncing on the couch. While
not planned, the Dare Bucket could not have started on a better
note.

“I’m getting new shoes,
we’re going shopping!” she threw her arms around my neck, and
before I knew it, we were making love on the couch. My wife pulled
off my pants and stroked my cock while she kissed me.

“I want you right now,
Hunter.”

Lexi was already wet, and,
as we made love, she would not let go of her winning card. It was
still in her hand when we both came. So far, the cards were an
excellent idea.

We set out Saturday to shop
together. Lexi hit every store in the mall, even the office supply
place. I gathered some valuable information along the way about my
wife. She always looked good, but I was given an insight into how
she picked clothing.

I held up a potentially
revealing dress for her to try on and, after making sure no one
could see, Lexi came out to show me what she was wearing. “I wish I
could wear something like this, but it just shows too much. It
would make me feel self-conscious,” she said.

“Does it make you feel
sexy?” I asked, peering at her exposed skin.

“Oh, yes. I could take you
right now, but I’d never buy something like this,” my wife said,
studying the price tag. “Even if it were half this price. Look at
this.”

I studied the price tag,
allowing me to caress my wife’s ass through the form-fitting dress.
“It is a little pricy, but you’re worth it,” I said.

“We’re putting it back,”
and Lexi disappeared into the dressing room.

While she was gone, I held
a long, quiet conversation with the sales clerk, Heather, and
handed her my credit card to buy the dress. She’d hold it for me
until I could pick it up on Monday. It was perfect for one of my
cards, and I knew it fit her.

Heather turned into an ally
as we shopped. She was able to pick out outfits for my wife that
Lexi found immediately appealing. All were sexy, and some were
revealing. Lexi bought them all, much to my delight. The two women
seemed to bond as they shopped together, I found a place to sit
where I could watch them laughing and talking as they picked out
clothing for Lexi to try on.

We overspent, and by the
time we arrived in the shoe store, Lexi was ready to sit down as I
wandered around looking for the right pair for her. My wife kept a
nervous eye on me as I picked up one pair after another, finally
finding pumps with four-inch heels that perfectly matched the dress
I’d just bought her.

“These,” I said, handing
her the shoe.

“Hunter, these don’t go
with anything I have, and I can’t wear them to work.”

“I pick, right?” I
asked.

“Right,” she said, sounding
discouraged.

“Don’t worry. You’ll have a
chance to wear them,” Lexi’s eyes shot up.

“What do you have planned?”
she asked suspiciously.

“There are more cards to be
drawn. Those are the shoes,” I said.

“Do you know how much they
cost? I could get three pairs of something else for this much
money. These will be the most expensive shoes I’ve ever had,” Lexi
said in amazement.

“You could, but these are
the ones we’re getting.”

Lexi walked around the
store in her new shoes, checking out her image in the mirrors. “I
do look really good in them,” she said while admiring herself in a
full-length mirror. Even in jeans, she looked great. The shoes
lengthened her legs and thrust her ass out. I started to get hard
imagining her wearing those shoes with the dress I’d secretly
bought her.

She was excited about the
shoes by the time I finally paid, and we walked out of the
store.

“You’ve got me for the
entire day. Where else do you want to shop?” I asked.

“I want to shop at home, in
bed. I know just what I’ll buy,” she said with a flirty smile. We
hadn’t flirted with each other in a very long time.

That night I was propped up
in bed when Lexi came in wearing nothing but her new shoes. She’d
even shaved her pussy except for a small strip of short dark fuzz
right above her slit. She looked fantastic; her face was slightly
pink, the shoes caused her to stand so her breasts seemed even
larger and her ass more rounded.

“Lexi, you look wonderful,”
I told her, my cock straining toward a full erection.

“I do?” She turned to look
over her shoulder at the full-length mirror behind her. “Oh, wow, I
do, don’t I?” Lexi did a complete turn looking at herself in the
mirror before turning to face me.

I watched, transfixed as
she ran her hands over her body. Lifting her heavy breasts and
spreading her legs before using her left hand to pull her pussy up
for me to see. She touched her hole with her right forefinger
making it wet and lightly stroking her clit.

“I’m horny, Hunter. Look
what your shoes are doing to me. Would you like to fuck your wife?”
She was stroking herself faster, even as I played with my
erection.

She kept the shoes on as we
made love. Before long, Lexi was on her back with me on top. She
had her legs spread wide, holding the heels of her new shoes as we
fucked.

“Oh … honey,” I was
pounding her as hard and as fast as I could. We came together, the
new normal for us. Afterward, we held each other, the shoes still
on Lexi’s feet.

“I’ll always connect these
shoes to sex, even if I don’t have anything to wear them with,” she
said.

“Don’t say never. We have a
lot of cards to read,” I reminded her.

“Can we read another one
now?” she asked.

“I’d rather wait until next
Friday, but it’s not just up to me,” I said.

“Let’s wait,” Lexi said as
she threw a leg over mine and started rubbing her wet pussy against
me.




Chapter 3 - Heather

 


 


On Monday, I returned to
the mall to pick up the dress and to talk with Heather.

“Your wife looked great in
this dress,” she said as she completed the order. Heather was a
tall stunning blonde.

“You must enjoy working
with women and dresses all day,” I observed. “You worked the
weekend, and you’re here on Monday, you must like your job.” I was
just being friendly.

“I’m gay,” she looked at me
with a small smile. “Other than being a guard in a women’s prison,
this is about the best job I could have.” She was smiling as she
talked.

“Can I ask you something? I
hope I’m not forward, but there’s a reason I bought that dress for
my wife, and I’d like to explain what we’re doing if you have a
couple of minutes.” The mall was almost deserted on a Monday
morning.

“Okay. But I won’t go on a
date with you,” she said.

I stuck out my hand, “I’m
Hunter.”

“I’m Heather. Let’s sit
down,” she said, shaking my hand, although we’d already
met.

When we were seated, and
Heather had served us both coffees, I told her about the
cards.

“That sounds like a great
idea, where does the dress fit in?” she looked
interested.

“Two places, I hope. I want
Lexi to wear the dress for one of the cards I wrote, a card that
has to do with going out without panties and exposing herself to
another man,”

I was embarrassed as I
spoke, but Heather just laughed. “You think she’ll do
it?”

“Yes. It’s part of the
deal. We have to do what’s on the card or the ‘game’ ends, and we
go back to wearing sweats and watching TV.”

“You said two places,” she
prompted me.

“This is really
embarrassing, and I don’t know if I can say,” I’m sure my face was
bright red.

“You’ve come this far, and
now I’m dying of curiosity. You have to tell me,” Heather had her
hand on my arm.

“Okay … um … one of my
cards for Lexi is for her to make love with another … um … woman,”
I finally got out.

Heather looked at me in
amazement for a minute. “Has she ever done that?”

“No, but she’s fantasied. I
think it’s more than a fantasy. I think it’s something she’s always
wanted to do, something she’s very curious about, but it just never
happened for her. I’m hoping she just needs a push,” I
said.

“You think I might be
willing to help with this?” Heather asked.

“I hoped you would, you’re
beautiful, Lexi really likes you, and I think you’d treat her
right. Maybe you know someone?” I was having second thoughts about
asking. I was beyond uncomfortable.

“Look, I’m sorry I asked.
You’ve been very gracious, and I’ve offended you,” I finished
lamely, getting up to leave.

“Sit down, Hunter,” Heather
tugged on my arm. “I’ll do it. Your wife is gorgeous, I like her,
and while lesbians don’t exactly bed hop like guys, we’ve been
known to engage in one-night stands from time to time. How do you
see this working?”

“I’m going to change the
card, don’t ask me how, so that she has to come in here and ask you
out for a drink. It’ll be on a Friday night. I don’t know what
happens after that.”

“I do. This Friday?” she
asked.

“Yes.”

Heather stood and offered
me her hand. “I’m looking forward to it. Thank you, Hunter, you
don’t know it, but you’ve made my day.” She gave me a bright smile
as she pulled me in for a hug.




Chapter 4 - Lesbian

 


 


Friday, I cheated. First, I
traded with Lexi to pick out of the bucket, telling her I was
feeling lucky, and she could have the next two picks.

“Three,” she said. “I get
the next three picks if you jump the line.”

“Okay, three,” I
agreed.

I cheated by palming a new
card, one I’d written especially for tonight. I also cheated by
removing the card I’d put in earlier about Lexi making love with
another woman. The staple hadn’t gone in right, making it easy to
find, and I removed it from the bucket before Lexi got
home.

“Are you ready?” I said as
I gave her the new card to read.

“Give it to me, big fella,”
she said.

You return to the dress shop at the
mall and ask our clerk, Heather, out for a drink. You are to make
love with Heather and tell me all about it.

“What? What the fuck,
Hunter!” Lexi exclaimed. “Is this one of your ‘sex’
cards?”

“Yes, it is,” I said
calmly.

“I can’t do this!” Lexi’s
face was red as she stood and glared at me. “What if I won’t do it?
What were you thinking? That I’d just proposition some random woman
for sex?” She was working herself into a rage.

“Wait. Just wait a damn
minute. How do you know about Heather? What makes you think she’s
even a lesbian?” she asked.

“I already knew about
Heather,” I replied calmly. “You don’t have to do it obviously, but
if you don’t, the bucket is done. We throw out the cards and go
back to watching crappy TV and eating crappy food,” I
answered.

“What makes you think I
want to sleep with another woman, and what makes you think Heather
wants to sleep with me?” she was pacing as she talked, but I could
tell she was starting to calm.

“Because Heather’s gay, and
she thinks you’re incredibly beautiful,” I answered truthfully.
“Besides, all you’re doing at first is asking her out for a
drink.”

“How do you know she’s a
lesbian? You can’t know that,” she said, pointing her index
finger at me to emphasize the point.

“You were in the dressing
room a long time, we talked,” hoping she wouldn’t ask me how I knew
all this before writing the card.

“Oh, crap. Damn it,
when do I have to go?”

“Tonight. That’s the rule,
right away,” I said, standing up. “You better get dressed; I think
the store closes at 10:00.”

Lexi gave me dirty looks as
she disappeared into the bedroom and slammed the door. I waited for
what seemed like an eternity before she reappeared. My wife had
showered and applied fresh makeup. She was wearing a top and skirt
that I’d always thought looked especially good on her.

“Are you staying here?” she
asked.

“Yes.”

“Okay, I’ll probably see
you a little after 10:00 when this whole thing falls apart,” Lexi
was out the door, and a few minutes later I heard her car as she
pulled away.




Chapter 5 - Lexi and Heather

 


 


It wasn’t a little after
10:00 when she returned, it was closer to 2:00, and it wasn’t just
Lexi, Heather was with her. The whole neighborhood could hear them
coming. They were smiling and giggling as they walked through the
door. Lexi’s carefully applied lipstick was smudged, and after a
quick glance at me, she went back to admiring Heather.

They headed straight for
the bedroom, and I stood to follow them. Lexi tried to close the
door, but Heather stopped it with her hand. “Come in, Hunter and
take a seat while I finish seducing your wife,” she
said.

My cock was so hard I had
to stop and adjust my shorts as I watched Heather take charge,
first locking Lexi in a passionate embrace. Her kiss wasn’t
forceful like a man would be; it was surprisingly gentle. Heather
played with my wife’s mouth, sucking her lower lip before pulling
her head back so she could run her tongue over Lexi’s
mouth.

She offered my wife her
finger to suck, their eyes locked as Lexi suckled Heather’s finger
before using it to caress the lips Heather had just been licking
softly. I’d never seen such an erotic kiss, two women turning each
other on before.

Lexi stood still as Heather
slipped her top down her arms. My wife had been wearing an armless
cropped blouse that showed the tops of her breasts and ended short
enough to show off part of her flat stomach. As Heather slipped
Lexi’s top down, exposing her breasts to Heather’s hands and mouth.
My wife softly moaned as Heather sucked her nipples, one after the
other, while lightly caressing the soft skin.

Heather kissed my wife’s
navel as she unzipped Lexi’s tight, short skirt and pulled it down
along with my wife’s thong panties. The top soon followed as
Heather directed Lexi to the bed.

Heather had come from work
outfitted in a fashionable dress, which she carefully laid over the
back of a chair before helping Lexi turn down the bed. I watched
two beautiful naked women, in my bedroom, working together to turn
down our bed so they could make love in it! Heather’s pale
complexation complimented Lexi’s dark beauty. Heather’s smaller,
perky breasts and my wife’s large, well-shaped boobs moved as they
worked, smiling shyly at each other.

The women met in the middle
of the bed in a passionate naked embrace. Tentatively at first, the
kissing continued. This time Lexi used her tongue and fingers on
Heather. When Lexi bent to lift one of Heather’s breasts to take a
nipple in her mouth, it was Heather’s turn to sigh and put a hand
behind my wife’s head, holding her as she suckled.

I didn’t know what to do
with my cock, was it wrong to bring it out? Should I just stroke it
through my pants? “It’s okay to take your cock out, Hunter,” Lexi
said, resolving my dilemma–the woman could read my mind.

I was so hard I was afraid
to touch myself, pre-come was leaking down my shaft. I couldn’t
even blink, especially as Heather began kissing and licking her way
down my wife’s body. Lexi had her hand on Heather’s head the entire
time, sighing, her head slowly rotating from side to side, her eyes
squeezed tightly closed.

Heather softly kissed the
inside of my wife’s thigh, causing her to spread her legs. I could
see Lexi’s pussy, already wet, and her labia opened slightly as she
pushed her hips toward Heather’s face, urging the other woman to
give her the touch she craved.

Heather didn’t take the
hint; she made love so differently from the way a man would. She
took her time, licking my wife’s pussy for only a moment before
returning to worship the rest of her body and lips. I almost came
as Lexi returned the favor, kissing and licking Heather’s body
until she sucked on the other woman’s clit just long enough to
elicit a long soft whimper of appreciation.

They wrapped their legs
around each other as they went back to kissing and stroking.
Heather finally got serious and went down on my wife. Lexi’s head
was propped up by pillows at the head of the bed, looking down as
Heather stretched out on her stomach between my wife’s widespread
legs. From where I was seated, I could look between Heather’s
thighs at her wet reddish-blonde snatch as she lay between my
wife’s thighs. It was a shame no man had known her, but judging by
the loving these two were sharing, she didn’t seem to need anything
from a man.

Lexi sounded like she was
going insane, “Oh … that’s so good … right there, like
that.” My wife convulsed in orgasm as Heather continued to
service her. Her body was still convulsing with after-shocks as
Lexi put her head between Heather’s thighs and ate her first
pussy.

Apparently, she was a
natural, with the first lick, Heather was crying and holding my
wife’s head.

When I left the room, my
cock red and hard, the two women were once again snuggled together,
gazing into each other’s eyes, and gently kissing. The sight of two
perfect naked female bodies wrapped up together was one of the most
beautiful things I’d ever seen.

The women’s round curves
and soft, smooth skin was almost too much for me. I wanted to
fuck–I wanted to come, but I didn’t want to interrupt the loving in
front of me. I knew I wouldn’t be welcome, but more than that, I
didn’t want to intrude on something so beautiful as two women with
perfect bodies and a strong attachment making love.

I opened the refrigerator
and retrieved a cold bottle of beer and did something I’d never
tried before. I held the cold bottle against my too-hot erection to
cool it off, it didn’t work well, but I could feel as though my
orgasm wasn’t so imminent. I sat on our old couch and thought about
what I’d done and what I’d started.

Had I gone too far? Had I
given my wife the one thing she’d been craving, another woman? The
memory of what had just happened was so intense; I replayed every
moment in my mind. I wanted to go back into the bedroom, but I
resisted even when the sounds of sex reached my ears. I may have
given my wife the best present possible, or I’d really fucked
myself, and not in a good way.

I must have fallen asleep
still naked sitting on the couch holding an empty beer bottle
because the next thing I remembered was Lexi sitting next to me,
also still naked, stroking my face.

“Thank you, honey. Thank
you, thank you. I owe you big time,” my wife seemed to notice my
morning erection aided by the events of the night. “Haven’t you
come yet?”

“No. I was waiting for you
to tell me all about it. What time is it?”

“It’s 6:00 Saturday
morning. Heather just left,” she said as she straddled my lap and
sat on my cock. I slipped right into her very wet vagina. “I missed
your cock, but I’ve got to tell you, that was about the best sex
I’ve ever had.” She was moving on top of me, up and down, front to
back. “Heather took excellent care of me last night, so don’t worry
about me, just take care of yourself.”

“Tell me,” I could feel
myself close to orgasm already.

“She just left, we made
love all night. Hunter, I loved eating her pussy,” my wife kissed
me. Her lips tasted different, saltier maybe, just different. I was
tasting the remnants of Heather’s pussy on my wife’s mouth; I
licked her lips to get as much of the new flavor as I
could.

“Is it okay if I see her
again?” Lexi was looking into my eyes as I exploded inside her,
giving her my answer.




Chapter 6 - Dinner

 


 


We spent Saturday together,
most of it in a bed that still smelled of strange perfume and maybe
a strange woman. My erection never seemed to go down as Lexi told
me more about her night and how exciting it had been for her, and
how satisfying it was making love with another woman.

“It was slower, softer,
gentler. We felt close to each other even though we’d just met.
Heather’s skin is so soft and smooth. I could really tell the
difference when our bodies touched. It wasn’t better than a man; it
was just very different,” she said. “She knew exactly what to touch
and how to touch it. I’m not trying to say it was superior; it was
just so different.”

“How was it when she licked
your pussy?” I asked.

Lexi stopped moving and
looked me in the eyes, “She knew just what to touch and how to
touch it. She has a pussy too, you know. She’s familiar with the
layout. We made love and hugged and kissed, our bodies touching,
all night.”

“I’m hard again,” I
said.

Lexi laid a hand on my
pants, caressing my erection. “You can do the one thing she can’t
do,” she was smiling. “You can fuck me, and I need your hard cock
right now.” Lexi turned and, holding the front of my pants,
led me back to the bedroom for round two, or was it round three or
four? Who can remember?

Lexi had the next picks, so
the following Friday, she pulled a card out the bucket. “Honey,
before we begin, I have to ask you a question.”

“Okay.”

“Heather wants to go out
for drinks Monday night. I won’t go if you don’t want me to, we
might end up at her place.”

“Are you falling in love
with her? Is there any chance that I’ll lose you to her?” I
asked.

“Am I falling in love with
her? Yes, a little, I guess. Is there a chance that I’ll become a
full-time lesbian? No, not a chance in hell, I love you way too
much for that ever to happen. Plus, I love your cock, and I promise
no matter what, I’ll always be yours, and if it ever seems that
Heather is coming between us, I’ll drop her,” Lexi looked very
serious.

“I just want to explore
this whole girl/girl thing a little. Maybe I can convince her to
let you take her cherry, how does that sound?” That sounded good to
me.

“Okay. But remember the
rule and tell me everything. Deal?”

“Deal.”

Lexi drew from the ice
bucket:

Take me out for dinner at the
restaurant of my choosing.

Pick me up as though we were on a
real date.

“How about, since you’re
seeing Heather Monday, we put this off until next Saturday night?
That’ll give me time to make reservations and get everything ready.
This will be the first time we’ve agreed to postpone a card,” I
said.

Lexi agreed and gave me the
name of the restaurant she wanted for our date. Of course, it was
the best in the area, as well as the most difficult to get
reservations. I called them immediately, and my timing was perfect,
they’d just had a cancellation on the following Saturday. A few
minutes either way, and we wouldn’t have made it for
months.

