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		She could catch the eye of any man even with all her clothes on. Her confidence, physical beauty, and raw sexual charisma never fails to draw admiring gazes. What is it about Kendra that so many men find irresistible? Is it her stunning figure? Is it the way her double-D breasts always seem on the verge of spilling out of whatever top she’s wearing? Is it her soft, full lips that every man pictures wrapped around their hard cocks? Whatever it is, Kendra’s got it in spades, and she knows how to flaunt it. She’s the kind of woman who makes other wives nervous. The kind of woman men fantasize about in the shower. The kind of woman who drive a husband crazy with desire. She could catch the eye of any man even with all her clothes on… and right now, she ain’t wearing much of anything.

		Kendra steps out of the shadows of the hotel, into the harsh sunlight. Several of the men lounging beside the pool shift their gazes in Kendra’s direction, all pretending not to be looking at her even as they drink her in. A pair of dark sunglasses hide her eyes, but her full pink lips tug upwards at one corner. She doesn’t need to see them to know that all their eyes are on her. She can feel the admiring gazes as clearly as the heat of the sun on her exposed skin. And, boy, is her skin exposed.

		She struts over to an empty sun lounger, her long, smooth, bronzed legs moving with confidence. The closer she gets to the pool, the more men pretend not to look at her. Kendra senses the envious gazes of women, too. One wife digs an elbow in her husband’s stomach, a sharp reminder to keep his eyes away from that woman.

		Kendra pays no notice to anyone. She knows they’re all looking, and she doesn’t care. She loves knowing that people are watching her right now. That’s why she chose to wear this particular micro bikini today. She calls it the ‘homewrecker’. Many marriages have been ruined when Kendra wore this bikini. It never fails to garner male attention.

		The homewrecker is designed to show off as much female flesh as possible, while also maintaining just enough modesty that the hotel staff won’t send her away from the pool. The bikini is a vibrant, ruby red in color. Two straps begin at Kendra’s shoulders. These straps flow south, curving over the swell of her breasts. While most bikinis would widen here and the straps would attach to cups designed to cover and support a woman’s cleavage, the homewrecker offers no such protection. Instead of cups, the straps simply continue over Kendra’s breasts, down to her waistline. The straps are barely wider than a man’s thumb. While Kendra’s nipples are indeed covered for view by the material, the straps are thin enough to offer a tantalizing glimpse of her pink areolas, standing out against the rest of her sun-kissed skin. Anyone looking can see that Kendra’s breasts have had surgical enhancement – there’s no way any fortysomething woman can have double-D boobs that sit as firm and perky as a teenager’s chest – most men are unable to care. The sight of so much exposed breast makes most men’s brains melt with lust.

		But that’s not all. The homewrecker continues below Kendra’s waist. The two straps flow across her breasts and flat, toned stomach, finally meeting at her hips. Her sex is covered by this merged strap that is only just wide enough to cover her modesty – but anyone glancing in her direction can see that Kendra’s cleft is waxed clean. The bikini is a fraction wider than her intimate lips. If she were to move suddenly or jerk without warning, she could expose her womanhood to anyone at the pool.

		This erotic carnival of flesh continues at Kendra’s back, too. The ruby-red bikini clings to her sex and becomes a thong on the other side, disappearing in the crack of her incredible round ass; an ass that can only be achieved from hours of dedicated work in the gym. It’s the kind of ass that any man would love to grip in his hands; the kind of ass that bounces perfectly when she’s being fucked by a big, hard cock; the kind of ass that could make a grown man weep in joy.

		The homewrecker bikini comes full circle halfway up her back. The single thong diverges again, parting into two straps and rounding her shoulders. All in all, Kendra’s bikini is designed to make men melt as effortlessly as ice cream in this incredible heat. She looks stunning; jaw-dropping; sensational. She’s showing as much flesh as possible, while also providing enough cover to be classed as decent. Everything about Kendra’s appearance screams, look at me, I’m better that your wife. And she knows it.

		Despite being in her forties, Kendra has a body that would make your average twentysomething seethe with envy. Her lips, tits, and ass are all gifts from heaven individually; combined on the body of a single woman, they give her the appearance of a sexual goddess. Pornstars would give anything to possess her perfection.

