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		Foreword

		(From the “Epilogue” of Wife Swap)

		

		I heard the Uber pull up in front of the house before I heard the turn of the door knob. Amy was finally home from the big ‘planning’ meeting. Her eyes were glassy as she walked into the living room. Oh, yeah! As always, the three of them had no doubt gotten totally smashed. You could make book on it.

		“So? How did the big meeting go?” I asked.

		“Would you like to know where we’re going on vacation this year?” she teased, a sneaky little giggle to her voice.

		“Well… Of course, I want to know. What treasure are we going to visit this year?”

		“We are going to spend six days and five nights, in Las Vegas,” she grinned.

		OMG! Five nights in Sin City? My mind boggling at the things that might happen between the six of us in that wide-open atmosphere. And, I was also thinking about just how deliciously decadent our three ladies would be looking. The lax dress codes of Vegas, allowing them to let it all hang out. Not to mention the exciting thought of being with Pepper and Dani once again. My cock swelling as I imagined just what might happen.

		“And, I have an even bigger surprise. You remember Corina, right? Well, she and her husband just moved back here, and they’ll be joining us,” squealed Amy excitedly.

		Corina? Who the hell was Corina? “Um… Honestly, Amy, I can’t say I remember a Corina,” I mused, shrugging and shaking my head blankly. Amy giving me a weary look, as she trudged over to the bookshelves and took down our Wedding Album. Oh, great. Somebody that was at our wedding? Lord, I didn’t know most of those people. Let alone remember any of them!

		“We were all pals back in school. She roomed with us. Corina was like the fourth musketeer, but she moved away after graduation. They gave us the punch bowl set, for a wedding present,” she informed me. Her voice showing some exasperation as she thumbed through the photos. Right, like I was supposed to remember who gave us what. “Here she is,” Amy pointed to an attractive, petite café-au-lait skinned young lady. Her shapely legs encased in a form fitting mini-dress, its plunging neckline revealing the swell of her caramel colored tits. Dark curls seemed to cascade around an attractive face, with full pouty lips.

		Hmmm… Maybe, vaguely, I could remember seeing her there. She appeared quite attractive in the photo. Of course, my eyes were on my new wife at the wedding, not the myriad of attractive young ladies that attended the event. Besides, that was almost six years ago.

		“Oh! And, there’s her husband, Jamal in the background,” she squealed. Her finger pointing as she proudly gloated at my ignorance.

		My eyes falling to a tall, dark skinned man standing near Dani’s husband, Dave in the picture. He looked every bit as big as Dani’s husband, too. My heart skipping a beat or two as the reality struck home. Corina and Jamal would be joining us on our annual vacation. Sudden images of Amy having sex with her first BBC flooding my imagination…

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		Amy and I are ‘swingers.’ Well, sort of, anyway. You couldn’t exactly call us experienced. We spent exactly one vacation together with our friends in Colorado last year, where the six of us had… Um… Okay, it’s like this. The ‘ladies’ came up with this wild idea to revitalize our respective marriages.

		All six of us have been married for a number of years, and you know how your sex life can get stale after a while? That’s where we were at. All of us. Three long term couples with exactly the same problem, boredom. The sexual excitement had gone out of our lives. So, they decided that every night of our vacation, they’d trade husbands. It was only three nights, and there were three of them, so… Well, you get the idea.

		At first, I was very opposed to the whole idea. After all, I’d never strayed during our six years of marriage. And, to my knowledge, neither had Amy. But, they didn’t exactly give us a choice. The three of them, Pepper, Dani and Amy, sprung the whole thing on their unsuspecting husbands just before we were going to leave. And, they presented a very united front about it. They fully intended to go through with their plan, whether the men agreed with it or not. Faced with that? What could we do?

		Um… The fact that Pepper and Dani were both extremely attractive might have influenced my decision a little, as well. I admit it. Damn, that was the hottest three nights I’d had in years. Maybe, ever. And, it hadn’t cooled off after we got back home, either. I hadn’t been able to keep my hands-off Amy since we got back. The memory of seeing her with Dave and Tom was enough to drive me insane.

		On the third night, we were all supposed to return to our own spouses. But, as it happened, the night had turned into an orgy. The six of us all in one room fucking whoever happened to be handy. OMG! The memory of Amy screaming out an orgasm while impaled on Dave’s monstrous cock, was enough to give me a hard on even now.

		The ‘ladies’ had already informed us that our next vacation would be to Las Vegas. While I was looking forward to the chance to reconnect with Dani and Pepper, that was still a couple of months away. The six of us usually only got together on our annual vacation, or occasionally during the holidays. It wasn’t like we saw each other all the time. So, you can maybe understand why I say that we’re only ‘sort of’ into the lifestyle? We’ve never strayed beyond that one time. Not yet, anyway. Though, our next ‘swinging’ vacation was already planned.

		But, Amy was obviously bursting to tell me something tonight, I just didn’t know what it was. She’d had a certain glow about her ever since I walked in the door. Right now, the night was still young, and we had the kiddos to deal with. Oh, yeah. We’re parents, too. One boy, one girl. Five and three, respectively. They were a handful at the best of times.

		During dinner, Bill Jr., had told us all about his day at kindergarten, while Laurel played with her food, as usual. After playing with the two of them for a while, it was time to usher them off to bed. For some reason, that was always a major operation. Tell me it gets easier, please? Nighttime baths, all the fussing, and then finally getting them both down. By the time I had Billy into bed, I found Amy already in the family room, a half empty glass of white wine in her hand. She’d even set one out for me…

		I stopped momentarily to enjoy the sight of her. Damn, she still looked hot. Five-two, long dark hair, perfect C-cup sized breasts, and a pair of legs that went all the way up to heaven. She’d kicked off her shoes and sat there with her feet propped up on the coffee table. Her pink toenails perfectly manicured, she was even wearing the little toe ring she got after our last vacation, copying a fashion statement of Dani’s.

		A gold ankle bracelet glimmered on her dainty ankle. Something all three of our wives had adopted right after returning from our last trip. The three of them coming home from a shopping spree, proudly displaying their purchases. My understanding was that it symbolized their ‘availability.’ They were proclaiming themselves to be ‘Hot Wives.’ Okay… Well, I suppose. Maybe, in a way… I wasn’t about to argue the point, it was too much fun messing around with Dani and Pepper. Though, I found the idea of Amy being ‘available’ beyond our little group more than a little bit disconcerting.

		As I sat down beside her, Amy smiled at me. “Billy finally down for the night, Hon?” she asked.

		“Down, I don’t promise it’s for the night,” I laughed.

		“Same for Laurel,” she snickered. “I swear it gets harder every night.”

		Grabbing the glass of wine she’d sat out, I gratefully took a sip. “Everything okay, Amy?”

		“Mmmm hmmm… Everything is fine, Bill. I just wanted to talk to you about something,” a minxlike grin on her face. “You remember me telling you about Corina and Jamal moving back to town?”

		At my nod of remembrance, she continued. “Well, I was thinking that it might be nice to get together with them this weekend. Give us a chance to catch up.”

		“Catch up? I barely remember them,” I admitted. “After all, the only time I met them was at our wedding. And, honestly, my eyes were on somebody else that day.”

		“Thank you, Darling. You are so sweet to say that. I know that you love me, but… Well, they will be joining us in Vegas. I just thought that it would be fun for all of us to get a little better acquainted beforehand.”

		“Better acquainted? Just how much better acquainted are you hoping to get?” I chided. Amy had pulled out our wedding album a while back, showing me the pictures of Corina and her husband, Jamal. Oh, yeah. I could just imagine Amy getting better acquainted with him. Oh, shit. My cock was getting hard imagining it. The whole BBC fantasy thing enough to drive me insane.

		“You know… More comfortable, I guess. I’m not saying we should go to bed with them, Bill. Though, I guess I might not turn it down…” she grinned shyly, a blush ripening her pale skin.

		“You just want to sample Jamal, don’t you? You want to see if the stories are true?” I admonished. “Does he really have one of those big black cocks, all the women talk about?”

		“And, I suppose, you’re not the least bit curious about Cory? You wouldn’t like to see what those café au lait tits of hers feel like? Or, maybe even what her little brown pussy tastes like?” giggled Amy. “We all talk, you know. Dani and Pepper still haven’t stopped raving about your oral abilities. As if, I didn’t already know,” she giggled, elbowing me, before giving me a little kiss. “You, naughty boy.”

		“Honestly, I… I don’t know? I never thought about it before, I guess. I barely remember her. I mean, she’s very attractive. At least, in the photos. I’ve just never dated a black girl. It was always sort of frowned upon, I suppose. You know my folks. That’s the way I was brought up. What about you? Have you ever… You know…”

		“No. I’ve never dated a black guy. It wasn’t exactly approved of by the Nuns,” she giggled. “I suppose I could have in college, but the taboo was pretty well ingrained in me by then. Though, I know several girls that have. I’m fairly certain that includes Pepper, but I won’t swear to it. I think that may be part of why I’d like to have them over. Maybe have a chance to get a little more comfortable? With them, and with the whole IR sex idea. It’s always been such a taboo before. I know Cory, extremely well. But, Jamal? She met him after graduation, so our wedding was pretty much it for me as well. He’s kind of a total stranger.”

		“So, this is a let’s get acquainted and see how things go, kind of night?” I asked hesitantly.

		“Something like that, I suppose. I don’t know, Bill. I’m nervous about it is all. They’ll be with us in Vegas. It’s not like I’ll have a choice then! You know the rules. It’ll just be the luck of the draw. But, ultimately, it will happen. I will be spending a night with him. I would just prefer he not be a total stranger at the time. With my luck, I’ll draw him the first night,” she laughed sarcastically.

		“Speaking of ‘luck of the draw,’ how did the three of you decide that first night in Colorado?” I asked. Curiosity getting the better of me.

		“Decide wha… Oh… Um… Well, we did rock, paper, scissors to see who picked first,” she answered embarrassedly.

		“So? Who went first?” I prodded.

		“I did,” she whispered shyly. Her face flushing a bright shade of red. “After I picked Tom, then that logically left Dani with you, and Pepper with Dave.”

		“You picked, Tom, huh? Interesting…” I offered.

		“What’s that supposed to mean? I… I just felt more comfortable with him somehow. I’d always found Dave a little intimidating.”

		“With good reason, as it turns out. Damn, he’s got a big cock,” I declared.

		“Tell me about it,” she giggled. “I thought he was going to rip me apart. But, honestly, I found it kind of hot, too. What can I say? He hit places I didn’t even know I had. Although, I will say, he is a very demanding lover.”

		“Well, I admit watching you with him that last night was something I’ll never forget. And, you’re right, it was hot. At least, to watch. I wouldn’t know about the feeling part of it.”

		“Oh, trust me, it was very exciting. But, I wouldn’t want it as a steady diet. I don’t know how Dani does it,” she giggled. “That may be a part of why I want to get comfortable with Cory and Jamal, too.”

		“Well, I do see your point. I guess I’m okay with it, if you are. Go ahead and invite them over. We’ll see where the night takes us. My naughty little ‘Hot Wife,’ never thought I’d be saying that.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Well, that went better than I thought it might, reflected Amy. Bill hadn’t been happy at all going into our last vacation. Not up front, anyway. Snicker, snicker. I thought he was going to have a heart attack on the way home the night we told our husbands about our decision. I admit, we had sort of sprung it on them. And, it was a lot to take in. I had been very nervous about it, but peer pressure and all that. Pepper and Dani had been all in for it, and after a few more drinks, I’d agreed. Besides, Bill and I were really at a low point sexually at the time. We hardly ever had sex back then. Even when we did, it wasn’t exactly satisfying. Just going through the motions.

		After that, like an irresistible force, unstoppable. It was going to happen no matter how we felt about it. I certainly don’t regret it now, but I was scared that first night with Tom. I knew Bill was extremely upset, and that wasn’t helping. I saw the way he kept looking at me as I got ready that night. Just staring at me with those puppy dog eyes of his, memorizing every detail. Like it was the last time he’d ever see me or something? But, when he came back to our room the next morning… OMG! He’d never attacked me like that before. He even ate my filthy pussy. Now, don’t get me wrong. He did that all the time, but when I was full of another man’s cum? God! That was so freaking HOT. I couldn’t stop cumming.

		It was a little scary the second night, too. Especially after I got a look at Dave’s cock. Fuck! He was big. But… Um… Damn. What can I say? He was big. And, it felt sooooo good. At least, after I’d had a chance to adjust to it. I’d never admit to Bill just how good it felt, but I was definitely looking forward to our Vegas trip. I wasn’t kidding when I told Bill that Dave had hit places I didn’t know I had. I wanted to have those places tickled again. At least, occasionally.

