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PART ONE

CHAPTER 1

 


Don knew he should not have answered the
phone. There was that quiet instinctive hesitation that he should
have heeded. But no, he picked it up.

It was Thursday. He had just pulled in from
work, and was working on the final additions to his packing list.
Don Hamilton had Friday off, Monday was a holiday, and he and his
wife Erin had a nice suite reserved overlooking the Caribbean from
a new deluxe hotel with an all-inclusive resort package on a remote
part of Cozumel.

Work had been stressful lately, with a new
management takeover, a tight budget, and long hours. The new
managers wanted more work, pay-cuts, and were obvious in the way
they were evaluating each person, looking a legitimate reason to
justify a lay off or firing. “Lean and mean,” was their term.

“Cold and callous” was his. There was no
respect for loyalty, or in some instances even ability. The only
thing that counted was satisfying some manager’s idea of hard work.
Vacations counted against you.

A few of Don’s colleagues had already been
let go—and their stories of the impossibility of finding a job were
horrifying, so Don did his best to make certain his work was
completed early, and he avoided being on anyone’s negative
radar.

It was stressful and this trip was for his
stress relief, and he and Erin had talked, planned, and anticipated
this trip from the day they booked it. Money was tight, but when he
saw the special in the Sunday paper, he clipped it out, and on
Monday he called and reserved it. It was an unbelievable rate, and
transferable, but non-refundable.

The trip was going to be three days of
drinking, sleeping late, gazing at the eye candy on the topless
beach of the hotel, and for Don especially enjoying Erin being free
far enough away from friends and family for Erin to let her lovely
36c boobs drink in the sun, the oil glistening on her flesh, the
cool ocean breeze keeping her large dark nipples taut and hard, and
if they became inclined, take it a little further. He loved Erin
exposing herself like that.

 



CHAPTER
2

 


10 Months Earlier:

 


Don loved his wife, all 5 and a half feet of
her, from her long slender legs to her long brunette hair framing
one of the most beautiful faces he ever seen, her open wide set
eyes, full lips, and a personality that matched her beauty.

At times over the past 10 months, one of his
most enjoyable moments was watching the expression on his wife’s
face, the widening of her eyes showing their deep green irises, the
sound of her pleasurable gasp as another man’s cock eased into her
pussy, a pussy that he know from experience at that moment was
warm, enveloping, and soaking wet.

To Don it was amazing to watch the mother of
his children, his wife of over 20 years, the prim and proper lady
involved in all the community activities, the PTA member, writhing
and moaning in the ecstasy of a long continuous orgasm from fucking
another man while Don stood to one side videoing it all. There were
so many delightful things about Erin while she was getting fucked
that Don had never seen as her sexual partner: how her ass
tightened as she cums, how the muscles in her legs tensed as she
lowered her body and guided a lover’s cock inside her. No porno
could equal watching your wife as she was getting fucked.

Their reality lives, jobs, and obligations
prohibited them from playing with others as much as they might
like, especially with the recent work change, so this trip was
their first opportunity to get out of town and perhaps explore the
other nuances of hotwifing they had talked about and not yet
tried.

 


***

 


They had role played and talked about
getting beyond conventional line with their sex life for years—and
then one night she asked Don, “Would you like to try it for
real?”

Don’s answer was instantaneous, “Yes.”

“I think I might like to try it,” she
said.

The sex that night had an urgency and
intensity Don had not enjoyed in a long time. A hunger within them
both had been awakened, the possibility and near-reality that this
was something they could do, and now, at this point in their lives,
they had the courage to try it.

The next morning Don asked her if she was
had meant what she said about fucking someone else or was it the
wine talking. “I think I was serious, but I don’t know how to go
about finding someone, and I am not sure I would find anyone that
would want to be with me that I might like,” she said. “So let’s
just say, yes, I’m serious, but it would have to be the right
person in the right circumstances.”

Discretion ruled out anyone they knew or
anyone their small town. “You trust me enough to work on that
problem?” he asked.

“Of course,” Erin said. “It doesn’t hurt to
look. We can always say no if it doesn’t feel right.”

“Give me a day or two,” Don said, already
laying out in his mind how to approach it.

 


***

 


Don took his laptop and mi-fi to work, and
during his lunch break went to his car and surfed potential hook-up
sites, most of them for swingers. He had surfed them for years, but
now it was from a totally different perspective. Using his charge
card he joined Swinger net, Newfriendhookup.com, and
Loversforher.net. He wrote a brief profile in each, answering the
questions, described their appearance, their long time marriage,
and how they were new at hotwifing and enthusiastic beginners.

Don realized they needed pictures when the
websites asked for one to be uploaded. He had a few recent ones of
Erin on his thumb drive he had shot on her birthday when she had
modeled the sheer pale green gown he had given her. The poses were
similar to the ones he saw on the other profiles, and he noticed
that Erin looked better than most. He posted one rear view and one
from the side with her hair obscuring her face, her back arched and
her breasts thrusting forward.

Then Don smiled to himself as he wrote a
brief description of what he had done and emailed the links,
sign-in names, and passwords to Erin email before he finished his
lunch break.

