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		Prologue

		

		Aly lay sunning next to the concrete pool in Sheena’s backyard. The two of them talking conspiratorially, an occasional squeal of excitement filling the air. Aly breathlessly bringing her friend up to date, gushing over all the intimate details of her vacation. She and Mike having experimented for the first time, as Aly officially became a ‘Hot Wife.’ It had been her initial venture into extramarital sex. Or, for that matter, sex with anybody but her husband. Period.

		

		Sheena stretched catlike beside her, enjoying the sun beating down on her as she listened intently. The petite and curvaceous black woman contrasting sharply with Aly’s slender form and pale, pert breasts. “You go girl! And, it’s about time. But, why aren’t you wearing your other bikini, Aly? It’s a lot sexier than this one and you’d get a better tan,” teased Sheena. “If you’ve got it, flaunt it. I always say.”

		

		“Um… Yeah, well… That other bikini didn’t quite survive vacation. You remember me telling you about being with the Cabana Boy? Well, that was the one I was wearing when we… Er… When Braxton ripped it off me. Literally,” giggled Aly conspiratorially. “By the way, you were right. Fuck! He was big. I screamed so damn loud.”

		

		“Oooo… Your first BBC! It’s so exciting. My baby girl’s not an innocent anymore. Told you, Girlfriend. Those big boys will give you a ride,” she smirked. “I take it, that’s what set off Mike’s outburst that afternoon? I mean, I know how he feels about…”

		

		“Yeah, but he finally came around. It’s not entirely his fault, Sheena. His folks are unreal. I can’t stand them. Honestly, I can’t. They practically rate as white supremacists. I hate it when they visit, they criticize everything and everybody. Thank goodness they live a thousand miles away. Mike’s getting better about it. He really is. Not that I gave him much of a choice after I… You know. He could either accept that I’d fucked a black man, or he could leave? Um… He decided to stay!” she squealed excitedly.

		

		Sheena smiled conspiratorially at her. After all, she’d been the one to encourage Aly to take a black lover while they were on vacation. Lying next to her best friend, she stretched luxuriously in the hot sun. “Honestly, Aly, I don’t know why you even bother wearing a swimsuit here? I swear, you can be such a prude at times. Marcus and I skinny-dip out here all the time. Nobody can see. Not with that tall privacy fence I made him install. Relax and enjoy yourself for a change. I promise, the town busybodies can’t see you here. And, I never kiss and tell,” she snickered.

		

		“I suppose you’re right. I just… I don’t know? It just seems…”

		

		“Oh, nonsense. You’re a woman of the world now. Here, let me help you,” said Sheena. Her hands reaching over and boldly untying Aly’s bikini top, slipping it from her slender body. Her pale, pert breasts revealed as the two lay beside each other next to the pool. Aly shyly tugging down her bottoms as Sheena quickly undressed beside her. The two of them lying back down in the sun. “Oh, my! You need lotion, Girlfriend,” giggled Sheena. “OMG! That white skin is enough to blind.”

		

		Aly stuck her tongue out at her but began to massage some lotion into her breasts and around her blonde landing strip. Sheena lying nakedly on her stomach beside her. “Um… Do me too, would you?” she purred.

		

		Aly hesitantly began sliding her hands over Sheena’s glistening café au lait skin. Feeling the burning heat of her beneath her fingers, a sense of exotic excitement filling her. Even though they’d been roommates in college, there was something about touching her so intimately that made her uneasy. She’d seen her naked many times before, but they’d never… You know!

		

		Just the taboo, she supposed. Oh! Not the interracial thing, that was Mike’s hang-up. It definitely wasn’t hers. But… The girl, girl thing? Lesbian sex and bi-sexuality now far more common than back then, or at least more openly admitted to. Seemingly almost mainstream anymore. Maybe it was just her newly awakened senses, but she found the feel of Sheena’s warm body beneath her hands titillating her unexpectedly. Sheena purring softly beneath her touch.

		

		When it was time to turn over, Sheena returned the favor, doing the honors. Her hands gliding sensuously over Aly’s slender body. Her dark hands massaging her pale buttocks, Aly slowly relaxing under Sheena’s soft touch. Not even objecting when she felt her hands slide between her thighs. Her only response, a tiny whimper as Sheena’s dark fingers deftly found her tiny, pink bud of nerves. Her head began tossing slowly, soft whimpers coming from her as the deft fingers fluttered over Aly’s clit. Her body stiffening, a cry escaping her lips as she shook with orgasm.

		

		Turning to face her, still gasping for breath, Aly pulled Sheena’s lips down to her own. The two kissing softly, tentatively, at first. Aly could taste the tequila Sheena had been drinking in her kiss, her lips feeling so soft against her own. So different from that of a man. Their kiss deepening as their tongues began to explore, dueling softly with one another. Sheena’s hands cupping Aly’s pert breasts, her dark fingers closing on the pink nipples. Aly crying out as another orgasm raced through her.

		

		Shifting around, the two began to nurse sensuously from each other. Aly’s lips closing on Sheena’s chocolate colored nipples, her teeth giving her gentle love bites. Soft little whimpers and cries coming from them both. Slowly, they slid down each other’s body’s. Excitedly exploring each new inch. Sheena’s honeyed scent enveloping her as Aly kissed her shaven Mound of Venus. Her dark petals, glistening with dew, opening before her. Sheena spread her legs inviting Aly’s soft kiss, as her tongue flicked out experimentally. Sheena’s honeyed dew bursting on her tongue as she began to moan.

		

		Aly let out a cry of her own as Sheena’s tongue drove deep inside of her velvety canal. Her own lips closing on the dark little bud of nerves before her. Sheena’s body jerking in response as Aly’s tongue swirled around the tight little nub. The two of them locked in a passionate sixty-nine, enjoying a closeness they’d never known before. One that had been a long time coming…

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		“Did you have a nice time with Sheena today?” asked Mike, idly. Aly walking in after spending her day off with her friend. Her skin still glistening with suntan lotion, its coconutty fragrance filling the air.

		

		“Um… Yeah… Yeah, I did. Uh… We just sunbathed and swam all afternoon,” she giggled nervously. Her answer seeming somewhat evasive. Mike knew her well after all these years, and she was terrible at keeping secrets.

		

		He looked at her a little strangely, but he didn’t press any further. He never had been happy with their friendship, but she’d known Sheena forever. Friends long before he even met her. The two had roomed together in their Freshman year at school. It was just… Well, Sheena was black, of course. That was a big part of it. Something that Mike never had been comfortable with. The memories of the beatings as a child when he’d even been seen talking to a black girl, still buried deep in his psyche. His father violently prejudiced against anyone that was the least bit different. The scars from his childhood ingrained deep enough that it was something that was hard to overcome. He was trying, though. He knew the world was changing. Aly, championing the liberal agenda. And, he was doing his best to change along with it.

		

		Plus… Well, Sheena had always seemed a little too… Wild? I mean, she’d had quite the reputation in college. Aly frequently relating how scandalized she’d been by her free sex attitude. And, he knew she’d stepped out on Marcus. More than once. Although, it didn’t seem to have hurt their relationship any. And, honestly, after this last vacation, he didn’t have a right to judge anyway. Not after Aly had been intimate with four different men.

		

		Mike only being allowed to return to her afterwards. Being summoned like he was some sex slave. Each time, walking in to find her slender form still warm from their embrace. The scent of her lovers’ clinging cloyingly to her body. Their creamy seed drooling from her used and swollen pussy. It had hurt, seeing her like that. It made him feel so degraded. So humiliated. So… Oh, hell! Deep down, he realized he’d loved it. Every excruciating minute of it. Even that time she’d blatantly had sex with a black man. She’d known just how he felt about that, how much it would hurt him. How repugnant he’d find it. But, it didn’t stop her. Honestly, if he thought about it, his own prejudices might have been the impetus to it. Her not so subtle way of proving a point.

		

		After all, he’d been the one to ask her to experiment. Begged her to! The dark fantasies surging inside of him something he couldn’t control. He didn’t even know what had prompted them. This need, if you will, to let Aly be with another man. To have her betray him. Only letting him reclaim her afterwards. Summoning him like he was some serf. The pain of it… The humiliation… But, somehow, he needed it. It completed him.

		

		The beachside tryst with her black lover tearing him apart. It had taken him a couple of days, but he’d come to grips with it. It was a part of their lives now. The new reality that he lived with. He had a ‘Hot Wife!’ One who freely indulged her sexual urges with other men. At least, she did during vacations. Their uptight little burg not allowing the opportunity for any sort of illicit dalliances like that. Not with Aly’s job as a teacher, anyway.

		

		Well… He could live with that, he mused. Secretly, he was already looking forward to their next vacation. Wondering if they might squeeze in a short trip over the holiday break? Thinking about where they should go? Someplace far from here, that was for sure! His fantasies wandering to the exotic taste and scents of Aly after she’d… His attention suddenly being brought back to their conversation as she poked at him.

		

		“Are you listening to me?” she asked.

		

		“Um… Sure. Yeah, I’m listening,” he mumbled embarrassedly.

		

		“So? Is it okay?” she asked pointedly. Her little sandaled foot tamping impatiently against the tile floor.

		

		“Okay. You got me. I wasn’t listening. I’m sorry. I guess my mind is still in vacation mode. What am I agreeing to?” he grinned sheepishly.

		

		“Sheena and Marcus invited us over for an afternoon swim and then dinner next weekend. Just casual, you know? So? Is it okay?” she asked exasperatedly. “I mean, I thought after vacation… Maybe, you wouldn’t mind as much?”