		Would Jamal be just as big? Maybe, even bigger? OMG! It made my pussy wet to just think about it. But, that was where the excitement ended. At least, for me. Good old Midwest flatlands upbringing. There weren’t many black kids around when I was growing up. And, the all-girls Catholic school that Mom and Dad had sent me to? Didn’t have any. My first introduction had been in college. Really, I guess it had been Corina.

		She roomed with Dani, Pepper and I the last three years. We were all pretty friendly. Um… Pepper, Dani and I, especially. Bill didn’t know about that, either. Though, I think he had some suspicions after our Colorado trip. Pepper and Dani had played together that last night when we were all together. I was busy at the time with Dave and Tom. OMG! I’d never been spit-roasted before. Wow… Let’s just call it interesting? Shall we? If you want to know more, you’ll just have to try it yourself.

		Corina hadn’t been a part of our threesome. Not sexually, anyway. But we were all very friendly. You know what I mean, we were roommates? Palling around together, watching TV, studying, swapping gossip, talking about boys. I mean, girl things. I honestly was looking forward to seeing her again this weekend. The whole Jamal thing, however, was something else. I didn’t even know him. And, letting a total stranger have with sex me? A black man at that? I mean, good girls just didn’t do that. Not where I was from. Then again, maybe, I’m just not a good girl? Not anymore, anyway. Not after Steamboat Springs. I had sort of burst that bubble.

		But, in Vegas, I knew that it would happen. The big taboo. Interracial sex. He would shove his black cock into my little pink pussy and fill me with his cum. Breeding me. That was a given. It was the rule we’d all drunkenly agreed to for our vacations. Sworn to it. A set of rules that Corina had agreed to. We weren’t allowed to say no, no underwear allowed, and there would be no condoms used. I mean, after all, we were all clean and on birth control. We decided there was no reason not to enjoy the experience to the full. So… What was wrong with getting comfortable with the idea of Jamal, a little early? I thought I wouldn’t feel so uptight if I got to know him better first. More intimately, if you will. Um… Okay, maybe ‘intimately’ implies more than I was anticipating for this weekend. Although, I guess that might happen, too. Gulp.

		It didn’t really bother me that Bill would be with Cory. Honestly, I didn’t think of her any different than I did Dani or Pepper. Well, except that I hadn’t had sex with her. I wasn’t sure if Cory swung that way, if you know what I mean? I found out early on that I was mildly bi-sexual. All-girls school, what can I say? I definitely preferred men, but I enjoyed being with another woman from time to time. I still had the occasional afternoon delight session with Pepper or Dani. Chortle, chortle…

		Living together, we’d all seen each other naked and everything. So, I mean, Cory was attractive, and I knew it. I was pretty sure Bill was going to be fine with having sex with her. Her café au lait complexion was so exotically exciting. Jamal, on the other hand, was black. Like, black, black! Add to that, he was an easy six-two and maybe two hundred and twenty pounds of pure muscle, making him a little formidable. And, if his cock was anything like the rest of him? Well, let’s say he had big hands, and big feet, and… Well, I’d always heard that… OMG!

		After my talk with Bill, I’d called Cory and asked her if she and Jamal would like to come over Saturday. Just a nice afternoon of swimming in the pool, and a casual barbeque dinner? Of course, she jumped at the chance to get reacquainted. Honestly, I think she was a little concerned about Vegas, herself. She’d been delighted to join our little group. But, when she found out about our new vacation ‘tradition,’ she did hesitate a little. Humph… That’s putting it mildly. I’d never seen that girl look so pale. In the end, though, she and Jamal had the same stale relationship that the rest of us had had. So, after some persuasion, she agreed to go along with it. There might have been a few drinks involved in that decision, too? But, like the rest of us, she’d solemnly sworn to obey the rules.

		I have to admit; our Colorado vacation had certainly revitalized our lives sexually. Bill still couldn’t keep his hands off me. Would anything happen when we all got together at other times? Well… We hadn’t discussed that, yet. Not even amongst us girls. Right now, it was just something special reserved for our annual trips. Trips that we’d now agreed would include Cory and Jamal.

		Hmmm… If something does happen with Cory and Jamal this weekend, does that set a precedent amongst the six… Oops! Eight of us? Maybe? I’m not usually the trend setter of our little group. Far from it. I guess, that might just change.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		As the days grew closer to our dinner with Corina and Jamal, I began to feel the same tensions I’d felt that first time in Colorado. Worrying about what would happen? What would it be like? Seeing Amy in the arms of another man? Me, being with another woman? Those feelings had passed over the course of our vacation. Um… For the obvious reasons. I mean, it had happened. We’d both fucked other people. Multiple, other people. We’d survived. We were still together. The world didn’t end. And, I’d never found Amy more exciting than I did right now.

		But, I had a pretty good idea where Saturday night would take us. Or, where Amy hoped things would go that night. And, honestly, I was wrestling with it. Psychologically, at least. Don’t get me wrong, Corina was very attractive. I’d seen her picture. Hell, I’d even snuck a look at her Facebook page. I admit it.

		It was just that… Well… I had been raised with all the taboos that my parents and grandparents had instilled in me. I knew, logically, that there was nothing wrong with interracial sex. But, tell my little inner voice that. It was even worse, when I thought about Amy being with Jamal. The huge black man that was a total stranger to me. Face it, he was just a picture from our wedding album. I knew Amy had enjoyed being with Dave during our last vacation. Despite his being a dominant. And, yes, he’d been a little rough and demanding with her. But, she also admitted that she’d loved riding his big cock. And, um… Some of the submissive traits that Amy picked up under his tutelage? Well, let’s say I still enjoyed them. Oh, boy, did I.

		I guess I couldn’t blame her for feeling like that. Every guy wishes he had some huge cock that the girls would all drool over. Dave was lucky enough to have one. I mean, like eight inches long and an easy inch and a half thick. Dwarfing my more average sized shaft. Tom’s, too. OMG! Seeing Amy riding his huge pole that last night of vacation. Her body spasming wildly. Hearing the way she screamed as orgasm after orgasm tore through her… My cock still swelled at the thought of it.

		Somehow, I was pretty sure that she was hoping of a repeat of that feeling with Jamal. I guess, in a way, so was I. Imagining his big black cock tearing into her tight pink snatch was erotically exciting. Demeaning, but exciting none the less. I knew there was no way I could compete. The fantasy part of it was great. But, the whole idea of Jamal fucking my wife for real? Breeding her? His black baby seed pulsing inside her fertile pussy? Ouch! It was disturbing on more levels than I cared to admit. And, then there was Corina… If Amy was playing with Jamal, I would be with his wife.

		Corina, or Cory as Amy was now calling her, was a cute, petite woman. Her caramel complexion and dark curly hair topped off a very curvaceous body. From the pictures I’d seen on Facebook, and believe me, I’d looked, she was very attractive. Gorgeous legs with caramel colored breasts that swelled enticingly in the single bikini shot I’d seen of her. Was I curious? Oh, yeah.

		Being curious, however, didn’t make me totally on board with the whole idea. Admittedly, though, Amy was right. Once we were all in Vegas, it would happen. Done deal. The ladies would play some little game again, deciding who they’d spend the night with. That decision, once made, was final. There was no court of appeals. That was the rules they’d agreed to. At some point during those five nights, Amy would be fucked by Jamal. Fucked bareback by his big black cock. And, I would spend a night with Cory. So, why not get on board with it now? Get past the jitters that we both seemed to be feeling? Or, at least, try to get more comfortable with the idea. It was totally logical.

		Sometimes, I hate logic.

		All week long, I’d been paying more attention to the women at the office. Several of them were black, and I guess I just found myself looking at them differently. Thinking of them as not just co-workers. What would it be like to kiss Charity? Or, maybe have Gaby’s long legs wrapped around me? I just noticed them more. Not that I would ever act on those thoughts. Not anymore than I would any other woman I saw. But, there was no harm in looking, either.

		By the time Saturday rolled around, I was a nervous wreck. Ever since our last ‘vacation,’ I’d been spending some time at the gym every night. Both Amy and I were taking better care of ourselves. It just seems to go with the lifestyle. But, even I knew, there was no way I could compete physically with Jamal. Hell, I’d seen pictures of him. Cory’s Facebook page was full of shots showing the two of them. I could trim down and tighten up, but there was no way I was going to grow another four inches in height. And, those muscles only came with a lot more dedication than I had. And, um… The whole BBC thing? Well, those were genes that I definitely did not possess.

		Although, I was still nervous about Amy and Jamal, I was pretty well okay with the idea of being with Cory. I’d become more comfortable with it over the course of the week. Whether that was to be this weekend, or in Vegas, really didn’t matter. Hey! She was cute. What can I say? And, Amy was right, I found her caramel complexion very exotic.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		I’d stopped earlier this week and done some shopping. I wanted something special to wear for Saturday. Ending up with a cute little sundress and a new bikini. Bill was going to have a fit when he saw the bathing suit, it could best be described as miniscule. But, I figured what difference did it make? Jamal would be seeing all of me in Vegas, anyway. Maybe, even sooner…

		Okay, admittedly, I still had the jitters over the whole BBC thing. But, I knew that Bill found the idea somewhat exciting. At least, on a fantasy level. Reality was always a little different, wasn’t it? And, we both knew that. But, as a fantasy? Oh, yeah. He was on board with the fantasy. Big time. I think it was whole taboo IR thing that, on a certain level, still haunted both of us to an extent. It was only natural considering the way we were brought up. I was hoping this weekend would breakdown that barrier.

		I’d picked up a DVD at the Adult store that night, too. Oh, don’t get me wrong. Our local ‘Adult’ store isn’t anything like what I’d always been led to believe. I thought Bill was out of his mind, the first time he took me there. But, it’s not some dark hole in the wall full of sleazy magazines and weird little men in raincoats. Nope, it’s brightly lit with female clerks. The whole front two thirds of the store are devoted to clothes. Sexy clothes, but you know… Heck, that’s where my new bikini came from. In the back are the displays of DVD’s and toys. Lots of toys. Some of them very realistic and even in color. A total fantasyland.

		Anyway, we watched it last night after Bill dropped the kiddos off with his folks for the weekend. It was a very sexy story about becoming a ‘Hot Wife.’ One of the segments involving interracial sex. It was directed by Jacky St. James, and, um… Secret admission here. I always found her films exciting. they were more involving somehow than most adult films. More ‘couples’ friendly, I guess. Er… Lots of big hard cocks, too. Anyway, I think both of us got a little excited over the IR part of the film. At least, I know I did. And, Bill certainly seemed to be turned on when we got to bed last night. Or, maybe he was just thinking about tonight?

		We lazed around for a bit this morning. Neither of us in any rush to get out of bed. It was so nice to not have the munchkins for a couple of days. Just those few extra winks, you know? It was almost nine before we got up. Then, a leisurely breakfast and it was time to start the chores. Cory and Jamal were arriving about three. Before then, I still had to clean the house and Bill needed to mow the lawn and clean the pool. At least, the chores kept us occupied. Less time to think about the night ahead.

		After an early lunch, Bill headed for the shower while I rinsed the dishes. I always let him shower first. Men can be so messy. That way, I could clean up after him. Besides, it always took me longer. I knew, I’d be taking some extra time today, too. Considering my new bikini, I had decided to shave my pussy. I’d always kept it trimmed, but except for when the babies were born, I’d kept my dark bush.

		In Colorado, Bill found out that both Dani and Pepper were shaved. He would never admit it, but I think he really liked that. He liked a couple of other things, too. Dani’s tattoo and Pepper’s piercing, in particular. I was still undecided about that. Interested, but I hadn’t decided if I’d do anything or not. They were both rather irreversible steps. Sort of like committing adultery, I guess. Survived that one! Honestly, don’t tell, but I was leaning towards a piercing. Pepper told me that getting it hurt like crazy, but that it increased her sensitivity down there. Big time. I wouldn’t mind that, not one bit.

		I hadn’t exactly told Bill I intended to shave either. It would be a special surprise for him later tonight. Or, um… In the morning, if our friends stayed the night. Gulp. Okay, I was still undecided about that, too. Definitely.

		After his shower, Bill dressed and went in to relax. I heard him put a Sirius channel on the sound system. I suspected I’d find him in the family room reading his Kindle when I got ready. It would either be that, or he’d be involved in some game on TV. But, he really didn’t follow sports too closely. We didn’t have any major league teams anywhere near where we lived. Face it, there wasn’t much near where we lived.

		I’d just finished shaving and was rinsing off when he poked his head in asking if I wanted him to make a pitcher of Sangria for this afternoon? Hmmm… “Sure, sounds great, Bill. Do we have all the ingredients you’ll need? Sangria goes down fast.”