Lexi had a hard time
sleeping Sunday night. She was too excited about seeing Heather
again. My wife woke me around 2:00 to make love with
her.

She played with my cock
until I was awake and hard and then rolled on her side, facing away
from me and pulled her knees up to her chest. Her pussy was like a
vacuum sucking my cock inside her warm, wet depths.

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

“Yes,” Lexi’s voice was
soft as she ground back at me.

“Are you thinking about
eating her pussy?”

“Ohhhh”

“Would you like to be
kissing her while I fuck you?” I was keeping my pace
even.

“Oh, Hunter …
yes!”

“Or maybe you’d like to be
licking her pussy instead.”

“Oh … I’m going to
come.”

“Your tongue on her clit,
my cock in your pussy.”

“Ahhhhhh,” Lexi came
hard.

I pulled out without
finishing. My cock was wet with Lexi’s juices, and it throbbed as I
stroked myself.

“Why didn’t you come?” Lexi
had propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at me. My eyes
were drawn to the erotic sight of her full breasts.

“I want you to have a clean
pussy for tonight,” I said.

“No, really,” Lexi wasn’t
buying.

“I want to be so horny for
you when you get home tonight, I want to fuck you as you tell me
what happened, and I’ll just continue fucking you all night,” I
wasn’t exaggerating.

Lexi lowered her mouth to
my hard-on. “I won’t go if you don’t want me to,” she said, taking
my cock in her mouth after grinning up at me.

“I … oh god … want you … to
go,” I managed to say before urging Lexi off my cock.

I lay panting as she walked
to the bathroom. My cock was still hard and throbbing when she
returned.

“I’ll tell you everything
that happens,” she said lightly touching it. “And then I’ll make
love with my husband.” She gave me a soft, lingering kiss before
turning the light off and going back to sleep.

Lexi met Heather right
after work, and she didn’t come home Monday night. She didn’t come
back until early Tuesday morning. I’d spent a restless night
imagining what they were doing. I’d seen them in action, so my
imagination didn’t have to work very hard. I pictured my wife
having an orgasm as Heather worked on her pussy. I remembered how
Lexi’s face glistening after eating Heather, her mouth split in a
wide smile after making the other woman climax. I obsessed over the
memory of their bodies intertwined, the soft, smooth perfect skin
of their legs and breasts as they held each other.

Inside, I wasn’t so
confident. I knew Lexi had said she’d never become a fulltime
lesbian, but she’d also said she’d fallen in love with Heather, at
least a little. The more I mulled over what she said, the more I
came to realize that a crack had formed. If Lexi had fallen in
love, even a little, with another person, couldn’t she fall in love
a lot? Did my wife have a finite amount of love to give, and if she
gave some to Heather, was there less for me?

My heart was pounding, was
I losing my wife? Had I given her to another person? I could feel
my stomach gurgling as I popped a Tums and thought about having a
Scotch chaser. One drink turned into three as I fixated on my wife
with another woman.

I don’t know when I drifted
off, Lexi woke me at 5:00 Tuesday morning with a worried
smile.

“What happened to you?” she
asked, taking the empty drink glass from my hand. “Are you
okay?”

I sat up and shook my head,
a grave mistake as pain radiated down my neck. “I … oh, Lexi,
you’re home,” I hugged her to me. My robe had parted, and my still
semi-hard erection was visible.

“Are you? … I mean,” I
fumbled.

“Am I a lesbian?” Lexi
finished putting her mouth around my cock.

“I was afraid that you’d
fall in love with her and left me,” I said as the warmth of Lexi’s
mouth surrounded me.

“I am in love with her; I
told you that. But I’ll never leave you, Hunter,” Lexi had my fully
cock erect as she slithered out of her jeans.

“What happened?” I
asked.

Lexi was sliding my cock
inside as I sat on the couch, and she sat on top of me. That seemed
to be our post-Heather position of choice.

“Can you handle it?” she
asked as my cock penetrated as far as I could go.

“Yes.”

“We went to a lesbian bar
and talked, we talked for a long time,” Lexi paused to fuck me.
“She touched me a lot, and I was getting so turned on. All around
us, women were flirting with each other, kissing and hugging. When
Heather went to the restroom, another woman even hit on me. It was
a regular singles bar, but for lesbians. The sexual tension was off
the charts.”

“Yes, tell me more,” my
orgasm wasn’t far off.

“We went back to her place.
She took my clothes off.”

“Oh, god.”

“Then she kissed my entire
body. She even licked my asshole.”

“Did you like it when she
licked your asshole?” I reached my hand around to touch Lexi’s
backside with a wet index finger.

“Yes. I never knew. Keep
doing what you’re doing. Just touch me like that,” Lexi was panting
on top of me.

“Then, I did the same thing
to her. I even licked her asshole. It wasn’t gross at all, and she
went wild when I licked her and put my finger inside her pussy. I
made her come that way,” Lexi stopped talking to concentrate on her
orgasm. As she came, I erupted inside her. I’d held off for so long
I was still coming as she held me deep in her pussy.

“Hunter, you really came.
Wow, I don’t know which of us likes this more,” Lexi was looking at
me, my cock still inside her. I hadn’t softened, so I started to
move again. As I moved, my cock became harder.

Lexi’s eyes widened as she
felt me grow harder inside her pussy. “Do you want me to tell you
more?”

“Yes. How does Heather’s
pussy taste?” I don’t know why I wanted was so
interested.

“She tastes sweet with just
a hint of tanginess, and I ate her until my jaw hurt,” Lexi said.
“When she goes down on me, she concentrates on my clitoris. She
licks me all over, but she moves her tongue on my clit. It sounds
silly, she knows what feels good, and she moves her tongue so well,
taking little licks. I’ve never felt anything like it,” Lexi looked
at me with concern as we slowly fucked. “I’m sorry, honey. It feels
so good to have you inside me, to feel you come in me, but her
tongue is beyond description.”

“Did you like it when I had
you imagine what it would feel like to have her eating you while my
cock was inside?” I asked.

Lexi picked up the speed of
our fucking. “Yes, oh, yes. I’m coming, come with
me.”

After, we held each other.
The feel of Lexi’s naked flesh pressed against me felt
wonderful.

“Why did you hit the
Scotch? Were you worried?” she asked.

“No matter what happens, no
matter what you do, no matter what stupid card I’ve written. I
never want to lose you,” I told her.

“What stupid
card?”

“Here’s the new rule. No
matter what, we’re husband and wife forever. No matter how good
Heather is, or what may happen. Deal?”

“Deal.”

The dinner was almost
anticlimactic. I went to the office to dress for our date and
picked Lexi up at our house. I even rang the doorbell and gave her
flowers before escorting her to our freshly washed car.

Lexi dressed in a long
green evening gown that matched her eyes; she looked beautiful, and
all eyes were on her as the maître d’ escorted us to our table. As
we enjoyed a wonderful dinner, I caught several men and one woman,
admiring my gorgeous wife. Lexi noticed too and blushed in
embarrassment, which only made her look lovelier.

We toasted with fine wine
and pledged our undying love for each other, and on the way out, I
ran my hand lightly over Lexi’s ass, the leering men knew she
belonged to me.




Chapter 7 - Eating My Wife and Heather

 


 


It was Friday again, and
Lexi was drawing. She told me she’d exchanged text messages with
Heather, but nothing had been set up. I knew when they were
texting. Lexi would become focused on her phone and would squirm in
her seat. That night we’d either have incredible sex or Lexi would
take the phone with her into the bathroom for a long
time.

She reached into the ice
bucket and handed me the card to read:

Eat me after you’ve come inside
me.

No cheating, do it right, and make
me come too.

“Wow. Do you want to do
that tonight or tomorrow?” I asked.

“What about our
schedule?”

“I’m guessing you’ll want
to see Heather again, and we’ll be able to get back on
schedule.”

“So, you’re okay with me
sleeping with her again?” she asked.

“It scares me–no–it
terrifies me and makes me jealous as hell, but it also makes me
want you more than I ever have before, and the sex we have when you
come home is fantastic. Would you consider inviting her back
here?”

“Why is it alright with you
to be scared?” she asked.

“That’s part of the
excitement. That’s part of what makes it so incredibly good for me.
It’s hard to explain,” I finished lamely.

“I’ll ask her. Let’s do the
card tomorrow night. I want you extra horny, so you come a lot in
my little pussy-cat,” she said, teasing me. “I want your big cock
to pump a lot of come in me for you to eat,” she was running her
fingers over my semi-hard erection.

“You know, the idea of
eating come does not appeal to me,” I said.

“It doesn’t appeal to me
either, but I do it. I let you come in my mouth because I love
you.”

She had me there. I was
going to go down on her after we’d had sex because I loved her.
That was good enough for me.

The following night we made
love for a long time, and Lexi had a new idea, “Lick my asshole
while I hold my vibrator on my clit,” she said. “I want to try
that, and tonight is as good a night as any.”

Lexi pulled out her
vibrator and lay face down on the bed with her legs wide apart. As
I spread her cheeks and started licking her ass, Lexi slid the
vibrator under herself. As soon as it touched her clit she started
wailing.

“Keep going, Hunter. Don’t
stop … oh god … please don’t stop,” my wife was begging
me.

“Oh, wow … oh, Hunter …
oh,” and she was coming and bucking against my tongue as her
orgasm washed over her.

I was throbbing hard, and
any anxiety about eating her after I came in her pussy had
disappeared. As soon as I was inside, Lexi started talking. “When I
have Heather over I’m going to let you feel her pussy, would you
like that? Would you like to feel her hot pussy after I’ve been
eating her? She tastes so good. Maybe she’ll let you lick her,”
Lexi was sitting on top of me, whispering in my ear as she fucked
me.

“I love it when she makes
love to me, Hunter. Her mouth feels so good, and she makes me come.
Do you like watching me with another woman? Would you like to watch
me with another man? Maybe a black man with a giant prick.
Stretching my pussy, fucking me hard, owning me,” that was enough,
I could feel myself swelling just before I came. Lexi sat down,
making me shoot deep inside her.

Before my cock was soft,
Lexi was climbing my body until her wet, red pussy was spread over
my face. I had no choice, it was hard enough to breathe, and Lexi’s
clit was pushed against my nose as I opened my mouth in
self-defense, only to swallow a load of come. It tasted terrible,
like bleach mixed with dish soap, I tried not to gag. The only
thing that kept me going was Lexi’s reaction. My wife was
convulsing in orgasm, not just once, maybe not even twice. She
seemed to keep coming as long as I kept licking and
sucking.

Fortunately, that
foul-tasting crap was gone after the first evil mouth full, and
then I was just licking and sucking my wife’s beautiful pussy. I
went after her hard, licking and sucking as though I was trying to
get even more out of her, and she kept having orgasm after orgasm.
I had no idea that this was such an intense fantasy for
her.

When Lexi finally plopped
over on her side, her face was bright red. She looked at me for
just a moment before attacking my mouth, kissing me, sucking on my
lips, biting them.

“Hunter … I love you …
thank you … thank you,” she couldn’t get enough of me. “I’ll do
anything for you … anything … just name it.”

“Tell me more about that
man with the giant prick,” I said.

Lexi looked suddenly
bashful. “The truth, remember?”

“I’ve had a fantasy, I’ve
had it since I was a teenager, of being fucked by a man with a cock
so big it almost pulled my pussy inside out. It’s stupid, I
know.”

“A black man?” I
asked.

“How did you know?” she
looked shocked.

“We need to draw more
cards. I think you’ll like it. Maybe we should just throw out the
clean ones we wrote,” I said.

Lexi just looked at me. “Do
you have me fucking a black man with a giant cock?”

“Not in so many words,” I
said.

“How many words did you
need?” she asked.

“We’ll just have to get to
the card.”

Tuesday Heather came over.
It had been her day off, so Lexi stayed home from work. By the time
I arrived, they were sitting at the kitchen table, both of them
naked, drinking wine and talking. Not just talking, they were also
taking every opportunity to touch each other.

I came to a dead stop just
inside the door to the kitchen as two incredibly beautiful nude
women turned to smile at me and say ‘hi.’ Lexi was caressing
Heather’s breast, and I couldn’t tear my eyes from the sight even
as they laughed at me in a good-natured way.

“What is it, Hunter?
Haven’t you seen your wife play with another woman’s boob before?”
Heather asked.

“Only with you.”

“Good. Change your clothes,
then come back and sit down, I want to ask you something,” Heather
said, pouring me a shot glass of Scotch. I was wearing shorts
without underwear when I returned to the table no more than two
minutes later.

“That’s better. You better
drink your Scotch first. I don’t want to hit you with this cold,”
she said, pushing the glass toward me.

“I have a proposal for you.
I’ve never been with a man, but I’d like to offer you the chance to
eat me while your beautiful wife sits on your cock,” my heart
almost stopped. I’d be licking a lesbian’s pussy, one that had
never known a man, while my wife fucked me.

“What’s the catch?” I
asked.

“You let Lexi stay with me
for a couple of days next week,” she said. “I want to be able to
wake up next to her in the morning, at least once.”

I turned to my wife, “Is
this what you want to do?”

“I don’t want to hurt you,
Hunter. I know how you feel, and if you don’t want me to do it, I
won’t. I do have some comp time, so I could get off work,” she
said.

“But do you want to do it?”
I asked again.

“Yes.”

I turned back to Heather.
“You have a deal,” she squealed with delight, and the women hugged,
their soft, naked breasts touched, and then flattened as they
squeezed harder, causing my cock to harden in my shorts.

I followed them into the
bedroom and undressed as they lay on the bed and kissed while
touching each other. The difference from the first time was evident
to me. I was looking at two women who knew each other well, and who
were comfortable with each other. Their touches weren’t tentative;
they each knew what the other liked.

Watching Heather kiss my
wife while her hand stroked my wife’s pussy was more than enough to
have me fully aroused. My erection was already throbbing with every
heartbeat.

It wasn’t long before Lexi
was moving her hips in rhythm with Heather’s stroking as their
kisses became more frantic. I’m was sure they still had slow and
tender moments, but this wasn’t one of them. Even though they’d
been making love for most of the afternoon, they were each ready
for more.

Heather held out her hand
to me. “Come over here and taste your wife’s pussy, suck my
fingers, Hunter.” I was more than happy to comply, sucking and
cleaning her fingers as my wife smiled at me before returning to
her female lover.

When it was time for me, I
was positioned on my back with my head on a pillow while Lexi took
my hard shaft in her hand and guided me into her pussy. She felt
unbelievably hot and wet. I was inside my wife as Heather straddled
my face backward so that she could watch Lexi at the same
time.

“Ouch … I’ll get
whisker-burn on my thighs, Lexi,” she complained with a smile in
her voice.

“Price you pay,” my wife
was busy slowly grinding herself against me.

Heather’s pussy was just as
my wife had described it, sweet with a hint of a tangy flavor
around her vagina entrance. I worked her from asshole to clitoris,
making my tongue as wide and wet as I could. After several long
swipes, Heather was moaning; when I opened my eyes, all I could see
was her well-shaped ass. She shifted her position, so her clit was
directly over my mouth, and I suspected, so she could reach my wife
easily.

As they caressed and kissed
each other above me, I went back to work, taking fast little licks
of Heather’s clit, occasionally sucking it and taking her clitoral
hood into my mouth to lick from a different angle.

Lexi was fucking me faster,
moving her hips as she ground herself against me, the two of them
busy with each other. I felt as though my efforts on Heather were
being returned to me by my wife. My jaw was starting to get sore,
but I pushed through by concentrating on Heather until her hands
reached down to hold me still while she wailed above me. I’d done
it. I’d made our lesbian orgasm with my mouth!

Lexi was still on my cock
as I heard her cries. I couldn’t hold back exploding inside my wife
and moaning into Heather’s sweet pussy.

I left the women alone
after that, first cleaning myself before returning to the living
room to sit naked on our couch. I could hear the two of them as
they held each other and talked in soft voices. Later Heather gave
me a sweet kiss and reminded me of my promise before leaving. Lexi
would be spending some time with her next week.




Chapter 8 - The Dildo

 


 


On Friday, we drew
again.

You’ll let me use a penis-shaped
dildo in your ass while I fuck you from the back.

“Oh. I’m not sure about
that. You want to put a dildo in my asshole while your cock is in
my pussy?” Lexi didn’t look excited about the idea. “How are you
planning on doing that?”

“Here’s my plan, we make
love for a long time, we hold each other, we kiss. We do everything
we usually do to get ourselves ready for sex. When we’re ready,
when you’re turned on, I use a lot of lubrication and use just a
finger at first. When you’re comfortable with that, maybe two
fingers or a thumb, all the while I’ll be spreading you open,
making sure you’re comfortable. Maybe I’ll lick your clit at the
same time, you know how you love that,” I said.

“Maybe I’ll use my vibrator
while you’re doing all that dirty stuff to my asshole. I assume you
want me as clean as possible?” she said.

That’s what we did. After
making out for what seemed like hours, Lexi got on her hands and
knees and started using her Hitachi vibrator on herself while I
poured lubrication over her rear entrance and inserted a finger.
When she was accustomed to one finger, I eased in another and
spread them apart. By now, Lexi was close to orgasm from the
vibrator, and I asked her if she could hold the feeling without
coming.

I pushed my cock into
Lexi’s pussy, feeling the hot wetness caused by her using the
vibrator to the very edge of orgasm. Her body was shaking from the
need to come as I poured warmed lube on her asshole and the small
cock shaped dildo I’d purchased.

Even though Lexi was
relaxed, I met some resistance as I began pushing the dildo into
her ass, but the resistance lasted only until I’d pushed past the
outer ring of powerful muscles. Once I had the dildo inserted, I
poured more lube on everything and started to fuck her with both my
cock and the dildo. It took a few seconds to get the rhythm right,
but once I had it, Lexi started to howl. She’d discarded the
vibrator and concentrated on the feeling of being invaded by two
cocks at the same time.

“Hunter … honey … why
didn’t you … tell me … how good this felt?” Lexi was fucking
back on both cocks. I held still as my wife fucked herself rapidly
on both the dildo and my cock. After using the vibrator for so
long, it took her no time at all to have her first
orgasm.

My wife collapsed on the
bed, my cock still hard and throbbing, the dildo was just hard.
Lexi smiled at me before rolling onto her back and pulling her legs
up and crossing them over her chest, exposing her pussy and asshole
to me. Her asshole wasn’t the tightly closed bud I was used to
seeing, the dildo had spread her open.

“Do it again, Hunter,” she
was still smiling at me.

I pushed the dildo in first
and moved her hand to hold it inside while I glided into her pussy
once more, I was on my knees buried in Lexi’s pussy when she
started fucking her asshole with the dildo.

I watched Lexi’s face as we
both fucked her. She seemed delirious. Her eyes rolled back in her
head as she concentrated on the new feelings caused by being fucked
with two cocks the second time. “I’m going to come, oh … Hunter
…now!” I exploded right along with her.

“I had no idea,” Lexi was
laying in my arms, the dildo still dripping lube was on a towel
next to us. “I’ll bet it would be even better if it were two guys,
wouldn’t it?”

“Probably, do you want to
try it with two guys?” I wasn’t sure what answer I
wanted.

“Not right now, but
someday, maybe. It was terrific,” my wife was grinning up at me.
“Would you be jealous?”

“Not if one of them was
me,” I said.

“Which hole would you
want?” she asked with a teasing grin.