		Kendra walks along the edge of the pool, feeling the lustful gazes and jealous glares of her adoring public, before climbing into an empty sunbed and laying down, ready for another thrilling day of sunbathing. She smiles to herself, satisfied with the reaction of her audience.

		There is only one man who does not look up to follow her path along the edge of the pool. Carl is comfortably reclining in the chair opposite Kendra. He is far more interested in observing the reactions of everyone else. While all their eyes are fixed on the nearly-naked woman parading her perfect body for everyone to see, this man is busy watching them and smiling to himself. The knowledge that everybody is staring at Kendra makes Carl’s manhood throb with excitement.

		He pretends to read a book now, pausing to glance over the top of the page at Kendra. She pays him no attention. He inspects her left hand and sees that she’s left her wedding ring behind today. That means she’s ready to play. Carl’s manhood throbs again.

		There is nothing more erotic than watching your wife flaunt her figure to a crowd of strangers. Especially when your wife is as perfect as Kendra. Especially when you give a wife like Kendra permission to fuck whoever she chooses… whenever she wants.

		

		****

		

		The sun climbs high into the sky and the poolside heats up. Carl remains in place, despite the sweat rolling down his brow. He keeps reading and re-reading the same page of his book., pausing to take careful glances across the pool. Kendra either ignores his glances or pretends not to notice. The sight of her looking so deliciously fuckable makes Carl’s manhood twitch in his swim shorts. The knowledge that every other man around this pool – hotel guests and employees alike – are glancing at his wife and imagining fucking her also makes his balls tighten. Every man around this pool right now is casting furtive glances at Kendra and admiring her perfect body and firm double-D breasts and tight ass. They can all see the way the swimsuit barely clings to her body and leaves almost nothing to the imagination.

		Carl wonders what the other men are thinking when they admire Kendra’s body. Are they wondering how good she would feel in their beds? Are they imagining her pussy gripping their hard cocks are she rides them to completion? Are they trying to picture the expression on her face as she orgasms? He hopes so. He hopes every man around this pool tries his luck with Kendra. There’s nothing more arousing to Carl than knowing that his drop-dead gorgeous wife can turn on guys half her age with batting an eye.

		He continues pretending to read his book for a while, basking in the sun’s heat as the day gets steadily warmer. Every now and then, Kendra moves to give the sun a different part of her body. The sight of her sun-kissed flesh drives Carl crazy. It’s difficult for any man to watch a stunning woman flaunt her figure like this; it’s even harder for a husband to observe his wife do it.

		But he forces himself to be patient. This was their arrangement, after all. They agreed to take a vacation together, but she had a hall pass to do whatever she wanted with whoever she wanted. Today, her rule is simple; she intends to fuck whoever makes the first move.

		After maybe an hour of Kendra dangling the lure, the first fish takes a bite. Carl’s heart races. A young black man swims along the pool. He glances at Kendra and stops. Carl watches, glancing under the bottom edge of his book. He holds his breath. This must be what fisherman feel, watching their prey take the bait.

		The young black man stands up in the pool, the water reaching his upper chest. He approaches Kendra and leans on the edge.

		‘I bet ya go through a lot of lotion,’ he says, a knowing grin on his face.

		Kendra looks around for a second before spotting him. She sits up, her full breasts straining against the tiny fabric of that micro bikini. She sees the young man’s hungry eyes flicker downward for the briefest moment.

		‘I do,’ she says, returning his knowing smile. ‘It’s a hassle, but I love the feel of warm lotion on my skin.’

		The young man’s knowing grin becomes a wolfish smile; the smile of a man who understands the subtext they’re both using. He looks her up and down with obvious pleasure. He thinks of himself as a hunter admiring his prey. Carl thinks of him as a fish nuzzling against a hook.

		Carl watches, unable to hide the smile on his face. Kendra moves along the lounger, sitting nearer the young man. She smiles at him, obviously interested. His wife has an affinity for younger men and for black men. This particular fish appears to meet her requirements. Not that she would reject anyone on the grounds of being older or white; Kendra is an equal opportunity slut wife. She’ll fuck anyone who asks just to drive her husband crazy about it later.

