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		Prologue

		

		I felt so naughty. I could feel Blake nestled snugly right behind me, but it just went against everything I’d been taught growing up. Sitting here on the rocky outcrop naked, nonchalantly talking to a total stranger. His dark brown eyes slowly taking in every inch of my very exposed body. My pink nipples hard as diamonds as I displayed myself so wantonly. I couldn’t help it, I could feel my little pussy starting to leak with excitement. OMG! In the still, sultry air, I could even detect the hint of my scent. And, I knew if I could, Blake could, as well. It was embarrassing.

		It looked like Blake wasn’t about to do anything about it, either. He was just lying there behind me, his cock swelling excitedly against my bare backside. Either, enjoying my discomfort or, more likely, turned on by it. The three of us chatting and having a couple of Coors together. Our new friend’s thick, black rod hanging just inches from my face as he casually leaned against the cliffside. His dark skin glistening in the sweltering heat, sweat dripping down his muscular chest.

		This was a new experience for me. Well, for both of us, I guess. We’d decided to go over to Lake Travis for the day. It’s rocky shoreline a favorite place for sunbathing in the area. Driving along, Blake boisterously pointed out the cutoff for ‘Hippy Hollow.’ I almost died when he abruptly slowed and turned down the road. The car skidding as we hit the graveled approach. Just a little off I-35, and only a short drive from our home in Austin, TX, it’s a ‘clothing optional’ park nestled on the shores of the lake. Very popular with the young, free-spirited college crowd living in the area. A favorite viewing point for the boaters on the lake with their binoculars, too!

		“Are you out of your mind, Blake Robertson? Hippy Hollow?” I screeched.

		“Oh, calm down Andi, it might be fun? I know, I wouldn’t mind getting an all-over tan this summer,” he grinned. “I gotta say, it’d be a darn sexy look on you, as well."

		“You do realize that other people are going to be there, too. And, you’re expecting me to…”

		“Hell, yes! Why not? They’ll be just as naked as we are,” he laughed. “It’ll be a hoot!”

		“Ohhhh….” I groaned, softly.

		So, here I was, talking genially with Tyson Something-or-Other, his long, thick cock hanging in my face. And… OMG! He was big. I swear I didn’t know they came that big. He wasn’t even hard, and his cock dwarfed Blake’s when he was already… Not that I was contemplating making use of it, of course. Uh… Not really. I mean, a girl can’t help it if something like that gets her a little excited. Right? It’s only natural. Wondering what that thing might feel like? What it might taste like…

		I’d been shocked when I saw Tyson’s lanky form climbing up the rocks to where we were sunbathing. Quickly, I’d turned over on to my stomach, doing my best to cover myself, frantically whispering my concerns to Blake. But, after a few minutes, Blake and Tyson were chatting like old pals. Darn it! Then, my loving husband had the nerve to ask me to get them a couple of beers. Like, he couldn’t get up himself?

		Well… He had asked me to do it? So… I got up and walked back to our little cooler, feeling very much on display. Bending over, no doubt offering the boys quite a view, I pulled out three icy Coors Lights and handed them out. Sitting back down, between the two men. Crossing my legs Indian style, I decided there wasn’t much sense in hiding anymore. Trying not to think too much about what I might be showing. Tyson had already seen everything I had when I got up to ‘fetch’ the beers! My breasts swaying sultrily as I walked back towards them.

		I admit, I might have tossed my long brunette hair a little while I was walking back. My hips possibly swaying a little more than usual. Oh, hell! I confess, by that time I was in full flirt mode. I hadn’t done anything like that since before we’d gotten married. But, I decided since Blake seemed to be encouraging it… I was willing to play along. It was kind of fun.

		The whole incident had been innocent enough. Tyson moving on after about an hour, the two of us calling it a day as well. Although, I will say that Blake damn near raped me when we got back home! We never even made it to the bedroom. His hard cock pounding into me while he bent me over the sofa in the living room. His hands wrapped in my long hair, using me like some slut. My lurid fantasies envisioning that it was Tyson’s thick black rod…

		I mean, who knew? Sure came as a shock to me…

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		We’d been planning the trip for weeks. And, wow! Did I need it. I hated this last transfer Blake had taken. The Chicago winters were brutal. Especially after living in Austin for a few years. The extra money was nice, but I missed the perpetual sunshine and warm heat of Texas. Blake promising me a tropical getaway for our vacation. Maybe, a chance to thaw out a little bit?

		He’d managed to find a deal on a two-week rental of an island home off Key West, FL. The house, reportedly, the only one on the tiny island. Thoughts of warm sands, crashing waves and baking in the sun running through my mind as we drove to O’Hare for our flight. Seeing me pack my bikini earlier, Blake had hinted that maybe I could sunbath nude on the island? Our last nude outing only a dim memory now. As was our passionate love making session afterwards.

		It seemed like we just never had sex anymore. I suppose it comes with the territory. We’d been married for seven years now. All my friends had gone through the same thing. That didn’t make it any easier, though. I’d always been faithful to him, ever since we first started going steady back in college. I was pretty sure, that Blake hadn’t strayed either. We loved each other. It was just that our sex life was getting… Dull!

		We were sitting next to each other on the plane, Blake’s fingers idly toying with my leg while he read some industry journal. At least, I had an exciting little bodice ripper on my Kindle. The innocent heroine being whisked away by the cruel pirate, bravely hoping for rescue. After all, this was supposed to be a vacation. My mind on the sun and sand waiting for me.

		Maybe, a little excited at the possibility of being naked in the sun again. It had been an interesting afternoon that day, even if nothing had happened. Letting people see me like that? And, seeing other people… Memories of Tyson’s thick, black rod still occasionally a part of my nighttime fantasies. I wondered if I really could sunbath naked on the island? My erotic little reveries interrupted as we prepared to land at Key West International.

		Walking out from the terminal, we got a cab down to the dock where there was a boat waiting to take us out to our small island paradise. Motoring our way over, the crusty old boat captain… Er… Driver? Pilot? Whatever. Oh, who knew? I mean, it wasn’t like it was a very big boat! Anyway, he said he’d come back and get us in two weeks. The house was fully stocked, but if we wanted to play tourist, needed groceries or had any problems, he’d come out and get us. Our water taxi just a quick phone call away.

		I really did feel isolated as he motored around to the far side of the island and left us standing all alone on the small dock, our luggage piled beside us. Nothing but open water in front of us. The house was just a short walk up from the beach. Blake checking to make sure he had cell phone service out here before the boat left.

		Opening the door, I walked in gasping at the gorgeous interior. A big stone fireplace dominated the far wall. Though, why anybody would need one in the Keys was beyond me. A well-appointed kitchen sat off to one side, overlooking the comfy looking living room. The view of the water from the floor to ceiling windows was phenomenal! Squealing with delight, I gave Blake a big hug. Then, bounced off to explore the rest of the house.

		He found me sprawled across the huge California King bed in the master bedroom. Lying sultrily across the covers as I gazed out the sliding patio doors to the Gulf of Mexico. “Not unpacking?” he asked with a smirk.

		“Mmmm… I may never leave the bed,” I grinned. “Can you believe this view?”

		“It’s pretty damn good from where I’m at,” he said lustfully. His eyes staring up my mini-skirt to my little white panties.

		“Dirty old man!” I squealed. Laughing, as he pulled me to the edge of the bed. His hands pushing my skirt up over my hips. With one swift jerk, he pulled my panties down and tossed them across the room. Blake’s hands sensually sliding up between my thighs. Mmmm, somebody was feeling frisky… Leaning over me, he gave me a kiss. Then, pulled his polo shirt over his head and began to fumble with his khaki’s.

		“Here, let me,” I purred. My hands moving to unfasten his belt and pull his pants down. Freeing his swelling cock from his jockey shorts, I leaned forward and kissed the purplish mushroom shaped head. My tongue licking up the drop of precum I found there. Fixing my eyes on his, I leaned forward and pulled him into my mouth. His cock sliding warmly over my tongue as I swirled it teasingly. Blake emitting a low groan as I did.

		He loved it when I gave him a blowjob, it was just a shame he didn’t like to reciprocate. I’d probably be willing to do it a lot more frequently if he did! I loved him, and he was a great provider. But, his bedroom skills were sadly lacking. My efforts at tutoring through the years, falling on deaf ears.

		Taking a deep breath, I took his throbbing cock down into my throat. Blake’s hands going around my head, pulling me down. My nose buried tightly in his pubic curls, I could detect the manly scent of him. Pulling back, I gasped for air, long strings of saliva hanging from his hard rod.

		Impishly, I pushed him down onto the big bed, my legs straddling his. Pulling my blouse over my head, I shook my long hair free and unfastened my bra. Letting it drop to the floor, I leaned forward offering my nipple to his grinning lips. Blake suckling from me, little electrical shocks racing through me. Gripping his long cock, I pulled it to my pulsing nether lips. Slowly, sliding him inside of me. My hips grinding, my little clit rubbing against his curly pubes, sending shock waves racing through me.

		I began pumping my thighs, riding his long cock. My pussy gripping him as tightly as I could. Blake groaning softly as I rode him. Faster and faster, I bounced up and down his thick rod. My breasts swaying with the rhythm. Blake’s hands gripping them, his fingers toying with my nipples. Warm feelings surging through me, I felt his cock explode inside of me. His hot seed filling my little pussy, pulse after pulse.

		Rolling off him, Blake gave me a kiss. Then, got up and walked over to the big sliding patio doors, staring out at the azure waters. The sun slowly sinking towards the horizon. “There’s a great looking beach down there, Andi. Maybe we can sunbath tomorrow?”

		“Mmmm… You mean, I have to leave the bed?” I purred softly.

