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		Chapter One

		

		The Idea

		

		I wonder where she went, or if she even left town at all, Katie Graham asked herself as she waited for her older sister to arrive for lunch.

		It was Sunday afternoon and Katie’s husband, Monty, was out playing golf with his buddies, as per usual. Matt, Caroline--her big sister’s--husband was out of town on a business trip. Caroline’s plane had supposedly landed an hour ago at LAX and she was scheduled to drive over and have lunch with Katie as soon as she had tracked down her bags and loaded them into her car.

		Katie didn’t know if she believed any of that. It didn’t sound much like Caroline, after all, going on vacation by herself, not even having anyone meet her at the airport.

		In all the years Caroline had been married to Matt, she’d never done anything even vaguely like this before. It was so totally out of character for her sister it was difficult for Katie to accept that she had actually done it.

		“I bet she didn’t go any place at all,” Katie muttered under breath as she finished getting out the cold cuts and slices of cheese she’d bought at the supermarket from the refrigerator and arranging them on the kitchen table. “Or if she did, she probably drove herself to wherever it was she went; she didn’t fly anywhere.”

		That would be more my sister’s speed, Katie said to herself, opening the small Styrofoam bowl of macaroni salad she’d purchased at the deli to accompany the make-it-yourself sandwiches she planned to serve for today’s lunch.

		Katie could totally see Caroline doing that; driving over to Taos in New Mexico or the Grand Canyon in Arizona and telling everyone she was flying off to some mysterious location for a week. Caroline had an impish, untamed streak in her nature which led her to do things like that; she’d always had it, ever since they were little.

		The doorbell rang and Katie went to answer it. Caroline stood on the front steps, a big pair of sunglasses pushed up onto head, half-buried in her blondish-brown hair, and a smug little smile played across her face as she asked, “Did you miss me, Sis?”

		

		****

		

		“Okay…I’ll bite,” Katie said, eating a potato chip and studying her sister across the kitchen table as they dug into their lunches. “Where have you been all week?”

		Caroline grinned, shook her head, and said, “I’ll never tell. But how do you like my tan?”

		Katie saw that her sister did have the start of an awesome suntan. Both of them shared the same sandy-blonde hair and blue eyes; and they had always been luckier than a lot of blondes, they tanned rather than burned when they spent a lot of time out in the sun.

		“Come on, give!” She badgered Caroline, now more curious than ever. “Where were you?”

		Caroline’s catty smile slowly disappeared, and she asked from out of the blue, “How is your love life, Katie? Do you and Monty still get it on like a pair of newlyweds?”

		Katie gave a sardonic laugh and then answered, “After seven years of marriage. What do you think?”

		“That’s what I’d have guessed,” Caroline said thoughtfully, nodding her head in agreement. “And I bet Matt and I are even worse than you two, having been together for ten years now.”

		“What’s how long we’ve both been married got to do with your vacation?”

		Katie was rapidly reaching the end of her patience with her big sister. She was now dying to know where Caroline had gone, and she wanted to know now!

		But if Caroline sensed her sister’s impatience, she didn’t let it hurry her. She sat back in the kitchen chair and regarded Katie questioningly, as if deciding just how much she wanted to tell her.

		“Okay, I’m going to level with you,” she announced at last. “After all, you are my little sister and we’ve kept few, if any, secrets from each other over the years.”

		Something about the sudden seriousness of Caroline’s tone made Katie’s heart beat faster. She leaned forward and listened more closely to what her sister was saying.

		“A couple of weeks ago, I read a short article on the net,” she started out. “At first I was merely amused by what it had to say, but the more I thought about it, the more sense it began to make.”

		“What was this article about?” Katie interrupted her impatiently.

		“It was about something called the 80/20 Solution,” Caroline shared. “The crux of the argument was that about the max most people who were in a committed relationship could ever hope to meet—as far as the other person’s needs went--was about eighty percent; not one-hundred percent.”

		Caroline picked up the turkey sandwich she had made for herself and took a big bite. After chewing and swallowing, she went on to add, “That makes so much sense, when you really think about it. It’s rare for a person to be able to be everything to their partner, one-hundred percent of the time, and visa-versa. Everyone has different interests, different priorities, a little different point of view, even if they see eye-to-eye on most things.”

		Katie was puzzled. What did all of this have to do with taking a week’s vacation without your husband?

		Knowing her sister’s impatient nature, Caroline smiled and quickly continued, “The article said some forward-thinking couples were giving themselves some down time from each other, during that twenty percent of the time when their interests just didn’t mesh. It didn’t make sense in most cases for him to take up ceramics, just because his wife was getting interested in it. And she shouldn’t have to become an ace car mechanic so she could hang out with him when he’s out in their garage, working on that vintage Ford he’s slowly been restoring.”

		“How does that translate into separate vacations?” The no-nonsense Katie still wanted to know.

		“Easy,” Caroline answered her, eating more of her sandwich and trying the macaroni salad. “In my case, I’ve always wanted to go to the Mexican Riviera for a week—just to lounge around in the sun and take in the sights--while Matt couldn’t have cared less about accompanying me on a vacation like that.”

		She had a sip of her iced tea before continuing. “He, on the other hand, was always talking about making a visit to his hometown in Pennsylvania, to catch up with old friends from high school; and all of that sounded as boring as hell to me.”

		“So…he’s not really on a business trip?”

		Caroline shook her head that he wasn’t and ate more of her meal. She said, “We just told people that because it was so much easier than explaining this whole 80/20 deal and our wanting to try it. He flies in from Pennsylvania later tonight.”

		“Did you guys talk every night, when you were apart?” Katie asked, suddenly curious about how this separate vacation thing worked.

		Caroline looked slightly guilty as she said, “We talked a couple of times, but not every night. Both of us were…uh…sort of busy, as it turned out.”

		Katie had, of course, known her sister all her life. She could tell when something was up.

		And she sensed that something was definitely up now! There was a little tremor of illicit excitement in Caroline’s voice that Katie had picked up on right away when she’d said the word…“busy” a moment ago!

		“Busy with what?” She demanded of her sister.

		Caroline looked her straight in the eye and whispered, “Like I said, I’m going to be totally honest with you. I’ve got to tell someone, and you’re the only one I can trust with something like this.”

		With that, the older sister pulled her smart phone out of her purse and brought up a picture of a really handsome, really buffed young black guy with dreadlocks all the way down his back, wearing a pair of baggy swim trunks. He had a great smile on his ebony face as he stared into the camera.

		Caroline told her breathlessly, “This is Shamar. He’s not originally from Mexico; he’s from Jamaica. But he lives in Puerto Vallarta now. That’s where I was last week.”

		She looked up, her blue eyes sparkling with excitement and whispered, “Isn’t he gorgeous?”

		Katie felt her tummy drop right out of her body—she sensed that Caroline had slept with this guy! She was sure of it, somehow!

		“I…I can’t believe that you…” her voice trailed off as she stared at the cell phone picture.

		Caroline bit her lower lip and said defensively, “Well…I didn’t mean to do all of those things I did with him--but he was so charming; so incredibly hunky!”

		She sighed and murmured, as she thumbed the next picture onto the screen, “Plus, he had….this going for him.”

		The next shot showed this Shamar guy emerging from the surf, totally naked, fully erect. His male…equipment had to be seen to be believed!

		“Holy moly, Sis, that thing must be a foot long!” Katie gasped, staring at the huge black log of a cock with something like mesmerized fascination.

		“Eleven inches, actually,” Caroline sighed, staring at the picture of Shamar right along with her speechless sister.

		“D-Did you…did he…?” She rasped out the words disbelievingly.

		“I…I sure did,” Caroline admitted, sounding a little bit guilty, a little proud of the fact--both at the same time--that she had strayed from her marriage vows with this guy, “over and over again…all week long!”

		Katie looked up at last from the screen and asked in a halting voice, “Does Matt know?”

		Caroline blushed, her whole neck and face turning red as she confessed, “Yeah, he pretty much knows everything. I sent him these photos, plus a whole lot more showing Shamar and I in bed together. That’s why it wasn’t necessary for us to talk but a few times during last week. He could see for himself what I was up to while we were apart!”

		“Does this mean you’re getting a divorce when Matt gets back into town?”

		Looking shocked by that idea, Caroline burst into laughter and blurted, “No way! Matt is totally cool with what I did. He knows I never slept with a black guy before, especially one with a dick like that one!”

		Katie shook her head as if to clear it. She felt as if she had just woken up in some Bizzaroworld version of her normal life!

		“I guess I should have explained more about the situation, before I sprang Shamar on you,” Caroline said apologetically, showing her the screen again. “We agreed to give each other sort of a sexual hall pass during the time we were separated. He could do what he wanted, and I could do whatever I wanted, with no guilt, with no hard feelings on either side afterward.”

		Seeing that this expanded explanation had merely served to confuse Katie even more, she added, “See, it turns out that one of the old friends Matt particularly wanted to get reacquainted with was a girl he went to the Senior Prom with back in high school. She was really popular--the head cheerleader, the Homecoming Queen--while Matt was pretty much a nobody at that school.”

		Caroline rushed to add, “To all of their friends’ surprise, they went out on a couple of dates and she chose him to take her to the Homecoming Ball, as well as the Senior Prom.”

		She sighed and continued, “But you know how it was back in high school, especially in a small town school like one Matt went to. A girl like her was expected to go out with the quarterback; the coolest guy on campus, not a good-looking kid who was considered a schlub the way Matt was.”

		She shook her head and added, “So his girlfriend eventually caved in to peer pressure. She dumped poor Matt and started dating the BMOC instead. They apparently got married right out of high school and had a couple of kids.”

		Caroline quickly went on to say, “But the two of them got a divorce about two years ago. And Matt and Belinda—that was his high school flame’s name--have been emailing each other on the sly ever since, and keeping up on each other’s lives via Facebook.”

		Katie waited on the edge of her seat for Caroline to go on. At last, she did, adding, “She’s still pretty hot-looking and she’d always sort of wondered about her and Matt, and how that all would have worked out if they hadn’t broken up. And so did Matt.”

		Caroline finished by saying, “So, while I enjoyed the beach with my Jamaican boy-toy, he had my permission to see Belinda again, to sort of get her out of his system and him out of hers.”

		She showed the screen to Katie. A smiling Matt was squiring a knockout blonde on his arm and they were both mugging for the selfie.

		Katie’s big sister said somewhat sardonically as she changed the picture, “This is a little different view of Belinda.”

		The gorgeous blonde was now naked on what looked like a cheap motel room bed, sucking a cock, and the man involved was holding one of the woman’s big breasts in each palm as she blew him. Katie looked up and asked, “Is that Matt?”

		Caroline nodded that it was, saying, “See, Matt isn’t exactly small, when it comes to cocks. But he can’t compare with Shamar.”

		Katie looked at Matt’s large, thick penis disappearing into the blonde girl’s mouth again, and from there up at Caroline. She asked incredulously, “And you don’t mind that he cheated on you with her?”

		“I did that to Shamar’s dick more times than I’d care to count last week,” her sister coolly confessed. “And I sent those pictures to Matt. He’s just returning the favor. There are a lot more on here of him and Belinda getting up to all sorts of tricks in bed.”

		“So what happens now?” Katie asked, her voice still sounding hollow with the shock she was feeling right at that moment.

		“Hot sex between my hubby and I tonight, if I’m any judge,” Caroline said with a devilish grin. “I can’t wait to fuck him, and I know from his emails that he can hardly wait to get me in bed again either!”

		Katie’s head began spinning again, as she considered what her sister had just said. She bleated, “But what about Matt and this Belinda woman? Aren’t you…jealous?”

		“As far as Matt is concerned, it was just a fling,” Caroline answered dismissively. “And I guess Belinda feels that way now, too. She has those two small kids at home from her marriage, and they all love living in rural Pennsylvania. The last thing she wants to do is uproot her family and move them out to LA so she can be with Matt.”

		She shrugged and added, “And while my hubby may love to reminisce about his high school years, he has no real desire to ever live in his hometown again. Like I said, both of them needed to get each other out of their systems. And they did.”

		

		****

		

		“Did you two talk about this, before you did it?” Katie wanted to know as Caroline helped her put the sandwich makings away in the refrigerator.

		“Endlessly, for weeks and weeks,” Caroline said with a little smile. “I knew beforehand that Matt was going to cheat on me with Belinda, if I let him fly out there to see her. So he was okay with me…exploring a little—I guess you could say--while I was down in Mexico.”

		“And you two have never done anything like this before?” Katie asked, somewhat thrown by how calm Caroline was being about her and Matt’s open infidelity.

		“No, not once in ten years,” her older sister answered almost primly.

		“But we might do it again next year, if we both want to,” Caroline assured her with a wink. “I had the time of my life down in Puerto Vallarta and Matt…Matt has some other places in mind he’d like to revisit as well.”

		“And neither one of you is at all jealous of the other?” Katie asked the question incredulously.

		Caroline laughed and said, “I didn’t say that! Being jealous of what the other one might be doing…that’s all part of the fun!”

		“You’ve both gone completely crazy,” Katie said, meaning it.

		“Eighty-twenty, babe,” Caroline said with a knowing wink, “don’t knock it until you’ve tried it!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Thinking About It

		

		“Well, Monty and I certainly aren’t going to be trying that anytime soon!” Katie muttered under breath disapprovingly as she stomped angrily around her kitchen after Caroline had left for home. She couldn’t seem to open a cabinet door without slamming it shut.

		The very idea of both of them openly…cheating on each other! Katie thought to herself huffily. What kind of a marriage is that?

		She caught herself daydreaming about that picture of this Shamar guy’s impressive manhood. Katie couldn’t believe her own sister had…

		Shaking her head as if to clear it of the lascivious mental image of Caroline riding such a massive black tool, Katie began cleaning up the kitchen with a vengeance. She couldn’t believe Caroline had acted like such a tramp; she just couldn’t believe it!

		The memory of Matt getting his own cock sucked by the gorgeous Belinda kept popping into Katie’s consciousness, too, as she worked. She found herself suddenly dreading Thanksgiving this year!

		How can I sit across the table from Matt at my Mom and Dad’s house and not think of him carrying on with that…that woman? Katie asked herself in the middle of mopping the kitchen floor with a lot more vigor than usual.

		And who would have suspected Matt of having such a large…cock? The thought just seemed to leap, unwanted, into her mind. And once there, it refused to leave.

		She’d always thought her own husband, Monty had a nice one. It was about seven inches long—which was longer than average, she knew from perusing the Internet and from reading women’s magazines—and it had a certain heft to it as well.

		Katie didn’t have much to compare it to, unfortunately. Her parents had been very strict with both their girls, only allowing them to date boys they had first brought home, for them to meet and gain their approval. And even then, her folks had imposed strict curfews as to exactly when the girls were due home from those dates.

		She stopped mopping and smiled. Her parent’s vigilance hadn’t been totally successful!

		Katie knew Caroline had lost her virginity at sixteen, to a boy with a glib tongue and a fast car. And Katie herself had only lasted until she was seventeen, and almost out of high school.

		His name had been Mike and he’d had the dreamiest brown eyes! They’d been dating steadily for almost a full year before she’d finally let him slip his short, thick, condom-sheathed hardness into her virgin pussy and deflower her in the back seat of his old Chevy!

		“I thought it was True Love,” Katie said wistfully, starting her mopping again.

		It hadn’t been, of course. They’d broken up the summer after they’d gotten out of high school and he’d gone away to a college back east.

		They’d never seen each other again. And then she had met Monty for the first time that fall at her own college right here in LA.

		Again, she stopped her chores and smiled, remembering they hadn’t liked each other much at first. She’d thought him dashingly handsome, but too full of himself for her taste.

		And he’d classified her as being a real ice queen, the way she’d shut down his ham-handed advances at the college party where they’d first met. They had seen each other around campus once in a while over the next four years, but they hadn’t started dating seriously until near the end of their senior year.

		He’d grown much smoother in his approach by then, and she’d become more confident around men. Several boys had spent the night in her bed since she’d first met Monty at that beer bust.

		She’d been going steady with each of them. Katie had never been a one-night-stand sort of a girl.

		Finishing up the floor, she thought about what she’d serve for dinner tonight. Somewhere--between deciding between sending Monty out for Papa Murphy’s pizza and grilling up a couple of steaks she’d bought at the market this morning--Caroline’s sex romp with that cute black guy wedged its way back into her mind and wouldn’t go away!

		Mopping all completed, kitchen counters sparkling with cleanliness, and everything put away in its place, Katie wandered through the house, daydreaming about huge black penises and smiling Jamaican guys with washboard abs and trim waists!

		Coming to the master bedroom, she glanced at the digital clock beside the bed and sighed. Monty wouldn’t be home for at least an hour or so and she was bored out of her mind.

		That’s right, Caroline, use both hands to steady it, she seemed to hear a lilting male, Jamaican voice in her mind, just lick around the head and get it good and wet before you suck it for me!

		Katie sighed, giving in to her basest desires, and went into the walk-in closet. She opened her lingerie drawer and found the small vibrator she kept hidden away there.

		Still thinking about her big sister being such a slut with her black lover, Katie got out of her dress, bra, and panties in record time. Before she even knew she was going to do it, she was in the middle of the bed, on her back, her knees bent; the buzzer teasing her clit!

		“Oh, Shamar,” she crooned to the empty bedroom. “That’s it! Tease my clitty with your tongue before you fuck me with that gigantic black dick of yours!”

		

		****

		

		“Did she…you know…swallow it?” Monty Graham asked Stan, a member of his regular golfing foursome as they sat at the bar, following their round out on the greens.

		Stan, who had five years on the twenty-eight year old Monty, grinned, his slightly florid face lighting up as he whispered, “Of course she did! Every last drop; and she loved it, too!”

		“How could you tell?” Monty asked, enthralled by the idea that an eighteen-year-old cutie could just “love” swallowing come.

		“Easy; she smacked her lips and smiled at me and asked me if that was all I had for her,” Stan answered with a smirk. “I told her that’s all for today. But I’d be back soon with another big load for her to gulp down!”

		“And she only charges you two-hundred for a blowjob like that?” Monty persisted.

		“Cheap,” Stan assured him. “With Bianca, it’s a sure thing you’re gonna’ get your nuts off. Dating some bitch is an iffy deal; a bouquet of flowers when you show up at her place, to grease the skids, a good dinner at a nice restaurant, maybe dancing or a movie or a play afterwards?”

		Stan shook his head and then took another big cut of his whiskey and water, saying, “That comes to way more than two-hundred bucks, and all you may get in return is a peck on the cheek and her telling you that she…‘had a lovely evening’.”

		Monty nodded his agreement, realizing that it was all academic to him anyway. Katie would take an exceedingly dim view of him either spending two-hundred bucks on some little teenie-ho to suck his cock off, or even more than that on a date with some bimbo who may or may not put out for him!

		And that’s saying he could get a night off to date, even if he wanted to. Katie would want to know why he’d been so late in getting home that night. Where had he been, exactly? What had he been doing and who had he been doing it with?

		He winced when he considered having that conversation. His wife could be like a dog with a bone, once she got her hackles up.

		“You want me to give you Bianca’s number?” Stan offered at that moment. “I’m telling you, man, she does one hell of a job, when it comes to sucking your dick off!”

		Monty agonized for long seconds. A really great blowjob from a cute teenage girl sounded almost irresistible to him, and two-hundred bucks was nothing but chump change, after all…

		“Yeah, sure, why shouldn’t I put it in my wallet for a rainy day?” Monty said with a grin, taking the offered cocktail napkin with the phone number scribbled on it.

		He tore away the excess napkin and put just the number in his wallet, safely hiding it away. Katie never went through his wallet--that he knew of--but it never hurt to be on the safe side!

		

		****

		

		“I’m probably never going to get the chance to call this Bianca anyway,” Monty said to himself morosely as he drove along the freeway towards home. “The opportunity will no doubt never present itself.”

		He and Katie always did everything together. Except for his Elk’s Club meetings on Tuesday nights, he was pretty much a homebody in the evenings.

		She’d notice right away if he ducked out for a quickie some night. They were in a domestic rut; there was no arguing that point.

		His thoughts turned to his very attractive wife. She had been such a hot little thing when they’d first gotten together!

		Monty smiled as he remembered the exquisite blowjobs Katie had given him back then, when she was in the mood to suck his cock. If she still did that regularly, he’d have no desire to call a professional girl like Bianca anyway.

		But that was the problem: she didn’t. He couldn’t even remember the last time she’d given him a complete blowjob; swallowing his come and all. It had to have been a year ago, at least!

		She didn’t often even give him preliminary head anymore before they got it on. She always expected him to suck her righteous tits for a while, and finger her pussy until it was good and wet, and then just to hop on and fuck her until, hopefully, both of them came.

		Talk about a lackluster, uninspiring sex life! Monty shook his head in frustration and took the next exit ramp, the one leading down to the surface street which would take him home…

		

		****

		

		The orgasm itself had been spectacular. She hadn’t come that hard in a long time.

		But it had been weird, too. Instead of quenching her desire for sex for a while, it only seemed to increase her lewd thoughts about Caroline and that huge black cock she’d enjoyed.

		And that kept her feeling horny; very horny!

		She rinsed off the vibrator in the bathroom sink and hid it away again in the lingerie drawer. And then, instead of putting on a casual outfit the way she normally would have done, she stood naked in the closet for the longest time, just running her fingertips over the silky garments packed away in the drawer.

		“To heck with having a regular, dull Sunday evening,” she spoke in a husky whisper as she took her sexiest red nightie out of the drawer and held it against her body.

		It felt unbelievably sexy and cool up against her nakedness. The lace seemed to caress her bare flesh irresistibly!

		She slipped it on, and then floated her sheerest robe on over it, tying it at the waist. Smiling, she went into the bathroom and examined herself in the mirror critically.

		“Not bad for twenty-eight,” she commented in the same breathy whisper she’d used in the closet just now.

		My tits don’t sag a bit yet, even though they’re pretty big. And my ass is still firm and as tight as it can be—thank you three-times-a-week yoga classes for the last two years!

		“And I’m really pretty,” she said aloud, staring into the mirror at her face, admiring the evidence of her good genes. “Thank you, Mom and Dad.”

		She ran a hand through her brownish-blonde tresses and vowed to do something about them before Monty got home. Getting out her regular hair brush, her curling iron, and her round brush, she began to re-style her hair as if she were going out for the evening…

		

		****

		

		“Not bad, not bad at all,” she complimented the uncommonly attractive girl she saw looking back at her in the same mirror twenty minutes later.

		She hadn’t gotten heavy-handed with any of her make up. Her eye liner, blush, and lipstick were subtle but effective at bring out the color of her light blue eyes.

		Katie made her way back into the kitchen and made herself a very uncharacteristic drink. It was a vodka and tonic with just a dash of lime juice. She kept both the lime juice and the tonic in the refrigerator and she drank alcohol so infrequently that both usually lasted her well over a month.

		She heard Monty’s car enter the garage. She finished her drink in three big swallows, dumped the ice cubes into the sink’s garbage disposal, washed out the glass and put it in the strainer.

		Katie knew that Monty wouldn’t begrudge her one drink, but she didn’t want him to know she’d had it. And she knew that he wouldn’t be able to tell without seeing the glass in her hand. He would have had at least a beer or two after his golf game, so he wouldn’t be able to smell the alcohol on her breath.

		

		****

		

		Monty stopped dead in his tracks as soon as he stepped into the kitchen. Katie looked simply gorgeous!

		Her hair was done up much fancier than usual, and she was wearing just the right amount of make up. And wasn’t that her sexiest lingerie she had on under that sheer satin robe?

		“Hey, who are you?” He asked her playfully, flashing her a lascivious, comic opera leer. “And what have you done with my cute little school teacher wife, you luscious-looking femme fatale?”

		“Do I really look that good?” She asked teasingly, sauntering up to him and easing her arms around his neck.

		“Good enough to eat,” he murmured, meaning it.

		“Promises, promises,” she whispered, her eyes dancing with excitement.

		He scooped her up into his arms and carried her through the house, toward the bedroom. She laughed delightedly and squirmed in his grasp as though she were trying to get down.

		But he noticed she didn’t really try very hard to escape. Soon, they were in the bedroom and he bent over and laid her down in the middle of their king bed.

		“Why don’t you take off those silly-looking golf clothes and show me what’s underneath them, tiger?” She purred up at him invitingly.

		Monty nearly ripped his knit shirt’s buttons loose as he yanked them open and rapidly hoisted the shirt up over his head. He fumbled with his belt and kicked out of his trainers as he undid the rather loud pair of plaid trousers he was wearing.

		“Now comes the really the good part,” Katie sighed up at him as she watched him hook his thumbs into the elastic of his shorts and jerk them downward.

		He stepped clear of the pants and shorts, sitting on the side of the bed just briefly to pull off both of his white socks. Then he rolled onto the bed next to her and took her in his arms, murmuring, “What’s gotten into you today?”

		“You’re about to, I suspect,” she replied saucily, with a taunting little smile.

		Their kiss was mind-boggling. His tongue toyed with hers as her arms came up around his neck once more while she held him tightly again.

		God, it’s like she’s twenty-one again and this is the first time we’re sharing a bed! He had the thought as he skimmed off her satin robe moments later and slipped his hand up under the gossamer red nightie.

		Katie moaned as he began to tweak her nipples. She ran her fingers through his medium-length brown hair adoringly and sucked lightly on his tongue as he fondled her breasts.

		Fuck, but I’m hard! Monty told himself.

		He had been experiencing some less than fully firm hard-ons of late, on the rare occasions when they still made love. But that sure wouldn’t be a problem tonight, because his cock was hard as a two by four right now, as he squeezed her luscious nipples!

		Monty remembered what he’d said in the kitchen about eating her, and her sultry reply, so instead of sucking her breasts as he usually did at this point, he kissed his way on down her trembling tummy flesh.

		Like most women in today’s world, Katie trimmed her bush, shaving off some of her blondish-brown pelt and trimming the rest of it down to a short stubble. He kissed her bristly muff for a moment, savoring the earthy smell of her aroused pussy, before sliding further down the bed, finally coming to rest on his belly between her spread legs.

		“Oh, oh, God, do thaaaaaat!” Katie begged as his lips brushed her clit for the first time. “Oh, it’s been so long, and I’ve missed it so much!”

		Monty went crazy on her juicy slit after hearing her say that. His tongue was all over it, tantalizing, licking; drilling itself deep within her slick pink folds.

		“Ooh, that feels so wonderful, darling!” She moaned as he ate her and ate her, working her hips up off the bed to mash her pussy up against his questing lips and tongue.

		Jesus, but she’s hot tonight! Monty thought, wanting to make her come spectacularly with just his lips and tongue before he fucked her…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Cat Out Of The Bag

		

		Monty placed his breakfast dishes in the sink. Katie patted him on his nice bottom through his slacks as he did so and he turned toward her with a big smile on his face.

		“God, you’re acting so sexy, all of a sudden,” he sighed, looking at his gorgeous wife though through new eyes. “Last night was just incredible!”

		“It was kind of special at that; wasn’t it?” She asked the question shyly, looking as if she might blush out of embarrassment.

		“Why don’t we have sex like that all the time?”

		She giggled and moved away from him, toward the refrigerator, saying, “It would probably kill you if we did it like that all the time!”

		“I’d be willing to take my chances,” he said in a husky voice, pursuing her across the kitchen.

		She laughed again and wriggled out of his clutches, saying, “I’m going to be late for school. I don’t have time for this in the mornings!”

		“Okay, but how about tonight?” Monty asked her as she moved away, clutching her carton of orange juice.

		“Maybe…you never know,” she said, pouring a glass of the juice for her and giving him a sexy smile at the same time.

		“What’s for dinner tonight?”

		“Probably take out food at ten o’clock again, if we do the same thing tonight we did last night!”

		“Sounds delicious; count me in,” Monty insisted with the same leering smile he’d given her last night.

		“Men,” she said teasingly, “all they want is sex, sex, and more sex!”

		“You got that right, babe,’ her husband agreed with a huge grin.

		He swaggered out the door to the garage and moments later, she heard the engine of his car turn over as he headed off to work. She smiled and finished her juice.

		

		****

		

		Her phone rang just as she finished dressing for school that day. She walked over to her purse and took it out and, seeing that the call was from Caroline, she answered it.

		“How did the homecoming go last night?” She asked her big sister.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, it was even better than I expected,” Caroline all but cooed. “Matt was so glad to see me. We fucked until nearly two in the morning!”

		Katie was a little shocked by her sister’s choice of language. Both of them knew how to curse and what all the words meant. But they’d rarely used them with each other, unless one of them was really angry about something.

		“I…I thought that what’s-his-name…Shango or whatever, really scratched that itch for you last week,” Katie said, choosing to ignore her sister’s earthy language.

		“It’s Shamar, not Shango, you scatterbrain, and he did,” Caroline informed her. “But sending all of those naughty pictures to Matt was so much kinky fun…”

		Caroline’s voice trailed off; then she said, “Receiving them from me really turned him on, as it turns out. He couldn’t wait to get home and get some of what Shamar was getting!”

