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This book is intended for
ADULTS ONLY and all characters at over 18 years of
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This is an erotic work of
fiction. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is accidental
and damned amazing.

 


There is sex, lots of it.
There is wife cheating and all
kinds of goings-on. If that offends you, please don’t read this
book. But if you’re looking for a fun, dirty read, this is
it.




Chapter 1

 


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 set for five o’clock, so it made sense for me to arrive 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 as Heather smiled at me. For a moment, I’d
forgotten where I was, I’d been so 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?” she 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 properly.

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 been so
violently used, I 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
completely 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 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

 


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 was tastefully
decorated 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’d been made to appear 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. 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 own 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 when I’d been brought 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, 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, 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
was 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 a
very special 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 snicked, 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.

In addition, he had what looked
like a small video recording camera mounted on a second, smaller
tripod which could be easily moved. 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 in the back of the room. It was mounted 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 good! 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 really a
good photographer,” I gushed. Standing this close to him was
causing me to gush 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?” he
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 snicking 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 were 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 been
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 skin 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 to 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.

“Spread eagle,”
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
only as he adjusted the video recorder on the tripod. Sighing, I
closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of being so exposed
for 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 all the way 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, my tongue pushed deep inside. As he fucked me, I
continued kissing his face, savoring the flavor of his black skin.
The wonderful sensation of being so full of his cock could be felt
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
in and out of my body, my vagina was made to seem even longer, and
the sensations were 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 continued fucking 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 him 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 thought 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, 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 he did for my own reasons, I
may have wanted it more.

“You want my
cock?” he 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 what the small
third camera was for. 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 wonderful 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 own 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
closely 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 him, 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 was driven from my mind. There was so much pleasure going
on inside me, 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
deeper.

The feelings were
so confusing. All I knew for sure was with his 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 next day, I staggered out of an
Uber in the middle of the afternoon in front of our home. The
neighbors were all 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
enjoyed sex 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 only when I started hiccupping, 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 up 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. In a strange way, 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, give it away to the one man who could touch it—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. He… 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
gently 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 taken 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 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 myself. How it was
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 was
done, 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
really have made me the luckiest man alive.”

I didn’t know
what to say. I let myself be folded into 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 own 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 being 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 normal delivery from a high-end
boutique.

“Thank you, 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 very good
surprise.”

“I’m glad it was.
I’m also glad you didn’t need me this time. He 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
huge 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 really 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

 


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 was made up 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, 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 a bad 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
pass 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.

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

The stage was
really right 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 maybe 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 even 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 shouting 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 started 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 really smiling 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, 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

 


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
normally 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 were led 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
room 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 was 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 wonderful, 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 eat too much 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 was forced 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
really 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 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, 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 only 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 looked 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 larger than
normal but still didn’t measure up to my rock legend. A third cock
was placed 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
concentration 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 I was smothered by a fragrant and very wet
vulva. 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 to be
taken. 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 was turned, a
cock was 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. I don’t know
why that excited them, but along with them and 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
when they came on me. Maybe it was the power it made me feel.
The power to make men so excited, they’d jack off on my
tits.

Hunter stuck his cock in my mouth,
and I smiled broadly 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, 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?
All I wanted to do was fuck, I was up for anything.

We were
interrupted by 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 any more—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. In
fact, 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 own 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, 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

 


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 fully 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 too
caught up in what was happening to 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.

I
was being passionately kissed by Mick! 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
an amazing cunt, and I told him I loved his wonderful 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 exactly
what I wanted him to do. As he pushed himself all the way
inside, 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.

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 was drawn to you like all the other men. I had to add
my own 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 of. 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,
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 him slide inside me.

“Did I look like
I was loving
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
heavy. 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

 


We were good for
the next three months which gave us 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 wonderful. 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 excitement in my life, the kind Hunter was hinting
at? Were we drifting again, this time from one bad 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
differently 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 was 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 written 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 jackoff 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, 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 hardened 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 strummed 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 an
interesting 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 and
somehow, during the handoff, the coffee spilled over the front of
my blouse. It really burned, and I was rushed behind the high
counter while pulling off my blouse to get the hot coffee away from
my skin. Even with the woman behind the counter helping me, it was
quickly obvious 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 it seemed by the heat of the
coffee.

While one of the other girls filled
a towel with ice, my bra was stripped 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 as she 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 ya like dem rocker dudes? I can do that for
ya.”

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 strong 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 my encounter
with Debbie, and now a long, black cock was being shoved inside
me.