“It would depend on how big
his cock was. I think the smaller one should be in your
backside.”

“I hadn’t thought of that.
Good idea.”

When I walked in the door
the following Tuesday the house was strangely empty, all I found
was a note on the kitchen table.

Gone to Heather’s. See you tomorrow
or Thursday. I’ll send you texts and maybe pictures if you ask
nicely.

I immediately sent Lexi a
return text:

Please send me
pictures!!!

I sat on the couch and
reread my wife’s note. I had agreed to this, and I remembered the
look and taste of Heather’s pussy, but I still felt abandoned, more
alone than ever before. Jealousy was rearing its ugly head as I sat
in a house that seemed so strangely familiar and yet empty without
Lexi in it. Every sound seemed to echo in the emptiness. I had the
sense my wife was enjoying her time as a lesbian just a little too
much. I worried I’d already lost a part of her, and I might not be
far from losing all of her despite her reassurances. I was throwing
a pity party for myself when the first text came in.

Heather made love to me in the
shower!

That didn’t help, although
my traitorous cock hardened as I read it repeatedly. I slept poorly
that night and dreamed of Lexi falling in love with her lesbian
lover and leaving me.

I worked Wednesday and
Thursday, but Lexi sent me texts and pictures occasionally. Heather
had taken one picture, at least I hoped it had been taken by her,
showing my wife from the back as she gripped the sheets in the
middle of a powerful orgasm. Our lives weren’t dull
anymore!

I’ll be home soon. We’re
jus

That was all it said, as
though she’d been interrupted and had pushed ‘send.’ What were they
just going to do?

Thursday evening, I heard
Lexi’s car pull into the garage. When the door opened, I was there,
gathering her into my arms. She felt the same, but maybe it was too
soon, maybe I should have waited for her to settle in first. She
felt distant to me, even though she smiled and kissed
me.

I started to go into the
bedroom with her to help unpack her small overnight bag, but she
told me she had it, and she’d be right out. I sat on our trusty
couch, the TV on, but I wasn’t watching. I thought I knew what was
going on with my wife, and I just hoped it wasn’t too
late.

“Have you told her how you
feel about her?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“You told her you love
her?” I tried to control the fear in my voice.

“Yes, I told her I loved
her cunt. Can you believe I said that? I hate that word,”
Lexi answered, looking at me.

“What did she say when you
told her?”

“She said she loved my
cunt too,” Lexi was looking right at me, a laugh forming on
her mouth.

“Hunter, I’m not in love,
love with her. Maybe she’s a fuck buddy, but I’m going to
see her again. Probably more than you want me to, but I love you,
and I won’t lose what we have together.”

I held Lexi close, and this
time she wasn’t distant as we shared a quiet moment. She hugged me
back and told me how much she loved me and how much I meant to her.
If only I hadn’t let those boring years accumulate, I was kicking
myself for wasting so much time with my wife.




Chapter 9 - Lexi Exposed

 


 


By Friday, we were back to
normal. I hadn’t slept much since Lexi’s return. I was worried that
it took this long for her to recover from two days away. What would
happen if they kept seeing each other? At some point, she might not
want to come home again. I was scared despite Lexi making light of
the situation.

It was time to draw again.
I was hoping for something easy for us to do.

Buy me a dress—your
choice.

(This one scares me a
little.)

“Listen, here’s the thing.”
Lexi was looking at me with interest. “I already did this, how
about if I show you the dress and we draw again?”

“You bought me a dress?
When were you going to tell me?”

“I bought it from Heather,
and I was going to tell you when the time was right,” I
answered.

“Heather was okay with it?
Show me.”

I bought out the burgundy
color dress with gold trim that I’d hidden in my closet. It could
cover her from just above her breasts to the top of her high-heeled
shoes. Running down the front of the dress, from her right to her
left ankle, was a row of buttons holding the dress together. If she
left some undone, she could show a lot of cleavage or leg or
both.

Lexi quickly took off all
her clothing and tried the dress on, slipping it on like a robe and
fastening the buttons in the middle. “I can’t wear a bra with
this,” she said. “The strap would show, and it’s much sexier
without one, I think, I love it, thank you, Hunter.” I was afraid
she liked it partly because Heather had been involved. Jealousy
came in and went in a second.

We settled back down, Lexi
still wearing her dress as a robe over her jean shorts and
tee-shirt while we drank wine and she pulled the next
card.

Go out without panties. Let a black
man see your pussy, let him look as long as he wants.

If he gets hard, ask if you can
touch his cock.

“What the fuck,
Hunter?” Lexi was laughing and shouting at the same time, “This has
to be a plant to go with the dress.”

“Hum … the two do go
together, but it’s not a plant,” I assured her. “Tomorrow night,
we’ll go out to eat and drink, and you can fulfill your
obligation,” I said, poking her.

“Oh, I will, huh? I’ll show
some black guy my cunt and then stroke his hard-on. Is that
what you think?”

“That’s the deal. I’m sure
you’ve got some surprises for me in that bucket.”

“Oh, I do. Trust me on
that,” Lexi said, taking off the dress along with her shorts and
tee-shirt. She was standing before me beautifully naked. “I’m going
to go wax myself to be ready for the big show tomorrow. I’ll let
you know when it’s safe to come into the bedroom.”

I drank more wine as I
heard a succession of “Ouch, Christ that hurt,” coming from the
bathroom off our bedroom. “What the fuck? Why do we do this to
ourselves?”

Lexi was holding ice over
her crotch when I was finally allowed into the bedroom. “I’ll be
okay by tomorrow, but man, that hurts. Of course, by tomorrow, I’ll
have the prettiest pussy any man has ever seen,” she looked cocky
for a woman about to expose herself. She was right, by Saturday
morning, all redness was gone, and Lexi did have the prettiest
pussy any man had ever seen.

That night she wore the
dress I’d given her without bra or panties, just the shoes we’d
picked out. After comparing the shoes with the dress and giving me
a ‘now I get it’ look, she spent hours in the bathroom. My wife
looked fabulous as we headed out to a high-end restaurant in
town.

“If I’d have known about
the dress before I wrote that card, I would have made it
different,” I said as I drove.

“How so?” Lexi was playing
with the buttons to see just how many she needed to have
undone.

“I’d have had you sit at
the bar and undo a button every time some man bought you a drink,
and you wouldn’t have been able to leave until you were down to
three buttons,” I answered.

“I’d have been smashed.
Smashed and almost naked,” she said, looking at me. “You’d have set
me up to be gang fucked.”

“Hmm … maybe we could redo
it? Forget the black guy, let’s do the button thingy,” I
suggested.

“Maybe another night,” she
answered. It wasn’t a ‘no.’

We’d been drinking wine as
Lexi got ready, and we continued at the restaurant, first in the
bar and later at our table. The restaurant was dimly lit, and we
were seated against the back wall. I was sitting with my back to
the other dinners, looking at a wall filled with framed art, and
Lexi was sitting on my right. We were close enough to talk over the
din of conversation and music.

I heard our waiter
introduce himself from behind me, “Hi, I’m Willie, and I’ll be your
waiter tonight. Can I get you another drink?” I turned to give him
my order and found myself unable to speak. Willie was a
strong-looking black man, not tall, but broad through the chest. He
smiled at me as he prepared to write down my order.

Lexi ordered another glass
of wine, and I switched to Scotch. As Willie left, I turned to
Lexi, “I think we’ve met our black man.”

Lexi had a dreamy look as
she said, “I’ll say,” and undid a few more buttons, leaving her
legs exposed almost to her hips.

When Willie returned with
the drinks, Lexi turned sideways and uncrossed her legs, I couldn’t
see her pussy over the corner of the table, but Willie apparently
could. His movements slowed as he set her wine down and stared at
the view between my wife’s legs.

I saw Lexi’s arm move, I
wasn’t sure what she was doing, but Willie’s eyes widened. The way
he was standing, his back to the room, nobody could tell that he
was looking between my wife’s thighs.

“Ma’am, if there’s anything
you need. Anything at all, just let me know,” his eyes glued to my
wife’s pussy.

Lexi’s right hand was still
out of sight, but I watched as she lifted her left to touch
Willie’s leg softly. “How about if you let me touch that big lump
in your pants while you look,” she said.

Willie glanced over his
shoulder, but nobody was paying attention to us. He looked over at
me with a question on his face.

“Don’t mind him, Willie. He
just likes to watch,” Lexi’s fingers were moving closer to his
obvious erection.

“It seems fair if you let
me touch that pretty little pussy,” he said, grinning. I thought
he’d pushed it too far, but Lexi just spread her legs further
apart, inviting him in.

I could see her hand
stroking the inside of his thigh but not what she was touching,
only the delight on her face. “You’re really big, Willie,” she said
as he bent forward, and his hand disappeared from my
view.

Lexi’s face lit up, and her
eyes widened as she continued stroking him. His left hand was on
the table, and his right appeared to be moving fast as they stared
into the other’s eyes, now only inches apart.

“Willie?” Lexi asked. “What
time … um … what time … do you get off? Work I mean,” she couldn’t
keep the words straight as she leaned back in her chair and pushed
her hips forward.

“Midnight,” Willie was
gasping.

“My name’s Lexi,” my wife
pulled her hand back and sat up. Willie’s lump had grown into an
impressive tube running down the inside of his pant leg.

“Willie, when you come out
the door, at midnight, turn right. You’ll see my husband standing
in front of our car. Please walk over to him, would you do that for
me?” she asked.

“Is this a trick?” he
asked.

“No trick, how did my pussy
feel?” Lexi asked.

“Wet. Wet and
hot.”

“No trick, turn right when
you leave. I’ll be waiting for you. I promise.” Lexi gave him one
last squeeze.

As Willie turned to leave,
he held his order pad in front of his pants in a futile effort to
hide an impressive hard-on.

My face was probably red
with the heat of my arousal. We hadn’t talked enough about Lexi
fucking another man, but we were both drunk with lust and
wine.

“What were you doing with
your right hand that I couldn’t see?” I stuttered after Willie was
gone.

“I was holding my pussy
open for him,” Lexi sounded out of breath. “We didn’t talk about
this. If you don’t want to be waiting for him, we can just go
home.”

“Are you kidding? What do
you plan on doing next?” I asked.

“You’ll see, I think you’ll
like it. I’ve never been with a black man before,” she sighed as
she looked at the door Willie had gone through when he left
her.

Lexi just picked at her
food, and her left hand rested in her lap as she ate. She looked
distracted and a little dreamy. Willie often visited to make sure
everything was satisfactory. He barely looked at me, directing his
questions to my wife. They smiled at each other, and Lexi
unfastened two top buttons, causing him to stare at her
breasts.




Chapter 10 - Willie

 


 


At midnight I was leaning
on the side of our car looking back at the now dark restaurant. I’d
turned off the light that came on when the door opened; Lexi was in
the backseat, alone.

“Do you think he’ll show?”
I asked for the tenth time.

“He’ll show,” Lexi was
positive.

At ten minutes after
twelve, the restaurant door opened, and Willie walked out, after
first looking left, he started walking right. I gave him a small
wave as he got close. I was nervous and unsure about what we were
doing. My hand was shaking as I waved.

“I’m not sure about this,
man,” he said as I held the back door open for him. He wasn’t the
only one. Just before he climbed in, I noticed for the first time
that Lexi was utterly naked. She was waiting for him with her hands
held loosely over her large breasts, exposing more than they hid.
Her breasts looked unbelievably beautiful in the dim light
reflected by the street. She was breathing fast as he stopped
halfway into the car.

“Oh, wow, you’re a
beautiful lady Lexi,” he said.

By the time I was sitting
behind the wheel, Lexi had his shirt unfastened and half off, their
lips touching in passion. “Um … where do you want me to drive you?”
I asked, my eyes glued to the rearview mirror.

“Anywhere private,” Lexi
answered. “Willie’s going to let me suck that beautiful cock,
aren’t you?”

I chanced a look in the
mirror as Willie’s dark cock sprang into view. His seemed slightly
longer than mine, but, more importantly, it was thicker,
impressively thick. His balls, what I could see of them in the dim
lighting, looked immense.

By the time I pulled into a
city park, Willie was as naked as my wife. Lexi, my best friend, my
soulmate, my wife, knelt on the seat and tried to put another man’s
cock in her mouth. Willie’s was so large she was only able to get
the mushroom-shaped head inside as she used her tongue and hands on
his shaft.

Willie was squeezing my
wife’s breasts, holding them in his hands as though judging their
weight before squeezing them almost flat, one after the other, in
his large hands. As he squeezed, Lexi whimpered and redoubled her
efforts on his fat prick.

“Look at his cock, honey.
It’s going to be inside me soon; do you think it’ll fit?” Lexi was
stroking him, using her spit to help her hand glide smoothly. “Do
you want to fuck me, Willie? You can have me any way you
want.”

We hadn’t talked about Lexi
fucking another man tonight, and we didn’t have protection. What if
she caught something? I could think of questions, but I didn’t have
the spare brainpower needed at that moment to care about the
answers. My wife was going to fuck another man, a black man with a
fat cock. She was going to put him in her pussy and let him fuck
her. Not only that, but she’d also permitted him to use her any way
he wanted to.

“Outside the car,” Willie
directed, and Lexi scrambled to get the door open. “Now bend over
the hood, bitch. You’re my bitch now.”

“Oh yes … I’m your bitch
…. fuck your bitch Willie,” Lexi bent over the hood of our car
and spread her legs. I was standing off to the side, watching as
Willie slapped my wife’s ass with his thick cock.

“Do you want it, bitch. Do
you want Willie?” he asked.

“Yes, please don’t make
me wait,” Lexi was panting with need.

“Beg me for it. Beg me to
put my black cock inside your married white pussy.”

“Please, Willie. I need
it so bad, please fuck my married white pussy with your big black
cock,” Lexi sounded desperate. She wasn’t play-acting, she
wanted that black cock inside.

Willie ran the swollen head
between her labia, making her groan before lining up and pushing
just the large mushroom-shaped head inside. “Keep begging bitch,
beg me to make you mine.”

“Willie, please. Make me
your bitch,” Lexi sounded almost frantic as she tried to push
back to get more of his cock inside.

As Willie thrust further
into my wife, her wailing became even louder. “Do you like Willie’s
big black cock, bitch? Is this what you wanted? Did you want to be
fucked by a black man tonight?”

“Yes, oh, god, yes.
That’s all I wanted,” Lexi was sobbing into her arms on the
hood of the car.

I watched, stroking my
erection, as Willie took my wife. They didn’t make love; they
didn’t even fuck, he took her and used her for his satisfaction. He
took her from the back as she bent over the car hood, he took her
as she lay on her back on the trunk deck, he took her as she stuck
her ass through the front-door window. By the end, they’d collected
three admirers, all stroking their cocks along with me as they
watched my wife fucked by a black man.

Willie finished in my
wife’s mouth after making her beg for his seed. After he pumped his
come into her throat, she licked his cock clean, making sure they
exchanged telephone numbers before they got back in the
car.

“Is that all?” one of the
guys said. “What about the rest of us?”

Lexi smiled at them; she
was still naked as she eyed their cocks. “Maybe next time. Willie
used me up for tonight.”

I drove them back to the
restaurant as they both dressed and kissed in the backseat. By the
time Lexi crawled in front with me, she had looked completely worn
out.

“I’m sorry about that,
honey. I didn’t set out to fuck a black man tonight, but wow!” Lexi
said.

“I’m not sure that was just
a fuck,” I said. “It looked like Willie took your pussy and made it
his own.”

“He did. He owned me, and
he made me his bitch. Was it too much?” she asked, there was a hint
of worry in her voice.

“It was a lot, but more
importantly, what about this?” I said, pointing to my throbbing
erection.

“I’m still going to take
care of my husband when we get home, and he’s going to tell me what
would have happened if I’d let those other guys use me
too.”

We made love the next
morning. Lexi’s pussy was still red and puffy from the night
before. Her breasts showed red marks from the strength of his
hands.

“Do you want to do him
again?” I asked as we made leisurely love laying on our sides,
gazing into each other’s eyes.

“Yes, it was wild, but I
won’t do it if you don’t want me to,” she answered.

“I have to be there. We
have to control the environment. I don’t entirely trust Willie,” I
answered.

“Umm … that feels so good
what you’re doing,” she said. “I agree. Willie could get out of
hand.”

We continued to make love,
kissing, and moving gently against each other, enjoying the feeling
of closeness and bare skin. “Are you seeing Heather this
week?”

“Yesss … do it like that?
We’re having lunch Tuesday,” Lexi was moving faster on my
cock.

I didn’t get a chance to
follow up with her about her lunch and Lexi was already home when I
came in Tuesday evening. “How was your lunch?” I asked after I’d
kissed her ‘hello.’

“Lunch was good, and I got
felt up,” she said.

“Did you do any feeling?” I
asked.

“Ummm … yes, a little,”
Lexi said with a small smile. “I also got a text message from
Willie.”

“What did Willie have to
say for himself,” I asked, paying close attention.

“He wants to use his
married white bitch again,” she said with a smile.

“Does his married white
bitch want to be used again?” I asked.

“She does. If her husband
allows her to be used, she’s his white married bitch first,”
Lexi had her arms around my neck, our noses touching.

“I think we can work
something out. What’s Willie got in mind?” I asked.

“He hasn’t said. I’ll find
out.”




Chapter 11 - Dancing

 


 


“Willie wants me for a
night, he says he has some friends he wants me to meet,” Lexi began
looking at her smartphone.

“He wants to gangbang my
wife for a night,” I translated. “Should I assume I’m not
invited?”

“You are invited if you
still just want to watch.”

“This scares the shit out
of me,” I said.

“Me too, but I’ve wondered
about gangbangs,” she said, looking wistful. “What’s it like to
have a gang of men wanting to fuck me, all hard just from looking
at me? Touching me, sticking their cocks in me?”

Lexi shivered at the
thought, before looking up at me. “You want to do it,” I
said.

“Maybe.”

“He’d be rough, remember
how rough he was last time.”

“I know, that’s one of the
reasons I might want to do it. If you agree, of course,” my wife
was looking at me, waiting for my approval.

“He only thinks with his
fat prick,” I said.

“Then he must be a
genius.”

“Find out how many
‘friends’ Willie has. He might have hundreds. You don’t know,” I
wanted to find out more and have time to explore my feelings before
giving my blessing. “In the meantime, we have a card to
pick.”

Lexi reached into the
bucket and pulled out a card for me to read:

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

“Hold on, that’s almost
exactly like one of mine. But mine said that I get to pick out what
you wear,” I pointed out.

“Oh, I like that better.
Let’s merge the two, and you pick out what I’m going to wear,” Lexi
agreed.

“Next weekend, I need to do
some planning.”

The following Monday, I
dropped in to visit Heather. She greeted me with a huge smile and
wrapped her arms around me.

“How’s the only man who
ever made love to me?” she asked.

“I’m good. How’s the woman
with the second-best pussy I’ve ever eaten?” I asked.

Heather just grinned at me,
“How can I help? Do you have more games for us to play?”

“Sorry, all out of games
today, but I need clubwear for Lexi, something hot and maybe a
little revealing,” I said.

“Oh, I like it. Are you
taking her out?” Heather was already going through the
racks.

“We are.”

Heather pulled out a hanger
and asked, “Do you want me to model this for you?”

I’m not a complete idiot –
I agreed.