		Katie shrieked with laughter at her sister’s risqué description of last night’s homecoming. She couldn’t help it!

		“God, you’re horrible,” she chided her big sister. “I can’t believe what a brazen hussy you’ve become!”

		“Neither can Matt…and he’s delighted by the change, let me tell you,” Caroline whispered.

		Before Katie could reply, she went on to say, “That little Belinda bitch taught him some new tricks as well. We fucked last night in ways we’d never fucked before—and we’ve been together for ten years!”

		Katie felt her clit throb at the very thought of that. She and Monty had really gotten it on last night, but they hadn’t done anything they’d never done before--even though they hadn’t done some of them in quite a while!

		“I’ve got to leave for school now, or I’ll be late, you incorrigible harlot.” Katie said playfully, breaking off the connection.

		

		****

		

		She had to admit, as she drove to school, she was feeling more chipper this morning than she had in months; maybe in years. Katie and her husband had really torn up the bedroom last night: they just couldn’t seem to get enough of each other!

		A lot of it--at least on my part--was due to me daydreaming about what Caroline had done with Shamar, down in Mexico, Katie admitted to herself as she swung into the employee parking lot at the grade school where she taught third grade. I couldn’t stop imagining that huge black cock of his disappearing into my Sis’s pussy!

		“Stop it,” she admonished herself aloud under her breath, as she pulled her big Lincoln Navigator to a stop.

		Today is a workday; she told herself sternly, the kids deserve your best, not some ditzy bitch that is busy fantasizing about an eleven inch cock!

		Katie was still chuckling to herself as she entered the classroom minutes later. She couldn’t believe that she, prim and proper Katie Graham, kept seeing mental pictures of her sister getting drilled by a long, incredibly thick ebony cock!

		

		****

		

		Monday night had proved to be a lot like Sunday night. Katie and her husband had spent the entire evening balling each other senseless!

		A huge smile seemed to have become a permanent fixture on her lips over the last two days. She couldn’t stop thinking about huge black cocks, how great her husband suddenly was in bed, and how much she enjoyed having both--those lascivious thoughts and him--in her life!

		But Tuesday night was Elk’s Club night, so Katie ended up fixing a sandwich for herself out of the remains of the small deli tray she’d bought Sunday morning. She ate the rest of the potato salad, threw out the empty container, and finished up the cheese slices and lunch meat.

		Monty, of course, would eat dinner at the lodge tonight, in addition to having numerous cocktails while he traded stories with his fellow Elks both before and after the meeting. He always insisted that his membership in the community service organization was vital to his business, but she suspected it was just an excuse to have a few drinks with his pals and have a boys’ night out; just like golf was!

		

		****

		

		When Monty finally came rolling in at ten-thirty that night, Katie sensed something was amiss right away. He was slightly tipsy when he came to bed; that was normal for an Elk’s Club night out.

		But he didn’t attack her as soon as he climbed into bed, the way he had the last two nights. And she had been expecting him to do just that, especially in light of all the booze he had no doubt consumed tonight and how horny they both had been of late.

		Tonight her husband just lay beside her on his back, as if lost in thought. That was not what she had been anticipating at all.

		Maybe he had one too many drinks tonight, she thought, looking over at him worriedly. If that’s the case, he probably shouldn’t have risked driving home!

		Monty lay looking up at the ceiling as if he’d never seen it before. He didn’t look drunk; he looked preoccupied.

		“Hey, Earth to husband,” she said, poking him in the ribs beneath the covers. “How was your meeting tonight? Did anything interesting happen?”

		He gave out with a long sigh and said, “I got talking to Matt, Caroline’s husband, in the bar after the meeting tonight.”

		Katie felt her breath shorten and her heartbeat pick up a little. She looked over at her husband intently, waiting for what he’d say next.

		Monty turned and looked at her. She could swear he was blushing!

		“We got a little wasted…that is, we had quite a few drinks,” Monty said, his voice low and hesitant. “He said Caroline came over here for lunch on Sunday…while I was out golfing. Why didn’t you mention it to me?”

		“It was no big deal,” she replied just as hesitantly. “Caroline and I have had lunch together like a zillion times.”

		“Matt said he was pretty sure she told you about their new…arrangement when she saw you,” Monty said. “If she did, that explains a lot. Was that why you’ve been so…amorous lately?”

		Now it was Katie’s turn to blush and she did. She diverted her eyes from her husband’s and said, “What, exactly, did Matt say she had told me?”

		“He…he had some pictures on his phone; pictures that Caroline had sent him from Mexico last week,” Monty said slowly, watching his wife’s face for her reaction.

		He wasn’t disappointed. Katie gulped and turned even redder.

		She stammered, “J-Jesus, did anyone else in the bar see those?”

		“No, we had gone over to a booth by then, when he first brought up this whole 80/20 deal,” Monty said.

		“So, he…told you about that, did he?” Katie asked.

		Thanksgiving was definitely going to be an uncomfortable affair this year! Now that Monty and her both knew what Matt and Caroline had done, and now that all four of them knew that they knew!

		Hey, Matt, pass the mashed potatoes, would you? That black guy’s dick sure was a monster, wasn’t it? Is Caroline’s pussy back to normal size yet?

		“Did he show you what he did on his vacation, as well?” Katie asked defiantly, forcing the images of Thanksgiving dinner from her imagination for the moment.

		“Uh, yeah…he sure did,” Monty said, turning slightly red himself once again.

		The two of them just stared at each other for long moments. Finally, out of desperation to break the increasingly uncomfortable silence, Katie blurted, “That Jamaican guy sure had a big one, didn’t he?”

		Monty’s jaw quivered, and then he lost it. Guffawing as he reached out for her, he said, “Fuck, I guess! That thing was as big around as a tree trunk: I don’t know how Caroline took it all!”

		“And that blonde that Matt was in bed with!” Katie giggled, knowing she was blushing like crazy but not caring. “She looked like she sure knew her way around a…cock!”

		Still laughing hysterically, the two of them fell on each other. In seconds, they were both naked and Katie’s very erect nipples were in Monty’s hands and his prick was in hers!

		

		****

		

		“Apparently, Caroline told Matt she’d never had one that big before,” Monty sighed as they lay at the top of the bed, resting while they cuddled together.

		He turned to his wife and asked, clearly curious, “How about you? Have you ever had a really huge cock--like that one--inside you?”

		Katie giggled and shook her head that she hadn’t. She said, “You know my folks. They’d have died if Caroline or I had brought home a black boy and asked to date him!”

		“Not all black guys are hung like that you know,” Monty told her with a grin. “That’s a myth.”

		“I bet that’s one myth that all black men like to promote,” Katie said, enjoying the sudden burst of honesty about sex that seemed to be taking place between them.

		“Back to my question,” he playfully persisted. “Blackness aside, haven’t you ever been curious about…?”

		She laughed and said, “Sure, I think most women are, if they’d only admit it; we all wonder, deep down inside, what it would be like to be taken by a guy with one that huge!”

		Monty just chuckled and asked, “What was the biggest one you ever did fool around with, before you met me?”

		She hesitated a moment before admitting, “There was one guy I dated in college, about six months before you and I got together. He was a little longer than you, but he wasn’t as wide. Plus, he was a lousy fuck as I recall…that’s why I dumped him!”

		Both of them roared with laughter at her candidness. When they finally stopped, Monty said, “Matt looked in those pictures as if he might be bigger than me.”

		Katie reached for his limp, gooey cock and began to stroke it, saying, “This one is big enough as far as I’m concerned, darling. It’s plenty big enough!”

		

		****

		

		“Are things okay between you and Monty?” Caroline asked as they ate lunch together that Friday. “I could have brained Matt when he told me about showing Monty those pictures at the Elks Club the other night!”

		“Uh, yeah, that was quite a shocker, alright,” Katie said, taking a bite of her excellent Waldorf salad. “But I’m pretty sure we’re okay. We’ve talked about it a couple of times since then and Monty understands all about the 80/20 thing that you guys are trying and how it’s supposed to work.”

		The two sisters sat at an outside table, eating salads and drinking ice tea. Fridays were Katie’s short days at school. She left at noon and didn’t have to come back unless she had something special in the afternoons, which she rarely did this late in the semester, just before the long summer recess.

		“You said you’ve talked about it,” Caroline said, looking across the table at Katie. “Did you ever discuss trying it yourselves?”

		The question caught Katie flat-footed. She daydreamed about doing what Caroline had done; going off by herself for a week and…fooling around with some sexy young stud!

		But she couldn’t see herself ever really doing it. That would just be too weird!

		“No, I don’t think its right for us,” Katie said doubtfully, finishing her iced tea.

		“Don’t be too sure about that,” Caroline said with a knowing smile. “It seems Monty called Matt at work the other day and asked him a lot of questions about how it all worked.”

		“Oh?” Katie inquired archly. “How strange he didn’t mention anything to me about that phone call!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Should We?

		

		Katie was really keyed up by the time Monty got home that night at six-thirty. As soon as he strolled into the kitchen from the garage, he asked, “What’s for dinner, beautiful?”

		“I thought we’d eat outside this evening, on the patio, the weather is so lovely,” she said, trying to hide her nervousness about the conversation she intended to have with him tonight. “How about the two of us having a drink before dinner?”

		“Sounds great to me,” he said, his eyes brightening at the prospect of sharing a cocktail with his wife. “It’s been a long day.”

		He went back into the bedroom to change out of his slacks, long sleeve dress shirt and tie; and into some shorts and a tee shirt. While he was gone, she made him a whiskey on the rocks and a vodka and tonic for herself.

		She took a big drink of the strong cocktail, to help calm her nerves. Katie was determined to ask Monty about that call he had made to Matt this week and what it might mean for them.

		But she was a little uncertain as to how she was going to bring it up. She still wondered, would she come right out and ask him about it directly, or would it be better to work around to it some other way?

		Katie agonized over the best way to approach the subject while Monty was in the bedroom. By the time he had returned to the kitchen, dressed in an old pair of cargo shorts and a tee shirt, she had already finished half of her vodka and tonic. But she had decided on a strategy for asking her question.

		Since there seemed to be an ease about discussing sex between them now that been there before they had both been exposed to her sister and her husband’s somewhat radical new lifestyle, she thought directness might be the best policy. She’d decided to ask him straight out what his thoughts were about this 80/20 thing.

		But not right this second. She’d wait until later in the evening, after he’d had a few drinks and a glass of wine or two.

		“Here’s your drink and here’s the main course for tonight,” she said, handing him the whiskey and opening the nearby refrigerator.

		The chicken breasts had been marinating all afternoon in a simple mix of white wine, rosemary leaves, grated garlic, and red wine vinegar. She reached in and took out the Pyrex dish that held the chicken and handed it to her husband.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, barbequed chicken; one of my favorites,” he said eyeing it hungrily. “I’ll put these on the grill right now.”

		

		****

		

		“I had lunch with Caroline today,” she remarked casually, when the meal was all but done.

		They were sitting under the umbrella of their picnic table out on the patio, next to the swimming pool. It was a lovely, late spring southern California evening; warm but not too hot.

		“Oh, she didn’t have any other bombshells to impart, I hope; unlike your last lunch together,” he said with a smile.

		“Just one,” she answered, studying his face as she spoke, “she happened to mention that Matt got a call from you at work this week.”

		A guilty, hangdog look crept over Monty’s handsome face immediately. He rushed to say, “I can explain that call.”

		Her husband’s sheepish look seemed to help alleviate some of the tension that had been building up in Katie’s mind. He looked so cute; like a little boy caught doing something he’s been told he shouldn’t!

		“Please do,” she said coolly. “Caroline said you talked to Matt for over an hour about this 80/20 thing they’re trying, getting all the details.”

		She gazed at him unrelentingly and he just sat there and squirmed in his chair. At last she asked him, “Do you want for us to try it too? Is that what this is all about?”

		The tension was instantly back. It hung thick and heavy between them as the long seconds ticked by.

		Finally, he admitted, in a low, hesitant voice, “Maybe; maybe I’ve been thinking about it a little.”

		Katie could tell just by looking at him that he’d been thinking about it a lot! They’d been together for almost eight years now—counting all the steady dating and living together before they’d gotten married—and she’d gotten to where she could read him like the proverbial book.

		“What about you?” He suddenly asked. “What would you think of us trying a relationship like Matt and Caroline’s?”

		The question caught her completely off guard. She chided herself for not anticipating that he’d want to know her reaction as much as she wanted to know his: she should have been ready for this.

		“Well,” she began tentatively, marshalling her thoughts before she spoke, or at least trying to, “I really don’t know. I’ll admit I’ve thought about it. But I always come to the conclusion that it’s too radical for us, somehow.”

		Monty surprised her again by snorting with laughter as he said, “Caroline and Matt are just like us; your typical, boring, middle-class couple. And yet they seem happy as hell with this…this radical new lifestyle of theirs!”

		She thought about that and realized that it was true. Caroline seemed to be ultra-happy all of a sudden. She hadn’t seen Matt yet, but from all reports, he was doing just fine too.

		“It’s…it’s just that it’s so…extreme, I guess you’d have to say,” she protested weakly.

		Monty pounced on this, indicating to her that he had been obsessing about this whole 80/20 thing, not just considering it! He blurted, “Matt says it’s different for every couple. Some of them elect to share everything the do while they’re off on their separate…adventures—the way he and Caroline did—but some of them don’t. The time spent apart from each other is considered personal, and so are the details about what happened.”

		He sat back in his chair and practically chug-a-lugged what was left of his rose wine, and then said, “Each couple makes their own rules. Some of them don’t talk at all about what they did, where they went, or who they…saw.”

		She started to speak, but Monty cut her off, saying excitedly, “Hell, some of them don’t fool around at all for that matter, even if they have the opportunity! It’s all up to the people involved to decide what’s okay and what isn’t.”

		Nothing more was said by either of them for the better part of a minute. Katie had a million thoughts swirling through her head.

		Could I really be okay with doing that? She asked herself.

		She looked over at Monty and sighed. The idea of him…being with another woman while they were apart; it really hurt her to just think about that!

		Then that image of Caroline’s Jamaican “friend” emerging from the surf with his huge hard on suddenly filled her mind, and she felt herself getting instantly wet down…there! She asked herself truthfully if she’d…explore, if she had the chance; if she were to meet a guy who was as delicious, and as available as the one Caroline had met.

		“W-What would you do…you know…if we separated for a week, like Caroline and Matt did?” She found herself blurting out to Monty.

		Now he looked as flummoxed as she’d been a moment ago, when he’d asked her if she could ever see herself in a relationship with him like her sister’s. He finally managed to stammer, “I…I don’t know, really. I haven’t thought much about it.”

		That was clearly a lie, and Katie knew it, just from the way he’d answered her question. He’d thought about it alright—he’d probably thought about it a lot!

		“You said couples make their own rules,” she prodded him. “What would ours be, if we ever decided to try this?”

		Monty squirmed around in his chair again, as if someone had slipped a hot plate under his butt and turned it up to its highest setting. He finally said, “I don’t know. What do you think we should do?”

		Katie thought long and hard about that before answering, “I don’t really know either, what I’d be comfortable with. Why don’t we discuss it some more, like rational adults?”

		

		****

		

		“Yeah, yeah, yeah, just like that!” Katie whined, shimmying her ass back to meet Monty’s every thrust.

		She was on her hands and knees in bed, naked, and he was hunched over her, holding a big breast in each hand, squeezing them just so, as he powered his cock into her extremely juicy slit from behind. Katie was in heaven!

		They hadn’t fucked like this since their honeymoon in Tahiti, all those years ago. Monty had already gotten her off twice tonight, and number three was just moments away!

		“Are you going to let him do you like this, babe?” Monty growled as he hammered into her, talking about the imaginary new lover their separate vacations might produce.

		“Maybe…if he’s as good as you are!” Katie sighed back, playing along with his fantasy, getting ready to come yet again. “If I let him into my bed at all, that is!”

		Monty made a guttural sound way down in his throat that passed for a laugh as he said, “Oh, you will, that’s for sure! Beneath that proper exterior, you’re nothing but a hot girl; you always have been!”

		Katie shuddered and began to orgasm. It was a real beauty, long and powerful and intense!

		They had been in the bedroom for an hour, and they hadn’t stopped. As soon as they’d begun to talk over their boundaries—like two “rational” people—they’d been all over each other!

		And it had all been like this, with Monty suggesting that she’d suck her mystery vacation lover’s big cock willingly, probably on the first night they spent apart. She’d denied that she’d ever do such a thing, of course, but she’d been fervently involved in licking and kissing his hard prick when she’d said it, with a saucy, “I’m lying” look in her eyes!

		So far, Monty had made her come during their initial missionary style coupling and she’d ridden him to a spectacular climax in the cowgirl position as well. Now he’d urged her up onto her hands and knees and was banging the bejeezus out of her poor pussy from behind!

		And she’d found that she adored it! She absolutely loved all of this hot sex between the two of them.

		If this is how it’s going to be, just thinking about and discussing the 80/20 lifestyle, she told herself ecstatically, I can’t even imagine how great it’s going be when we actually start living it!

		

		****

		

		“So you don’t want to make any hard and fast rules?” Monty asked her.

		They were taking a rest, still talking about their proposed lifestyle change. She’d just said that she’d feel more comfortable about going with the flow of whatever situation they happened to find themselves in, rather than making up an elaborate list of “rules” beforehand for each of them to follow.

		“Okay, I can go with that,” Monty agreed, sounding somewhat dubious, “but what if I end up doing…more than you do, when we’re apart? Or vice-versa?”

		He said the last part as a throwaway line, as if he just couldn’t conceive of the idea that his prim little wife could ever get up to the same sort of sexual hijinks that he might. Monty clearly couldn’t even begin to imagine that happening!

		Katie started to get angry at his sheer macho bullshit, but managed to stop herself just before she spoke up. She thought: I should let him continue to see me in that light! If we end up not telling each other about what we’ve done, or who we’ve done it with, his feeling that way could really work in my favor!

		“What about giving each other the specifics of where we’ve been, what we’ve done, and like that?” She asked him.

		“I don’t see that working for us, to tell you the truth, babe,” Monty admitted after thinking about it for a few seconds. “Caroline and Matt may be okay with sending each other snapshots of just how bad they’ve been—not that I see myself being unfaithful to you, the way those two were to each other, should we try this—but at heart, I guess I’m still a conventional sort of a guy. I’d be jealous as hell!”

		He shrugged his naked shoulders and admitted, “The idea of you being with another guy infuriates me, frankly.”

		She frowned as he said that, and he rushed to assure her, “Not that I expect you to cheat on me. Not you; you’re too good a wife to ever do that!”

		“Well…you just never know, now do you?” She couldn’t resist getting a little dig in.

		She was still a bit miffed about his attitude. He clearly didn’t see her as a potential hottie in reality: that was true only in his fantasies!

		Katie thought somewhat grimly, well, we’ll just see about that, Mister!

		

		****

		

		“I want you to meet me for lunch today,” Katie told her sister the next morning. “Can you do that?”

		“Sure, it’s a Saturday,” Caroline said. “Matt will be golfing all day. He has an eleven o’clock tee time. Do you want to meet at that same place we ate the other day?”

		“No, come over here. Monty is going in to the office to catch up on some paper work. He won’t be home until mid-afternoon, at least.”

		“I hate to put you to any bother,” Caroline said. “I’d be happy to buy you lunch at that salad place.”

		Katie hesitated and then said, “If you like that cafe so much, why don’t you swing by there and pick us up something for lunch? But I want to eat here, out by the pool. I have something to share with you that I don’t want to discuss on the phone or out on the public sidewalk in front of a restaurant...”

		“Ooh, how delicious!” Caroline cooed. “Care to give me a little sneak peak now as to what we’ll be talking about?”

		“No, not over the phone,” Katie said, sticking to her guns. “See you at noon or so. Oh, and I’ll have the Waldorf salad again. That was yummy!”

		She broke off the connection before Caroline could ask any further questions. Katie had decided to confide in her sister about her and Monty’s decision to try this 80/20 thing, but she was damned if she wanted to discuss such an intimate subject over the phone.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		Getting Ready

		

		“You’re kidding me! You two are actually doing this?” Caroline gasped, after taking a big sip of her white wine.

		“No, I’m not kidding,” Katie assured her, “but we’re going about it a lot differently than you and Matt did, at least at first; so you can’t say a word to him for now. He’s liable to tell Monty at the next Elk’s Club get-together that I told you we’re officially taking the plunge. And the idea that anyone else might find out about this is liable to give both Monty and I cold feet!”

		“What’s so different about the way you two are doing it than the way Matt and I went about it?”

		Katie drank a sip of her own wine before answering, “We’ve mutually agreed not to tell each other what we did, where we went, or who we did it with…if we decide to do anything at all. So no over the phone photos or anything like that; we may not even talk to each other for the whole week.”

		“That is way different,” Caroline conceded, taking a bite of her salad.

		“Well, Matt apparently told Monty that every couple is free to make their own rule choices,” Katie said. “So we’ve mutually decided on that more conservative course.”

		She drank another big sip of wine and said, “We are just sort of feeling our way along; finding out what we’re both comfortable with.”

		“I guess that’s one way to do it,” Caroline commented. “Matt and I just decided to go for it, and not hold anything back from each other. And it’s worked great for us so far.”

		Katie shook her head negatively and countered with, “That’s you and Matt. Monty and I aren’t that brave, I guess.”

		The two sisters ate in silence for a little while, and then Katie said, “Monty doesn’t really believe that I’ll…play around on him when we’re separated!”

		Caroline grinned and asked, “And will you? Aren’t you going to…explore a little, now that you’ve been given the chance?”

		Katie grinned back. She knew she was blushing slightly; she could feel her face reddening as she admitted, “I don’t know. I’ve been…thinking about it.”

		A few seconds went by and she leaned forward and whispered excitedly to her big sis, “I’m twenty-eight and so is Monty. We’ve been talking about kids ever since we’ve been married, so if that’s going to happen, it should happen soon.”

		She became more animated as she said, “I think I want to…I don’t know…live a little more, before I have babies and really settle down!”

		Caroline nodded sagely that she agreed, adding, “That’s exactly what I thought when I saw Shamar, coming out of the surf!”

		They broke into hopeless peals of laughter at that statement and drank the rest of that bottle of wine. When they finally stopped giggling, Katie opened another and poured each of them a big glass…

		

		****

		

		“Have you given any thought to where you’ll go?” Caroline asked.

		They had finished lunch and moved back inside, where it was cooler. The second bottle of wine was half gone and both of them were feeling very relaxed from the alcohol, but excited at the same time, over the uncharacteristic nature of the adventure Katie was about to embark upon.

		“I’ve been thinking about going to Puerto Vallarta, just like you did. It’s not that long a flight, and you can get really nice hotel rooms, right on the beach, for reasonable prices,” Katie shared with her. “I’ve been looking around on the Internet.”

		“Ooh; and I can tell all the hottest bars and the best beaches,” Caroline added excitedly, “since I was just there.”

		A thought struck her and she started to chuckle as she said, “I can even tell you where you might run into Shamar, if you want. I just know he’d want to…meet you!”

		A huge flash of instant arousal hit Katie when he sister said that. She’d been fantasizing about just that for several days, but of course she hadn’t mentioned it to Monty.

		As per their agreement, she hadn’t even mentioned leaving the country or Puerto Vallarta, or anything, really! She thought smugly, I don’t have to, now do I? That’s the deal; neither of us is going to tell the other what they’re gong to do!

		“I…I don’t know if I’m ready for that, Sis,” Katie finally answered Caroline, aware she was turning red again at the mere thought of meeting Shamar.

		“Well, just in case you find that you are, once you’re down there,” the older girl said slyly, “he can be found most evenings at a place called the Swell Beach Bar. It’s something of a tourist trap, but it’s right on the beach and it has great drinks and food.”

		She thought about that for a moment, then said, “That’s what Shamar is interested in; eating, drinking, and meeting cute touristas--like you and me, Sis—and fucking them silly!”

		Katie about choked on the mouthful of wine she was about to swallow when Caroline made that remark. When she had finally stopped coughing, she laughed and asked, “Really?”

		“He has a couple of sand and surf-related businesses down there. That’s where he gets all of his cash,” Caroline said with a smile. “But that boy’s real interest is in gringa pussy, trust me on that one!”

		They both started to laugh, and Katie felt closer to her older sister at that moment than she had in years. When their laughter died away, Caroline said, “Hey, I can hook you up with a great hotel. It’s right on the beach, too, and it’s not very far from the Swell Bar.”

		

		****

		

		Monty Graham sat in his office with the door closed and stared into his wallet. He wanted to take out the scrap of napkin his pal, Stan, had given him at the bar that day and call Bianca, just to introduce himself.

		But that would be stupid, he told himself. What if she wanted to make a date right away? This 80/20, separate-vacations deal doesn’t even start for two weeks yet. And you don’t even know if Katie is going out of town even when it does!

		Still, the urge to call the hot eighteen year old semi-pro was a strong one. Instead, he elected to call Stan on his cell phone.

		“Hey, Monty, my friend, what’s up?” Stan said when he answered the phone on the second ring.

		It was obvious from the background noise and the sound of a jukebox that Stan was in some bar. That figured. Stan was always in some bar, except when the luscious Bianca was giving him a blowjob!

		“Uh, listen, Stan, I have a hypothetical question for you,” Monty began uncertainly. “Say I wanted to call this friend of yours…this…Bianca girl…for a…uh, appointment?”

		“Appointment,” Stan guffawed. “Man she ain’t no doctor! She’s a fucking suck off artist!”

		Stan brayed with laughter again and Monty held the phone away from his ear until he was done. Bringing the phone back to his head, he said, “Well, what is was wondering, if I decided I wanted to uh…avail myself of her services; how far in advance would you recommend I call her?”

		“Services…oh, you mean get a blowjob!” The clearly half-in-the-bag Stan bellowed over the bar noise. “Hell, man, call her right now. She can always use another two-hundred bucks!

		“No, no, I don’t mean now,” Monty said softly, hoping Stan could hear him over the noise, but not wanting to raise his voice, even though his office door was closed and locked.

		There were employees outside, after all. And he didn’t want any of them overhearing this particular phone call; that was for sure!

		“The thing is…Katie is going out of town in a couple of weeks,” he said, hoping that proved to be the case. “And I was thinking of…getting together with Bianca while she was away.”

		“Yeah, so what’s the problem?”

		“Well, does she, Bianca, have a lot of…bookings; I guess you’d call them? How far should I call in advance?”

		Again, Stan roared with laughter again right before he said, “I usually call an hour ahead of time. But knock yourself out, kid! Call her right now and introduce yourself as a friend of mine, if you want to.”

		After a few seconds of silence, as Monty thought that over, Stan said, “Hey, here’s a picture I took the last time I was with her. You’re gonna’ love it!”

		There was the telltale beep of a photo being downloaded onto Monty’s smart phone. He took the device away from his ear and peered at the screen as he brought up the pic.

		Holy Mother of God! Monty said to himself incredulously as he saw an unbelievably cute girl--who looked all of fourteen--with a big cock between her lips and an ecstatic expression on her face!

		“You might like this one even more,” Stan’s braying voice came over the phone’s speaker just then.

		A second picture came in and, with shaking fingers, Monty opened it. He sucked in his breath and felt his dick getting as hard a rock in his slacks!

		The gorgeous little girl’s face was now covered with spunk and she was grinning proudly up at the camera, Stan’s cock still clutched tightly in her fist. The copious goo that the fat prick had just shot onto her face dripped from her eyelids and lined both cheeks and her chin.

		“She cleaned that mess I made up with her finger as I watched and swallowed all of it for me,” Stan chortled happily. “That sort of shit costs a little extra, but I’m a guy who doesn’t mind paying for quality work!”

		Fuck, I wouldn’t mind paying a little extra for something as kinky as that either! Monty thought as he stared rapturously down at the photo.

		The girl was so damn cute! Her eyes were big and brown and doe-like; so innocent; or at least they would have looked innocent had her beautiful young face not been dripping with male come!

		His glance moved down to her revealed breasts. They were naked and perfect; all deeply tanned and sporting the perkiest little rose-colored nipples he’d ever seen. Bianca’s boobs weren’t nearly as big as his wife, Katie’s of course, but they looked just right for this little girl!

		“Y-You don’t think she’d mind hearing from me?”

		“Hell, no, not as long as there’s cash involved,” Stan assured him drunkenly. “Bianca would be up for trying to suck a golf ball through a length of hose, if the money was right!”

		Monty bid good-bye to Stan in a fog of desire. He couldn’t seem to pry his eyes away from his cell phone’s screen…those youthful tits…that face…those big brown eyes!

		

		****

		

		Caroline had just left the house. Katie sat at her laptop in one of the spare bedrooms and priced plane tickets to Puerto Vallarta.

		She had already booked a room at the hotel her sister had recommended. Now that she had convinced herself going to the Mexican resort town was what she wanted to do, she was determined to move forward with her plans!

		No airline, not even Aero Mexico, had many flights a day to Puerto Vallarta from Los Angeles, so she chose to book herself a seat on an American Airlines flight the day after school let out for the summer. Now that she had decided to do this, there was no point in putting it off.