		Kendra smiles at her handsome young fish. He looks about twenty. Black hair, dark eyes. Good smile. Decent body – got some muscles on his arms and a thick neck. Looks like he works out.

		‘So, where ya from?’ the guy says.

		‘Midwest,’ she says. ‘What about you?’

		‘East LA,’ he says. ‘Ya here for long?’

		‘Week or two,’ she says. ‘You lookin to keep me company?’

		‘Could be,’ he says, that wolfish grin growing wider.

		Carl watches from the far side of the pool. It’s killing him that he can’t hear their conversation. All he can see is the smile on his wife’s face; her soft, full, pouty, dick-sucking lips stretched with clear delight. He loves watching her cast a line and reel in some fish. It’s the best part of having an insatiable slut for a wife. Sometimes they’ll hit a bar and Kendra will tell Carl to choose a guy for her to try and seduce. No matter how challenging he tries to make it, she always succeeds. No man can last long against her tenacious, voracious appetite.

		He watches them talk for five, maybe ten, minutes. His heart races. Watching another man hit on your wife is the best and worst feeling in the world – especially when you all know that she’s totally down to fuck. Carl knows that Kendra will fuck this man as soon as she can. The guy probably thinks he’s some kind of super stud, flirting with a hot piece of ass like her so openly. He has no idea of his role in this sexual game.

		‘I’m Kendra, by the way,’ Kendra says. She sits on the edge of the lounger and reaches out.

		The young man takes her offered hand. ‘Jax,’ he says. ‘Nice to meet you, Kendra. You come here alone?’

		‘Why?’ she says, grinning at him ‘You worried that my husband will kick your ass?’

		Jax gives a dismissive laugh. Kendra sees his eyes glance to her ring finger – the finger she deliberately kept empty. Her little signal to Carl. No ring means, I don’t belong to you today. If she had worn a ring, she would have chosen to sit next to Carl and spend a day as his loving wife. But where’s the fun in that? They’re a couple back home. This is vacation; the perfect place to get some strange cock and have a little fun.

		‘Say, Jax,’ she says, lowering her sunglasses and looking him right in the eyes, ‘I need to top up my lotion, but I left it in my room… You think you could come with me and help me apply it?’

		Jax raises his eyebrows in surprise. He hadn’t expected things to escalate this quickly.

		‘Right now?’ he says, glancing around the water. For the first time, he doesn’t seem so cool and confident.

		‘Right now,’ she says. ‘I don’t wanna get all burned out here. Waddaya say, Jax? Would you mind spreading some lotion on me?’

		Jax grins now. He recovers his cocky charisma. He says, ‘I’d love to help you out.’

		‘Follow me.’

		

		****

		

		Carl watches his wife stand up and walk back toward the hotel. His cock aches with envy and lust. He watches her perfect ass rock with every footstep. The young black man climbs out of the water and follows her, water cascading from his dark skin. Carl groans under his breath. God, she’s good. She took that young man from casual flirting to a room invite in less than fifteen minutes. And he probably thought that he was the one in control. She’s good. She’s really damn good.

		Kendra and her newest conquest are swallowed up by the shadow of the hotel. They round a corner together and disappear out of sight.

		Carl sighs and leans back in the lounger. He stares at the pages of the book, his belly tightening. Anything could be happening right now. His imagination is already running wild. But now he must be patient. They could be up there for a few minutes or a few hours. As much as it would pain him, the longer Kendra is with a new lover, the better it will be for Carl afterward.

		All he has to do is wait his turn.

		

		****

		

		Kendra holds the door open and lets Jax into her hotel room. It’s the same as all the others in this part of the complex; large bathroom, kingsize bed, balcony looking out at the horizon. She took some time to hide all her husband’s belongings this morning. She wants to feel like a single woman today. Maybe tomorrow she’ll let a man try to win her away from Carl ‘behind his back’. It depends on her mood.