Heather took my breath away
when she walked out of the dressing room. She’d picked precisely
the right thing. As she explained it to me, it was a backless mini
shift dress with a bib front. Yellow in color, the front held up by
a jeweled costume choker with a jeweled strap running down the
center of her bare back to hold up the skirt part, just above her
ass crack. Not only was the skirt a mini, ending just inches below
her pussy, but no matter how she moved, she would be flashing
side-boob because of the top’s loose fit.

“I want to fuck you right
now,” I told her.

“That’s the point of the
dress. Would you like to look closer? Look at the stitching here on
the side, by my breast.” I ran my fingers over the stitching,
touching the side of her boob at the same time.

“Look how that stitching
continues down.” I dutifully ran my hand down the side of Heather’s
body. “I’ll bet you really want to fuck me now?”

“You are such a damn tease,
Heather,” she was giggling at me. “You get off on making me hard,
don’t you?”

“I do, I really do,” she
was laughing out loud now.

Lexi looked incredible in
the dress when I picked her up the following Saturday. She looked
even better than Heather because of her shiny dark hair in the
yellow dress, and because her breasts were more abundant than
Heather’s.

“Let me show you something
that Heather showed me,” I said. “See how good this stitching is,”
I said, running my hand along the side of the dress, touching her
breast.

“Heather showed you that?”
she asked.

“She was just trying to
make me hard.”

“Did it work?”

“Hell yeah,” I
answered.

Lexi was starting to laugh,
“She loves teasing men.”

Lexi had to shout to be
heard over all the noise in the club. “Willie’s
here.”
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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 DJ’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 smartphone, 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 worked as a waiter, he had good
manners. But when he was alone with a woman he wanted, the good
manners disappeared, and Willie 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 had pressed hard 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 get. Both to feel her as she was fucked and to keep
anyone from coming between us.

“His cock… is so big…
oh,” my wife panted as he pushed 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 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 consumed might
have helped, too.

I could tell as Lexi
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. He’d
pushed his hand through the gap in my wife’s dress 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. The combination drove her 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 secure 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 go out on the town. 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 the club wanted 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 a 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 Lexi and
Willie through the club, but it was hopeless. An ocean of people
seemed to swallow them. There was no order to the dance floor, and
there were 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 caress 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 happy to meet you,
but I can’t stay. I’m trying to find someone I lost,” I shouted,
noticing for the first time what a firm young body she
had.

“I’ll go with you. Who are
we looking for?” the blonde asked. I gave her a quick description
of Lexi and Willie.

“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 exciting
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. She appeared not only to accept
it but to 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 hall wasn’t as packed as the dance floor, but it
still contained a lot of people. She pushed her way into the lady's
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 pulled down, so her
boobs were on display. Willie was pulling her nipple, distending
her breast. The man from the bar worked on her other breast. His
hand was 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. His dick was throbbing as he touched the soft skin
of my wife’s cheek, but it wasn’t big, and he wasn’t
black.

My wife worked on Willie’s
thick cock, licking off her 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 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. At the same time, she was sucking my wife’s
exposed nipple. Lexi moved her hand from Willie’s cock to the back
of Jill’s head. The other man was jacking himself off using my
wife’s slack 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 finished, 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 me.

“She’s all yours,
man.”

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

“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,” Lexi 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 handprints, 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 her of 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 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, and they wanted to take me somewhere
and have a turn fucking me. They weren’t quiet either, and 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, and 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, and I wanted them to pass me
around like a whore. I was so turned on, and 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 a look of 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 gets taken from me, and it turns me 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
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 but stopped short when her
smartphone 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 was pulled down, exposing her from the waist
up. As she kissed Willie, men were mauling her firm breasts from
both sides. At the same time, someone else had lifted her dress and
was rubbing his cock against her ass.

Her phone had a feature
that allowed the picture to convert 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
beautiful. 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, and I wanted my wife, I wanted her
right now, I wanted to reclaim her, to remind her that she belonged
to me. 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, 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… give
it to me … 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?” my wife was gasping. “Fuck me,
Hunter.”

She was right. I could feel
my cock through the wall separating the two channels, and 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 dick
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 boring 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,
and 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, and
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 entirely 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 just to 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 also a penis prison and a vagina sucker
along with various nipple clamps.

At the bottom of the trunk,
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, it was made in
the 1980s. 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 handcuffed to the bedposts and her legs open, using
the spreader bar with its leather cuffs.

Jessica was a beautiful
young woman whose red hair was 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 caressing 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 huge, 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, and 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, showing no interest in her pleasure.
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,” Lexi
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 a variety of the same bondage equipment used on
her.

Some of the situations were
stimulating for Lexi, her enjoyment obvious. However, the paddle
and the flogger made her cover her eyes or leave the
room.

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 had kept her eyes on
the screen. When Jessica orgasmed from the rough handling, my wife
convulsed along with one of her own.

By the end, I knew, under
the right conditions and using the right equipment, Lexi would be
submissive. We’d talked about her submission to Willie, and now I
knew for sure, but 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, occasionally stopping 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, and my balls were contracting
as Lexi exploded, her body convulsing under me.

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

“You want Willie to treat
you like a whore, and even handcuff you. You want to be fucked by
his black friends, but 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, and that makes us 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 card 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, but it also had an ‘ear’ that pressed against the
clitoris. The whole thing was held in place by a strap and the
pressure of tight panties.

The remote control looked
like a small garage door opener and fit easily into the palm of my
hand. I kept it in my pants pocket and turned it 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. Also, 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 number, and I could text him. 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 cipher 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. 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 explicit 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 the
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 her nipples
were prominent, along with 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
had 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 were 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 were trying to tell her an exciting story, each
competing for her attention. That’s 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 role, 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, his erection 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 Big Foot 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, but I was fascinated by the effect my wife was
having on him. I expected his wife would get extra attention from
him when he got home.

Lexi looked at me with
unmistakable lust before turning her attention back to Steve. “Tell
me more about the Henderson deal,” she said, “and why did you call
it the Big Foot account?” Her fingers were 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, pushing 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 through the
door, greeting me was the sight of my wife was kneeling naked. Her
head was down, and her wrists were handcuffed behind her back, how
she managed to do 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 on her knees, her back straight, and
her head down. Her nipples were hard points, giving me an
idea.

Leaving her, I went to the
supply of bondage gear and picked out 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 opened,
and 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 said.

“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 drenched pussy.

“Oh… Hunter… ahh.”
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,” my wife 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 of the
clamps pulled roughly 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
gone.

“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 love. I’m
connected to you. 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 camera 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 mark me, but 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
the job met 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. Afterward, 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, along with a tripod, 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 were to meet in front.
Lexi greeted Willie with her arms around his neck and a warm,
lingering kiss. Both ignored me.

“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 he pushed her 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
evident 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 was 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. Willie pushed him aside and thrust himself inside my
wife. Without giving her a chance to prepare herself for him. She
sucked in her breath before whimpering at the sudden
assault.

 I was having a hard time keeping the camera still, finally
setting it on the dresser while I set up the tripod. 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 her pussy.

At the same time, Lexi was
being fucked in the mouth by LeRoy. The other guys played with
themselves and talked about her.

“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,
giving my wife to have another intense 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 swung against my wife’s
asshole.

Lexi howled as he stretched
her, I was certain she would be ripped in two. As he pushed inside,
my wife’s pussy expanded to take him, and 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
tripod, 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 to come again,
the orgasms were now 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. 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 lying 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, and 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. 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,” my wife moaned.

For the first time, I
noticed the new felt marker writing on her body—Randall’s telephone
number.

“Lexi, talk to me. Can you
hear me?”

My wife only
moaned.

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 said.

“I’m on my way.”

When Heather arrived, she
went into the bedroom and closed the door behind her. I heard the
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 buried himself in 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. Lexi 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. She clenched fist between her thighs and
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 legs. 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 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?” Lexi asked, stroking my erection.

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

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

Her lover looked up, 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,” Heather said and winked at me.

Lexi rolled on her side,
pulling Heather, 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 had been 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
sphincter and sank inside. As much as she’d been used, even my
wife’s rear entrance was spread open. But I was finally able to get
the friction I had been longing to find. Squeezing Lexi’s breast, I
exploded inside her.




Chapter 8 - Coming Clean

 


 


It took a long time for the
marking 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 more significant. 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… so much devotion.
Everything else is just sex. I’m attached to you, and 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, and 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 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
overwhelmingly 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, and 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!
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Chapter 1 - Heather
Again

 


 


The photography studio was
in a high-end outdoor shopping mall just a few miles north of the
city. Anchoring the mall were three well-known and expensive
department stores. Connecting the anchoring stores were wandering
concrete paths lined with tall plants, miniature gardens, and park
benches for weary shoppers to rest before spending more
money.

My husband, Hunter, and I
spent a lot of time at this mall, mostly buying revealing clothing
for me to wear on our “Dares.” I always browsed the jewelry stores,
wishing I had unlimited amounts of money or at least enough for a
few of the pieces I really liked.

Since I was coming to the
mall to have my pictures taken for the most recent Dare, I arrived
early for a brief shopping ‘fix.’ My appointment with the
photographer was for five o’clock, so it made sense for me to
arrive at the mall a little after three in the
afternoon.

My first
stop was the boutique where my girlfriend, and occasional lover,
Heather worked, selling daring women’s clothing and lingerie.
Heather sold me the dress I’d been wearing when Willie fucked me
from behind in a public dance club. The dress had been a unique,
yellow shift dress with a bib-like top and the skirt of a shift
dress. The top had covered only my front and had been held up
by a jeweled
costume choker; a matching jeweled strap
ran down the center of my bare back and helped hold up the skirt,
leaving the sides and back open to my waist.

Willie had pushed up the
back of my skirt, pulled my thong aside, bent me forward, and
shoved his cock in me. He’d had no trouble reaching my breasts
through the open sides, and neither had the guy standing next to me
I hadn’t even met. It had been highly erotic to be taken in public,
pushed against a bar, and fucked while music played, people danced,
and club lights flashed.

“Can I help you?” I woke
from my daydream to Heather smiled at me. I’d forgotten where I was
for a moment. I’d been lost in the memory of that night.

“I was just remembering
the trouble I got into wearing the yellow shift dress.” I wanted to
hold her, and from the way she instinctively moved toward me, she
had the same idea.

“Are you shopping today or
just dropping in to surprise me?” she smiled.

“I have
an appointment to have pictures taken,” I said.
“It’s a Dare card, and they’ll probably be daring pictures
too.”

“Anything I can do… you
know… to help?” Heather asked while checking on the location of the
other employees.

“I’m going to have
‘glamour’ pictures taken, but if you have…” I let my voice drift
off. Heather knew what I was asking.

“I think
you should try this on,” she said, holding up a hanger with a
nearly transparent blouse. “Let me show you the undressing room.”

I knew
the dressing room well. The shop had two, one near the front of the
store rarely used because of its proximity to the
door and the walking path. However, it was much larger than the
more heavily used room in the back—naturally, Heather led me to
it.

Rather than checking me in
and leaving me alone as she would most customers, Heather came
inside with me after telling one of the clerks I needed ‘special’
help.

As soon
as the door clicked shut behind her, we were in each other’s
arms. Our lips touched, and we greeted each other
appropriately.

Heather
was an important part of my life. She and my husband were the
two people in this world I loved and had steady sexual
relationships. Heather was the person my husband had called when
I’d partied, and things had gotten out of hand. As much as I’d
enjoyed it at the time, they had violently used my little holes,
and I’d needed another woman to care for me. Hunter would have done
anything he could and provided anything I’d asked
for, but he wasn’t a woman, and that was what I’d needed
the most.

Heather
was the first woman I’d had sex with, and the way we made love was
so utterly different from being with a man. Her kiss excited me as
she pushed her tongue into my mouth. I could feel her breathing
quicken, and
we tried to be quiet so that we wouldn’t draw
attention to ourselves.

We gazed into each other’s
eyes as I caressed her breast through her thin blouse.

“You didn’t wear a bra to
work today. You’re a bad girl,” I whispered.

“I’d be a very good girl
if we had enough time to do this properly,” she said while sliding
her hand under my skirt and touching me between my legs. I moved my
right foot to give her better access, moaning into her
neck.

“You’d better try on the
blouse,” Heather told me breathlessly. “Besides, if we do anything
here, I’ll get fired.”

“What kind of crappy job
won’t let you fuck on company time?” I complained while putting on
the new top.

Of
course, the blouse looked good on me and fit perfectly. I let
Heather pick out all my clothing. She had much better taste.
Besides, my husband loved the clothing she picked out for me to
wear.

“I’ll buy it,” I said as
we shared a brief kiss at the dressing room door.

“Thank you, Mrs. Banks.
I’ll wrap this blouse for you,” Heather said loudly.

“That won’t be necessary.
I can’t take it with me,” I said.

“I could bring it by. Will
you be home Saturday morning?” Heather’s eyes were
bright.

“I should be. I appreciate
the service,” I told her as her boss walked up. “You’re why I buy
everything here.”




Chapter 2 -
Photographer

 


 


The
photography studio was a small storefront just down from the
boutique where Heather worked. The front window displayed samples
of their work while blocking the view inside. The front lobby of
the studio was decorated tastefully with a small reception desk and
chairs for waiting. Framed photographs hung on the walls. Most of
the pictures were of families and couples mixed with studio shots
of beautiful
men and women.

They
seemed to have a knack for photographing women. I recognized some
of the subjects, and they appeared prettier than I
knew them to be. Whoever was shooting the photographs was very
good. Hunter had picked well for me.

The receptionist was a
young girl with purple hair, a nose ring, and a multi-colored
tattoo on her upper arm. She made a call to someone in the back,
and without smiling or saying a word, walked out the front door and
locked it behind herself.

I was locked in the studio
about to be photographed by a person I didn’t know, and not just
photographs but “glamour” pictures. I didn’t know what “glamour”
meant in this situation. Would I wear a nightie or something? Maybe
I’d be topless in front of a man I’d have just met. I was already
turned-on after being with Heather, and my imagination was running
wild. What if he wanted to take pictures of me naked? Would I let
him? I answered my question—of course, I would.

My pussy
was tingling when the sound of footsteps caused me to turn and look
at the smiling face of… Russell!

I’d met
Russell at the gangbang Willie arranged in my honor. Russell had
been the last man to fuck me, and I’d almost broken. Russell was
huge down there, too large for most women, and after I’d been
unceremoniously dumped at home the following morning, it had
been Heather who had cleaned and cared for me. Hunter had done what
he could, but I was a mess. It took a long time for my body to calm
down. I even woke in the middle of the night, dreaming Russell was
inside me. The sheet had been soggy with my nocturnal lubrication,
and my hips had been pumping as I neared orgasm.

Russell had provided the
most intense sexual experience I’d ever had. When I woke after
dreaming of him, I’d attack Hunter. I’d make him fuck me, and I
didn’t care if I was on top or if he was. At other times, if I
couldn’t wake him enough, I’d masturbate—loudly and
enthusiastically. My pussy would be more than just tingling. I
don’t know how to describe the sensations—my pussy would be
throbbing with the need to be filled and stretched. I’d reach under
my ass and push fingers inside myself with one hand while I
frantically rubbed my clit with the other. I’m not proud of what
I’d become.

I didn’t
stop even when my now-awake husband used a magic marker to write on
my body. He wrote All Will Fuck Me and
Slut for Black Cock in fancy
script, just above and below my panty
line. The feel of the marker pressed against my skin excited me
even more than I always was.

My fingers stroking my
clit would drive my pleasure center insane. Then Hunter would
masturbate on my tits, his cock purple as his fist moved almost too
fast to see.

Our
passion fed off each other, and I could hear him panting as he
watched me and stroked himself. When he exploded on my breast, his
cum covering the words Lesbian
Slut, I came with him.

Russell stood in front of
me now, dressed in freshly ironed jeans and wearing a white tuxedo
shirt. He was holding out a glass of chilled white wine for me and
smiling broadly. Russell was much more handsome than I remembered.
His hair was cut short, near his scalp, and his eyes sparkled as he
looked at me.

I felt my pussy began to
swell just from the sight of him. He was so tall and handsome, and
I knew what he’d hidden inside those jeans. My day had led to this
moment as my body prepared itself for him.

“Russell,” I managed to
croak.

“Lexi, it’s been too long.
How are you?” He made it sound like we were old friends seeing each
other after being apart.

“I’ve been good, and you?”
I tried to look at his eyes, but I caught myself gazing at the
front of his jeans.

He put his arm around me
and steered me toward the back of the shop. “I’ve missed you.
You’re an exceptional lady, and I hope I can help you capture a
good memory to take home.”

I didn’t miss the double
entendre as he led me into a professional photography studio. In
the center of the set was a double bed with a white padded
headboard, the mattress covered by a white sheet. Focused on the
bed were a variety of lights, some with umbrella-like reflectors.
The set was strongly lit, the remainder of the room in
semi-darkness. In the corner was a brightly colored screen for me
to use as a changing room.

“You’ll find some clothing
behind the screen, but first, let’s drink some wine and take some
pictures with you dressed the way you are right now,” he said as he
pulled a screen down from the ceiling, hiding the bed from
view.

“Sit, these
will be casual shots to begin,” he said,
directing me to a plain wooden stool where I perched nervously. I
gulped the wine as the camera shutter clicked, and Russell
continued to talk, complimenting me on my appearance and
occasionally asking me to change how I was
sitting.

He had several cameras set
up. All but one would be used to take still photographs. There was
a huge camera mounted on a tripod and several smaller cameras he
could use as he moved around me.

Also, he had what looked
like a small video recording camera mounted on a second, smaller
tripod that could be moved easily. A tiny red light was visible on
the video camera, which I assumed meant he was recording everything
we did.

The last “camera” looked
more like the small lens connected to a computer for use during
video chat sessions. A long thin cable ran from the back of it to
the maze of equipment set up at the end of the room to mount
alongside the video recorder.

Russell
wasn’t pushing alcohol on me, but whenever I discovered my wine
glass was near empty, I’d ask for more. From time to time,
he helped me change my position by lifting my chin or having me focus
on something in the studio away from the camera.

After taking several
shots, he asked me to stand by him as we reviewed what he had taken
on a computer screen. The pictures were excellent! No. The shots he
had taken made me look gorgeous. Russell was a real photographer.
He casually put his arm around me as we viewed the
results.

“Are you satisfied so
far?”

“You’re a good
photographer,” I gushed. Standing this close to him was causing me
to flood a little between my legs as well. I could feel his strong
presence and thought I recognized his smell from the night of the
gangbang. I fought the urge to kiss his neck so I could inhale him
more deeply.

“We’ll save these and take
some more, this time with the bed. If you approve?” Russell asked
almost formally.

I did
approve. Russell raised the screen and asked me to make myself
comfortable on the bed while still in my street clothes. The camera
shutters made more clicking noises as he walked around the bed, and
I drank more wine while relaxing in various positions.
Occasionally, he would reposition me to get the shot he wanted, but
mostly I posed
how I wanted. I tried, for a few shots, to look
seductive. For a few, I went for flirty, and for
some, I tried on an innocent look. But mostly, I just
smiled.

“Would you be comfortable
in a nightie?” he asked.

I said I
would, and
he directed me behind the brightly colored screen
to change. Behind the screen, a variety of lingerie in
several colors hung from a bar. The lingerie ranged from modest to
revealing.

“Wear whatever’s
comfortable for you. You’ll have an opportunity to change as we go
along,” Russell said loud enough for me to hear.

I gulped
more wine and slipped into a white teddy with matching white
panties. When I walked out, Russell directed me to the bed,
all the while complimenting me on my looks and “obvious”
sexiness.