		Despite her self-assurances that she was more than ready for this…this little…adventure, she was a bit afraid that if she gave herself time to think about what she was doing, she might get too uptight to go through with it. By buying the plane tickets and booking the hotel, she was ensuring that she’d follow through!

		She pressed the proper key on the computer and her flights were a done deal. Katie smiled at her own bravery and racked her brain to see if there was anything else she needed to do.

		“Should I rent a car?” She asked herself the question aloud as soon as it popped into her mind.

		Katie hit “four” on her cell phone’s auto-dial and Caroline answered on the second ring, saying, “What now, Sis? I just left your place ten minutes ago.”

		“A rental car; will I need one in Puerto Vallarta?”

		Caroline laughed and said, “I rented one but I barely used it. Shamar provided all the transportation I needed while I was there…if you know what I mean?”

		Well, I’m not going to be taking any magic carpet rides on that big black cock of his, Katie told herself primly. Or at least, I don’t think I will…

		She told Caroline good-bye and went back online, looking for inexpensive rental cars in Puerto Vallarta.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		Mexico/Bianca

		

		The end of the school year always seemed to creep up on her and this one proved to be no exception. With her secret getaway to Mexico to think about, in addition to the usual hassles of year-end grades to turn in, and the resulting parental outrage over little Keith or Harriet not getting straight “A’s” factored into the mix, she was a free woman for the summer practically before she knew it.

		On the night before she left, she enjoyed a particularly steamy bout of good-bye sex with her husband. They went to bed early--and with his wife hinting that she was flying out of town tomorrow morning but refusing, as per their agreement, to discuss the details of each other’s “vacation from one another”, coyly demurring when it came to confirming that fact of her imminent departure—Monty proved to be especially amorous.

		“Are you going out of state?” He quizzed her, in between sucking her very erect pink nipples.

		“I’ll never tell,” she sighed, stroking his hair lightly as he gobbled up her tits. “I may be staying right here in the city, for all you know.”

		“Are you going to try and meet up with someone…to do this for you, while you’re away?” He demanded slyly as he slipped a finger into her overflowing slit.

		“Maybe,” she more moaned than whispered out her answer as he began to massage her clitty while he nipped at her right breast. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

		Fuck yes, I’d like to know! Monty admitted to himself.

		The idea of Katie being in bed with another guy both infuriated him and inflamed his fantasies at the same time. He was harder than he’d ever been in his life right at this moment, just thinking about it!

		“Are you going to look for a guy with a huge cock, the way Caroline did?” He murmured the words into his wife’s ear and then kissed her neck, running his tongue all over it as he did so; something that he knew from long experience really turned her on.

		“I…I might,” Katie groaned out her answer, her fingernails digging lightly into Monty’s scalp. “If I decide that I want to…be with someone.”

		Monty’s groan matched hers in intensity. He couldn’t stand it for a second longer!

		He eased his finger out of her cunt, pushed himself up on to his knees, and reached down for his unbelievably rigid cock. Monty centered the head where his finger had just been. She whined as he filled her in one aggressive lunge and clung to him tightly.

		“I know you’ll want to,” he panted as he began to power-fuck her frantically, “a hot little girl like you won’t be able to resist!”

		

		****

		

		God help me, but he’s probably right! Katie thought as she got more and more aroused as the seconds ticked by.

		Monty’s familiar cock felt so good inside her tonight! He was fucking her like there was no tomorrow; which for them, there wasn’t, she realized.

		She was driving herself out to LAX at seven-thirty in the morning, to pick up her ticket, check through security, and wait for her plane to take off. Mexico; Puerto Vallarta—a place that had been but a dream to her these past few weeks—was about to become a reality!

		Katie sighed at the thought and nibbled at Monty’s ear, something she knew drove him nuts, and his frenzied, lustful attack on her pussy quickly grew even more frantic. She groaned out her encouragement: he was gliding that fat dick of his in and out, keeping it right up against her swollen clitty.

		Just as she was about to come, she thought of Shamar, her sister’s coal-black lover and his super-cock. Would she run into him down in Mexico, she wondered?

		Maybe I’ll look him up on purpose! She thought mischievously as she went over the top. Caroline did give me the name of that bar where he hangs out!

		She had an image flash through her head of Caroline and Shamar fucking; only the image quickly changed into one of her and Shamar in bed together!

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Katie screamed as she began to come, fantasizing about Shamar and his incredible body…his unreal cock!

		

		****

		

		Last night, with Monty, was soooooo special! She thought as the plane descended toward the runway. He fucked me like a real stud. I came a whole bunch of times, and I blew him once, and he still managed to get hard and fuck me again until I climaxed one more time!

		That had been so cool--it was like they’d been honeymooners all over again!

		Puerto Vallarta looked gorgeous from the air, and the nearby Pacific Ocean was especially inviting. She decided right then and there that she intended to take a walk on the beach as soon as she was settled into her hotel room.

		This was all so exciting. She could hardly wait!

		Thousands of American tourists came to the Mexican Riviera to vacation every year, so the local authorities had long ago become very proficient at checking their papers, handing them back with a smile, and hurrying them on their way toward fun in the sun. So soon after Katie had stepped into Puerto Vallarta’s busy airport, she had her bags and was headed toward the car rental counter.

		In no time at all, she was driving toward her hotel, looking at all the exotic sights, and getting used to the thrill of being in a foreign country, alone, and able to do anything she wanted. It was little short of exhilarating!

		She and Monty had traveled to Europe twice on past vacations. She’d seen Rome and Paris; Berlin and London so far.

		And of course they’d gone overseas, to the island of Tahiti in the South Pacific, on their honeymoon years ago. But all of that seemed wildly different to her now, as she pulled up in front of her hotel and stopped the car.

		For one thing, Monty had taken care of all of the details on those trips. He’d made the reservations, driven the rental cars, signed them up for walking tours, and sight-seeing junkets aboard tour buses.

		But down here, she was on her own. In Mexico, for the next seven days and six nights, she’d be her own boss!

		And that thought struck her as being so exciting she could hardly stand it. A uniformed bellman greeted her courteously just then and opened her car door for her.

		She asked him if he spoke English and he assured her--with the same beaming smile on his face--that he did. Katie told him to bring the two bags in the trunk into the registration desk and meet her there.

		

		****

		

		Monty only pretended to go into work the day Katie left town. After kissing her a passionate good-bye, he drove to a nearby coffee shop and had a cup and read the LA Times thoroughly, from front back.

		When he was positive she’d be gone, he doubled back to their house. Sure enough, her black Lincoln Navigator’s space in the two car garage was as empty as it could be when the door opened.

		He pulled his maroon Cadillac CTS-V into its stall and shut off the engine. While he was still walking into the house, he pulled out his phone.

		Monty went right to those two pictures of Bianca and stood in the kitchen looking at them. His cock started to get hard in his slacks, even though he and Katie had made love until nearly midnight last night.

		He glanced at the clock in the microwave and saw that it was only eight-thirty; still way too early in the morning to call the teenager. So instead of doing that, Monty fished around in the refrigerator until he found some orange juice and an open bottle of white wine.

		Making himself a very uncharacteristic pre-noontime drink; a “poor man’s mimosa”, he carried it into the rec room and plopped himself down on the leather couch. He’d DVRed a couple of movies last week which Katie had turned her nose up at watching with him; real “guy” pictures, full of car chases and shoot-outs, with a few pairs of big, naked tits bouncing around here and there for good measure, and not much else.

		He started one of them playing on the big screen and watched it as he sipped his drink. The clock across the room seemed to be moving in slow motion this morning…

		

		****

		

		Katie got into her modest bikini; half-wishing she had given in to the impulse to buy a more daring one for this trip. But she was pretty sure Monty had snooped through her packed bags when she wasn’t looking, and she hadn’t wanted to alarm him with a new bikini that was too miniscule.

		It was early June, the start of the summer season, so the evening was still bright with sunshine as she stared down at the gorgeous beach and the hotel grounds from her suite’s window. There was a swimming pool where a guest could gaze out at the nearby Pacific while sipping a cocktail from a walk-up bar at the shallow end of the pool.

		“How neat; you can buy a drink without even getting out of the water!” She whispered aloud.

		What a truly decadent place Puerto Vallarta is--no wonder Caroline loved it so much!

		She thought of her much braver older sister and wondered if she and…Shamar had ever been in that pool together? Had he bought her a few drinks at that bar and then taken her up to her room and…fucked her?

		Katie shivered at that thought, and it wasn’t from the room’s air conditioning! She looked at the clock beside the bed and found that--because this part of Mexico was two hours ahead of Los Angeles--it was already almost seven in the evening down here.

		The flight had taken about three hours and getting her bags and her papers checked, plus picking up her car at the airport, had taken almost another hour. It had been a thirty minute drive from there to her hotel; and settling in, putting her things away, had used up some time as well.

		She thought about her plan to take a stroll along the beach before the sun went down and realized she still had plenty of time to do that. Gathering up her beach bag after first putting her purse inside it, she stepped into her sandals and pulled on her pool wrap.

		A pair of sunglasses completed her outfit, and she closed the door securely behind her as she stepped out into the hallway, making sure it was locked. The elevator was slow, but eventually she arrived at the lobby and headed directly for the glass doors that led out onto the patio, the swimming pool and, eventually, to the beach.

		The sand felt so warm when she got there that she couldn’t help but take off her sandals, stash them away inside her voluminous beach bag, and just enjoy the feel of the sand on her bare feet as she wandered down the beach. She saw the sign for the Swell Beach Bar ahead of her, off in the distance.

		I really should drop in and have a drink, just to see what it’s like, she told herself. Shamar might be there, but so what? He doesn’t know who I am. I’ll just be another tourista as far as he’s concerned.

		

		****

		

		“Uh, hello, is this Bianca?” Monty asked, realizing immediately as soon as he spoke that his words didn’t sound as precise as they normally did.

		He’d had several more mimosas while he’d watched the two movies. In fact, he’d had to open a second bottle of white wine, and it was nearly gone too.

		“Yeah, who’s this?” The girlish voice on the other end of the phone asked.

		“My name is Monty,” he offered, fighting to keep the slight slur out of his voice. “I’m a friend of Stan’s. He gave me your number.”

		“Oh, yeah; Stan’s a hoot!” Bianca said with a giggle. “He’s always up for a good time.”

		An awkward silence built up, until Bianca said pointedly, “He knows how to treat a girl right, too. Do you know how to treat a girl right, Monty?”

		“Uh, I’m pretty sure I do,” Monty croaked, his heart beating so fast it threatened to leap right out of his chest. “I…uh…have some cash in my wallet, and I’d love to spend it on you!”

		“Oh,” said Bianca, who suddenly sounded much more interested in having this conversation, “just how much cash do you have, honey?”

		“As much as it takes to get to know you better,” Monty said boldly. “Stan says you’re a girl who’s really worth knowing.”

		There was another pause and then Bianca whispered, “Well, I know how to suck a cock better than almost anyone--or so I’ve been told--if that sort of thing interests you, Monty.”

		He thought for a moment he was going to come in his pants right then and there. This girl was for real: there was no doubt about that now!

		“That…that interests the hell out of me, Bianca,” Monty blurted. “Where can we meet? Can you see me today?”

		“I graduated from high school just last week,” she told him, proudly “so I’m free as a bird right now. I could meet you at the Panda Express in the Citadel Outlets mall at four o’clock this afternoon.”

		Monty thought about that for a few seconds. The Citadel Outlets Mall was in East LA, clear across town. The mall itself was an okay place, although--because of its geographic location--he had rarely been there.

		East LA had long been known as a really bad neighborhood, full of Mexican-American gangbangers, low-riders, and what the current president called “bad hombres”. Monty had grown up in the city, so he knew all about East LA: he knew enough to keep his gringo face far way from there, normally!

		“If I were to do that, where could we go to…uh…conduct some business?” He asked the question her hesitantly.

		“Out in the frigging parking lot, silly,” she replied impatiently. “You have a car, right? We climb into the back seat together, you drop your pants, and I’ll blow you right there!”

		Monty winced. He could just see the newspaper story now: “Local businessman caught having sex with teen in mall parking lot”.

		“Uh, what about I meet you where you suggested, but we come over to my house instead, to…uh…get acquainted?” He countered.

		“Oh, man, that’s going to cost you a little bit extra!” Bianca said doubtfully. “Where do you live exactly?”

		“Westwood Village,” Monty reluctantly admitted.

		“Holy fuck, dude, how ritzy-tittsy is that?” Bianca commented with a disparaging laugh. “Are you a movie star or something?”

		“No, no, I’m just a businessman,” Monty replied uneasily, growing less and less sure he wanted to continue this conversation.

		Still, he thought as he gazed down at the image of a lovely young girl with Stan’s spunk all over her face, she’s a real hottie!

		“Let’s do this,” Bianca said just then, “three hundred bucks for the blowjob of your life—I’ll swallow it all for you and everything—and we’ll meet at three o’clock instead of four?”

		“Sure,” Monty heard himself enthusiastically agreeing, “I’ll be there.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Shamar/Bianca

		

		She found the Swell Beach Bar to be just as she’d expected it; crowded with tourists, noisy; a place where it looked as if a single girl could have a lot of rowdy, barroom fun. She found a table and sat down.

		A cute young Mexican guy in a white tee shirt bearing the bar’s logo came over and handed her a drink menu, and she ordered a margarita, of course. While she was waiting for her cocktail, she glanced around at all of the people milling about her.

		Across the big room, she spotted a very tall, very black man with dreadlocks and a huge smile who was busily regaling a small group of tourist women at the bar. Her heart skipped a beat as she realized he was the infamous Shamar, in the flesh.

		She found—now that she knew he was here—that she couldn’t take her eyes off him! He was so tall and black and…and…delicious-looking!

		Katie thought about Caroline being crushed in those massive arms; against that cut and buffed chest. She fantasized about her sister riding the humongous cock Katie had seen in that picture, and almost swooned at the mental image that produced!

		Looking down at the drink in her hand, she realized with a start that it was now almost empty. She had been guzzling it down like soda pop while staring across the bar at her sister’s illicit lover.

		The waiter came by just at that moment and she ordered another margarita without even thinking about it. When she looked back across the room, she found that Shamar had left the women at the bar.

		Where did he go? She asked herself in what she realized abruptly was growing disappointment, glancing around the big room furtively, searching for him.

		“Looking for me…Katie?”

		She couldn’t breathe! Her heart was suddenly pounding!

		Wait a minute! She thought. How the hell does he know my name, for God’s sake?

		Shamar had a deep, baritone voice, and when he laughed—as he was doing now--it was as if bells were ringing. He sidled up to her table and said, “Caroline called me yesterday. She said you might be dropping by this place tonight. I’ve been keeping an eye out for you, girl.”

		He had the sexiest voice! It had that island lilt to it, and the very sound of it caused her nipples to start going erect under her bikini bra!

		“S-She called you?” Katie stammered.

		“She did,” Shamar admitted softly, “and I’m glad. You look a lot like her, you know. But you’re even more beautiful than your lovely sister.”

		Katie’s heart seemed ready to pound its way right out of her body when she heard him say that! Unbidden, he scooted a stool out from the high-topped table’s set of four and sat down right across from her.

		The waiter returned with her second drink just then and Shamar looked over to him and said, “Put that on my tab, Paco, and please bring me one of my specials and two dinner menus, okay?”

		“You’re buying me dinner?” Katie asked as she felt her wits slowly returning to her.

		“Of course,” Shamar replied as if that were a given, “you’re Caroline’s baby sister and I want to treat you right, now don’t I?”

		He…he wants to…to…fuck me, too, just like he did Caroline! Katie told herself nervously. I can see it as plain as day in those big, soulful brown eyes of his!

		She knew she should get up and bolt right out the Swell Beach Bar and go back to her room. She knew that as well as she knew her name was Katie!

		But strangely, she found it suddenly impossible to move from her seat…

		

		****

		

		Oh, God, but I’m fucked! Monty told himself as he saw her sipping a small soda in the Panda Express. She’s even better looking in person than she is in those two cell phone photos!

		Bianca caught him staring at her with his tongue practically hanging out. Smiling triumphantly, she got up from her table and came over to him.

		“You must be Monty, I’m guessing,” the diminutive girl said, looking up at him.

		“I…I am,” he admitted, a goofy grin on his face that just wouldn’t seem to go away.

		“You’re way cuter than Stan is,” she told him, reaching down and taking his hand. “He’s a lot of fun, but he’s no movie star when it comes to looks, that’s for sure.”

		“I’m not either,” he said as he led her through the mall and to the door leading out to the parking lot and his car.

		“No, but you could have been in the movies if you’d wanted to, I bet,” she complimented him in a soft voice, her eyes never leaving his face. “You’re a real hunk; like Liam Hemsworth or Chace Crawford.”

		Monty knew who Liam Hemsworth was but he had never heard of the other guy. Some teenage idol or other, he supposed.

		“Wow, this is a great car!” Bianca gushed when she saw the Caddie.

		It’s costing me an arm and a leg to lease, but it just paid off for me, big-time, when I heard her say that, Monty thought proudly as he thumbed the key fob and the passenger door lock clicked open.

		“Westwood Village, huh; brand new Caddy…you must be rich,” Bianca said as they started out across the parking lot. “What sort of business are you in, Monty?”

		“My dad is really well off,” Monty explained modestly as they turned onto the street and headed toward the distant freeway on-ramp. “When I finished college, he staked me to a couple of fast food franchises. I have over ten locations now.”

		“Wow, ten; you must raking it in with both fists!”

		“They tend to do okay, if you run them right,” Monty answered her dismissively, anxious to change the subject away from his money. Like any canny businessman, he had learned that letting the other side in a negotiation know that you were doing great always resulted in a higher price for goods or services!

		They hit the freeway and headed across town. He pointed at the radio and said, “You can pick whatever station you like. This car has a phenomenal sound system.”

		Her big brown eyes lit up as she leaned forward in the seat and turned on the radio. She was wearing a low cut blouse with no bra under it and he kept catching flashes of her lovely little rose-hued nipples as she searched the dial for her favorite stations.

		Holy fuck, what a cute set of tits, Monty thought as he rapturously stared at her breasts out of the corner of his eye while he drove.

		The sound of hip-hop, delivered in Spanish, filled the Caddy. He ground his teeth and went a little faster, anxious to both get to the house and to escape from her choice of music.

		

		****

		

		"You and Caroline are quite a bit alike…and yet you’re not,” Shamar said, staring across the table at her as they finished up their meal.

		“Sisters…you know? Katie said, relaxing a little around him, now that she was on her third margarita. “We like a lot of the same things, but not everything.”

		Katie ate the rest of her delicious fish taco and gestured toward the dipping sauce, “That’s hot…but it’s oh, so yummy!”

		“Some things are like that,” Shamar agreed with a big smile and Katie felt her nipples spiking again.

		This guy was pure Sex—no wonder Caroline had fallen so hard for him!

		But I’m not going to do the same, Katie reassured herself as she tried to quench the fire in her mouth caused by the hot sauce; drinking the last of her margarita. I’m going to keep my head about me around him; that’s for sure!

		“Here, let me get you another,” Shamar offered, seeing her drink was now empty.

		“What’s that you’re drinking?” She asked him as he raised his hand to motion to their waiter and order her another cocktail.

		“Oh, this is just something I concocted myself. I taught them to make it for me here,” Shamar said, raising his glass. “Rum is like the national drink in Jamaica; that and beer. My special contains white rum, dark rum, and just a float of one-fifty-one rum; along with a lot of pineapple juice and just a splash of orange juice and grenadine syrup.”

		“Sound’s delicious,” Katie said a little drunkenly. “I just love juice. And I don’t mind an occasional drink of rum.”

		“Taste it,” he offered, holding out his glass to her.

		There was something intimate about both of them drinking from the same glass, and Katie knew it. But that didn’t stop her: she took a big sip and said, “Oh, my, that’s so good! Can I have one of those this time?”

		“It’s pretty strong, and you’ve had a bunch of margaritas already,” Shamar answered doubtfully.

		She grinned at him like a little girl showing off around an adult and said, “I can hold my liquor.”

		Grinning back across the table at her, he ordered her one of his specials when the waiter arrived a moment later …

		

		****

		

		“Oh, man, this is plush!” Bianca sighed out the comment, looking around the big living room.

		She rushed over to the back slider and looked out onto the patio, exclaiming excitedly, “Oh, God, you’ve got your own pool!”

		The girl looked over at him and said, “Can we go for a swim? I’d love that!”

		“Well, I don’t know that we have a suit that would fit you, Bianca. My wife is…uh…she had a lot bigger chest than you do,” he explained, staring pointedly at her blouse.

		Bianca smiled and said, “Oh, you don’t like my little titties; they aren’t big enough for you, Monty?”

		“I didn’t say that,” he sighed, gazing at them longingly. “They’re very beautiful, what I can see of them. But my wife’s swimsuits wouldn’t really fit you very well.”

		She bit her lower lip and then took the hem of her blouse in both hands, moving it upward with tantalizing slowness. More and more of her sleek, suntanned belly came into view as it continued to glide up her chest.

		“We wouldn’t have to wear any suits, if we didn’t want to,” she whispered teasingly as the hem reached the bottom of her perky little breasts. “Your backyard fence is really high.”

		He groaned as she whipped the blouse all the way off, baring her teenage tits to his view. His cock lurched in his pants as he stared at her nipples, and he felt his mouth go dry.

		She noticed his hard-on immediately and smiled even wider as she worked off her elastic-topped shorts, along with her panties as he watched breathlessly. They puddled down around her sandaled feet, leaving her stark naked.

		Kicking off both the sandals and her discarded clothing, she said, “Come on; I bet the water is incredible!”

		With that, she opened the slider and stepped out onto the patio. He gasped as her naked body was spotlighted by the intense sunlight, yanking off his necktie and fumbling with the buttons on his dress shirt.

		He was as naked as her in moments, his cock jutting out ahead of him, bobbing up and down as he walked eagerly across the front room. She smiled at him through the open slider as her eyes followed his hard prick’s bouncing journey to join her. Bianca licked her lips invitingly as his hand grasped the slider…

		

		****

		

		“You’re so drunk you can barely walk, girl,” the huge black man chided her as he slipped a big arm over her shoulders to help steady her.

		Katie leaned into him He smelled wonderful, like sandalwood and some sweet scent she couldn’t identify; and like a man!

		His long dreadlocks caressed her shoulders as they walked along the beach so intimately. She had taken off both her sandals and her pool wrap and stuffed them into her beach bag so that she could walk along the still-warm sand in her bare feet. And so that she could experience the sensation of the light sea breeze caressing her naked shoulders.

		“I guess I shouldn’t have had that second killer rum drink,” she said in a somewhat slurred voice. “You tried to warn me, but I just wouldn’t listen. I was having too much fun!”

		“I know what might help,” he suggested. “A dip in the ocean is what you need, to help clear your head.”

		Clear my head, Katie thought groggily. She reminded herself drunkenly that: It would be a good idea to keep a clear head around Shamar…luscious, oh, so edible Shamar!

		“Where do you suggest we take this dip?”

		Shamar laughed his deep, musical laugh again and gestured toward the nearby Pacific, saying, “Here is as good a spot as any. Stay close to me, now; there are strong currents all along this beach. That’s why it’s not a good idea to go swimming all alone, especially at night.”

		She sat her beach bag on the sand. A swim sounded wonderful to her right now, with the stars shining above them in the inky-black night sky and a completely deserted beach stretching out in both directions. At least it was deserted except for the two of them, as far as she could tell.

		“I hope it’s not too cold!” Katie said as she started tentatively for the waterline.

		“Hah, this is Puerto Vallarta, girl,” he said. “It never gets too cold, even in the winter time.”

		She looked back at him as she neared the water’s edge and gasped. He had taken off the long, dashiki-style red and black shirt he’d been wearing as he had spoken to her, as well as kicking out of his sandals. Now he was shucking out of the baggy white linen trousers he wore.

		And he didn’t have a stitch of clothing on underneath them, she soon discovered! The same lengthy, incredibly fat cock she’d seen pictures of on Caroline’s cell phone hung limply down over the biggest set of balls she’d ever imagined!

		Katie whirled back around—before he caught her staring at his genitals—and stepped into the water. It was warm; almost like bathwater.

		She waded in, up to her waist, and waited for her naked swim-buddy to join her. It took all her will power not to glance down at that magnificent cock of his as he came up next to her, but she didn’t.

		“See, the water is quite pleasant,” he said to her, casually reaching down and taking her hand, leading her out into the small waves still further.

		The sandy bottom gradually fell away and Katie found herself releasing his hand so that she could tread water right next to him. She smiled up at Shamar and said, “This is so neat! The water around Los Angeles rarely gets this warm.”

		“Why do you think hundreds of thousands of people come to Puerto Vallarta each year?” Shamar asked; the dazzling smile still in place on his lips.

		He had gotten very close to her in the water. Katie gasped audibly as she felt the head of his suddenly very hard cock butt up against her bare belly.

		“It feels very natural to swim naked, girl,” he said, taking her in his arms, keeping his big body afloat merely by kicking with his feet. “You should try it. Here, let me help you with that.”

		She felt his fingers on her back, unhooking her bikini bra with practiced ease. Before she could protest, the bra was gone.

		He casually brought it up out of the ocean and draped one arm hole over his neck; then moved his hands down onto her bottoms. She gasped, “N-No, I shouldn’t let you do that!”

		The bottom of the suit vanished in one strong tug and she felt him skimming it down her legs. Soon the other half of her swimsuit joined the top around his bull-like neck as he slid it over his head.

		He looked a little ridiculous, with the two pieces hooked around his neck like a kerchief and she started to laugh. She couldn’t seem to help herself!

		“There, that’s better,” he said, drawing her completely naked body into his big arms, her breasts tight against his furry chest. “Laugh, have a good time, girl. Isn’t that what you flew down to Mexico to do?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Breaking Vows

		

		“You have a really pretty cock, Monty,” Bianca sighed as she stood in the warm pool water up her gorgeous little breasts and stared over at his hard prick.

		He was sitting on the pool’s edge at the shallow end, his dick throbbing with arousal in time with his wildly beating heart, as he drank in her youthful beauty. She wasn’t well trimmed down there, the way Katie was; instead, Bianca sported a lush little pelt of long, dark pubic hair above her girlish pussy lips.

		He could see it plainly through the pool’s clear water; just as he could see her pert little tits with their delicious-looking nipples. She slowly moved closer to him, saying; “Such a nice one; this is the kind of cock I love to suck the most! It’s just a mouthful; not too big, not too small.”

		Monty thought his heart might explode with excitement as she reached out and took his rigid shaft in her small hand and jacked the skin up and down experimentally; while gazing up almost bashfully at his face. She sighed and said, “Ooh, it’s so hard! It must really want some attention!”

		Teasingly, she moved still closer—until she was standing right between his splayed open legs—and rubbed the head of it up against her juvenile breasts. Monty gasped aloud when he felt how firm her teenage flesh was; how soft her skin felt up against his burning cock head!

		“S-Suck it!” He pleaded hoarsely. “Suck it a little before I come, you hot young bitch!”

		“Oh, Monty, you called me a dirty name,” Bianca said with a coy little grin. “I’m not sure I want to suck it for you at all…now!”

		“Four hundred dollars,” he bleated, begging her. “I’ll gladly pay you four hundred to suck my cock right now!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, sold…I guess,” she whispered teasingly, dipping her head until it was right above his ready-to-explode prick. “And I’ll be sure to swallow it all for you!”

		

		****

		

		Their kiss seemed almost magical. Shamar held Katie’s small body in his arms tightly and kept them both from going under the waves with his powerful but relaxed kicks as he pressed his lips against hers for the first time.

		She felt her nipples rubbing up against the rough curls lining his manly chest and his tongue tapped against her lips, seeking entrance. With a tiny moan of surrender, she opened them for him and his tongue rushed inside to caress and toy with hers as they kissed.

		A huge pulse of sexual energy coursed from her mouth, down to her breasts, and right on down to her clit as soon as his tongue touched hers! She moaned again, louder this time, and moved her hands up his broad back and into his dreads, gripping them and using them to pull herself even tighter against him.

		His cock was now in between her pussy lips, hard and hot and unbelievably long! It was as if she was sitting on it, like some sort of underwater perch!

		Oh, God, he’s right up against my clitty! She thought frantically as the delightful spasms shooting through her bare pussy grew closer and closer together while they kissed.

		I…I can’t come like THIS! She told herself. He’s not even in me yet! He’s not even…fucking me!

		But she did. Suddenly, her clit just seemed to detonate from the sheer excitement of feeling his hot cock gliding against it and she felt her breasts jerk wildly against his chest!

		“Uh, oh, oh, God, I’m coming already!” She screamed as she yanked her head away from his and held on tight, shivering against him in the warm water.

		He laughed that deep, melodious laugh of his and said softly, “You’ve got even more of a hair trigger than your sister does. By Jah, we are ever going to have fun together this week, girl!”