		Jax walks into the room. He turns around as she closes the door. His eyes sweep her up and down again. His wet swim shorts begin to bulge. Kendra leans against the door, assessing him. He’s got a good body. Clearly takes care of himself.

		‘You married?’ Jax says.

		‘What makes you say that?’

		‘Don’t know,’ he says. ‘Hot woman like you… thought somebody woulda married ya.’

		‘Would it bother you if I was?’

		He thinks for a moment, then shakes his head. ‘Hell naw,’ he says. ‘That makes it hotter.’

		‘You’re dripping all over my floor,’ Kendra says, nodding to the pool of water slowly accumulating around Jax’s feet.

		‘Oh, shit,’ he says. ‘I forgot to dry off…’

		She laughs and starts walking toward him. She says, ‘Are you gonna wait for an invitation, or are you gonna take those shorts off?’

		A look of shock crosses Jax’s face for a split second. Maybe he was anticipating continuing the charade for a little while longer. Maybe he expected to be the one to cross that line. Maybe he simply didn’t think that she would be this forward – despite her obviously erotic intentions.

		He recovers his cocky attitude and yanks at the pull cord on the front of his shorts, relaxing the waistband. Kendra slips her expertly manicured and painted fingers inside the elastic of his shorts and pulls them open, until the band is slack enough to fall all the way to the floor. Now Jax stands naked in the middle of her room. Naked and wet. His cock throbs, slowly rising in excitement. It’s a good size. Maybe not living up to the exaggerated stereotype that hot young black men like him usually fall into, but it’s definitely in the above average camp. It’s a rich chocolate color, with a nice, thick base and two juicy balls hanging beneath. His shaft has an erotic upwards curve that makes Kendra’s sex tingle with anticipation. She already knows he’s going to touch new and exciting parts of her body with this cock.

		‘You don’t waste time, do ya?’ he says.

		‘Why waste time when we could be having fun instead?’ she says.

		Kendra wraps her skilled hand around his shaft and gently squeezes, feeling him thicken against her fingers. He moans.

		‘How old are you, Jax?’ she says.

		‘Twenty-two.’

		‘Do you like fucking older women?’

		‘Some of the best fucks I’ve ever had were with older women.’

		She smiles, continuing to tease his manhood with precise squeezes and strokes of her hand. Kendra cradles his balls in her palm, already anticipating the sweet, sticky load she intends to coax out of him. Jax looks her in the eyes and sees the gleam of pure excitement in her expression. He groans again, loving the feel of her hand on his swelling member.

		‘What about you?’ he says, groaning again as his cock stiffens to its full, throbbing glory. ‘You like fucking young black guys?’

		She chuckles. ‘I like getting fucked,’ she says. ‘I don’t care about color or size or age. I love cocks and I love guys who know how to fuck me. Do you know how to fuck me, Jax? Can you show me how a hot young black guy like you fucks an older woman like me?’

		He groans again, her hand beginning to stroke his cock with firm, deliberate movements.

		‘Do you like my swimsuit?’ she says.

		Jax nods. He seizes the straps resting over her barely-covered nipples and eases them aside, exposing her breasts. She smiles at his reaction. She feels a tremor of lust throb and shake his cock. Jax’s manhood feels firm and powerful in her hand. She likes the sensation of warming a man up to full arousal like this.

		‘Do you like my tits?’ she says.

		His answer is to paw and grope her firm breasts with the passionate excitement that all young men have when presented with boobs. He squeezes and fondles her chest, enjoying their size and weight in his hands. He pinches her stiff pink nipples, making her gasp with pleasure.

		Kendra sighs with delight. She allows him to play with her breasts for a few long moments. His cock throbs in her hand again. Her sex burns hotter and wetter with every passing second. She wonders if the other men down at the pool saw them leave together. That thought turns her on even more. Every guy at the pool now knows that she’ll fuck anyone she wants.

		‘Sit on the edge of the bed,’ she says.

		Jax takes a clumsy step out of his soaking shorts, leaving them in a soggy pile on the floor. He perches on the edge of the bed. His dark skin contrasts with the freshly changed white linen sheets. His cock stands to attention, ready for her to service.