		“Well, yeah. It does kind of work that way. You can’t spend the whole two weeks in bed. I thought you wanted sun and sand?” he reminded me.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Saturday dawned sunny and bright, the first full day of our vacation in paradise. Mmmm… Grabbing a pair of hip-huggers and a cut-off top, I quietly headed over to the en suite. Trying to not wake my husband, wanting to let him sleep. I was already standing in the kitchen fixing some bacon and eggs when Blake wandered in, still rubbing the sleep from his eyes. Coming up behind me, pulling me to him. “Mmmm… Just what do you want to do today, Mrs. Robertson?”

		“I thought you promised sun and sand, Hubby?” I grinned.

		“Oh, I think it’s safe to say I can deliver on that promise,” he said softly. His lips kissing my neck as I moved the bacon to a plate to drain. Turning, I gave him a kiss…

		“Eww! You need to brush your teeth, Mr. Robertson. I don’t kiss just anybody, you know,” I declared.

		“Okay. But, after breakfast, I’m hungry,” he snickered.

		When Blake came back out of the en suite, I was busy pulling my bikinis from the luggage. “I don’t think you’ll need those on this trip,” he grinned, taking them from me and casually tossing them back into the suitcase. “There’s just the two of us on the island. I vote for a nude vacation.”

		“And, just what about passing boats? Or, or… Cruise ships? Or, maybe even trespassers? Am I just supposed to put myself on display for them too?” I asked cautiously. Secretly, feeling a little excited at the possibility.

		“Why not? It wouldn’t be the first-time people have seen you naked. And, besides, we’re two thousand miles from home! It’s not like we know anybody here. Let’s call it ‘Island Rules,’ no clothes allowed on the beach!” he declared.

		“It was just that one time, Blake. And, it was your brainstorm of an idea, if you’ll remember?” I replied mockingly. “I wasn’t overly happy about being on display to half of the City of Austin!”

		“Oh, you had fun that day. Admit it! You flirted shamelessly with that guy, too. I think you really wanted to play around with him,” he said with a leer. “Maybe get a taste of that BBC? Honestly, I never knew you were into black guys.”

		“Well… He did have a very nice cock as I recall. ‘Island Rules,’ huh? All right, I’m game if you are,” I said, haughtily. “Are there any other ‘rules’ on this list I should be aware of?”

		“Maybe… I’ll let you know later,” he offered with a mischievous grin. I’m thinking we can kind of make them up as we go along.”

		

		*

		

		The beach was wonderful! The sun toasting my frozen body as I lay there in the sweltering heat. The waves washing against the shore softly in the background. OMG! This was soooo much better than Chicago. Did we really have to go back? Ever?

		Blake had gone into the house to get another beer, and hopefully bring me a wine cooler, when I felt a shadow fall over me. Opening my eyes, I was shocked to see three young guys standing over me, big grins on their faces! I suppose I should have tried to cover up, but… Well, they’d already seen everything. And, Blake had said it was ‘Island Rules.’ Okay, in fairness, I’d already had a few wine coolers by then. And, they were awfully cute! “Uh… Hi, guys,” I said softly. “Excuse me, but you know this is supposed to be a private island? I’m pretty sure you’re trespassing.” Shielding my eyes as I looked up at them.

		“Yeah? Sorry. We didn’t see any signs posted about that anywhere or anything. We’re camped over on the other end of the island. We’ll clean up after ourselves, I promise. We were just walking the beach when… Uh… We saw this vision of a goddess up ahead of us,” grinned the blonde haired one.

		“Can’t blame us for wanting to check it out, can you?” asked a tall, dark haired one. “You could have been a mirage? Or, maybe somebody that had gotten shipwrecked?”

		“And, I have to say, you are one vision that’s worth checking out!” added the third. A tall, lanky black kid. His eyes drinking in every inch of my body. “Would you mind if we joined you?”

		“Well, my husband might not appreciate it,” I suggested. Come to think of it, where was my husband? Blake should have been back by now, long before. I mean, I could use a rescuer right about now!

		“Husband? And, he left you just lying here? You need to teach that dude a lesson in manners,” offered guy number one. The three of them boldly sitting down next to me. Very close, next to me! My thoughts not at all where they should be right about then.

		“Okay, look fellas, fun’s fun. But, my husband really is just up at the house. And, uh… As you can see, I’m not exactly dressed for company,” I suggested.

		“She’s right, Jack,” announced the dark-haired intruder. “The least we could do is join her?” casually pulling off his swim trunks and tossing them aside, his cock springing free as he did. His two companions grinning conspiratorially as they did the same. OMG!

		Frustratedly, I started to pick up my towel and leave, when the young black guy laid his hand on my arm. “Hey? Don’t leave. Please? We don’t mean any harm, I promise. We’re just here for a few days on Christmas break. Peace offering?” he suggested, pulling out a marijuana cigarette from his discarded shorts and lighting it. Rolling my eyes at him, I decided that Blake WAS just up at the house. And, he was the one that left me here. How much trouble could they be? Besides, the marijuana sounded exciting and just a wee bit naughty. I hadn’t had any since college. And, after all, it was vacation.

		“Okay, guys. But, just till my husband gets back,” I said, accepting the smoldering joint. The harsh smoke hitting my lungs and making me cough a little. It had been a long time!

		It turned out that my new admirers were Jack, Trevor and Jamal. Here on their Winter break from Georgia Tech. The four of them in their senior year. Some fuzzy thinking on my part, making them about twenty-one or twenty-two. A little young to be admiring my twenty-nine year old body, I thought. But, with the marijuana starting to hit me, I didn’t really mind… Especially after seeing the size of the cock on Jamal! I could drool over that monster all day long. He even put Tyson to shame! I’d never been with anybody that size before, but I decided I could get into it. Um… Given the opportunity, I mean. For that matter, I’d never been with a black man! Though, from the stories I’d heard, it might be fun. Hmmm… How many wine coolers had I had?

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		“I take it, we have company,” announced Blake calmly, as he trooped back down to the beach. His slightly tumescent cock bouncing with every step. A six pack of beers in one hand and a wine cooler in the other, a leering grin on his face. Ohhhh… How dense could I be? The truth suddenly crashing into my muddled brain. I should have realized it before, Blake enjoyed putting me on display. The idea of knowing that other men found me attractive, apparently exciting him. Especially after that day at Lake Travis. I mean, the way he’d attacked me when we got back home that day? Wow!

		I admit, I was finding it kind of exciting. Who wouldn’t? Think about it! Me, lying there naked, with four naked men arranged around me? Each of them with a very naked cock? All of them getting a little tumescent as they stared openly at me. And, they weren’t making any secret of looking, either! Not that I wasn’t enjoying the view myself. It was like a smorgasbord!

		Hopefully, all Blake was expecting was my little nude display. I’d heard stories from a few of my friends about how their husbands found the idea exciting. Their wives having sex with another man, I mean. They called it ‘Hot Wifing,’ or something like that. I wasn’t any too sure about that. I hadn’t been with any other man for over eight years now. Not since Blake and I started going together in our senior year of college. Not that I’d been too experienced before that. I’d had exactly three other lovers before Blake. There was Bobby Driscoll in High School, he was my first. Um, yeah. Enough said! Then, there was Dave Something-or-Other in my freshman year. And, Paul Wallace… Well, I dumped him after I found him kissing another girl. We’d been together for a year, too! The prick!

		Jamal offered me another hit of the joint while they all popped open their beers, introducing themselves. Blake seeming to be enjoying the camaraderie. He always did like being one of the boys. Deciding there was a little too much testosterone flying around right about then, I got up and calmly strolled down for a swim. The water warmly cradling me as I paddled about. My mind filled with deliciously erotic thoughts.

		By the time I came back out, Blake had disappeared again. Reportedly for more drinks, Jack going along with him. That left just Trevor and Jamal lying there on the beach when I came back. Both of them quickly offering to help me with some suntan lotion. Um… Wait just one little minute there, guys! The two of them acting like they hadn’t even heard my insignificant little protest. Sitting there, nonchalantly playing Rock, Paper, Scissors to see who got the honors. Jamal winning… Gulp!

		OMG! Taking another hit of the joint, I laid back down and decided to enjoy my little illicit adventure. Jamal’s big hands starting to rub lotion onto my back. His hands sliding slowly over my shoulders and along my spine, wrapping over my sides. Oops! That was my breast. Well, I suppose it needed some lotion too, I thought wickedly. Giggling a little at the intimate touch. Damn, how much had I had to drink today? His hands trailing on down to the small of my back, before moving lower. I could feel his fingers caressing my very bare buttocks. My pussy starting to leak like a sieve with excitement. Damn it! Where was Blake? I let out a little gasp as Jamal’s hands slid down to my thighs, parting them slightly as his fingers spread lotion over my legs. His hand pressing hotly up against… Well, you know!

		Oh, thank you, I thought, feeling a little relieved as Jamal moved on down my legs. His fingers massaging them. My body reacting to his every touch. Oh, damn! I was getting so turned on! Where in the hell was my husband? Jamal had moved on to my feet now, picking each one up and massaging them sensually. His eyes no doubt taking in the view between my legs, as he did. I was sure that my soft, pink petals were openly on display with his antics. And, I could feel myself leaking with dewy excitement. Damn it! Blake, where are you?!!!

		Finally finished, he lay back down beside me, his cock rather swollen from the exercise. Excited by running his hands over my body. Finding myself sandwiched between the two men, I decided he wasn’t the only one excited. If Blake didn’t show up pretty soon, I just might misbehave. Oh! Finally! I saw Blake and Jack trooping down from the house. Jack lugging a cooler as Blake carried some bags of munchies. Were they planning on making a day of it? I thought this was supposed to be a private beach? And, um… You know. A private vacation?