		“I’ll check real quick. I’ve still got time to pick up anything I need if we don’t. Anything else we might be short on?” he asked.

		“No, I think I’ve got everything else. You might check our beer supply, though? I have no idea what Jamal drinks.” A few minutes later, I heard the garage door open. Guess what we were short on? Chortle, chortle. That was okay, it gave me plenty of time to finish getting ready without him catching sight of my surprise.

		It felt a little strange as I dried off after my shower. More sensitive somehow. Then, again, I might just be turned on about tonight. However it turned out, the evening would be sexually charged. Had to be. After all, at some point I knew I’d be sleeping with Jamal. Either tonight, or in Vegas. I had to believe that that would be on everybody’s mind. It sure was on mine.

		After drying my long hair, I brushed it out to its full length. Bill liked me with long hair. I’d let it grow out again after Laurel was past the grabbing stage. It came about halfway down my back now. Taking stock in the mirror, I was pretty pleased with the lady staring back at me. My tits were still firm, even after nursing two kids. My nipples standing out proudly, from the creamy C-cup orbs. My nipples were on the dark side, unlike Dani and Pepper. Both of whom had light pink nipples. Oh, stop it, Amy. Every woman is different, and you know it.

		Cory was very different. Oh, yeah. She had dark, chocolate brown nipples gracing her café au lait breasts. I have to admit, if she’d evidenced any interest back in school, I might have been tempted. She was cute as a button back then, and she had grown into an extremely attractive woman. I was looking forward to seeing her again.

		I couldn’t get her out of my mind as I put on my makeup. Not too much today, it would just wash off in the pool anyway. Stepping over to the walk-in closet, I pulled my new sundress from the hanger. I really liked it. Two spaghetti straps holding up a revealing neckline that would showcase my creamy breasts. Then, kind of a straight cut from the bust line down to a very short hemline. I thought about putting on a thong… Really, I did. I just didn’t think about it for very long. Okay, I was being bad. I admit it.

		I’d been going commando a lot ever since Colorado. Pepper, Dani and I had all agreed that we wouldn’t wear any underwear while we were there. It seemed so very naughty at the time. Now, I just found it comfortable. And, a little exciting, too. It’s surprising the rules you come up with when you’re drunk. And, that’s when we came up with them. No underwear, no condoms, no saying no to anything. It was to be three days of complete debauchery. And, it was. We’d all tried marijuana candies while we were there, we slept with each other’s husbands, we participated in an orgy… Yeah, I’d say we achieved our objective. And, I anticipated Las Vegas would be even wilder. It almost had to be with our new companions along.

		I was just putting a pair of high heeled sandals on when Bill got home with his treasures. He was busy cutting up fruit slices as I walked into the kitchen. My arrival eliciting a wolf-whistle from my husband. “You look fantastic, Amy. Is that a new dress?”

		“Yes, Dear. I bought a new bikini, too. I think you’ll like it,” I snickered.

		“Darn, you mean we aren’t skinny-dipping today?” he laughed.

		“Um… Well, that wasn’t my plan, no. Although…” I replied. Yeah, I guess I could get into skinny-dipping this afternoon. But, I was pretty sure where that would lead. And, that was the part I wasn’t so sure about.

		Bill had just finished pouring the red wine and club soda into a big pitcher filled with slices of oranges, cherries and lemons when I heard a car pull up in the drive.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		OMG! Amy looked absolutely delicious as she walked into the kitchen. That had to be a new dress. I’m sure I would have remembered that one. It was some gauzy kind of material. White, with these little tiny straps holding it up. It had some sort of bra like top that showed an awful lot of Amy’s creamy breasts. Damn. It was short, too. She looked like she was all legs and tits in that outfit. Not, that I was complaining. She was definitely hot. Like smoldering.

		Yeah, and it’s all for Jamal, I thought. Well, mostly anyway. I knew that. She wanted to make an impression. Amy was going to fuck the big black man at some point and we both knew it. Whether it was tonight or a couple of months from now in Vegas. It would happen. She was going to let him breed her. Oh, just get over it, Bill. It’s just sex. Yeah, right. Sure, it is. You just keep telling yourself that. Maybe eventually you’ll believe it.

		As much as I enjoyed being with Dani and Pepper, and I had enjoyed it. It still hurt to think of Amy with another man. Kissing him, his arms around her, hands touching her intimately. I mean… Sure. It was hot on a certain level. Oh, yeah, it was. I admit it. Like having my own little porn star. But, it hurt too. She was my wife. And, she’d been all mine until that last vacation. Ever since then, she’d seemed different. I don’t know, sexier somehow. She dressed differently, used a little more makeup. There was no way I could forget the ankle bracelet she wore now, either. Hell, she didn’t even wear underwear anymore. And, she seemed surer of herself, too. There were times she just appeared to ooze sex appeal. Today, was one of those times.

		I was stirring the Sangria together when we heard a car pull into the drive. I guess there was no putting things off anymore. Cory and Jamal were here. I wish I remembered them a little better. Honestly, they were just pictures to me. Is that what real ‘swinging’ is like? Just hopping into bed with somebody you don’t know? I mean, I guess what we had done was considered swinging. But, we were all very well acquainted with each other before we ever became lovers. Even at that, there was still a feeling of shyness and awkwardness, especially that first night. Like Amy had said, that’s why we needed to get comfortable with each other. I supposed today would achieve that. One way or another.

		Amy already had the door open when I came up behind her. She was hugging Cory as the two of them gushed about how great it was to get together. I was watching the two of them, when the doorway darkened. Damn! Jamal totally filled the opening, it was like the outside world was suddenly blocked out. Introducing myself, we shook hands. Firm and solid, but he didn’t try to crush my hand, either. Something, I appreciated.

		With some difficulty, he squeezed past the two giggling ladies who were still hugging and chattering like crazy. I led him towards the kitchen, offering to get him a drink. I mentioned the Sangria, but he quickly opted for beer. Deciding to leave the Sangria to the ladies, I joined him. Pouring two glasses of the sweet wine cooler, we took them out to the chatterboxes. They were still going strong. Cory gushing something about Amy’s dress as we walked up.

		I had to admit, Cory was attractive. Maybe five foot tall, if that. Shorter than Amy, anyway. Shapely figure, with a light caramel complexion. Her curly black hair was shoulder length, and wrapped around a very cute face, with full pouty lips. She was dressed in a little red dress with a deep, plunging neckline. Her legs showed delightfully from beneath the short hemline. Whew. Talk about a micro mini-dress. It barely covered her tight little… Down boy. But, it was difficult not to think immoral thoughts as the two of them hugged. The curve of Cory’s ass becoming slightly visible beneath the short dress.

		Shaking my head and laughing, I sat their drinks on the coffee table as Jamal and I sat down across from each other. “I’ve got to be honest, Jamal. I really don’t remember you from our wedding. For some reason, I think my attention was elsewhere that day.”

		“Don’t feel bad, Man. It was just that one day, and I don’t blame you for being distracted,” he grinned. “I would have been, too.” His eyes checking out Amy as she and Cory headed our direction.

		I stood up greeting our new visitor. Cory, giving me a hug and a peck on the cheek. Her sultry perfume drifting to my nostrils as her curly hair brushed softly against my face. The closeness of her was somewhat disconcerting. She was very cute. And, from my viewpoint, she had this little butterfly tattooed on her left breast, the wings just peeking out from her low neckline.

		Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Amy giving Jamal a warm greeting as well. Her body pressed tightly against his muscled frame, her arms around his neck. Um… The position leaving no doubt she was commando under her dress. Then, we all settled down and chatted for a bit. After a few minutes, Amy got up to grab some appetizers. When Cory offered to help, Amy assured her they were all ready, returning moments later with a tray of goodies. When she bent over to set the tray on the coffee table, her short dress rode high up her legs. I thought Jamal was going to fall off the sofa. Apparently, she must have provided a very nice view from his angle. The little minx.

		As everybody settled back down again, we all chatted comfortably. Cory was curled up across from me on the sofa. Her legs tucked under her, her shoes lying on the floor beneath her. Looking like she belonged there, her whole demeanor showing how comfortable she felt. Her toenails perfectly manicured and painted hot pink to match her fingers. I couldn’t help but notice the little gold ankle bracelet she had on, either. A perfect match to the one that Amy wore. What? Was it like some club membership insignia among the four of them, or something? The two women talking about the good old days when they had all roomed together.

		Jamal and I listened to their chatter for a while, but it wasn’t long before we both needed refills. He joined me as I went to get us both another can of beer. “I love my wife, Bill, but sometimes her chatter can drive me nuts, Man,” he remarked.

		All I could do was laugh, he was so right. I frequently found myself in the same position with Amy when she was with any of her friends. They just chattered non-stop. The two of us began to get more comfortable with each other as we talked over our beers. Jamal was an IT manager for a local firm. Something I was glad to learn. You never knew when you’d need a good computer guy. Especially in my profession as a writer. My research occasionally put me into some shady areas of the internet.

		I’d just pulled a third beer from the fridge, when the ladies graced us with their presence. Both requesting refills of their Sangria. Then, Amy led them on a quick tour of the house, ending up out at the patio. Cory gushing about how good the pool looked.

		“Well, why don’t I show you the guest room, and you can get changed?” suggested Amy. “Bill, would you grab some towels for our guests?”

		“Sure thing, Hon,” I replied, heading to grab two of our extra beach towels. Pulling them from the linen closet, I knocked on the guest room door and handed them through, Cory’s slender wrist poking out to grab them as she grinned at me. Her teeth sparkling whitely against her caramel face.

		Then, I headed into our bedroom to change. Walking in, I was treated to a view of Amy bending over the bed, laying out her bikini. OMG! Was that the view she’d presented to Jamal earlier? No wonder it got his attention. Her dress had ridden up high on her legs. The swell of her ass cheeks poking out enticingly beneath it. And, she was commando beneath the short dress, her little pink lotus petals front and center. Talk about advertising…

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		My pulse rate was rising faster than a SpaceX rocket, as I walked to the door. I had seen Cory at Pepper’s house. That was the night we decided on going to Las Vegas for our vacation this year, inviting her and Jamal into our exclusive little conclave. But, before that, I hadn’t seen her since our wedding. It was good to have the four musketeers together again. But, as I rushed to the door, my thoughts dwelled more on Jamal, than on Cory. I hadn’t seen him for years. And, even then, I barely knew him. And, now, I was going to… Oh, boy.

		Cory flew into my arms as I opened the front door. The two of us giggling like crazy at being together again. We had had the same major and several of the same professors, so we had studied together a lot way back when. It was like old home week, you know? But, truthfully, my eyes kept drifting to the tall man behind her. OMG! He was just as handsome now, as he was back then. No beer belly on this guy. He looked just as hot now as he must have in his wide receiver days.

		I was still deep in conversation with Cory, as Bill introduced himself to Jamal. The two of them finally ignoring us and heading off to the kitchen while Cory and I caught up. When we finally wandered into the living room, Bill had already provided us with glasses of Sangria. I have such a thoughtful hubby. The boys stood up as we walked in, Cory giving Bill a hug and a peck on the cheek. It seemed like the least I could do, returning the favor with Jamal. Okay, maybe I did rub up against Jamal a little more intimately than I should have, but we all knew what would eventually happen between us. The only question in my mind, was when?

		After talking for a bit, I got up to get the appetizers from the refrigerator. Cory was nice enough to offer to help, but the tray was already set up. I just had to bring it in. I suppose I didn’t have to bend over quite as far as I did when I set it down on the coffee table, but… Why not? Jamal would get to see it all soon enough anyway. But, I do admit, the idea of letting him see my newly shaved pussy, was kind of arousing. I was quite sure that my little petals were already glistening with my dewy excitement. Damn. He was one hot looking guy. And, the whole taboo, BBC thing just seemed to add to his mystique. Could this day get any hotter?

		After a tour of the house, and the patio area, Cory asked longingly about hitting the pool? Worked for me. I asked Bill to get some towels for them as I went in and retrieved my new bikini. I couldn’t wait to see Bill’s face when he saw me in it. His first surprise was walking in and finding me bent over the bed. Chortle, chortle. Okay, he knew I’d been showing off earlier in the living room. I never claimed to be a Saint. I’m sure, the view he just got only confirmed his suspicions about how naughty I was.

		He did give me one heck of a kiss though. “You look very, very sexy today, Amy. Is it all for Jamal or is some reserved for me?” he chided.

		“It’s always for you, Honey. Though, Jamal might get to borrow it for a bit later. But, honestly, that will only happen if we’re all on board. How do you feel about Cory?” I asked, a little more seriously.