		Katie whimpered and held him close, still coming like a crazy girl in his arms. She wondered, idly, who the hell Jah was. And she asked herself apprehensively if she was ready for the kind of fun he was talking about!

		

		****

		

		Bianca’s talented little tongue began to make lazy swirls around Monty’s cock head, licking off his oozing pre-come as she noisily swallowed it right down, lips forming a tight, sucking seal around the plum-like tip of his prick. He thought to himself: Oh, yeah, Stan was right! She’s really an artist, when it comes to this stuff—that was the best four-hundred bucks I ever spent in my life!

		The very experienced young girl seemed to know he was ready to shoot, but she clearly wanted to try to give him his money’s worth before he came. She eased her lips back off his cock head and instead licked her way slowly up and down his shaft, saying, “Ooh, Monty, that clear stuff of yours is so…sweet! I bet your come is yummy, too, isn’t it?”

		Monty’s only reply was a full-body shiver and a deep groan as he imagined coming in her mouth! She smiled up at him invitingly as she continued to worship his dick with her ever-busy tongue and lips.

		Gingerly slipping a hand around his cock, she kissed and licked her way down onto his balls. She laved all around them with her lively tongue, and when she had them glistening in the sunlight with her slippery saliva; she popped the left one into her mouth and began to lightly suck on it while she began to caress it with her tongue.

		“Oh, fuck, kid, you’re killing me!” Monty murmured, flopping back onto his elbows, so that she could reach his cock and balls easier.

		The concrete surrounding the in-ground pool felt hard and rough against his elbows, but he barely noticed it. All of his attention was concentrated on Bianca and her magical tongue and lips!

		

		****

		

		Katie’s unexpected orgasm had hit her so hard, she barely noticed Shamar emerging from the surf with her in his arms. It wasn’t until he had laid her down on her back, on the cool, wet sand of the shoreline that her eyes shot open.

		She was on her back and he was kneeling between her legs, his obscenely large cock throbbing over her belly in the moonlight. Her jaw dropped open as she saw that if it was inside her, instead of suspended above her, the head would have reached a full inch above her navel!

		“I’ve got to have you now, girl,” he breathed softly in her ear as he hunched down over her, his cock now resting on the flesh of her tummy and his pecs crushing once again into her nipples!

		“N-No,” she sighed, as his lips once again descended on hers, cutting off her weak protests.

		Her mouth opened for him automatically and as soon as his devilish tongue touched hers, she knew she was as good as lost! He was going to fuck her now, right here on this beach in the moonlight, for anyone who might be wandering along it to see.

		And she was going to let him! She knew that as well as she knew her name was Kathleen Colleen Graham…

		

		****

		

		So good, he marveled. This little girl is so good with her lips and tongue… it’s just amazing!

		Bianca had let his nut ease out of her mouth and moved over to the other one. Monty was dumbfounded by her skill.

		He would have bet one of those same nuts she was slobbering over that he’d have come by now, but he hadn’t! Bianca was so good at what she did; she’d managed to keep him right on the edge of orgasm for long minutes now. And she showed no signs of stopping anytime soon.

		When she had both balls singing with the need to come, she leaned back and smiled at him, saying; “How about a hum-job? Would you like that, before you shoot off into my hot little mouth, Monty?”

		Hum-job…what the fuck is a…his thoughts abruptly trailed off as the teenage temptress sucked his left nut back into her mouth and began to hum a slightly off-key rendition of a recent Rihanna hit.

		He had never felt anything like this in his life! Monty began to wriggle about on the concrete and moan, reaching for her head.

		Clasping both palms around her cheeks, he held her in place as she sucked, licked, and crooned around his testicle. He moaned, “Oh, baby, keep doing that, please!”

		Laughing softly, Bianca released let his throbbing gonad slip from her saliva-gleaming lips and whispered, “Don’t you want me to do the other one…before I suck you off?”

		Monty gasped and tried to keep from coming right then and there!

		

		****

		

		It’s too wide, Katie told herself, feeling relief and disappointment in equal measures at that notion, as Shamar reached down and set the head of his mighty cock against her super-wet pussy lips while they kissed. That monster of his will never…

		All at once, she felt her lips opening wider than they’d ever opened before and the just the tip of Shamar’s mammoth hard on sliding into them. It felt hot as a burning coal up against her very aroused clit and she wished—just for a second—that it would somehow fit inside her!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you are such a tight little girl,” Shamar sighed, drawing his pillowy lips away from hers just slightly.

		He increased the downward pressure of his prick and she felt herself stretching open still further. She clung to him, her hands clawing softly at his muscular back as more and more of his hot, slippery stovepipe of a cock entered her, an inch at a time!

		“So much,” she groaned, when just over half of the huge prick had slid inside of her, “oh, God, there’s just so much of it!”

		Shamar laughed softly as he nudged another few inches inside and murmured, “More to pleasure you with, Katie-girl. Hang on; you’ve got nearly all of it now.”

		All of it, Katie marveled, all of that gigantic black cock up inside me now!

		She felt Shamar’s massive balls come to rest against her ass cheeks just then and knew that it was true. She, Katie Graham, was officially now a slut, lying on her back on a Mexican beach with a handsome black man’s--who wasn’t her husband--cock buried clear up to his huge nuts inside her cheating pussy!

		

		****

		

		“Give me all of it, when you come,” Bianca chided him right before she sucked his cock head back into her mouth, “don’t hold back. I can handle it. I want it!”

		All Monty could do was whimper as she began to slide those magic lips of hers up and down his prick once more. His body twisted on the concrete beneath the girl: he wanted to scream out how good it was, but he was unable to draw sufficient breath to do so.

		There was nothing else at this moment but Bianca’s lips sucking at his cock; nothing else in the world mattered but how great her tongue felt sweeping endlessly around his gliding prick shaft.

		She started to hum again around his dick and that was it! He exploded up off the concrete, burying his cock in her throat as his balls tensed once, and then began to gush out wave after wave of hot, creamy spunk!

		Bianca gurgled with delight around his geysering prick. She gulped down all he could give her and sucked for more.

		Monty cried out, “Fuck, baby, you’re the best cocksucker on the planet!”

		He wanted to cry, it felt so good! His cock just wouldn’t seem to quit spurting, and she gobbled it all down greedily!

		If heaven was any better than this, Monty didn’t think he could stand to live there…!

		

		****

		

		At first, Katie didn’t think she was going to like being impaled like this on Shamar’s awesome cock; it was just too long, not to mention too wide. It felt like having a large-bore fencepost shoved into your most private parts!

		But then he began to move within her, and all of that changed. Shamar bent low once more, kissing her, his tongue playing with hers once again as they started to fuck.

		Slowly, Katie caught his rhythm, and began to move her hips in time with his gentle thrusts into her body. She groaned up into his mouth as his cock kept gliding along her clit and his hairy chest ground against her aroused nipples in the most delicious way.

		This isn’t as nearly bad as I thought it would be at first, Katie said to herself as the sensations engulfing her body started to overwhelm her senses.

		She suddenly felt full in a way she never had before! The pulses of growing pleasure emanating from her wildly-stimulated clit began to reverberate along her backbone, right into her nipples.

		Shamar increased his pace a little and it was like turning up the burner on stove. The sensational throbs of pure pleasure seemed to wash over her, inundating her body in building ecstasy!

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” she murmured, working her hips up off the sand faster and faster, beginning to eagerly match his thrusts now.

		Oh, fuck, this is starting to feel so wonderful! She thought, her whole body coming alive as it never had before during sex.

		The big black man groaned in return and he gripped her tighter, hammering his massive dick into her even more rapidly. She nearly swooned; it felt so incredible to be fucked like this!

		She knew he was going to come inside her, and she knew she probably shouldn’t let him do that. But she felt powerless to stop him!

		Katie realized in that instant that she didn’t want to stop him…

		

		****

		

		“Tomorrow…can you spend the whole night?” Monty asked he got ready to drive Bianca home.

		“Maybe,” she said, smiling at him contentedly, fingering the four hundred dollar bills he had just given her. “But it will cost you extra.”

		He laughed and tousled her still damp hair, saying; “That’s okay. I’ll pay whatever it takes to have you in bed with me all night.”

		She said, “I’ll have to tell my mama that I’m spending the night with my girlfriend, Lupe. And I’ll have to give Lupe a few bucks to make sure she’s okay with lying to Mama for me.”

		Monty made a dismissive gesture with his hand, indicating a few more dollars didn’t really concern him. Her smile widened as she said, “Okay then, I’ll meet you at the Panda Express at four. We can come right over here, if you want, or you can take me out to dinner somewhere. I’ll call you on your cell sometime tomorrow if something goes wrong and I can’t make it for some reason.”

		His face grew more serious as he warned her, “I’m going to want even more from you tomorrow night; you know that, right?”

		Bianca’s pretty face clouded over with doubt. She said, “I usually just give blowjobs or handjobs. My pussy is normally reserved for my boyfriend.”

		“How much will it cost me for you to make an exception to that rule?” He inquired impatiently.

		She looked around the lushly-decorated house and out through the slider at the sparkling pool and finally said, “A thousand; you pay me a thousand dollars for the night and I’ll let you do whatever you want with me tomorrow night, Monty-darling!”

		

		****

		

		They walked along the beach, back toward her hotel. Katie had her wet bikini back in place, as well as the pool wrap.

		She felt a huge load of her new lover’s semen sloshing around inside her as they walked but she didn’t care about that right now. She had just experienced the most exquisite, long-lasting, powerful orgasm she’d ever felt!

		“I’ll call for you at ten tomorrow morning, girl,” Shamar said as they neared the lobby doors. “Wearing what you’ve got on right now is okay. I want to show you the real Puerto Vallarta, after I take you for a ride on my boat in the morning.”

		“That sounds great to me,” she said, turning to kiss him good night.

		She didn’t know where her newfound courage came from—after all, the people at the hotel desk could probably see them clearly through the glass doors—but she reached down and grabbed his soft cock through his linen trousers and growled, “The real Puerto Vallarta sounds wonderful…but that’s not all I want to see!”

		“Oh, you’ll see plenty of that during this next week, Katie-girl,” he said in his rich, deep baritone, “trust me!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Exploring New Horizons

		

		Monty woke up all alone the next morning, with a raging hard on. He had been dreaming about Bianca and her perfect little body all night long.

		He rolled out of the sack and went into the bathroom to take a huge piss, debating whether or not he wanted to go into the office today. He knew he could call his office manager, Tina, and tell her that he wasn’t feeling well, that he was taking a few days off until he was better.

		He was, after all, the boss. And that meant he could do whatever he damn well pleased, as far as the office went.

		“But today’s the day the reports from all the units for the first part of the month are due in,” he reminded himself aloud, as he studied his stubble-lined face in the bathroom mirror.

		I really should drive over to the office and go through those with Tina, at least, before I flake out for the day, he told himself.

		There was no point in getting behind for the week when he didn’t have to. He wouldn’t be hooking up with Bianca again until four in the afternoon.

		A huge smile settled over his handsome face as he thought about that. This girl was really something! He found he could hardly wait until he had her in his bed tonight, for the whole night.

		Rapidly, he shed his tee shirt and shorts and stepped into the shower, still thinking of her. He had decided that he wanted to do something special for dinner tonight; something that would really impress her, before they came back here to spend their first night in bed together…

		

		****

		

		Katie knew there was a two-hour time difference between here and LA, so it was barely seven-thirty back home. And she knew that Caroline liked to sleep in, now that she didn’t have to get up for work anymore.

		Her husband’s contracting business was apparently doing so well that both of them always seemed to have plenty of money. So Caroline had elected to quit her job recently.

		But Katie just had to tell someone about last night, and her plans to see Shamar today and…and…everything! And Caroline was really the only person she could tell!

		“This had better be important,” her sister warned her as she answered the phone with a big yawn.

		“I…I did it!” Katie gushed into her cell. “I met Shamar last night and we had dinner and a few drinks and talked. And then we went for a walk on the beach…”

		“And he fucked you, didn’t he?” Caroline said with obvious amusement, suddenly sounding fully awake.

		A forbidden little thrill shot through Katie. She couldn’t seem to make her mouth work for the longest time!

		This was why you called her, right? She argued with herself internally. You wanted to tell someone about last night…

		“Yeah…he did,” Katie’s voice was so soft she didn’t know whether her sister had heard her or not.

		“Well…was it as hot as I said it was or what?” Caroline asked, sounding as if she already knew the answer.

		Katie remembered how handsome he was. How long and fat that incredible dick of his was!

		Also how black and forbidden it had looked in the moonlight; just before he had nudged it into her innermost depths. She trembled all over and a feeling of utter joy--tempered with illicit guilt over what she done--washed over her.

		“God, it was unbelievable!” She confessed excitedly into the phone. “He…he made me…come like I’ve never come before, Sis!”

		Caroline’s laugh this time was more of a snort. She said, “As they used to say in those old black and white movies from the Thirties: “‘you ain’t seen nothin’ yet’, kid. Believe me!”

		The two sisters shrieked with laughter and began to animatedly trade information about Shamar back and forth on the phone. Caroline told Katie, “When you suck him, be sure to remember to lick his balls once in a while. He just loves that!”

		Suck him? Katie asked herself. I don’t think I could even get that huge thing inside my mouth!

		“And when you’re riding him, go all the way down every time,” Caroline cautioned her. “He hates it when a girl acts like she can’t take all of his cock; when they both know she can.”

		Katie imagined that long thing buried in her pussy and nearly passed out from the sheer pleasure she got from just thinking about it. She vowed to ride it like a true cowgirl when the time came, until she felt it spurting its massive load up into her!

		“Does he…does he always come a lot?” Katie found herself blurting out the question.

		Again, Caroline laughed and said, “Oh, yeah, he’s like a fountain going off most of the time. You’ll be swallowing as fast as you can, just to keep from drowning, the first time he comes in your mouth!”

		

		****

		

		Monty was halfway through the bi-monthly reports. His heart really wasn’t in it, but he kept at it because he wanted to finish up so that he could leave for the day.

		At noon, when Tina took her lunch break, he phoned a charming little seafood place he knew about in Marina Del Rey, just south of Venice, and made reservations for an early dinner. It was a nautical-themed restaurant, with polished brass portholes, complete with thick glass windows inside them hanging on the walls, along with actual old fishnets which had been decorated with realistic-looking plastic replicas of crabs, lobsters, and starfish.

		The maitre d’ at the place even wore yachting whites and a captain’s cap with lots of braid scrolled in gold leaf across its black visor. It was all kind of hokey but the food was great, and he was sure an unsophisticated kid like Bianca would love it.

		And because the restaurant overlooked the marina, its patrons’ dress was super-casual; an important factor, just in case his teenage “date” for tonight elected to show up at the mall dressed in cut-off jeans and a tank top, worn without a bra. She’d fit right in and not feel out of place at all.

		He’d made sure the bedroom was ready this morning, before he had left for work. But he wanted to re-check it one last time while he changed out of his dress shirt, tie, and slacks in favor of a more casual outfit for dinner.

		Monty had also requested a table by one of the windows, way in the back of the place, where at that early hour; he hoped they’d be alone for the most part. If he could comfortably get away with it, he intended to let Bianca sip his champagne when no one was looking.

		Unfortunately, she looked too young to try to pass off as being twenty-one. Even though he knew her to be eighteen, she looked closer to being a precocious, well-developed girl of fifteen than she did to being of legal drinking age.

		

		****

		

		The phone rang in her hotel suite at precisely ten o’clock. Katie stood ready to answer it; all freshly showered, meticulously groomed in all the right places, and dressed in her bikini and pool wrap once again.

		Her “tour guide” had assured her that a bikini and a wrap were appropriate attire for seeing the “real” Puerto Vallarta later in the day, after this morning’s promised boat ride. Snatching up the receiver, she said, “Yes?”

		“Your tour bus is right outside, girl,” his deep voice beckoned to her. “Come on down and let’s get started. I was going to come up and get you, but seeing you next to that big bed might have given me ideas; and then we’d never get out of this hotel!”

		A hot flush of desire engulfed her as he said that, and she found herself wishing he’d done just that. She glanced at the bed, as yet unmade by housekeeping, and pictured the two of them rolling around on those very sheets.

		“Uh…I’ll be right down,” she sighed, her voice having grown a bit husky at the thought of Shamar and her in bed together.

		Sight-seeing today…sex tonight! She promised herself, hanging up the phone, and stepping out into the hall.

		He was standing by the registration desk, looking absolutely edible in the morning sunlight. His handsome ebony face was freshly shaved, except for his neatly-trimmed mustache and goatee, and his long black dreadlocks were hanging down across is broad shoulders.

		Shamar was wearing a bright-white Mexican guayabera-style shirt today with two breast pockets and lots of embroidery, in addition to another pair of loose-fitting linen slacks, and a pair of dark leather sandals. She wondered if that magnificent cock of his was hanging loose and ready under those pants, and felt her heart rate increase at the very thought!

		

		****

		

		Tina got back from her hour lunch break and they started in reviewing the monthly figures again. It was a laborious process but one that was necessary if Monty was going to keep costs down, sales up, and the profits good and steady.

		They finished up at two-thirty and he told Tina that he had a meeting out of the office that could run late, so he wouldn’t be returning today. Curious, she asked him who the meeting was with.

		“Just some salesman who claims he can reduce our paper goods costs,” Monty said evasively, heading for the front door. “I doubt that he can, but it’s worth checking out.”

		He stepped out into the bright LA sunshine and headed for his car. Monty didn’t like lying to Tina, but he knew it was necessary.

		She and Katie were very friendly, so if Tina got an inkling of what he was really up to, she’d let his wife know in an instant that she suspected him of cheating on her. He didn’t know what Katie was up to this week, or even where she was; but he knew he didn’t want the hassle of a confrontation over his own lack of fidelity when she returned!

		

		****

		

		Katie had barely given Monty a thought since she’d first met Shamar. Right now, she was stepping onto her young Jamaican lover’s sleek speedboat, moored at the most prestigious facility in Puerto Vallarta. And they were about to head out for Mismaloya Beach, one of the most famous beaches in all of Mexico, according to Shamar.

		I wonder what he’s up to today, in my absence? She stepped on board the boat as a dock worker unfastened the lines and tossed them aboard while Shamar fired up the engine.

		His boat was a twenty-four foot Sundeck model built by Sea Ray. Shamar had told her that it was ten years old but he’d also mentioned proudly that the upholstery had just been re-done at the best shop in Puerto Vallarta, and the big inboard motor had been recently overhauled by a master marine mechanic.

		She felt her heart pounding as they cleared the harbor and he nudged the throttle a little, sending the big speedboat crashing into the waves, then hydroplaning up above them as they hurtled down the coast. Katie’s eyes were bright with the excitement of doing something she had never done before--especially with an utterly hunky black guy who made her pussy wet just looking at him sitting next to her—as Shamar nonchalantly piloted them over the sparkling blue water.

		This is so cool! She thought. I’m having the time of my life already, and the day is barely underway!

		This boat was super-nice. And the car he had picked her up in at the hotel was an old, perfectly restored Mercedes convertible from the mid-eighties which had a brand new, fire engine-red paint job. It too had featured a rich, black leather interior which also looked new.

		She sat back and watched the scenic Mexican coastline whiz by and smiled. All of this was so different from her normal life!

		Katie felt like she was in a movie or something; a red-hot thriller with lots of sex and fast cars, fast boats, not to mention fast women! And the thought that she was one of the fast women nearly caused her to giggle out loud!

		He looked over at her just then and shouted into the wind, “Are you having a good time yet, girl?”

		She beamed at him and nodded that she was. He grinned back and shouted, “Just wait. It gets better; you’ll see.”

		

		****

		

		Everything was perfect, as far as Monty could tell. The bedroom was neat as a pin and the sheets were clean and fresh as of this morning. He had changed them himself, before he’d left the house for work.

		Monty was now dressed in a knit pullover shirt and jeans, worn with boat shoes and no socks, in honor of the restaurant he had chosen for dinner this evening. He glanced at his phone, noted it was edging toward three-thirty, long past the hour she should have called to cancel, if she was going to do that.

		“All systems are ‘go’,” he said happily, giving the bedroom a last once-over and heading for the garage.

		Monty could hardly wait! He thought of Bianca’s exquisite little body, and his cock started to get hard beneath his jeans as he backed his Cadillac out of the driveway.

		The traffic, he knew, would be getting thicker and thicker as the minutes ticked by, but he thought he was leaving in plenty of time to make it to the mall by four. From there, it was roughly an hour’s drive to Marina Del Rey and the restaurant he was taking her to for dinner.

		He’d made reservations for five-thirty, just to be safe. You could never tell about LA traffic…

		

		****

		

		“We’re here, Shamar announced after he’d cut off the engine and dropped the anchor.

		They were about twenty-five yards off a stunning beach, dotted with restaurants and sunbathers. The sand was white-gold in color and the water was so clear you could see right down to the bottom, even though Katie guessed it was better than twenty feet down.

		“This is where it all started for Puerto Vallarta,” Shamar informed her, shucking off his guayabera shirt and unhitching his trousers after first kicking off his sandals. “A famous director, named John Huston, used this beach for one of the main settings in a film he made back in the early nineteen-sixties called Night of the Iguana. It starred Elizabeth Taylor and Richard Burton. All three of them are dead now, of course, but that movie put PV on the map as an international tourist destination.”

		For a brief second, Katie felt the panic rising in her chest as she watched him undo his trousers. What if Shamar was as naked under those linen slacks as he had been last night?

		A tiny sigh of relief escaped her lips as the baggy white pants fell away and his Speedos came into view. Then she started, staring at his huge cock in the tight swimsuit and the pronounced bulge it made.

		It’s like trying to cover up a small ball bat with a tiny mesh sack! She thought to herself as she continued to gaze, halfway mesmerized, at the front of Shamar’s swimsuit.

		“It pays to advertise,” he chuckled, easily reading her mind as she stared at his soft cock in the skin-tight red Speedos.

		“Hey, I thought you were with me,” Katie said, chiding him gently, smiling.

		“Ah, but you’re only here for this week,” Shamar said, his own smile widening. “I may meet some local ladies ashore who would like to sample what I have to offer, after you’ve gone home, you know?”

		She stood up and reached down possessively for his cock, saying, “I don’t care what you do after I leave. But until then, I want this monster all to myself!”

		

		****

		

		“Not such fancy clothes today, huh?” Bianca said as he strolled into the Chinese chain’s location right at four.

		“Got a surprise for you, kid, as far as dinner goes,” he said, leading her out into the mall. “Are you going to be hungry in an hour or so?”

		“This soda is the only thing I’ve had since breakfast this morning,” she said, dropping her empty cup into a trash receptacle as they strolled past it. “So, yeah, I’ll be more than ready to have something to eat in an hour.”

		He noticed now that she had a small backpack in her other hand. He nodded toward it and asked, “Is that for tonight?”

		She smiled and replied in a coy tone, “I didn’t bring anything to sleep in; just a change of clothes for in the morning. I hope that’s okay with you?”

		He laughed and said softly, so the passing shoppers wouldn’t overhear, “That’s very okay with me, honey. Naked and in my arms is the way I want you all night long.”

		They exited the mall and went over to his Cadillac, where he opened the passenger door for her and helped her inside. He came around and got into the driver’s seat and asked, “How do you feel about lobster?”

		She looked doubtful for a moment as she said, “I don’t know; never had any.”

		“Well, that’s about to change,” he said, starting the engine…

		

		****

		

		“I wasn’t sure you could swim this far,” Shamar said as they waded ashore on the beach. “You didn’t look too sure of yourself in the water last night.”

		Katie glanced over at him and answered with a wry little grin, “I swim much better sober than I do when I’m three sheets to the wind.”

		The sand was very warm and they were both barefoot, so they crossed it quickly to what appeared to be a bar or a restaurant. It had no real walls; only a palm branch-covered roof and four mostly open sides, with half-walls made of thatch and rough boards that barely reached up to their waists. There were no windows, because the whole place reminded her of one gigantic window.

		“This is what the Mexicans call a palapa bar; just a thatched roof, four mostly open walls and some tables and chairs,” Shamar explained.

		“What’s to keep someone from stealing everything in the middle of the night?” Katie asked, joining him on one of the beat up old wooden stools at the bar.

		“Most of the stuff that’s worth stealing is chained to the floor and padlocked at night,” Shamar said. “The rest goes home with the owner when he closes up.”

		He ordered them two beers in Spanish and the man behind the bar handed them out quickly, from a refrigerator which was chained to the concrete slab which ran under the whole place. Shamar saluted her and said, “Here’s to Mismaloya Beach, Puerto Vallarta, and to us!”

		She clicked bottles with him and drank some of the ice cold Mexican beer. It was delicious.

		“How about some lunch; Miguel, here makes some wonderful shrimp dishes,” he nodded at the grizzled old barman.

		“Sounds great to me,” she said, “I had a very light breakfast this morning, and that was hours ago.”

		

		****

		

		“This stuff is fucking awesome!” Bianca said after tasting her first forkful of lobster dipped in melted butter. “No wonder it’s so expensive!”

		Monty glanced around their all but deserted end of the restaurant and then offered her his champagne flute. She greedily inhaled half of it, sighing, “Oh, man, that tastes so great with this lobster, Monty!”

		Chuckling, he quickly refilled the flute from a bottle chilling in the nearby sterling silver wine bucket. Looking around furtively again first, he offered it to her once again.

		Bianca had just downed another big mouthful of her lobster and accepted the champagne eagerly. She sighed and said, “God, this is really living! Too bad I can’t drink legally yet.”

		“We’ll stop at a liquor store on the way over to my place and pick up a couple more bottles of this bubbly, since you like it so much,” he promised her, eating some of his own lobster. “But I’ve got to warn you: if you drink too much of this stuff, it can give you a raging hangover in the morning.”

		She laughed and said, “I doubt I’ll have to worry about that too much in the near future. I saw on the menu that this stuff costs like ninety bucks a bottle, so I doubt I’ll get hooked on it anytime soon.”

		“We can order another bottle right now, if you’d like,” Monty suggested gallantly. “Nothing’s too good for you, Bianca.”

		She blushed and said softly, “You treat me so nice. I wish my boyfriend spoiled me like you do.”

		Monty’s heart swelled in his chest at her praise and he raised his hand to the passing waiter, intent on ordering more of the expensive champagne.

		What the hell? He thought. It’s only money. And she’s so damned hot…”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Getting To Know One Another

		

		“What…what if another boat passes close enough to see us?” Katie whispered nervously as Shamar pulled down the bottom half of her bikini.

		Her top was already long gone and he had been feasting on her bare nipples for the past five minutes. They were anchored offshore, close to an overhang of rock, lying in the shade provided by the canopy roof over the cockpit of the boat.

		“So what; people do this all the time around PV, girl,” Shamar assured her, tossing the bottoms to her swimsuit onto the top piece in the nearby seat. ‘If they see us; they see us!”

		They were in the stern of the boat, on one of the two passenger seats, which were much wider and more accommodating than the two cockpit seats. He reached down and skimmed his Speedos off, freeing his mammoth cock and balls.

		Holy fuck…that thing’s huge!” She told herself once more, staring at the impressive shaft in the daylight this time.

		“Would you like to suck it a little, when I’m done with these fine titties of yours?” He asked her, tweaking her nipples lightly.

		“I…I don’t know if I can,” she told him honestly. “I’ve never tried sucking one that big before.”

		He threw back his head and laughed softly, saying, “if your sister could do it, I’m sure you can too, darlin’!”

		Caroline did say on the phone this morning that she sucked it off for him, she remembered. And he’s right. If she did it, I can do it!

		Her sister had always been the bold one, rushing to do things Katie stopped herself from trying, out of fear of failure. Well, she wasn’t going to fail this time, by God! She was determined to do everything Caroline had done with Shamar…and more!

		“That’s true,” she told him with a bit of false bravado, fisting his cock as he leaned back into her throbbing tits.

		Oh, God but he’s good at that! Katie’s mind reeled as he began to nurse at her sensitive little nubs once more.

		He did this on the beach last night, before he…before I…before we…fucked! She told herself. But he was in a hurry last night.

		Today, he was taking his time, truly enjoying her nipples! He sucked both of her breasts until they were positively throbbing with need and her pussy was overflowing with lubricant.

		He nipped playfully at her nipples while thumbing the one he wasn’t mouthing. She moaned and jacked his cock faster, really into what he was doing to her breasts, now long past the point of worrying about someone in a passing boat seeing them.

		When he was sure he had her really turned on, Shamar lay down slowly on his back on the wide seat, his mammoth hard on jutting up above his nut sac. She licked her lips nervously, staring at it, knowing what he was expecting of her.

		It’s not as though I’ve never sucked one of these things before, Katie reassured herself as she got down onto her knees, putting a life jacket under them first, to help pad the hard boat bottom, just never one this size!

		She’d always thought of Monty’s substantial cock as being fairly large. But its thickness wasn’t anything compared to Shamar’s; and his length—seven inches—was far short of her new black lover’s eleven!

		“Oh, yeah,” Shamar crooned as she began to lick at his cock head somewhat tentatively, getting it good and slick with her saliva. “You look so pretty, tending to my big prick like that, Katie-girl!”