		Passing out beers all around, Jack handed me another wine cooler. Just what I needed, more booze! I looked at Blake like he’d lost his mind, but he never batted an eye. Okay, Bucko! Taking another hit off the joint, I decided to let the day play out. Not that I had much choice. Not with Blake sitting there, like some cheer leader, urging the guys on. Did he want something to happen?

		The ‘boys’ decided to go for a swim, leaving me alone with Blake for a bit. “What are you doing, Blake?” I asked, my voice steely cold.

		“Hey, they’re just having a little fun, Andi. What’s the harm? So, they saw you naked? It’s not like you aren’t checking them out in return. Damn! That pot’s good! I swear we didn’t have anything that strong when we were in college,” he said shaking his head.

		“Fine. They have great pot. But, I mean… Blake, I’m naked! And, they’re… You know!”

		“Calm down, Andi. You’re beautiful. There’s nothing wrong with them enjoying seeing you, is there?” he asked innocently.

		“I’m your wife, Blake! Aren’t you supposed to be… I don’t know, jealously protecting me or something?” I asked frustratedly. “Or, do you like this? Putting me on display like some trophy? Teasing them? Do you actually want something to happen?”

		“Well, I’m not expecting you to run away with them or anything. They’re not even out of school yet. I don’t think I have to worry too much,” he laughed. “Just relax and enjoy the company. It’s vacation! ‘Island Rules,’ remember?”

		“Trust me, Blake. Young or not, they have cocks, and there’s only one thing on their minds,” I hissed.

		“And, are you saying, it hasn’t crossed your mind?” he asked quietly. His voice dropping to a seductive whisper as he leaned in and kissed the back of my neck. His hands sliding sensually down my back.

		“Is… Is that what you want?” I asked hesitantly. “For me to… Are you asking me to fuck them?”

		“I… I’m not sure, Andi. I mean, it sounds… Damn! You are so beautiful. The idea of sharing you… It’s exciting, that’s all. Kind of a bedroom fantasy, I guess. But, I suppose you’re right. I’ll suggest it’s time to break up the little party for today. It is getting late,” he said. “Sorry.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		I just tossed together a quickie cold salad for dinner. Our conversation a little stilted and chilly that night, to say the least. My mind full of a chaos of thoughts. Did Blake really want me to cheat on him? Was that it? Expect me to just give myself to… OMG! My nipples hardening as I thought about it. I mean, I couldn’t help it. It was exciting thinking about those hard cocks I’d stared at all afternoon. Yet, it was just so… Adultery? I’d made vows. It seemed so dirty. So, filthy! But, if Blake was okay with it… Asking me to do it? Oh, fuck! I was a mess. I thought this was supposed to be a vacation away from stress?

		I was in the shower that night, doing a better job of washing off the sand and sun tan lotion than I’d done at the outdoor shower earlier. The shower door sliding open, Blake slipping silently in. I gasped a little when the door opened, not sure of just who it might be considering Blake’s little fantasy. But, I relaxed after I saw it was my husband. A little bit, anyway. Blake’s hands taking the soap from me and starting to wash my back. His hands moving sensually up and down my spine.

		Starting to purr a little bit, I felt his hands drift down over my buttocks, my thoughts drifting to Jamal’s hands doing the same thing earlier today. Fingers slipping between my thighs, my eyes closing in passion as Blake began to toy with my swollen clit. That, Jamal hadn’t done! I braced myself against the side of the shower as shock waves began to roll through me. Crying out, my body stiffening with an orgasm, when he suddenly jammed two fingers deep inside of me!

		“I saw you, you know? With Jamal? Did he do this to you earlier? Did he play with your hot little pussy?” he asked. Hard cock bouncing against my backside. His voice a husky, passionate whisper. Damn! I hadn’t even known he’d seen that.

		“No,” I whimpered. “He just put lotion on me. His hand did get a little close, maybe. But, he didn’t do that!”

		“Did you want him to?” he asked with a whisper. “Did you want his hard cock, Andi? Did you want him to fuck you?”

		“Oh, fuck!” I screamed. My body spasming as another orgasm tore through me. My fingers clawing ineffectually against the tile walls. Blake’s fingers deep inside of me, rubbing against my G-spot.

		Pulling away, I turned on him, still gasping for breath. My eyes full of fire. “Is that what you want Blake? Are you asking me to cheat on you? To fuck Jamal’s big, black cock? Or, maybe do Jack? How about Trevor? Or, do you want me to fuck all of them? Am I supposed to become the island slut for the week? Spreading my legs when any of you want some?”

		“I… I don’t know… Andi, I…” he stammered. Suddenly, taken aback by the vehemence of my attack.

		“Well, you’d better decide, Blake! If you’re going to continue to throw me at them, something is going to happen. I am human, and so are they. I thought this was our vacation. Our time to reconnect. If you have other plans, I need to know. Or, is that something else that’s written somewhere in your precious ‘Island Rules?’” I hissed.

		“I’m not asking you to do that, Andi. I guess, what I’m trying to say is… If it happens, that would be all right. I’d be okay with it. I love you, and I don’t want to risk losing you. Ever! But, I don’t think that’s a problem, not with those three. And, it does sound exciting. You and I both agree that our love life has gotten a little… Stale? Dull? Maybe, something like this would rekindle the fires?” he suggested shyly. His face turning beet red in embarrassment at the admission.

		“And, you like the idea of that? Of me coming to you after I’ve… I mean, I’d be used? Soiled? Knowing that I… I would be, you know. I’d be full of Jamal’s black cum when you got me back, Blake. That big, thick cock of his would have been inside of me. Stretching me out. Breeding me!” I hissed. “Or, maybe, I’d be full of Jack’s, or Trevor’s? It wouldn’t be fair to just single out one of them, would it? Are you willing to just give me up like that? To have to listen to my cries of sexual excitement as they fuck me? And, they would, Blake! They’re young and horny. They’d use me again and again. You remember what it used to be like at that age. They’d be hard again in no time,” I told him, scathingly. “They’d do me two or three times before you got me back!”

		But, I couldn’t help seeing how hard his cock got listening to my words. He was serious. He was really thinking about me fucking the three of them. At least, part of him was! And… OMG! By now, so was I…

		Taking the soap from him, I began to wash his body. His chest, his stomach, his cock… Oh, yeah! Kneeling, I took his throbbing rod into my mouth. The hot water cascading around us. “Is this what you want, Blake? Do you want to think of me sucking their hard cocks? You won’t be able to watch, you know? I couldn’t do that. Not in front of you. They’d just take me into the bedroom and use me, and then leave. I’d be lying there in bed, all full of their creamy cum. My body all sweaty, tasting of another man. Is that what you want?”

		Urgently sliding his cock back into my mouth, Blake cried out, his hard rod pulsing again, and again, firing down my throat and filling my mouth with his salty seed. I guess, I had my answer… Boldly standing up, I kissed him. My mouth still laced with his salty discharge. My tongue brazenly dueling with his. Blake not even complaining at the unexpected lewdness of my kiss. The first time I’d ever done that to him. And, just maybe, it wouldn’t be the last.

		Was I really contemplating this? Letting the three young men… OMG! How would that even work? And, seriously, what about Blake? Would he just stand by somehow while they each had their way with me? Is he expecting them to spend the night? Or, is this to be some type of afternoon tryst? And, how would he really feel after? Fantasy versus reality and all that. For that matter, how would I feel?

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		The next day dawned sunny and bright, once again. My eyes gazing at the blue horizon as I lay there in bed. The Gulf of Mexico a deep blue green this morning. I’d spent a restless night, Blake sleeping soundly beside me, not a care in the world. My own thoughts tormented with what might happen today. What it might mean for our future life together?

		I admit, our love life had gotten a bit dull. But, doing this? Taking a lover? Or, in this case, possibly three of them? Shivering a little bit as I realized I’d essentially be doubling my number. I just wasn’t sure if it was from excitement or fear?

		Slipping quietly from the bed, I padded barefoot into the en suite. After a shower and fixing my hair, I put on little bit of makeup. Whatever was going to happen today, I decided I’d look nice. Looking at my reflection in the big mirror appraisingly, I was pleased with what I saw. Five-three, one hundred and five pounds, nice breasts that were just barely starting to sag. Long, brunette hair, hanging in soft curls down my back. Not bad at all for twenty-nine. I would have thought that our three friends would be used to women that were a lot younger. Though, they certainly didn’t seem to be complaining yesterday.

		With a casual flip of my hair, I padded quietly back out of the en suite and down the hall. I didn’t even bother putting clothes on today. I’d just be taking them back off when I went down to the beach anyway. And, it wasn’t like I had anything that everybody hadn’t already seen. Blake, and his ‘Island Rules,’ had already seen to that. Was I really thinking about this? Breaking my vows? Letting the three of them… Well, I guess I was! It’s about all I’d thought about since yesterday afternoon.

		I could rationalize it, that was easy enough. I’d slept with other men before I met Blake, back when I was in school. Face it, the idea of enjoying some unbridled sex with the three of them was exciting. It was just the worry over Blake and how he might feel afterwards. Sure, it was his brainstorm of an idea. His fantasy, if you will. But, what if? I mean, if it really bothered him afterwards, would we be able to overcome it? It’s not like I could take it back!

		Then, there was the whole Jamal thing. Did Blake really want… Expect… Me to… After all, I’d never been with a black man. No particular reason, I suppose. I hadn’t been raised with any of those taboos, I just had never been attracted to one. Unless you considered my illicit ‘Hippy Hollow’ bedroom fantasy! But, I wasn’t so sure about how Blake might feel about it? His wife having interracial sex with the well-endowed young black man? Servicing him? Letting him breed me? That just sounded so dirty, somehow.