		“Oh, Cory is extremely cute. No question about it. Whether I’m ready for all that might mean or not, I’m not sure?” he admitted. “Let’s put it this way, I’ll let you and Cory take the lead today. As you keep reminding me, it’s something that will happen either here or in Vegas. I guess, a little foretaste wouldn’t be all that bad. Just sort of take things in baby steps, I’m still very unsure about seeing you with Jamal. What can I say?”

		“Me too, I suppose. But, it will happen, part of me wants to just jump in and get it over with. In more ways than one,” I said nervously. Giving him a kiss, I headed into the en suite to change. I still had one surprise I didn’t want my hubby to know all about, just yet. Honestly, I guess he might not find out until… Well, let’s say he might not be the first to make use of my newly shaved pussy. The thought making feel wickedly naughty.

		As I walked back out in my new bikini, I thought Bill was going to pass out. Honestly, it was little more than three tiny triangles. From the back, I might as well have been naked. There was just a string that ran between my butt cheeks. I felt really wicked in it, for good reason. Despite Bill’s shock, there was no denying the bulge that appeared in his swimsuit. Yep, I’d achieved my objective.

		Grabbing my towel, I headed for the door. “Coming, Hubby?” I purred. I almost laughed out loud as Bill stumbled to hasten after me. The two of us reached the patio before our guests. I’d grabbed some plastic glasses and the pitcher of Sangria as I walked out. Pouring four tall glasses and setting them on the patio table.

		Sangria was deceptive, at least the way Bill made it. It tasted like innocent fruit juice going down. But, wow, did it pack a punch. It wouldn’t take many glasses of it to send even the heartiest person into a very relaxed state. I was hoping to achieve that relaxed state myself sometime today. The way I felt right now, it would take some doing. I was just a total mess of emotions.

		My thoughts were interrupted by a shrill wolf-whistle. Not from Jamal, but from Cory. “OMG! Girl, you look good enough to eat,” she squealed. My face turning every shade of red possible as her eyes devoured my bikinied body. I had never thought about Cory that way. Er… Not really. Though, I had recently learned to never, say never. And, she did look particularly enticing in the bikini she had on. It was nearly as tiny as mine.

		The view that Jamal presented in his Speedo, was even more exciting. Those muscles were real. So was the bulge inside that swimsuit. I could feel my nipples hardening inside their tiny triangle coverings. Not to mention what was happening in my lower extremities. That particular triangle of cloth was going to be soaked within a few minutes at this rate.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		As Amy walked out of the en suite, I swear my heart stopped. OMG! Where had she gotten that bikini? Well, I guess you’d call it a bikini. It didn’t hide anything. Just three little triangles barely covering her dark nipples and pussy. Whoa. She had obviously done some severe pruning down there, too. I know her bush was larger than the area that postage stamp of material covered. Just how much trimming had she done? Hmmm….

		I felt positively overdressed in my swimsuit. Next to her, anyway. Maybe our new lifestyle should be accompanied by some wardrobe changes of my own? I had been working out lately, it showed too. Though, I certainly wasn’t ready for anything as miniscule as what Amy was wearing. I’m not sure why she bothered? Like nothing else, I think her choice of swimwear pointed to the direction she wanted today to take. She intended to fuck Jamal. No doubt about it.

		When she coyly asked me about how I felt about Cory in our bedroom, it caught be off guard. Even with all the thought I’d put into it this week, I was still undecided. Thinking quickly, I told her I’d follow whatever direction she and Cory were comfortable with. Chicken! Cluck, cluck, cluck… Yeah, I admit it.

		As Amy headed for the patio, I just sort of stumbled along behind her. Feeling like some adoring puppy dog with its tongue hanging out. Still flabbergasted by the outfit she had on. Besides, the view from behind was phenomenal. She might as well have been naked. There was just this little string that ran up between her buttocks holding the damn thing on. And, Amy did have a very cute ass.

		Amy set out four glasses of Sangria while we waited for our two guests. Not that the wait was long. Besides, it was well worth it. Cory’s bikini was almost as tiny as Amy’s. I have to admit, the wolf-whistle she came out with when she saw Amy was a shock. I’m not used to a woman being that bold. Not with my wife, anyway. Had they played together way back when? Amy had never said, but I had my suspicions. Especially after our Colorado trip. She did tell me that she had never been with a black guy, but nothing was said about a black woman? It would be just like her to make that subtle distinction.

		Cory looked delicious herself. Her dark hair curling around her face, full, caramel colored breasts swelling around their tiny hiding places. Her nipples about the only thing covered in that skimpy top. Their sharp points tenting the clingy fabric. Hmmm… That butterfly tattoo I’d spied earlier, was a LOT more involved than I’d realized. There was some sort of flowering vine beneath it that appeared to wrap around… Heaven… My cock started to swell as I took in her lush figure.

		It didn’t stay that way long, not with Jamal walking out behind her. Shit. He looked like some black Adonis. Muscles bulging everywhere. And, he was wearing one of those little Speedo suits. Whoa! That was some bulge inside of it, too. Gulp. I guess that answers the BBC question. At least, in his case. He had one, and I could just picture Amy riding that monster. Her screams echoing around the room as he pounded it into her tight pink snatch. Breeding her with that black shaft. Filling her with his fertile baby seed. Like… Like… OMG!

		We all settled in around the patio table for a drink. I didn’t know about anybody else, but I needed it. A couple of glasses later, Amy and Cory headed for the pool. The two of them diving in cleanly and swimming a couple of laps before stopping at the far end. The two of them, treading water as they chatted privately with each other.

		“Bill? Can I ask you something? Sort of man to man?” asked Jamal nervously.

		“Sure, as long as I can decline to answer, Jamal? What’s on your mind?” I asked, as if I didn’t have an idea already.

		“Okay, this whole Las Vegas vacation thing… Do all you guys really… Um… I don’t even know how to say this?”

		“Let me stop you right there, Jamal. I think I can fill in the blanks on my own. And, yes. We do. It’s something that the ‘ladies’ came up with last year. We’ve all been married for a number of years and, I admit, things had gotten pretty dull in the bedroom after that period of time. The zing had just gone out of our sex lives. So, they decided that each night, they’d swap husbands. Every night a different guy. It was not something they really gave us much of a vote on, either. They were doing it. Their intention for Vegas? Is exactly the same thing,” I told him.

		“But… I mean, how do you feel about it, now that it’s a thing? I’m not sure how I feel about the whole sharing deal.”

		“Honestly? It worked for us. I’ve never been more in love with Amy, or desired her more, than I have since then. As weird as it may sound, it’s made her more intriguing somehow. More exotic. Dave and Tom seem to feel the same way about their respective spouses, too. I don’t know, something about the mating instinct or whatever, but it worked.

		“Now, let me ask you something, we’re the two of you virgins when you got married?” I asked blatantly.

		“Hell, no. Neither one of us… I used to tear up the coeds, believe me. And, Cory? Well… Oh… I think I see where you’re going, Bill. If it didn’t bother me then, why should it bother me now?” suggested Jamal shyly.

		“Maybe, more correctly, why should you ‘let it’ bother you now? As long as you love Cory, and she loves you, it seems to work just fine,” I said. “Besides, Dani and Pepper are some fine-looking ladies.”

		“So, is Amy, if you don’t mind my saying it? She is gorgeous,” he grinned.

		“Honestly? I don’t mind,” I laughed. “And, I think Cory is very attractive as well. But, it’s a decision that you both have to come to grips with. It is rather irreversible.

		“That first night was tough, I won’t lie to you. Seeing Amy walk away with another man like that? Knowing what was going to happen? What she was going to do? Whoa! But, the next morning when I got to reclaim her as mine? That was fucking awesome. And, I haven’t looked at her the same since. I think about it every day. How she could be with anybody but chooses to be with me.”

		“It didn’t bother you that she’d spent the night with another guy?”

		“Hell, her body was still warm from their last session. His cum was literally dripping out of her when I walked back in the room. Damn. I mean, it shocked me at first, to see her like that. But, honestly, I’d just fucked one of the other women, too. What could I say?” I laughed. “We kissed, we fucked, then we showered and fucked again. Finally, making our way down to a late breakfast with everybody else.”

		“Thanks, Bill. That helps. At least, I think it does. I appreciate the honesty. Um… Are you all cool with… Well, I mean Cory and I are…”

		“The whole IR thing?” I asked.

		“Um… Yeah, not to be too politically incorrect,” he grinned.

		“Working on it?” I suggested. “Honestly, I can’t speak for the others, Jamal. Neither Amy or I have ever done anything like that before. Truthfully, I think that’s why Amy wanted to get together so bad. I mean, besides the whole ‘catching up’ thing. Just, trying to get more comfortable with the idea.”

		“Are you more comfortable with the idea?” he grinned.

		“Yeah… Yeah, I guess I am,” I laughed.

		“Um… Is today supposed to be some sort of dry run for Vegas?” he asked. A nervousness creeping into his voice.

		“That, my friend, is a decision best left up to Amy and Cory. If we both know what’s best for us, that is?” I grinned. “How about a swim?”

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		When Cory and I swam to the far end of the pool, I knew she wanted to have a talk. Oh, we’d kind of talked about today on the phone, of course. You know, setting up some general guidelines up front. How far we might be willing to take things this first time. Now, that she’d gotten a chance to meet Bill and I’d gotten to meet Jamal, it was time to get into a deeper discussion. I think she was nearly as nervous as I was. At least about Las Vegas. About today? Who knew?

		She hadn’t been with any other man than Jamal since their wedding seven years ago. Much like the situation that all the rest of us had been in before our last vacation. Now, faced with fucking three strange men in Las Vegas, she was understandably nervous. Not to mention, that all three of them were white. Although, I was quite sure she’d crossed that particular boundary before. She was just too cute to not have been hit on a lot. I had to believe she’d taken advantage of it.

		“Jamal’s pretty uptight about the whole Las Vegas thing, Amy. He’s not at all sure about the wife swapping. Honestly, I suppose, I’m not either. But, I think I’m a lot closer than he is. I’m really tired of him not wanting me. It sure sounds like you all have solved that problem,” she grinned.

		“Oh, yeah. It certainly worked for us. All of us. I can only hope that it will do the trick for you as well. Bill just can’t keep his hands off me anymore. And, with you two coming into the picture? I think it has just fueled a few more fantasies. By the way, he thinks you’re really cute. Don’t tell him I said that, though,” I giggled. “He’d be upset if he knew I tattled.”

		“Well, I think he’s cute, too. I think I’d be willing to do some experimenting today, if you are?” she giggled.

		“Whew… I think I’m willing? Honestly, the whole BBC thing scares me a little. I hope you don’t mind my admitting that? I don’t mean to be insensitive or anything. You know, I think the world of you and our friendship,” I admitted. “I’m just super nervous.”

		“About, Jamal? Yeah, I won’t lie to you. He’s big, Amy. You are going to have one hell of a ride, Girlfriend. If he’s your first, then he’s probably bigger than anybody you’ve ever been with. But, he knows what he’s doing. He’ll go easy at first. Break you in good, Girl,” she giggled. “Word of warning, he doesn’t eat pussy. He just likes to fuck.”

		“In that case, you’ll love being with Bill. He won’t hesitate to give you a tongue lashing you’ll never forget,” I laughed.

		“Now, that? I am looking forward to that. It’s been way too long since anybody pleasured me like that,” she grinned. Her face flushing with the admittance.

		“Cory? Did you ever… I mean… Have you ever… Like, been with a woman?” I stammered nervously.

		“Like the three of you used to do back in school?” she asked. “Oh, don’t look so shocked, Amy. I noticed things. You weren’t exactly secretive about it. But, no, I haven’t. I don’t know that I’d turn it down, though? Just never got asked, I guess? I don’t know if I swing that way or not? Is that something else I should be expecting in Vegas?” she asked nervously. Her eyes growing a little wider.

		“There was a little of that going on last year. I suspect, there’ll be more this year. The ‘pussy’s’ kind of out of the bag at this point,” I snickered. “Pepper and Dani did the honors our last night in Colorado. I was… Um… Otherwise occupied at the time with Dave and Tom.”

		“You did a threesome? You go, Girl,” she practically squealed. “Even I haven’t done that. And, I admit, I was a little bit naughty back in school.”

		“You may just get the chance in Vegas. Things can get a little wild at times,” I giggled. “And, I assure you, it’s very interesting.”

		We were still deep in conversation, when we heard the two men jump in the pool. After a couple of laps, they swam up to the two of us. Splashing water like crazy, of course. “Well, look who finally decided to join the swim party?” I scoffed.

		“We just wanted to give you two some space. Looked like you had things on your mind,” suggested Bill quietly.

		“Maybe?” I giggled.

		“And?” he asked.

		“We’ll see where things go,” I whispered. “Cory seems on board, how about you two?”

		“Leaning that way? It’s still a big step, Amy,” Bill admitted.