Work required a couple of hours additional
time, and when he arrived home dinner was on the table. Erin made
no mention of the email he had sent, but she was acting like she
did when she had a surprise or a secret. Don knew his wife, and she
could not have resisted following the links if she had opened his
email. The only question in his mind was if she had opened it.

After dinner he helped her clear the table
and opened a bottle of wine while she loaded the dish washer. As he
handed her the glass Erin kissed him and whispered, “Let’s go to
the hot tub.”

Don changed into his faded swim trunks, and
removed the tub cover while Erin changed. He sat in the hot water,
sipping more wine, when Erin came out wearing her white terry cloth
bathrobe. About 10 feet from the pool she looked Don straight in
the eye and shrugged the robe off her shoulders and took the last 7
or 8 steps to the edge of the pool stark naked.

At least three neighbor’s houses could see
looking down from their second story windows, so the boldness of
it, and the surprise of it, was something Don could not believe his
own wife was doing. And she wasn’t just doing it, she was doing it
with her shoulders back, tits out, soft black hair swaying with her
steps, the motion swaying and jiggling her breasts with each step,
her body catching the light at an angle in the darkness, so he was
only seeing half of her body illuminated. He was stunned.

“Damn!” was all Don could say. “You are sooo
hot.” She only continued to smile he coy smile.

“That was the reaction I was hoping for,”
she said.

“You do things like that and you will always
get that kind of reaction,” Don responded. “What brought all this
on?”

“I just realized that it is a real turn-on
to know that at my age I am still attractive to other men.”

“I’ve always told you that,” he said.

“You’re my husband; you’re supposed to say
that. In a lot of ways a husband’s opinion about a wife’s
attractiveness doesn’t count,” Erin said.

“Thanks for the confidence in my judgment,”
Don taunted. “So if I don’t count, how did you determine that
you’re still attractive to other men?”

“You’re the one who sent me the links.”
There it was. She had read some of them and gotten horny surfing
the sites. “I assumed that if you sent them you wanted me to go to
them.”

“I did. I wanted you to see how I had
handled your photos, not showing your face. I told you let me work
on it,” he said.

“I would have been mad if you had shown my
face,” Erin said, “but the way you did it is fine. It worked.”

“What do you mean?” Don asked, paying more
attention to her word, “worked.”

“You put the profiles up about 12:30, right?
We had the water go out at work, and they sent us home. I was home
by 1:30.”

“OK?”

“And I checked my email, saw the links, and
checked out the sites. I read some of the emails, checked the
profiles of the guys that seemed interesting. While I was doing
that some guys could see that I was online and started pming me, so
I chatted with a few guys,” she said, quietly.

Don keyed on the hesitation. “How long did
you chat online,” I asked.

“Until I had to stop to cook supper, I guess
about 6.”

“Four and a half hours?” he said, laughing.
“You must have enjoyed it.”

“I did. And I spent about 30 minutes talking
to one guy on the phone.”

“Phone? No shit? Which guy?”

“One of the guys who started pming me and I
liked his profile,” she answered, as this was the most normal and
logical thing any woman would have done.

Don was speechless, and for an instant felt
like things were spinning out of control. He had suggested this,
and how could he object to her doing what he had asked and running
with it. He knew the next question he had to ask, and for some
reason hesitated to ask it – but in the end he did.

“Did you find any potential candidates?”

“Oh yeah, several actually,” she said, and
then lowering her voice in almost a conspirator air added, “There
were two guys that are sooo hot.”

“Hot?” Don asked, “As in?”

“Hot as in if you really want to go forward
with broadening our sex lives, I think I am ready to try it with
either of them,” Erin said, without emotion, in the tone that Don
had come to learn was the one she used when she had made up her
mind.

“And what made them stand out?” he asked,
bracing himself for an obvious comeback that didn’t
materialize.

“I told you, they’re hot,” as if Don should
understand that. “You’ll see. Wanna go look at the site and read
their profiles?”

“Sure,” Don said, forgetting all about
soaking any longer in the hot tub. He hoisted myself out of the
tub, walked over to Erin’s robe in the yard and held it up as she
pulled it on, not bothering to tie it, walk fast enough that it
flowed behind her and covered nothing.

 


***

 


Erin led the way into their home office to
the desktop computer. It was still on as she sat down and hit the
mouse, deftly typing the site name, password, and the page opened
as Don stood behind her, leaning over her shoulder. Her robe was
gaping open exposing one breast.

When Don looked up to the screen from
enjoying the view of my wife’s body on the screen was a flashing
red bar announcing there were 12 new emails that had not been read.
Erin opened that list, and Dow saw arrows on half of the older
emails, indicating that she had replied. There were small avatars
beside her e-mailer’s names. There was only one thing in common
with all the small photos of the men whose emails she had
answered.

They were all black.

“Here are my two favorites,” she said,
clicking on the profile of one guy’s whose name was “Blk39-4mwf”
The profile said his name was Marv and his location was a small
town about five hours way.