		My thoughts interrupted by my husband wandering nonchalantly into the kitchen. He was in a pair of cargo shorts this morning, and nothing else. His eyes taking in my naked body as I stood there fixing some breakfast. “Are we extending the no clothes rule to the house today?” he asked curiously.

		“It seemed kind of silly to get dressed, just to get undressed when I go down to the beach,” I said quietly. “I’m assuming the ‘Island Rules’ still stand today? I can put some clothes on if you’d like?”

		“Mmmm… No, I definitely like you better this way. I have a feeling, our young friends will appreciate it, too,” he said with a leering grin. His hand cupping my bare breast. His cock starting to swell against my backside.

		“Oh? You think so, do you?” I said hesitantly. “Blake, are you sure that you want that?”

		“They’ve already seen you naked, Andi,” he replied.

		“That’s not what concerns me, Blake. And, you know it. Are you sure you want me to… I mean, I’ve never cheated on you. Never! Not in all our years together.”

		“And, you wouldn’t be cheating on me now, either. After all, if something happens, I’ll know all about it, won’t I? I’m the one telling you that it’s all right. Giving you permission,” he admitted.

		Frustratedly pushing him towards the barstools that surrounded the kitchen island, I set a plate of pancakes in front of him. Blake happily digging in to the tasty treat.

		“If I agree to this… This fantasy you seem to have? Have you thought about… I mean, how you would want it to happen? Do you want them to spend the night? Or, just pull me aside someplace during the day? You can’t watch, Blake! If that’s part of the deal, then no way. And, I certainly don’t think I’m up for an orgy,” I said worriedly.

		“Andi? Why don’t you just calm down and relax? Let nature take its course. Maybe, nothing will happen? All I’m saying, is that if something does happen, it’s all right,” he replied softly, turning to look at me. “It’s kind of sexy thinking about you giving in, having a little romp with one of the guys.”

		“Easy for you to say!” I countered harshly. “I’m the one staring at three horny young men, with three very willing cocks. And, what makes you think, it’d be just one?”

		“All right, Andi! Since you seem so sure something will happen, do you have a preference? Do you want it to be in the bedroom, kind of a planned thing? Do you want them spending the night with you? Or, maybe just see what happens? Let nature take its course, as I said earlier?” he asked. “Hell, for all we know, they’re only here for a day or two? You already told them, they were trespassing. They could already be gone. We didn’t discuss anything about their plans yesterday, at all.”

		Wow! Okay, that I wasn’t expecting. Turning it back on me. Blake asking me how I felt about it? What I might want? Did I want each of them to spend the night with me? Maybe, just pull me off into the bushes for a quickie? Or, even take me right there on the beach? Er… No. Not on the beach. Sand gets everywhere. My thoughts going back to a long-forgotten memory of… Well, let’s just say I’d tried that particular thing once, a long time ago, back before I knew Blake. It wasn’t fun.

		And, what if he was right and they weren’t staying all that long? I hadn’t even considered that. I knew I wasn’t up for an orgy, that gets too… I remembered a frat party I’d been at, where one of the girls had… Well, let’s say triple penetration didn’t look all that appetizing! And, I couldn’t very well just do one of them. It wouldn’t be fair. Besides, the idea of having to choose… No, couldn’t do it. One after another, serially? Gulp! Maybe, this whole thing wasn’t such a good idea? Well, that took me right back to where I’d started! Let’s go on vacation, Andi? Reduce our stress level? Right!

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		I’d been lying on the beach, reading my eBook about the nubile young maiden and the pirate, when I dozed off. The warm sun and soft breezes finally lulling me into a nap after my restless night. My dreams filled with erotic images, my body feeling like…

		OMG! Blake was sensually rubbing my back with suntan lotion. His warm hands sliding down my spine and moving slowly over my exposed backside. My breath starting to come in little gasps as I felt his hands move between my legs. There was no pretense about propriety, either. His fingers exploring the petaled opening of my pussy, sending excitement soaring through me. At first, I just let it happen. Lying there, purring softly from the intimacy of his touch. Enjoying the sensual feelings coursing through me. Right up until the time I opened my eyes!

		Shocked, I saw the retreating forms of Blake, Trevor and Jamal far down the beach, walking towards the point. That meant… Ohhh… Jack was the one feeling me up! I rolled over with a jerk, my eyes wide in surprise.

		“Hey there,” he said softly. “You looked like you needed some lotion, and uh… Blake suggested it, said it’d be okay if one of us stayed behind. He didn’t want you to wake up and wonder about where he was or anything.”

		Well, I guess Blake’s decision had been made! My eyes looking to where my husband was rounding the point to the other side of the island. Leaving me free to have some fun with the blonde haired young man. With a gulp, I looked at his swelling cock as he returned to expertly massaging my moist, petaled opening. My fingers wrapping tentatively around his long shaft. “Blake said this was okay, huh? Is, uh… There anything else that’s supposed to be okay?

		“I think he’s leaving that decision up to us. He’ll be gone for a while, the guys are showing him where we’re camped,” he grinned. “We’ve got some stellar weed over there.”

		“Well, I wouldn’t want to disappoint anybody now, would I?” I purred softly. Leaning over, I kissed the swollen head of his cock. A drop of precum caressing my lips. Licking it off, I got my first taste of him. Slowly, I kissed along his long, thin shaft. Jack moaning a little as my tongue washed over his balls. “Mmmm… You kind of taste like suntan lotion,” I giggled. “Let’s see what we can do about that?”

		Getting up, I took hold of his hand and led him towards the house. Stepping inside, I headed for the large master bedroom, and the en suite. Pulling him into the big walk-in shower, we began to wash each other. Jack’s cock growing to its full length and girth. He was longer than Blake, but about the same thickness. His soapy hands running over every inch of my body. Mmmm… And, I do mean, Every. Single. Inch.

		When we were finished, he dried me off with one of the big fluffy towels. Then, pulled me eagerly towards the bedroom. Kneeling before him, I pulled his throbbing cock into my mouth. My tongue teasing him as I excitedly slid his shaft deep into my throat. Oh, yeah! He was definitely longer than Blake! It took a few tries. I did it, though. My nose finally burying into his blonde, curly pubes. His cock nestled deep in my throat. Ohhh, so damn deep!

		Pulling back, I had to gasp for breath for a minute before starting to suck him again. My cheeks hollowing as I bobbed my head over and over. Jack moaning as he slipped his fingers through my hair, pulling me to him. His hard cock ramming into my throat again, and again. Urging me faster now, his cock swelling as my tongue swirled incessantly. Finally, I felt his thrusts become erratic. This was it, he was going to do it. Jack’s long rod jerking wildly as he cried out. Hot cum jetting down my throat and filling my mouth, spurt after spurt.

		Finally, I let him fall from my mouth. A long string of his creamy seed hanging between the mushroom shaped head and my lips. Teasingly, I licked it up. Jack reaching down and helping me up from the floor. His lips crashing against mine without hesitation, as he tugged me towards the big California King bed. Oooo… He definitely wasn’t done with me!

		Sitting me down on the edge of the bed, he knelt between my legs. His hands boldly pushing them apart, he began to kiss along my thigh. Very high along my thigh. OMG! He was going to… Oh, fuck! Yes!!!!! His tongue snaking out and running along my petaled opening. I dropped back on the bed as he began to lick my moist, dewy lips. Blake seldom did this for me. Oh! How I loved it! Jack’s tongue swirling around my swelling clit, electric shocks racing through me. I cried out as he pushed a finger deep inside of me. His tongue still doing wonderful things. His finger probing, finding my G-spot and stroking it. Fuck! My body spasming wildly as an orgasm raced through me. My hands clawing against the bedcovers.

		I wrapped my thighs around his head, heels locked behind him. My hands reaching for his curly blonde hair, pulling him to me. His tongue burying itself deep inside my velvety canal. My eyes rolling back in my head, my whole body torsioning through another violent orgasm. A scream echoing around the room. OMG! I think it came from me! My pussy gushing as Jack worshiped at my well of life. Damn! I missed this. Blake, just might live to regret this fantasy of his.

		Pushing Jack away, my body still jerking uncontrollably with spasms, I begged him to stop. I couldn’t take anymore. Lying back, covered with sweat and gasping frantically for air, I felt Jack crawl onto the bed next to me. Turning my face to him, he kissed me. His lips laced with my honeyed dew. I didn’t care… Our tongues entwining softly, his hands moving sensually over my soft curves.

		Tentatively, I reached out and began touching his young, firm body. My hands drifting over his muscled chest and tight abs. Finally, finding his hardening rod. His cock swelling in my hands to its full size. Oh, he certainly wasn’t done yet. That was a delightful change from Blake’s one and done brand of love making.

		Jack urged me up on the bed, his arms wrapping around me as our kisses deepened. His lips slowly traveling from my lips, to my earlobe, my neck, my breast… OMG! His mouth finding my swollen nipple, suckling hungrily from me. His hands kneading my full breasts, fingers pinching my other nipple, shocks zinging through me.

		Urgently, he slid between my legs. His long cock poised at my petaled nether lips. I looked down, watching in fascination as the swollen head of his cock pressed against me. Wanting to see it happen. To watch the moment I became an adulteress, breaking my wedding vows. Jack’s throbbing rod pushing into me, as I cried out. Oh, God! He was inside me! His long rod splitting me in two as it crashed against my cervix. He was fucking me!

		My legs wrapped around his thrusting hips, heels locked tightly behind him. His shaft driving into me over and over. My fingers clawing at his back as he sent me to new heights of passion. Our bodies locked passionately together, sweat pouring from me as used me. Took me like I was some slut. Hell, maybe I was?