		Katie shivered all over as she pictured what he was seeing; a beautiful blonde, white girl down on her knees in front of him, worshipping his huge black rod with her lips and tongue. She slipped a finger into her juicy pussy and began to masturbate as she sucked at his engorged cock head while she continued to lick it.

		“That’s right,” Shamar encouraged her softly, “just take as much as you feel comfortable with into that hot little mouth of yours!”

		Her lips were stretched to capacity over the huge dome as she slid them hesitantly downward on his shaft. Two inches, then three, then five disappeared up into her mouth and throat.

		Monty’s is seven inches long, she reasoned with herself, and I’ve managed to deep-throat his often enough in the past; so I can easily do at least seven, maybe a little more!

		“Oh, that’s nice,” Shamar sighed as a full seven inches of his towering hard-on disappeared up into her lips just then, her tongue never ceasing its hot caress as she sucked.

		More…I think I can take a little more, she told herself encouragingly on her next downward pass.

		And she did. To her amazement, almost all of her black lover’s enormous cock was now piercing her lips with each stroke. Only two inches or so of the elephantine prick remained outside her mouth as she licked and sucked!

		“Oh, man, you’ve got a real talent for this,” Shamar sighed in rising ecstasy.

		Katie found herself getting super turned on. She couldn’t believe she was really doing this, sucking a black cock as huge as this one was!

		She lapped and sucked noisily at the mammoth shaft and caressed his balls with the fingertips of the hand she wasn’t using to “Jill off” her pussy.

		So sweet, her brain told her, his pre-come is really flowing now…and it’s just so sweet!

		She wondered how his come would taste when it came gushing out of this monster prick and into her waiting mouth. Would it be sweet too…?

		

		****

		

		“This is a really nice bedroom, Monty,” Bianca remarked somewhat drunkenly. “Oh, is this your wife?”

		She rushed over to the dresser and snatched up a photo of Katie and him that he remembered as being taken at some backyard barbeque over at Matt and Caroline’s house last summer. Bianca stared fixedly at the blonde woman in the photo and then over at him, saying, “She’s fucking gorgeous!”

		Bianca looked down again at the picture in her hand and asked him, “Isn’t she any good in bed? Is that why you’re paying me to fuck you?”

		“Uh…I wouldn’t say that,” Monty answered truthfully, flashing back to the incredible sex he and Katie had shared in this very bed just a few nights ago.

		He shrugged and said, “She’s actually great in the sack, when she wants to be.”

		Bianca smiled knowingly and said, “But that isn’t often enough for you, right?”

		Monty recalled all the times his wife and him had made red-hot love just before her trip and admitted, “That’s not exactly right, either.”

		The younger girl looked flummoxed by his answer. She said, “Well, why are you cheating on her, then?”

		“We…uh…have this arrangement, I guess you’d say,” he stammered.

		Quickly, he told her about the 80/20 thing they were experimenting with and added that Katie was probably cheating on him right at that moment, with some nameless, faceless guy she’d met on vacation. Again, he shrugged, realizing his explanation sounded downright lame.

		“That’s whack!” Bianca exclaimed in exasperation. “You’re a great looking dude, she’s a knockout blonde, and you’re what…bored with each other? Why’d the two of you get married in the first place if you felt that way?”

		“I…uh…still care for Katie deeply,” he told her defensively, stepping closer and putting the picture back on the dresser before taking her in his arms. “And I’m sure she loves me, too.”

		Bianca’s young face continued to look amazed as she said, “But you’re both cheating on each other? Why?”

		“I dunno’,” Monty answered her truthfully. “Because we can, I guess?”

		“I’m glad I’m not rich,” Bianca said with the expiration she was feeling clear in her voice, still shaking her head in disbelief at what she’d just heard. “Rich people are sure fucked up!”

		He silenced her questions by kissing her and shoving his tongue into her mouth. Pushing away all thoughts about why he was doing this, he proceeded to reach down and skim her top upward.

		

		****

		

		“Jesus, girl, you sure know how to suck a cock,” Shamar gasped, stopping her frantic up and down head movements by placing a big hand gently against her forehead. “You and your sis are both great at it.”

		She slowly pulled her lips off his throbbing hard-on, panting for breath. Katie asked him with a gasp. “Is she better than me? Could she take more of it down her throat?”

		Shamar chuckled softly and shook his head that she couldn’t, saying, “No, babe, you’ve got her beat slightly as a cocksucker. But she is a great fuck!”

		“Well, so am I,” Katie whispered determinedly, rising to her feet and straddling his torso.

		“Let me show you!”

		With that, she slowly lowered her super-wet slit down onto his black obelisk of a cock until it was all the way up inside her again. She moaned, it felt so downright gigantic, but she didn’t let that stop her.

		Katie began to work her pussy up and down his cunt-stuffer of a prick, dangling her large breasts right in front of his handsome ebony face as she rode him. He grinned up at her and sucked the right one into his lips.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that feels so wonderful,” she sighed as he began to nurse at her sensitive flesh once more. “Suck ‘em, darling; suck ‘em good, while I fuck you!”

		He did just that, moaning and groaning as her pussy slid up and down his cock at a slow, steady pace. Shamar changed tits and tweaked her recently-abandoned nipple between his big fingers while she rode him and he continued to feast on her nipples.

		Katie was soon out of her mind with passion! She whined as if she were in pain.

		But she wasn’t in pain--she felt as if she was soaring toward heaven! His huge cock felt so right inside her pussy; stretching it, filling it the way no man had ever filled it before!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, you’ve got me so hot!” Bianca gasped as she writhed about naked on the big bed.

		Monty had sucked her fine little titties until he had her ready to come from just that alone. And then he’d kissed his way downward, to her succulent pussy slit and begun to tongue it and nudge it with his lips while he reached up and squeezed her nipples.

		He looked up at her across her heaving belly now and stopped licking long enough to ask, “Are you going to come for me, baby? Is this cute little pussy of yours ready?”

		“G-God, yes; you know it is!” Bianca groaned, clearly on the edge of a massive climax.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was Monty’s only comment as he went back to giving her pussy the licking of its young life.

		Bianca whined and thrashed around wildly, yanking at his hair in utter ecstasy. She gasped, “Oh, oh, fuck, its happening! I’m coming; I’m coming so fucking fine!”

		Monty licked even more quickly, reveling in this girl’s hot pussy juice. It tasted so sweet, and it was so…warm as it gushed out of her spasming cunt!

		She tastes young and innocent and just perfect! Monty chuckled to himself as he swallowed her hot outpouring greedily. I could eat this little pussy all night long!

		“So good,” Bianca wailed in utter bliss, “oh, fuck, Monty…you’re making me come so gooooooood!”

		

		****

		

		“Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” Katie screamed as Shamar drove his pile-driver of a dick down into her again and again.

		They had rolled over after she had come on his fabulous cock cowgirl style. And now he had her flat on her back while he really gave it to her! She felt his humongous nuts slap up against her ass again and again as he nailed her to the boat’s now-slippery-with-sweat seat.

		She didn’t care how far her wails of ecstasy carried across the water right at that moment. She no longer worried about some stranger seeing her getting fucked by Shamar’s big black horsecock!

		All she cared about was the joy it brought her to be pummeled like this; to be absolutely and utterly fucked! She looked up at the perspiring Shamar and moaned, “Come in me! I’m dying to feel your hot come spurting inside me as I go off again, darling!”

		Shamar’s brown eyes widened as she said that; then rolled back into his skull. He groaned loudly as she felt a torrent of semen spurting far up into her womb!

		“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah,” she shrieked, starting to come once again around the jetting cock, “that’s what I need! That’s what I want!”

		He held her tight and filled her with warm spunk until it ran out of her deluged pussy and down her ass crack. Katie just moaned and wriggled around in absolute wonder at the length and depth of her orgasm.

		This was really fucking--this was pure heaven!

		She’d never in her life dreamed of sex like this. It was one of a kind…

		

		****

		

		“It…it’s so great!” Bianca squealed, clinging to him as he fucked her furiously. “Oh, fuck, Monty…I’ve never had it like this before!”

		Their position was nothing special. He was giving her a straight missionary fuck, with her on the bottom and him between in her sleek little legs, pounding away.

		But she felt so tight around his cock; so slippery and warm!

		She begged just then, “Do it! Come in me! I want to feel it!”

		Monty groaned and began to unload inside her super-snug teenage pussy. He felt like he had never shot this much jism in his life; his balls just wouldn’t seem to stop coming!

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Bianca wailed, tossing her girlish hips up to milk his cock of its last gush of cream. “It’s so hot…and there’s so much of it!”

		The two unlikely lovers stayed meshed together until the last drop of semen had been drained from his balls. Then they cuddled and kissed until he was so soft he couldn’t stay in her anymore.

		She was crying from the sheer joy she was experiencing when he finally pulled out of her. She sobbed, “Oh, Monty, that was so special! No one’s ever fucked me like that before! I’ve never come like that with anyone in my life!”

		He didn’t know what to say, so he didn’t say anything. He just smiled down at her and held her tight…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Next

		

		“You may make girls come like that all the time,” Katie murmured huskily into his ear as he pulled out of her. “But that’s never happened to me before. It never felt so…intense; so wonderful and long-lasting.”

		Shamar looked at her as he reached for his discarded Speedos and said, “That was one hell of a fuck. No doubt about that.”

		He shrugged and continued with, “Listen, Katie-girl, I won’t lie to you. I get primo pussy every week, as regular as clockwork.”

		Patting her ass affectionately as he wriggled back into the tight swimsuit, he said, “But that was really something. You’re an even better fuck than Caroline was. And she was exceptional.”

		Katie smiled at that obscene compliment and started getting back into her bikini. His come was gushing out of her recently-flooded pussy and she knew her swimsuit bottom would no doubt be soaked with spunk in the attempt to hold it back, but she didn’t really care. She intended to buy a different bikini soon, a much sexier one, so that she could tease Shamar with it

		Now that they were both dressed again, she snuggled in close to him—sitting with one ass cheek on his seat--as he began to pilot the boat back toward Puerto Vallarta in the late afternoon, drunk on Mexican beer, his mere presence, and the idea of his super-cock ravishing pussy her yet again, later in the day…

		

		****

		

		“I know I said I’d let you do anything you wanted to me tonight,” Bianca said worriedly as Monty ran a big glob of sex gel up her tight little bottom on the tip of his finger, “but I’ve never done this before…honest!”

		He and Katie hadn’t had anal in a while either, now that Monty thought about it. They had kind of gotten out of the habit over the years.

		But Bianca had such a cute teenage butt. And she’d just admitted to being an anal virgin a moment ago, making the whole idea of claming her tight little ass even more irresistible to him!

		Besides, she had promised to do “anything” he wanted for a thousand dollars, and he was intent on getting his full money’s worth tonight. He promised her in a low voice, slightly hoarse with excitement, “I promise I won’t hurt you, kid. I’ve done this plenty of times before…just relax and enjoy it.”

		Bianca shivered with fear but managed to smile nervously back at him. He was behind her on his knees, his cock all greased up with gel and throbbing in his hand as she knelt before him on her hands and knees.

		Jesus, but that’s a pretty little ass, Monty told himself, eyeing it longingly, knowing it would soon be his to enjoy!

		But first he knew he had to get her ready to take a cock back here. He appreciated that he just might hurt her if he merely shoved it in and started to ass-fuck her, no matter how much of the slippery gel he used.

		Dropping his goo-covered fingers down onto her clit, he began to toy lightly with it. With his other hand, he caressed her nipples as he leaned over her small body.

		“Ooh, Monty, it feels so nice when you do that!” She sighed, her youthful body beginning to sway slightly as he seductively stroked it.

		Monty waited until he had her moaning and leaning into his touch before nudging his cock head against the tiny rosette of her anus. But even then, he didn’t make any move to penetrate her virgin hole just yet.

		Instead, he kept on teasing her and caressing erotic zones sensually, until Bianca was cooing and rubbing her tits down onto his fingertips, clearly ready for more stimulation. By now, she was eagerly hunching her teenage pussy against his tantalizing fingers and her ass against his lubed-up prick head.

		She was so juicy at this point that he was sorely tempted just to shove his cock into her regular entrance and fuck her again. But he wanted her ass too badly for that, so he restrained himself.

		Bianca was mindlessly pushing her anus back against his rock-hard dick now as the stroked her clit, instinctively seeking more contact with the bulbous dome of flesh touching her sensitive skin. Monty had read somewhere on the Internet—on some sex blog or another—that the anus has lots and lots of nerve endings, both in it and around it, making it a potential erotic zone, if a lover was skillful enough.

		Numerous bouts of anal sex with different girls back in high school and college had given him the skills, and he now used all of them on Bianca. He began to lightly pinch her nipples as he increased the pressure on her clit.

		The girl’s sex lube rained down onto his fingertips as soon as he did that, and he used it to splash against her clit, basting it in her own hot juice as he caressed the tiny bud. Bianca whined and pressed her body up against the heavenly fingers even harder, bringing his engorged knob of flesh right up against her asshole; even penetrating it a little with her lust-driven gyrations.

		“Oh, baby, what are you doooooing to me?” She purred out the question.

		Monty breached her anus just then, easing just his cock head into it as he increased his attack on her tits and pussy. She sucked in her breath, and then crooned, “Oh, it feels so strange to have something inside me… back there!”

		He slipped another inch or two into her forbidden hole as he whispered the question, “But does it feel good, baby? Does having my cock up your tight little ass feel good?”

		After what seemed like forever, Bianca hissed, “Yesssssssss! I didn’t think it ever could…but it’s starting to feel so great!”

		Monty smiled to himself and slowly started to fuck her in the ass…

		

		****

		

		Shamar made quick work of tying up the boat and unloading it. They were seated in his old Mercedes and headed back into the center of town a few minutes after docking, with him pointing out the sights along the way they slowly drove past them.

		“We’re going to what’s known as the Zona Romantica, the old part of the city,” Shamar told her as they headed south. “The streets are narrower; some are so old that they’re made of cobblestone, and the shops are funkier—and cheaper to browse in—and the food and the atmosphere are more ‘old Mexico’…instead of screaming ‘modern tourist trap’, as so much of the modern downtown area does.”

		“It all sounds wonderful to me,” Katie assured him with a smile.

		“The church that you see on all the postcards is there, too,” Shamar informed her, “Parroquia de Nuestra Senora De Guadalupe Puerto Vallarta, the one with the crown on top of the church tower.”

		“That’s quite a mouthful,” Katie commented, “but I have seen pictures of it, now that you mention it, and it’s very beautiful. Are you Catholic by any chance, Shamar?”

		He laughed and said, “No, I’m sort of a half-assed, failed Rastafarian.”

		“Is that why you wear your hair in dreadlocks?”

		He smiled and said, “That’s what I tell everyone …but it’s really to set me apart from the crowd. A full set of dreads are good for attracting chicks, you know?”

		She laughed and cuddled into him as he drove, saying, “Don’t look now, but it seems to be working!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Monty…I’m gonna’ come!” Bianca groaned as he hammered his cock into her ass. “Your big cock up my booty is going to make me go off like crazy!”

		Monty grimaced and kept right on fucking her. This little girl had the tightest, hottest hole he’d ever been inside!

		For long minutes now, he’d been fighting off the urge to shoot his steamy come right up her butt. He’d only been waiting for her to climax first.

		She shrieked just then and started to shiver all over. He felt her pussy gush out a huge wave of lubricant all over his fingertips, as her asshole clamped shut around his pistoning cock. Monty gasped and drove it as deeply into her tight little bottom as he could and cut loose!

		Bianca’s squeal grew higher-pitched as she felt his lava-like come spraying up into her bowels. The girl’s arms collapsed beneath her, sending her upper torso crashing down onto the mattress, but her lover’s spurting cock stayed buried in her clasping anal sheath.

		Oh, yeah! Oh, my fucking God, Monty told himself, easing his prick backward—until it was nearly free of the teenager’s pulsing warmth—then plunging it balls-deep into her ass again.

		“It’s soooooo fucking haaawwwttt up my asshole!” Bianca whined, but she sounded ecstatic, not pained!

		Monty held on for dear life to her tight ass cheeks and emptied his balls into her snugness, thinking, this little teenie is worth every nickel I’m paying her! What a come! I can’t believe I’m fucking this gorgeous young ass!

		And he kept on screwing it until his cock got too limp to stay inside her. Bianca’s bunghole finally squeezed out his soft dick, followed by a small waterfall of jism, which dripped down onto the ornate bedspread beneath it.

		Holy shit, I hope that stuff comes out in the washing machine! Monty thought worriedly as he watched the growing puddle of spunk forming. Otherwise, how am I ever going to explain to Katie why I suddenly went out and bought a new spread while she was out of town?

		

		****

		

		“This is all so beautiful,” Katie sighed, walking arm and arm with her black tour guide down one of the narrow little streets, stopping occasionally to peer in a shop window. “Thank you for showing me this side of Puerto Vallarta.”

		They had just emerged from one of the small women’s wear shops lining the boulevard, where she had bought the most darling, barely-there bikini. And she had paid pennies on the dollar for it, compared to what she might have paid downtown.

		He cleared his throat before answering, his voice sounding husky, “I’m about to show you something else, girl.”

		She looked up at him and saw that his gaze was focused on her tits in her bikini bra. It was hot in the sunlight and as a result, although she still wore the pool wrap, she was wearing it unbuttoned, so that it hung open, showcasing her chest.

		Her big breasts bounced and jiggled in the bra of her old bikini as she walked, and her handsome escort’s dark eyes seemed to be fixed unwaveringly on them. One glance downward on her part, at the front of his linen trousers, was enough to show that the tiny Speedo swimsuit he wore under them was clearly losing the battle to hide his aroused cock.

		“Where can we go?” She asked softly, not caring that she sounded as hot for an afternoon tryst as he did.

		She was way past that now--if sexy Shamar wanted her pussy again, she was anxious for him to claim it as soon as possible!

		“My place is only two blocks from here,” he whispered urgently, “and I’d love for you to see it.”

		“I’m dying to see it, believe me,” she answered softly, looking around and seeing they were nearly alone on the hot, sun-baked street, she let her fingers graze over his almost erect cock as she added. “And that’s not all I’m anxious to see!”

		They covered the two blocks in record time, practically breaking into a trot. As the pair of would-be lovers came around the last corner, he said, “It’s that one; the one up ahead, with the pink shutters.”

		She saw a white three-story building across the narrow street, with the most garishly adorable pink accents. All of the balcony railings, plus the shutters had been painted a very hot shade of pink.

		“Really…pink, for a stud like you?” She teased him as they neared the street door leading upstairs to the apartments.

		Shamar shrugged and said good-naturedly, “Mexicans; what can I tell you? They love bright colors.”

		He grinned at her as he unlocked the door with his key and added, “Besides, I’m much too macho to worry about such things. And the rent is relatively cheap.”

		His apartment was on the top floor. As they reached it, he opened the door with yet another key on his key ring and threw it open proudly.

		“Oh, how lovely,” she sighed, stepping into the front room and glancing around.

		It was a small place—perhaps a thousand square feet or so—but it was quite attractive, with shiny, dusky-red floor tiles throughout the apartment, each sporting an intricate white design of Spanish or Mexican origin. In addition, it had white stucco walls, heavy furniture made of dark wood which featured an array of brightly-colored cushions.

		The whole apartment was visible from the front room; the door opening into the bathroom, the open kitchen--with its colorful tile countertops and sparkling white porcelain sink--and a bedroom off to the left. The best part about the whole living area was a huge balcony which the front room opened out onto. The spectacular patio area overlooked the street down below and offered a stunning view of this part of Old Town Puerto Vallarta.

		“I can give you the grand tour later, girl,” he said, impatiently reaching out and taking her hand. “But I really want to show you the bedroom right now.”

		She was just as eager as he was for him lead her into that room. It was small, like the rest of the place, but the bed was a king. The bed had an ornate brass headboard and a colorful bedspread which served to tie together all of the various colors he’d used to decorate the rest of the apartment.

		“Ooh, someone’s a naughty boy!” She said, looking around at the walls of the small bedroom and realizing that a series of full-length mirrors had been hung everywhere on the white stucco walls

		“I like to see a girl’s body from every angle…while I fuck her!” Shamar whispered in a throaty growl, whisking off his shirt, linen pants, and the Speedos, after first kicking free of his sandals.

		The idea of hunky Shamar seeing her naked and riding his cock from every angle excited her more than she would have thought it would. As the nude black man eased off her pool wrap and unsnapped her bikini bra, she watched him in the mirrors and a tiny shudder of anticipation tremored through her as she mentally pictured the pounding he was about to give her.

		“Maybe I should use the bathroom to clean up a bit first,” she murmured, embarrassed, as he slid the bottoms to her bikini downward; baring her pussy lips and the huge wad of his dried and drying spunk clinging to them.

		“No need for that, girl,” he said with a big grin, sitting her down stark naked on the end of his big bed. “I’m just going to fill it up again, right now!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Plans/Shamar’s Bedroom

		

		“That was incredible,” Bianca murmured, snuggling into his embrace under the covers. “You made my asshole come! I didn’t even know it was possible to do that; I had no idea a girl’s ass could come right along with her pussy!”

		Monty shrugged, trying to look modest, and said, “Well, the anus has a lot of nerve endings, just like your clit. If a guy knows what he’s doing…”

		“You sure know what you’re doing!” Bianca gushed, toying with his chest hair as she smiled up at him. “Oh, Monty, you’re such a good lover!”

		He felt his face coloring and said, “Well, I’m older than you, after all. I’ve had a lot more experience.”

		“Oh, I’ve had tons of experience,” Bianca corrected him. “I gave my first blowjob when I was only ten years old, to one of the guys in the neighborhood—he was thirteen.”

		Holy fuck…she was just that young when she sucked her first cock? Monty was shocked.

		“And I lost my cherry when I was barely twelve, to another guy from the block. He was sixteen or so.”

		The stunned Monty couldn’t think of anything to say in reply, so he just kept silent. She added, “That’s the way it is on my street. You put out for the neighborhood gangbangers or they beat the shit out of you. I can’t fucking wait to get out of there!”

		“Is that why you started giving head…uh…professionally,” he asked the question gently, “to save up enough money to move somewhere nicer?”

		Now it was her turn to blush, and she did, as she admitted, “Yeah, that and my wanting to go to college some day.”

		Bianca continued to look at him, her face going quite serious as she said; “I have four-thousand bucks saved up in the bank right now, not counting the thousand you gave me for tonight. I’m going to be getting an apartment with another girl from my neighborhood soon. And we’re both be enrolling City College in the fall—just for a couple of years, because it’s cheaper—but then I’m going on to UCLA or maybe Northridge and get a four-year degree when I graduate from City.”

		She said quietly, “I’m done being the neighborhood punch-board--I’m dead-set on getting out of there by the end of the summer!”

		He nodded and asked, “What about your current boyfriend? What does he think about all of this?”

		“Jaime…he’s just a convenience,” she said dismissively. “He’s a top guy with the Rojo Gallos, that’s gang that runs my part of East LA. As long as I go out with him and give him some pussy and some head, the other gangbangers leave me strictly alone.”

		Geez, what a tough way to live, Monty thought. And she’s so damn cute and so…sweet, underneath that hard exterior. No one should have to live that way!

		“You know, you don’t look Hispanic at all,” he remarked, anxious to change the subject to one that was more pleasant. “When I first saw you, I thought you looked more…I don’t know…Italian, I guess.”

		She snorted with laughter and said, “Yeah, me and…who’s that old Italian broad who used to be a big movie star, back in the day?”

		“Sophia Loren?” He suggested helpfully.

		“Yeah, me and Sophia; we’re just like two peas in a pod!” She giggled, making her cute little titties shake.

		Staring down at them, she commented wryly, “I guess we’re not so alike after all. I seem to remember she had a really big set of jugs.”

		He reached down and cupped them and lightly began to brush her nipples with his thumbs, saying, “Yours are just about perfect, kid. Take it from me!”

		

		****

		

		Fuck, that’s downright obscene! Katie thought, watching Shamar’s now fully erect cock slide slowly down her throat in the mirror.

		She was still seated on the end of the bed, and she was blowing him. Or, rather, he was fucking down into her mouth and throat while she sucked at his hardness as best she could while he skull-fucked her!

		Look how far down it goes! She observed, awestruck by just how much of his monster cock she could take without gagging now! That huge thing is reaching almost down to my collar bones with each stroke!

		Katie had to concentrate on not gagging. He was really giving it to her as she deep-throated him as best she could.

		She had to admit, it looked sexy as hell, seeing his fat cock head moving up and down in her throat! He was using her mouth exactly like a pussy and droplets of saliva were raining down onto her heaving tits as he banged it into her lips!

		Is he…is he…going to shoot it in my mouth this time? She wondered half fearfully.

		If he was going to do that, she wouldn’t really mind, she reminded herself. She was a little afraid that she’d have trouble swallowing it all, but she was resolved to try.

		Glancing over once again at the mirror, a large tremor of excitement coursed though her naked body. This was so unlike her regular life!

		She was a demure little third grade teacher, for God’s sake: not some red-hot bimbo who was used to sitting nude on a bed in Mexico, sucking off gigantic black cocks! The whole idea that she was actually doing this—behaving like a total slut for some dreadlocked sex god—was so hot that she was ready to climax from just thinking about it!

		Katie’s right hand had slipped downward, toward her heavily-juicing pussy lips. Her fingertips began teasing her goo-laden clit as she sucked the huge ebony cock and lapped hungrily at it.

		I’ll come if he creams my mouth, Katie told herself. I just know I will!

		One part of her was just aching to blow him. Caroline had done it at least once during all her times with him, and she definitely wanted to experience that too!

		I’m such a competitive little bitch at heart; she almost chuckled around the gliding cock as she realized that she had mentally been in some sort of lewd competition with Caroline all along!

		This Mexican get-away is proving to be a real exercise in getting to know myself better, she told herself. So far, I’ve found out that I’m a closet exhibitionist—doing it on a public beach last night was all kinds of hot, just like fucking in broad daylight out in the boat was today—and I just realized that I’m mentally in some sort of sexual… competition with my older sister!

		“Oh, man, you look hot, sucking my big black dick,” Shamar gasped just then, fucking her mouth even faster, making her big titties jiggle even more as he jammed his cock into her throat repeatedly.

		I want to be even hotter than Caroline was, in Shamar’s eyes! She told herself. I didn’t realize it until now—but I do!

		Caroline had always been the brave one. Katie had always been the little sister, lagging behind, too afraid to break out into the lead or even to try and do that.

		Well, I’m breaking out now! She thought grimly, sucking Shamar’s massive dick for all she was worth. I halfway wish Caroline was here, so she could see for herself what a red-hot bitch her little sis has become!

		

		****

		

		“You’re so gentle,” Bianca sighed as he soaped up her hair in the shower, “except when you’re hammering that big cock of yours into my ass or up my pussy!”

		They both laughed at her comment as Monty began to rinse the shampoo out of the teenager’s long, black tresses. As he did so, he pulled her in tighter and rubbed his half-hard prick against her ass cheeks, saying; “You didn’t seem to mind that so much while it was happening, as I recall.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, not a bit,” she cooed back, looking at him over her shoulder, “taking it up the ass from you turned out to be so cool. And I was so afraid of doing that before!”

		“Do you want it again?”

		She sighed as she thought that over; then whispered coyly, “Pussy first…ass later!”

		Monty scooted her out from the glass wall of the shower and bent her forward. She put both palms on the glass and he began to ease his stiffening cock into her soapy ass crack and work it up and down.

		“Oh, God,” she moaned, “that feels so wicked great!”

		He let the cascading water rinse the soap from her anal crack and set the head of his now very firm cock against her wet pussy. She looked back over her shoulder at him and growled, “Do it! Fuck me! I want it so bad!”

		Monty slipped into her juiciness all the way up to his balls. Bianca whined and shimmied in front of him, her cute little ass jiggling all over the place as he began to fuck her cunt vigorously.

		“So good,” she sighed, “oh, God, Monty; your dick feels so fantastic in me—no matter where you put it!”

		She was so slick…so hot inside! He began to fuck her harder; he just couldn’t seem to help himself.

		“Oh, yeah,” she sighed contentedly, moving her lush little ass back to meet his thrusts, “that’s the way I want it—hard and deep!”

		He reached around her and grabbed her tits and started to squeeze them gently as he balled her flat-out. Bianca groaned in what sounded like sheer ecstasy as Monty fucked her like wild man, reveling in her youthful tightness, her warmth; the effortless sensuality that she exuded…

		

		****

		

		Oh, fuck, but it goes in deep this way! Katie thought, biting her lower lip to keep from screaming as his huge cock head rammed against her cervix.

		She was on her hands and knees on the bed and he was kneeling behind her. In the mirror on the nearby wall, she watched herself getting pummeled by the massive black dick, doggie style, again and again.

		That looked so cool…so outrageous…that Katie was about to come just from watching herself behaving like such a slut with him. She couldn’t believe that she was letting a towering black near-stranger use her body like this—but she was!