“This is the guy I talked to on the phone,”
she said, clicking on a second profile. It came up with a tall very
dark black man, in a suit, with very broad shoulders and a
confident smile. His online name was Elon, and according to his
profile that was his real name. He was 42. It said he was a former
professional athlete, and he looked the part.

Erin clicked on the “you’ve been approved to
view the private photos of Elon” and a page of photos popped up.
There were several of Elon nude, sporting a huge thick cock-- porn
star huge. There were seven of Elon in different sexual positions,
with his cock buried inside a different woman. All white. “He said
he especially loves being a white woman’s first black experience,”
Erin explained to Don, “especially married wives that are in good
relationships with their husbands. He said he even enjoys the
husband watching.”

Don was trying to digest it all, but it was
a lot, so very quick. “He told you all this in private messages?”
She hesitated, and Don could tell she was considering not telling
him something, but she confessed, “No, I talked to him on the
phone. I had phone sex with him when he called,” she said.

Despite this being something he had started,
in a terse tone Don spat, “And when you were going to tell me?”

Erin looked up at him with wide innocent
eyes, looking shocked, as she did the robe opening further to show
both breasts and she smiled, answering in her soft somewhat
condescending voice, “Honey, I just did tell you. This was the
first chance.”

Don kept staring at the pictures, and felt
his dick hardening as he did, imagining Erin’s picture joining
those on that page with Elon’s big black cock inside her. She
sensed it and leaned her head back to rub against his hardening
cock. “Mmmm, I think you like they idea of me fucking him, don’t
you?” she said, the last word a mumble as she popped his dick out
of his swim trunks and sucked it into her mouth.

“Yes, I do,” Don said.

“He wants to meet this weekend,” she said
between her kissing his cock.

“And what did you tell him?”

“I told him we would meet for a drink to get
acquainted, and see how it went from there, unless you pitched a
fit and said no. You’re not saying no are you Don?” as she took his
cock to the back of her throat.

“No, I think we should meet this
weekend.”

Don pulled her up, kissing her, laying her
back on the desk with the robe still on underneath her, but now
totally open, and with his swim trunks still half way down his
thighs leaned his body forward and plunged his cock into my wife’s
soaked pussy—more slick than Don had ever experienced. “Yesss, fuck
me,” she said as Don fucked her at a pace that equaled his
excitement, his pulse rate, and her rapid gasps for breath—all at a
breakneck pace. Erin came with a loud moan, and Don followed almost
as quick. By the time she had led him upstairs to their bed it took
her less that 30 seconds to suck Don hard, and they fucked again.
The couple said nothing to each other, but the urgency and
enthusiasm of Erin’s fucking told Don exactly what was on her
mind.


CHAPTER 3

 


Watching Erin dress for a was one of the
things Don enjoyed most about the hotwife lifestyle. He loved
watching her show more cleavage than she ever would dare before,
wearing a minimum of underwear (if any), her makeup a bit too
heavy, the ankle chain on the right ankle, and the possibility of
another lover, and her openness to it, gave Erin a confidence and
sexuality that exceeded anything Don would ever imagined for his
40-plus-year-old wife. Sexuality emanated from her. The changes in
her since they began the lifestyle had Don in a constant
arousal.

 


***

 


They were not going on this three-day
vacation with the specific intention of Erin being with someone
else—but if the situation presented itself and she wanted to, they
both understood she had that freedom

But then Don answered that damn phone the
day before they were to leave for vacation. It was Robert Anderson,
the new executive vice-president.

“Don, we have a crisis, and need you here,”
he stated flatly.

“What kind of crisis?” Don asked, pleading,
“I have tickets for Cozumel tomorrow night, I am leaving before
lunch tomorrow.””

“Our client--excuse me, YOUR client, has
decided they want a totally new marketing program after their
consultants reviewed our renewal offer. Their annual meeting at
which they want to present it is next Wednesday. They will be here
tomorrow morning to tweak it with you.”

“But…”

“No buts,” Robert said, “You have to be
here. Cozumel can wait. Don’t worry; the bonus I’ll throw in for
this will make up for any monetary loss you suffer for
rebooking.”

Erin could see the disappointment when Don
turned around. “Is anything wrong? Is everyone all right?” she
asked. Erin was always on edge with both of her kids away at
college, especially after her son had wrecked his car on the way
back from a party, doing several thousand dollars of damage to the
car but luckily without hurting himself.

“Everything is fine with the family,” Don
assured her, “but we have to cancel Cozumel, I have to work
tomorrow. Big crisis. No choice.”

Don saw the color drain from her face, then
the tears welling up in Erin’s eyes. “But you need this so bad,
with all this stress,” she paused, “and damn it I needed a few days
away too!’”

Don didn’t like to disappoint her, but he
had no choice. Erin half-heartedly put frozen lasagna in the oven
and numbly proceeded to the hot tub to drink away their misery of
the missed vacation, planning to soak in the hot water and let the
jets bubble away the tension until dinner was ready.

Erin had laid out her sheer white swimsuit
in anticipation of a happy pre-vacation evening, and although she
didn’t feel even remotely romantic now, she suddenly felt too tired
to go back upstairs and find another, so she donned it, still
opaque until it got wet.