		I wondered how many other women he’d shoved that wonderful cock into? As if it mattered. He was going to defile me one way or the other. His throbbing shaft filling me with… OMG! Blake hadn’t said anything about… Well, maybe he’d assumed condoms? Or, maybe he wanted… I didn’t know. And, the answer to that question was about to be taken out of my hands, as Jack began to slam into me frantically. I started to stop him. Really, I did! But… Fuck!!!!! His cock pulsed explosively, deep inside me. Lava hot cum filling me. His seed spreading through my fertile, unprotected womb.

		It was official. I was an adulteress. I’d cuckolded my husband with my young lover. His creamy seed oozing from my swollen nether lips, pooling between my wantonly spread thighs, like some slut.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		The sun was heading towards the horizon as I lay there staring out the big windows. The waves lapping softly against the shoreline. Jack had left about twenty minutes earlier, leaving me with a passionate kiss. His fertile seed still drooling freely from between my legs. I thought about taking a shower. Honest! But, well… Blake had engineered this little immoral tryst. I decided he deserved to see the lewd result of his fantasies, the proof of what I’d done. His wife lying here full of another man’s fertile seed.

		I heard the front door open, the sound seeming loud in the silence. The house echoing with the intrusion. Soft footsteps crossing the tiled floors to the kitchen. The icemaker filling a glass, followed by the splash of liquid. Then, more footsteps…

		Blake was standing in the open doorway, his eyes bloodshot. His cock swelling between his legs as he took in the obscene view that confronted him. The bedcovers all askew, the room reeking of sex. I mean, it had to be! Right? There was always that telltale musky scent in the air. You know, afterwards. His wife, brazenly lying here satiated, on the big bed. Still sweaty from the illicit tryst, Jack’s creamy cum oozing from inside of me, pooling in a wet spot on the pristine bedding.

		“You fucked him?” he asked quietly. Swigging what appeared to be a scotch/rocks.

		“It’s what you wanted, isn’t it?” I taunted. “What you asked for? To see me used? Soiled? To come to me after I’ve been with another man?”

		Unwinding from the bed, I walked sultrily over to him. Jack’s seed still drooling down my thighs, a few drops spilling onto the polished floor. I could smell the scent of pot on him, he’d been smoking with the ‘guys.’ His eyes a little red and glassy from the high. Pulling him to me, I kissed him. My tongue pushing between his unwilling lips, making him taste the cum laced kiss. “Can you taste him, Blake? He came in my mouth too, you know? Made me swallow his salty cum. Then, he fucked me. His long cock splitting me in two, filling me with his creamy seed. Can you smell him on me? Taste him? Is this what you wanted?”

		My hands wrapping in his hair, I pushed him down to my breast. Making him take my nipple. Forcing him to suckle just like Jack had done. “He sucked my titties, too. You’re not the first man to do that today,” I taunted. Blake whimpering a little as he began to suck greedily from me.

		Pushing him away disdainfully, I took the glass of scotch from him, emptying the amber colored contents with one gulp. Then, I turned and walked towards the bed. Looking back at him, I crooked my finger at him, summoning him. Blake warily walking towards me. As he came up, I put my hand out and stopped him. His glassy eyes opening wide in shock. Silently, I pointed down, motioning him to his knees.

		The look of surprise and revulsion on his face, causing me to point down again, my eyes drilling haughtily into his. After what Jack had done for me, willingly? I could expect no less from my cuckold of a husband. In fact, in the future, I intended to demand it! Blake reluctantly kneeling before me, his face reddening, as I wantonly spread my legs. His nose wrinkling as the erotically charged scent of our illicit coupling assaulted his senses. My hands wrapping around his head, pulling him to me.

		Blake whimpered, but I felt his tongue slide over my cum laced petals. The feeling sending me soaring. Grinding my pussy into his face, I let out a scream. His tongue sliding inside my cream filled pussy. Jack’s fertile seed filling his mouth, as he cleaned me. His tongue swirling around my velvety walls as my body spasmed wildly in orgasm. OMG! It was so filthy… So, obscene… So, fucking, hot! Who knew?

		I was jerking uncontrollably, my body ripped with one orgasm after another. Blake’s tongue deep inside of me. My eyes rolling back in my head, the only thing holding me up now, my grip on Blake’s head, his hands wrapped around my tight ass. Loud cries echoed around the room, all of them coming from me. Finally, tearing him away. Unable to take anymore, gasping wildly for breath.

		Looking down at my husband, I was surprised to see his cock rampantly hard. Blake, turned on by the taste of his slut of a wife. Still gasping a little, I taunted him. “Do you still want me, Blake? Do you want your slut? Your whore? Want to reclaim me?”

		Blake, meekly nodding his ascent. Turning, I walked to the bed. My legs still a little wobbly after his voracious cleansing of my wanton pussy. Crawling in to the big bed, I shook my adulterous ass at him, inviting him to take me. Blake crawling up behind me, his cock harder than I’d seen it for years. His hands wrapping around my hips, he thrust himself inside my adulterous pussy. His hips slamming against me as he fucked me.

		There was no pretense of love today, no tenderness. This was pure animalistic lust! His hard rod slamming into me like we were two animals in heat. My breasts swaying like pendulums beneath me, the force of his attack pushing me down on to the bed. Unable to hold myself up. His cock filling me, as he fired jet after jet of his own creamy seed inside of me. Reclaiming me.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		The sun was high in the sky by the time I woke up the next morning. Blake had even managed to attack me one more time last night. Wow! I hadn’t had that much sex in one day since… Um… Well, never, I guess? Of course, I’d never been with two men in the same day before, either. Or, the same month, for that matter. It was… Interesting.

		I’m a little ashamed to admit, I couldn’t help but compare them. I mean, wouldn’t you? Two different men, that close together? The taste of them, the feel of them? Even wondering a little about Jack’s two friends. What they would be like? Quite sure that they all intended to make use of me. Claim me as their island wife.

		Walking into the en suite, I looked into the mirror appraisingly. Surprisingly, I didn’t look any different. I almost expected a Scarlet Letter A on my forehead, or something. But, I looked the same. Um… Well used! But, just the same. My hair a tangled mess, with a few strangely suspicious sticky spots. My nipples swollen and slightly red. A hickey on my neck! We won’t even mention what my poor little pussy looked like. Needless to say, I was a little sore, too. But, that didn’t stop me from standing there thinking about what today might bring?

		Wondering if I’d be spending the day with Trevor, or Jamal? I never even considered that Blake might not want me to ‘experiment’ any further. His wishes on the matter, no longer seeming relevant. He’d lost that privilege when he left me alone with Jack yesterday. Knowing exactly what would happen, encouraging it. Besides, I found I rather enjoyed being with two men in the same day. My body still tingling all over.

		Showering, I slowly washed myself. Fondly remembering the feel of Jack’s hands yesterday. All the places he touched so intimately. An orgasm racing through me as I washed myself down there. Making myself clean for my next guest. Oh! I was being so unbelievably naughty. And, I didn’t even care. Thoroughly enjoying my new status as the island slut.

		After fixing my hair and adding a touch of makeup, I wandered out into the kitchen. Blake sitting there at the island, staring blindly at a cup of coffee. Walking up, I kissed him on the cheek. “Good morning, Hubby,” I chirped. Probably sounding much brighter than he was ready to appreciate. He was obviously nursing a royal hangover. Well, he deserved it! “Would you like some breakfast?”

		Offering me a weak smile, I went over and began mixing some pancake batter for breakfast. He’d need something to soak up the booze I was sure he’d be consuming today. Drowning himself in his pity. Humming softly to myself as I worked, Blake never taking his eyes off me.

		Giving him a little kiss, I set a stack of pancakes in front of him. “There you go. That’ll charge you up again,” I grinned mischievously. “Are we going sunbathing again today?”

		“I guess, yeah… I mean, that’s about all there is here, isn’t it?”

		“Well, I have found a few other things to do, but yeah. You’re right,” I grinned mischievously.

		“I take it you’ll be seeing the guys again today?” he asked experimentally.

		“I don’t exactly control them, Blake. You’ve spent more time with them than I have. It’s just that my time has been… A little more intimate?” I purred, batting my eyelashes at him.

		“Yes… I would say it has!” he offered, an edge to his voice. “Are you going to… I mean…”

		“I suppose so, yes. That’s what you wanted, what you asked for. After all, it just doesn’t seem right not to? Does it? Since you, more or less, thrust me at them, you can’t expect them not to respond. And, you certainly didn’t seem to complain last night, Tiger!” I growled seductively. “You haven’t attacked me like that since we first met. It was nice. Very, nice!”

		“It was kind of different, I admit. Exciting. Being with you after… The taste of you, the feel of you. Do you know which one will…”

		Putting my fingers to his mouth, I hushed him. “No, Blake. I don’t know which one will be next. I’m not even sure how you all decided who got to be first? Did you pick, or did they? Honestly, does it really matter at this point? You’ve pretty well committed me to doing all three of them. None of this was my idea, remember? I’m not saying I didn’t enjoy it… But, it wasn’t my idea. It was all yours.”

		“I know, Andi,” he said quietly. “And, it is kind of hot. What can I say? Yes, I have some regrets, it hurt yesterday, walking away from you. Hurt like hell. Knowing that Jack would take that as the okay to do whatever he wanted. And, I guess, I was the one that picked him. It wasn’t necessarily a conscious decision, but… I wasn’t thinking about… You know, you being with all of them? But, you’re right, of course. It’s just… I mean…”

		“Jamal?” I suggested, hesitantly.