		Kendra grins at him. She loves the adoration and lust in his face. She slips her arms through the bikini and effortlessly shrugs it off. Jax stares at her nakedness like an art collector admiring a Renaissance masterpiece. Her firm breasts, slender waist, juicy hips, tight ass, and waxed cleft are a sight to behold. Kendra looks like she’s wandered straight out of a porn set and into this room. Jax swallows hard. If he didn’t feel wet from the pool, he might believe this to be a heat-induced dream. She’s that perfect.

		‘I saw you admiring my tits in the pool,’ she says, a crafty smile creeping onto those full lips.

		‘Yeah,’ he says, unashamed. ‘They’re fucking incredible.’

		‘I think so, too,’ she says.

		Kendra kneels between his feet. Excitement flickers across her face. She grasps his manhood and presses it between her breasts. His eyes flash with delight.

		‘You ever fucked a woman’s titties?’ she says.

		‘A few times,’ he says, with a casual bob of his head. ‘But never fucked any as big as yours.’

		‘First time for everything.’

		Kendra cups her breasts and pushes them together, smothering his cock. She begins shaking her breasts up and down, rocking them back and forth along his shaft. His mouth drops open in pleasure. Her warm, soft breasts glide up and down his shaft as if they were made for this purpose.

		She bends her head forward and watches his cock push up and down between her tits. Black cock gliding across white skin. That never fails to turn her on. She spits on his cock, adding more lubrication, and sticks out her tongue. His cock is just big enough to comfortably fit between her breasts and still protrude from the top. She licks the head of his cock while bouncing her tits up and down along his shaft. He moans louder.

		This is one of Kendra’s favorite things to do to a man. Every guy who looks at her fantasizes about fucking her big, round, tits. She loves making their dreams come true.

		Kendra lets him fuck her breasts for a few minutes, loving the sensation of his red-hot shaft one her skin. Then she grabs his cock with one hand and wraps her mouth around the tip. Jax’s moans instantly turn to gasps of raw pleasure. She worships his length with her mouth and tongue now; tasting him, stroking him, fucking him with her lips. He moans over and over at the sensations. Her mouth is one of the best he’s ever experienced.

		Jax leans back on the bed, letting her assume absolute control over his pleasure. She looks at him and smiles, her lips wrapped around his cock. He groans for her. She begins sucking him deep and hard now, her excitement growing. Her sex burns hot and wet and yearns for stimulation. She reaches between her legs with the other hand and gently caresses her slit. It’s warm and sticky and tingly.

		Kendra blows the young black man in her bed for a few long moments, before finally letting him out of her mouth with a long, teasing flicker of her tongue. She smiles at him with wet, salty lips.

		‘Holy fucking shit,’ Jax says, breathing hard, ‘this is the best vacation ever.’

		‘Good,’ she says, with naughty giggle. She gets to her feet and opens a drawer in the nightstand. Inside the drawer are boxes of condoms of all varieties; large, small, ribbed, flavored – everything that any potential lover might need. She selects a ribbed condom and tosses the foil packet to Jax. It lands on his belly.

		‘Put that on,’ she says, ‘I can’t wait any longer. We’re going to fuck now.’

		

		****

		

		Carl senses movement near the hotel. He glances over, heart skipping a beat, but it’s not her. Kendra and the young man must still be in the room together. He forces his eyes back to the book. It’s not easy to concentrate on anything other than his imagination. She could be doing anything with him right now. How long have they been gone? Five minutes? Ten? Maybe more. For all he knows, the guy might have already reached orgasm and Kendra could be warming him up for round two. That’s happened before. Kendra is an incredibly sexy woman who knows how to please men better than most guys could. Some of her lovers have only lasted a few short minutes before turning to putty at her touch. She never lets them leave until she’s completely satisfied.

		He adjusts his position in the lounger, moving his legs to hide a growing tent down below. He wonders how many of the other people around the pool saw Kendra walk into the hotel with a guy she had only just met. He wonders how much longer he must wait before she summons him to the room.

		Carl lets out a long, low sigh and tries to force his eyes to remain on the book in his hand. It doesn’t work. All he can think about is Kendra’s body.