They had two drinks before Don realized that
his mind was finally drifting away from the disappointment of the
trip. He found himself paying more attention to the large brown
nipples now plain against Erin’s white swimsuit.

“I love how you look in that,” He
complimented.

She smiled, and kidded, “Elon seemed to like
it too, as I recall.”


CHAPTER 4

 


Elon. He was the same Elon from her first
day of surfing the sites, her first black man for phone sex, and
the same black man to whom Erin had given her black cherry the
first time she they had met face to face, only days after the phone
sex.

Elon was Erin’s favorite. He was a skilled
lover who knew how to hit all her buttons. She enjoyed his
professional courteous manner, his dark black skin, and his ability
to last for an incredible length of time without cumming. He was a
football player in college and still maintained an athlete's
body.

From Don’s standpoint Elon has always been
respectful and friendly. He has no problem with Don videoing or
taking photos, and realized that Don was not a cuckold but more of
a voyeur.

Don also understood that Elon was somewhat
of a player. “Hell man, everyone has to have a hobby,” he had told
Don during drinks at his second meeting with the couple—while Erin
had gone to the ladies’ room. “Some men like to fish for a hobby, I
prefer to fuck white women,” adding, “Married white women
preferred, less complications when all I want to do is fuck some
white pussy. And if their husbands are around everyone is more
comfortable and we all just have fun.” Don could only nod as Elon
explained his reasoning for fucking my Erin, “and to tell the truth
Don, a lot of husbands encourage their wives, which makes it even
easier. Know what I mean?”

Don did indeed know exactly what he meant as
he had encouraged Erin to continue, especially after the amazing
erotic scenes he had seen and felt the first time Erin had gone
black. Don was more comfortable with Erin fucking a player, because
he didn’t have to worry about someone trying to build a romantic
relationship with his wife.

During the second get-together when they
made it to the hotel room, Elon and Erin rushed into the bedroom,
stripping their clothes off each other and hungrily going at it.
That night Elon demonstrated that through his dominance Erin was
more submissive than Don would have thought. Elon became first
person to slap her ass hard and repeatedly while he fucked her. He
didn’t hesitate to grab her long hair and hold her head back while
fucking her doggy style.

Don was surprised to learn that it turned
Erin on, although when he tried slapping her ass later doing doggy
she said explained that it wasn’t the same from a husband—and not
as exciting.

“I have to live with you all the time and
face you day after day with our reality life and everyday tasks and
decisions. It gets in the way of me letting go. It is much easier
with a lover,” Erin had reasoned.

Don was comfortable with Elon too, in part
Elon seemed to understand that after a few hours of enjoying the
delights of Erin's body, he was content to wish them a good night
and leave them to allow Don his reclaiming fuck and to spend the
remainder of the night with his wife alone.

 


***

 


At their third meeting with Elon, in a
mountain cabin, Erin had worn the same sheer white swimsuit in the
hot tub with Elon that she was wearing tonight. He had kept
complimenting her how hot it was.

What followed was three hours of hard
fucking after their hot tub drinking and making out. Something
spurred Elon to extra efforts that night. Erin’s side of the bed
was soaked from her squirting and his cum.

That night was when Elon started talking
dirty, and they discovered that it made Erin even hotter. He
started by asking her if she liked his black cock inside her,
telling her to guide his black cock inside her white pussy, and
demanding that she ask him to put his cock back inside her when he
pulled out in mid fuck. She eagerly complied, and hit a plateau of
orgasm after orgasm before Elon left for his room upstairs and Erin
dozed off quickly, too quick for Don’s typical reclaiming fuck.

When Don opened his eyes the next morning,
Erin was not in the bed beside him. He raised his head to see Erin
walking toward the door that was cracked open, still in her sheer
red nightgown that showed off her dark nippled breasts so
enticingly.

Don raised his head from the pillow and Erin
smiled at him, waving weakly, and stepped through the doorway. Don
heard the creak of the stairs as she went up them into Elon's room.
Don lay there listening, unable to make out what they were saying,
but soon the creaking of the bed and the moaning and grunts were
unmistakable.

Don went to the bathroom, washed his face,
brushed his teeth, and started a cup of coffee in the single cup
dispenser. After it had finished dripping, he too walked up the
stairs to the open doorway and calmly drank his first cup of coffee
watching Elon finish fucking his wife.

As Elon fucked her and she reached her
orgasm, he called her a slut, and asked her if she was a slut for
black cock. “Yessssss,” she moaned in the throes of her orgasm.

“Say it louder,” Elon demanded, and Erin was
almost shouting, “Yes, I’m a black cock slut, I love black cock,”
as she finished cumming, spurred on by the dirty talk.

They lay on the bed recovering while Don
remained quiet at the door. Elon went back to being the
professional gentleman, not referring to anything he’d said and
acting like he’d never been calling her names as he had just a few
minutes early. He treated Erin like a lady now. They packed,
loaded, and said their goodbyes with mutual promises to try to work
it out so they could play again real soon. At the back of his car
when he and Don were alone Elon complimented him. “Damn Don you do
have one hot wife there. She seems to be out of her shell now.”