		“Yeah… I never thought of myself as prejudiced, but… The thought of you being with… Well, I mean, we ‘ve never talked about that kind of thing. If you don’t want to, you can always say no. I’m sure they’d honor that.”

		“I’d be lying if I said I didn’t feel a little unsure about it, but I have to admit, I’m curious. Jamal has a very big… Well, he appears to be very well endowed! And, I’ve never… Girls talk, you know? I’d like to see what it’s like, just once, anyway,” I said softly. My face no doubt turning beet red as I did.

		“Are you intending to see other men after… When we get back home?” he asked hesitantly.

		“I… I don’t know, Blake. I haven’t thought that far into the future. I guess? It depends… Do you want me to? Does it turn you on?”

		His response, a weak smile and a shrug of his shoulders. Not much to go on. But, I wasn’t sure one way or the other myself. Not anymore! It was exciting and fun, but as a steady thing? Obviously, I had plenty of time to make that decision later. Chicago was a long way from Florida. First, I had to get through vacation. Something that might be ‘hard’ to do. Oh, I am becoming such a slut, I thought! Giggling a little to myself as I cleaned up after breakfast.

		Blake going in to take a shower, while I finished up and waltzed down to the beach. Humming happily to myself as my toes sunk in the crystal white sands. The blue green Gulf of Mexico stretching out before me. A warm glow of anticipation building between my thighs.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Did it matter to me today? I mean, you know, who it was? Not really, I guess… After all, it was going to happen, one way or the other. One option, perhaps, offering a little more prurient excitement than the other, but that was all. Blake had gotten me into this, and… On a certain level, I was enjoying it. Oh, yeah! Living this strangely exotic new life? I was still Mrs. Blake Robertson, but like some wild, wanton amazon of a woman, I had my pick of sexual partners. Kind of like having my cake and ‘eating’ it too, if you’ll forgive the pun?

		After all, Trevor was quite the handsome young man. Dark hair, a toned body, with muscled abs. Young, of course. His cock the only one of the three that wasn’t circumcised, that would be different! I’d never done that before and I was a little curious. Other than that, he was pretty much like Jack. Or, Blake for that matter. Just a younger version. I supposed his cock might feel slightly different. His technique no doubt unique to him. My thoughts still dwelling on Jamal, and the monster he was swinging between his legs. I was curious, but, maybe Trevor might be the better… Er… Safer, choice? After all, I wasn’t too sure about Jamal. Could I really take that monster? Did I want to? Though, did I even have a choice?

		Just like yesterday, ultimately, it wasn’t up to me. The trio arriving early in the afternoon bearing beers and pot to share. All of us chatting and sunning together. When I went out for a swim later, Trevor decided to join me. Naturally offering to put some lotion on me when we came back. The uh… Others, all discreetly disappearing while we were out swimming. I sure hoped that Blake knew what he was doing. I was having some fun with all of this, but I didn’t want it to destroy the two of us.

		As I lay back down, letting Trevor’s hand roam over my body, my excitement started to build. That cock of his wasn’t exactly behaving either. It kept poking into me while he was rubbing lotion down my backside. Finally, I rolled over and pulled him to me. Our lips coming together sensually. Trev’s hands getting a lot more intimate.

		Grabbing hold of my hand, he urgently pulled me along the path towards the house. We never made it. Trev, instead, veering off into the brush, pulling me with him. His lips crashing against mine, before bending me over in front of a palm tree. My hands braced against the trunk of the tree, he moved up behind me. With no warning, he rammed that thick cock into me. Oh, fuck! Damn! He was about the same length as Jack, but a whole lot thicker. My pussy stretching wide to accommodate him. A scream escaping my lips in shocked surprise. My body trembling through an orgasm.

		Trev slamming wildly into me, over and over. My feet coming up from the sands with every thrust. Long hair flying wildly as my head tossed back and forth. I could barely hold on to the tree trunk. My body covered in sweat, crying out with each thrust of his thick rod. Breasts swinging beneath me, casting a wildly lewd shadow on the sands. We were like two animals in heat.

		With a loud scream, I felt his hot cum surge into me! His cock spasming madly again, and again. Filling me, his burning hot seed consuming me. The two of us standing there, coupled together, gasping for breath. My hands still braced on the tree, my legs spread lewdly. Trevor’s creamy, hot seed drooling lasciviously down my thighs.

		Trevor, finally, pulling his softening cock from inside of me, turned me to face him. His lips kissing mine hungrily. “Still willing to go inside?” he asked. His voice a deep, seductive whisper.

		“Even more,” I purred. The two of us leisurely rinsing the accumulated sand and suntan lotion off at the outdoor shower, then heading for the bedroom. I had more plans for this young stud.

		Staring hungrily at his thick cock, I knelt and took it into my hands. Fingers toying with the uncircumcised head, pulling the soft foreskin away in fascination. His thick rod starting to swell again, as I leaned forward and kissed the purplish, bullet shaped head. Even after rinsing off, I could detect the scent of our recent coupling as I kissed down the lengthening shaft. My tongue caressing his balls, his musky man-scent filling my senses.

		I bit my lip as I contemplated the thick girth of him, could I? With a little curious grin, I opened my mouth and slipped him inside. My tongue playing with his foreskin for a bit, before I slid it back and started sucking that lollypop for real. It was… Different? Not bad, it just seemed a little strange to me after all these years of circumcised sex. I could taste the precum seeping from him now, the clear liquid hitting my swirling tongue. Honestly? I’d had sex with three men in two days now. And, they all kind of tasted the same.

		Okay, okay, I know! But, I’d only been three men before Blake, and there were long time spans in between. This was more of a one on one comparison. That’s it, I thought. I’m doing a scientific experiment on this vacation. Yeah, right, I’d had a few wine coolers today. A little pot, too. Oh! Back to what I’m doing. Trev moaning softly as my tongue swirled around his thick shaft. He kept trying to push deeper, but I kept chickening out. He was too thick! Somebody would have to push me awfully hard if they wanted me to deep throat that thing.

		Besides, he was getting excited enough already. A few more strokes and I felt him swell even thicker, his hot salty seed exploding violently into my mouth. Some of it shooting down my throat, the rest overflowing down my chin. Dribbling hotly on my heaving breasts. Pulling away, I looked up at him, still gasping and coughing a little. Cum lewdly drooling down my face. I must have made quite a picture. Not that Trev seemed to mind!

		He picked me up and carried me over to the big bed, setting me down. I looked up at him, cum still dripping from my chin and sliding scaldingly down my breasts. Leaning forward, he kissed me. Not caring in the least. Then, brazenly knelt in front of me… OMG! He was going to eat my filthy little pussy! I mean, I’d made Blake do it last night. Forcing him to suck Jack’s fertile deposit from inside of me. But, this?

		I was writhing passionately beneath Trev’s bold tongue, crying out again, and again. One orgasm after another, firing through me. My cries becoming incoherent, as I exploded in ecstasy. Finally, he pulled away. Lying there, I was gasping for breath. My body covered in sweat, hair damply sticking to my face and shoulders. Trev looking down at me with a grin on his face. My juices glistening on his chin.

		Reaching down, he grabbed my hips and rolled me over, leaving me bent over the edge of the bed. My toes scrambling on the polished floor as he spread my legs. OMG! He was going to take me again. Where did these guys get the energy?

		A cry rippled around the room, my scream echoing back at me as he shoved that monster in me for the second time. One thing for sure, Trev didn’t believe in a lot of foreplay. He just thrust that chunky rod in with one push, his cock filling me. Fingers clawing at the bedding, I pushed back against his thrusts. My whole body trembling as I crashed through one orgasm after another!

		Trev leaned forward, grabbing my hair. Pulling on it, using it like it was some kind of leash. My back arching as he slammed brutally into me. “Oh, yeah! Fuck me, Baby! Take me like the slut I am!” I cried. Our bodies dripping with sweat, physically exhausted, he finally exploded inside me one last time. Weakly, I crawled onto the bed. Lying there curled up as he leaned down and kissed me. Then, with a satisfied grin, he slipped out of the room. Leaving me, exhausted and drained.

		I was still there when I heard the front door open, Blake’s footfalls sounding softly as he came back to the bedroom. The idea of taking a shower hadn’t even entered my mind today. I wanted him to find me like this. He didn’t make a stop for a drink tonight, either. His form filling the doorway, nostrils flaring as he stared openly at me. Taking it all in, I suppose. Seeing me, lying here, covered in sweat. Hair damply clinging to my skin, full of another man’s fertile cream. Dried cum stains on my face and breasts, long lines of it down my thighs. I was a slutty mess. And, I was proud of it!

		Blake’s cock started rising as he gazed lustfully at me. The sight of my ravaged body turning him on, exciting him. I didn’t know the psychology behind what drove his fantasies, and I didn’t care anymore. I was enjoying the fruits of it, just the same. I might be becoming a slut, but I was his slut. His ‘Hot Wife.’ And, he was my cuckold, willingly getting to his knees before me!

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		This was it, the day I’d been both anticipating and dreading. Today, I would become a BBC slut. I hadn’t been able to get the idea out of my fantasies since that day at Lake Travis, seeing Tyson’s long cock as he chatted idly with us. Now, I was about to fulfill my fantasy. Only, it would be with Jamal’s long, thick rod. I’d been trying, unsuccessfully, not to stare at it all week. Seeing it daily, hanging slightly tumescent between his muscled thighs. I had no idea how big he might be when he was erect. Even flaccid, his cock was bigger than any of the other men I’d been with, including his two friends. He had to have the biggest one I’d ever seen!