		

		Oh, shit! Damn, she would press the point wouldn’t she. It wasn’t enough that she’d taken a black lover on vacation. Fucked him right in front of him! His big black cock splitting her in two with each thrust, as she screamed passionately. Seeing his creamy seed seeping from her ravaged cunt. The lava hot feel of her as he’d fucked her afterwards. Taking her brutally, like she was some whore. Now, she wanted him to… “Aly, I…” a deep sigh escaping from his lips. “Okay, I suppose.”

		

		Shocked as she leaped into his arms, hugging him. Her lips kissing him. A slightly different tang to her kiss that didn’t quite escape his notice. An essence that… It wasn’t like she’d tasted on vacation, after she’d… But, different just the same. Sort of musky. Probably just something she’d had to drink, he thought. Allaying his suspicions about her evasiveness earlier. His attention being drawn back to her as she kissed down his neck, her fingers starting to unbutton his shirt.

		

		Aly’s lips closing on his nipple, sucking on it. Her tongue giving it a little swirl before she pulled away with a grin. Dropping to her knees in front of him. Mike staring down at her. The way her small breasts looked in her bikini. The swollen points of her nipples pressing against the clingy fabric. Her fingers finding the zipper to his trousers, deftly extracting his swelling cock.

		

		Greedily, she sucked him between her lips. His cock growing to its full size in her mouth as her head began to bob up and down his shaft. Her wicked tongue driving him insane. OMG! She’d been insatiable ever since they got back. Not that he was complaining. He loved his new wife, the way she freely expressed her sexual urges. It was like they couldn’t get enough of each other. His mind always wandering to the way she’d looked and felt on vacation. Still reeling from the exotic taste and scents of her. The feel of her used body as he’d reclaimed her.

		

		He’d spied on her twice. The first time… Well… When he’d rushed to beg her not to have sex with Braxton. Getting there too late, seeing his black arms already leading her into the small grove of palms just outside the resort property. Mike watching from the dunes like some Peeping Tom as the big black man had taken her. His huge black cock splitting her in two with each violent thrust… The second time, he’d watched her surreptitiously through binoculars on their last night. Her two young lovers taking her right in front of the glass walled front of their room. Spit-roasting her as he watched, mesmerized.

		

		He couldn’t get over the way she’d tasted, the exotic scent of her after she’d been with another man. Aly was sucking his cock deep into her throat with every bob of her head now. Not about to let up until he exploded into her mouth, his creamy seed filling her. Something she’d never done before vacation. Mike would always have to live with the knowledge that the first time she’d swallowed a man’s cum, it had been her lover’s, not his. There were a lot of things he was going to have to live with now. But, it was worth it. A deep groan escaping from him as his balls erupted sending pulse after pulse of his salty cum into her voracious mouth.

		

		Aly leaned back, grinning up at him mischievously. Then, licking his creamy seed from her lips, she got up. Standing on tiptoes, she kissed him. Mike tasting her cum laced mouth, the sensations driving him insane. Then, with a giggle, she scurried away telling him she needed a shower before dinner. Mike staring, dumbfounded, after her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Aly had lunch with Sheena the next Wednesday, happily talking about the coming get together. After all these years, Mike actually agreeing to be with her friends excited her. Sheena promising to try and be a little forgiving around him. But, only a little. She’d spent her whole life fighting against prejudice. She wasn’t about to let Mike’s ingrained feelings shut her down.

		

		“You know… We could make it a skinny-dipping afternoon?” teased Sheena. “You certainly didn’t complain the other day.”

		

		“OMG! Sheena! No. I don’t think so. I mean, I’ve always felt so… I don’t know… I’m still not used to people seeing me naked, I guess? And, being naked in front of Marcus? Erk! Besides, I always feel like some prepubescent little girl next to you. You’ve got all these lush curves and I’m… A tiny, skinny, titless wonder,” she pouted.

		

		“You are not titless. I can attest to that,” giggled Sheena. “You’re just tiny. And, I think you’re beautiful just the way you are. Damn, Girl! Didn’t doing all those men on vacation give you enough of an ego boost? Hell, I’ve never even been with two men at once.”

		

		“Well… Maybe, but that might be pushing the envelope a bit too far with Mike. I don’t know how he’d feel about it?”

		

		“I know how I’d feel about it,” leered Sheena. “Rowlll! That’s one white boy I wouldn’t mind seeing naked, I admit it. He’s got a nice body.”

		

		“He does keep in shape,” admitted Aly. “And, as long as we’re confessing, I wouldn’t mind checking out Marcus, either. But, maybe some other time? I’m afraid of too much too soon.”

		

		“Oh, hell! It’s not like I’m suggesting we swap husbands for the night, or anything. Although…”

		

		“Sheena!!!! OMG!!!! Behave yourself. Besides, that’s definitely not part of our deal. Michael is NOT allowed to play around, that’s reserved just for me. Thank you, very much,” declared Aly. Her nose proudly in the air.

		

		“That’s a bit one-sided, don’t you think? Don’t be so piggish. It’s not like I want to steal him. Besides, you’d get to play with Marcus? Okay. Okay. I’m just kidding,” tittered Sheena. “Mostly…”

		

		“Ohhhhh…” groaned Aly, holding her head in her hands. “I just want this get-together to go well. That’s all,” said Aly softly. “I think it’d be great if the four of us could be friends.”

		

		“Okay, I’ll agree to play it by ear,” snickered Sheena. “But, I may still try to get you all naked?”

		

		*

		

		Oh, great. As if she didn’t have enough to worry about with Mike, now Sheena wants to swap husbands! Well… That was just not happening. Mike was not allowed to play around. Period. That was her prerogative, and then only on vacations. Though, the thought of being able to have a little fun at other times was enticing. Um… So was the bulge that Marcus sported in those tight jeans he always wore. And, it would be something that the town busybodies wouldn’t be able to find out about…

		

		I mean, if she was ever going to allow Mike to play around, Sheena might be perfect. Leaving her to enjoy Marcus’ big cock, the memory of Braxton splitting her in two still very fresh in her mind. Damn, he’d been big! That cock of his hitting places in her she didn’t even know existed. She knew Mike had spied on her that day. But, she hadn’t told him just how exciting being with Braxton had been. There was no question in her mind about it, he wouldn’t be her only BBC going forward.

		

		Ohhhh… Just stop it. It’s not happening. At least, that’s what she kept telling herself. The idea of Mike being with Sheena seeming a bit ludicrous. Especially considering his feelings about… Of course, if anybody could ever change his mind, it’d be Sheena. She did have her ways…

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Mike found himself daydreaming often during the week. His mind drifting to the weekend ahead. And, just how well he’d accept it. He tried looking at his coworkers a little differently. Finding his thoughts a strange chaotic mix of what Aly might think of that particular guy or another, then drifting to wondering about some of the black people working there. Was this person or that attractive? Could he see himself becoming friends with any of them? What did he really know about them? His thoughts still uncontrollably mixed up.

		

		As the weekend approached, Mike became more and more nervous. He knew that Aly had discussed his feelings with Sheena. Of course she had, she told her everything, always had. The two of them sharing the most intimate details of each other’s lives. It made him feel even more self-conscious than ever about seeing them. He’d met them, of course. But, he’d always managed to beg off any invitations before now. Not really comfortable with any closeness developing between them. He’d even managed to skip their wedding, coming up with an opportune business trip that weekend. He just couldn’t face the idea of being with that many black people at once. His betrayal leaving Aly frustratingly having to attend alone.

		

		Now, he’d not only be facing the two of them knowing they knew about his instilled prejudices, but about what Aly had done on vacation. How she’d betrayed him, sleeping with other men. Or, at least, that Sheena knew. Somehow, that seemed to make it worse. Knowing that she knew of his humiliation. How Aly had blatantly taken one lover after another over the week of their vacation. Knew that he liked being with her after… Oh, hell! This would either work or not. Either way, his agreeing to it was making Aly happy.

		

		Aly, for her part, stayed very upbeat about the weekend. She was looking forward to it, telling him how much she loved swimming in the big pool. Sunbathing with her friends and relaxing over a few drinks. Reminding him that he needed to take his swimsuit for Saturday. He’d gotten a little bit of a tan on vacation. But, he kept picturing his pale body exposed before the two of them. As he remembered, Marcus was a big man. Not fat or anything, just big. Maybe six-two, two hundred and thirty pounds or so. Dwarfing Mike’s own five foot eleven.

		

		He supposed Marcus was well-endowed in the other department too. He’d always heard that black men were… Well, if Braxton was any indication, the stories were certainly true. OMG! He’d never seen a cock that big before excepting in a porn movie. And, the way Aly had screamed when he thrust that monster inside of her? Her body convulsing wildly over and over. He’d never seen her cum so hard before.

		

		He knew he could hold his own muscle wise though, he’d stayed in shape. He still worked out several times a week at the gym, keeping the trim, solid body he’d had in college. He’d even boxed on the college team in his Junior and Senior years, finding it a convenient way to release some of his pent-up frustrations. Attaining an excellent record as a Middleweight. Oh, just quit worrying about it. It was just his ego talking anyway. Or, what he had left of one after their vacation. The weekend was going to happen whether he was comfortable with it or not. He vowed to do his best to overcome the feelings his father had beaten into him. That was all he could do.

		

		As far as the other was concerned, it didn’t matter. This wasn’t vacation. It wasn’t like Aly was going to have sex with Marcus or anything. And, Aly had forbidden Mike to mess around. This ‘Hot Wife’ thing was a strictly one-way street as far as she was concerned. Nobody was expecting him to play around with Sheena. Thank goodness! That would be asking too much. All he was expected to do was be nice to her.