		Each time he buried himself in her gushing pussy; her big tits shimmied and shook as they hung down toward the mattress. It hurt a little bit, to be fucked this deep, this hard.

		But it was so worth it! Shamar’s large-bore cock was stretching out her cunt lips to their absolute maximum once more, and her clit was pulled down tight against the flesh of his marble-hard, unbelievably warm shaft as it battered its way up and back in her tight little pussy!

		Or at least it used to be tight, Katie told herself ruefully. I bet poor Monty’s normal sized cock gets lost in it when I get back home!

		She corrected herself. Her husband had a somewhat larger than normal dick. But Shamar had a true horsecock!

		I probably shouldn’t let him fuck me so often, she thought to herself. But it just feels so good to get…out-and-out ravaged like this!

		She went down onto her elbows so that she could reach out and grip the brass headboard’s bars in front of her. Katie held on tight and took Shamar’s merciless pounding, her head propelled into the pillows resting up against the headboard every time he rammed into her.

		It felt marvelous to be fucked like this! The massive cock split her open again and again, and she moaned into the pillows and just let him ravish her!

		Gonna’ come, Katie told herself after another minute or so of Shamar’s pounding, this elephant-cocked stud is going to fuck me right up the Heaven’s gates in a minute with that monster of his!

		“Take it,” he gasped just then. “Take my hot come up that tight little hole of yours, Katie-girl!”

		Katie gurgled in ecstasy as he began to flood her pussy with warm spunk. She shivered and yanked at the brass rails she held so tightly; coming right along with him.

		So much, she thought blissfully as his semen jetted into her depths, oh, God, he’s pumping me so full of his hot jizz again!

		Another all-encompassing wave of pleasure gripped her and she shuddered beneath him. He groaned, “Oh, Katie-girl, your little pussy is so tight! It’s sucking the come right out of my balls!”

		She felt a spurt of hot cream shoot deep inside her, followed by two more. Nuzzling her cheek into the soft pillow, she luxuriated in the feeling of being totally and completely…fucked!

		

		****

		

		“Do it! Oh, Gaaawwwwwdddd, that’s it! Fuck me hard!” Bianca screamed out her passion and sagged against the glass of the shower wall as Monty’s cock exploded up into her clasping pussy.

		“Soooooo gooooooood,” she sighed contentedly, still shivering all over as he continued to pump his hot seed into her pussy. “Oh, fuck, Monty, you do me so frigging great!”

		At last his limp cock slipped out of her, followed by a stream of white semen which dripped down onto the shower floor. The pounding spray washed it away and down the drain as she watched.

		“That was a fantastic fuck,” she sighed. “I wish my lame-dicked boyfriend would fuck me like that!”

		“Why don’t you dump him if he can’t, and find somebody else?” Monty asked, washing off his slippery dick, then rinsing it clean once more.

		She looked at him over her shoulder, a somewhat exasperated look on her pretty face, and said, “Because I don’t want to get the shit beat out of me by him and his buddies. If I told Jaime it was all over between us, he’d throw me to the wolves. I’d get gangbanged by, like, at least a dozen guys; then they’d beat the crap out of me when they were all done spunking me!”

		What a way to have to live! Monty thought again, pitying the girl.

		A thought stuck him and he just had to ask, “How do you plan to get away from him when you move into your apartment? Won’t he get just as mad then as he would now?”

		“I plan on just disappearing,” Bianca said, shrugging her shoulder as she busily sluiced Monty’s jism out her pussy with her fingertips. “I’m not telling Mama or any of my other friends where exactly I’m moving to. This is a huge city. If I don’t go into East LA for a while, I won’t see him or any of his gang. They tend to stick pretty close to their home turf as a rule.”

		“That’s a harsh thing to have to do, Bianca,” Monty commented, shutting off the water.

		He opened the door, leaned out, and got both of them a big bath towel to dry off with. As soon as they were standing in the bathroom, finishing up getting dry, he asked, “How long will you have to steer clear of your old neighborhood?”

		She gave him a sad little smile and said, “Not too long; some other gangbanger will shoot him or stab him, or he’ll get busted and go away to prison for a few years. That’s what happens to all of them, in the end…”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Dancing/Loving The Night Away

		

		“What is it about this particular place you like so much?” Katie asked as they got out of Shamar’s parked Mercedes about two blocks down from the nightclub.

		“One of the reasons is that their house band occasionally plays a reggae song or two, and that reminds me of home,” Shamar told her with a smile as they walked toward the club. “And this place is always packed at night. That’s another reason why I wanted to take you here; I wanted to show you off a little. You look red-hot this evening!”

		After their incendiary hook-up at Shamar’s apartment, following their afternoon of sight-seeing and shopping, he had surprised her by fixing a really good, though very simple dinner for them, complete with a great wine. Then he had dropped her off back at her hotel to shower and get ready for their clubbing date tonight.

		It’s nearly ten o’clock at night and we’re just getting started, Katie thought as they neared the entrance to the small club.

		But Shamar had explained that things worked differently in Mexico—the land of the two-hour, siesta-lunch. There was a more relaxed, manana-is-soon-enough feel about most things.

		Typically, he had said, bands didn’t start to play until ten in most dance clubs, and some of them stayed open till four in the morning every night of the week, and even later on the weekends.

		She had crashed on the bed in her hotel room for couple of hours of much needed sleep after she had gotten back there, before getting ready. All of the constant activity since she had arrived in Mexico—not to mention the incredible sex she had shared with Shamar—had suddenly hit her, and she’d just had to close her eyes for a little while.

		Now, as they stepped into the noisy bar, she felt refreshed, excited, and totally alive! She wondered, idly, what Monty was doing tonight without her…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, God, you’re killing me with that hot little tongue of yours!” Monty groaned as Bianca licked all up and down his stiff prick; then down onto his balls.

		“Relax and enjoy it, baby,” she sighed, looking up at him. “I’m really hot to suck cock tonight and yours is the lucky cock I’m going to work my magic on!”

		Monty sighed as she proceeded to lick his nuts thoroughly before popping the left one into her mouth and beginning to hum a little tune around it. His dick soon jerked to full attention without her even touching it again.

		Bianca switched to his right testicle and repeated her performance. He moaned deeply as she stopped humming and let his nut slip from her lips; lapping at the hairy base of his cock instead.

		“Oh, yeah; do some more of that!” He gasped out the words as Bianca’s tongue thoroughly swabbed his prick with her hot saliva on its way up to his cock head.

		“Please…I’m the professional here,” she whispered with a devilish twinkle in her big brown eyes, kissing his gleaming prick tip sensually as she spoke. “Just relax and leave everything to me, okay?”

		Monty couldn’t have replied if he’d wanted to. The girl was now slowly, lovingly sucking his cock once again, her mouth moving from the throbbing head, downward to his balls and back up again; her tongue never ceasing its thrilling caress of his flesh.

		She’s just so fucking great at this! Monty marveled. She could charge six times what does, and guys would still be lining up to pay her…

		

		****

		

		“Are you having as much fun as I am?” Shamar shouted to Katie above the noise in the crowded bar and the wail of the band’s electric guitars.

		Katie, who had been shaking her booty shamelessly for him all night long, giggled and nodded that she was. It was just past one in the morning, and they had been dancing, drinking, and making out ever since they had gotten inside the door at ten.

		The place was full of locals and tourists alike. And all of them knew she was Shamar’s exclusive property for tonight. He’d made that clear when several of the bar regulars had attempted to dance with her by glaring hostilely at them until they went away.

		Katie had found that thrilling, while at the same time realizing that such juvenile, high-school male behavior was downright primitive and totally wrong. She hated to admit that she found Shamar’s taking such a possessive attitude with regard her to be a complete turn on!

		She was glad she had elected to wear a rather daring black cocktail dress which featured a long skirt this evening, because she could feel the pussy juice running down both of her legs at the mere thought that everyone in this bar knew this huge, black Rasta-man was going to fuck her tonight--the two of them were long past being coy about their relationship!

		He hadn’t been at all shy about squeezing her braless tits as they lay nestled in the dress’s provocative halter the she wore as they had cavorted across the dance floor. And she had been none too subtle about copping feels of his gigantic dick, as it swung free and loose under his baggy linen trousers. Everyone in this packed bar knew that they were going to fuck tonight, just as everyone knew that he wasn’t her husband.

		She had worn her wedding and engagement set just as she usually did tonight, never even thinking about leaving it back in her hotel room’s safe. Shamar had known, from talking to Caroline, that Katie was just as married as she was—and it had bothered him not a jot so far—so she hadn’t given her rings a second thought after her arrival in Mexico.

		They were sparkling brightly right now in the light of the old-fashion disco ball suspended over the club’s dance floor as she and her tall black lover danced cheek to cheek through a slow number. Kate had noticed several of the women staring at her large diamond enviously: Monty had spared no expense when they’d gotten engaged and later married.

		The reactions from the bar’s patrons to the young, obviously-cheating-on-her-marriage white woman with a studly black man had varied from waggish approval to out-and-out shock. Some of the onlookers had simply shaken their heads, as if to say, “What are you going to do?” while some of the others looked positively offended by her behavior, like they couldn’t quite believe this cute soccer mom of a gringa was going to willingly let a black man…fuck her later!

		Katie loved it--she utterly adored it!

		Just how much she reveled in the sensation of being the center of attention--such a notorious woman…a true bad girl—had completely surprised her. She couldn’t seem to get enough of it.

		That had served as part of the impetus for her cutting loose on the dance floor, showing off licentious dance moves that she had never dared display before. She had shimmied her big tits inside the black dress, causing them to shake about precariously, threatening to burst free of the strips of double-sided tape she wore under her dress’s halter at any moment.

		And she had shaken her nice ass around for a grinning Shamar as well, the way she had never shaken it for her husband in all the times they’d been out dancing together in the past. She had been acting like a totally shameless slut all evening long; and every drink had made her feel even looser and more daring…

		

		****

		

		Oh, Jesus…it just feels so damned good to come in her mouth! Monty had the fevered thought as his ass shot up off the bed, burying his exploding dick in Bianca’s welcoming lips, painting her throat with hot gushes of his spunk!

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all she said as she began to swallow for him.

		Monty couldn’t get over how her tongue swiped unceasingly at his cock head, drawing still more of the hot goo out of his balls for her to eagerly gulp down. He writhed about on the bed beneath her as she sucked the last of his spend from his pulsing prick and tongued the head for still more.

		She’s fucking fantastic! He thought. Got to return the favor: got to make her come as good as she made me come!

		“Y-You don’t have to do that,” she murmured as he slid his softening cock from her lips and turned her over onto her back as he slid downward on her body.

		“I want to,” Monty assured her in a breathy whisper as his lips engulfed her right nipple, his tongue going crazy on it as he began to suck.

		“Oh, oh, my God, you do that so nice!” Bianca sighed, pushing her tit upward, feeding Monty more of the solid little sphere.

		He slurped and nipped at and lapped her nipples for what seemed like hours. Bianca simply laid back and enjoyed his attentions, sighing and moaning as he went back and forth, from breast to breast; her fingers twining his hair around them as he nursed.

		When his fingers touched her pussy at last, they found it inundated in hot girl juice. It was pouring out of her small lips like a flood as he fingered her clit so lightly.

		“Monty, oh, fuck; you do me so good!” She whined as her ass automatically hunched up off the mattress, seeking more of his heavenly touch on her ready-to-erupt clit.

		But he didn’t want to make her come with his fingertips, so he touched her sparingly as he left her heaving tits and kissed his way downward on her trembling tummy. He stopped momentarily at her navel and teased it with his tongue tip.

		“I-If you lick me now…I swear I will…explode!” Bianca gasped, her fingernails suddenly feeling like claws against his scalp.

		Monty’s chuckle sounded evil to both of them as his lips resumed their downward journey. He kissed her gushing pussy lips softly, avoiding her clit until he was lying between her spread legs, gazing down at it.

		The lovely little pink bead of flesh was totally out of its protective hood now, throbbing with lust beneath his lips. He kissed it softly and he heard Bianca stop breathing.

		His hands snaking up her shivering body, he took an erect little nipple in each hand and began to tweak them in concert as his lips descended on her clit. Sucking the tiny knob into his mouth, he laved it with his hot saliva as his tongue swirled around it.

		Bianca screamed and her hips bounced up off the bed as if she was lying on a trampoline. The girl shrieked and moaned and twisted her pelvis against his gobbling mouth, out of her mind with ecstasy!

		Her fingernails actually hurt as they dug into his scalp but Monty didn’t care right at that moment. He was as into this as she was, licking and sucking, swallowing her hot outpouring as the teenage girl rose straight up toward Heaven beneath him…

		

		****

		

		“Your place is closer than my hotel,” Katie sighed as she leaned into him, breaking off the torrid kiss they’d just stopped to share under a lamppost as they hurried back toward his car.

		“I can’t wait, girl,” Shamar’s deep baritone murmured hungrily as she gave her left tit a squeeze through her halter top. “You’ve got me panting for you!”

		“Well, we can’t do it here,” she said with a teasing giggle, “not right out in the street—I don’t care if it is three in the morning!”

		“No, but right over here will do,” his whisper sounded urgent as he steered her drunken body down a nearby alley a few paces and pushed her back up against the wall of a building. “It’s plenty dark right here and, as you just said, the street is deserted.”

		Before she could argue, her black lover had impatiently pushed the straps of her cocktail dress aside, baring both her breasts. His fingers were tugging on her left nipple, eliciting an excited groan of protest on her part, about being used this way—right out in public!

		He cut off the groan with a hot kiss as his other hand busily hauled the hem of her long dress upward and then pushed down her thong panties as he leaned into her and held the pulled-up skirt in place against her stomach.

		He’s…he’s going to…her thoughts stopped abruptly as she felt the head of his engorged cock nudge insistently against her super-wet pussy lips.

		“There, that’s better,” he sighed as he easily lifted her off her feet and shoved his mammoth dick as far up into her juicy cunt as he could get it.

		Not knowing what else to do, she wrapped her legs around him, climbing him like a tree, as he began to fuck her up against the building! She moaned as he hammered into her depths needily with his huge erection, her heart pounding with the illicit thrill of being taken like this; right out in the open!

		She had sure never done anything like this before! Last night on the beach had been daring.

		But this went well beyond “daring” and right into “crazy” territory!

		Still…she was as horny as he was. And his cock was starting to feel really great up her pussy; the way it always did…

		Katie relaxed into him and started hunching her hips into him as best she could, meeting his thrusts, embedding him ever deeper in her lust-driven body. She sighed and whispered in rising ecstasy, “You’re crazy! You know that?”

		He just laughed softly and fucked her even harder…

		

		****

		

		“Don’t ever stop,” Bianca cooed into his ear. “Don’t ever stop fucking me!”

		Monty was rutting like a machine tonight! His swollen dick was deep in her asshole again and he was toying with her sopping pussy expertly once more as he balled her butt.

		“You’re addictive,” he sighed to her. “I can’t seem to get enough of you, Bianca!”

		They were facing each other on the bed, her legs folded back against her breasts, her toes pointed at the headboard. He was fucking her tight little hole furiously, his well-lubed cock making an obscene squishing sound as it penetrated her tightness again and again.

		“I didn’t even know you could do anal like this, facing each other!” Bianca marveled. “Oh, Monty, fuck me hard; fuck my little ass as hard as you want to. It just feels so good!”

		He had to agree. Her snug rear sheath felt like pure heaven surrounding his flying prick, and he couldn’t wait to blast his come deep inside her bowels again!

		Forgive me, Katie, he thought as he felt his balls tightening. But this is just too good to pass up! Something about this kid really does it for me!

		For a fleeting second, he thought about his sweet little wife and wished that sex with her could be as hot as it was with Bianca…

		

		****

		

		“Man, look at that, would you?” A young male voice said.

		“It’s that hot chick from the club, and that big black dude she was with!” Another guy whispered excitedly.

		Katie broke off the steamy kiss and whipped her head toward the sound of the voices. She immediately saw that a small knot of club patrons—young American tourists from the look of them—had stopped in the alleyway and were watching her and Shamar fuck! She was glad it was so dark, so that they couldn’t see any more than they could. And so that they couldn’t see how red she was turning as they watched!

		“Fuck, she’s incredible!” The first guy said.

		“Look at those titties; the way they jiggle around while she’s getting it!” Another male voice sighed longingly.

		“Look at that cock!” A girl’s voice marveled. “I don’t blame her for wanting to fuck that guy!”

		Squinting, Katie’s eyes picked out a shorter figure among the shadowy group and realized that the guys had a female companion, and that she was avidly watching too! The girl shook her blonde head in admiration and whispered, “You go, girl! That dude is amazing!”

		To her dual embarrassment and amazement, knowing that her shameless behavior had an audience ignited a fireball of utter arousal in her clit. She was going to climax right in front of these four strangers—and there was nothing she could do about it!

		She buried her face in Shamar’s chest and clung to him, feeling the fiery sensations in her pussy deepening and spreading throughout her entire body. Katie gasped aloud as the full force of the orgasm overwhelmed her and she began to quiver in her lover’s big arms.

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, fuck, it’s so stroooooong!” Katie wailed as her release neared its peak.

		She heard Shamar groan and felt a huge blast of semen shoot deep into her belly just at that moment. The big man’s knees quivered and she thought for a moment that he was going to drop her!

		“Fuck, look at them come!” The girl whispered, sounding awed.

		“Yeah, that’s hot!” A male voice said.

		“Come on, Lottie, let’s get back to the hotel,” Another of the guys said urgently. “We’re all going to want a piece tonight, after seeing that!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, how nice for me,” The girl purred, taking hold of two of the boy’s arms.

		The foursome moved off down the sidewalk and Katie, smiled, thinking: Letting three different guys fuck you in one night, all at the same time by the sound of it! That’s even more perverted than getting fucked in an alley!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		New Possibilities

		

		Katie didn’t wake up until just past noon. She was alone in her hotel room, daydreaming about Shamar, their steamy visit to the bar last night, and being fucked so furiously by his fantastic cock in that alleyway!

		Last night had been so wild; she didn’t quite know how to deal with it. The dancing, the back and forth flirting in front of whole bar full of strangers…the alley sex…realizing that her depravity had an audience…the spectacular way she had come once she’d seen the four strangers watching her get fucked: it was nothing short of depraved, but it had been oh, so much fun!

		I’m a much kinkier girl than I ever suspected I was; Katie admitted to herself as she gingerly got out of bed and made her way into the bathroom to use the toilet.

		I guess my exhibitionist fetish is way more pronounced than I thought, she acknowledged as she used toilet paper to wipe to her lower lips dry.

		Flushing the toilet, she looked in the mirror. She thought, Funny, I don’t look any different, now that I’m officially a full-fledged, out-and-out slut!

		Her cell phone went off at that moment and she scurried back into the bedroom to answer it. The caller ID announced it was ‘Shamar’ and she felt her heart begin to beat even faster.

		“Hey, there, and how are you this morning, tall, dark, and oh, so handsome?”

		“Not too good, I’m afraid, Katie-darlin’,” he sighed into the phone, sounding disappointed. “I guess we’re going to have to put off until tomorrow that little horseback ride up into the mountains that I mentioned to you last night.”

		Her heart sank as she asked, “Why? What’s the matter?”

		“Nothing huge,” he answered, “it’s my cousin. He’s not feeling too well today, so he can’t work. I’m afraid I’m going to have be the one to man the counter at my Jet Ski rental place today or leave it closed. And I can’t really afford to do that. It and the parasailing rides behind my boat that I offer tourists are my bread and butter, girl.”

		Katie tried to hide her own disappointment by saying, “Hey, that’s okay. I understand. I’m still a little worn out from yesterday and last night anyway, to tell you the truth. I’ll just hang around the swimming pool at my hotel today and work on getting a tan.”

		“I’ll make it up to you tomorrow, and that’s a promise,” Shamar told her before breaking off the connection.

		

		****

		

		“How about the two of us getting together for dinner once again tonight,” Monty asked hopefully her as he drove her back toward East LA at eight the next morning. “We could spend the night at my place again. I’d gladly pay you another grand.”

		She smiled over at him and said, “It’s tempting, but I have to see Jaime tonight. He let me slide yesterday, because I told him I was spending the night at Lupe’s house. The two of them hate each other, so he gave me a pass.”

		“Oh, so you can’t get away again so soon,” he said, understanding that.

		After all, she’s only eighteen and still living at home with her parents, he told himself. It isn’t as if she can come and go as she pleases without explaining herself to anyone.

		“Maybe later in the week,” she told him. “I’ll call you and let you know.”

		He fought his way through the morning commute traffic and dropped her off by the mall, before heading over to his office in the Culver City section of Los Angeles. Along the way, he called Tina and told her he’d be in sometime after nine, blaming the traffic for his late arrival time.

		She said she understood. Her own commute had been a bitch this morning too, she assured him.

		

		****

		

		“What a bummer,” Katie said aloud, thinking about her recently cancelled day trip with Shamar as she rummaged through her travel kit, looking for her small bottle of aspirin.

		Her head was throbbing from all the unfamiliar alcohol she’d consumed since she’d been in Mexico, especially from her latest round of drinking and dancing last night. Plus there was the added wear and tear on her body from staying out until a quarter to four in the morning, as well as the almost non-stop sex she’d been having ever since she’d gotten here!

		“I’m just not used to all this,” she complained aloud as she got out her new bikini and tried it on again, waiting for the aspirins she’d just taken to kick in.

		As she’d discovered in the shop yesterday, when she’d first tried it on, she’d have to do a little pubic hair trimming to make the skimpy suit work for her. It fit fine, it just showed a lot more skin than her old bikini had; and part of that skin was covered with bristly fuzz.

		Stepping into the shower moments later, she lathered her body all over and meticulously shaved all of the usual places. After shampooing her hair and conditioning it, she re-soaped her pubic region once more and picked up her razor again.

		Katie took a bit off one side, and then the other of her petite triangle of brownish-blonde pubic hair. She decided the left side needed to be trimmed back still further—so that it matched the right—but once she’d done that, she thought the right side now looked slightly out of whack.

		“I ought to go ahead and just shave it all off!” Katie muttered aloud, staring down at the offending right side again.

		Why don’t I do that? She asked herself impishly.

		“Because Monty would have a cow when he saw it,” she answered herself aloud, “he’d really know I’d been up to something, if I returned from this vacation with a totally bald pussy!”

		Hey, what I do during our time apart is supposed to be my business! She reminded herself. If I want to shave my pussy bare or get a tattoo or fuck some other guy…I’m supposed to be able to do that—no questions asked or answered!

		Laughing gleefully, she boldly shaved off the rest of her pubic hair, and then went back over it a few times to make sure it was all gone…

		

		****

		

		“Apparently, there was a real problem at the Encino store last night, around ten o’clock,” Tina hit him with the bad news as soon as he walked in the door.

		“Oh, what happened?”

		“According to employee accounts, Bonnie’s estranged husband showed up drunk and started having it out with her, right in front of everybody, customers and staff,” Tina said.

		“I thought she got a restraining order against that bozo,” Monty said.

		“She did, but apparently he was drunk enough last night to ignore it,” Tina answered.

		“What about Bonnie?” He asked. “Is she okay?”

		“I guess so, but she’s sort of shaken up. Vick has volunteered to work both his shift and hers today, to give her the day off and sort of help her get over the trauma of having her ex right in her face last night, screaming about what a cheating bitch she is in front of twenty other people.”

		Vick was Bonnie’s assistant manager, a bright twenty-year-old kid with a good future in the fast food business, as far as Monty was concerned. Bonnie was the cute young brunette he had promoted to unit manager of the Encino operation just eight months or so ago.

		“Did she call the police?” He asked Tina. “Are they looking for her ex?”

		“I don’t know,” Tina answered. “I haven’t really talked to Bonnie yet this morning; just Vick and some of the employees who were working last night.”

		Monty sighed and said, “Give me her home address. I’ll drive over there right now and talk to her and make sure everything is copasetic.”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, my God, I look so…bare down there!” Katie told herself mischievously, peering into the bathroom mirror.

		She emitted a naughty giggle and went back into the bedroom to try on the new swimsuit, now that her pussy was completely free of its pubic thatch. The new suit now looked perfect on her short but statuesque body!

		She admired herself in the full-length mirror on the back of the room’s door, turning this way and that. Katie murmured, “I bet this will make Shamar’s big cock hard when he sees me in it; that’s for sure!”

		Deciding her head felt considerably more manageable after the shower and now that the aspirin had had a chance to take effect, Katie grabbed up her sunglasses, her pool wrap, and her beach bag. She resolved to have brunch poolside this morning—or afternoon, or whatever it was—and drink a mimosa.

		“That ought to make me feel better, if anything will,” she told herself as she stepped out into the hallway moments later and headed for the swimming pool.

		The elevator seemed to be working better this morning. Either that or she was getting used to how slow it was.

		She was glad she had her sunglasses on when it finally arrived at the first floor. The Mexican sun was shining brightly throughout the lobby as she made her way over to the two glass doors leading out to the pool.

		Katie took a table right beside the pool and set her beach bag down on a nearby chair, scanning the menu that had been left on the table. When the waiter came, she ordered the mimosa along with huevos rancheros, telling her server to be sure the hot sauce was served on the side. She didn’t think her tummy could face anything that was even moderately spicy this morning; not after all of that booze last night!

		The fried eggs, refried beans, and cheese went down smoothly when they came. And the doughy, chewy flour tortilla did too, seeming to help soak up all the vodka she had consumed last night; or at least that was her hope.

		The mimosa tasted just right also, so she ordered a second one near the end of breakfast. As the plate and silverware were being cleared away, she began eyeing the chaise lounges on the other side of the pool, deciding which one she wanted to lie out on to work on her tan.

		After all, it was very pleasant underneath the table’s big umbrella, out of the bright sunlight. But you couldn’t avoid the sun all day and hope to get a tan, now could you?

		

		****

		

		Bonnie Creswell lived in a cute little duplex over in Reseda, a few miles away from the Encino store she managed. Monty parked the Cadillac at the curb and walked up to the front door.

		It was already open and he heard raised voices through the screen when he got up to the front porch. A man’s voice said: “Fuck you, bitch! I won’t leave just because you tell me to! This is my house too, or at least it used to be!”

		“Get out! Get out! Get the fuck out of here, you asshole!” Bonnie screamed at the top of her lungs. “I don’t want you around here any more! Don’t you get that? I never want to see you again!”

		There was a crash and the sound of glass breaking. Monty stood indecisively on the porch for a moment, wondering if he should call the cops, leave, or rush inside.

		Bonnie screamed, as if in pain, and that decided him. He tore open the screen door and ran inside the front room.

		They were in the nearby kitchen, wrestling over a butcher knife! There was a broken blue glass pitcher which had once held what appeared to be orange juice on the linoleum and the small kitchen table was lying on its side right next to it.

		Monty glanced around the living room and saw a set of fireplace tools. Snatching up a long fireplace poker, he charged into the kitchen where her husband had just wrested the knife away from Bonnie and was menacing her with it.

		“I think you’d better leave now, Chad,” Monty said, suddenly remembering the husband’s name from last year’s Christmas party. “I’ve already called the cops and they’re on their way.”

		Chad, who was considerably shorter than Monty’s six-one and of slighter build, whirled on him, brandishing the big knife. He recognized Monty and asked, “What…are you fucking her, too, man? Is everyone fucking her?”

		Recognizing the crazed, drunken look in the husband’s washed out blue eyes for what it was, Monty said soothingly, “You know me…I’m Bonnie’s boss. I just came over this morning to make sure she was okay after the row you caused at work last night.”

		“A likely story,” Chad fumed, his eyes looking even crazier as he stepped closer to Monty, still waving the knife around wildly. “You probably drop by here every morning…for a blowjob or a fuck!”

		This guy’s way off the deep end, Monty told himself, stepping back a pace. He’s totally whacked out on booze or maybe speed or both!

		The knife stopped for a moment and Monty made up his mind. He brought the heavy poker down hard across Chad’s wrist and he immediately released the knife, screaming with pain.

		Monty put a foot on it as it skittered across the linoleum toward him and said again; firmly this time, “Get the fuck out of here. And don’t come back!”

		Holding his injured wrist, Chad muttered, “I’ll go. I’ll go, but I’ll be back!”

		Monty resisted the temptation to smack Chad in the back of the head with the poker as the man scuttled past him, still holding his injured wrist with his other hand. He heard the screen door slam closed, and a few seconds later, a car engine turn over and tires squeal away from the curb.

		Bonnie, who was a petite but buxom little brunette beauty ran into his arms and sobbed, “Oh, thank you, Monty! I thought he was going to kill me there for a moment!”

		Monty let the poker fall to the linoleum and held her comfortingly against his chest while she cried. He noticed that she had even bigger tits than Katie did, as she sobbed in his arms…

		

		****

		

		Jesus, but it’s hot out in the sun today, Katie told herself. I hope my sun-block is up to the job!

		She finished the last of her mimosa, her fourth of the day, and set her glass back down on the small table next to her lounger. Easing herself upward onto her elbows, she got off the chaise and walked over to the nearby pool, where she sat on the side for a moment before easing herself down into the water.