		“That’s not all that’s big from what I heard,” I snickered.

		“You little, Minx. Is that all you think about anymore?” he asked.

		“It’s not all I think about. I think about the kids, dinner, my job, you eating my pussy…” I giggled. Bill splashing water at me as he paddled away laughing.

		I noticed that Cory and Jamal were deep in conversation, as I swam to the side of the pool and climbed out. Drying off, I sat back down and poured myself another Sangria. I think I needed the courage. It looked like we just might really do this. At least, my suit bottoms were wet with reason now.

		After we’d all had time for another drink, I suggested that we might all want to get freshened up before dinner. The guest room had its own en suite, so we could all rinse off easily. Meeting up again later as Bill fired up the grill and I cut up some veggies for dinner.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		After dinner, we all gathered in the family room. Bill and I on one sofa and Cory and Jamal across from us on the other. Far more comfortable amongst ourselves than we had been a few hours ago. Now, we were all laughing and joking. Just normal chit chat among friends. A lot of it, Cory and I telling tales out of school. We’d both been a little naughty at times. Though, I think Cory was far naughtier than I ever thought of being. I was a very shy and modest young lady at the time. I guess things change.

		I had gone into the kitchen to get another round of drinks, Cory joining me. I had a feeling her coming along was definitely more than just an offer of assistance. She wanted to talk. As I poured more Sangria… Oh, I was so going to regret this in the morning. She sidled quietly up next to me. “Amy, I think I’m ready to experiment tonight, if you are?”

		Oh, wow. No pressure here, Amy. Just make the decision for all four of you? That’s all? As if I hadn’t been thinking about it non-stop all week. Taking a deep breath, I hesitantly nodded my acceptance. “Do you want to spend the night? Or, I don’t know, set a certain time to get back together?”

		“As much as we’ve all had to drink, I think I’d rather spend the night. Is that, okay?” Cory asked nervously.

		“That’s kind of what we all agreed to last year, too. We… Um… Well, we set a time of 9:00 AM for the guys to return to their own rooms. Then, agreed to meet at 11:00 for brunch. Does that sound reasonable?” I suggested. “I suppose we can call it, ‘vacation rules?’”

		Cory’s eyes were wide as she nervously nodded her agreement. Oh, wow. This was a big step for all of us. Then, cutely biting her lip, she looked at me with an excited twinkle in her eyes and nodded.

		“Vacation rules, it is. Do you want to sit with Bill when we go back in then?” I suggested. “And, I’ll sit with Jamal. Then, after a bit we can… Um… You know?”

		“Like, is it okay to play around a little, maybe kiss and stuff before we all leave? I don’t know, one last chance to say ‘no’ if it’s not working out?” she asked nervously. “Or… No. That’s not fair. Your idea is best, ‘vacation rules;’ no underwear, no saying ‘no,’ and no condoms,’” her voice taking on a firm conviction.

		Then, I swear, Cory actually blushed as she reached beneath her short dress and pulled off her thong. Tossing the tiny garment into a nearby waste container. We hugged each other for a few minutes. There may have even been a gentle kiss or two that went on there while we held each other. We were both nervous. Different reasons I suppose, but nervous none the less.

		I was actually shaking as I went back in, handed Jamal his drink, and then sat down next to him. Curling my legs under me, I leaned up against him. The heat of his body searing my skin. To his credit, he only looked a little shocked at the change in partners. A moment later, he slid an arm around my shoulders, grinning down at me, as he gave me a hug.

		Bill looked a little less surprised when Cory curled up next to him. But, only a little. He looked across at me questioningly, as I smiled and nodded at him. This was it. We were doing this. It felt almost as strange as that first night in Colorado when I sat down at the table across from Tom. I admit, my nipples were just as hard tonight. My pussy starting to leak almost immediately as I thought about what was ahead.

		I think Cory was more excited about this than I was. Or, maybe she was just eager. It only took her a moment or two, before she pulled Bill’s face to hers. Their lips meeting in a soft kiss. Her big, brown eyes staring into his. I almost gasped out loud as I saw her fingers trace along his pants leg. Decision made, she was impatient to get on with the program.

		Jamal seemed to quickly take his cue from Cory and Bill. His fingers pulling my face around to his. His lips caressing mine momentarily. Then, his tongue probed deeper, demanding entrance. The two of us dueling as our tongues played together. I could feel his hand slipping intimately down my side, fingers sliding around my breast, cupping it. Every nerve in my body on edge.

		I couldn’t help it, I started whimpering as his fingers found my swollen nipple. Rolling it between them, little sparks firing through my body with every pinch. My hand reached for his thigh. Gently running my fingers along… OMG! Was that all real? Oh, shit. He was a LOT bigger than Dave had been.

		Jamal must have felt my body tense as I stroked his huge cock. He pulled me to him tightly, his fingers closing on my nipple harshly. I cried out from the shock. But, he just grinned down at me. Then, he picked me up like I weighed less than a bag of potatoes and carried me down the hall. My last view of Bill, a pale face as he watched me carried away. Cory, quickly pulling him back to the task at hand and climbing into his lap.

		I directed Jamal to the master bedroom. Hey, it was my house. He kicked the door shut as he carried me inside. Finally, setting me down in front of him. My breath coming like a freight train as I gazed up at him. He was a good foot taller than I was standing there in my bare feet. I felt dwarfed beside him.

		He bent down to kiss me once again. My fingers wrapping in his tight, curly hair. It seemed coarser than my other lovers. Damn. My ‘other lovers?’ Never thought I’d be saying that. My fingers stroked his darkly stubbled face. Seeming so starkly white against his jet-black skin. My mouth was dry as his hands roamed my body. Touching me intimately. My breasts, my ass…

		Suddenly, he picked me up in his arms holding me tightly to him as we kissed. Apparently, he was tired of bending over. What’s a girl to do? I wrapped my legs around his hips, so he could hold me easier. My arms around his neck, ankles crossed tightly behind him. His tongue toying with mine as we kissed passionately.

		I could feel the swell of his cock under me. He was getting excited. Very excited. Um… So was I! I hadn’t worn any panties and I could easily detect the scent of my pussy as he held me. OMG! I was so turned on.

		Finally, I unwound from his body, forcing him to let me back down. Then, with a shy grin, I slowly dropped to my knees before my dark Adonis. My fingers fumbling with the zipper to his khakis. I was licking my, oh so, dry lips as I worked his pants loose. There. The last button. I hooked my fingers in his clothing and pulled. Taking his jockeys along with his pants. And… OMG! Oh! Fuck! He wasn’t big, he was fucking huge. There had to be ten inches staring me in the face. And, thick. Like, two inches, maybe? Way bigger than Dave had been. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea after all.

		Jamal just grinned as I looked at the thick black rod in front of me. What the heck do I do with it? No way was this thing going in my throat. I wasn’t even sure it would fit in my mouth. I tried to wrap my hands around his long shaft, but my fingers didn’t meet. Well, I had a tongue? I stroked along his thick shaft a couple of times. Feeling the velvety skin covering the hardness beneath. Then, sticking my tongue out, I hesitantly licked the dark head. The salty taste of him bursting onto my tongue. I… I was licking a black cock. The same one that was going to be inside of me later tonight. Gulp.

		Darn good thing the Nuns couldn’t see me now. Somehow, I don’t think they would approve. I wasn’t too sure how I felt about it either, but I knew how hard my nipples were. And, my little pussy was practically gushing. Letting my body be the guide, I slid my tongue from one end of that monster to the other. Feeling the thick ridges of his rod. The velvety touch of his skin. When my nose found his tightly curled pubic hair, I let my tongue slide down and cradle his balls. Oh, he had some big ones. Opening my mouth, I sucked one inside. My tongue gently bathing it. The man-scent of him intoxicating in my nostrils.

		Licking back up to the large mushroom shaped head, I opened my mouth as wide as I could. Slowly, I slipped my lips around him. Oh, my poor jaw. But, I got an inch or two inside my mouth. My tongue toying with the sensitive underside of his throbbing cock. Jamal letting out a groan as I licked my heart out. I tried bobbing up and down but didn’t get very far. No way was he going deeper in. He didn’t seem too upset over it, though. His groans only got louder as I did my best to pleasure him.

		I have no idea how long I sucked on his thick rod, my jaws ached terribly. Finally, I heard his groans growing louder. His fingers wrapped in my hair as he began to take control. His cock forcing itself deeper into my mouth as I started to moan. He was cutting off my breath. My hands beat ineffectually against his muscled thighs as he pulled me down on that monster, faster and faster.

		There, I felt him swell. Okay, this was it. He pulled me roughly forward as his huge cock jerked. His lava hot cum shooting out like it was fired from a cannon. Pulse after pulse filling my mouth and throat with his salty cream. I was swallowing like mad, my cheeks sucking tightly against his girth as I took his black seed.

		Finally, I collapsed back against the floor. Gasping frantically for breath. His creamy seed drooling down my chin, falling onto my dress, sullying it. Just like I was now sullied. I’d just sucked off my first BBC! And, I knew that there was no way he was leaving this room until that monster had filled my pussy up as well. Breeding me with that thick black shaft.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Cory was curled snugly in my arms as we sat on the sofa. My eyes drifting across to the other sofa periodically. I couldn’t help it. Seeing Jamal’s black hands caressing Amy’s breast so intimately. His fingers pinching and twisting her nipples. Her little cries and whimpers clearly audible from where I was at. She was getting excited. Honestly, so was I. And, not just from being a voyeur to the illicit scene across from me.

		Cory was kissing me, her tongue dueling with mine possessively. My hands drifted to the swell of her caramel colored breast. Her nipple, a hard nub beneath my fingers. Her hands were wrapped in my hair, as we kissed. Cory’s body molding itself sensuously to mine. Her breathing coming faster and faster as we necked so blatantly right there in front of our spouses. Spouses? Oh… Um… Yeah… Amy?

		I glanced over once again, just in time to see Jamal pick her up in his muscular arms like she was a feather. Her arms wrapped around his neck, he carried her from the room. Taking her away from me. Like a caveman claiming his prize, to the victor the spoils. Her eyes glancing back to mine. I could see the lust, and a certain amount of fear, burning there…

		Cory pulling me back down to her full dark lips. A hand dropping to my thigh, caressing my growing cock as she climbed in my lap. One, that I was sure would be a disappointment after Jamal. WTF? I was going to enjoy the feast in my arms. Amy was getting the big cock she wanted. Deftly, I pulled the neckline of her dress down, exposing a dark, chocolate colored nipple. Standing out proudly at least a quarter inch long and thick. Cory whimpering as my lips closed around that sweet bud. My tongue swirling around her sensitive point.

		We stayed like that, my lips suckling voraciously from her chocolate nipple, Cory whimpering. Soft little mewls, as she held my head tightly to her breast. Finally, she pulled away, her deep brown eyes staring into mine. Lust burning like a bright ember in her enthralled gaze. Her breath coming in gasps. It was time to move our little party. Standing up, I held my hand out to her. Hand in hand we left the room, Cory snuggling warmly into my side.

		The door to the master bedroom was closed. Quiet little noises barely audible from inside. Low groans, quiet little mewls and something else I couldn’t quite make out. Honestly? It sounded like… OMG! Amy was sucking that monster of a cock. I swear, I could hear her slurping up and down on it. It was like a blow to my chest. Taking my breath away. Cory insistently pulling me towards the guest room. It was her turn.

		Inside the guest bedroom, I closed the door behind us. Shutting out the noises from down the hall. The sound of my wife sucking another man’s cock. Her first big black cock. Cory pulled me to her, soft curves molding to my body. Bending down, I kissed her. Her arms circling my neck as her tongue delved inside my mouth. Probing mine, twirling around seductively. She tasted of Sangria. My hands sliding down and cupping her tight little ass. Damn, she was even tinier than Amy.

		Cory’s fingers found the buttons to my shirt, fumblingly unfastening them while we kissed. Her lips descending, burning their way across my chest. Even finding my nipples, sucking them. Teeth, nibbling slightly as she played with me. She was on fire. Her fingers were working on my khaki’s as I found the zipper to her dress. Cory, giggling while I pulled it down. Lower and lower, her caramel skin becoming visible inch by inch.

		Finally, we pulled away from each other and finished the chore. Slipping off my loafers and kicking my khakis across the room. I was just in a pair of jockeys now. Cory pulled her dress over her head in one swift motion, dropping it to the floor. She was naked under it. I’d seen her in a bikini earlier, but nothing could do justice to the goddess standing in front of me.

		Her caramel shaded skin, like some extremely dark tan. Full breasts with chocolate colored nipples that were aching to be sucked. Her tattoo, fully on display now. A colorful butterfly, somewhat muted against her dark skin, floating over a flowering vine that wrapped seductively around her breast. Framing it. A tiny gem-encrusted piercing in her dark navel. And, a shaved pussy. Her dark slit easily visible, labia swollen with excitement. A chocolate colored pussy. Oh, wow! She was so damn exotic. Like nothing I’d ever seen before.