		What would it be like? Being stretched that wide, his long cock reaching depths I didn’t even know about? Being ‘bred’ by the big, young black man? The term alone enough to cause a lascivious anticipation to roll through me. It seemed so naughty… So, degrading… So, dirty… So, exciting! An orgasm rippling through me as I stood in the shower, the hot water cascading around me, washing away the sins of yesterday. Blake had lustfully taken me twice last night. Having me swallow his cum yet another time. Leaving me exhausted, my body ravaged by the two men. Covered with suntan lotion, sand, cum stains and sweat. My hair a tangled mess. Slight bruises and hickies starting to show on my fair skin. Strangely, they felt like badges of honor.

		Finally, finished washing the tangles out of my long hair, I rinsed off and stepped from the shower. Standing there, nakedly drying my long hair in front of the big mirror. I looked different. More alive, more vibrant! Was it just my imagination, or did I really look that way? Did becoming a ‘Hot Wife,’ I guessed that’s what I was, change me somehow? Maybe? I mean, I was more aware of myself, of my body. More cognizant of the way I looked. And, I found I wanted to look especially enticing today.

		My eyes glistening with anticipation, I padded barefoot down the hall to the kitchen. I started to fix breakfast for Blake. Personally, I thought about having a yogurt cup? Maybe? Okay, I was nervous! There hadn’t been any time to think about things that first time with Jack. It had just sort of happened. But, now… I mean, I knew it was coming. You know? It was Jamal’s turn. He’d excited me that first day, putting suntan lotion on my back. His hands drifting a little closer than propriety allowed. But, today… Well, he’d be doing a lot more than that!

		Blake drifted in as I was putting some bacon and eggs on a plate for him, casually setting it on the island counter. His eyes a little bloodshot as he glanced at me, a strange look on his face. “Are you okay this morning, Andi?” he asked. Not even brave enough to look me in the eyes as he did.

		“Of course, I am, Blake. I got fucked yesterday, that’s all. I have been fucked before, you know?” I answered a little too testily, my nerves showing.

		“That’s not exactly what I meant, and I think you know it. Are you okay with… Today?”

		“I… I think so,” I sighed quietly. “I mean, it’s exciting in a way. A little scary maybe? I’ve never done anything like this before, not with a black man! I never thought much about it, honestly. Not until… Well, I sort of have to think about it now, don’t I?” I suggested. “What about you? You’re a big part of this whole equation.”

		“A little unsure, I guess? I think I’m okay with it, if you are,” he said softly. “You know, I love you? Right?” he asked softly.

		“And, I love you, Blake. You were right, of course. Our sex life had gotten dull. This week, certainly has livened it up. It’s just the whole… I don’t know? Taboo, thing?” I suggested.

		“It’s not taboo, Andi. Not anymore. So, don’t worry about that. I think I’m fine with you being with him. I just don’t want you to feel… I’m not trying to force you into this. So, if you’re uncomfortable…”

		“No! Don’t you dare, Blake Robertson! You can’t go putting it back on me! This whole thing was your idea. I’m not saying that I haven’t enjoyed it, so far, because I have. I can’t deny that. But, Jamal… Well, it scares me a little. That’s all. I intend to go through with it. Just don’t go getting all squirrely with me afterwards. Okay?”

		At his silent nod, I waltzed from the kitchen back to the en suite. My nerves suddenly getting the best of me. Settling myself down a little, before grabbing my Kindle and my towel and heading for the beach. Blake’s eyes following me forlornly as I walked out the door. Not even joining me until about thirty minutes later.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		It was after lunch that the guys finally showed up, their shadows once again falling over me as I lay there staring at my Kindle. For some reason, I was having trouble keeping my mind on what I was reading today? The three of them raucously sitting down around us, offering a hit on some weed that they’d brought along. Something, I accepted quite readily today. All of them popping the top on some beers.

		My eyes kept drifting to Jamal all afternoon. Wondering when he’d make his move? He would make a move, right? I mean, it was his turn! My nerves on edge as I waited for the inevitable. The guys finally turning to Blake, saying they were out of pot and needed to go back to their campsite. Asking if he’d like to come along for some all-male company. All of them peeling away, except for Jamal. Leaving the two of us very much alone.

		We lay there together, chatting quietly. Jamal, asking if I’d like to go for a swim? The two of us paddling around in the gently rolling waves. The warm water caressing me, making me tingle all over. Or, maybe it was Jamal’s close presence that was causing it! Either way, I was getting excited. Quite willingly, I followed him in to shore, pushing the water from my hair as I grabbed a towel. Jamal taking it from me, doing the honors himself. His big hands caressing me lovingly, sending chills racing through me.

		Turning me around, he pulled me to him and kissed me. His lips capturing mine urgently. Our tongues dueling passionately as his hands began to roam over my body. “Are you going to be my lover today, Andi?” he asked, his voice seductively deep. “Is that what you want? A taste of my big, black cock?”

		“Yes,” I whimpered. Jamal picking me up and carrying me towards the house. I clung to him, closely. Jamal not setting me down until we were inside the bedroom. Standing before him, I ran my hands over his muscled chest. My fingers seeming so pale next to his dark skin. Looking up at his towering physique, I felt a shudder run through me.

		“Suck it, Andi. Suck my big cock!” he directed. His voice more of a command than a request. Hesitantly, I slid to my knees. Jamal’s throbbing rod hanging in front of me. OMG! He wasn’t even fully hard yet, and he was huge. Nervously, I wrapped my fingers around his thick girth. The contrast between us, appearing even greater. My fingers seeming so pale against his slate black skin. I stared in fascination as his cock grew in my hands. Biting my lip, I saw a drop of precum form on the thick, black, mushroom shaped head.

		Like it had a mind of its own, my tongue slipped out and licked the salty fluid. The taste of him bursting on my tongue. My first black cock! Slowly, I kissed the swollen head, before moving my lips along his long shaft. My tongue bathing his velvety skin, feeling the steely hardness beneath it. The man scent of him enveloping me. Reaching his heavy balls, I kissed them. Then, slid back along the long, hard rod. Fuck! He was big! Suddenly, I wasn’t quite as sure about all of this.

		“Do it, Andi! Suck my cock!” he ordered.

		Opening my mouth as wide as I could, I slid him inside. OMG! He felt so heavy on my tongue. My mouth already seeming full, with just the swollen head. Jamal’s hands wrapping into my damp hair, pulling me down further. His thick cock hitting the back of my throat, my gag reflex suddenly kicking in! He was just soooo much bigger than anybody I’d ever been with.

		He let me pull away a little to catch my breath, before pushing in again. “You can take it, Baby. Suck Jamal’s magic cock!” he purred. That deep voice of his, urging me on, commanding me. His cock forcing its way down into my throat, choking me. Frantically, I pushed away! His cock covered with long streams of saliva. Strings of it lewdly clinging from my lips, as I gasped for air. Jamal only grinning at me, then pushing me down again.

		Over and over, he shoved that monster down my throat. My esophagus expanding, swelling, allowing him entry. My hands beating against his muscled thighs until he’d let me up for air. Eyes wide, he pushed me down again. This time, my nose burying tightly against his wiry pubic hair. OMG! He was all the way inside me! How was it even possible?

		Pulling away, he just grinned. This time, letting me just suck on the end of his rod. My cheeks hollowing as my tongue swirled submissively over his sensitive underside, worshiping the big shaft. Jamal sliding his cock in and out, his movements becoming more erratic as he began to groan in pleasure. His thick rod swelling, jerking spasmodically. Thick, creamy seed filling my mouth and shooting down my throat. Some even splashing forcefully out my nose! My senses totally shrouded in his taste and scent.

		Finished, he turned me loose. My body collapsing weakly to the floor, gasping and choking. Streams of his creamy cum running down my face and breasts to splash on the polished floor. Lying there curled up on the floor, I felt so degraded. So, used.

		Jamal, quietly walking to the big bed and lying down. His fingers idly stroking his big, black snake. Deep brown eyes watching me as I slowly pulled myself up from the floor and went into the en suite. Rinsing the sticky residue from my body before returning to the bedroom. Standing there, staring at him. Breasts heaving as my heavy breathing continued. My eyes challenging!

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		Jamal patted the bed beside him, telling me to join him. Climbing into the bed, I started to lay down next to him. His big hands pulling me to him, placing me so I was half lying on top of him. Reaching down, he grabbed hold of my breasts, pulling me up to him. His lips closing around my nipple, sending little electric shocks tearing through me. Teeth nibbling at the sensitive points. His curly black head seeming so foreign, nursing from me.

		Slowly, I straddled his hips. His cock already hard again. This was what I’d longed for, fantasized about… The feel of that long, thick shaft piercing me. Stretching me wider than I’d ever been stretched. Filling me deeper. Maybe, I should have been afraid after our earlier encounter? Knowing now, that he liked it rough, demanded obedience. But, I wasn’t. I was more than willing to submit to this massive god. I found I was strangely attracted by the idea. Blake was not a dominant lover, never had been. The idea of being forced exciting me. I couldn’t wait to feel that monster push its way inside of me. Jamal’s black seed filling my fertile womb. Breeding me!

		I could feel my anticipation, my pussy already moist and dewy. Jamal, still chewing on my nipples. His teeth ripping at them as he’d slide from one to the other, pain shooting through me! His hands roughly kneading my breasts. I reached back, my hand closing around the thick shaft of his cock, guiding it. I could feel that swollen head pressing against my silky, moist petals. Pushing away from his hungry lips, I held myself up, straddling his long, thick pole.

		With a grin, Jamal’s hands went around my waist. Slowly, I began to lower myself. His fat cock pressing into me, stretching me, spreading me open. My mouth opening in awe as my eyes rolled back in my head. Fuck! He was big! It actually hurt as I felt the head of his cock pop inside my velvety canal. A gasp escaping my lips, I opened my eyes to see him grinning at me. An evil gleam in his eyes.