		The pool was cooler than the ocean, but not much. Nevertheless, it felt soothing against her hot skin as she waded in it up to the bar at the shaded, shallow end of the pool.

		“I’d like another mimosa, please,” she told the smiling young barman. “Just put it on my room tab.”

		“You should get out of the sun for a while,” the handsome young man standing next to her in the water advised her with a big smile. “You don’t want to get a sunburn on that lovely skin of yours.”

		She looked more closely at the towering figure standing next to her at the bar and saw that he had Nordic-blond hair, so light it was almost white in color, and that the skin on his powerful chest and shoulders was as pale as it could be. His friendly voice had featured a slight accent too, probably from one of the Scandinavian countries.

		“I’m Sven,” he said, extending his hand, “I’m from Sweden.”

		“Katie,” she said, giving him hers to shake, “I’m an American.”

		“I guessed as much,” he said, eyeing her openly and clearly liking what he saw, “you are a very attractive American, if you don’t mind me saying so.”

		Then, instead of shaking her hand, he bowed low and kissed the back of it, making Katie’s heart absolutely skip a beat! He was utterly yummy-looking, with those sexy blue eyes of his that were so light they were almost clear; plus his bodybuilder muscles: Sven had one hell of a physique!

		His massive build reminded her of Shamar, except that with his ivory skin, short blond hair, and blue eyes, he was the polar opposite of the hulking Jamaican, with his dreadlocks, ebony skin, and soulful brown eyes.

		“And you are quite the charmer,” she told him, trying not to blush over his obvious attraction to her.

		“I try,” he answered, just as her mimosa came. “May I have the honor of buying that cocktail for you?”

		“Of course,” she told him with a big smile, taking a sip, “what are you drinking today, Sven?”

		“Beer, mostly,” he said as a fresh mug of golden lager arrived in front of him. “Some of these Mexican beers are really quite good. At home, I usually drink aquavit, but they don’t carry it in most places in Mexico.”

		“What’s…aquavit…am I pronouncing that right?”

		“It’s a Scandinavian liquor and it’s quite strong,” Sven informed her. “We drink it ice cold, straight from the freezer in most cases.”

		“What does it taste like?” She asked, curious.

		“It’s flavored with various spices,” he informed her, taking a sip of his beer, “depending on which manufacturer produced it. But the main spice is always caraway or dill.”

		“Dill,” She said, amused by the notion of a liquor that tasted like a pickle, “how unusual.”

		“It’s an unusual part of the world,” Sven told her with that charming smile of his, sitting down on one of the barstools which had been mounted on the swimming pool’s bottom in front of the bar.

		She did the same, choosing the one right next to his, so that they could continue their flirting. Katie had no illusions about that being the case.

		This big Swedish honey was hitting on her…and she found, to her shock, that she loved it!

		“Where is your husband?” Sven asked; nodding at her ring set.

		“Back in LA, where he belongs,” Katie answered him boldly. “We agreed to take separate vacations this year.”

		“How very sophisticated of you,” Sven complimented her. “That sounds like something a Scandinavian couple might do.”

		“I’ve read that you Nordic types tend to hold some radically different views, when it comes to personal relationships…and sex,” Kate offered provocatively, drinking more of her mimosa.

		“We do at that,” Sven agreed.

		“I’d like to hear more about Sweden,” she said. “Why don’t you join me out in the sun, so that we can pursue our conversation?”

		Sven laughed and shook his head that he couldn’t, saying: “Oh, no, I’d burn to a crisp in minutes, out in that sun with my light skin, no matter how much sun-block I used.”

		Katie was taken aback by that admission. She asked, “Well, in that case, why did you come down to the pool today? For that matter, why did you choose a place like Mexico for a vacation in the first place?”

		Again, the big Swede laughed as he told her, “For the women, of course! So I could meet girls like you, Katie.”

		She stiffened—not sure what he’d meant by that last remark--and asked, “What do you mean…‘girls like me’?”

		He leaned towards her barstool again and whispered, “Hot-looking girls who are interested in…cock!”

		She started to recoil away from him, but he reached down and captured her left wrist and submerged it quickly in the water. He placed her hand on the front of his baggy swim trunks and Katie immediately felt a prick that was nearly the size of Shamar’s and which was half hard already!

		“Oh, my,” she said, flustered.

		Her mind suddenly went blank! She couldn’t think of another thing so say!

		But she didn’t move her hand away from where he’d placed it right away…

		

		****

		

		“This is so nice of you, Monty…I mean Mr. Graham,” Bonnie told him as they pulled into his garage later in that day, just after lunch. “Thanks for letting me stay here like this.”

		“It’s only for a night or two,” he told her, “just until the cops catch up with your ex and throw him in jail for violating your restraining order so flagrantly, not mention threatening you with a knife.”

		“Still, it’s so good of you to offer to let me use one of your spare bedrooms,” she gushed thankfully. “I really couldn’t afford a motel. My credit cards are nearly maxed out, what with the lawyer’s fees and all! Who knew divorces could be so expensive?”

		“I hear you,” Monty said sympathetically. “Come on, let’s go in the house and I’ll show you where everything is.”

		As he escorted her inside, carrying the small suitcase she had hastily packed after the cops had left her place just now, he said, “Listen, I’m going to call Tina and tell her what happened. Since my wife isn’t in town this week, it might be best if you didn’t mention to anyone at work about me letting you stay here.”

		Bonnie looked as if she didn’t get what he was saying for a minute, but then she smiled conspiratorially and said, “Oh, I understand completely! You can count on me, Mr. Graham; I won’t say a word about this to anyone!”

		Monty smiled and said, “‘Monty’ is okay while you’re staying here, kid. Let me show you to your room.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		New Partners

		

		Katie and Sven sat at the bar and drank steadily until late afternoon. She’d eventually removed her hand from his crotch, but the memory of his impressive cock stayed with her.

		“Let me buy you dinner,” he suggested at around five.

		“Where did you have in mind?” She asked coyly, leaning into him until their lips were barely separated.

		“I was thinking of ordering room service, up in my room, later on this evening,” he whispered, openly staring down at her cleavage, “while we’re resting up from our strenuous work out.”

		“Oh, and what work out might that be?” She asked teasingly, dipping her hand slyly beneath the water again, to once again caress his now very hard cock through his swim trunks.

		“I’d be more than glad to show you, right after we finish this round,” he said through clenched teeth as she fondled his prick lovingly through the suit.

		“I don’t need any more to drink,” she whispered, staring into those mesmerizing white-blue eyes of his.

		“Nor do I,” he agreed, standing up and nodding to the barman. “Put these on my room tab, if you would; along with a fifteen percent tip for yourself.”

		“I’d be happy to do that,” the bartender said, smiling.

		Sven turned carefully and walked further out into the pool. He told her, “I’ll meet you at the deep end and we can go inside together.”

		She laughed and said knowingly, “Oh, you want as few people as possible to see the front of your trunks; is that it?”

		“Nonsense, I’m Swedish,” he grinned back at her. “We’re not embarrassed by a little thing like an erection.”

		She giggled and said softly, “That’s no little thing, from what I felt just now!”

		

		****

		

		Holy fuck, what a rack this girl has going for her! Monty thought as he watched Bonnie happily cavorting about in the pool like a five-year old.

		It was well into the evening by now, a few hours after dinner. He had grilled them up a couple of steaks and poured her several glasses of one of his premium cabernets to go along with the meal.

		Now they were just relaxing in the swimming pool. Unlike Bianca, one of Katie’s old bikinis had proved to fit her just fine.

		Or at least her bountiful breasts filled up the top. Watching her jump around excitedly in the pool, Monty had to admit, Bonnie more than filled it up!

		She must be at least a forty “D” cup, he marveled. Katie was a thirty-eight “D” and her old suit was straining to hold Bonnie’s big knockers in check!

		“I think I’m going to turn in now, boss,” Bonnie announced breathlessly just then, still panting from the effort it had taken to propel her lush little body around the pool. “This has been a stressful twenty-four hours. And playing around in your nice pool seems to have completely relaxed me at last, thank God!”

		“Whatever you want,” Monty told her magnanimously, adjusting his seat on the edge of the pool to better hide the raging hard-on watching her huge breasts jiggle around precariously in that bikini top had given him. “I’ll be turning in too, in a few minutes.”

		She nodded and then walked slowly to the steps at the shallow end of the pool. He watched her trim ass as she climbed them, thinking, Man, that’s some butt to go along with those super titties of hers! I had no idea little Bonnie was such a sex goddess underneath her company uniform!

		He sat in the gathering dark, thinking about today. The cops had said they’d notify her when it was safe for her to return home, and they hadn’t called yet.

		This Chad was proving slipperier than they’d all supposed. The cops had seemed confident at first that they’d scoop him up and into custody right away.

		Monty’s offer to Bonnie of a place to stay had simply slipped out before he’d had a chance to consider what it might mean, what with Katie’s being away…

		He hoped Bonnie would be able to keep her mouth shut about this when she went back to work later in the week. That’s all he needed; rumors about him and a hot-looking young employee flying around the company!

		With that thought uppermost in his mind, he’d lied to Tina when he’d phoned the office this afternoon, while Bonnie was busy moving into a guest bedroom. He had told his office manager he had settled Bonnie in a nondescript motel, not that he was hosting her at his house, with his wife out of town!

		

		****

		

		There was very little small talk once they got up to Sven’s hotel room and locked the door. Both of them knew exactly what was going to happen, and they both wanted it to happen!

		Katie was surprised how easily cheating on her marriage had now become for her, after being with Shamar. She didn’t resist at all as Sven gathered her body into his arms after taking off her pool wrap and setting her beach bag down on a chair.

		His kiss was insistent, but not pushy. She felt his tongue against her lips almost immediately and she opened them for him without hesitation.

		He kisses me so much differently than Shamar does, Katie realized as their tongues got to know one another. And both of them are different than my husband!

		Both Shamar and Sven kissed her passionately, as though they wanted to devour her body; the way Sven was kissing her now. His tongue was all over hers and she could feel his long cock throbbing against her bare tummy right through his swim trunks.

		I’ve got to see it, she thought half-drunkenly, breaking off the kiss and stepping away from him a little.

		His loose swimsuit came right off as soon as she tugged on it. Sven’s pubic hair was as white-blond as the hair on his head, and his prick was an even whiter shade than the skin across his chest and shoulders.

		So smooth…so pretty, she thought as she held it in her hand for the first time, so pale, and his cock head is so pink!

		His big penis was shaped like a torpedo or a missile, all long and beautiful in its starkness; with its utter lack of color, other than pink. And it was wide; even wider than Shamar’s, she thought as she stared at it hungrily.

		Katie felt her mouth watering as she fantasized about sucking it. She asked herself when she had become such an avid cocksucker.

		I guess all sluts are anxious to suck cocks…and I’ve sure been acting like a slut since I’ve been here in Mexico!

		She had the thought while she led him over to the nearby bed by his hard prick. Before she sat down, she popped her bra snaps open and slid it off, and then she skimmed off her bikini bottoms, leaving her as naked as him.

		“A bare pussy,” he commented, beaming down at her, “I prefer that look.”

		Good thing I shaved off the rest of my pubic hair off this morning, Katie thought wryly as she stuck out her tongue and swirled it all around Sven’s cock head a few times. I’d hate to disappoint!

		Sven didn’t sound as if disappointment was going to be a problem tonight. He moaned softly as she swabbed at his sensitive prick tip with her hot little tongue, then slid the head and about two inches into her mouth and began to suck…

		

		****

		

		Monty fixed himself a brandy before he retired to the master bedroom at around ten. He swirled it around in the glass, inhaling the heady aroma, before taking a sip of it.

		Bonnie sure has great tits, he thought, drinking more of the pricey liquor. Its lucky Bianca really drained my balls last night or I’d be horny as a three-peckered owl with a real hottie like her sleeping just down the hallway from me.

		He finished the brandy and put the glass on the counter, heading for bed. When he got into the bedroom, he picked up his Kindle and read for a little while, until he started to feel drowsy.

		Just as he’d switched the bedside lamp off--plunging the room into darkness except for the thin streamers of moonlight filtering in from the blinds--the door opened. Bonnie stepped hesitantly inside, dressed in a set of wispy red babydoll pajamas.

		“M-Monty,” she whispered uncertainly as she approached the bed, “are you asleep?”

		“Uh, no, not yet,” he sighed, seeing her huge tits as clear as day through the ultra-sheer top in the moonlight.

		“I…I couldn’t sleep,” she murmured, pulling back the covers. “I guess I got scared once again…all alone in the dark.”

		She climbed into the bed beside him and he smelled her perfume and the chlorine from the pool in her hair. His cock started to get hard inside his boxers instantly.

		“I know I shouldn’t be taking advantage of your hospitality like this,” she said, snuggling into him, “but I like you so much! And it feels so good to cuddle up with someone when you’re scared; don’t you think?”

		Maybe her husband wasn’t totally wrong about Bonnie, Monty thought as he felt her soft breasts press into the side of his body through his tee shirt. She does seem to be a fairly hot-to-trot little girl at that!

		His buxom employee squirmed in even closer to him and he could feel her big, erect nubs up against his ribcage as she whispered, “Do you like titties, Monty? I’ve got quite a set! Do you want to see?”

		Before he could even think about stopping her, Bonnie brought the hem of her negligee top up over her sumptuous mounds and skimmed it off over her head. She dropped the discarded pajama top on the carpet next to the bed and pushed her naked breasts against his side.

		Holy fuck, he thought, those are the biggest boobs I’ve ever seen in my entire life!

		He told himself that fucking an employee was a terrible idea, even as he turned over to face Bonnie in bed. Monty stared at those huge tits of Bonnie’s, with their beguiling, half-dollar-sized areolas, and knew that he was as good as lost!

		

		****

		

		He’s at least two inches shorter than Shamar is, Katie thought as sat on the bed, sucking Sven’s impressive cock. He’s really wide; but he’s not as long, because I can fit it all inside my mouth and throat!

		She stared up a Sven while she gobbled his dick. He was smiling contentedly, stroking her cheeks and her naked shoulders as she blew him.

		“You’re quite good at that,” he sighed. “I love the way you use your tongue constantly. That’s really hot!”

		He slowly eased his cock out of her mouth as he continued with; “I’d love to come in your mouth. But right now, I want to sample that incredible little pussy of yours, Katie.”

		That sounded good to her. She was so wet from sucking Sven’s gorgeous prick that she could barely wait to feel it inside her!

		Katie didn’t have a long wait, when it came to that. Sven merely pushed her over onto her back before he bent down and slid her short body a few feet back onto the big bed.

		He seemed to sense that she was already wet and eager for his cock, kneeling between her splayed open legs and easing the head up and down in her weeping slit only a few times before slipping it inside her. She sighed as he took her in one long lunge, his balls bouncing off her ass cheeks as he bottomed out in her slick pussy.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, nice and tight; just the way I imagined you’d be,” he murmured as he began to fuck her.

		She reached up and clamped her arms around his back as he picked up the pace. Katie hunched her pussy up to meet his thrusts and wrapped her short legs around his humping ass as he speared himself into her depths again and again.

		Ohhhhhhhh, yeaaaaahhhhhh! She told herself. This cutie is a great fuck! I just knew somehow that he would be!

		Katie ground her nipples up against his hairless chest shamelessly as he rode her. She mashed her clit up against his sliding dick at the same time and reveled in how good it felt to be fucked like this by a total stranger, so soon after she’d met him!

		This is totally unlike me, she thought to herself, hooking up with a hot-looking foreigner at a bar and letting him take me up to his room and ball my brains loose!

		She hadn’t been like this in college. She hadn’t been like this in high school.

		She had never been like this in her life before! But it felt great to just let go and enjoy her sexuality for once…to act like a complete slut!

		Besides, no one knows me down here. I can do whatever I want and not give it a second thought!

		It felt totally wild to live this way; free to do whatever she wanted, to fuck whomever she felt like fucking! It was absolutely exhilarating to feel so…so unfettered!

		As she got ready to come for the first time on this stranger’s plunging cock, she wondered idly if Caroline had done anything like this when she was down here? She’d be willing to bet that her sister hadn’t: Shamar and his big black dick had been enough for her!

		I guess I’m the hot sister, at last, Katie thought smugly as her clit began to throb in that telltale way it did just before she came…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Monty, you suck ‘em so nice!” Bonnie sighed; as Monty’s hot mouth went busily from nipple to nipple.

		He was in Titty Heaven! Monty had always been a breast man—that’s a big part of why he’d fallen so hard for Katie—and this girl had an absolutely great set of knockers!

		These big fuckers are probably going to droop down to her bellybutton by the time she’s forty, Monty thought as he sucked hungrily at Bonnie’s huge tits. But she’s only in her mid-twenties now, so they’re still as round and firm and delectable as they can be!

		He slipped a middle finger into her shaved-bare slit and found that she was extremely juicy as well. She groaned and trembled all over as she whispered, “Oh, Monty, I’m so turned on! Be careful, or you’ll make me come already, before you even fuck me!”

		Jesus, what a hot little cunt she is! Monty shuddered as he thought about slipping his very hard cock into where his finger was now.

		She obviously wanted it! And so did he; so what was the harm?

		None at all that I see, he thought as he rolled Bonnie onto over her back and mounted up…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Cheating On Each Other…Again

		

		“Oh, God, give it to me!” Katie whined.

		Sven had made her come so great a few minutes ago, during that first missionary style fuck. While she was still coming down from that high, he had urged her over onto her hands and knees in the center of the bed and gotten up behind her on his knees.

		Now he was fucking her furiously from behind, grabbing a handful of ass cheek to hold her in place to take his big cock’s relentless pummeling. She was sure that she was going to have a bruise on her right buttocks tomorrow morning from how hard he was squeezing it, but she didn’t care right at the moment.

		It just felt so good to be…hammered by his huge prick like this! She groaned out her intense pleasure and dropped down onto her tits and tummy underneath him, offering up her super-slick pussy to his hard fucking!

		“That’s the way I want it!” She wailed, shaking her ass for him. “Deep and hard; oh, fuck, Sven! Do me deep and hard…pleaaaassseee!”

		Her muscular Swedish lover grunted out his agreement and fucked her even harder. Katie whimpered at how great that felt and dug her titties into the bedspread while she gripped it in both hands to hold herself in place under his frantic thrusting.

		“God, Katie, you’re a hot little bitch, aren’t you?” Sven sighed as he ravaged her. “Who’d have suspected that nice girl like you was such a cock-crazy cunt underneath that prim little school teacher exterior?”

		Katie found that she didn’t mind him calling her a cunt at all. On the contrary, she realized that it thrilled her to be thought of as such an obscene, downright slutty girl!

		“Fuck me,” she begged him again. “Fuck me hard and cream my hot pussy and I’ll come for you right now!”

		Sven reacted to her words as if she’d just driven a cattle prod up his asshole and turned it on. His big cock flew in and out of her clasping hole faster and faster…

		

		****

		

		“Monty…I just love your hot dick!” Bonnie screamed out the words as she rode him.

		He had already fucked her to a huge climax on her back, and then he had rolled over, still buried in her juicy depths and urged her to “ride him like a cowgirl!” Now her mammoth breasts were bouncing and jiggling all over the place as she feverishly hunched her pussy up and down his rigid cock, seeking yet another orgasm!

		She’s a great little fuck, Monty thought, admiring her massive tits and the way they jellied around on her heaving chest as she frantically rode him. That little pussy of hers is as tight as it can be. And those tits…!

		He reached up and captured one in each hand and began to twist her nipples as she shimmied her ass up and down his pole. Bonnie gurgled with pleasure and he felt her pussy contract around his prick.

		Fuckin’ A, but this little girl can fuck; Monty thought delightedly and squeezed down even harder on her jutting nipples.

		Bonnie gasped in ecstasy and began to fuck him even faster! He held on to her jiggly knockers by their tips and moaned as her cunt gobbled him up!

		Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, this is a great piece of ass, Monty told himself over and over as she feverishly balled him.

		He groaned in utter bliss and fired a huge wad of hot jism up into her gliding pussy. Monty sighed with pleasure and unloaded again and again up into Bonnie’s gripping twat as she sat back on his geysering cock and keened out her own orgasm.

		“Oh, Monty…oh, fuck, there so much of it!” She wailed in ecstasy as he bathed her insides with spunk.

		I guess little Bianca didn’t get it all last night after all, Monty thought smugly as he creamed the girl’s tight little cunt. Either that; or I’m a bigger stud than I ever thought!

		

		****

		

		Mmmmmmmmm, his come is nothing but yummy! Katie thought as she sucked Sven’s limp, gooey-with-semen cock hungrily a few minutes later. I want to suck him off all the way before he flies back to Sweden in the morning!

		Sven’s big balls had pumped what seemed like a gallon of come into her contracting pussy just a few minutes ago, as both of them had shared an exquisite orgasm together. He had fucked her hard and deep, just the way she had been craving it, until she’d screamed out her pleasure and climaxed around his driving cock.

		He had reacted by firing wad after wad of searing come into her inner-most depths. It had felt like heaven to her, to be creamed so thoroughly, while she was coming, and she had nearly torn a hole in the bedspread while she groaned and spasmed beneath his gushing cock!

		Now she had him in her mouth, eagerly sucking him back to hardness once more. They might have only this one night together, but she intended to take full advantage of it!

		Sven tonight and luscious Shamar tomorrow, she thought dreamily—vanilla and chocolate, too--gulping down a big mouthful of saliva mixed with spunk as she licked all around his rapidly stiffening dick while she sucked it. What a greedy girl I’m turning out to be…

		

		****

		

		“J-Jesus, Bonnie, give me a minute to rest up, will you?” He asked as she slipped his spent prick into her lips and began to suck.

		He had just fucked her to an incredible climax a few minutes ago. Katie usually wanted to just lie still and cuddle after an explosive shared orgasm like that. Even Bianca—that little firebrand—had given him a few minutes to recuperate after a particularly spectacular fuck session.

		But Bonnie seemed to be insatiable! She was gobbling his dick as if there was no tomorrow and she had to have it again right now!

		“Can’t get enough of this big fucker,” she crooned, letting the half-hard shaft slip from her saliva-wet lips for a second. “It feels too sensational inside me to pass up.”

		She stared up at him from his lap as he sat at the head of the bed, up against the pillows. Bonnie said with a tiny little smile, “Chad has a puny dick, compared to yours, boss. I just love your big cock—Katie is such a lucky girl!”

		It made Monty extremely nervous, to hear Bonnie mention Katie’s name. It reminded him that the two of them had met and helped reinforce the fact that his marriage would truly in peril, if this big-titted little bimbo were to say something to any one else they both knew about tonight!

		Still…he thought as she gazed up at him longingly with those gorgeous tits of hers spilled all around his stiffening cock, licking absently at his prick tip…What guy didn’t like to be told he had a great Johnson by a hot young beauty?

		“Oh, Monty,” she sighed, just before she stuffed it back into her adoring lips, “I just want to suck it and suck it!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck,” Katie murmured as she undulated her hips up and down over Sven’s engorged cock.

		Talk about feeling like a whore! She thought to herself as she got used to the unfamiliar position, trying to decide whether she liked it or not.

		Sven had urged her onto her knees in the middle of the mattress, once she had him as hard as he could be again. Then he had moved into position beside her, lying flat on his back, motioning for her to mount him reverse cowgirl style.

		Now he had her in a hold that reminded her of something she might have seen during a pro wrestling broadcast, his hands interlocked behind her head, holding her in place, as he fucked up into her pussy slit. Her lover’s powerful arms were supporting her legs, his elbows locked behind her kneecaps from in back as he thrust up into her.

		Being fucked like this was a bit degrading— it was as if he was using her compact body like a sex toy to jack his dick off with—but it was also way hot, when you considered it from another angle. She was totally at his mercy in this position and she knew it.

		Sven could have snapped her neck with his strong arms any time he wanted to, if he’d wanted to. But her clit was gliding along his upward-lunging cock as he used her in the way.

		And her big tits were bouncing around wildly on her chest as he pummeled her from underneath. Her nipples looked to be at full attention as she stared down at them.

		He’s…he’s fucking me so hard, she told herself, feeling her ravaged pussy gushing lubricant down onto his flying prick as he hammered it up into her relentlessly. I-I kind of like it, being controlled like this!

		It was totally new to her. Monty and all of her previous boyfriends—even the hulking Shamar--had been so gentle, when you compared them to Sven, she now realized.

		This guy just takes whatever he wants without asking, she told herself. And that—God help me—is all kinds of…hot!

		Katie began to shiver all over and she realized that she was going to come yet again. Whatever else you could say about Sven…he really knew how to get a girl’s pussy off!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, baby, just like that!” Bonnie whined helplessly, gripped in the clutches of yet another towering orgasm.

		Monty had her on the carpet, next to the bed, and he was really pistoning his hard cock in and out of her soupy cunt. She was sort of standing on her head; her face pressed into the carpet fiber, her left cheek flat on the rug while he supported her tiny body easily with one hand and drilled his dick directly down into her spasming pussy slit.

		This little hottie just loves it! Monty told himself as he made her come again. She just loves sex, no matter which way you do it to her!

		He reached over for the tube of sex lube he had surreptitiously slipped out from under one of the pillows when he’d hustled Bonnie out of bed a few minutes ago. Using one hand, while he supported her with the other, he undid the cap and squirted a big gob of the slick gel onto her anus.

		“N-Nooooooo, not back there; I don’t do that!” Bonnie protested, beginning to squirm away from him.

		“You mean you never used to do that,” Monty laughed softly, petting her clit as he eased a finger down into her tight little backdoor.

		“No, please, not my bottom,” she begged. “I don’t like it!”

		A girl as hot as this one, Monty asked himself as he began to finger her butthole in time with his cock-lunges into her pussy? She’ll come around; the guys who ass-fucked her before this must not have known what they were doing!

		Sure enough, over the next few minutes or so, the girl’s bleats and little mewls of protest gradually turned to purrs of delight. She stopped trying to twist away from him and let him have his way with her ass, as well as her cunt.

		“Ooh, Monty; that feels so…nasty!” She cooed as he finger-banged her anus.

		“That’s because it is nasty,” Monty chuckled, feeling her anal sheath begin to grab at his penetrating finger in time with her pussy gripping his gliding cock. “But then you’re a nasty little girl, aren’t you, Bonnie?”

		She didn’t answer right away. It took her a full minute to cave in and finally whisper, “Yesssssssss, I’m nothing but a hot little cunt around you, Monty; I can’t seem to help myself!”

		Chortling softly in triumph, he eased his finger out of her butt and slid his cock out of her pussy. She groaned as he took her back there, whimpering, “Go slow; oh, God, it feels so…biiiiiiggg!”

		He thumbed her very erect little clit harder as he began to fuck her in the ass. She moaned but made no further protest as his cock went faster and faster.

		Soon she was gurgling with delight, and moving her ass around under him as best she could, seeking more of his hot dick! She sighed, “Oh, boss, you’re so fucking hot! I didn’t think I’d ever like this…but I do…the way you do it to me!”

		Monty smiled and balled her even harder. All of this sex with different women was really making him feel good about himself in the bedroom.

		He could hardly wait for Katie to get back, so he could show off to his wife a little!

		

		****

		

		“Do me!” Katie begged in a husky voice she barely even recognized as belonging to her. “Oh, God, you’ve got me so close! Make me come again…pleeeeeaaasssse!”

		Sven laughed and fucked her harder, making her whole petite body shake as he drilled up into it. She moaned pressed down harder on the bedspread with her palms, driving her pussy down onto him even further with each penetration.

		Fuck, it feels like that huge thing is about to come out my throat, it’s so far up inside me, Katie realized.

		But still, it wasn’t enough! She wondered idly if she could ever get enough hot, hard cock thrust into her to be satisfied?

		All at once, her pussy grabbed at Sven’s flying prick and big tremors of pre-come fury coursed through her. She pushed her head back against her lover’s restricting hands and moaned, “Oh, fuck, I’m coming again…and is it ever a huge one?”

		Sven’s cock bucked within her and started to jet out its hot load. The fiery goo back-washed out of her spasming pussy immediately and made contact with her clit; Katie screamed and shivered atop his spurting prick, reveling in the hot contractions that were sweeping through her body as she came and came!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, fuck, oh, fuck,” Bonnie shrieked as she got off on her boss’s pounding cock up her ass.

		She twisted and writhed beneath him, and it was all Monty could do to hold her in place against his legs as he began to cream her bunghole. He drew in a breath with a gasp at how good it felt to be firing his come up her tight little ass!

		This little chick is such a great fuck, no matter which hole you happen to be in, Monty told himself as they climaxed together. She’s probably going to kill me with this hot body of hers before morning. But I can’t think of a better way to go!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Mountain Idyll – Resolution

		

		Katie stumbled back down to her own room at five in the morning. She still had the taste of Sven’s come in her mouth as she opened the door and stepped inside.

		“God, who’d have ever thought his nuts would still have had that much spunk left in them, after everything we did last night?” Katie asked herself as she pulled off her wrap and swimsuit and headed for the shower.