“Today, my work is easy. I
don’t have to resort to filters or makeup to make you look
glamorous. You look wonderful, Lexi.”

I felt myself glow from a
combination of compliments, being nearly naked with a wonderfully
sexy man, and the wine.

We followed the same
routine as before. Russell directed how I posed and the expression
on my face for some shots but left me on my own for most of
them.

“You’re a natural, Lexi.
It’s as though you’re a professional model, I don’t have to direct
you for every picture,” Russell said, taking my picture as I beamed
with pride.

At one
point, I was sitting on the bed with a leg bent,
and he could see the crotch of my white panties. As he directed
me to a new position, I caught sight of myself in something shiny.
The panties had pulled up into a ‘camel toe,’ and my crotch was so
wet, I could easily see my slit! The sight of my pussy added to my
building excitement, and before he had me repositioned, I simply
took my panties off.

“You’ve seen me naked,” I
reminded him. “Would you like me to take my top off
too?”

“You’re
an extraordinarily beautiful woman, of course, I’d like you
to take your top off.”

“Okay,
but you have to take everything off too. Your pants look
uncomfortable.” I was smiling, but Russell’s large cock had grown
down the inside of his left pant leg, reaching halfway to his
knee. I reached out to run my index finger down its fat length,
causing it to twitch.

Russell
stayed where he was as he dropped his jeans, and that beautiful
black erection came into view. It was too long and too heavy to
stick straight out, but it still twitched and continued
to grow as I lightly stroked it. Its velvety skin and the memory of
how he’d almost ruined me once before caused the surface of my
chest to feel hot as it reddened.

“I remember how you said
you owned my pussy, Russell. You took ownership last time. Even my
husband heard you claimed me.” I looked into his eyes, “I’m
serious.”

“I know what was said, but
a lot was happening that night. I never thought I actually ‘owned’
anything,” he said as he put down the camera he had been using.
“Tell me what you want, Lexi.”

I wrapped
my hand around his mammoth manhood and spread my legs. “I’m a
married woman, Russell, but no man has ever satisfied me like you.
Please understand, it’s not the wine talking, look how wet
you're making me.”

I was without shame. I
knew Hunter had set me up to be taken by Russell, and my husband
knew the risks of allowing his wife to be fucked by this man, and
he’d done it anyway. He’d set me up.

I was only with Russell
because this was where my husband wanted me to be. He knew I
couldn’t resist this handsome black man with his magnificent
equipment. Hunter had watched us the night I’d told Russell he
owned my pussy.

Russell moved behind the
large camera. “Show me your tits,” he ordered. I changed my
position so I could hold my breasts out to the camera, and Russell.
I licked a finger and stroked a nipple as the camera clicked. I
even lifted a breast to my mouth and suckled myself, an act I’d
never done in front of a man. My breasts felt unusually tingly,
swollen, and sensitive.

I was panting as I watched
Russell’s cock throbbing in front of me. It was as though I could
feel him inside me.

“Spreadeagle,” he ordered.
I laid on my back and spread my legs as high and far apart as
they’d go, grasping my high heels in my hands to hold myself
extended. I could feel the soft breeze of the air conditioning on
my overheated pussy. I must have looked like a wanton slut, but I
didn’t care.

Russell
stopped as he adjusted the video recorder on the tripod. Sighing, I
closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of being so exposed
to a
man. When I opened them again, he was taking pictures of my face
with a smaller camera, only a few feet away from
me.

“I want to capture your
look as you surrender yourself to me. I’m going to send copies to
your husband. I want him to see what you look like right
now.”

“Please, do it,” was all I
could say.

Russell set the camera
aside but left the video running as he rubbed the head of his huge
cock between my pussy lips. I took his cock in my hand—my fingers
unable to reach around him—rubbing the head along the length of my
wet opening. I concentrated on the magic sensation of the rubbery
head against my clit as I felt my pussy relax and open even further
for him.

When I
couldn’t tolerate the tease any longer, I rubbed his cock against
my vaginal opening and urged him to push inside me. We held each
other as my pussy expanded and moistened to accommodate his girth.
Even a few inches inside, he was stretching me so much it
hurt, but in a good way. It was the kind of ache I
wanted.

We rested
as I heard myself moaning from the pleasure of his penetration.
After a few moments, I urged him to push further
inside me.

Russell spread my natural
lubrication on his long cock and pushed further inside. The ache in
my pussy surprised me as I humped against him. I could feel him
pulling my vagina inside out with each stroke. I wanted all of him,
no matter how much it might hurt.

“Fuck
me, Russell,” I was groaning with need
as he fucked further inside. I was amazingly full of cock as he
somehow slid below my cervix. My mouth hung open as I felt him
touch me as only he could.

The pleasure was
overwhelming, the only thing that existed for me was the feel of
his giant erection pushing against the unbelievably sensitive end
of my vagina and stroking a pleasure center only Russell had ever
been able to touch.

No other man, including my
husband, would ever be able to please me the way Russell could. He
was all the way inside; his pubic hair pushed against my bare mound
as I rubbed against him. I heard myself groaning as if from a
distance.

“I’ve
taken all of you again,” I
groaned. “You own me again, Russell. You
own my pussy. I want to be your whore.” I
don’t know where the words came from, I just opened my mouth and
the emotions of the moment spilled out of me.

My mouth
was on his, and my tongue pushed deep inside. As he fucked me,
I continued kissing his face, savoring the flavor of his black
skin. The incredible sensation of being so full of his cock meant I
could feel the pleasure of it in every part of my
body.

“I
love your cock,” I told him as he
pushed in and out of me.

Each time he slid into
that wonderful spot deep inside me, my fingertips and toes would
buzz. Even my breasts felt larger and more responsive somehow. He
really owned me at that moment. I’d opened myself to him
completely.

I urged him to go faster,
to use me roughly. Russell held my legs open, his strong hands on
my thighs as he pounded into me. I wrapped my arms around his neck
and passed the border of sanity. The only thing that existed for me
was the giant cock thrusting into my pussy. It was pulling my labia
so far out of my body, my vagina seemed even longer. The sensations
multiplied.

I felt my first orgasm as
it gathered in my fingers and toes and moved through my body toward
my clit. My muscles contracted, and I’m sure my eyes rolled back in
my head.

The sensations gathered in
my clit and exploded. I heard my cries echoing off the walls as my
climax peaked, then peaked again, all the while Russell continued
to thrust inside me. He hit bottom with each lunge and pulled
almost all the way out each time.

One orgasm led to another.
I don’t think I stopped cumming the entire time he fucked me. Even
when he roughly moved me onto my belly and laid on my back, I kept
cumming.

I don’t know how long he
fucked me. When he was ready, he pulled me to the floor and,
holding my head by my hair, pushed the mushroom-shaped head of his
erection into my mouth, and came in a seemingly endless rope of
sperm.

I’d done this. I’d excited
Russell so much, made his long, fat cock so excited, he filled my
mouth with his seed. I felt fulfilled and strangely powerful as I
worshiped his penis and tried to suck out every drop. An odd
thought popped into my head—Russell had only cum once while I’d had
multiple orgasms. The idea made me feel even more powerful than
before.

When he was done, when his
cock was merely dripping, he wiped the excess sperm on my left
breast and allowed me to collapse on the floor. My pussy was
throbbing, and my body felt weak as I sprawled on the carpet. The
same thought came back to me as I laid there. I could have fucked
some more, but Russell was done for the day. I smiled at the
thought of women as the ‘weaker’ sex.

I vaguely heard him moving
around his equipment as I laid there, my tongue coated with the cum
of a man who was not my husband. I should have felt shame at what
I’d done or anger at Hunter for setting me up, but I only felt the
burning desire to be used by Russell again and the superiority of
knowing I could.

I spread
my legs and pulled my pussy lips apart as I lowered my head and
rolled my eyes upward to look at him. I was inviting him in,
and he knew it.

“Stay like that,” he said
as he took another round of pictures. He even zoomed in on my
throbbing pussy with the video camera.

“Please
fuck me again,” I begged, reaching for his cock as he
filmed me. “Let me be your whore.”

I knew my husband would
see the video, but that’s only partly why I said what I did. This
was what Hunter wanted. He wanted me to be a hotwife, and he wanted
to watch me fucked by other men. It excited him to feel the
humiliation of seeing his wife—the woman who loved him and had
vowed to be by his side forever—beg a man with a monster cock to
make her his whore.

When I said Russell owned
my pussy, Hunter might become so excited he’d orgasm without
touching himself. He’d done it before. There was something about
the combination of seeing his wife so sexually fulfilled mixed with
the fear and humiliation of losing a part of herself to another man
that excited him.

I didn’t pretend to
understand it all. I knew I wanted this as much as my husband did
for my own reasons. I may have wanted it more.

“You want
my cock?” Russell asked his manhood inches from my
mouth.

My pussy throbbed as I
nodded ‘Yes.’

“Look at the video and beg.
Maybe I’ll let you fuck me again.”

I still
wasn’t myself. I knew he was doing this for my husband, feeding his
need for humiliation by watching his wife beg another man for sex.
It was a play for Russell, but all I could see at the time was his
cock, and all I could think of was the wonderful
feeling of him deep inside me.

“Send your husband a text.
Ask him what he wants you to do,” Russell instructed.

I suddenly realized why
there was a small third camera. My husband was in front of his
computer watching us—live!

A moment later, I was
sending Hunter a message:

Russell wants me to ask
you if I should beg him to fuck me again. Please say
yes!

I knew
what my husband would want. Hunter wanted me to be a slut for
Russell. He knew I wanted Russell’s big black cock. I loved my
husband, and
we made beautiful love together. We shared a
closeness I could never have with another human being, but Russell
gave me sexual completeness and gratification beyond anything my
husband could provide.

Why did that excite Hunter
so much? Knowing I loved him, but only another man could totally
satisfy me? Why did he want to see me used by someone else? Why did
it excite him so much when I gave my body to another man as a sex
toy?

He knew Russell owned me
in a way he never could. I was his wife, yet it was my husband who
pushed me into giving myself away. I certainly would never have had
a long-lasting affair with another woman without Hunter forcing me
into it with Heather.

My phone
chirped:

Yes, beg him to fuck
you.

All was lost now. I showed
the screen to Russell.

“Please, Russell. Fuck me. I’ll do anything you want me to
do,” I said.

“Get on your hands and
knees facing the camera,” he ordered.

I scrambled to obey as he
focused tightly on my face.

“Look
into the lens, no matter what happens, look at your husband
and tell him everything.”

I stared
straight into the lens and begged Russell. “Please fuck your slut. Please put your giant cock in my
pussy.” I was starring in Russell’s play
in front of an audience of one—I hoped.

“Tell your husband who’s
pussy it is.”

“It’s your pussy,
Russell.”

“What about your husband?”
he asked, his thick, rough fingers stroking my clit.

“Don’t
make me say it,” I pleaded.
“I love my husband, and I don’t want to hurt
him.”

Russell stopped touching
me. “All right. You can dress and go home now. We’re
done.”

“No,
please don’t stop. I’ll do it. I’ll say anything you want me to
say,” I was pushing myself back at
him, trying to find his hand. “I love you,
Hunter. I love you with all my heart, but my pussy belongs to
Russell.

“Prove it,” his fingers
were touching me again, “tell your husband what I’m
doing.”

“He’s
touching me, Hunter,” I sobbed.
“He’s touching my married pussy. He’s stroking my
clit. I’m sorry. I know I’m hurting you, but I want him to fuck me
again.”

“Tell him how I fucked you
earlier.” Russell had forced three fingers inside me.

“Oh… Hunter… it was so
good. He made me cum… Hunter.”

I felt Russell’s weight
shift, followed by the electric shock of his hard cock touching my
labia.

“He’s touching me… with
his cock.”

I reached behind me with
one hand to spread my cheeks, exposing myself even more.

“He’s
spreading me open with his cock,” I
gasped. “He’s so big, Hunter. He’s
stretching me.”

I was having a hard time
talking as Russell lubricated his huge dick and penetrated me.
Every other thought driven from my mind. There was so much pleasure
going on inside me, and everything else vanished again. The only
thing that existed was Russell stretching me open.

“Hunter… he’s all the way inside… he’s touching… I’m
sorry.” Russell was touching that
special spot again. He’d pushed himself under my cervix, and it was
all I could do to hold myself upright.

“Tell him what’s
happening,” he growled. “Tell your husband.”

“It so
good… it’s so good… he owns me… he owns me,”
I gasped. Later, watching the video, I saw my
eyes roll back in my head. My body began to quiver, hot and cold
shocks running through me. The pleasure was so intense, it almost
hurt. I broke into a sweat and groaning, begged Russell to fuck me
harder and even deeper.

The
feelings were so confusing. All I knew for sure was with Russell’s
cock inside, he owned me, he could do anything he wanted to me. I
had no will to resist him, and he knew
it.

He was fucking me harder,
hitting that spot with every stroke.

“I’m going to keep your
wife for a while, Hunter. I’m going to fuck her until I’m done with
her, then I’ll send her back to you.”




Chapter 3 - The Morning
After

 


 


I staggered out of an Uber
in front of our home, in the middle of the next afternoon. The
neighbors were out cutting their grass or whatever they did on the
weekend. Everything stopped as I stumbled toward the
house.

Hunter met me halfway up
the walk and held me until I was inside. I heard him go back out
and assure one of our neighbors I’d been sick. I don’t think they
believed him, considering I’d only been wearing the teddy Russell
had provided, and it was barely long enough to cover my lack of
panties.

My pussy was still
throbbing and leaking as I silently held out the jump drive with
the video on it for my husband.

“I did it again, Hunter.
I’m so sorry. I’m just a slut. I wouldn’t blame you if you kicked
me out for real this time.” I even got up and started toward the
door. In the cold light of day, I was so ashamed at what I’d done,
what I’d let Russell do, I was ready to leave dressed in what I’d
had on when I arrived. Fortunately, my husband stopped
me.

I bawled in his arms, my
guilt overwhelming me. Not the guilt of having had sex with another
man, Hunter had set that up. He knew it would happen. I was crying
because of the guilt I felt enjoying it so much more than I’d ever
experienced with my husband.

There was
also the guilt of pledging my body to someone else. I couldn’t do
that. I was married to the man I loved. It was all too much for me,
I collapsed in tears, thinking, “Way to
treat your husband, bitch. Crying on his shoulder because of
something you did,” which just made me cry
even harder.

Once I
started crying, the spigot was turned on. Tears were running down
my face as I gasped for breath, howling my distress. I tried to
talk, but
it was when I started hiccupping, that I was able
to slow my tears.

For a moment, it even
seemed kind of funny. I was crying and hiccupping and trying to
talk all at the same time.

“Hunter… (hiccup)…
I’m no good… (hiccup)… I’m just a slut. I’m so
sorry… (hiccup, try to wipe my
tears) … you’d be better off
without… (hiccup)… me,” I felt so awful, and those damn hiccups didn’t
help.

My
stupid, loving husband just held me and laughed. “What? And miss
all this fun?” He pulled me in tight just as my tears were turning
to anger at him for not… well, being angry with me. “I love
you, Lexi. I’m never letting you go, no
matter what.”

“But I let him take part of
me away from you.” I was trying so hard to make him see how
seriously wrong it all was.

“Let me ask you a
question, Lexi,” he said, sitting me on the bed and kneeling
between my legs. “Have I ever touched that part of you deep
inside?”

“No.”

“Has anyone, other than
Russell?”

“No.”

“Okay, then.”

“Okay,
then what?” I slapped his shoulder
hard.

“If no one has ever
touched you there, and no one else probably will ever touch you
there, he kind of… already owns it, doesn’t he?”

I suddenly calmed down as
if a switch had been thrown. Strangely, what my husband just said
made perfect sense. Of course, I owned my pussy. But if I wanted to
give away the part I didn’t even know existed until Russell fucked
it—a part where no one else, including my husband, was ever going
to go. And if I wanted to give it away to the one man who could
touch it—then giving it away didn’t seem so bad, in a weird
perverted way. I knew there was a hole in the logic somewhere, but
I couldn’t dwell on it right them.

“This doesn’t mean he can
fuck my wife any time he wants,” Hunter said.

“Of course not.”

Hunter spread my legs
further and lowered his head to my crusty and sloppy wet pussy. As
he started to lick me, I tried to push him away.

“I’m dirty, honey. Russell…
he fucked me again this morning. Besides, I’m a little
sore.”

“I’ll be gentle,” he
promised, and he was. He licked and sucked me gently at first.
Making his tongue flat, he licked the length of my slit before
lightly taking my clit into his mouth.

His lovemaking felt so good. I let myself
go and laid back on the bed as he reclaimed me. I didn’t protest
when he stood and eased his erection inside. I’d recovered enough
from the ordeal; I could just barely feel him.

I urged him to pull out
and to go into my bottom. I’ve learned to enjoy being fucked there,
and it had several advantages. I could more easily play with my
clit, and as every woman knows, we’re better at giving ourselves
satisfaction than almost any man. It also gave Hunter the tightness
he needed because he wasn’t getting it from my vagina, not after
eighteen hours of Russell.

My husband and I climaxed
together. The feel of his cock pulsating in my ass. Combined with
the action of my fingers, pushed me over the top along with him. We
held each other for a time before I got up to take a
shower.

I thought about what my
husband had said while I washed. How was it possible for me to give
a part of myself away? The thought bounced around in my brain,
mixed with the memory of Russell’s cock. Nobody, myself included,
had ever provided me with so much pleasure, but I knew there was a
price to be paid. Nothing came for free.

I washed gently, and when
I finished, I crawled under the covers even though it was still the
middle of the afternoon. Sleep was slow to come. What would happen
now? Would Russell try to take me away, would he try to claim what
I’d told him was his? If he did try to claim me, what would
happen?

I finally fell asleep out
of exhaustion and dreamed of being owned by a large black man. Pain
in my anus woke me. I’d touched myself in my sleep, and my pussy
was still swollen and dripping when I took another
shower.

The next morning, I
dragged myself downstairs. Hunter had fixed breakfast for both of
us and was sitting at the counter.

“We need to talk,” he
said.

I poured
a cup and tried to join him, but the tenderness in my rear
was too much, so I stood at the breakfast counter and slipped my
coffee.

“What do
you want to talk about?” I asked as if I didn’t already
have a clue.

“I think we need to take
some time off before using the Dare Bucket again,” he said. I
expected the time off, but I was a little surprised he wanted to go
back to the Dare Bucket at all.

“Let me ask you a question.
We’ve been using the Dare Bucket for some time now, and each time,
I seem to end up sleeping with another man.”

“I had noticed
that.”

“Or a woman, and each
time, you either end up watching me or hearing about it the next
day.”

“True. What’s the
question?”

“Do you like it so much,
watching me with another person or seeing me drag myself into the
house after having my ass fucked off? Is this what you want to keep
doing?”

“Yes,” he
said. “I don’t fully understand the powerful emotions I experience.
I love you so much, my heart aches when I watch you naked with
another person. I feel physically sick when you’re not here,
and I know you’re having sex.”

I looked at him in shock.
“And you still want me to do it, even though it makes you feel
sick?”

“Yes, even though I can’t
stand what happens, even though when I’m watching, I want to close
my eyes and plug my ears, even though I feel overwhelming sadness
when you’re not with me. Even with all that, I’m the luckiest man
alive. Do you want to know why?”