“She certainly is. I’ve never seen her so
open.”

“You happy with the result so far?” Elon
asked.

“Man she is horny all the time, I’m getting
laid more, she dresses hotter all the time, cares more about her
appearance, her attitude is happier. Hell yes I’m happy with the
result.”

“Glad you think so, I think I might be able
to open her up even more, if you don’t object.”

“Why would I object?” Don asked.

“Some husbands get controlling when they see
their wife get over the edge is all.”

“I love her over the edge,” Don answered,
“But what do you mean ‘open her up more?’ “

“Erin is saying the words about being a slut
for black cock, but she really hasn’t proved it yet. I think she
should earn the title,” Elon grinned, “Don’t you?”

Don was unsure about what that really meant
but as he thought back over the previous months he had to agree.
Elon had been right so far, and he had received his share of the
benefits. “Yes, I agree,” Don said.

“All right then,” Elon said, extending his
hand. They shook, and promised to keep in touch for another get
together soon, but with both of their schedules it had been
difficult.


CHAPTER 5

 


As Erin had donned the sheer swimsuit
tonight, it had reminded her of Elon, which was why she had
mentioned it to Don. The drinks were hitting Don when Erin again
bemoaned missing Cancun. “This day and time a woman doesn’t have
any business in a place like that alone,” Don said, anticipating
she was heading the conversation in that direction and heading it
off.

Don was feeling warm and comfortable from
the drinks and when Erin mentioned Elon and his enjoyment of her
white swimsuit. Don blurted, “Maybe we should call him and invite
him to go with you to Cozumel.”

Don’s attempt at a teasing joke didn't
register with her. She brightened instantly, the adrenaline jolting
through her with the possibility of still getting her vacation. She
eagerly asked, “You ok with that, you not joking?” Don had been
joking, but it was too late to turn back now.

“Yes, I’m ok with it.” Knowing how busy Elon
was in his work and the difficulty of arranging times for them to
meet him in the past, Don considered it nothing more than an
oft-comment. Erin didn't.

“It is short notice,” Erin said. Don wasn't
sure if she was addressing him or talking to herself. “I bet he’s
busy but I could call and see.” She pulled herself out of the hot
tub and walked into the house. She was more eager than he could
have imagined.

As Don remained in the hot tub sipping wine,
he watched Erin through the glass doors. He could see her talking
with animated gestures on the portable phone, pacing back and forth
as she talked, her trimmed pussy dark against the damp white
fabric, the air cooling the sheer swimsuit and stiffening her
nipples rock hard, her ass twisting erotically with each turn.

Don had not been serious when he had
suggested Elon taking his place on the vacation, but the enthusiasm
and spark it brought to Erin, and her eager willingness, made Don
realize that it might actually happen.

Erin had never been with a black lover
without him there, and certainly never overnight. But Don also knew
no one loved a beach more than Erin, it was almost an obsession
with her. She was a Pieces and say it was natural for her to love
water like that. When he told her they couldn’t go he knew it would
be a major disappointment and had put her into a serious funk.

As he watched his wife pacing back and
forth, talking on the phone, he also realized that her enthusiasm
this time likely had little to do with a beach. As he watched Erin
left the room, coming back into view holding what Don recognized as
their paperwork for the trip and still pressing the phone to her
ear.

Don didn't expect that Elon could go on
short notice, and with Elon living three hours north of them would
put him six hours away from the airport.

Erin’s animated facial expressions told Don
how the conversation was going. Concern. Disappointment. Listening.
She didn’t put the phone down, but wasn’t speaking, continuing to
pace, nodding her head from time to time. She listened for a long
time. She came out to the hot tub, the phone still in her hand.

“Ok if Elon spends the night here, so we can
leave from here tomorrow, since the plane leaves so early,” she
asked.

Stunned, Don uttered” a weak, “Sure.”

Erin giggled and gleefully said into the
phone, “Come on. See you about 9.” She jumped giddy little jumps,
shaking her boobs most invitingly. “I’m still going to the beach,
I’m still going to the beach,” she smiled. She jumped into the hot
tub, wrapped her arms around Don’s neck and kissed him. “Thank you
so much for suggesting this!”

“You mean he can get away? I thought he was
always busy.”

“He was taking three days off comp time for
a building project in his back yard, and he finished today. He has
tomorrow and the holiday off. So he can go. I was on hold after I
gave him the confirmation number and details so we could get the
plane ticket and reservations changed to his name. He said he’ll
pay any additional charges for the transfer.” She stopped talking
and locked eyes with Don, “I love you,” she said, kissing him
again.

Don kissed her back, and slid the straps
down off her swimsuit, cupping her breasts. She gave a soft moan
and whispered, “We'd better fuck now, you may not get a chance
after he gets here.” She stood, slid the swimsuit down and leaned
over, placing her crossed arms on the edge of the hot tub, her ass
stuck up toward Don, her closely trimmed pussy beckoning between
her thighs.

“Fuck me from behind, I don't think I need
any foreplay,” she said. “I need a dick inside me, now.”