		

		Though, he had to grudgingly admit, she was attractive. Her skin a light shade of café au lait, her dark hair always attractively arranged. A bit spiky, of course. But attractive, just the same. Sort of like that girl on Game of Thrones. The ex-slave girl, Nathalie something. Mike didn’t remember her name, but… Yeah, Sheena reminded him of her. And, she had a set of curves that would tempt any lesser man. Her curvaceous body a startling contrast to Aly’s more slender form. Thankfully, they were just going swimming. Then, having a quiet dinner. Supposedly, something casual. Just a barbeque on the patio and a few drinks.

		

		*

		

		Aly, for her part, tried to keep the peace. She knew Mike was wrestling with the demons inside of him and that Sheena and Marcus would take that into consideration. Well… Marcus would. Sheena? Sheena could be pretty outspoken at times. And, then there was her unabashed hints that they should all consider skinny-dipping Saturday. And, possibly even more… Aly hadn’t told Mike anything about that. Any of it!

		

		She wasn’t really looking forward to the idea herself. Um… Well, maybe to seeing if Marcus was as well-endowed as Sheena claimed? She thought wickedly. That was all. But, uh… Damn! Sheena had tasted good. Aly still reeling from the excitement of her first lesbian experience. It was hard to keep her mind off what had happened between them. The feel of their bodies intertwining. She was becoming quite the sexual animal. Their afternoon tryst something else she hadn’t told Mike about.

		

		At some point, she imagined it might slip out. But, for right now, he didn’t need to know. Maybe she’d tease him with a lesbian lover on their next vacation? Er… Though, she supposed from a fantasy standpoint, that would be quite different from the way he viewed her ‘Hot Wife’ role. But, guys liked that, right? The idea of two girls together? Oh, well. Too bad! She’d laid down the law after his little meltdown over her IR tryst with Braxton on vacation. She would sleep with who she wanted, when she wanted. Period. A demand that he’d been forced to reluctantly accept.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Much to Mike’s chagrin, Saturday dawned sunny and bright. There was no sign of a bad weather reprieve on the horizon, it promised to be a beautiful day. As Mike lay rubbing the sleep from his eyes, he could hear Aly in the shower. She was singing happily as she got cleaned up, excited about spending the day with her friends. He wished he could feel quite that way about it.

		

		Oh, well. He’d promised to go, and he intended to make the best of it. Maybe it wouldn’t be as bad as he imagined? After all, he’d survived Aly being with Braxton on vacation. If he could handle seeing that huge, black cock ripping her in two, today would be like a walk in the park. It was just a day of swimming, sunbathing, eating and drinking. Lots of drinking.

		

		He had to smile as Aly stepped from the en suite, watching as she lithely walked to the big walk-in closet. Her slender body exciting him as she nakedly padded across the room. “Well, good morning sleepy head,” she grinned, seeing his eyes following her. “It’s about time you woke up. You need to get cleaned up, it’s getting late.

		

		“Did I wear you out last night or something?” she teased.

		

		“Not quite, but you’re welcome to try again this morning if you want?” he hinted.

		

		“Nope! You’re on your own this morning. Now, go get ready, I’ll fix some breakfast as soon as I’m finished dressing.”

		

		Finishing his shower, Mike could only grin when he walked into the kitchen. Aly was wearing a miniscule pink sundress. It’s halter top leaving her back completely bare. The short… Um… Make that, extremely short dress cutting high on her thighs. Her shapely legs highlighted by a pair of three-inch heel mules. Damn, if she bent over, he bet you could see her tight, pink little pussy. He hoped she was wearing a thong under that? Well, part of him hoped so, anyway. Another part of him was wishing she’d bend over. Big time! They’d been all over each other ever since they got back from vacation. Aly’s experimental venture into being a ‘Hot Wife’ firing them both up.

		

		Aly turned and looked at him appraisingly. Appreciating the snug pullover shirt and khakis he was wearing. Yes, she thought, Sheena was right, he did have a nice body. And, he’d kept it up ever since college, hitting the gym with a surprising regularity. Well, honestly, they both had kept their figures. Er… Such as hers was, anyway. Wondering again if maybe she should get implants? She’d always felt self-conscious about her small breasts. Mike had vetoed the suggestion in the past, but… Well, now with her new sexual liaisons? Maybe he’d feel differently? Then again, she hadn’t exactly lacked for company on vacation, had she? After all, four nights, four different guys? Hell, if Mike hadn’t had that meltdown, it might have been five or six!

		

		She was enjoying his eyes following her as she waltzed around the kitchen. He’d probably have a fit if he knew she was commando under the short dress she had on. The thought making her smirk. She’d taken some extra care in the shower this morning, trimming her blonde landing strip, her legs and… Well, other parts, silky smooth. Not that she expected anything to happen, but… After Sheena’s teasing, she wanted to be prepared. The thought of Marcus possibly seeing her naked, exciting her. Or, maybe it was the idea of her seeing Marcus? Smirking a little to herself at the salacious thought.

		

		She wasn’t prepared to think about anything beyond that. Besides, no way was she letting Mike have sex with Sheena. As if! She’d be lucky if they got through the day without some major faux pas. Honestly, she appreciated Mike’s willingness to try. She just hoped that he could hold it together.

		

		Sheena and Marcus lived about forty minutes away, the drive seeming a very quiet one today. The two of them both deep in thought. Though, their thoughts were dwelling on very different things. Mike feeling uptight over the whole thing and Aly’s mind drifting to thoughts of Marcus. And, just what he might have hiding in that bulge he sported? Or, possibly a quick liaison with Sheena? Oh, she was soooo bad anymore!

		

		Mike pulled up in front of the house, Aly’s directions impeccable, of course. Grabbing her canvas carryall, Aly hopped out of the car and headed for the door. Mike following behind her reluctantly. The door opening as she walked up the steps to the big front porch. A smiling Sheena waiting for them.

		

		If Aly’s dress was revealing, Sheena’s was practically non-existent. She was wearing a pure white sundress, the top an intricately knitted lace design. Sheena’s dark nipples just visible through the gaps in the lace. The short, flirty hemline barely covering the swelling curve of her ass cheeks. Her long legs ending in a pair of sandaled, four-inch heels. Aly would bet any amount of money that she was commando under that short dress, too. Okay, Girlfriend, she decided, game on!

		

		The two women hugged each other warmly as Mike came in the door. Sheena turning her attention to him, giving him a hug as well. Mike stiffening a little at the intimate touch as her body molded tightly against his. The exotic scent of her perfume enveloping him. Marcus arriving, giving Aly a hug, just as Sheena kissed Mike on the cheek. The two men shaking hands as the women scurried into the house chattering like crazy.

		

		Drinks in hand, the foursome moved out to the patio. Mike admiring the big back yard with its swimming pool and high privacy fence. He could see why Aly liked it. They sat around sipping their drinks, enjoying the summer heat. Marcus was doing his best to make him feel comfortable. Mike attempting to enjoy himself, as they talked. The two women chattering happily.

		

		“Anybody up for a swim?” asked Sheena.

		

		With a general agreement, she led them inside to change. Pointing out the guest room, she started to walk away. Then, turned. “Unless you both might prefer to skinny-dip? It’s very private here. Marcus and I do it all the time. Aly too, sometimes. Nobody can see with that high fence,” she teased.

		

		Mike saw Aly’s face pale as he stiffened at the unexpected announcement. Aly had been skinny-dipping here? The shock of hearing that, slowly being replaced with erotic excitement at the thought that Marcus had seen her naked. “When in Rome, I guess?” he answered. His voice steely quiet.

		

		Sheena bouncing happily down the hallway, as Aly closed the door behind her, leaning back against it. “Mike? Just so you know, I’ve never done that when Marcus was home. It was always just Sheena and me. I mean, after all we roomed together for years at school.”

		

		“Well… I wish I’d known that before I agreed to… Oh, well. As I said, ‘when in Rome?’”

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Aly and Mike walked nervously out onto the patio, towels wrapped tightly around them. Sheena was busily setting some snacks and four glasses out on the table. Her full breasts looking like twin chalices of creamy milk chocolate as they swayed with her movements. Her dark chocolate nipples standing at attention as she bent over. Mike’s eyes taking in the lush curves as she moved about.

		

		“There you are,” she gushed excitedly. “Marcus is mixing a pitcher of Margaritas, it just sounds like that kind of afternoon,” she purred. Waltzing around the table, her naked body fully on display.

		

		Mike couldn’t help but admire her. Seeing her perfectly shaped breasts, the slender waist, her smooth-shaven mound… His eyes locking on the dark slit visible between her thighs. Fuck! She was gorgeous. She was black, of course, but… Well, that didn’t mean she couldn’t be attractive. Her café au lait skin glistening as she moved nonchalantly about, seemingly totally unconcerned about being nude before them. Despite his innate prejudices, he could feel his cock swelling uncomfortably.

		

		Just then, Marcus came out carrying a large pitcher of Margaritas. Aly gasped beside him as she saw the thick cock swaying between his legs. OMG! Sheena had always said he was… But… Wow! Even flaccid he was bigger than Mike was when fully aroused. It was like she couldn’t help herself. Her breath quickening, she slipped her towel from around her, draping it over one of the chairs. Her nipples engorging as she displayed herself so wantonly.

		

		Mike could only watch as the scene unfolded before him. He’d heard Aly’s gasp, turning to see what had caused it. An empty cavern opening inside of him as he saw the big man walk out. OMG! He thought Braxton had been big. But, Marcus was hung like a horse! He had no idea how big that thing would be when erect, but he didn’t need to. He knew Aly was smitten, her eyes glued to their host as his dark skin rippled with sweat in the sweltering summer heat.