		With a naughty grin on her face, she came up to me. Her body plastering sensually against mine before slowly lowering herself to her knees in front of me. Her breasts dragging along my body, hard little nipples tracing a path over my burning skin. Hooking her fingers in my jockeys, she pulled them down. My cock springing up in front of her. At least, she didn’t laugh. Those dark eyes of hers might have twinkled, but she didn’t laugh. With a hand wrapped around my girth, she leaned in and licked the swollen head of my throbbing rod. Tasting the drop of precum that had gathered there.

		She even licked her lips. Like she was really savoring the taste. Then, with a glance up to my face, she wrapped her red lips around my cock and pulled me in. Her tongue swirling all along my length as she took me ever deeper into her mouth. Cory didn’t even hesitate when I hit the back of her throat, she just adjusted slightly and dived. Her nose burying itself against my pubic hair as she moaned. OMG! It felt so damn good. Her throat wrapping around my dick like sinking into velvet.

		She started to bob up and down my shaft. Little humming noises coming from her. The vibrations rolling through me, sending me into some sort of ecstasy. My hands slipped to her dark curls. Stiffer than I was used to, not the silky feel of Amy. But, honestly, I didn’t care at the moment. Cory’s cheeks hollowing as she sucked my hard rod. Fuck. She was determined. My cock driving into her throat with every thrust. Her head bobbing frantically. No way was I holding out against this kind of assault.

		“Cory! Oh, fuck… Cory, I can’t hold back, please? Unless you want…”

		“Oh, I want. Fill me with your creamy seed, Bill. Shoot your hot cum down my throat. I want to be your slut tonight. I am yours to do with as you please, I promise. Now, hush up, and cum for me, Baby,” she cried.

		“OMG! Oh, fuck. Yes,” I cried out as she resumed her efforts. Her head bobbing just as frantically. Her tongue driving me insane. I could see her full breasts swaying as her mouth moved determinedly over my glistening shaft. Her saliva clinging wetly to my entire length. I was there. No way was I able to hold back. My cock spasmed deep in Cory’s throat. My hot cum jetting out into her ravenous mouth, over and over.

		Honestly, I could see her throat expanding. Cory swallowing like crazy, taking it all. It was so damn exotic. She kept licking my shaft as it slowly softened, cleaning me. Hungrily sucking it empty before letting it drop from her mouth. Then, she licked her lips seductively. Her teeth biting her lower lip cutely, before standing up. Her dark eyes twinkling with mischief. Then on tiptoes, she kissed me. Her tongue thrusting into my mouth, letting me taste the proof of her infidelity.

		“Thank you, Bill,” she whispered. “I can’t take Jamal deep like that. It’s been a long time since I’ve had a cock that far down my throat.”

		It was sort of backhanded compliment, but I took it as one anyway. It had felt too damn good to take any other way. She felt way too good. I pulled her towards the bed, wildly tossing clothes that had been strewn there. Cory, sitting doll like on the edge of the bed. My lips kissing hers now. Holding that cute face of hers in my hands as our tongues met.

		It was my turn now, Amy always said I was an expert at oral sex. Well, guess what, I intended to prove it to my little caramel doll. I kissed slowly down her body, suckling each of those tight dark nipples before dropping to my knees in front of her. Cory’s eyes glistened as I spread her legs apart. Her breath coming faster as she realized what was ahead. Her dark, chocolate colored labia parting willingly before me. I could smell her essence now, sweet and honeyed. Nether lips glistening darkly with her dew in the soft bedroom light.

		I leaned in, my tongue sliding along those chocolate colored lips. Cory whimpering at my first touch. Her taste filling my mouth, as she let out a cry. I parted her labia, a glimpse of a pink heaven winking back at me. I was fascinated. Delightfully, she tasted all girl. My tongue slid over her, finding her clit. Teasing her as my tongue swirled around the tight bud. Cory jerking spasmodically as I did. A flood of her dewy essence escaping from inside of her, filling my mouth with her sweetness.

		Cory’s back arched off the bed, a scream coming from her lips as my tongue slid inside that warm, pink tunnel. Swirling around her velvety channel, her head tossing wildly. Black curls flying as she cried out over and over. A fresh flood of her dewy essence filling my mouth as she squirted. Her hand flew to her mouth. “OMG! I… I’m so sorry. I don’t know… I’ve never…”

		I just grinned at her, my face damp with her passionate discharge. I winked at her, then slid my tongue back inside of her. Cory flopping down on the bed with another squeal, a delighted one. Her legs locking tightly around my head as she started to spasm again. Her fingers clawing at the bedding.

		Cory’s legs were wrapped so tight around my head that I almost missed the scream from the other room. Almost… I jerked away from the feast in front of me. Cory’s hands flying to my face, dark brown eyes staring passionately into mine.

		“She’ll be fine, Bill. Jamal? He just likes to fuck. That’s all. Amy’s getting her first taste of big black cock, Sugar. It won’t be her last, I guarantee you. Now, you get back to what you were doing. Please? Jamal? He doesn’t like to eat pussy. And, you are a fucking pussy god! O. M. G. Please, do not stop? I’ve never cum like this before,” encouraged Cory.

		Another scream from the other room. But, this one… This one was more… Passionate, somehow. Cory was right, Amy was fine. Or, at least she would be. Eventually. I wondered just how big Jamal really was? She’d been stretched by Dave in Colorado, but I had a feeling this time was different…

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		Jamal reached down and lifted my gasping and trembling body from the floor. His teeth, gleaming whitely against his dark skin as he grinned at me. I reached to kiss him, but he turned away, giving me his cheek instead. Okay… I guess kissing my cum laced mouth wasn’t in his repertoire. I wondered what else might, or might not, be part of his style?

		Setting me back down on the floor, he pushed me towards our big king-sized bed. I’d already pulled the covers back in preparation earlier. Sort of setting the mood, I guess. I’d done it when I excused myself briefly earlier in the evening. Um… Before Cory and I had agreed to the exchange. Oops! What can I say? I mean, it could have been for Bill? Really, it could have been.

		As I climbed onto the big bed, I was suddenly shocked to find my ass a target for one of Jamal’s big hands. A loud slap echoed around the room, a red spot showing on my creamy ass cheek as I squealed. Another slap sounded. As I started to protest, he looked at me warningly. Okay… I guess I understand that look, even if I don’t like it. A third slap echoed around the room, as I gasped for breath. Nobody spanks me.

		Well, almost nobody… I mean, Dave had spanked me in Colorado. And, it was kind of… Um… Ouch! Okay, okay. I get it. Jamal was a lot like Dave. I rolled away, as Jamal grinned at me. Honestly? There was a little fear in my eyes. I knew Bill was in the next room. Or, at least, he probably was. Jamal had pulled me away from the family room first. I could only assume that Bill and Cory had graduated to the guest room by now. I could always call for help. Though, I was sure Jamal had no intention of really hurting me. Just fucking me.

		He crawled into the bed after me, pulling me roughly to him. His dark lips descending on my nipple. Roughly sucking it into his mouth. His teeth nibbling at my swollen bud, tearing at it occasionally. Finally, he pulled away from my reddened points. I was still gasping a little from his voraciousness. But, honestly, it was exciting. Bill, certainly, never treated me like this. It was different… Arousing… My pussy creaming with my excitement. Heart racing as I waited.

		I thought Jamal might eat my little shaved pussy now. Really, I did, despite what Cory had said earlier. I mean, I had sort of shaved just for tonight. Was it for him? Well… Maybe, it was? But, he didn’t. Instead, his hand wrapped around that huge cock of his, pumping it. And… OMG! It was swelling to its full length again. Already! He wasn’t going to eat my pussy. He was going to fuck it.

		“Lick it, Amy,” he commanded. My eyes big as I stared back at him. A quick slap to my ass, convinced me to do as he commanded. My pink tongue caressing that dark black rod for the second time tonight. Feeling it swell fully back to life beneath my tongue. The taste of him filling my mouth. I decided, if that thing was going inside me, I wanted it good and wet.

		A few minutes later, Jamal reached down and flipped me over. Tossing me around like I was nothing. Pulling me up doggy style on the bed. OMG! This was it. As he shoved my legs apart, I felt him slide up between them. The burning heat of his body against my thighs. He was close. I glanced back between my lewdly spread legs. Damn… I suddenly wished I hadn’t. Fuck! He was big.

		I was nearly hyperventilating as I waited for what was about to happen. Jamal’s hands went to my hips, the head of his cock brushing my tight pink nether lips. Searing me like a branding iron. Centered, he slid forward. I swear, my eyes almost popped from their sockets. I’ve never been stretched like that before. It hurt as he pushed that huge mushroom shaped head between my nether lips. Gasping, I cried out. My outburst greeted with another loud slap.

		“OMG! Jamal? Please? Go easy. You are so big,” I whimpered.

		“You ain’t felt nothing yet, Girl. Time to hold on, Amy. Jamal gonna make you his tonight. You be my whore now,” he declared. OMG! I screamed as he drove that monster into me with one thrust. His mammoth cock splitting me in two, tearing my insides apart. I was still screaming as his hand came down on my ass again, finally silencing me. My face was buried into the bedding, my arms having collapsed with his first thrust. I stuffed a pillow in my mouth to quiet my screams. All I could do was hang on. I know I was still crying out and whimpering, but it was coming out more incoherent babble than anything else.

		All I could think about was the huge cock that was inside of me. I felt like my whole insides were being pulled out of me every time he withdrew. Only to be crammed back into me as he pushed forward again. Again, and again, that monster of a cock thrust into my ravaged cunt. Making me his BBC slut. Breeding me like I was some two-bit whore off the street.

		I had no idea how long it had gone on, Jamal’s cock driving into me over and over. My hands clawed the bedding, as I cried out continuously. I had never been used like this before. Not even by Dave in Colorado. I had never felt anything that huge. I had never had anything that deep inside of me. I had never cum… OMG! I had never cum like this before!!! My body nothing more than one continuous spasm. I was nearly catatonic by the time I felt him start to drive into me frantically. Sweat was pouring from my ravaged body. Long rivulets of it running down my spine. My hair clinging damply to my face as he used me. His little white slut.

		Then, suddenly, he was there. OMG! Oh, fuck. Oh. Fuck!!! His cock was swelling. I nearly passed out when I felt the first burst of his lava hot jizz inside of me. The heat of it searing my insides. I was a black cock slut. That huge rod breeding me. His fertile seed filling my unprotected womb. His hard cock jerking again and again, as I cried and whimpered.

		I was still shaking when I felt him pull from inside me. Even his deflated cock, every bit as big as Bill’s was hard. My eyes fluttered open as I felt him move around on the bed. My vision filled with his dripping member. Its velvety, black skin slick with cum and my own juices. I knew what he wanted. Just like Dave had wanted that night in Colorado. He wanted me to clean him. Expected it. And… With a whimper, I did…

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		Cory’s thighs wrapped tightly around me again as I started to lick her sweet honeypot. I wasn’t sure if it was to keep my head where she wanted it, or if it was to block out the passionate screams from the other room? Either way, I had a ball of fiery passion in front of me, and right now, that’s where I needed to concentrate. Amy was a big girl, and tonight… Well, damnit, tonight, was her choice.

		My jaw was actually getting sore by the time Cory collapsed back on the bed pleading for me to stop. I had news for her, my tongue might have been exhausted, but my cock was rock hard. And, I knew right where I wanted to put it.

		I crawled onto the bed, scooting her into my arms. Cory’s lips finding mine, not minding in the least that my face was still damp with her juices. She plunged her tongue inside my mouth passionately. Her body curling into mine, her breasts pressing tightly to my chest. My hands roaming her body, touching her. By the time my lips found her swollen little chocolate nipples again, she was whimpering.

		I worked my way down her lithe body, kissing every inch of her. Right down to her little pink toenails. My fingers toying with her ankle bracelet, the symbol of her belonging to the group, of being a ‘Hot Wife.’ Still playing with it, I looked up at her. “I take it, this is your symbol of belonging to our little vacation group?” I asked innocently.

		“Mmmm… I think I’ve definitely proved I belong tonight, haven’t I?” she purred.

		“Oh, I think there is still some more we are going to have to explore before you are a full-fledged member. Don’t you?”

		“Then, you better complete my initiation,” she gasped excitedly. My hands sliding up her caramel thighs, sliding her legs open. Her chocolate pussy lips once again blossoming open. A tiny pink slit showing between her dark folds.