 


***

 


As he moved his hard cock against her pussy
Don was welcomed by a soaked pussy, soaked to a point that only
comes when Erin was thinking about black cock. Don started slow but
slammed tight against her pussy on the second stroke. She moaned,
and moaned louder the harder he shoved his cock into her. It didn't
last long, but long enough for Erin to have one squirting orgasm,
her warm juices coating Don’s balls as he continued fucking her,
holding her hips and pulling her back against him.

They might have done more had she not
smelled the lasagna burning. Instead of close cuddling Erin raced
into the kitchen.

They were able to pull enough unburned
lasagna from the pan to allow a decent meal, and they opened
another bottle of wine. “Come talk to me while I finish packing,”
she said as Don placed my dishes in the sink.

They had talked a lot about what Don wanted
her to wear, stressing at length they would be alone, where no one
knew them, and there was no reason that Erin should not be
borderline scandalous for Don’s benefit. He had bought her a couple
of semi-sheer tops, crop tops, low cut sun dresses, and a crochet
swimsuit with a peak-a-boo open weave. He had spent hours hunting
for the sexiest clothes he could find.

She already had those packed those
earlier.

“What are you going to pack?” Don asked,
assuming she would change her wardrobe.

“I have my clothes packed, you know all the
new things you bought me,” she said, gathering her toilet articles,
prowling through her shoes to match her outfits.

“I will miss seeing you wear those sexy
slutty things for the first time,” Don complained.

“I will wear them for you another time, I
promise,” she smiled. “And since you won't be there you will be
seeing me in them for the first time—for you.”

“You will be hit on a lot in those outfits,”
Don said. “You prepared for that?”

Erin laughed, “Hell yes, I'm looking forward
to it. Now stop trying to make me feel guilty, you said I could
go.” Her face turned solemn. “Do you not want me to go? Do you want
me to tell Elon to turn around and go back home?”

“No, I wouldn't knock you out of this trip,”
Don said.

“I love you for things like that,” she said,
“but if I go I will be sleeping with Elon for three nights. I’ve
never spent overnight with another man before, let alone three.
This is new territory, you sure you’re ok with it?”

“Having watched you two a few times I don't
think there will be a lot of sleeping,” Don kidded, “but it's not
like you've never fucked him before, or that I have any real
objections. It’s something new since you’ve never spent the night
with another man since we’ve been married, but if you were going to
do it, Elon one of the few guys you’ve played with that I'd
pick.”

Erin had laid out a few lacy bras, and as
she closed her suitcase they remained on the bed. Don mentioned she
was forgetting them.

“No I’m not,” she teased, “no need to take
them, nothing I am taking I could wear a bra with.”


CHAPTER 6

 


Erin and Don opened another bottle of wine
when Elon arrived. Erin greeted him with a welcoming kiss, having
changed into a red satin gown that was only a few inches below her
hips. The red thong underneath matched. That they would be fucking
tonight too was a given.

Elon smiled at Don, extending his hand. “Hey
man, thank for the invite.”

“No problem,” Don said, “she needs the time
away, so do what you can to keep her mind off of things here.”

“I know it is disappointing that you can't
go, but I do appreciate being allowed to take your place for a few
days,” Elon added.

Erin giggled, and Don looked at her. “That
sounds kinda hot, Elon being my husband for the next three
days.”

“Substitute husband, “Don added quickly.

Don could see the wheels turning in Erin’s
head as a sly smile crossed her face. She said to no one in
particular, “But they would not know if he was really my husband or
not.” She mentally came back to the conversation and laughed, “This
could really be fun.”

The phone rang with a call from one of the
kids, and Erin stepped out of the room to talk to them.

“I'll do my best to show her a good time,
Don,” Elon smiled a wide toothy grin, just a hint of deviousness at
the corners of that smile. “And thanks. She said this was your
idea.” Don nodded a yes, “But out of respect for you, I guess I
should ask what the limits are.”

“Limits?”

“Yeah, limits. Is there anything off limits
with Erin since you're not there? Man, you're loaning me your wife,
don't want you to regret it, I may want to borrow her again
sometime,” he laughed.

Don thought about it, wondering what limits
he could realistically set for a man taking his wife into another
country, hundreds of miles away. Don said the obvious. “Whatever
she's willing to do is ok, whatever she doesn't want to do is not.
Those are about the only limits I can think would be logical. It’s
all about her enjoying the trip,” he said. “But if you wanted to
shoot some hot pictures or set up a video camera that'd be
nice.”

“I've got a still camera, but didn’t pack a
camcorder.” Elon said, and asked, “You wanna loan me your video
camera?”

“Wait here,” Don said, retrieving the
camera, charger, and some extra batteries from my office.

“Kool,” Elon said, as he examined he it
added, “You don't even have to explain to me how to work it, I have
this exact same camcorder at home.” He put the pieces into his
carry-on bag and asked, “What did you and Erin have planned for
this trip? Places to visit, tours, and any special events she
wanted to attend I should plan for?”

“Nothing, just lay on the beach, drinking, a
good dinner, maybe a few clubs at night.”

“You have any lifestyle folks lined up for
hook-up there?” Don wasn't expecting that question.