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, maybe it was technically, 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 exactly 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.

When he was done, he tucked his
cock back in his grey and white stripped cook’s pants and left me
bent over the sink and panting, just short of orgasm. Still leaning
on the dirty sink, I reached down and felt 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 turned on—my clit felt… sensitive
doesn’t begin to say it… ready… pulsating. I could feel her opening
and closing on her own. She wanted to explode, but I didn’t do it.
I wanted to “Jill-off,” but I didn’t. 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,
told him everything about Debbie and 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
dinner 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 was 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

 


The next day at work, it appeared
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 straight-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 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 lips apart
briefly before closing my legs and pulling my dress
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 own 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 off 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 clear
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. He likes to watch you?” she 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 extremely 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,” she
said as each exposed flesh was kissed.

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 as I
worked—licking and sucking her labia as well as her clit while my
finger 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 were
done,” 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,” she said as she stood and interlaced her fingers behind her
head while spreading her legs wide apart.

Hunter studied her as he walked in
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 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 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, 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 wearers pussy, and the base
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
herself being penetrated. 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 being 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 wonderful
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 driving 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.
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I Bet My BBC Hotwife… and
Lost!

 


William
committed professional suicide when he took his dead-end job.
Overworked, underpaid, and forced to put up with his a-hole boss,
all he could look forward to was drinking himself into oblivion.
That was until he met Kristen. Bubbly and beautiful, she became the
light in his darkness. No more lonely nights spent in dive bars and
hooking up with strangers, he knew he'd found the one. She even
shared his fetish for hotwifing. But as this loving couple
give in to their darkest desires, can their marriage survive its
ultimate test? Will's big black boss wants Kristen all to
himself... and she won't say no!

 


 


I Bet My BBC Hotwife… and
Lost Again!

 


Will and Kristen finally
take the honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have
passed since their last hotwife adventure and neither is sure where
to go from this point. Once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers
a honeymoon isn’t always just for two. Larry, Will's big black
boss, is on the island as well, and he won't be satisfied until
he's cuckolded Will again. It turns out paradise can be found or
lost... depending on who you’re with!

 


 


I Bet My BBC Hotwife… and
Finally Won!

 


Kristen and Justine
explore their hot new lesbian relationship. Things get out of hand
when they attend a Ladies’ Only strip club, and Kristen finds
herself living out her favorite fantasy—being held captive by a
gang of horny black men while she satisfies their every perverse
need. Will is aroused beyond belief by the sight. Can he find a way
to win her back before it’s too late?

 


 


Book 1 of Katie’s Hotwife
Adventures

Katie’s Hotwife
Awakening

 


Katie loves Mack even
though he’s very small “down there.” She only has one stipulation
when they get married: if she ever meets her favorite actor, she
can have a wild no-holds-barred affair with him. Mack agrees, then
is stunned when a gorgeous lookalike enters their lives. Can he
keep his marriage intact when he learns that Katie’s wild fling
won’t be just a one-night stand?

 


 


 


Book 2 of Katie’s Hotwife
Adventures

Katie’s Hotwife
Reawakening

 


Katie absolutely loved
banging her sexy movie star, Brad Peterson! Now she’s so desperate
to experience more explosive climaxes, not even pregnancy can stop
her from experimenting with huge sex toys and wild public orgies.
Then Brad returns, and poor Mack must helplessly watch as his sexy
wife gleefully cuckolds him again!

 


 


 


Vacation Prey: A Different
Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story

 


When Carlo, a mob fix-it
man, finds out his wife has been kidnapped, he assumes it’s payback
for a job. Little does he know, the gang of black men who took his
wife has no interest in retaliation. Their interests lie strictly
in pleasure. Specifically, the pleasure that comes from
reprogramming captive white wives and turning them into insatiable
sex slaves! When Carlo is taken by the same group of men, he’s
forced to watch his wife degrade herself for her captors. Will
Carlo lose her completely to her newfound fetish and lifestyle, or
is their marriage beyond saving?

 


 


A
Hotwife’s
BBC Betrayal

 


After a laboratory meltdown,
Ryan is forced to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his
wife Carrie, a woman just discovering her sexuality, four months is
an eternity. Watching as they pleasure themselves through glass
just isn’t enough! Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who
gives her a professional Brazilian and an ace of spades tattoo, and
Ryan discovers how much he loves to watch—and then
participate!