		

		Slipping his towel off, Mike nervously sat down at the big table. Sheena magically appearing next to him, bending over pouring him a drink. Those café au lait breasts swaying mere inches from his eyes. Her chocolate colored nipples distended, almost begging to be sucked. Picking up the offered drink, he downed most of it in one gulp. This was not the way he’d pictured today going. Not at all! Sheena moving to fill Aly’s glass. Bending over, her dark labia visible to Mike as she did. Its chocolaty petals blossoming open before his eyes, already moist with her honeyed dew. Standing so close beside him that he could detect her sweet essence. His cock swelling in response.

		

		When they all had their glasses full, Sheena proposed a toast. “To good friends, and what I hope will be the first of many visits?” The four of them clinking glasses and taking a drink.

		

		“Damn, Mike. You look like you must work out,” grinned Marcus. “I wish I had muscles like that, but it takes more dedication than I’ve got.”

		

		“Uh… Yeah, yeah, I work out at a place over on 10th,” he said shyly.

		

		“The boxing gym?” asked Marcus.

		

		“Yeah, I boxed a little in college. Middleweight. I just like to deep fit, you know?”

		

		“There was talk about him trying out for the Olympic Team,” smiled Aly proudly. “But, he decided not to pursue it, thank goodness. I prefer him without the cauliflower ear and damaged brain cells.”

		

		“Remind me not to get on your bad side!” said Marcus. The four of them laughing good naturedly.

		

		Sheena refilled their glasses, her close presence once again not lost on Mike. The exotic perfume she was wearing filling his senses. Then, she suggested that she was going for a swim. Aly offering to join her as the two headed for the pool and dove in.

		

		“I’d say we’re both pretty lucky men, Mike,” smiled Marcus. His eyes following the two women as they walked away.

		

		“Definitely,” he replied. Their two glasses clinking together affably. The Margaritas Mike had been downing starting to hit home. He was feeling much more relaxed. The two of them chatting amiably as they watched the girls swimming laps. Their naked bodies slicing cleanly through the water.

		

		After a while, the two of them began to tread water at the far end of the pool. “That wasn’t funny, Sheena,” pouted Aly. “You let Mike think that I’d been swimming naked with Marcus.”

		

		“And, so you are, Girlfriend,” she grinned mischievously. “I told you I wanted to see what that white boy was hiding. Mmmm… I wasn’t disappointed, either. By the way, I’m game if you are?”

		

		“No way! I told you, Mike isn’t allowed to play. That’s our deal, end of story,” declared Aly.

		

		“Don’t be such a stick in the mud. I mean, I’d be loaning you Marcus? Don’t tell me you aren’t curious about that log between his legs, I know better.” giggled Sheena. “You’d love to spend a night getting stretched by that monster.”

		

		“Ohhhh… I need another drink,” declared Aly. Swimming away and climbing from the pool.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		“So, how are you? Really?” asked Aly. The two of them getting dressed after quick showers to rinse off the chlorine from the pool.

		

		“I’m fine, Honey. Honest,” admitted Mike. “Marcus is a pretty nice guy, we seem to be getting along fine.”

		

		“How about you and Sheena?” she asked. A slight hesitation in her voice.

		

		“Sheena… Is… Nice. I mean, very friendly and…”

		

		“A little forward?” suggested Aly, giggling as she did.

		

		“Yeah, you could say that. But, it’s okay. I mean, I’m kind of enjoying myself. Even if I am a little bit tipsy after all the tequila,” he grinned sheepishly.

		

		“Do you think she’s pretty?” asked Aly. Her fingers toying along his chest.

		

		Mike cringing at the loaded question. He hated when she did that. Asking something that could have dire consequences no matter how he answered. Sort of like when a woman asks, ‘Do I look fat in this dress?’ “Well… Yes, I guess she is. Sure. But, not as pretty as you are.”

		

		“Nice save,” she grinned.

		

		“How about you?” he asked. A tinge of curiosity in his voice.

		

		“Huh?”

		

		“Well, what do you think of Marcus?” he smirked.

		

		“Oh… You mean… I… I don’t know? He has got a nice cock,” she answered shyly, her face turning beat red at the admission. “I mean, if we were back at the resort… I suppose I might be tempted. But this isn’t vacation. And, they’re our friends.”

		

		“It’s just… I guess… What I’m saying is if you ever did? I’d be okay with it. As long as you told me, you know?” Mike whispered. His finger brushing her blonde curls back from her ear. Deep inside, he was half afraid it was something she’d already done. Not entirely sure she’d been truthful about not swimming in the nude with Marcus around.

		

		“I wouldn’t do that to you, Mike. This isn’t vacation. And, yes, it’d be safe and all that. Nobody would ever know. But, it wouldn’t feel right. More like I was betraying you or something. You know? Something other than just a one-time fling. It wouldn’t be fair to Sheena, either. Tit for tat, and all that,” she said softly. “And, I don’t know that you’d be interested in providing the ‘tat!’”

		

		“I can’t. It’s against the rules. Remember?” he grinned proudly. Bending down and giving her a kiss. Their tongues dueling softly. Just then, there was a pounding at the door as Sheena hollered at them to get a room. They could hear her heels clicking rapidly down the hall, giggling laughter echoing as she scurried away.

		

		As they walked back out to the patio, Mike saw that Sheena had changed back into her lace sundress. Her commando condition quite noticeable each time she bent over to set the table. His cock swelling a little as he took in the view. Black or not, she had a hot little body.

		

		Marcus was standing over the barbeque grilling some steaks for their dinner. Mike walked over to keep him company while Aly began helping Sheena. The two men casually enjoying the view. Mike only gulping a little as he realized that Aly was as naked under her dress as Sheena. Her pink petals blossoming open invitingly every time she leaned over. She’d been naked all afternoon, of course. But, for some reason, watching the two of them this way… Partially dressed? Just little flashes of pussy and tits visible here and there. It seemed more exciting. Like they were voyeurs to the erotic display the girls were putting on.

		

		Mike chugged his drink nervously, then obligingly refilled both of their glasses. He was going to regret this in the morning. Plus, he admitted grudgingly, they were going to have to take an Uber home later tonight. There was no way he could drive with the amount of tequila he’d had today. The two men idly discussing the benefits of gas versus charcoal as Marcus turned the steaks expertly.

		

		Dinner seemed jovial, the four of them talking about various goings on in their lives. The subject of their recent vacation hadn’t come up, something that Mike was just as happy about. He didn’t like the idea of Marcus knowing, or at least openly discussing, what had happened. Feeling like it would diminish him in his eyes somehow.

		

		The pitcher of Margaritas empty, Sheena stepped inside to make another one. Aly joining her, while the men talked. “So? Have you thought any more about my proposition?” purred Sheena.

		

		“Sheena…” began Aly exasperatedly. “I just don’t think… Well, I mean, Mike…”

		

		“You leave Michael to me, Aly. Trust me, if anybody can make that white boy sit up and take notice, it’s me,” she smiled smugly. “And, admit it, you wouldn’t mind sampling Marcus for a night.”

		

		“I don’t know, Sheena? The whole idea is just…”

		

		“Oh, come on. Give it a try. Please? What have you got lose? I mean, we can be swingers! Doesn’t the idea sound exciting? And, you’re my best friend. This would just… Make us even closer somehow. Plus, just think. You and I could play around openly. I don’t think either one of those guys would turn down a show like that now and again!” her hot breath falling on Aly’s shoulders. Sheena kissing her neck softly. Aly slowly melting back against her, desire starting to burn inside of her.

		

		“Just how do you envision this working?” asked Aly timidly.

		

		“Well… You two can’t drive home tonight. No way! You’ve both had way too much tequila. So… Rather than take an Uber, you agree to spend the night. With that settled, we can have another pitcher of margaritas and… Maybe, I get a little tipsy. You know, playful. Do some snuggling with Mikey. Just seeing how it goes. If he bristles too much… Okay, bad idea. But, if he doesn’t…”

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		“I’m making another pitcher,” declared Sheena, a slight slur to her voice.

		

		“Oh! I appreciate it, but I think we’ve probably had enough, Sheena. It’s getting late, we should be thinking of getting home. I was just thinking of calling an Uber for us,” said Mike.

		

		“Nonsense! Just stay the night. We’ve got a perfectly good guestroom, and that way we can continue the party. Please, Michael? Maybe a moonlight swim? And, I make a mean breakfast of pancakes and sausages on Sundays?” proclaimed Sheena.

		

		“It’s okay with me,” admitted Aly, her face flushing at the admission. Her eyes turning expectantly to her husband.

		

		Feeling the pressure from the two of them, Mike wrestled with the demons still churning inside of him. The thought of spending the night… Sheena strolling sensuously around the table to where he was sitting and blatantly plopping herself in his lap. Her short, flirty dress spreading around her. “Pretty please, Michael?” she purred, her arms encircling his neck as she batted her long eyelashes. His cock starting to swell as she ground her naked ass against him. The heady scent of her enveloping him. Um… Not just the scent of her perfume, either!

		

		With a pleading look at Aly, he reluctantly gave in. “Okay, I guess we can stay.” The announcement met by a squeal of delight from Sheena. Her lips locking on his as she pushed her tongue into his mouth. Mike, caught by surprise, instinctively returning the kiss.

		

		“Well, I guess that leaves me to make the Margaritas,” grinned Marcus pushing back from the table. Sheena still comfortably ensconced in Mike’s lap. Ignoring his pleading eyes, Aly elected to follow Marcus to see if she could help. Er… Well, that’s what she told herself, anyway. Mike watching her retreating form, some fantasies of his own taking hold.

		

		“Mmmm… I like it here, Michael. You don’t mind, do you?” purred Sheena, cuddling tightly against him. Nibbling teasingly at his earlobe.

		

		“Uh… No. No, of course not, Sheena,” he told her. His voice sounding a little stressed. His throbbing erection swelling beneath her.