“No,” Don admitted, “We didn't have anything
arranged. I’m not sure what we would have done had the opportunity
presented itself.”

“You know how women get away from home in
exotic locales, and you know she likes this lifestyle stuff. She
might even get bored with me after a couple of days. You open for
her playing with someone else if she wants to?

Again Don offered the only logical answer.
“I guess that is up to her.” Elon’s grin broadened but he said
nothing further.


CHAPTER
7

 


When Erin came back into
the room, she walked straight over to Elon on the couch and leaned
down to kiss him. He pulled her on to his lap, the short red satin
gown riding up over her ass. No panties. He ran his hand over her
ass and realized she was naked from the waist down, and he took the
hint and slid his hand up her thigh, which she parted to give him
better access to her pussy. He took the hint quickly and eased two
long fingers inside her, running his thumb over her clit as started
finger fucking her while they kissed.

Erin was making hungry,
grunting sounds. She began an urgent fumbling with his belt and
zipper, making an audible moan of pleasure as she reached inside
his boxers and wrapped her fingers around his rock hard
cock.

Erin stroked his cock,
breaking the kiss and urgently leaning over to take his cock into
her mouth, playing with the tip of his cock with her tongue, her
white hand in strong contrast with the black cock with its mushroom
shaped head glistening with my her saliva when she pulled off his
cock, still holding it. Erin looked up into his eyes.

“We need to go upstairs
and get this thing going if we have to leave early in the morning
to catch a plane.” Erin stood, took Elon’s hand, and led him
upstairs, turning left into the spare bedroom at the top of the
stairs. He pulled her close for a kiss and Don stepped to the right
into their closet to retrieve his camera, looking for a moment for
the video camera before realizing it was downstairs in Elon’s
personal luggage. Don decided to leave it there and just go with
photos tonight, which was a good thing because in the few minutes
Don had spent gathering his photography things, Erin and Elon had
not let it go to waste.

Don could hear them
fucking before he saw them, the rhythmic huffs of breath and the
gasps that followed, a pop, pop, pop as their flesh collided. He
paused to adjust the camera in the hall so it wouldn't be
distracting them when he came into the room, and with the settings
double checked Don stepped into the bedroom.

Erin was on her hands and
knees and Elon was standing on the floor, holding his cock with his
left hand, his right hand on the top of her ass, rubbing his cock
up and down, parting her pussy lips before sliding inside her in
this new position. Erin loved this position and elicited a long,
“Yeeesssss,” as Elon rammed his cock home, starting to talk
dirty.

“Yeah, you like this black
dick, don't you?”

“You know I love it,” Erin
hissed between her gasps each time he slammed hard into her
pussy.

“Love black dick,
slut”

“I love black dick, fuck
my cunt,” Erin spat back, louder, the excitement of the dirty talk
bumping up the eroticism of the moment for her. “Fuck me with that
big....black....cock”

Erin was grinding her ass
back to meet him when he stroked in, her boobs bouncing widely from
the shaking of her body's pounding. Every stroke she spoke, not
always something dirty, but a “yes, yes, oh my god, yes, so
good.”

For his part Elon was
getting faster in his fucking and was saying over and over, “yeah
baby, that's it, take it, take it, take it.”

Erin could feel his
quickening and urged him on. “I want you to come inside
me.”

It was Elon who moaned
this time, “Yeah, take this black cum in that white
pussy.”

“Yesss, give me your cum,”
Erin began her own orgasm with a moaning “oh my
goooodd”.

“Take this load like a
good slut,” Elon was almost shouting, the volume of his talk making
it that more nasty, and as if they had turned a switch, Erin was
squiring as Elon was coming inside her, holding on to her hips, not
stroking but ramming his cock into her pussy in small jerks as he
emptied his cum in her pussy.

Don was taking photos,
saying nothing, amazed as always at the usually hidden side of this
wild exotic woman to whom he was married. He would have never
dreamed before Elon started taking dirty to his wife, calling her
names, making her repeat things back to him, how much hotter that
made Erin.

When Don was fucking her
he couldn't observe all the erotic things he could watch happening
as she fucked someone else. It was sex on a different
level.

Elon held her on his cock
for long seconds before withdrawing. He pulled out slowly, a long
tendril of cum draining from Erin's pussy and trailing to the
sheet. She fell forward to her stomach, a pillow horizontal under
her hips, her legs still spread. From where Don was standing at the
foot of the bed he took a photo of the white cum appearing at her
pussy lips, almost in a circular glob before it too trailed from
her pussy to the bed in a slow slide.

Elon lay beside her and
she turned to her side, kissing him. “Oh lover, I was so overdue
for that. I’ve missed you,” she said.

“Me too,'” he smiled,
kissing her again. Erin looked up at Don, over at the clock,
weighing the time, her energy, her desire, the decision on how she
wanted the rest of the night to go warring inside her mind in those
brief instants, and her facial expression changed.

She bussed Elon on the
lips, looked into his eyes and said, “I'll see you in the
morning.”