“Why?” I felt as though I’d
hurt my husband so badly, he’d never be able to forgive me. My
stomach was on the floor—my marriage was ending. Right here at our
breakfast bar, my husband was breaking up with me.

“Because I’ve never felt
more alive or more turned on than I do when you’re with someone
else, and I wouldn’t give it up.” He moved to hug me. “You have
made me the luckiest man alive.”

I didn’t
know what to say. I let my husband fold in his arms. My body was
still, but
my mind was in turmoil. My husband was some kind
of masochist. I hurt him by messing
around, and
he loved it!

“We’re not stopping,” he
said. “Unless you absolutely want to stop.”

He was looking down at me,
waiting for my answer. How could I stop after what he’d said? I
took a moment to take inventory of my desires and emotions before I
nodded.

“Okay, all right, we won’t
stop, but we won’t force it either.” I backed away and looked up at
him. “If we try too hard, this whole thing could take a bad turn.
I’m fine with us setting up situations but not with me trying to
get laid by another man. Agree?”

“Agreed.”

“One thing,” I said.
“Russell… has, you know… he’s… claimed some sort of… you know…
ownership.” I looked at my husband, helplessly.

“He’s claimed… what
again?” Hunter asked.

The bastard was going to
make me say it. “He’s claimed ownership of my pussy,” I almost
shouted.

“Ownership of what? I didn’t hear you.” He
was a real prick.

“Of my pussy, my cunt, my
quim, my twat.” I slapped his arm a total of four times. Then I
slapped it again, just to make my point. “He might want to use…
me.” My voice had grown increasingly soft. “He might want to fuck
me, and I don’t know if I can’t resist him, Hunter.”

My husband gathered me in
his arms again, and this time my mind felt more at
peace.

“We’ll just have to face it
when and if the time comes,” he said as I felt him kissing the top
of my head at the same time, I felt his growing erection pressed
against my stomach.

Saturday, Heather knocked
on my door just as she’d promised. When I answered, she held out my
new blouse on a hanger, encased in plastic.

“Just as you requested,
ma’am,” she said with a smile. Anyone watching would have seen a
routine delivery from a high-end boutique.

“Thanks, you really
shouldn’t have, won’t you come in?” I said, playing
along.

As soon as the door was
closed behind her, we were holding each other close, our lips
touching. I was savoring the feel of her body and the hint of her
familiar perfume.

“I love you, Heather,” I
whispered in her ear.

“I need you, Lexi,” she
whispered back. “I wish I had more time, but I have to work today.
Monika called in sick again.”

“Is Monika pregnant?” I
asked.

“We all think so, but
she’s not saying,” Heather answered as we moved toward the kitchen,
arm-in-arm. I didn’t need to make love with Heather to enjoy her
visit. She was my best friend.

It was still early, so I
poured us both a cup of coffee before we sat at the kitchen table
and gossiped. Heather brought me up to speed on the little “Peyton
Place” that was her boutique, and I filled her in on my doings with
Russell.

“Hunter set you up with
Russell, again?” she said in surprise.

“Surprised the hell out of
me. It turned out to be a delicious surprise.”

“I’m glad it was. I’m also
glad you didn’t need me this time. Russell really did a number on
you last time,” she said, looking concerned.

“It was just him, and he
was… not gentle, but very… satisfying,” I fumbled.

Heather
had a big grin on her face. “I like when my girl has a good time,”
she said, patting and stroking my bare leg. “Speaking of a
good time,” she began.

“Give,” I smiled, moving
her hand further up my leg.

“I love you, Lexi. You
know you’re more than my lover, you’re my best friend.” She looked
so serious, I picked up her hand from my thigh and held it. “But
I’ve met somebody. It may not work out, but I want to give it a
try.”

Reaction flashed through
me faster than I could control. I didn’t want Heather to have
someone else, but why shouldn’t she have the chance to find lasting
happiness? After all, I was married, we’d never be more than
friends and lovers. Still, I wanted her all to myself, but I should
be happy for her. I should support her.

It took
less than a second before I was hugging my friend and wishing her
the best
because she deserved the best. She hugged me back
and kissed my neck, causing an uncontrollable physical reaction
between my legs. Heather smiled at me knowingly.

“It’s
hard for both of us, Lexi, but I like her a lot,
and I hope it works out,” she said.

“Oh, me too. You deserve
it,” I said, only partially believing myself.

“The best is you. Do you
think we could continue as we always have, at least until… you
know?”

“Of
course!” This time our kiss lingered and threatened to end in
the bedroom. I was stroking her erect nipple through her thin
blouse when she pulled gently away from me.

“I have to go to work.” She
had one hand on my face, the other holding my hand to her
heart.

I walked her to the door
and kissed her as she left, hoping she’d be back.




Chapter 4 - Lexi’s
Favorite Rock Band

 


 


It was a month before we
went out again, and this time we didn’t need the Dare Bucket.
Hunter had secured tickets to my all-time favorite rock band and
not just any tickets—he scored front-fucking-row seats in a
sold-out stadium! Our seats were on the temporaries set up on the
infield, only about ten feet from the front of the
stage.

The band consisted of
eight guys and two women. I had everything they’d ever done saved
on my iPhone. I’d play them and sing along as I exercised. I was so
excited, and Hunter got so lucky the night he told me about the
tickets.

What to wear? What to
wear? I’d heard about the wild parties they had backstage. I’d
found some pictures someone had taken and wondered what it would be
like, but we weren’t going to force anything. Still, I wanted to
look as sexy as I could without going too far.

I went
too far. I ended up wearing a club dress that was almost
flesh-colored with a deep crawl neck in front that went almost to
my navel and exposed the inside half of each breast. It was hemmed
so short—the hem ended only five or six inches below my pussy—I had
to be careful when I sat. Of course, I couldn’t wear a bra with it,
but I did wear modest three-inch heels. The dress was bad
enough—where I really went too far was the matching
flesh-colored
thong. I might have been trying too
hard.

Hunter
stopped dead in his tracks when he saw me. “Is that what you’re
wearing?” He didn’t wait for an answer. “I thought we weren’t
going to try so hard to get you laid?”

“What’s wrong with it?” I
was immediately defensive, sometimes an unfortunate trait of mine.
“You don’t like it, do you?”

“No, I
didn’t say that. I love it. Only, you look like
you’re naked.” He was backtracking as fast as he
could.

“Don’t be
silly, Hunter. The band will have spotlights in their
eyes, and
I’ll be in shadow. They’ll never see
me.”

“It’s not the band I’m
concerned about.”

“Don’t you think they’ll
be women, girls even, dressed in even more revealing clothing?
Don’t you think at least one of them will climb on some guy’s
shoulders and take her top off? Nobody’s going to look twice at an
old woman like me.” I so hoped that wasn’t true.

The front
row seats came with access to a special parking area just a few
yards from the stadium’s main entrance. On the way
in, we drove past people hiking from the far reaches of the
parking lots. All were in high spirits, singing some of the more
popular songs and smoking pot.

A
security guard directed us to a separate door where an usher
walked us to our seats. We went down a flight of stairs to a broad,
brightly lit tunnel and up another flight of stairs to the field
before he could direct us to our row.

The stage
was right there in front of us! They’d roped off our area, so fans
from behind us couldn’t get to the band, but I could almost reach
out and touch the front of the stage. The stadium was
enclosed, and
the smell of pot was already heavy in the air.
Maybe it was just the nature of the place, or perhaps the air
conditioning had been set wrong because instead of
drifting upward, the smoke was drifting straight toward us. It
already seemed as though we were in a light fog, and after a
few minutes,
I had a contact high from breathing it
in.

The crowd
was restless, chanting the name of the band, clapping in unison.
Several groups were spontaneously singing some of their hit songs.
The warm-up
band wasn’t scheduled to start for several
minutes, but the party was in full swing.

Hunter
stroked my thigh, and when I looked, he smiled at me. It
was already too difficult to be heard without yelling directly into
his ear. I just reached over and squeezed his cock through his pant
leg.

The warm-up band played, and the party
became even wilder. When the main act started, the crowd went nuts.
I was on my feet, shouting along with everyone else when they began
to play. Soon, I was dancing in the aisle in front of our seats,
singing along with them.

The lead
vocalist, Mick, kept looking in my direction and smiling as I
danced. The more he looked, the wilder I danced, and the more
excited I became. I felt he was looking at me even though I thought it unlikely
he could see me through the lights and the smoke. Yet it looked as
though he was admiring me as I stared right back at him and smiled.
I even bent over as I danced so he could see down my top, my
breasts threatening to fall out. I wasn’t sure how much he could
see until he moved his guitar just enough for me to check out the
bulge in his pants.

I was
inspired—when he moved his guitar as if suggesting I lift my dress;
I did, I flashed him. As he watched me, I bent and removed my
sodden thong and threw it to him. It landed with a wet smack at his
feet, and without missing a beat, he bent and picked them up. When
he held them to his nose while he looked at me, I raised my dress
again, showing him my waxed-smooth pussy.

Another suggestion from
Mick and I turned around to flash my ass. By now, the crowd near us
was aware of what I was doing. Men were yelling. They wanted me to
flash them. The yelling was not polite, “Show us your cunt,” and
“Hey, how about us? We want to see your pussy too.”

I should
have been disgusted, but I wasn’t. The air was thick with marijuana
smoke as I pulled my dress up and showed the crowd my pussy.
The catcalls
and whistles became even
louder.

Mick was smiling broadly
now, so was my husband. Hunter pantomimed opening my top to show
Mick my boobs as I danced. This was like the wildest, most intense
foreplay I’d ever had. I knew I was probably drooling down my leg
as I pulled open the top of my dress to expose my wobbling breasts
as I danced.

A
security guard made his way through the crowd to talk to me. I
thought the fun was over, and I was sure he was going to eject
me. Instead,
he handed me a laminated pass on a chain and said
I needed to go with him. The band was giving me an all-access
backstage pass for the after-show party. I’d heard about those
parties and how wild they could get

I asked
him about my husband, and he shrugged his shoulders like he
didn’t care. I grabbed Hunter, and we followed him as the
crowd booed. They thought we were being escorted out and didn’t
want to see me leave. I turned and blew them a kiss, then blew a
kiss to Mick. He pretended to catch it even as he
played.




Chapter 5 - Lexi’s
Rocker Gangbang

 


 


We walked behind the
stage, carefully stepping over cables and around roadies as the
guard led us across the empty outfield and through a small door
leading under the bleachers. We found ourselves in a cool concrete
tunnel, away from the oppressive heat and pot smoke outside. I
could feel a breeze under my dress, caressing my now bare pussy and
damp thighs. I realized how wet I was down there as we
walked.

The tunnel opened into
what were training facilities that had been converted for use by
the band. There were buffet tables loaded with food and liquor, and
people were everywhere, most beautiful young women in various
stages of undress.

I was
beginning to feel insecure as we went past offices and conference
rooms full of beautiful people, helping themselves to the
freebies. I didn’t consider myself one of them, and I certainly
wasn’t in my early twenties like most of the girls around
me.

Finally,
the guard stopped in front of a huge room and gestured us inside.
The place looked like a movie set—even more food and an
outrageous amount of liquor was available. There was a narrow cot
in one corner, only wide enough for one person to lay
on.

In this room, only a
handful of people grazed at the buffet table, and instead of
holding red plastic cups, they were holding cut-glass crystal drink
glasses. The room even had a waitress dressed in a micro-mini skirt
with her breasts exposed, holding a serving tray and moving through
the crowd. I was immediately envious of her perfect young
form.

The air was different too.
The smell of pot mingled with a dank smoke. I was still
light-headed from the stadium. I was feeling inconceivably good,
and I couldn’t stop smiling as I was introduced around. Hunter
seemed to melt into the background. I knew he was there, but he
wasn’t near me. The food table looked terrific, and I wanted to
sample everything on it. I had become so horny! I was eying every
person in the room.

I was handed a glass of
straight J.D. without ice. “Straight Jack?” I asked.

“It’s
what Mick
drinks, and tonight, I think you’ll be spending
time with him,” was the answer.

“And oh,” the topless
waitress added, “don’t overeat and take this if you want. It’ll
give you stamina.”

I sipped
the Jack and swallowed the pink pill she’d given me, not thinking
until later how stupid that was. One of the women tipped my
glass, and
I had to swallow about half the drink in one
large gulp. She was laughing so hard, liquor came out her nose, and
the sight struck me as funny. Just about everything seemed funny to
me, even someone tipping my glass to make me drink more. I could
see the air I was breathing because of the smoke fog, and that
seemed funny too.

“Are you as horny as I
am?” the young woman asked while she wiped her face on a napkin and
moved closer to me. “Do you want to fuck me? Because I want to fuck
you.”

Her lips
felt soft and held the taste of liquor. I felt the table with my
ass as she rubbed her body against mine. Her hand was
inside my top, stroking my erect nipple when Mick walked into the
room, and
everything stopped.

It was
like an old cowboy movie when the gunslinger walks into the
saloon. All eyes turned toward the man in the doorway. The alpha
male had arrived, bringing his band with him.

“Sandy,” he said, “you can
have my new friend later.”

My eyes must have grown
huge—Mick was standing just feet away from me. He was so handsome,
even better looking in person than in the many pictures I’d seen. I
caught my breath as I felt my pussy spasm. I had what we used to
call “a wide-on”—I felt his smile between my legs.

He replaced Sandy in front
of me; his fingers were stroking my nipple. I looked down in
disbelief—Mick was stroking my boob and sending signals straight to
my clit. I’d orgasmed in the past from having my breasts played
with; they’re so sensitive. This wasn’t just some guy touching me;
this was the man whose music had been the accompaniment to some of
the best sex I’d ever had. A million women, if they only knew,
would probably want to be me at that moment.

The only thing in the room
that wasn’t slowly revolving in my vision was Mick. I knew I was
stoned and probably a little drunk, but all I wanted was the man
kissing me. I threw my arms around him as our tongues wrestled in
my mouth, pushing my hips toward him, trying to feel his cock.
Thoughts of my husband disappeared.

I was on the bed, and I
wondered how I got there as I felt his hand stroking my bare
pussy.

“I’m
going to fuck you,” he said. Mick was
going to fuck me! “I watched you dancing
for me, and
I knew I’d fuck you tonight.” He really had been watching me, and he wanted
me!

I hugged him tightly and
rubbed his leg with my bare thigh, feeling the lump in his jeans
against my pussy.

“Please do it. Fuck me. Do anything you want to
me.” I sounded like a cheap slut as I
humped myself against my rock god.

It was
when he left me alone, panting with need, to use the restroom, I
thought of Hunter. I looked around the room until our eyes locked.
My husband was smiling as he gazed at my exposed pussy. I didn’t
care, I looked back at him and grinned. Mick was going to fuck me, and my husband was fine with
it!

I felt so good; everything
was just right. I felt euphoric. I stared at Mick’s semi-hard cock
when he came out of the restroom without any clothes on. Not even
hard, and he was seriously hung. The rock god had a prick to
match.

I used
the edge of the bed to ease myself to the floor onto my knees, and
as he came near me, I took his manhood in my mouth so I could
suck and lick the slowly inflating, mushroom-shaped head. He was
sending shockwaves to my pussy. I’m sure there was drool running
down my thigh.

I felt my
hand being moved. I thought it was Mick until I felt a different
prick in my palm. Keeping my mouth on my rock god, I looked up
to see the band’s bass player smiling at me as I stroked
his erection.

“We’re a team,” Mick said.
“What’s good enough for me is good enough for all of
us.”

Another wave of fragrant
smoke blew across my face as I smiled and turned my head to give
the new cock some attention. All the while continuing to stroke
Mick’s gorgeous appendage.

Mick was
truly blessed in the cock department. His partner seemed more
substantial than average but still didn’t measure up to my rock
legend. A third cock was in my free hand, and it needed my
attention. I thought I recognized the drummer.

A
wonderful feeling spread through my body, only partially caused by
the smoke growing even thicker around me. A woman’s eyes were
peering up at me from between my thighs—one of the female horn
players was working on my pussy. “My
cunt,” I said to myself, feeling the
filthy excitement of a gangbang. What little restraint I still had
melted away. I was going to be fucked by Mick and his entire band,
maybe even all their roadies too. I had goosebumps from the
thrill.

The woman working on my
pussy was so good at what she did. I almost lost concentration on
the two cocks in my hands, but not on Mick in my mouth. I never
lost focus on Mick and only rarely looked away from him!

The guys wouldn’t let me
forget them, though, and a strange pair of hands worked on my
breasts, caressing them and pinching my nipples before offering my
breast to a talented female mouth. The other horn player was as
good as her partner.

I had three cocks, another
cock waiting, and two women servicing me—I was in hotwife heaven. I
knew Hunter was somewhere close, watching me.

“I hope you don’t mind,”
Mick said. “We’re recording this, but I’ll give you a
copy.”

I didn’t mind another
video to add to our growing collection. Besides, I was too stoned
and ecstatic to be offended by anything. I just wanted one of the
men inside me, but I didn’t want the woman between my legs to stop
what she was doing. Even when strong arms lifted me back to the
narrow bed, I didn’t want anything to stop.

I watched
as a shaved pussy was slowly lowered toward my face by the same
strong arms
until a fragrant and very wet vulva smothered me.
I used my tongue to lick up every bit of moisture I could reach and
heard a feminine moan as I sucked her clit into my mouth. I sucked
harder as a large cock eased inside me, and my pussy was
stretched wide.

At first, Mick slid inside
my wet pussy in slow stages. Each stage stretched me more, sending
a bolt of pleasure straight to my brain. The excitement of being
fucked by him caused me to suck the pussy on my face even harder. I
sucked so hard; her clitty was pulled halfway into my
mouth.

Once he
was all the way inside me, Mick fucked me hard, just the way I
wanted. The woman on my face came hard, flooding my throat with her
clear juices before moving off me so I could see my rock star
above me. Mick was standing at the end of the bed, his face twisted
into a mask of effort as he pounded in and out of me, holding me by
my hips as I groaned and tried to fuck back at
him.

I was distracted from the
sight of Mick between my legs, stretching me open. As my head
turned, a cock pushed past my lips. My first orgasm hit—I felt the
urgency building fast inside me as the outside world faded away,
and all that existed was the pleasure Mick was giving me combined
with the slightly salty taste of an unfamiliar prick sliding across
my tongue.

My entire body shook, and
I felt myself convulsing as I came. I tried, but I couldn’t keep
the cock in my mouth. I wrapped my arms around Mick’s neck and held
on tight as my climax exploded from deep inside. I was staring into
his deep brown eyes, my hips pushing against him to take his entire
cock. His eyes didn’t close as he began to throb. I felt every
pulse of his erection as he pumped his seed deep inside my pussy.
Each pulse added to my orgasm.

I
collapsed back onto the bed as Mick pulled out and left me
feeling empty
until another cock took his place. “Mick always
goes first,” someone said.

“He’ll go last too,”
another voice laughed.

I heard moaning from
somewhere as another man said, “Looks like the girls are taking
care of each other.”

The prick
I’d been sucking was pushed back into my mouth just in time to
explode, flooding my throat with warm sperm. About half the time,
the men fucking my pussy would pull out and cum on my stomach.
Along with the men who ejaculated on my breasts, I was soon covered
in cum. Normally, I wouldn’t have found the situation to be much of
a turn on, but tonight, everything seemed to increase the heat I
felt. I loved it when they came on me. Maybe it was the
power I felt. The power to make men so excited, they’d
jack off on my tits.