		

		“Oh, come now, Michael. I do have all standard equipment, you know? I promise, I do,” she giggled. Leaning forward she twirled her tongue in his ear, then kissed him once again. When he didn’t push her away, she boldly pulled his hand to her breast. Her nipple swelling against his palm, as her tongue began dueling gently with his.

		

		“Sheena… I… I… I can’t. Aly and I… There’s an agreement… Rules!” he whispered breathlessly.

		

		“Some rules are made to be broken, Michael. And, this isn’t vacation!” she said lustfully. Kissing him again.

		

		Aly watched the two of them through the kitchen window as she casually helped Marcus, cutting up some limes. Her close presence unnerving the big black man. He’d known her casually for years, but tonight… Well, things seemed to be changing. Rapidly! Their relationship evolving into something very different. Something far more intimate.

		

		He’d been excited all afternoon, watching the way her slender body sliced through the water. Seeing her nakedly on display as she sunbathed, looking so young and innocent. Her long blonde hair glistening in the sunlight. The small, perfectly formed breasts. The soft, downy curls of her landing strip. The way her petaled opening blossomed when she bent over. The pink petals dewy with excitement. And, now? With her standing so close beside him, her tiny body barely reaching his chest. The scent of her filling his senses. He was finding a lustful desire growing inside of him.

		

		He was well aware that Sheena had occasionally experimented beyond the bounds of their marital bed. So had he, for that matter. But, it seemed to add some spice to their lives, so he never worried about it. This, though? Would it drive some sort of wedge between them, or add some excitement to their lives?

		

		Unexpectedly, Aly turned to ask him a question. Finding him staring at her. Her breath catching a little at the intensity of his look. Marcus, lustfully drawn to her, boldly bent down and kissed her. Aly returning the kiss, her tongue intertwining with his as he lifted her from the floor. Aly’s legs wrapping around his waist to help hold herself up. The two kissing passionately.

		

		Finally, breaking the kiss, he set her back on the floor. The two of them looking at each other shockingly. Aly gasping for breath, her face flushed. Not sure what had happened, what they’d just done? “I… I should take the limes out to the patio,” she told him. Her voice husky with desire.

		

		Walking out, she saw Sheena still in Mike’s lap, her arms around his neck. The two of them talking intimately. Setting down the tray of limes and salt, she looked over at them. “Mike, can I borrow you for minute?” she asked.

		

		Mike, sheepishly urging Sheena from his lap as he tried to stand up. Not an easy feat with the tent he was developing. The two walking inside silently. “I’m sorry, Aly,” he started softly. “She just… And, I…” His stammering explanation silenced as she put her fingers to his mouth.

		

		“It’s okay, Mike. I… I mean, this isn’t vacation, and vacation rules don’t apply anymore. So, I don’t know? Maybe, we need a new set of rules? What happens on vacation is our own private little fetish? But, here?” Aly shrugging her shoulders. “I’m willing, if you are? The idea of the four of us? It’s kind of exciting. I can’t think of anybody I’d rather share you with, than Sheena.”

		

		“Are you saying…”

		

		“I’m saying let’s see how the evening shakes out. I mean, I’m curious about Marcus, I’m sure there’s no secret about that. Not after vacation. And, well… Sheena certainly seems to have taken a shine to you. Maybe it’s time to break some rules,” she grinned. With that, she kissed him. Their tongues dueling passionately. Taking his hand, she led him back outside. The still sweltering heat engulfing them.

		

		“Did I hear something about a moonlight swim?” grinned Aly. Her hands beginning to untie the halter of her dress. Swiftly, she let it drop to the patio as she kicked off her heels and ran for the pool. Sheena grinning as she unzipped her mini-dress and followed her. The two, diving cleanly into the water.

		

		Mike and Marcus looked at each other sheepishly. “Care to join them?” asked Marcus, his hands tugging his shirt over his head.

		

		“What the hell, why not?” grinned Mike, as he followed suit. The four of them splashing happily around the pool in the soft moonlight. Small, accidental touches, growing bolder as the evening wore on…

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		Aly gave Mike a kiss, hugging him tightly to her. “I guess I’ll see you in the morning?” she whispered nervously. A tremor of nervous excitement running through her. Then, as their hands parted, she walked over and took Marcus’ proffered hand as he led her inside. She felt so tiny next to the towering black man, having to hurry her steps a little to keep pace with his long legs.

		

		Her mind racing, she was nearly hyperventilating by the time he pulled her into the guestroom. Aly gasping as she heard the door close behind them. Her body on fire with anticipation, she felt him move up behind her. His dark hands gripping her shoulders as he pulled her to him. As she melted back against him, she could feel the tip of his long shaft sliding along the crease of her ass cheeks. His hands sliding down her sides to cup her small breasts.

		

		She moaned softly as he began to knead her tiny tits. His dark fingers teasing the sensitive, swollen nipples. His dark skin such a contrast to her own. Sheena had already warned her not to expect him to give her oral sex, not something real big in his repertory. Marcus was more into fucking. Liking his sex hot and rough. Something that Aly was looking forward to, though with some trepidation as she felt the size of his long rod swelling against her.

		

		Biting her lip nervously, she turned to face him, her eyes looking up at his. So tall in front of her she felt like a little girl. Slowly, she began to slide to her knees before him. His thick black snake now staring at her. OMG! She’d been admiring the size of him all afternoon, but now… Seeing him this close. His cock swelling to its full size, she felt a little panic. He was huge! Much bigger than Braxton had been. Marcus, easily sporting a ten-inch rod. And, unbelievably thick. It was like holding a soda can in her hands. Her pale fingers dwarfed by the dark shaft.

		

		Marcus skin was so dark, it was like she was stroking a long black stick of licorice. Hesitantly, she stuck her tongue out, licking the swollen mushroom shaped head. Mmmm… He sure didn’t taste like licorice! The salty essence of him bursting on her tongue. She hadn’t done this for Braxton, her Caribbean lover just bending her over and taking her. His long rod ripping into her while he had his way with her. But, now…

		

		Aly began to lick along Marcus’ long shaft. Her tiny hands cupping his big balls, as she licked them. Marcus groaning excitedly above her. Excitedly, she bathed the long shaft as she slid back up to the swollen tip. Opening her mouth as wide as she could, she slipped the bulging head inside. OMG! He felt so damn big, so heavy on her tongue. Her mouth totally consumed by just the first inch of his long dong.

		

		She was swirling her tongue along the bottom of his shaft, Marcus urging her deeper. But, no way. She couldn’t! Her gag reflux setting in immediately. Pulling back, his hands went around her head. Fingers wrapping in her long blonde locks, urging her down once again. This time, deeper. Forcing himself into her throat as she felt her breath cut off. Marcus thrusting a couple of times before pulling back and letting her breathe.

		

		Aly gasping frantically, he pushed her down again. Even deeper this time. OMG! She was going to pass out! Then, he pulled away again. His long rod covered with her saliva, streams of it hanging from her lips as she gasped for air. Then, once again, pulling her down. Ohhhh… Just how deep did he expect her take him? Her throat was expanding painfully around his shaft, its length seemingly never ending. Aly’s hands beginning to beat ineffectually against his dark hips.

		

		Over and over, he repeatedly assailed her ravaged throat. Aly nearly swooning with every thrust. Not stopping until she felt her nose buried against his stiff, curly pubic hair. OMG! He was all the way in her! Pulling away, he grinned down at her, his huge shaft bobbing in front of her. “Damn, Girl. You’re good,” he grinned. Pulling her down again, this time only an inch or two. His cock beginning to saw in and out of her mouth.

		

		Able to breathe a little now, she let her tongue tease him. Marcus’ groans becoming more frequent as his excitement grew. She began bobbing her head frantically, wanting him. Needing to taste his salty, black seed. Her blonde locks flying, she swirled her tongue frantically, her head bobbing over and over. Marcus getting more and more excited.

		

		Finally, her fingers playing with his big balls, she felt his rod swell. A loud groan split the air as his long shaft exploded in her mouth. The salty seed firing into her, consuming her. Shooting violently down her throat, even out her nose. Her mouth overflowing with his thick cream. Aly swallowing frantically, trying to take as much as she could. Then, falling back onto the floor, as she gasped for breath, coughing and sputtering. Marcus grinning widely down at her, his teeth gleaming whitely in the soft light of the guestroom.

		

		Aly wiped the cum from her chin and lips. Sensuously, licking it from her fingers. Her deep blue eyes challenging her black lover, daring him. Marcus reaching down and helping her up from the floor. Scooping her into his arms, he carried her to the bed, Aly squealing. Then, he dropped her. Her body bouncing wildly on the mattress, as she giggled excitedly. Lying there, looking up at the towering man, she bit her lip teasingly.

		

		Slowly, Marcus crawled onto the bed with her. His black hands roaming over the slender curves of her body. Teasing her breasts, pinching her nipples, cupping her downy covered mound…

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		Aly walked away, looking almost like a child next to Marcus’ tall, muscular body. Sheena shyly moving to where Mike was left standing alone on the patio, his eyes following his wife. Sheena’s body molding itself to his as she kissed him. The feel of her naked body pulling him away from his dark thoughts. Consuming him, as her breasts pressed tightly against him. His cock swelling between her comely thighs.

		

		With a wicked little grin, she took his hand and pulled him towards the house. Her full breasts swaying with every step. The two of them padding barefoot down the hallway to the open door of the master bedroom. Mike’s eyes magnetically drawn to the closed guestroom door. Soft little whimpers audible from inside as they passed. But, Sheena’s urging pulled him past, the two of them entering the big master. The door closed silently behind him as he took in the big king-sized bed that dominated the room. Sheena coming up behind him and giving him a warm hug. A soft kiss falling on his back.