		She half hoped Shamar would cancel out on the horseback excursion up into the hills today, the way he had yesterday. He was supposed to call at ten, giving Katie less than five hours of sleep!

		Sven will no doubt be dozing peacefully on his plane to San Francisco, on his way back to Sweden, while I’m trying not to go to sleep in the saddle, fall off my horse, and break my fool neck!

		And the sex--what if Shamar decided to give her well-fucked body as big a work out as Sven had given it last night?

		Katie stepped into the shower, shaking her head. She muttered into the spray, “How do I get myself into these situations?”

		

		****

		

		“You really should go into work today, Bonnie,” Monty told her at nine that morning.

		She rolled over in bed, her eyes shining with mischief, her big naked breasts clearly visible as she pushed the bed covers down onto her sleek tummy. The girl grinned up at him and said, “Aw, do I have to? I’d much rather stay here and fuck the boss some more. That’s way more fun than work!”

		Monty winced inwardly. This was just the kind of thing he’d been afraid of: his new mistress holding their relationship over his head!

		He forced a smile and said, “That does sound like more fun than working at that, but we’ve both got jobs to do, kid.”

		She threw the covers off and said in a sultry voice, “Come here and do yours, then, boss. I’m horny again.”

		Bonnie spread her trim little legs and displayed a pussy that was already leaking out a steady stream of jism. He felt his cock stiffening as he looked at it and fantasized about adding to the reservoir of come already up inside that cute little hole.

		He sighed and got back into bed, saying, “Okay, one more time; but both of us have to go to work today. I can make up something to stall Tina with, but you’re scheduled to go in this afternoon. And you’re going to be there!”

		“Sure, boss, but first…”

		She flashed him a languid smile and opened her arms to him. As he kissed her, he told himself, this is going to end badly; I just know it is!

		

		****

		

		She had to admit, this was pretty cool. Katie looked back over her shoulder at the valley down below them and at the ocean and smiled.

		Shamar had showed up at her hotel right at ten, the way he’d promised, and they’d set off in his convertible Mercedes, toward his friend’s ranch outside of town, just at the base of these foothills. Katie had only been on a horse twice before in her life, but Shamar had assured her that he was horseman enough for the both of them, and Juan—the owner of the two horses—had merely smiled and agreed that it was true.

		I can believe that, Katie thought as they climbed through some boulders and brush to a shady spot. I’m probably the eightieth or so girl he’s brought up here over the years. He sure seems to know what he’s doing and exactly where he’s going.

		“The spot I wanted to show you is just up ahead, after we ford the creek,” Shamar said just then, turning around in his saddle to look back at her, a broad smile on his handsome face. “It’s very beautiful. You’ll see when we get there.”

		They had been in the saddle for just over two hours. Juan, the man who owned the ranch, had said he made his living out of guided tours up into these mountains. He thus had lots of horses, and he’d been only too happy to rent two of them to Shamar for the day.

		Her Jamaican lover had explained that when he’d first arrived in Mexico, he had worked for Juan as a tour guide for a year, before saving up enough money to buy his first Jet Ski and open up his own business. They were still great friends.

		Shamar gestured to a creek up ahead and said, “Here it is, Katie. Once we cross this, we branch off the main trail on down to a small glen I know about. The waterfall I told you about is there, and that’s where we’ll have lunch.”

		

		****

		

		“Monty, I just got a call from the Encino store,” Tina announced, ashen-faced, after barging into his office that day, right at closing time. “You’d better get over there. I guess Bonnie’s ex showed up with a gun, and there’s been a shooting!”

		“Holy fuck,” Monty said, jumping up from his desk and grabbing up his sport coat, “who got shot?”

		“Apparently Bonnie’s ex and poor Vic,” Tina said to him as he rushed toward the front door. “He stepped in and tried to save Bonnie when the shooting started. The cops arrived quickly and they shot Bonnie’s ex. He’s dead!”

		Fuck, what a mess! Monty thought as he jerked open the door.

		“Bonnie’s okay, but she’s really shaken up, as you can imagine!”

		Tina called after him with that news but Monty was already out the door by then, headed for his car. He felt like a true asshole for the thoughts that he was having as he was backing hurriedly out of his reserved parking space: shootings, especially ones involving dead bodies, are poison for restaurants!

		

		****

		

		“This is really fantastic,” Katie gushed, looking around the tiny slice of paradise Shamar had brought her to. “It’s fabulous!”

		They had just finished a lunch of chicken burritos, chunks of pineapple and melon, tortilla chips, and Mexican beer. The two of them were sitting in the shade, next to a sparklingly clear pool of calm water, while a small waterfall splashed down into the pool on the other side.

		“There are other, bigger falls further up, that Juan’s guys take tourists to,” Shamar explained, standing up and removing the tank top he’d worn today. “But this one goes unnoticed by almost everyone. I found it while I was working for Juan.”

		He removed his board shorts and her breath caught in her throat. He was naked underneath them, and his huge black cock hung down like limp python over his massive nut sac.

		“I…I didn’t think to bring my swimsuit,” she stammered, her eyes never leaving his manhood.

		“You don’t really need it, not here,” Shamar assured her with a smile, extending a big hand to help her to her feet.

		In seconds, he had her as naked as he was and they were both diving into the clear, cold water and swimming over to the waterfall. She was laughing with the sheer joy of being in such a place, with such a man, even though the cool mountain water felt chilly on her nude body.

		

		****

		

		“I’m Monty Graham, officer,” he introduced himself to the detective sergeant he’d been told was in charge of the scene. “I’m the owner.”

		“Mr. Graham, I’m sorry this happened,” the sergeant said, shaking hands perfunctorily with Monty. “We thought we’d find this guy before anything like this occurred, but we didn’t.”

		“What did happen?”

		The sergeant sighed--as if he’d seen scenes like this one a few too many times-- before answering, “The perpetrator, a Chad Creswell, now deceased, entered the premises at approximately five-fifteen. He was waving a gun around and he was under the influence of alcohol or drugs or possibly both, according to witnesses. He threatened his estranged wife with the gun, and then Mr. Maxwell jumped into it, stepping between Creswell and his wife, and catching a bullet in the shoulder for his trouble.”

		After taking a breath, the sergeant finished with, “Officers arrived on the scene almost immediately; saw Mr. Maxwell lying on the floor, bleeding, and Mr. Creswell brandishing the gun in a threatening manner toward Mrs. Creswell. They called for him to drop the weapon, he didn’t; shots were exchanged, and he was struck in the chest by multiple rounds. He was pronounced dead moments later, by EMT’s arriving on the scene.”

		Monty nodded absently, having spotted Bonnie sitting in an ambulance across the parking lot. He told the sergeant thanks and went over to talk to her.

		“Oh, Monty…I mean Mr. Graham,” she bleated as soon as she saw him. “It was awful, just awful! Poor Chad is dead and poor Vic has been shot…and it’s all just so awful!”

		She started to get to her feet, but the nearby EMT stopped her by extending his right arm in her direction. He told her, “You need to rest, ma’am.”

		Monty stepped closer, asking, “Where is Vic?”

		The EMT answered, “Already on his way to the hospital. His wound wasn’t all that serious—the bullet didn’t strike anything vital and it was a through-and-through wound—but its best not to take chances with a gunshot injury.”

		The young EMT got up and moved to the cab of the ambulance to fetch a clipboard. While he was gone, Monty leaned in and asked in a low voice, “How much time off are you going to need? Take as much as you want.”

		Bonnie’s white skin colored deeply as she said, “Oh, I don’t think I’ll be coming back to work. I’m quitting, as of today.”

		Shocked by her statement, Monty murmured, “But how are you going to live, with no job?”

		“Uh…Chad had insurance, lots of it. I’m pretty sure it pays off, even in a case like this,” she explained, looking guilty as hell as she said it.

		In a flash, Monty saw everything. Before the EMT got back, he asked her, “You were fucking Vic, weren’t you, and Chad found out about it?”

		She gave him an even more hangdog look and admitted, “Yeah, I was. And it really set Chad off!”

		Bonnie’s face brightened as she said in her defense, “You’ve seen Vic! He’s just so young and cute…I couldn’t help myself, really!”

		Monty suddenly felt sympathy for poor, dead Chad. Vic probably wasn’t the first guy Bonnie had fooled around with, he was guessing, after spending the last two days in bed with her, and experiencing first hand just how voracious a lover she could be!

		This girl has pants so hot that they’re on fire, he thought, staring down at the voluptuous brunette. God help Vic, if he stays hooked up with her! I just hope she doesn’t talk him into buying any insurance policies!

		

		****

		

		“Are you sure no one can see us back here?” Katie asked, glancing around the small cave they were in; the waterfall pounding away on the rocks just in front of them.

		Shamar smiled and said, “So what if they can? You seem to enjoy being watched, from what I remember about that alley!”

		Katie felt her face growing hot as mental images of being fucked up against that wall in the alley—and of the four strangers watching her--and how it had turned on it had made her, flitted through her memory. She put her arms around Shamar’s thick neck and said in a low voice, “Well, then…what are you waiting for?”

		Their kiss was both steamy and relaxed at the same time. They had been intimate so many times by now that it wasn’t new to them anymore: but it was still thrilling!

		She reached down and hefted Shamar’s massive black cock in her right fist as their tongues dueled. It was already nearly hard, and she could feel her pussy weeping out lube as she moved the skin up and back until his dick felt as if it was all the way erect.

		Wordlessly, Katie moved forward, sitting in his lap as they kissed, with her ass hiked up to accommodate his up-thrust manhood. Slowly, she settled down onto it, feeling it penetrate her pussy until she sat lightly, just above his ball sac.

		Looking down, her breath froze in her lungs momentarily as she realized that the obscene bulge his cock head made against the sleek skin of her tummy was at least an inch above her navel! She looked up at him and whispered, “You’re so damn long!”

		“I’m wide, too; don’t forget that, Katie-girl,” he answered with a grin, proud of how he filled her up inside.

		Sven was even wider, Kate thought to herself smugly as she began to move her hips up and down on his buried spike of manhood.

		But she didn’t say that to Shamar. In fact, she didn’t intend to mention her Swedish lover at all to the big Jamaican.

		Sven was for her alone; just as Shamar was. She might tell Caroline about them both, but she didn’t intend to say a word to Monty about either of them!

		“Oh, Katie, I’m going to miss that snug little pussy of yours when you go back home,” Shamar sighed in her ear right then.

		She said, “Oh, I’m sure you’ll find some other tourista to bring horseback riding, as soon as I’m gone.”

		He shook his head that he wouldn’t, saying; “That’s where you’re wrong. This cave is special, as far as I’m concerned. I only bring my hottest girls here.”

		“Caroline…?” She asked him as she increased her pace on his dick.

		He shook his head negatively again and said, “She was special, alright…but not special enough to bring here.”

		Katie’s heart thrilled at that thought, and she began to fuck him furiously…

		

		****

		

		Today’s event had spooked him more than he’d anticipated. Monty had belted down a couple of brandies once he got home, pacing the floor ceaselessly as he did so.

		By nine o’clock he was so out of it and still nervous—not to mention lonely—that he called Bianca. She whispered into her phone, “Make this quick. I’m out with Jaime but he just went into the john.”

		“Can I see you tomorrow? Can you spend the night?”

		There was a long pause and then Bianca said, “I’ve decided that I’m out of that business, at least for the time being.”

		Monty did a double take before asking, “Why? What’s changed?”

		She laughed nervously and said, “You have only yourself to blame, hot stuff. That grand you paid me yesterday put me over the top, as far as my savings account goes. My girlfriend and I have rented an apartment, starting the end of the month and we’re moving out of this shithole!”

		Monty thought about that for a second and then said, “Well, congratulations, but I bet you’re still going to need money to live on. How about keeping me in mind for an occasional…‘date’?”

		“You’ll be the first one I’ll call, if I ever need to get back into the blowjob business, sweetie,” Bianca whispered, “you can count on that.”

		After a ten second pause she said, “I gotta’ go now. Jaime’s coming back. I’m so glad I won’t have to fuck him many more times after tonight. Take care, lover, and thanks for the help!”

		The phone went dead. Monty just stared at it blankly and reached for the brandy bottle again, cursing his bad luck under his breath…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, God, this is such a good one!” Katie hissed into his ear as she came and came around his buried log of a cock.

		She opened her eyes and looked at him questioningly, realizing that he hadn’t come inside her. He said imploringly, “I…I want to come in your mouth this time! Is that okay?”

		With an impish grin, she slid off his towering cock and reached for down it. He stopped her, saying, “Let me do it. I know just what I want, girl!”

		Katie was more than alright with that. He manhandled her up onto her knees and rose up to his full height, grabbing her head loosely by the earlobes.

		“Got to…got to…skull-fuck you, baby!” He groaned out the words as he fed his massive cock into her mouth a few inches at a time.

		Obediently, Katie tilted her head back and let him fuck her mouth and throat. She gagged a few times but that only seemed to make Shamar even hotter to do what he was doing.

		God, he’s really reaming out my throat! She had the panicked thought as she felt his pubic hair brushing her lips! He…he’s all the way in me!

		She told herself incredulously that she was taking every inch of his nearly foot-long cock with each pass. The pressure on her ear lobes increased as she tried to pull back a little and Shamar murmured, “Oh, Katie-girl, you mouth feels so fucking great around my dick!”

		It was like trying to suck off a fire hydrant when he suddenly went off inside her sucking lips! He simply exploded into her throat and she swallowed automatically, to keep from drowning in come!

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, yeah,” he sighed, emptying his balls into her frantically working gullet. “Swallow it all, you hot bitch. Swallow every drop!”

		

		****

		

		Katie didn’t quite know how to feel about what had happened behind that waterfall this afternoon. Shamar had all but raped her mouth!

		She sipped the drink she had just made from the honor bar in her room and switched on the television, getting the international news on the channel it was tuned in to. Katie thought to herself, I hate to admit to myself that I came when he began unloading into my mouth—but I did!

		Being used like a receptacle for his thick come had really turned her on. The more of it she had glugged down, the hotter she’d gotten!

		Shamar’s huge dick hadn’t gone down much after the torrid blowjob she’d given him. He’d just turned her onto her back and then fucked the ever living bejeezus out of her, until they’d both come again!

		“Only a real slut would do what I did today,” she said aloud as she studied the Spanish-narrated images on the television screen, trying to guess what the words meant by the pictures accompanying them.

		She thought of Sven and took another big cut of her drink, realizing that she’d behaved like a really dirty girl last night as well!

		All at once, the images on the screen changed to a familiar scene. It was one of Monty’s fast food stores, sure as hell!

		Police cars, ambulances, crime scene tape filled the screen and the type underneath the pictures said: Encino, California, as clear as day! Apparently, there had been a shooting and someone had died!

		She turned off the television as the story changed to one about some soccer game or other. Katie fumbled in her purse for her cell phone and rang home frantically as soon as she found it at last.

		“Are you okay?” She blurted out when Monty’s voice came on the line. “I saw pictures of the Encino store on the news!”

		“Yeah, sure, I’m okay,” Monty said, sounding more than a little tipsy, “can’t say the same for poor Chad, though.”

		“Chad…Chad…who the fuck is Chad?”

		“Bonnie, the ex-store manager’s husband,” he explained. “He’s dead, but Bonnie’s okay. So’s Vic, the ex-assistant manager; he’s still in the hospital with a minor gunshot would. He’d stay there, if he was smart, just to keep away from Bonnie.”

		“I’m flying home in the morning,” she said, rapidly determining that her husband was too drunk to make much sense tonight.

		“Where are you?”

		She said, grimly, “Maybe I’ll tell you when I get back. And then again, maybe I won’t!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Homecoming

		

		Monty really had meant to get up early and change the sheets and wash the bedspread. He really had.

		But he’d drunk almost the whole bottle of brandy last night, so he hadn’t felt up to doing that so far today. When Tina had called at around nine, to see what time he was coming in to the office, he’d just lied to her and told her he was sick and had gone right back to sleep.

		He couldn’t really seem to wake up fully until he heard Katie’s familiar voice from the doorway, demanding, “Okay, what the hell happened?”

		Her tone caused him to awaken instantly. He stared down at the patch of dried jism on the bedspread guiltily, and her eyes followed his right to the incriminating spot!

		“What’s this?” She demanded, hurrying into the room; then stooping over and smelling the stain.

		She straightened back up and glared at him, asking, “Come…is this dried semen on our new bedspread?”

		“Uh…I can explain!” Monty stammered, knowing he was as good as fucked!

		Just then, Katie’s eyes came to rest on one of her old bikinis, which had been casually tossed into a corner of the room. She eyed it suspiciously, and went over to see if it was still damp.

		Picking it up—holding it gingerly, by her fingertips while she examined it—Katie discovered that it was dry, but that didn’t stop her from whirling around to face her husband and asking indignantly, “Who wore this and when? Who did you have over here while I was gone, Monty?”

		His handsome face had turned bright red by now, and he huffed and puffed as if he were experiencing an aneurism. While she was waiting for an answer, Katie threw the swimsuit down on the carpet and walked back over to the bed, stooping once again to carefully examine the pillow on her side.

		Sure enough, there were a number of hairs, long enough to belong to her but far too dark a shade of brunette to have ever come from her head! Upon closer inspection, she found a curly jet black one as well!

		“What the fuck is this?” She grilled him, holding up the damning strands of hair and waving them under his nose. “Were you running them through here by the dozen, while I was away?”

		

		****

		

		Monty gasped for air. This was a fucking nightmare come true--there was no other way to describe it!

		His chest suddenly hurt and he felt as if he was having a heart attack. As his mind cast about frantically—seeking answers to her barrage of irate questions—he spotted her suitcases in the doorway. Abruptly, he remembered the eight/twenty deal they had entered into!

		Going on the attack yourself is a great defense, he’d read that somewhere, and he resolved to give it a try, being fresh out of other options!

		“Where did you go?” He managed to croak. “Where have you been? And exactly what have you been up to since you’ve been gone?”

		She took a step back and the glare vanished from her face. Katie answered defensively, “You know I don’t have to tell you a thing; not if I don’t want to. That was the deal.”

		Seeing his opening, Monty pounced, saying, “Well, neither do I, come to think of it! You were gone. I could do whatever I wanted…so I did…end of story!”

		Katie took another step back away from the bed, as if he had just punched her on the chin, instead of saying what he had. The glare returned to her face as she growled, “Well, be that as it may…would it have hurt you to have at least changed the sheets before I got home?”

		With that, she turned on her heel and stormed out of the bedroom, kicking over one of her suitcases as she left, so that she could step over it. Monty watched her go and let out a deep sigh.

		I guess this 80/20 thing isn’t for everybody, after all, he thought dejectedly as he was left to survey the ruin that his life had suddenly become…

		

		****

		

		Katie didn’t stop until she got clear into the kitchen. She was still fuming mad!

		How dare he? If he had to…fuck some other girl, why couldn’t he have at least had the decency to take her to a hotel or somewhere else? Why did he have to bring her into our home? Why did he have to dress her up in one of my bikinis and then fuck her right in our own bed?

		She paced the kitchen floor angrily, trying to calm down. Katie knew that—in light of all she’d done in Mexico, with Shamar and Sven—she didn’t really have much to be morally outraged about!

		But at least I was away from home, she told herself, at least I made sure no one we knew was likely to find out about what I did!

		A thought struck her. What if one of the neighbors had seen Monty’s little parade of tarts entering and leaving the house? It would be the talk of the neighborhood overnight!

		She couldn’t live like that, knowing that everyone on the block was talking about her marriage and her cheating husband behind her back! Katie stopped her pacing at the cupboard that held the liquor and made a soothing cocktail to help calm her frazzled nerves.

		The thought of how much she had changed in less than a week flitted through her mind as she poured the liquor and mixer over ice. The old Katie rarely drank; and certainly not in the early afternoon, all by herself!

		The cocktail tasted good and she felt the rush of alcohol almost as soon as she swallowed the first mouthful. She toasted herself and took another big drink.

		Here’s to the new Katie, she thought bitterly. She’s just like the old Katie, except she’s fond of big cocks and she seems to like her booze!

		

		****

		

		“I…uh, changed the sheets and cleaned up the bedroom,” Monty said softly a half hour later, when he found her sitting under the umbrella, out by the pool. “We can buy a new bedspread this week, and just throw the old one out if you’d like.”

		Katie looked up at him and asked, “Who were they, Monty? Who did you get to replace me?”

		“Not to replace you, sweetheart!” He hastily assured her. “I…uh…I…”

		He let his voice trail off as he remembered that he didn’t have to tell her a thing, if he didn’t want to: that was the deal! He sat down at the patio table with her and noticed that she had a cocktail in front of her.

		“It’s a little early in the day for that stuff, isn’t it…I mean for you?”

		Katie snorted derisively, picked up her vodka and tonic, and drained it in two big swallows. She said, as she sat the glass back down on the table, “You don’t know shit about me, Monty; not anymore.”

		“What’s that supposed to mean?” He demanded.

		She just smiled enigmatically at him and got up to go into the house and make herself another drink. As she neared the slider, she turned and said, “I guess I don’t know everything about you anymore, either; not after seeing that bedroom.”

		He sat at the patio table and seethed. This whole thing was turning out to be a disaster!

		Monty told himself that he didn’t have sweet little Bianca to call anymore, for a little blowjob relief. And he had to find both a new manager and an assistant manager for the Encino store, now that Bonnie and Vic were both gone.

		His marriage was a shambles, thanks to this eighty/twenty shit, and he couldn’t even do what Katie seemed to be doing and get drunk. The very thought of alcohol after downing that whole bottle of brandy on an empty stomach last night left him positively queasy!

		He got up and went back inside the house. Finding Katie in the bedroom, checking out what he’d done by way of tidying up the place as she sipped her new cocktail, he sidled up behind her and put his hands on her shoulders.

		She shrugged away from him, turning to look him in the eye as she said, ‘Who were they, Monty?”

		He decided then and there to change tactics once again. Attacking hadn’t worked and acting contrite—changing the sheets and offering to buy her a new bedspread—hadn’t worked either.

		“Where were you this week, Katie? Let’s talk about that first.”

		There was glassiness to her stare, no doubt from the booze, as she contemplated that. She bit her lower lip teasingly and said at last, “Okay…I was in Mexico. Are you happy now, darling?”

		“W-Where were you…exactly?” He stammered out the question as he felt his stomach dropping to his shoes.

		He remembered those photos Matt had shown him, of that towering black dude with the awesome dick! Surely, his little Katie hadn’t…

		“Puerto Vallarta, if you must know,” she added tauntingly, finishing off her drink, her blue eyes never leaving his.

		Monty felt he needed a drink now; a big one, his iffy stomach be damned! The image of Katie, naked and in bed with this guy leapt into his mind and refused to leave!

		

		****

		

		“I don’t know how you drink this stuff,” he said, grimacing after tasting the vodka tonic he’d just made for himself. “It tastes like shit!”

		“If you don’t like it, drink something else,” she advised him as she made another cocktail. “We have lots of booze.”

		“I just thought I’d give it a try,” Monty said as he took another big gulp of the unfamiliar drink. “You sure seem to be belting them down like water today.”

		“Oh, I discovered that I like to drink down in old Mexico, alright,” Katie replied with that same little teasing smile. “And I discovered a few other things about myself, too.”

		Monty gunned down the rest of his cocktail and placed the glass on the kitchen counter. He stepped over to his wife and asked, “What else did you discover?”

		“Wouldn’t you like to know?” Katie answered breezily and took a big cut of her latest drink.

		Something inside of Monty seemed to snap just then. He grabbed her roughly by the shoulders and demanded, “Yeah, come to think of it, I would! And you’re going to tell me, right now!”

		To his surprised, Katie just laughed and said, “Maybe I will. Would you like that, sweetheart? Would you like to hear all about my adventures south of the border?”

		She shrugged out of his grasp and headed for the front room. Just before she left the kitchen, Katie turned and said, “It’s just as big as it looked in those pictures, you know...maybe even bigger!”

		

		****

		

		Monty lurched after her. He had stood, shocked motionless for long seconds after she’d left the room, thinking about what she had just said.

		She was just going into the bedroom when he caught up with her. He noticed that her newest cocktail was almost empty as he spun her around and asked, “You saw him when you were down there, didn’t you?”

		Katie giggled and said drunkenly, “Oh, I saw all of him, believe me! And it was something to see!”

		Monty felt as if she’d just kicked him squarely in the nuts. He struggled to regain his breath, then angrily slapped the empty cocktail glass out of her hand and grabbed her by the shoulders once more.

		“Y-You…fucked him, didn’t you?” He gasped.

		To his consternation, she just laughed and said, “I sure did. Numerous times…and it was wonderful…every single time!”

		He felt eviscerated, as if she had just cut his balls off with a very sharp razor. Monty ripped her blouse off angrily and shoved her down onto the bed.

		Her eyes suddenly showed real fear now, as he threw himself on top of her and popped her bra open, tearing it off as he had the blouse. She squirmed away from him and tried to get off the bed, but he grabbed her by the waistband of her Capri pants and dragged her back to him.

		“No, not like this,” she protested as he tore her pants open and unzipped them. “I don’t want this!”

		“Oh, was that guy gentler than this?” Monty panted, his eyes wild with fury, with lust, with excitement!

		“Not always,” Katie admitted; thinking of the alley and how rough those building bricks had felt against her back as Shamar had hammered his huge cock into her again and again. “Sometimes he just took me!”

		Monty went even crazier when she said that. In an instant, she was naked; her clothes lying in tatters on the floor, his own tee shirt and shorts vanished, along with his boxers.

		“How did he like you best, Katie, from behind, riding his huge black cock?” Monty whispered as he forced her legs apart.

		“Holy fuck; what happened to your muff?” He gasped out the words as he noticed her shaved-bare pussy lips for the first time.

		“Some guys prefer this look,” she said tauntingly. “How about you, baby? Do you like a bald pussy?”

		

		****

		

		Monty was fucking her like a wild man! He’d already made her come twice and he was working on a third orgasm as if there was no tomorrow!

		Katie held him tight and just let him pound her. She loved this…she really loved it!

		Somehow, this was even better than Shamar and his mammoth prick, or Sven with his wide-bore whopper and his numerous positions; because this was Monty, her husband, reclaiming her as his own!

		“Oh, damn, honey, can you ever fuck?” She whispered into his ear as he took her, hard and deep, just the way she like it.

		Her husband’s eyes rolled back in his head and she felt him shudder. Seconds later, a big gush of hot semen filled her pussy and she began to come right along with him…

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		I Don’t Believe It!

		

		“She did…what?” Katie asked disbelievingly.

		“No kidding, she hummed a little tune while she sucked my nuts,” Monty whispered.

		Katie flashed him a sly little grin and slipped his left testicle into her lips. She wasn’t as good a hummer as Bianca, but she did her best!

		Monty sighed with satisfaction and ran his fingers through his wife’s golden-brown mane of hair. She had been working on his cock and balls for the better part of a half hour now, and showed no signs of stopping!

		“What else did this little slut do for you?” Katie asked; when she got done humming the right one.

		“Well, she hummed my cock too, while she sucked it,” Monty whispered, smiling down at her. “But I gotta’ warn you. I’m going to come in your mouth if you do that.”

		Katie smiled impishly and said, “It’s about time! I’ve been sucking this thing forever, you know?”

		Oh, fuck, that feels so good! Monty thought as she began to hum his cock while she sucked it.

		Her tongue lashed out when she reached to bottom of his dick and laved his clenched-together balls. He sighed and thought, having a shorter cock than old Shamar has its advantages. I bet she never tongued his balls while she blew him!

		

		****

		

		“Just like that,” Katie urged her husband. “Fuck me harder; really ram that cock up into me!”

		She was balanced above Monty’s pelvis, his arms under her knees, his hands interlaced around the back of her neck. And he was fucking her. God, was he ever fucking her!

		“Oh, you hot little slut!” Monty gasped, reaming out her pussy. “You’re such a dirty girl in bed all of a sudden!”

		Mmmmmmmmm, I sure am, she thought, and I’m a happy girl, too!

		Monty moaned, “Oh, you’re so tight! I don’t know how you ever took one as big as Shamar’s!”

		She had to stop herself from giggling out loud. Monty wasn’t really jealous of Shamar; just as she wasn’t really jealous of this little Bianca girl or of Bonnie!

		They both had realized that the other people were only passing fancies; that the two of them were forever! The sex they’d shared with others while they had been apart had only added fuel to the fire of their own red-hot relationship, not threatened it!

		It’s only the middle of July, Katie thought as she got ready to come again. I still haven’t told him about Sven yet…and I still have time for a quick trip down to Mexico for a few days before school starts again in August!

		She found herself itching for a little more eighty/twenty time and she knew Monty felt the same way. He’d confided that his pal Stan had called the other day to tell him about a new girl he’d found, who he swore up and down could give an even better blowjob than Bianca!

		New things to learn, new experiences to share, Katie thought blissfully as she started to orgasm…

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Many of the streets, restaurants, hotels, and other Los Angeles and Puerto Vallarta area locations in this tale are real places, of course, and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them.

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		That's because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		Like this book? Hate it? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I'd love to hear from you, either way.
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