Hunter stuck his cock in my
mouth, and I smiled as I sucked him, looking into his eyes. He
didn’t cum, but he bent down and gave me a lingering kiss even
though my face was coated in cum.

“Ah man, that’s gross,”
someone said. My husband and I just smiled at each
other.

I was so into the
overwhelming stimulation; I lost track of my orgasms. I know there
were several in addition to the first one with Mick. The more I
came, the more I wanted. I’d never felt so aroused. The fog of
smoke had grown so thick surrounding us that I had trouble seeing
through it. Maybe that was the reason I couldn’t keep track of my
climaxes.

After a
long while, we took a break, and I was amazed to discover I’d been
on the bed for more than three hours. When I stood, I
realized how badly I need the restroom. One of the other women came
in with me and used a damp washcloth to clean my face and body. She
had to rinse the washcloth a lot, and as she worked between my
thighs, I held her head in my hands and kissed her soft, soft
lips.

Where did this horniness
come from, I wondered? All I wanted to do was fuck. I was up for
anything.

We were
interrupted by a loud knocking on the door. “If you two lesbos are
done, some of us need to piss too,” a loud male voice yelled. As we
walked out, holding onto each other and giggling, one of the
roadies rushed in, his pants already undone, his dick
out.

I was handed another large
glass of Jack—not that I needed anymore—and caught sight of my
husband standing against the wall, a tall glass in his hand. I made
my way through the crowd and stood next to him. Hunter was still
wearing his jeans, but I, of course, was completely
naked.

“Are we okay,
Hunter?”

“Well, you’ve gone a
little further than ever before, but yeah. We’re fine. We’re more
than fine.”

“More than fine?” I asked,
looking up at him.

“I’ve already fucked you
tonight.”

“You
fucked me?” I was astounded. My husband had been part of my
gangbang, and
I hadn’t even noticed him.

“In
my defense,
you were busy with the cock in your mouth, but I
think you came with me.”

I had cum several times,
and one could have been with him. “You kissed me when my face was
covered with jism.”

“I did do that.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Because I love you, and I
wanted you to know everything was okay,” he said. It was the
perfect answer.




Chapter 6 - Mick in the
Hole

 


 


It was Mick who broke up
our conversation. He looked strangely at my husband, as though
trying to place him, before giving up and turning to me.

“I get last dance,” he
said, taking my hand.

I
waved goodbye
to Hunter and allowed Mick to lead me past the
cot and through another door into a complete bedroom with a
king-size bed.

“Did Michelle clean you
up?” he asked.

“Yes,” I smiled up at
him.

“Are you tired? Wanna go
home?”

“No,” I said, pressing
myself against him. He was wearing just a pair of jeans that might
have cost more than our car. My breasts flattened against him as I
said, “I’m yours tonight.”

“Just
tonight,” he said. “This don’t mean nothin’. We’re not getting
married or any of that shit.”

“Just tonight. You don’t
even know my name.”

Mick
looked confused for a moment. “Starts with a B or an H, or
something. Don’t tell me.”

I didn’t tell
him.

I was already naked, so I
stripped Mick’s jeans from him and lay him out on the bed. I
climbed on top, his thick cock against my belly as we kissed. I
thoroughly explored his mouth, treating each other as though we
were lovers.

As we
kissed, Mick ran his hands over my back and my butt, and I ran
my fingers through his hair. We weren’t very fresh—he’d just
performed in front of a full stadium, and when I hadn’t been
gang
fucked, I’d been dancing along with him.
It didn’t matter how fresh he was. For the moment I felt close to
him, I felt like I meant something to him.

I kissed
his face and his throat—I kissed Mick’s
golden throat! I heard him moan in my ear
as though he was singing just for me—I could feel my pussy gushing.
I was amazing myself by how much sex I could handle in one
night.

Hunter was peeking at us
from around the corner of the door. He smiled at me, but I was
caught up in what was happening and couldn’t focus on
him.

After a while, Mick did to
me what I’d been doing to him. He was on top of me, kissing and
touching every inch of me. He spent a lot of time on my breasts and
nipples as I sighed in pleasure.

By the
time he lined up his immense cock, I was ready for him. My pussy
had prepared herself well—open, wet, and ready to be penetrated.
He’d fucked me once, and I knew what to expect. I made a
giant “V” with my legs and held my ankles as far apart as I
could.

He ran his cockhead over
my labia and clit, teasing me. Each brush of the hard head of his
pole against my clit caused me to groan in anticipation and
pleasure. He pushed inside me slowly but steadily as we kissed
passionately and mumbled to each other.

Mick was passionately
kissing me! A few years before, I’d had a poster of him with the
band on my bedroom wall. Now he was fucking me! Mick was inside me
again and was going to leave part of himself behind. I made sure to
concentrate on remembering every second.

What I
don’t remember is everything we said except he complimented me on
how beautiful
I was, how he’d watched me during the concert,
and how much he’d wanted me even then.

He told
me I had a fantastic cunt,
and I told him I loved his beautiful dick,
and he should get busy and fuck the hell out of me with it.
Somehow, when Mick said the word cunt, it sounded sexy. The word
coming out of his mouth caused me to want him even
more.

He did
what I wanted him to do. As he pushed himself inside, the
air was forced out of my lungs in a long wail. He was so big, he
filled me and stretched the walls of my pussy almost as far as
they’d go. It was as though every physical sensation in my body was
concentrated in my pussy. I couldn’t feel my hands or feet any
longer, and
my mind had been switched off except for the
pleasure he was giving me.

My
vagina, clit, and ass were pulled in as he pushed
inside me, and pulled out when he withdrew, and every move sent
lightning bolts of pure pleasure through me. I was working toward a
mind-blowing orgasm from the first thrust. My climax built,
starting deep in my core as my muscles tensed and my heart raced,
sweat running down my face.

“Now,
Mick, cum in me now. Fill me,” I
screamed. I’m sure everyone in the big room could hear me as I
howled. Mick’s large cock throbbed deep inside me in tune with my
overpowering multiple orgasms.

It took a long time for us
to find our car. That’s not correct; the car was easy to find since
it was about the only one in the lot. What was hard to find was a
door opening to the outside. We wandered the tunnels until we
finally discovered a door, and even then, we had to walk halfway
around the stadium to our car.

I was
barefoot, wrapped only in a blanket stolen from the room made up to
look like a bedroom—my dress had gone missing, and Mick might
still have my panties in his pocket. My body felt as though it had
been badly abused, and I guess it had been. My poor pussy was
swollen and angry looking, it hurt to walk, and I’d crashed from
whatever “high” I’d been on some time before.

Hunter was smiling as he
drove.

“What are you grinning
about?” I asked him, sounding quarrelsome even to
myself.

“This wasn’t even a dare.
We were just going to a rock concert because I know you really like
the band.”

“I know them a lot better
now,” I said, and he smiled.

“Do they know who you are?”
Hunter asked.

“Mick
thinks my name might start with a B or an H, he’s not sure,” I
answered, not wanting to talk.

“Good.”

We slept late the next
day. Even after showering, I could still smell smoke in my hair.
The dried cum took some scrubbing—it wasn’t hard to get off, but it
was everywhere on my body.

“I think we should cool it
and stay in bed for a day or two,” I told Hunter. “Even a hand-job
would hurt right now.”

I thought about things as I
ate the breakfast he’d prepared for me around five in the
afternoon.

“Why aren’t you upset?
First, I had unprotected sex with Russell, who claimed ownership of
my pussy. Followed by even more unprotected sex with who knows how
many band members and roadies following a rock concert.”

“I guess
it’s my kink, Lexi,” he said, putting down his mug of coffee. “As
for Russell, he’s so hung, and he satisfies you so well, I know he
has a claim
to part of your body. It’s a part I can’t even
touch. Only he can, so why should I be upset? He’s able to give you
pleasure I can’t give you. However, it will bother me if he thinks
he can just take you whenever he feels the urge.”

“I won’t let him,” I said
with more conviction than I felt.

“Yes, you’ll let him,”
Hunter said. “Even now, if he called, you’d go to him.”

I didn’t answer. I just
drank my coffee in silent agreement, which pissed me off. Hunter
was right, of course. I hoped Russell didn’t really try to whore me
out. I had to come up with a way to resist him, I thought, even as
my abused pussy shuddered.

“As for
the rock gangbang, I think the smoke and liquor got to me too. But
the main thing is what the attention was doing to you. You were a
crazed animal, your legs spread wide for any man who wanted you.
Cum was leaking out of you and covering your face and body,
and still, you wanted
more. It was tearing me up inside to see you like that, but at the
same time, I wanted you like all the other men did. I had to add my
cum to the… well… gallons that had already
been pumped inside you. It was my way of reclaiming you… a little,
anyway.”

“I hurt you again, didn’t
I?” I asked, looking up at him.

“Yes, I was hurt, but not
by you. That’s what I’m trying to say. You didn’t set out to hurt
me or make me jealous. You were a completely sexual being last
night. It was as though your brain, your very thoughts were turned
off, and all you wanted was to mate with someone. Anyone would do.”
He paused for a moment.

“Except when you went into
the other room with Mick. You made love with him, and that did
hurt. Not because of the sex but because it seemed as though you
really cared for him.” He paused again. “The worst and the sweetest
time for me was when you kissed like lovers. The sight and sound
made me harder than I’d been when I’d taken my turn with you, and
you hadn’t even known it was me.”

A thought
hit me then, a
thought so powerful and erotic, I was
turned on all over again, and I could feel a little tingle in my
pussy.

“You
fucked me last night.” Hunter just
looked at me. “In the middle of a
gangbang, while I was sucking some guy’s dick and probably using my
hands too, you fucked me.” I was smiling
broadly at him as I pulled up my nightgown and sat on his
lap. “You stuck your cock into your wife’s
cum-filled, throbbing vagina after who-knows-how-many men had
already fucked her. You used me as a fuck toy, didn’t
you?”

I was rubbing myself
against him, feeling his erection grow.

“That’s the dirtiest
thing I’ve ever heard. Fucking your own wife’s well-used… cunt…
between men, and her not even knowing. How many times did you cum
last night?”

“I’m not
sure, twice for sure. I kept watching you or at least
hearing you, and then the guys started talking about
you.”

“What did they say?” I
asked as I made sure his bare dick was rubbing between my swollen
lips.

“They said you were the
prettiest woman they’d ever… ahem… partied with,” he said, his face
turning red.

“What else.” I was holding
his dick at the entrance to my pussy.

“They… um… commented on
how much you seemed to enjoy… no… loved it,” he stammered as I
stood to let my husband slide inside me.

“Did I
look like I loved it?” I
asked while letting my body engulf his erection.

“Yes,” he said, his hands
on my breasts.

“Did I
look like a rocker slut?” I was
starting to breathe heavily. His cock felt good, but his words were
driving me crazy.

“Yes, you
were a rocker slut last night. You were Mick’s whore,
and he let everybody fuck you,” Hunter gasped.

“Did
you like it? Did it turn you on? Did it make your cock hard to
watch your wife become Mick’s whore?” I was almost shouting.

“Yes, it did. I came
watching my wife become a rock groupie.” Hunter shouted as loud as
I did as we both came. My husband had reclaimed me—I might have
been another man’s slut last night, but I was his wife this
morning.




Chapter 7 -
Marked

 


 


We
behaved for the next three months, which gave me time for my body
and our marriage to recover. We certainly weren’t bored any
longer—my libido was incredibly high, our sex life was great,
and our life, in general, was terrific. The Dare Bucket had brought
us closer together.

Work was
going well for both of us, and we were enjoying just
being together. On the weekends, we’d do the usual couple things—go
out to eat, go to a movie, or visit friends and
party.

One night at a party, our
eyes caught from across the room. He was talking to some people but
made his excuses and walked over to stand by me.

“I’m bored, Lexi. Are you a
little bored, too?”

I performed a mental
inventory of my feelings as I physically scanned the room. Was I
really bored or was it just this party? Did we need some excitement
in our lives? Did I want some drama in my life, the kind Hunter was
hinting at having? Were we drifting again, this time from one lousy
movie to another, one unexceptional party to another? How did I
really feel?

“I’m bored, Hunter. I
didn’t know it until you said something, but we’re drifting again,
we need to do something.”

The next night, Hunter
pulled out the Dare Bucket. We argued good-naturally about who’s
turn it was to draw.

“You drew last time,” I
pointed out.

“You got fucked by a dozen
men since then, it’s my turn,” he argued. In the end, I drew the
card.

Every day for a
week, you’ll write dirty words on me with
a magic marker. I must make sure somebody sees what you’ve written
each day, and you’ll jack-off without cumming while I tell you what
I’ve done. At the end of the week, you’ll be permitted to orgasm in
a manner I’ll determine.

What a strange dare! I
vaguely remembered writing it, but it had been a long time ago. I
felt different now.

“What would you write?” I
asked.

“I already have some
ideas.”

On Friday
night, I lay on the bed, shaking a little, not knowing what my
deviant husband would write on me. He sat beside me as
naked as I was, his cock already erect. He was holding a black
marker with permanent ink.

“You can’t wash it off,” he
said. “You can wash, but no special effort.”

I silently nodded my
approval.

Hunter
took his time writing across my belly, the feel of the soft head of
the marker turning me on. He had to stop once so I could catch my
breath—it was
hard to write on my stomach when I was breathing
so rapidly. Strange as it sounds, I didn’t know what he was
writing, but I’d have to show it to some
stranger.

I rushed to the mirror as
soon as he finished, using two of them so I could read what he’d
written just above my belly button.

I was gangbanged by a rock
band and loved it.

Oh no. I couldn’t wear the
tops I usually wore to the gym. It would show, and everybody would
know.

“You’re not getting out of
wearing your normal gym clothing, either.”

“Hunter, you can’t be
serious,” I pleaded, but he wouldn’t give.

The next
morning, I worked out very early, hoping I’d be alone, but of
course, two guys were already there. I tried, as much as possible,
to keep them behind me, but eventually, they saw what I’d
written on my belly. They stared at my exposed flesh,
and one of them looked into my eyes and smiled. I smiled back and
walked to the showers with an extra wiggle in my
hips.

I was surprised by how
excited I felt. Two more men knew I’d been gang-fucked and that I
was a slut—it turned me on! It was so wrong, but it felt so
good.

I was excited all day,
knowing what was on my body. The words were even faintly visible
through my white blouse. I wanted to strip it off and show
everybody.

When
Hunter got home that evening, he didn’t stand a chance. All
the poor guy could do was jack off without finishing,
but that didn’t stop me from pushing him between my legs. As he
feverishly ate me, I told him what had happened and how turned on
I’d been all day.

After I’d covered his face
in my dew, he pulled out the magic marker again. This time he wrote
on my breasts:

Slap my tits

I’d never
had my tits slapped! I looked at the reflection in amazement.
“Slap my… ouch. That hurt.” Hunter had
slapped my left boob.

I could
feel the sting, and my breast was red from his hand. Even as I
looked at him in astonishment, a strange thing happened.
The stinging caused my nipple to harden, and as it tightened and my
breast burned, I felt a tingling in my pussy.

The
bastard had slapped my breast and turned me on! What the fuck! I
wanted to hit him back, and I almost did. Instead, I said, “Slap
the other one.”

The same thing happened.
It stung and wobbled, my nipple hardened, and the red mark turned
to heat. The heat from both blows concentrated in my pussy. Damn
it, what was wrong with me?

Hunter grabbed me by my
hard nipples and pulled me to him—it hurt when he tugged on them,
but it excited me too. We’d done some play with nipple clamps
before—I’d forgotten how good it could feel. All he could do was
play with his erection as I stroked my clit and tweaked my nipples.
He watched them as I came. The poor guy was so close.

“Five
more days, Hunter. What will you write tomorrow?” I asked,
but he just smiled at me.

The next day, I was dying
to show somebody what my husband had done to me. I went out for
lunch at a delightful little diner I’d never been in before. I
stood at the end of the counter and ordered my lunch and a small
cup of coffee. The coffee was handed to me before my sandwich was
ready. During the handoff, the coffee spilled over the front of my
blouse. It really burned, and the staff rushed me behind the high
counter while I pulled off my blouse to get the hot coffee away
from my skin. Even with the woman behind the counter helping me, it
was quickly apparent the coffee had soaked my bra too.

“Help me
get it off, holy shit that burns.” I wasn’t yelling,
but it was clear I needed assistance. Both articles of clothing
were sticking to my skin, welded to me by the heat of the
coffee.

While one of the other
girls filled a towel with ice, I stripped my bra off, leaving me
bare from my waist up. The words “Slap my tits” stood out clearly
on my reddening breasts.

The girl
with the towel full of ice froze in her tracks and stared at me.
The girl holding my bra hadn’t seen the lettering yet, but the
young black man running the dishwasher, wearing a do-rag
on his head, had looked. He smiled at me and licked his lips. I
smiled back, both out of reflex and because, even in my pain, I
could see the lump growing in his striped pants.

The towel girl woke from
her trace and pressed the ice against my burning skin. I moaned in
appreciation.

“Is it true?” she
whispered as she pressed the ice against me from the front and held
a hand against my back.

“Is what true?” I whispered
back. I wasn’t following her question.

“You like having your tits
slapped?” She was pressing the icy towel to my right nipple. My
left was already standing out erect from the cold.

“I didn’t think so until
last night,” I whispered back.

“Why would you like it?”
She was still whispering, her head closer to mine. I noticed how
cute she was.

“Because the sting seems
to… how do I say this? Become hot and migrate south… am I making
sense?”

“It makes you hot… that
way?” she asked, a look of longing on her face.

“It did. It made me very
hot,” I whispered as the first woman handed me my blouse and
bra.

“They’re
still wet, but at least they’re not hot anymore,” she said as she
returned to work
at the counter. The girl with the ice was
still holding it against me.

“Don’t you have to get back
to work?” I asked.

“I’m the
manager, Debbie. Would it be alright if I gave you my cell phone
number? You know, in case you need to get a hold of me for… you
know… any reason,” she asked the look of longing still on her
face. I thought she wanted to kiss me; her head was so
close.

“I suppose that would be a
good idea, in case something came up,” I whispered. I was turned on
by her.

I slipped into the
employee restroom to put on my wet bra and blouse. Before I was
even able to untangle my bra, the door opened, and the young, black
dishwasher slipped inside.

“You got
nice titties for a white girl,” he said. The room was small,
and the two of us seemed to fill it. “You like dem titties
whacked? And you like dem rocker dudes? I can do that for
you.”

He reached out and pinched
my nipple. A moment before I’d wanted to fuck the female manager,
now a young black man was pulling on my nipple and pressing me into
a corner. I could feel his long erection against my pussy and
leg.

“How you
like some black meat? I only works here ‘cause I just got
outa lockup. I ain’t had me no pussy in a while.” His hand was
under my skirt, discovering my lack of panties.

“You ready for me, bitch,
feel how wet you be,” he said, rubbing his fingers together in
front of my face. I looked at the honey-like wetness coating his
hand and making a string between his fingers.

While he
held me in place with one hand, he fumbled with his
pants with the other. I wanted to protest, I even tried to yell,
but my voice wouldn’t work right—my yell came out sounding like a
whisper.

He used both hands to spin
me around and push me against the tiny, dirty sink as he used his
feet and muscular thighs to spread my legs. I felt powerless
against him. I was too surprised and shocked by everything that had
happened since I walked in for a simple lunch.

His cock met little
resistance as he pushed against my pussy. I was already turned on
by Debbie, and now a long, black cock was being shoved in my
pussy.