		

		Quickly, she went over and turned on some soft music and folded down the bed covers. Turning back to him, she licked her lips sensuously. Mike staring at her, as she walked sensuously towards him. Looking for all the world like some wild animal in heat. Her eyes almost feral in their appearance, burning with a sensual fire. As she came up, he slid his arms around her soft café au lait waist.

		

		Tilting her head towards him, he kissed her. Their tongues dueling gently at first. Each hesitantly feeling the other out, Sheena afraid to move too fast. Mike still coming to grips with the woman he held in his arms. So different from Aly; her kiss so dissimilar, the full breasts, lush hips, café au lait skin. Seeming mysterious somehow, as her strange perfume filled the air. Her black hair feeling coarser against his skin. But… Fuck! She was so hot… So, exotic… So, forbidden!

		

		He could feel her hard nipples brushing against his chest, their chocolate colored tips a good half-inch long. Sheena purring softly as she slid down his body. Little love bites nipping at him all the way. Mike watching as she reached her knees before him. With a grin, she looked up at him and slowly began to lick the swollen head of his cock. The sensation driving him wild.

		

		Watching, he saw her open her mouth, then her full, bushy hair obscured his vision as he felt his cock slide into her warmth. Sheena’s tongue swirling wildly along his sensitive shaft. She didn’t hesitate when he bumped against the back of her mouth, consuming him. His cock sliding deftly into her throat. Feeling almost like he was entering the velvety confines of her… OMG! Fuck! She was driving him crazy.

		

		Sheena was bobbing her head like mad. Taking his throbbing rod deep into her throat with each lunge. Fuck! He wasn’t going to hold out long under this assault. Trying desperately not to cum, he was doing his best to let his mind drift. To think of anything else but what was going on between his legs. But, with very little success. Sheena’s insatiable assault far more demanding than anything he could think of.

		

		Unable to control himself any longer, he grabbed her head. His fingers twining into her coarse hair. Pulling her down harder, faster. Sheena moaning below him, the vibration of it ripping through him like lightning. “OMG! Oh, fuck! Yes!” he cried. His cock erupting inside of her voracious mouth. His creamy seed pulsing again and again, filling her mouth and throat. Sheena swallowing his offering, only a little of it escaping from her lips as she tongued him mercilessly. Her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him clean.

		

		Leaning back, she wiped a bit of drooling cum from her chin. Sucking it sensuously from her fingers as she looked up at him. Her minxlike grin letting him know the night was just beginning.

		

		Gasping a little from her attack, he reached down and helped her from the floor. Sheena cuddling against him, tilting her head up to be kissed. This time, there was no hesitation. Mike pulled her to him passionately, his lips closing on hers. He could taste his own seed in her kiss, her cum-laced tongue teasing his.

		

		Picking her up, she squealed as he carried her to the big bed, setting her down on the edge. Sheena’s eyes gleaming with anticipation. Oh, yeah! She was looking forward to this. Aly had always said Mike loved to eat her out. Something that was sadly missing from Sheena’s love life. Well… Except for her tryst with Aly the other day. OMG! She couldn’t believe they were both willing to tongue her little pussy.

		

		She let out a cry as Mike’s tongue slid over her dark slit. Her hands grabbed his head, pulling him to her, as her eyes rolled back in her head. Mike swirling his tongue over her pulsing little clit, electric sparks flying through her. Her cries turning into screams as his tongue plunged deep into her velvety canal! Her feet beating against his back as her thighs wrapped tightly around his head.

		

		Mike couldn’t believe it. He was making love to a black girl. To Sheena! Her chocolate petaled opening giving way to a tiny pink canal. Her feel so velvety, her taste… Different. Similar to Aly’s, sure, but definitely unique to her. He’d have no problem telling them apart even blindfolded. The enticing muskiness of her honeyed sweetness pulling him in. Sheena crying and whimpering constantly as his tongue licked her dark folds excitedly.

		

		Her fingers dug harshly into him, as a loud scream echoed around the room. His mouth suddenly filling with a sweet honey. She’d squirted! Damn! Even Aly didn’t do that. Sheena collapsing back against the big bed, gasping frantically for breath, as he wiped her juices from his wet face. Vaguely, she opened her eyes and stared at him. “OMG! I’m sorry? I’ve never…” turning her face away embarrassedly and burying it into a pillow.

		

		Mike pulling her to him, hugging her. “Shhhh… It’s okay. It’s just… I mean, you squirted, that’s all. It’s natural.”

		

		“It is?” she whimpered.

		

		“Yeah, it is. It doesn’t always happen, but when it does… Well, it’s kind of special and exciting. Don’t you think?” he teased.

		

		“I… I’ve never cum that hard before, Mike,” she said softly. Her fingers running gently through his hair. Mike leaning down and kissing her gently.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Aly lay across Marcus’ broad chest, her pale fingers trailing over the tight curls of his dark chest hair. She was still catching her breath after her exhaustive oral performance. Still occasionally coughing a little from the load of cum she’d swallowed. Saucily, she began to nibble at Marcus chest. Her little love bites teasing him. He grunted when she bit his nipple. Grabbing hold of her long hair, he pulled her head up, staring at her. Her eyes challenging him. Her pale hands starting to stroke his dark rod, teasing it back to life.

		

		Her eyes marveling as it grew in her hands. OMG! It… It… Reached from her damp little slit all the way past her belly button! There was no way that monster would fit all the way in her. He was just so much bigger than Braxton had been. And… Braxton…

		

		With an evil grin, Marcus pushed her off. Picking her up and turning her around like she weighed no more than a feather pillow, he pulled her to her knees, her arms bracing her up. Finding herself on all fours, posed like she was some wild animal for mating, Aly’s excitement grew. She wanted to feel Marcus thick rod inside her. Had been lusting for it since Sheena first broached the subject.

		

		She moaned softly as Marcus big fingers ran over her moist slit. The little pink petals blossoming for him, her eyes closing as he pushed a finger deep inside of her. Mmmmm… Yes! This was what it was all about. The bed shifted as the big man moved behind her, his long cock swelling. Aly peeked between her legs, her excitement suddenly tinged with a trace of fear. Fuck! He looked big!

		

		Aly gasped as she felt that big mushroom shaped head brush her damp opening. Ooooo… This was it! She waited, feeling his big hands grip her slender hips. Her anticipation peaking. Aly wiggling her tight little ass, teasingly. Gasping as his thick rod popped inside of her. Marcus holding there, just the thick head inside of her, letting her get used to being stretched that wide. Her head lolling loosely, her long hair dragging across the bedding, as she tried to calm her breathing.

		

		“You sure you want this, little girl?” grinned Marcus. “You want Daddy’s big black cock in that tight, little pink cunt of yours?”

		

		“Yes, please, Daddy?” she whispered. Her nervously excited answer barely audible in the quiet room.

		

		Marcus, his big hands gripping tightly on her hips, he lunged forward. Aly screamed, her fingers clawing harshly into the bedding. His long shaft burying deep inside her tight velvet canal. Her eyes nearly popping out of her head as the thick cock split her in two. “OMG! So… Fucking… Big!” she cried. Her eyes glancing back again between her legs. Ohhh… No way. He wasn’t even all the way in her!

		

		She whimpered as he pulled back a little, then screamed a second time as he buried to the hilt in her tight sheath. Her crystalline cry echoing around the room. Oh… So deep! So full!!! Aly collapsing onto the bed, her face burying into the covers as he began to fuck her. His huge rod ripping her apart again and again. Her cries becoming incoherent as that huge black cock tore through her.

		

		Every time he pulled back, it was like her whole insides were being pulled out with him. Only to be shoved back inside of her moments later. Tears were streaming down her face as the big man slammed against her pale hips over and over. Their two bodies slapping loudly together, Aly’s body glistening with sweat. Constant cries and whimpers coming from her as Marcus fucked her. Breeding her like she was some slut.

		

		It seemed to go on forever. Her cries echoing in the dimly lit room as Marcus had his way with her. Aly was shaking uncontrollably by the time she felt his thrusts become more erratic, his impossibly thick cock swelling even more. With a wild, nearly maniacal scream, she felt his hard rod explode inside of her. Pulse after pulse of his hot cum jetted into her. The lava hot seed searing her womb, filling her to overflowing. Some of the creamy cum oozing from her tightly stretched labia and drooling down her thighs.

		

		With a loud plop, Marcus thick cock slid from her ravaged cunt. Aly collapsing across the bed like a limp doll. Her body drenched with sweat as she gasped for air.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		Sheena was still gasping for breath, when her fingers wrapped around Mike’s swollen cock. Mmmm… He was definitely fully recovered from her earlier ministrations. The salty taste of him still lingering on her tongue exciting her. She loved it whenever she was with somebody new, the excitement, the thrill. And, tonight… With Mike? It just seemed extra special, somehow. I mean, she’d known him for years. And, there was the whole Aly thing… She’d wanted this for a long time, not caring that he had been raised to hate black people. Or, any people that were different.

		

		Almost rather proud of herself, that she’d been the one. The one to break the rules that had been instilled into him. She’d broken a few other rules too. Number one, Aly’s ‘Mike isn’t allowed to play around’ rule. It was a new step in her relationship with Marcus, too. After all, they’d never openly played around before. Though, she was quite sure he’d had an affair or two. Well… So, had she. It kept the juices flowing. Made her feel excited about herself. But, now… Well, let’s say a lot of new possibilities had just come open for them. They had officially become ‘swingers.’ Or, at least, she was about to.

		

		Reaching out, she pulled Mike onto the bed next to her, kissing him. Their tongues entwining gently, seductively. Slowly, she rolled on top of him. Her full breasts swaying enticingly before him. Boldly, she pushed a chocolate colored nipple to his mouth. Mike suckling instinctively, not caring what color she was. She let him nurse like that for a bit, her fingers toying with his long shaft.