		

		****

		

		At that moment, Kendra’s body is rising into the air again. She’s riding Jax in the middle of the bed; their bodies grinding passionately, moans echoing through the room, his hands gripping her firm ass.

		His manhood drives deep inside her with every roll of her expert hips. Jax thought she would be a good fuck, but – holy shit – she’s incredible. This woman moves like a goddess. Every roll of Kendra’s hips causes her sex to grip his manhood tighter and squeeze him in all the right ways. He moves beneath her, trying to thrust upwards and push his cock deeper, desperate to claim as much of her body as he can. She moans louder every time the tip of his wonderfully curved cock presses against a new and exciting part of her womanhood. She loves his enthusiasm and passion. He might not be especially skilful, and he might not be the biggest lover she’s ever had, but she adores his youthful energy and vigor.

		‘Fuck, yes,’ she says, moaning and bouncing in his lap. ‘Your fucking cock is so good!’

		He grunts a response, staring up at her perfect figure with almost disbelieving eyes. She grabs his hands and brings them up to her breasts. She didn’t spend all this money on her best feature only to have them be ignored, after all. Jax immediately starts squeezing and kneading her breasts like firm dough. She moans at the heat of his touch. It feels so fucking good.

		She bounces harder, slamming her body back into him, forcing the tip of his cock deeper inside her warmth with every stroke. The bed shudders beneath them but doesn’t make any noise. This hotel is perfect for loud, passionate hook-ups. Kendra tosses her head back and moans for him. His cock feels good inside her. It’s almost a shame that she insisted on him wearing a condom. Skin to skin contacts always feels so much better. But she knows that her health is more important than a one-time thrill. She might be an insatiable slut wife, but she’s not stupid.

		‘You like that fucking cock?’ Jax says, grunting and thrusting up harder to meet her.

		‘I do!’ she says. ‘I fucking love it!’

		She leans forward now, her face just a few inches from his. She smiles at him. Their bodies move as one, rolling and flowing together in a joined effort to receive as much pleasure as possible. He groans faster and deeper.

		‘You like my pussy?’ she says, eyes gleaming.

		He nods.

		‘You like my tits?’

		He nods again. Apparently, his brain can’t form words right now.

		‘You want to make me come?’

		‘Yes!’ The word escapes his dark lips as a rushing hiss.

		‘Don’t move,’ she says.

		Kendra sits upright again, sinking all the way down onto him. Jax’s cock presses into the deepest recesses of her sex. She moans. He stops fondling her breasts, now reclining back into the bed like a king.

		Jax watches with intense fascination. She parts her legs a little wider and brings a hand down to her sex. Kendra moans and teases her swollen clit. Her delicate fingers expertly probe and caress and swirl around the little nub of flesh, sending shivers of pleasure through her body. She moans again.

		She keeps her eyes fixed on his face, letting him see her pleasure-filled expression of lust. Jax forces himself to remain still, letting this woman take control. He couldn’t be happier. She knows what she’s doing, that’s for damn sure.

		Kendra quickly stimulates and teases herself with gentle, precise strokes of her fingers. Her moans increase, growing louder and more breathless. Her sex slowly grips Jax tighter and tighter, squeezing his shaft and holding it firmly. He groans. He’s never fucked such a sweet pussy as this. It feels fucking incredible around his cock.

		Her body rocks and trembles above him. Her breathing grows shallower and more frantic. She feels the orgasm growing in her belly, getting ready to explode. It’s one of the best feelings in the world.

		‘You’re gonna make me come,’ she says, her voice breathless and desperate.

		She cries out in pleasure. Her body shudders. Her sex contracts even tighter on his curved cock, forcing him to moan at the feeling. She rocks her hips back and forth in his lap. His wonderful cock rolls around her inner walls, touching every part of her sex at once. That makes her orgasm grow even more powerful. She gasps and sees stars.

		Just as her climax reaches its peak, Jax grabs her hips. He pulls her down on top of him and forcefully rolls on top. She cries out in delight. His sudden aggression is almost as sensational as the way his cock presses against her tender pussy.