He held his hand over my
mouth, and I moaned into his palm. His long cock felt so good as he
fucked me. It could have been rape, and maybe it technically was, I
don’t know. What I know is I wanted him to fuck me. I wanted him to
slap my tits and fuck me like he didn’t care about my feelings. I
wanted him to pound into me like he didn’t give a shit about me,
fuck me like an animal in heat.

That’s what he did, except
for the tit slapping part. It didn’t take him long, he needed a
woman—he fucked me as hard and as fast as he could until he came
deep inside my womb.

After he came deep inside
me, he tucked his cock back in his grey and white striped cook’s
pants and left me panting, bent over the dirty sink, just short of
orgasm. I reached down to feel myself. Strings of his cum, like the
flesh of an oyster, were running out of me and down my leg. He had
cum—a lot.

My pussy
was throbbing, and I was still so turned on—my clit felt sensitive,
ready, and pulsating. I could feel my hole opening and closing on
its own. I was on the edge of exploding, but I didn’t do it. I
wanted to “jill-off,” but I resisted. I finished getting dressed
with trembling hands and fingers and slipped out the back door,
Debbie’s phone number in my purse.

That night, I confessed to
Hunter and told him everything about Debbie. I also told him about
the cook. I was still turned on by the experience and very aware of
the quivering in my pussy. Hunter wanted to cancel the Dare, but I
wouldn’t let him.

I did
agree to call Debbie and invited her over the following evening. As
Hunter listened, I told her she should
probably check my chest to make sure I hadn’t scarred so the
diner wouldn’t get in any trouble. She couldn’t
wait.

Hunter
wrote on
me again. He wrote twice to get one day
ahead.

I watched
as he carefully worked on my leg, just above my ankle
where anyone could see he drew a perfect ace of spades and
wrote:

I fucked black
men!

When he finished, he wrote
on my pubic mound:

I eat pussy

Showing
the Ace of Spades would be easy. No matter what I wore,
it would be visible on my lower leg. I planned on showing the
other words the next night when Debbie came over.




Chapter 8 - A Tit
Slapping Good Time

 


 


The next day at work,
everybody noticed the Ace of Spades on my lower leg. I made sure
the black guy who worked next to me saw it. I pointed it out to
him.

“What do you think?” I
asked. “Should I make it permanent?”

“Do you know what it
means?” Darryl is strait-laced.

“Yes.”

“There are a lot of dudes
around who would take advantage of you,” he said. “What would your
husband think?”

“He drew it on me,” I
answered, twisting my leg around so that I could admire his
work.

“He what?
Your husband knows what that means?” he asked
in surprise. He was so surprised, he
lapsed into ghetto speak.

“Yep,” I
said, “he knows.”

“He knows you make that
permanent, I’ll be the first dude to take advantage?” he said,
appraising me.

“I hoped you’d say that,”
I said, pulling my dress up exposing my thigh.

“Show me your panties,” he
said in an authoritarian voice.

“Can’t,” I
answered.

“Why not?”

“Not wearin’ any. Wanna see
my pussy?”

He looked around the
office, even standing to peer over the cubicle wall. Darryl was a
middle-aged black man, a little soft around the middle. Still, he
was not only a black man, but he must have been wearing boxers
because I could make out a good size bulge on the inside of his
thigh as his twisting around pulled his pants tight.

“Show
me your
pussy, white girl,” he said as he sat down, still
playing ghetto with me.

“I’ll show you my honey
hole, but you can’t touch it. You hear?” I said, playing along but
smiling at the same time.

“Maybe
it look
so good, I wanna fuck it?” he said. Even Darryl
couldn’t keep a straight face.

I pulled my dress up to my
waist and spread my legs. Darryl’s eyes opened wide—he didn’t think
I’d do it. I used the fingers of my right hand to spread my lower
lips apart briefly before closing my legs and letting my dress fall
back down.

I stared at his crotch as
I said, “Giving ya blue balls, ain’t I?”

“Lexi,” he’d dropped the
accent, “you’re a beautiful married woman, why did you do
that?”

“Because I’m also an
unbelievably horny married woman, and you’ve got a nice-looking
lump in your pants,” I answered as I swiveled my chair back toward
my desk.

“What would your husband
say?”

“He’d want to know why you
wouldn’t show me your cock. It seems only fair.”

Darryl’s eyes considered
me as he pushed back from the desk. It took him only a moment to
unzip and pull out an impressively large, black cock.

“There,”
he said as he tried to stuff it back in his pants. He failed and
had to stand up to pull everything down so he could tuck himself
back in. “Now we’re even.”

“There’s
a chance,
just so you know, I’ll take you up on your offer
to fuck me,” I said. Darryl suddenly looked worried. “Not today,
but someday.”

When I went to the ladies
before going home, my lubrication was dripping out of me, and I had
to resist playing with myself. I winked at Darryl as I gathered my
things and left for the weekend.

Debbie
showed up looking nervous. I invited her in, pulled her to me, and
kissed her. Debbie eagerly kissed me back, and what started soft
and tender, quickly gathered heat. Debbie had come over for one
thing, and
she wanted it.

Debbie
looked young, as though she had started working at the lunch
counter as a high school kid, and now approaching twenty, had
worked her way up to manager. She was short, shorter than I am, but
well-proportioned. Her hair was a light red color, bordering
on blonde, and she had startling bright
blue eyes.

“Have you ever been with a
woman?” I whispered as we held each other.

“No,” she said, her voice
shaky.

“What turned you on?
Touching my breasts or knowing someone had slapped
them?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “All
of it.” Instead of kissing, Debbie was lightly biting my bottom
lip, making me groan.

She stepped back in alarm
as Hunter came into view.

“Debbie, this is my
husband, Hunter.”

“Hi, Debbie.”

“Hunter
likes to write on me and sometimes slap my tits. But right now,
he’s going to go in the other room and put on his headset to listen
to music
so we can get better acquainted.” I was working
on the buttons of Debbie’s blouse as I talked.

“He doesn’t
mind?”

“He’d probably like to
watch, but only if you were comfortable with him being in the same
room. Would you like something to drink?”

“No, thank you, I’m fine.
Your husband likes to watch you?” Debbie asked as I unfastened her
bra and bent to take a hard nipple in my mouth. Debbie moaned as
she held my face to her breast.

We were
standing just inside our living room as I feasted on her nipple
and softly
stroked her supple skin. I was incredibly turned
on, blood
was rushing to my sex as the tingle began, and I
felt warm down there. Everything was more vivid than usual—the
touch of her skin and the feel of her nipple in my
mouth.

“He has watched me. It
excites both of us,” I answered.

“I want to take you to the
bedroom,” she said. “Where is it?”

I took her hand and led
the way, starting to undress as we walked.

“Don’t do that,” she said,
facing me. “I’ll tell you when to get naked.” We were in the
bedroom as she stood in front of me. She was breathing so hard, I
was again afraid of hyperventilation. “Strip me,” she managed to
get out.

As I pulled her blouse and
bra off her shoulders, she said in a shaky voice, “Why aren’t you
worshipping my body with your mouth?”

I began
kissing her again, starting with her neck and throat. I could feel
her pulse pounding as I touched her with my tongue. Her shoulders
and chest were flushed bright red, and I took my time kissing and
tasting her. My pussy felt hot and squishing as I
moved.

I licked
and kissed her breasts, lifting them as I worked. Debbie’s head was
down, her eyes watching me. She was breathing very fast as I
unbuttoned her jeans and began pulling them down over her hips. As
each new area of skin was uncovered, I would work on it
with my lips and tongue.

I spent
time on the top of her bare pubic area, and as her breath caught in
her throat, I moved around her body to work on her
perfect, round ass cheeks. Debbie squirmed as I spread
her cheeks
apart and ran my tongue over her puckered
asshole.

“Oh… ah,” Debbie said as I
kissed her body.

I laid her on the bed on
her back and feasted on her incredibly soft, pale thighs. Debbie
held her arms above her head as though she were bound. When I
reached her pussy, she looked down at me, her eyes bright, her
mouth open as she gasped for breath.

I first ran a finger
through her folds, feeling her wetness before easing the finger
inside her pussy, while gently licking her clit. Debbie’s head fell
back on the mattress as she loudly moaned.

Her legs spread further,
and I worked—licking and sucking her labia and finally, her clit.
All the while, my fingers plunged in and out of her. She began
fucking herself against me, her moaning growing louder.

Debbie
wrapped my hair in her fingers and held my face against her pussy
as she began to spasm. “Oh god… you’re… ah.” She held my
head in place as she went through multiple orgasms. Finally
releasing me and curling into a fetal position, her hands clamped
between her thighs.

I molded my now naked body
to her back and held her in my arms.

“I wanted
to be the dominant one,” she
said.

“You were,” I answered
her. “You dominated me and made me pleasure you.” I felt more than
saw her smile.

“I’ve never made… that is…
I’ve never been with another woman before. Is it always like
this?”

“I don’t know,” I answered
truthfully. “It is for me.”

Debbie
pulled away and rolled, so she was facing me. “I want to please
you too, but I don’t know how.”

“Just do to me what you
like done to you.”

“Wait,”
she said. “What’s that writing? I Eat
Pussy. You certainly
do.”

“My husband, who you met
briefly, has taken to writing on me,” I said after briefly
explaining the Dare Bucket.

“Would you slap my tits?”
my sweet, young Debbie wanted to know. She was so young and firm,
even her breasts were perfect—dense without a hint of sag, almost
too unyielding to squeeze. Debbie’s breasts were the very
definition of ‘perky.’

“I can’t do it unless my
husband is watching,” I told her, hoping she wouldn’t push
it.

“Would he want to do
anything else, would he try to touch me?” she asked very
seriously.

“He’d probably
beat-off.”

“You mean, he’d jerk off
watching you slap my boobs?” She looked intrigued.

“Yes,
he’d want to stay in the room, and he’d probably sit on that
chair and jerk his cock while he watched us.”

“How long would he want to
stay?”

“Until we finished,” I
answered, still hoping she wouldn’t want me to slap her perfect
young breasts.

“You wouldn’t mind if I
saw his prick?”

“Not at all,” I now knew
where the conversation was going.

“Please… let’s do it,”
Debbie said as she stood and interlaced her fingers behind her head
while spreading her legs wide apart.

Hunter studied her as he
walked into the room after I called out to him.

“Take your pants off, dear
and show Debbie your hard-on,” I directed. “Then sit on the chair
and watch. Even though I know you want to fuck Debbie and make her
cry as she cums on your big cock, you can only watch.” The last was
for Debbie’s benefit. Hunter wouldn’t have turned down the
opportunity to fuck her, but his thing was to watch me have
sex.

“If you say so, dear,” he
said, playing the submissive husband.

I turned back to Debbie,
her hands still held firmly behind her head, and moved her so
Hunter could see better.

“Tell my husband what’s
going to happen,” I ordered.

“Your
wife’s going to slap my tits, then I’m going to eat her pussy,”
Debbie announced, her youth making her words sound
pornographic. We both watched her red-blotched chest rising and
falling rapidly.

“Are you excited?” I asked,
pinching her nipple.

“Oh, yes. Lexi gave me two
wonderful… um… orgasms, and now I want more.” Describing her
climaxes to my husband in her little girl's voice, Debbie sounded
filthy. Hunter had a full erection.

“Do you like looking at my
husband’s cock?” I asked her as I thrust my hand between her legs
from behind. My fingers were instantly soaked.

“Yes.”

“If I let him, you’d want
him to fuck your little pussy, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes. I’d spread my legs
for him and beg him to stick his big, hard cock inside my tiny
pussy,” Debbie was breathing so hard while staring at my husband’s
fist moving on his erection, I was sure she was close to passing
out.

I slapped
her left breast so hard, as firm as she was, it still
wobbled. Debbie kept her hands above her head and her eyes on
Hunter, but she whimpered in pain. The side of the breast turn red
as her nipple hardened even further.

I
caressed her boob and ran my thumb over her nipple. As Debbie
settled down,
I slapped her right breast, surprising her and
causing her face to twist in agony as she pulled against my tight
grip on her left nipple. “Owww,” was all she
said.

Hunter was pounding his
cock harder, the sight of Debbie’s breasts being beaten by his wife
almost too much for him to stand.

“Can you feel it yet?” I
asked Debbie, standing so she couldn’t see my husband. “Can you
feel it in your pussy?”

Debbie was still for a
moment, staring into my eyes before answering so softly, I doubt
Hunter could hear her, “Yes.”

I moved
out of Hunter’s line of sight and ran my fingers through Debbie’s
slit. She was beyond dripping wet. A rope of lubrication hung from
her labia, and
her clit was throbbing against my
fingers.

“Debbie’s a little pain
slut, Hunter. You like having your tits slapped, don’t
you?”

“Yessss,” she
said.

“What else have you dreamed
about?” I demanded. “Besides eating my pussy.”

“I dreamed of a woman
pulling my hair while she shoved a big black cock inside me,”
Debbie whispered.

Of
course, it would be black. I pulled Debbie’s head back by her hair.
“Tell my husband how often you
masturbate.”

“Please don’t make me…
it’s too embarrassing… I’ve never told anybody.” Her face was even
redder as she peeked at my husband and his pulsating
erection.

I leaned close and
whispered, “I have a special surprise for you if you tell my
husband how often you play with yourself.”

Debbie
was breathing so hard, and her breathing sounded loud. “I play with
myself every day, sometimes more than once.” Looking straight at my
husband, she added, “Sometimes, I use a vibrator when I make
myself cum.”

Hunter appeared to be on
the edge of having a stroke.

“Do you have your fantasy
of a woman pulling your hair and fucking you?” I asked
her.

“Yes. I
even pull my own hair.” A clear drop of Debbie’s natural
lubrication made a small sound as it dripped onto the
carpet.

“Aren’t
you lucky? Hunter bought me a strap-on with a big, black
dildo for Christmas.” I was sure she was going to
faint.

It wasn’t
a true strap-on; it didn’t have straps. It came with boy-shorts
featuring a reinforced hole in the front for the dildo. The
beautiful thing was the fake hard-on had a contoured
base so it would fit snuggly against the wearer’s pussy, and the
bottom vibrated!

“Get on the bed, slut,” I
ordered her. “On all fours, facing the headboard.”

Her ass was even with the
edge of the bed. The girl had a perfect, heart-shaped butt. When I
pushed her legs apart, her natural lubrication dripped onto my
bedspread. I bent to catch some in my mouth before licking her
pussy as Debbie drew in a sharp breath.

I
directed Hunter to place our long, rectangular dressing mirror
sideways against the headboard so I could watch Debbie’s
face as I fucked her. I loved seeing the effect I was having as
she looked back at me in the mirror. I lubricated the fat black
dildo before rubbing it along her slit.

Her eyes rolled up as she
felt penetration. The dildo stretched her open as I pushed inside,
Hunter adding more lubrication as I worked the dildo in and out.
Stretching her pussy to take “my” cock was more difficult than I
imagined.

I was pleasantly surprised
when my husband flipped a tiny switch, and the base of the dildo,
the part inside the boy-shorts pressed against my clit, began to
vibrate. I groaned as I fucked Debbie and watched her firm tits
sway as her body moved with mine. Her face was a picture of
concentration as I pulled her hair.

“Is this what you want,
slut?”

“Yesss, fuck me hard,
Mistress.”

I hadn’t told her to call
me ‘Mistress,’ I hadn’t even thought of it, but I loved the sound.
“That’s right, call me Mistress. Tell me who owns your pussy
tonight,” I ordered, hearing Russell’s command come out of my
mouth.

“You do, Mistress. Oh yes,
you own my pussy…” she gasped.

Her hair was wrapped
tightly in my fist as I slammed the rubberized dildo into her while
pulling her head back with each thrust. Her head was jerked back so
far, I was afraid of hurting her, but my concern faded as the
vibrations drove me toward the edge of orgasm. If I’d known how
good this thing felt, I’d have tried it out long before.

“Hunter,” I said, slowing
down, “put my nipple clamps on the slut.”

Debbie
looked back at me in the mirror. Her eyes half-closed as I held her
at the edge of cumming, her hips continuing to fuck against me
as if they had a will of their own. In addition to a beautiful ass,
Debbie had long, thick nipples made for clamping. She groaned as
Hunter tightened the clips, and I began moving inside her pussy
again.

Debbie lunged for Hunter’s
cock and, leaving her hands on the bed to support herself, sucked
his erection into her mouth. As I pushed into her pussy, her head
bobbed on my husband’s cock. Hunter looked at me over the beautiful
smooth V of her back, and I nodded ‘Yes,’ it was okay if he
received a blowjob from Debbie. My husband watched as she worked on
him, using just her mouth while she moaned under my
onslaught.

It felt
so weird to be the one with the cock. I had such power over the
girl under me as I drove into her. I worked at making her
breasts sway
so the clamps would pull on her nipples. All the
stimulation was pushing her toward a massive orgasm. Her dream was
coming true, and as she came, she collapsed on the bed, her ass in
the air. I joined her, pulling the dildo out of her pussy. I was
able to wrap both hands around the base and hold it tight against
my clit.

As Hunter’s cock slipped
from her mouth, his cum sprayed her face and hair before he
collapsed along with us.

That night we slept with
Debbie in the middle. An arm and a leg were thrown over me while
Hunter snuggled up to her ass.

“Your husband has a
hard-on,” Debbie mumbled, half asleep. “I can feel him along the
crack of my ass.”

I was drifting in and out
of a peaceful, satisfied unconsciousness. “Push your ass back at
him.” I felt Debbie stiffen.

“He’s trying to fuck
me.”

I
suddenly felt in a giving mood. “Good.” I moved,
so we were kissing as my husband pushed inside her soggy,
stretched pussy.

Debbie’s kisses became
more demanding as my husband panted behind her. I didn’t try to see
him. I chose to imagine he might be asleep and dreaming he was
fucking me. It was unlikely, but I liked the illusion.

Debbie’s mouth froze on my
mine as she whispered, “He’s cumming inside me.”

I heard my husband grunting
behind her. “Good,” I said.

The next
morning, we had breakfast together, and during the day, we had
several long talks while laying out by our pool. Debbie and I
talked first
before I pulled Hunter aside. Near evening, the
three of us sat together, our knees touching.

“Well, what do you think?”
Debbie asked us.

Hunter
and I looked at each other—we’d already agreed. “I’ll make up
the extra room for you,” I said. “Tomorrow, Hunter will help you
move your things in with us.”

Debbie’s eyes lit up in
excitement.

 


 


 


Please visit my blog for
even more fun at

https://thomasrobertsauthor.com and don’t forget to leave a review!

 


 


== << || >>
==



tmp_069287c126639110afccad46096f2602_COhpRu_html_m3a4e037e.jpg
Hotw /5 lexi's
Racker Ganghang





tmp_069287c126639110afccad46096f2602_COhpRu_html_2ed20c58.jpg





tmp_069287c126639110afccad46096f2602_COhpRu_html_75c5a4c9.jpg
+otwite Lex:
([‘Dare (Bﬁfet G/m//e/tgs‘

X

ANTHOLOGY





tmp_069287c126639110afccad46096f2602_COhpRu_html_7618da15.jpg





tmp_069287c126639110afccad46096f2602_COhpRu_html_4e7f8f03.jpg
Hotw - lexi's
Deare Buclot Challenges





cover.jpeg
 Iotwite Lexi «

‘Dare @@?t Gﬁa//eﬂg?

o -8
X

(1 7%
INTHOLOGY S






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