		

		Oh, he wasn’t as big as Marcus. Few men were, but that was okay. She appreciated the respite. Marcus thick rod still stretching her painfully every time. Um… Not that she was about to complain. But, a change now and again, was nice. Adding some much needed spice to their lives. Sliding slowly down his muscled body, Sheena was giving him little love bites. Her moist petals trailing seductively over his throbbing cock. Rubbing herself on it, her clit firing with every stroke.

		

		She was just about to take him inside of her when they heard the scream. Mike jerking beneath her. Sheena pushing him down forcefully. “She’s okay, Mike. Honest, she is. Marcus… He’s just big.” A second scream echoing through the house as she tried to calm him. “She’ll stretch. We’re pretty elastic that way, you know? Now, it’s your turn to stretch me a little,” she purred.

		

		Deftly, she pressed herself down on his hard cock. Sliding him inside of her, her velvety walls gripping his long, thin cock. Mike’s concerns calming as he felt her warmth envelope him. Her thighs pumping slowly, Sheena began to ride him. Her warm pussy sliding over his hard shaft, consuming him. Mike reaching out and kneading her full breasts, so different from Aly’s tiny tits. His fingers contrasting excitingly with her café au lait complexion. Sheena whimpering as she rode him.

		

		She could feel little rivulets of sweat running down between her breasts. Her fingers clawing into Mike’s muscled chest. Her eyes closed in ecstasy as she pumped up and down, faster and faster. His hips rising up to meet her every thrust, her clit crashing against his curly pubic hair. Sheena crying out each time she felt his long cock fill her. OMG! She wanted this! She couldn’t even explain it, she wanted the closeness that it brought. The feeling that the four of them were now somehow connected, something more than just friends.

		

		A scream coming from her as she felt Mike’s cock pulse deep inside of her. Her body shaking in orgasm as he filled her with his creamy seed. His scalding cum oozing between her dark petals as she collapsed across him. Her lush breasts squished against his hard pecs. The scent of her engulfing his senses. The two of them drifting off to sleep, their bodies still coupled together.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		Aly was groggy, feeling a bit disoriented and unsure of her surroundings. At least, at first. It was still dark out, the hulking dark form next to her strangely unfamiliar. A tiny smile crossing her face as the memories of the prior evening came crashing back. She was in bed with Marcus. They’d… Oh, wow! She’d fucked her best friend’s husband. And, um… Well, assumedly, Mike had… OMG! Mike had fucked Sheena! They… They were swingers. She lay there a moment before getting up and slipping out to the hall bath. Still trying to come to grips with what they’d done. She could hardly believe that Mike had fucked Sheena. I mean… Sheena was… Well, they had talked about breaking rules. But, wow! It’s a damn good thing Mike’s folks would never know. Then again, if they disowned him, it wouldn’t hurt her feelings one little bit.

		

		Turning the lights on in the bath, Aly gasped as she looked in the mirror. OMG! She was a wreck. Her lipstick smeared across her face and long dark streaks of mascara ran down her cheeks… Oh, yeah! Marcus had been BIG. Fuck, that had hurt. Sort of, anyway. I mean… Oh, hell! No sense in denying it, she’d do it again. Nobody had ever filled her like that before. Nobody! It was like he was trying to drill that cock all the way through her.

		

		She quietly went about her business, then did some damage repair before padding silently back to the bedroom. Slipping in next to her black lover, his arm draping over her as she snuggled back into the covers. She was just drifting off when she felt him start to stroke her. His hand sliding over her slender body, his fingers finding her small breast, cupping it warmly. His touch becoming more insistent.

		

		Aly could feel his long shaft swelling against the crack of her ass. Deciding she was quite willing to have sex, but not wanting to encourage him in the vicinity his cock was brushing against, she rolled over on top of him. Damn! She felt so tiny with this monster of a man. Her diminutive form dwarfed by his six-two body. Giggling a little as she recalled him asking her if the ‘little girl’ wanted ‘Daddy’s’ cock last night. It had sounded so kinky. Especially, when she’d answered, ‘Yes, please, Daddy?’

		

		Well, guess what? She wanted ‘Daddy,’ again. Kissing him, she started moving down his long body. Trailing little kisses the entire way, until she found his swelling rod. If they were having sex again, she wanted that monster good and slick before it was shoved inside of her!

		

		Slowly, sensuously, she licked his black rod. She could still taste the remains of their earlier tryst as her tongue swept over his length. The memory of what they’d done, exciting her, as she bathed that monstrous cock, her tongue washing it lovingly. Finally, she straddled his hips, her pale thighs gleaming white against his dark skin. Marcus’ big hands toying with her breasts, pinching her nipples.

		

		Centering herself, she slowly lowered down onto his long shaft. OMG! It was sooooo big! It was tearing her apart and he was only halfway inside of her. With a sudden impatience, Marcus grabbed her by the hips and pushed. Aly’s screams cutting the quiet air. “Oh! My! God! Oh… Fuck!! Yes!!!” Her wild cries echoing through the silent house. Uncaring who heard her, where she was, or even, who she was with. She’d never been used like this before tonight.

		

		Her body ripped in two. Her voice hoarse from screaming, she rode him. Her own thighs barely pumping as Marcus took over, using her like she was some sex toy. His huge hands slamming her down on his long shaft again and again. Each thrust burying him deep in her unprotected womb. His black cock breeding her for the second time tonight.

		

		Sweat dripping from her, she was slammed down on top of him. Her head lolling wildly as her long hair swirled around her. Marcus not stopping until that monster had spewed its scalding contents deep inside of her. His burning heat spreading through her like her body was on fire.

		

		Aly flopping like a ragdoll on top of him, his thick rod still buried in her ravaged cunt. Even flaccid, he was big enough to stay inside of her. Aly drifting back to sleep, her clammy body lying limply across his muscular black chest.

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		Mike sat up in bed with a start, not sure what had awakened him? Then, he heard a cry from the next room. Aly’s voice, a loud, crystalline scream, her cries becoming more passionate as he heard the bed thumping faster and faster through the wall. It hurt, knowing that she was fucking her black lover, his huge cock splitting her two again and again. Right then while he was forced to listen. But, as much as it hurt, he couldn’t help the way his cock began to swell. Exotic images filling his head of Marcus’ monstrous cock ripping into her tiny body over and over. Filling her, breeding her, his black baby seed spurting into her fertile womb. Somehow… Ashamedly, he found himself wishing he could watch. Memories of seeing her with Braxton on their vacation fueling the erotic images.

		

		His thoughts became consumed with the exotic images; Aly with Marcus, Sheena’s café au lait body writhing beneath his own rampant cock. Mike lay there, idly stroking his cock as he listened to the two of them next door. Aly’s cries and whimpers, even her screams, exciting him. It wasn’t like he could shut it out? There was only a thin bedroom wall between them. The sounds echoing through the dark, silent house like some primitive drumbeat.

		

		Startled, he felt Sheena’s lips kiss the head of his cock. With a giggle, she began to lick his shaft, her tongue teasing it. She pulled him into her warm, welcoming mouth as the sounds from the next room reached a crescendo. Aly’s final scream followed by silence. The only sounds, Sheena’s slurping tongue on his hard dick.

		

		Pulling away, Mike moved around on the big bed. Sheena now laying under him, her lush milk chocolate ass a pillow for his head. “Mike?” she whispered.

		

		“Hmmm?” he muttered. His mind still next door where Aly lay with Marcus’ black seed seeping from her ravaged cunt.

		

		“You can do me in the ass if you’d like,” she whispered. Her voice barely audible. “I think I’d like that. I can’t… I mean, not with Marcus. But, I’m fine with it. You know, if you’d want to?” Snickering at his querying look, she grinned. “It’s been a long time, so go easy. Okay?”

		

		Mike, taking the hint, rolled on top of her and began kissing down her spine. His fingers kneading her milk-chocolaty cheeks as he tongued the base of her spine. Sheena whimpered in anticipation as his lips kissed lustfully along the crack of her ass. Parting her cheeks, his tongue ran deep along the crack, a gasp escaping from her at the intimate touch.

		

		Sheena’s legs spread open for him as he slid between them. His eyes closing on her dark, chocolaty flower. His thoughts becoming chaotic, a strange mix of unbridled lust and repulsion as his prejudices tried to gain a foothold. With a whimper of his own, he kissed her opening. Mike’s tongue slowly rimming the dark flower. Sheena crying out as his she felt it force its way inside of her. Her fingers clawing at the bedding as she exploded in orgasm. He was eating her ass. His tongue inside of… OMG!

		

		Reaching between her legs, she began to play with her pussy. Her fingers delving deep inside her warm dark, canal. Then, frantically flying over her swollen little clit. Mike’s tongue being replaced by a moist finger. Opening her, pushing deep into her tight ass. Sheena beginning to moan uncontrollably, as he slowly widened her.

		

		When she felt the burning hot head of his cock brush her tight flower, she braced herself. But, nothing could stop her scream as he pierced her. His throbbing cock splitting her dark flower for the first time, in a very long time! Sheena’s wiry hair was tossing uncontrollably as his cock slid deep inside of her, filling her darkly forbidden canal. Consumed with lust, he grabbed her hair, tugging her back against his piercing rod. Riding her!

		

		Sheena crying out as he thrust deep, his hips crashing against her lush cheeks. He was fucking her black ass! Their bodies slapping loudly together as she cried out over and over. Their own bed pounding as he used her. Its vibrations traveling through the house.

		

		In the dim light, Mike could see her dark body glistening with sweat as he took her. Slamming into her over and over, almost maniacal in his lust. His thoughts torn, part of him wishing it was Aly under his driving rod, another part… Well… How could he explain it? Even to himself? He was fucking a black goddess. Breaking every taboo that had been drilled into him as a child. Fucking her ass!