 


 


Brianna's Hotwife
Offering

 


Brianna's stunning beauty is
captivating, but no one can shatter her ice-queen reserve until she
falls in love with Connor during an unexpected cross-country trip.
But Brianna will never be satisfied with just one man. Can Connor
accept her voracious hotwife lusts as she seduces both men and
women right in front of him?

 





 


 


 


Blackmailing My Internet
Hotwife

 


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

 


 


Sex Addict
Hotwife

 


Linda has a problem. She's
always turned on! Despite being in love with her husband, Linda's
constant arousal compels her to have sex with other
people—sometimes even in front of him! When she's introduced to
Roger, her husband's billionaire client, the man is eager to make a
deal. He's just the lover to satisfy Linda's carnal appetites and
he wants her all to himself for a week. When it's over, can Linda
return to her loving husband? If she does, will she
stay?

 


 


 


A BBC Bull’s
Tale

 


By day,
Darryl is a floor manager in a manufacturing plant. By night, he’s
a Bull: a seriously buff black stud who lives to service married
white women. It’s amazing how many of their cuckold husbands want
to watch! As word spreads about his talent, Darryl finds himself in
increasing demand… and then he falls in love! How far will this
Bull go to satisfy his own needs and desires?

 


 


My Raunchy Hotwife
Adventures

 


Erica can’t understand why
her husband looks at erotic websites. Why does he ogle other naked
women when he can look at her? He’s particularly fascinated with
hotwife movies, and he won’t stop pushing until he can watch her
having screaming hot sex with a massive BBC bull! Will she give in
to his perverse desires? Does she really have any
choice?

 





 


 


 


Hotwife Lexi Takes the
Challenge:

Book 1 of the Dare Bucket
Challenge

 


When
Hunter and Lexi’s relationship gets stale, he suggests spicing
things up with a Dare Bucket. Half the dares are intensely sexual.
Once a week, they draw a random card… and the racy hotwife
excitement begins! Can Lexi handle a thrilling affair with a
stunning blonde lesbian while she’s being roughly used
by a
sexy black bull?

 


 


Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC
Challenge

Book 2 of the Dare Bucket
Challenge

 


The Dare Bucket Challenge
continues! Willie, Lexi’s gorgeous BBC lover, takes her bareback in
a crowded bar, and shares her with another man. Then she discovers
an antique trunk filled with old bondage gear, and the Challenges
veers into new directions. Can she survive being gangbanged by
Willie and his big black--and very horny--friends?

 


 


My Smutty Hotwife
Confessions

 


Brooke is an innocent when
she marries one of her college instructors, but James wants a sexy,
exciting hotwife: a woman who will call the shots and let him watch
her on video chat as she has affairs with other men--and other
women. Brooke is taken by a virile roughneck and a horny English
lady before finally succumbing to her exciting alpha male black
boss.

 


 


My Illicit Hotwife
Gangbang

 


Beverly's tell us how her husband seems more
interested in his smartphone than in her and how she flirted
outrageously with a black man in the bar. Soon she's in his room
having raunchy sex while her shocked and excited husband watches.
Now hooked on BBC, she tells us how it feels to be driven to
repeated orgasms by them. Her fun continues with a group of young
black men and a visit to a dirty country bar where she becomes the
guest of honor at another special party.

 


 


Naughty BBC Hotwife
Adventures #1

 


These three sexy hotwives
have one thing in common: a craving for BBC, sometimes with more
than one black man at a time! Their shocked husbands watch in
erotic ecstasy as their marital relationships are threatened—and
their horny wives fulfill their overpowering desires. Three of my
favorite books available at one time.




 


 


 


Hotwife Voyeur
Resort

 


When Bill and Mary
discover that one of their close friends loves watching his wife
having sex with other men, their erotic imaginations go wild. Soon
they’re fantasizing about Mary having sex with total strangers.
Then Bill discovers a resort that caters to hotwives and
voyeuristic husbands! Will their marriage survive when their most
exciting erotic fantasies start to come true?




 


The Sybian Explosion:
Hotwife Voyeur Resort Book Two

 


The Hotwife Resort was the
most exciting place in the world! “No holds barred” took on a whole
new meaning when Mary enjoyed explosive sex with hot black studs
while her husband eagerly watched. Now she can’t forget those
intensely erotic memories. In desperation, she finds satisfaction
on a Sybian machine, and encourages her girlfriends to take a ride
on the wild side while her husband watches!

 


 


Please visit my blog for
even more fun at

https://thomasrobertsauthor.com
and don’t forget to leave a review!
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			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;

}