		I felt Jamal’s hands tighten around my waist, a frightened look filling my eyes. Jamal shoved me down. His long, thick, hard cock ripping me in two! My scream echoing around the room as he tore into me! I was still gasping, pain shooting through me, when he pushed once again. My legs giving out beneath me, his rod driving all the way into me. My adulterous cunt buried against his tight curly pubes. OMG!!!!

		I’d never been filled like that before! It felt like his cock was in my throat. He was soooo deep! Nothing had ever penetrated me that far before. Nothing! I was still crying out, when he started to thrust me up and down on his shaft like I was some sex toy! Using me solely for his own pleasure. My breasts flopping wildly as he slammed me up and down. His cock like some piledriver pounding into me again, and again.

		I was still crying out with every thrust. My cries totally incoherent, not capable of thought beyond the feelings ripping through me. Our bodies glistening with sweat, Jamal’s muscles bulging as he used me. My head lolling back and forth weakly, long hair flying around me. Totally under his control. I could feel him thrusting up to meet me. Like, he needed to get any deeper?!!! Oh, God!

		With a final scream, I felt him pulse deep inside of me. His thick, black cum jetting out. Filling me, breeding me! The fertile, lava hot seed spreading throughout my wanton womb. I was a Big, Black, Cock slut! Jamal, letting me collapse across his broad chest, as I gasped frantically for air. His shaft still buried deep inside of me. Even now, with him only semi-erect, deeper than Blake had ever been.

		Finally, I weakly pulled myself from his piercing rod. A flood of his burning hot seed escaping from my pillaged labia, pooling onto the bedding. My body collapsing next to him. His creamy emission still drooling down my legs. Just lying there, my thoughts gradually returning to something resembling coherency.

		We lay like that for a while, neither one of us talking. Just catching our breath. Or, at least, I was. My head lying on his black chest, hair damply covering the two of us. I could hear his heart beating. The sound calming me for some reason. Jamal’s hand slowly stroking my back, feeling a comfort from his touch.

		At some point, I don’t even know when. Or, even how late it might have been. I felt his caresses become more insistent. My eyes fluttering open, I saw his cock swelling once again. O. M. G. Again?!!!! I… I couldn’t… I could still feel that huge load of black cum oozing from inside of me. And, he wanted me again?!!!

		I whimpered a little as he slid me off his chest, moving me around on the big bed and pulling me up on all fours. His hands, once again, on my hips, I felt him slide between my legs. One hand grabbing hold of that rampant shaft, stroking it. I cried out as I felt the head of his cock brush my ravaged lips. Jamal, slapping my ass cheek harshly. Pain shooting shockingly through me!

		A scream tore from my lips as he thrust into me, splitting me open again. I tried to hold myself up, but it was no use. Not getting quite all the way in on the first thrust, he shoved again. His hard rod spearing into me, crashing into my cervix and pushing even deeper. My face collapsed against the soiled bedding, my arms unable to hold me. Jamal began to saw in and out of my pillaged pussy. His big hand falling loudly against my pale skin again and again. Spanking me!

		Again, and again, his hard shaft tore into me. I was like a limp doll in his arms. His body slamming against mine over and over. Sweat pouring off me, my cries continuous… My body crashing through orgasm after orgasm. Nothing, absolutely nothing, had ever prepared me for this. I had no idea…

		With a wild, animal scream, I exploded in one last orgasm. Jamal’s cum pulsing into me. Filling me for the second time. Leaving me lying there, used and soiled. The bedding salaciously covered in my creamy discharge. My body sweaty, hair clinging damply to me. Gasping quietly for air, I felt him lean over and kiss my reddened ass. The front door opening and closing quietly as he left. My eyes closing in satisfied exhaustion. I was a BBC Slut…

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		The sound of the front door opening woke me up. Soft footfalls coming slowly down the hallway towards the bedroom. A hesitation, as he approached the open door to the room. Opening my eyes, I saw Blake standing there, staring. His eyes taking in the obscene sight before him. His adulterous wife lying here, covered in sweat and cum. Jamal’s thick creamy seed leaking profusely between my ravaged nether lips. Large wet spots on the rumpled bedding. The scent of sex hanging heavy in the room.

		Weakly, I pulled myself up from the bed and stood before him. Jamal’s thick cum oozing freely from inside of me. Drooling down my thighs and even pooling lewdly on the floor. Bruises already developing on my breasts, my nipples red and raw. Cum stains in my tangled hair, and traces of my betrayal written all over my body. Still gasping for breath after my illicit liaison. My ass cheeks flaming red from the spanking he gave me. Tilting my head up proudly, I stared back at my cuckolded husband. This was what he’d asked for, what he’d fantasized. And, I’d more than delivered!

		“Andi? Are you all right?” he asked, his voice a hesitant whisper.

		Staring boldly back at him, I just crooked my finger, summoning him to me. Motioning him to his knees before me, I spread my adulterous legs. The heavy scent of Jamal’s cum, filling the air between us. Blake’s nose wrinkling in disgust as he knelt in front of me. “Do it, Cucky! Kiss my slutty little pussy! Clean your black cock whore! I’m full of Jamal’s creamy seed. You’d better do a good job, too. You don’t want to raise a black baby, do you?” I taunted.

		A tear rolling down his face, Blake leaned forward. His lips kissing my swollen mound. The scent of my betrayal heavy in his nostrils. With a whimper, his tongue slipped out between his lips and slid over my ravaged petals. An electric shock rolling through me at his touch, my cry echoing around the room. Violent spasms tearing through me as my body tensed in orgasm. A gush of seminal fluids pouring out of me. Blake, dutifully lapping up Jamal’s fertile seed, cleansing it from my wanton womb. His tongue swirling around my despoiled cunt.

		Finally, I thrust him away, gasping frantically for breath. My eyes still burning with lust and passion. Blake, standing up meekly before me, his face glistening from his efforts. Taking his hand, I led him to the big bed. Motioning for him to lie down, I straddled his hips. My red and swollen pussy poised over his swollen cock. “Is this what you want, Blake? Do you want me? Want to put your puny cock inside me and fuck me? Is that it?”

		At his whimper, I lowered down on to his long shaft. My ravaged pussy barely able to grasp hold of him, I was so stretched out from Jamal’s thick rod. Cum laced walls sliding easily over his sensitive rod, taking him all the way in with one thrust. I rode him like that, my tits bouncing in his face. His hips thrusting up frantically to meet me. Finally, feeling him empty himself inside me. His hot seed filling my wanton womb. Reclaiming me…

		

		*

		

		The sun was high in the sky by the time I woke up the next morning. Walking into the en suite, I hesitantly looked at my reflection in the big mirror. I was a mess! My long glistening hair, nothing but a mass of sticky tangles. Bruises showing on breasts, nipples red and swollen. Dried cum stains all over my body. My ass cheeks still a fiery red. Nothing but a well-used slut.

		Taking my shower, I thought about the days to come. The ‘boys’ would be here for two more days. Two days that I was sure would lead to more passionate trysts with them. Any pretense of decorum on their part, now totally gone. They’d all had me, taken me with Blake’s blessing. Why should they hesitate? I had a feeling it would be like open season for the rest of their stay. For some reason, I derived a sense of perverse pleasure from the thought. Fully embracing the cuckold lifestyle that I was living.

		Blake had asked me the other day if I’d be continuing to see other men when we got back to Chicago. I remember telling him I didn’t know, trying to feel him out. I knew the answer now…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		I slipped from the back of the limo, Marcus’ driver holding the door for me. Tipping his chauffer’s hat as I walked away. Climbing up the steps to the house, dragging my overnight case behind me. The porch light on, welcoming me home. I knew Blake would be waiting inside. Waiting for his wife to return after spending the weekend with my lover.

		I could still feel my ass stinging. Marcus had had me tattooed Saturday afternoon. An elaborate scrollwork of his initials, a badge of ownership that I proudly wore. The tattoo would be a surprise to Blake. I’d known it was coming, Marcus wanting me to think about the pain I’d have to endure. How much I’d have to suffer to belong to my master. I’d kept it to myself, deciding Blake would find out soon enough. Besides, I’d wanted to relish the anticipation of being marked.

		Opening the door, I silently slipped inside. It was late, well after midnight. The house already dark, I walked down the hallway towards the bedroom. The wheels of my overnight case rattling against the floors as I towed it behind me, the sound apparently waking Blake. “Andi? Is that you?”

		“Yes,” I said softly. Blake turning on the bedside light as I walked in, leaving the overnight case next to the door. Blake getting up and coming over to kiss me. His tongue passionately dueling with mine as his hands roamed over my body. Not minding my cum laced kiss after sucking Marcus off in the limo.

		“I missed you,” he whispered enthusiastically. Pulling me to him, his arms wrapping tightly around me. I could feel his cock swelling, rising between my thighs. His hands sliding around to cup… My sudden jerk as his fingers pressed against my new tattoo. Smiling shyly, I looked at him. “I’m a little sore back there. It’s my mark. It signifies that I belong to Marcus. Would you like to see? Pushing back from him, I began to unfasten my dress. Letting it fall away, standing before him in just my four-inch heels. My naked body on display. The elaborate scrollwork embellishing my pale ass cheek. “Marcus marked me on Saturday, so it’s starting to heal. Just be gentle,” I said softly. Blake kneeling before me, his eyes wide, a tear rolling down his cheek as he leaned forward and kissed my bare mound…

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Andi’s island 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 look for my other stories and novellas as well! Just click on the Author’s Page to see a complete list.

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle
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