		Sliding between her welcoming thighs, my cock searched for her sweet lotus petals. Centered, I could feel her moist warmth ready and willing to envelope me. Cory gasped as I pushed forward. Her velvety walls gripping my cock as I slid inside of her. Deeper and deeper, until I ground against her nub of nerves. Oh, I knew I wasn’t as deep as Jamal. But, Cory didn’t seem to be complaining. The very idea of illicit sex adding to her excitement. I started to move inside of her. My cock aching for relief.

		My hips thrusting, I filled her over and over. Cory purring and cooing as I plunged into her depths. Her legs wrapped around my hips, ankles crossed tightly, pulling me into her. Her head tossing, those dark curls flying as she started to spasm. I felt her grip my cock like a vise as her back arched, her mouth open in a passionate cry as she exploded in orgasm.

		Over and over, we played our little game, me taking her just over the edge before pulling back. What gave me that much control, I have no idea. Unless, it was the sounds from next door? Wanting to give my little caramel ball of passion every bit as much satisfaction as Jamal was giving Amy. Finally, I couldn’t hold back anymore.

		My movements became erratic, my cock plunging into her like a piledriver as she screamed once again. Jet after jet of my burning hot cum exploding inside her dark tunnel. Filling her with my own seed, claiming her. Making her all mine for tonight. And, making her a full-fledged member of our little group. She was now officially a ‘Hot Wife.’

		Pulling my deflating cock from inside of her, I was fascinated as my own creamy seed escaped from her dark confines. White streaks of it sliding down between her caramel thighs and forming a lurid pool between her legs. Cory pulling me to her one more time. Kissing me, then she scrunched around on the bed, pulling my cum covered cock to her lips. She looked up at me with those deep brown eyes as she licked it. Her tongue bathing my cock lovingly, cleaning me. Just like Amy did anymore. A trait that she picked up in Colorado after being with Dave. I had a feeling that Jamal was just as demanding as he had been, maybe more so. Finished, she kissed me one more time, then, still purring, she collapsed into my arms. We fell asleep like that, her body curled tightly into mine. Her dark hair falling in curls against my chest, her breath coming in soft little puffs across my skin.

		I awoke sometime later, hearing noises from the next room. Amy’s passionate cries coupled with the bed pounding loudly against the wall of the house. Jamal, once again, proving his manhood. Breeding my wife with his dark seed. Despite how much it hurt to listen to them, my cock started swelling. It’s weird, lying there in the dark, hearing your wife screaming in passion on another man’s hard cock. Picturing every intimate detail. Knowing on some level how wrong it is, how society frowns upon it. Yet, finding it passionately exciting at the same time.

		They hadn’t been finished long, before I needed relief myself. My hands sliding slowly over Cory’s lithe body. She started purring softly almost immediately. Her eyes fluttering open, a smile gracing her lips. Expertly, she rolled on top of me, her dark caramel thighs sliding around my hips. Leaning forward she kissed me, then pushed her soft breast to my mouth. Her dark nipple brushing against my lips. I started suckling greedily from her. Cory whimpering as she switched from one nipple to the other. Her eyes closed, in some sort of erotic dreamland.

		Finally, she pulled away, sliding down my body until her steaming hot pussy found the head of my cock. Then, reaching back, she wrapped her fingers around it, guiding it into her welcoming depths. A cry escaping her lips as she lowered herself on my hard cock. Her head tossing, she began to ride me. Bouncing up and down like crazy as my shaft plunged into her velvety tunnel. Little cries and whimpers coming from her constantly. I was massaging her breasts, my pale fingers wrapped tightly around her swollen orbs. Her tattoo peeking at me, the only break in her flawless skin. The beauty of it, only adding to her exotic allure.

		We stayed like that, Cory riding me like a cowgirl. Her body flying up and down my shaft. Then, she pulled away. Twisting around, she started riding me again. Her arms braced against my legs as she bent forward on my cock. Her little ass staring back at me. The dark flower at its base winking at me. Wetting my thumb, I slid it gently over her dark star. Cory whimpered as I pushed inside her last opening. Her body quickening, movements becoming more frantic as she exploded in orgasm, taking me along with her. My cock exploding inside her once again.

		Pulling off me, she collapsed. Our bodies still head to toe. My lips finding her caramel legs, kissing them. Even kissing her little ankle bracelet. Her little pink toenails before my eyes. Cory scrunched back along my body, her lips finding my deflated cock. Kissing and licking it, just like before. This time, though, her chocolate pussy was near my face, the essence of our coupling filling the air.

		I could see my creamy seed seeping from between her dark nether lips. I had eaten Amy time and again after sex, even after sex with other men. Staring at the gorgeous pussy in front of me, I dipped my head between her warm thighs. My tongue raking along her cum covered slit.

		Cory let out a scream. She hadn’t expected that. Not ever. Her mouth never leaving my cock she pressed her warm pussy to my mouth. Letting me lave her creamy tunnel. Her body jerking over and over as the essence of our lovemaking filled my mouth. She wasn’t washing my cock now, she was sucking it. And, I was responding.

		I’m not sure why, but with my nose buried in her caramel ass cheeks, her essence filling my nostrils, I slid my tongue up past her taint. Rimming her dark flower. Cory crying out once again as I teased her last bastion. Finally, she pulled away from my throbbing cock. Her eyes on fire with passion. “Do you want to fuck my ass, Bill? I’ve never been able to take Jamal that way. Would you… Would you take my cherry?”

		Oh, man! Would I? With a grin, I plunged my tongue against her dark flower. Feeling it open as she relaxed at the unfamiliar intrusion. The dark tang of her reaching my taste buds. Her tongue driving my cock insane. Finally, I pulled away from her. Amy had put some lube in the drawer of the nightstand, just in case. Okay, admittedly, we’d used it a few times since vacation. Grabbing it, I worked it into her tight star. Cory writhing as first my thumb and then a second finger invaded her. Easing her open.

		Eyes on fire, she pulled away from my cock and got onto all fours. Her sweet caramel ass waving at me enticingly. Climbing between her legs, I spread her cheeks wide. Slowly, I eased my cock against her last opening. Cory whimpering softly as I pressed against her. She cried out as the head of my cock pierced her dark flower, her body jerking beneath me. Her breath coming in little gasps.

		I held there, letting her adjust. OMG! She was tight back there. Cory wasn’t lying about it being her first time. We stayed like that, frozen. My hands slowly caressing her thighs, as she relaxed a little. Finally, she turned and looked at me, nodding for me to go ahead. Slowly, inch by inch I pushed into her most forbidden place. Not stopping until my pubic hair brushed her ass cheeks. Cory moaning loudly.

		Gently, I began to move inside of her. Only moving an inch or so at first, letting her get used to the feel of it. Then, I began to take ever longer strokes until I was fucking her ass, just like I had her chocolaty pussy. Her head tossing wildly, she collapsed forward onto the bed, her hands clawing against the sheets as I took her. “Do it. Cum in me, Bill. Fill my little ass with your hot spunk,” she cried.

		My cock plunging into that dark tunnel like mad now, I was getting near. Her rectal canal squeezing me tightly. Cory crying out constantly, her body spasming over and over. Finally, my cock granted her request. Burst after burst of cum filled her dark tunnel as she cried out one last time.

		The two of us collapsed next to each other as I pulled my deflating member from inside of her. A glob of cum oozing out behind it, her rectal flower still gaping wide. White cum swimming inside her darkness. With a passionate gasp, she plunged her tongue between my lips. Her body molded to mine like a second skin. Then, like some automaton, she broke our kiss and slithered down my body. Once again licking my exhausted cock.

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		I awoke sometime later, somewhat disoriented. In the dim light, I could see Jamal’s dark arm draped over my body. It seemed so foreign, so alien. The contrast between his black skin and my pale whiteness. So, wrong somehow. But, I could remember the feeling of his thick black cock filling me earlier. Reaching places inside of me, I didn’t even know about. Stretching me further than anything ever had. As wrong as it seemed, I knew I wanted that feeling again.

		Easing my body down, I began to lick that huge cock of his. Teasing it awake, my tongue sliding over the deep ridges of his manhood. Jamal began to stir beside me. His hands finding my head, fingers wrapping in my hair. Pulling me against his cock, until I took him into my mouth once again. My head bobbing up and down on that thick monster.

		This time, I didn’t want him cumming in my mouth. I wanted that huge cock where it belonged. Right in my little ravaged pussy. Jamal didn’t complain as I pulled away, my body sliding back up the bed. His lips grasping on to my swollen nipples, suckling from me one more time. I was moaning as his hands began to play with my clit. Fingers teasing me, then sliding inside of my velvety pussy. Finding my G-spot, sending me soaring.

		Jamal pulled me to him, then rolled on top of me. His body completely covering mine, with lots still hanging over. Pushing my thighs wide apart, he slid between them. His huge rod probing my willing lotus blossom. I cried out as he entered me. The thick girth of his cock splitting me in two. Jamal didn’t believe in taking things easy. He slammed all the way inside my tiny pussy with one thrust.

		My scream echoing around the quiet room. Hell, probably the entire neighborhood. Fuck. He was big. Oh, so big. And… The places he was finding inside of me… OMG! I was suddenly racked with a tremendous orgasm. My body spasming wildly beneath him. Another scream tearing from my lips. I’d never cum like this before. Never! And… It was all while riding this huge black cock. What kind of slut had I become?

		Here I was, in bed with this giant of a black man, his hard rod tearing me in two, his black seed filling my womb. And, my husband… In the next room, with his black mistress… And… I was loving it. Every minute of it. Jamal hammering into me, battering my defenseless pussy over and over. That beautiful cock of his destroying me, as he bred me. Making me nothing more than another one of his white whores.

		But, I still loved Bill. I really did, even in the midst of being Jamal’s slut, I loved my husband. And, I knew I would go back to him in the morning. Delighted to be in his arms once again, spending my life with him. A life that would go on, just like before. Probably not even seeing Jamal again until Vegas.

		My thoughts, becoming more incoherent as Jamal continued his attack, returned to the hard shaft inside of me. Never really having left it. It was all about this. Getting fucked like some slut, taken, used. Treated the way Bill would never treat me. He wouldn’t take me like this. Never! He couldn’t. He loved me way too much. But, this… This wasn’t love. This was pure lust. Another scream filling the air as my body jerked wildly once again.

		I was drenched in sweat again, Jamal still pounding into me. Gasping for air, I finally felt him start to swell inside me. Oh, yes! He was going to fill me once again. Breed me with his creamy jizz. Do all the things to me that I’d been told to never allow. Blowing away all the taboos that filled my psyche. My eyes rolling back in my head one more time, an incoherent scream filling the air as he pulsed deep inside of me. His hot jizz filling me once again.

		He didn’t even have to insist this time, I weakly slid down his body and licked him clean. Just like the slut that I’d become… Finally, collapsing in sleep once again. Totally exhausted.

		It was daylight, before I awoke again. Sun streaming through the bedroom windows. OMG! I’d never closed the drapes. Oh… Well, our bedroom was at the back of the house. Our backyard was very private, with a high cedar fence rimming it. Hopefully, nobody had seen what I had done. It was one thing to break my marriage vows in private, another entirely to let people know about it. Especially, when I’ve just broken them with Jamal. I still needed some sense of dignity. I had to face our neighbors every day.

		Looking at the clock, we still had time before the witching hour. The time elected for Bill and Jamal to switch places. The time for my husband to return and reclaim my wanton pussy. To fill my womb with his own seed. Would he clean me after Jamal, like he had after Tom and Dave? Maybe. I mean, it was different this time, wasn’t it? Maybe, it shouldn’t be different, but it was. And, we all knew it. Sometimes, I think different is a good thing. How boring would life be if we were all the same?

		Jamal stirred beside me, his stubbled cheek brushing against my shoulder. His breath hot on my creamy breast. My nipple swelling as his warm breath grazed it softly. Another stir as his arm slid along my side. Gently exploring the unfamiliar body next to him. His eyes finally opening. Seeming almost as shocked as I had been earlier.

		Then, as recognition took hold, his hand sliding more intimately over me. My thigh, my ass cheeks, my breast… His fingers finding my swollen nipple and pinching it softly. My own soft purrs greeting his advances. Oh, yes! I wanted one last romp before returning to my everyday life. One last chance to feel fuller than at any time before in my life. Bill would always come first, in my heart and in my bed. He was my husband, the father of my children. But, that didn’t mean I couldn’t enjoy some fun occasionally. It kept him on his toes.

		I was moaning in earnest now, Jamal touching me all over. His fingers even toying with my ravaged slit. Pinching and squeezing my clit. Shocks ripping though me with every touch. Pulling me to him, he started kissing me. His tongue probing deep inside my willing mouth. That same mouth that had sucked his black cock. That had swallowed his creamy jizz. The same mouth that would wantonly kiss my husband in just a little bit.