		Now Jax mounts his conquest and pounds her in the middle of bed; hard, fast, passionate. Pillows scatter and fall to the floor. The bed shudders faster and faster. He fucks her with intensity and passion. All his earlier restraint is long gone now. The only thought in his mind is coming hard and making this dirty white slut his own.

		Kendra screams in pleasure. Jax’s intense pounding increases the power and depth of her orgasm, turning it into a constant, rolling barrage of pleasure. She wails with delight and wraps her legs around his waist. She never wants this moment to end. It’s so fucking good!

		Jax growls with passion, loving the way her body moves beneath his. She bucks and shudders and takes every inch of his cock with ease. She moans like a wild whore. The sounds drive him crazy with lust. His breaths become choking gasps.

		‘You gonna come for me?’ she says.

		He nods.

		‘Come on my tits,’ she says. ‘I fucking love that.’

		He slams his cock into her a few more times; deep and hard. She cries out louder with every pump. Then he eases back and climbs over her, straddling her chest.

		Kendra grabs his cock and unrolls the condom with one fluid movement. She grabs his cock and strokes hard and fast. His shaft is slippery and her hand moves easily. He moans with pleasure. His balls contract and squeeze.

		‘Come on me,’ she says. ‘Come all over me!’

		He does as she asks. Hot, sticky come blasts from the top of his dark cock, cascading over her breasts and face. She gasps with surprise but keeps jerking him off, eager to receive every last drop. He groans over and over as his balls slowly empty over this gorgeous slut’s face and tits. His come dribbles over her firm mounds, marking her as his slut. She moans with delight and squeezes his balls with her other hand, making sure they’re truly empty. He breathes hard, admiring his work. Kendra’s breasts are coated in splashes of his come. More clings to her lips and chin. She smiles at him.

		‘That was a lot of come,’ she says. ‘You soaked me!’

		‘Yeah,’ he says, with a guilty laugh. ‘It’s been a few days.’

		‘Glad I could help out.’

		She gives his manhood one final squeeze in thanks and releases him.

		

		****

		

		Carl’s phone vibrates. He almost jumps out of his lounger. He opens the screen and reads the message. He smiles.

		He leaves his stuff in a heap on the lounger and walks along the pool, almost skipping in delight. Nobody pays him any attention. His heart races with excitement.

		A man emerges from the shadow of the hotel, a man Carl recognizes. Jax struts toward the pool with a cocky grin on his face, his damp swim shorts creased and folded. Carl keeps his eyes forward as they pass. It’s difficult not to slap the guy on the shoulder and share a laugh about how good Kendra is in the sack.

		Carl rushes upstairs and along the corridor, almost running through the hotel. He unlocks the door to the room and walks inside.

		Kendra stands in the middle of the room. Naked. Smiling. Covered in another man’s come.

		‘Oh, my God,’ Carl says, almost moaning delight. ‘You look so damn good.’

		‘He came a lot,’ Kendra says, unable to hide her smile. ‘And he fucked me really good. It was a lot of fun. Come on and fuck me, I want to tell you everything.’

		Carl shuts the door and kicks off his clothes and walks toward his beautiful wife. It’s finally his turn and he’s going to enjoy every last perfect moment.

		

		###
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		In addition to these naughty stories, I also take commissions! Get in touch with me via my contact details below and we’ll discuss your wicked fantasies and how I can make them come true.

		

		If you’ve enjoyed my work, please consider leaving a brief review to help others find it, too. Authors like myself only survive thanks to your generosity and goodwill. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for taking the time to read this story. I love you all!

		

		Until we meet again,

		Stay beautiful

		

		-AM

		x

		

		If you like what I do, feel free to get in touch:

		reddit.com/u/xxxandreamartin

		xxxandreamartin@gmail.com

		Patreon.com/xxxandreamartin

		

		If you enjoy my work, please consider supporting me via my Patreon account. For as little as one dollar per release, fans can show their support in exchange for exclusive previews of upcoming work, the chance to request specific stories or scenarios, and the option to be thanked personally in this space.

		

		A massive thank you to my current backers – you are wonderful and I adore you for supporting me!
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