		

		Sweating now himself, Mike continued to pound into her. Sheena’s cries becoming incoherent as his long rod tore into her dark flower. His voracious attack something unexpected. Sheena clawing frantically at the bedding as her body shook again and again. Neither of them ceasing until Mike had filled her dark tunnel with his creamy seed. His own body clenching wildly as he exploded deep inside of her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		Sunlight was pouring through the undraped windows as Aly opened her eyes. Marcus was lying beside her, his muscled black body seeming so foreign. She’d never woken up next to anybody but Mike before. But, she’d done a lot of things she’d never done before recently, this was just another one in the string. She’d now slept with five men that weren’t her husband, had sex with Sheena… Oh, yeah! She’d done that, too.

		

		The memory of her second BBC causing her to purr softly. Oh, my! Marcus certainly did have a nice cock. This was something, she wouldn’t mind repeating. Not at all. She wouldn’t mind repeating her tryst with Sheena, either. The ‘Hot Wife’ thing was fun and all, but there was something about this… It was different, the closeness she felt warming her all over. More an intimate sealing of their connection.

		

		Silently, she slipped from the bed and out to the hall bath. Not as shocked this morning at her disheveled appearance. She ran her fingers through her hair, straightening it as best she could, and washed her face before returning to the quiet bedroom. Marcus even breathing the only sound. Aly wondered how things had gone between Mike and Sheena last night? She’d heard them once or twice, Sheena’s passionate cries reaching her through the wall.

		

		She still wasn’t sure how she felt about that. After all, that had not been a part of their fantasy. Violating the rules she’d set down on their vacation. It was just supposed to be Aly becoming a ‘Hot Wife.’ And, now… Now, they were swingers. Her husband had fucked her best friend. Oh, she knew it was only fair. It was just… Okay, she was a little jealous last night. Honestly, maybe more than a little. Lying there in the dark listening to Sheena’s cries and whimpers. Hearing the pounding of the bed.

		

		She supposed that was how Mike must feel when she… It felt a little weird. Sort of a strange mix of jealousy, pain and a kind of voyeuristic lust. Knowing what was going on. Knowing how Sheena must feel right at that moment…

		

		Her carnal thoughts interrupted as Marcus’ arm draped over her pale body. The contrast seeming so much starker in the morning light Her eyes traveling over his dark body. His muscled chest, his tight abs, the thick black rod hanging between his legs. She’d had that black cock inside of her last night. He’d filled her with fertile seed. Bred her like she was… Hesitantly, she reached out. Her pale fingers wrapping around his thick girth. Feeling that monstrous cock spring to life in her hand.

		

		“Mmmm… Does Daddy’s little girl want another ride?” purred Marcus. His deep voice startling her.

		

		“Yes, please? Fuck me, Daddy,” she whispered impishly. Yielding to the lustful thoughts building inside of her.

		

		Slowly, teasingly, Marcus rolled on top of her. His big body sliding between her eagerly spread legs. She kissed him, her arms wrapped around his thick neck. Her tongue dueling with his sensuously. Pulling back, Marcus kissed down her throat. Then, took a pink nipple between his lips. Aly whimpering as he sucked at her sensitive bud. His teeth biting at her, teasing her. Each nibble sending an electric shock racing through her.

		

		Pushing himself up with his arms, he stared down at her. “See how far I’m going to be inside you little girl? Look at that! I’m going to be in you past your little pink belly button. Way past!” he growled. Aly’s eyes looking at where his long cock lay across her. The swollen black tip of it was indeed, well past her navel. OMG! No wonder it hurt so bad. His cock was so thick and hard this morning… It was almost as thick as her wrist!

		

		With a cruel grin, Marcus reached down guiding the thick mushroom shaped head to her small petaled opening. Aly’s eyes growing large as she felt him press against her. Her soft petals yielding… Blossoming for him as the head of his cock pierced inside of her. She cried out as she felt him split her open. Oh, sooooo thick!!! Her scream echoing off the stark walls as he shoved deep into her.

		

		He didn’t hesitate this morning. He pushed all the way inside of her with one thrust. Her scream sounding untamed, feral… Nothing more than the cry of wild animals mating. Aly’s legs wrapped lewdly around his black hips, her little heels pounding against him as he used her. Her fingernails raking his broad, black back as he fucked her. His thick black cock slamming into her like a jackhammer. The whole bed shaking, pounding against the bedroom wall from the force of his attack.

		

		Sweat was streaming from her tiny body, rivulets of it running down between her small breasts. Her long blonde hair sticking damply to her face as he fucked her. Her cries totally incoherent as she lost all conscious thought. Her body nothing more than one huge ball of lust. One orgasm after another ripping through her.

		

		OMG! His thrusts were becoming frantic now, he was… Oh, he was going to fill her again. Let his thick, creamy, black seed breed her for the third time. What had she become… Her wild scream was frightening in its passion. Marcus’ huge rod pulsing deep inside of her again and again. His lava hot cream spreading through her wanton womb. Oh… So much of it! She could even feel it oozing from her ravaged pussy. Sliding down her thighs and pooling beneath her. She was a BBC slut…

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		Mike had stepped back out of the en suite, finding Sheena standing beside the big bed. Moving over to her, he pulled her into his arms. The two kissing softly, his hands roaming her soft café au lait skin. The scent of her this morning seeming so… Feral! Like she was some wild animal that had snuck into his bed. Offering herself to him.

		

		The two passionately kissed, Sheena clawing at him. Mike picked her up, her arms tight around his neck. He was going to put her on the bed, but her legs wrapped tightly around his hips, her heels locked tight. Muscles straining, Mike held her like that, their kiss deepening. His cock throbbing beneath her, the head of it bobbing against her lush curves. Sheena reached back, grabbing him. Positioning his hard rod to her dark petaled opening. “Fuck me, Michael!” she whispered urgently.

		

		With a thrust of his hips, his cock slipped between her moist petals. Sheena letting herself drop, impaling herself on his long spear. Her head thrown back as she cried out. He leaned her against the wall of the bedroom, as he began to thrust into her. Sheena crashing against the wall with every thrust. Her fingers clawing at him lustfully. Their own passionate sounds drowning out any that might have come from the next room.

		

		Mike’s cock ripping in to her again and again, Sheena was crying out. Her soft mewls and whimpers replaced with loud cries as they spent their passion. Sweat was glistening from her as she hung tightly from Mike’s muscular body. His cock piercing her, crashing against her pulsing little clit with every thrust. Her body shaking with orgasm as he used her.

		

		With a loud cry, she felt his thick member pulse inside of her. His creamy seed filling her warm, unprotected womb. Mmmm… She could get used to this. It was a nice way to wake up. The two of them gasping for breath, Mike lowered her to the floor. Sheena standing weakly. Still holding on to her white lover. Her full breasts heaving with each breath.

		

		Shaking her head, she grinned up at him shyly. “I suppose I should think about that pancake and sausage breakfast I promised you, shouldn’t I?” Mike’s warm cream still seeping profusely from inside of her, she tugged him towards the door.

		

		Mike looked around for his clothes, realizing he didn’t have any. His clothes, along with everybody else’s were out on the patio. Right where they had left them last night. They were just padding down the hallway, when the door to the guestroom opened. Aly slipping out as she headed for the bath. The three of them looking at each other shyly, awkwardly.

		

		None of them had thought about… Well… The morning after! No clothes, nakedly greeting their mates. Their signs of adultery written all over them. Sheena still glistening with sweat, Mike’s creamy cum drooling down her thighs. Contrasting violently with her dark complexion. Mike, his cock still covered with their erotic juices, little scratches visible on his pale body. The scent of Sheena’s perfume clinging to him. And, Aly… Aly who stood there, hair awry, her nipples swollen and red. Her blonde landing strip damp and matted with Marcus’ black seed. Pale thighs still wet with his sticky cum, long streaks of it running down her legs.

		

		It was Sheena that came to her senses first. Pulling Aly into her arms, she kissed her. “Thank you for last night,” she whispered. “It was… OMG! Aly! Please tell me we’re doing this again?”

		

		Aly looking at her husband, staring deep into his eyes. “I think we might manage it again now and then,” she grinned shyly. Moving to slide into his arms, kissing him.

		

		Marcus walking out of the guestroom just as the two entwined. Looking at his adulterous wife, he grinned. “Where’s that breakfast you promised woman?”

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Aly walked down to the sandy beach, her eyes searching for where she’d left Mike camped out. Seeing him, she walked over smiling shyly. Slipping the little coverup from her shoulders, she stood before him proudly. Her only garment, the little ankle bracelet he’d given her. There’d been no pretense this time, they’d gone to a nude resort. Aly lay down beside him, her body still warm from her lover’s embrace.

		

		Kissing her, Mike could taste the tang of her lover’s cock. Her mouth still laced with his cum. Her moist labia leaving a warm trail against his thigh as she kissed him, still oozing from her afternoon tryst. She snuggled comfortably against him, talking quietly. Enjoying the closeness, the undeniable love that he gave her. Then, just relaxing…

		

		Mike was almost asleep when Aly suddenly heard her phone. Picking it up, she saw a text from Sheena:

		

		Hv fun U2! Looking forward to next wknd!

		

		With a giggle, she held it up for Mike to see. Well, that and the picture that Sheena had sent along with it! The one of her standing nakedly next to their big swimming pool!

		

		“Next weekend?” asked Mike, sleepily.

		

		“Oh, didn’t I tell you? We’re invited over to spend the weekend after we get back…”

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Aly’s adventures as much as I did writing about them. If you enjoyed it, don’t be shy! Please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to look for my other stories and novellas as well!

		

		Many Thanks!

		

		Richard Carlisle
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