		Finally, he pulled me up doggy style. I could see the two of us in the mirror over the dresser. Me, lewdly on all fours, as my black lover came up behind me. His huge cock standing out like some granite monument, ready to impale me. I could even see as he centered himself and thrust… OMG! I let out a scream. Fuck, there was no stifling it. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to get used to that. So… Damn… Big!!!

		His cock ripping me in two for the third time. Opening my eyes, I could see our lewd display in the mirror. My pale white body, breasts swaying like pendulums, as his powerful black body slammed into me. That enormous black spike spearing into me, my body yielding with every thrust. I couldn’t hold myself up anymore. My arms collapsed beneath me, as I faceplanted into the bed. Jamal fucking me like crazy.

		I was just there, something to be used to relieve his sexual needs. I knew he didn’t care who I was right then. Didn’t care that I had a husband and children, that I had a life beyond this room. And, right then… I’m not sure I did, either. All I could think about was his hard cock. So deep… So thick… I screamed as I felt him surge inside of me. His lava hot jizz filling me one last time. My pussy bred like he’d done to countless others. At least, before settling down with Cory. Bred, just like he would breed my friends in Vegas. Fucking their little pink slits, just like he had mine. Making them his sluts as well.

		I was just a passionate lump of flesh when he pulled out of me. His thick cream oozing profusely from inside of me. A large damp spot forming between my filthily spread thighs. His hand slapped down on my little sore posterior, waking me to my duties as I vaguely heard the chime of my phone. My fifteen-minute warning. It was time to return to reality.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		I woke up to warm, wet lips sucking gently on my hardening cock. Wow! What a way to greet the day. I was disoriented, groggily surprised as I saw the unfamiliar room, dark black curls spread over my hips, as a caramel goddess sucked on my rod. The events of last night crashing back into my fuzzy memory. Amy spending the night with her black Adonis, and Cory… Cory fucking me like crazy all night long. Even letting me take her anal cherry.

		Sunlight lit the guest room as her head bobbed up and down. She had me excited already. Way too excited. I needed to slow her down before I exploded in her voracious mouth. I didn’t want to leave her this way. No, I wanted to have her wanton pussy wrapped around my cock one last time. Filling her like I knew Jamal would fill Amy, proving his manhood. Breeding her pussy with his black seed, like she was some…

		Frantically, I pulled Cory away from her efforts. Pulling her up my body, until her lips were on mine. Those sweet lips of hers, tasting her kiss for one last time. Then, kissing my way down her caramel body. Tasting her chocolaty nipples while she writhed beneath me. Slender fingers wrapping in my hair, holding me to her sensitive points. Even sliding down to her dark pussy lips. Kissing her well used nether lips as she cried out.

		Cory eagerly spread her legs for me, urging me to eat her out again. Giving her a welcome relief, she couldn’t get at home. She was such an oral fixated woman, that I was surprised she’d ended up with Jamal. Someone who apparently refused her this pleasure. Then again, maybe she got her oral pleasures elsewhere? Ladies, being ladies and all that.

		I’d filled her sweet chocolate pussy twice already, and I could still taste a tang in her excited juices. My tongue plunging deep into her pink tunnel, swirling around. Giving her what she longed for. Cory crying out over and over. The sound of her cries almost masking those from the next room. Almost…

		Jamal was leaving my wife with one last memory of his own. His big black cock splitting her in two again. Her passionate screams echoing loudly in the quiet house. The bed pounding against the wall. I’d have to fix that somehow. The sounds muffled as Cory tightened her thighs around my ears. Her own cries getting louder. Was it becoming some sort of contest between the two of them? See who could scream the loudest?

		The sounds from next door had quieted before I pulled away from Cory’s sweetness. We still had time. My hard cock pressed against her dark petals. Cory eagerly letting me in, her body arching passionately as I thrust deep into her velvety darkness. Like sinking into hot butter. Her scream echoing around the quiet room. Our own bed was rocking now, the headboard slamming into the wall as I fucked my caramel princess.

		Cory was lying back, her fingers clawing the bedding, head thrashing back and forth as I fucked her tiny pussy. Those dark curls of hers, flying wildly in her passion. My cock throbbing lustfully, I wanted to fill her one more time. Needed to fill her. Cory’s legs wrapped tightly around my hips as we joined in our passionate dance.

		I was fucking her hard now, Cory crying out constantly. My cock ready to explode. I wanted to last as long as possible, but her warm depths were so welcoming. Her exotic body so fascinating. My movements became more erratic, my cock swelling even more. I was so close now, ready to fill her. Slamming into her again and again, I finally ground down into her moist petals as my cock erupted. Jet after jet of hot cum filling her as she screamed out. Her body wracked with another series of spasms. Cory going over the top one last time, before collapsing beneath me. Our bodies glistening with sweat, both of us gasping for air. The sudden quiet, interrupted by the chime of my phone. What the… Oh. Amy always prepared. She’d set an alarm for me, a fifteen-minute warning just like we’d had on vacation. Time to return home. Come back to my own bedroom, our bedroom, and reclaim what was mine.

		Cory scrunched around, licking my slick cock clean before climbing back up my body and kissing me one last time. The taste of the two of us still on her lips.

		

		*

		

		Quietly, I moved from the bed, leaving her there. My caramel goddess, cum still oozing from her chocolaty nether lips. A satisfied smile on her full lips as I dressed. On the stroke of nine, I blew her a kiss and stepped quietly from the room. Seeing Jamal exiting the master bedroom at the same time. Our bedroom, Amy’s and mine. Or, at least, it had been until last night. Our marriage bed had been sacrosanct prior to this. I guess all things change, or maybe it’s just that they just evolve.

		I was hesitant to enter the room. What would I find waiting for me this time? I’d been with Amy after both Tom and Dave, but… Well, not to put it too bluntly, never after she’d been used like she had last night. I’d heard her screams all night long as Jamal bred her like some slut. Her pussy, even now, full of his dark seed. Was he as rough as Dave had been with her? I suspected he had been. Whether he purported to be a true dominant as Dave did or not, from Cory’s attitude I was pretty sure Jamal was a demanding lover.

		Opening the door, I was greeted by bright sunlight pouring through the windows. A heavy scent of sex assaulted my nostrils, the room reeked of it. You know what I mean. That unmistakable scent that fills the air after… The mixed scents of sweat, perfume, cologne and semen that linger after a night of pure lust. Amy was lying on her stomach facing the door. Her face propped up on her bent arms, smiling enigmatically at me. Her dainty ankles crossed behind her, toes wiggling in the air. Her damned ankle bracelet glinting in the sunlight. A blatant symbol of her adultery.

		I could see other things as well, the flaming red ass cheeks that proved he’d spanked her. Hard, from the looks of it. Hand prints still showing on her creamy skin. Her body still glistening with sweat from their last mating. She was still breathing hard as she grinned up at me. “Morning, Baby. I have a confession to make… I’m officially your BBC Slut”, she giggled. “I let Jamal breed me, just like in your fantasies. I’m full of his black baby seed right now. I think you better hurry and reclaim my little pussy before it’s too late.”

		“You little Minx. You think I don’t know Jamal fucked you all night long? Like I couldn’t hear you? I was just in the next room, you know? Having a little fun of my own. Thank you, very much. And, Cory was definitely a lot of fun,” I grinned. Walking over to the bed, I leaned down and kissed my wife. Yes… Her kiss tasted of Jamal. I had to expect that. I did! That didn’t mean it didn’t hurt, though. Her tongue twining passionately with mine, Jamal’s salty cum lacing every breath.

		I undressed hurriedly, Amy sliding over on the bed to give me room. Her legs parting as she did, exposing her ravaged pussy to my eyes. OMG! She was shaved? Had she… “You shaved? Yesterday? Just for Jamal?” I asked. Hurt, no doubt, evident in my voice.

		“I shaved for you, Bill. Jamal just happened to get there first,” she purred. “Besides, I didn’t have a whole lot of choice in that bikini.”

		Gazing at her swollen nether regions, I was shocked. He had really used her. Her pussy was far puffier and redder than I had ever seen it. Even after the orgy we’d had in Colorado. Creamy cum oozed like an ever-flowing river from deep inside of her. A pool forming between her spread thighs wherever she lay. How many times had he used her?

		Moving to her, I began to kiss her ravaged body. She tasted of sweat, a cloying scent of heavy cologne permeated her skin. Jamal, evident everywhere I kissed. Amy purring softly as I nestled next to her. After kissing her once again, she pulled me to her breasts. Letting me nurse from her swollen nipples. There was a rawness to her skin there, like Jamal had bitten her. Okay, he liked it rough. So did Amy, on occasion. Something that I was loath to give her. Slowly, she urged me down her glistening skin, pushing me towards her shaved womanhood. “Please?” she whimpered. “I need it so bad.”

		She reeked of sex. My nose wrinkling at the scent of their coupling. But, I’d been here before. I kissed her silky mound, Amy whimpering as I did. I knew what she wanted. What she needed. Proof of how much I loved her. Her thighs opened for me as I slid my tongue between her swollen nether lips. A scream echoing around the room. Jamal’s creamy seed gushing from inside her pillaged cunt. Filling my mouth with his salty seed. The taste so strong, it overpowered Amy’s own sweet juices.

		She was still crying out as my tongue slid inside her velvety tunnel. Amy exploding in orgasm as my tongue invaded her ravaged insides. OMG! There was a taste of… Blood! Had he really been that big? Had he torn her open somehow? Some last remnant of her hymen? Amy whimpering constantly above me. When the flow finally began to ebb from inside of her, I slid up her body. Kissing and licking every inch of her as she cooed happily.

		Reaching down, she pulled my throbbing cock to her lotus blossom. Her body arching in orgasm as I slid inside her plundered lips. Fingernails scraping along my back, she screamed out again. My cock filling her adulterous cunt, reclaiming her. Oh, I’d never get as deep inside of her as Jamal had been, but she was still mine.

		Over and over I plunged into her desecrated depths. My cock gripped tightly in her velvety walls. Somewhat surprised that she wasn’t stretched beyond reason by Jamal’s big cock. Amy writhing delightedly beneath me, sweat once again pouring from our bodies. “Please?” came her whimpered request. “Cum for me? Reclaim me, Bill. Make me yours again. I want your seed inside me.”

		Her urgings driving me on, my cock thrusting into her like a piledriver as I felt a roiling in my balls. I was close, frantically I drove into her, sweat dripping from my forehead as I reclaimed my BBC slut. Finally, I erupted deep inside of her. My own hot seed filling her womb, reclaiming her. The two of us collapsing together, wrapped tightly in each other’s arms.

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Amy nervously looked around at her three friends. All of them a little on edge as they stood in the lounge area of the ladies’ room. “Okay, I’ve put everybody’s name in the pouch. Dani? You drew the high card, you get to draw first. Remember, if you draw your own husband, you have to put him back and draw again,” giggled Pepper excitedly.

		Dani looked at the black velvet pouch skeptically. Then, she extended her slender fingers and dug inside of it. Pulling out a piece of paper, she eyed the three of us anxiously before she opened it. Taking a deep breath, she looked at the name. Her pale complexion reddening as she saw her partner for the night, Jamal! She looked frantically from Cory, to Amy and back again.

		“It’ll be fine, Dani,” Amy assured her. “You’re used to being with Dave, Jamal’s just a little bigger. Well… Maybe more than a little bit,” giggled Amy. “Your first BBC!”

		The drawing proceeded, until each had their partner for night one of the annual vacation. Pepper ended up with Dave, Amy drew Tom and Cory… Cory drew Bill’s name, a big grin on her café au lait face. Blushing with embarrassment when she saw how Amy was grinning knowingly at her.

		Putting all the names back in the pouch, they each touched up their makeup and hair, then waltzed quietly from the restroom at the MGM Grand, Las Vegas. Taking up positions next to their smiling partner for the night.

		Cory smiling coyly at my grinning face. Oh, I was looking forward to tonight. My little caramel princess was once again mine.

		

		***

		

		*

		

		Amy and Bill return in GBQ – 5 (Her Fantasy). In this Stand-Alone story, she decides she wants her pussy pierced. It’s just that, well… She wants it to mean something special. In her research, she runs across a very interesting website. One that sparks a fantasy. She wants to become a GBQ, Queen of the Week. Her piercing commemorating her gangbang. Come along for the fun as she returns home to Bill, her body used and soiled by man after man. Proudly bearing the permanent Mark of a Queen of the Week.

		

		*

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my short story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Bill and Amy’s wild night of adventure as much as I did writing about it. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to check out my other stories and novellas, as well. Just click on the Author’s Page icon for a complete listing. Happy reading!

		

		Many Thanks,

		Richard Carlisle
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