“Good night,” Elon said,
rolling to his back, his large black cock soft but still big even
in an non-erect state. Erin left her gown on the floor of Elon’s
room and walked out to her own bedroom. Elon watched her intently
as she walked to the foot of the bed and out the door in front of
Don. He smiled a happy smile at Don, and repeated softly, “Thanks
man.”

When Don turned into their
bedroom, he saw Erin laying back on bed, her legs open, her arms at
her sides, curling her finger in motion for Don to join her. He
closed the door and was on top of her and sliding inside the
wettest pussy he have ever felt. “MMMMM,” she whispered, “I love
you, but let's get your reclaiming fuck as you call it, over with,
I have to get up too early in the morning, and he damn near wore me
out.”

“With pleasure,” Don
whispered back, pumping with a familiar rhythm that only long time
married couples enjoy. She looked in his eyes as we
fucked.

“I don't think I've ever
had this much cum in my cunt before, it was pouring out of me,” she
said.

“I saw,” Don said, “and
you should get used to it, as you will be getting a lot more cum
inside you over the weekend.”

“Yes I will,” she said,
her gasping softening and then getting louder as Don continued, the
pulsing of her pussy letting him know that an orgasm was coming.
Talking about the cum that was going to be in her pussy had speeded
up her cumming.

“I love sloppy seconds,”
Don said, feeling that special sensation at the base of his dick
telling him his own cumming was approaching, “And you need to get
ready for another load of come in your pussy,” He
gasped.

“Yes lover,” she said,
“fill me full.” And he did a quiet draining orgasm that left her
gasping as he wet a washcloth and handed it to her. She wiped at
her pussy, and laughed quietly.

“What?” he
asked.

“I was just thinking that
I glad you asked Elon to get tested so we don't have to use condoms
anymore.”

“You're welcome,” Don
smiled.

She was sleepy and rolled
to her side, nodding off quickly, but just before she did Don heard
her softly say to herself, “I hate condoms.”


CHAPTER
8

 


One of the drawbacks of
the discount travel package had been an early departure, requiring
leaving their home no later than 6:00 a.m. in order to clear
through international security, bags checked etc. Don’s normal work
departure was at 8.

At 5 a.m. he woke up, and
Erin wasn't in the bed beside him. At that same moment she came
back into the room, naked, and Don watched her pad around to her
side of the bed through half closed eyes.

She jerked the covers
back, and pulling the waist of his boxers down to envelope his cock
in her mouth, which was already getting hard as imagined what must
have happened with Elon their spare bedroom a few minutes
earlier.

Don lay there enjoying the
blow job, his left hand caressing her right breast as she sucked
him, and when she felt Don hard she pulled him toward her, rolling
to her back. As he positioned himself over her, she guided his cock
to her pussy with her right hand, arching her back and lifting her
pelvis to meet him, pulling herself on his cock and he slipped into
her soaking wet pussy.

“Where have you been, my
wife?” Don teased.

“I had to get him up,” she
giggled, “And I got him up a couple of different ways.”

“Nice wet pussy, Erin,” he
whispered.

“It should be wet,” she
said, “I've already been fucked once this morning.”

“Black fucked?” Don
asked.

“Yessssss” she
hissed.

“And now you're getting
white fucked,” he teased.

“Yes, and enjoy it, it is
the last fuck you get from me for three days,” Erin
answered.

It was a good fuck, not an
earthshattering one. Don was not fully awake, she was in a rush.
But he had no complaints. She left the room, came back in a few
minutes with two cups of coffee, still nude. One she placed on my
nightstand, the other she delivered unabashedly naked to Elon
before rushing back through the bedroom into the master bath, where
Don heard the shower start.


CHAPTER 9

 


Don finished his coffee,
pulled on his shorts, entered the kitchen for a refill and met Elon
there, fully dressed in jeans and a white casual button up. He was
jovial and still thanking Don for making this possible.

Don heard Erin asking for
him to help with her bag. She was wearing a new long jersey dress
with a v-neck, the crochet straps over her shoulders were about an
inch and a half wide, with the entire back open crochet to her
waist. “Damn that's hot,” Don said.

“I thought you'd like it,”
she said, “I saw someone wearing one like this a few weeks ago and
asked her where she got it. I was going to surprise you with it in
Mexico, so at least I'm surprising you with it this
morning.”

“You look very hot,” he
repeated. Then more serious, he told her, “I want you to go have a
great time. Enjoy yourself. Fuck a lot. Just remember where your
home and husband are, and come home.”

Erin laughed, “I know
exactly, and I will have a great time, just for you.”

“Sure,” he answered, “just
for me,” half laughing as he picked up her suitcase and lugged it
to the door.

Elon had already loaded
his bags into his Lexus, and as Don sat the bag down for a final
hug from Erin, Elon picked up the large bag and swung it into the
Lexus and slammed the trunk lid.

“I guess this is goodbye
for three days,” Don said. He was hoping deep down for at least a
little reluctance, and at the same time not wanting that
reluctance. What he got instead was an enthusiastic woman promising
again to have a great time. I didn't need that reassurance, he
thought to himself.

Elon was holding the door
on her side, and as she got in, he kept the door open, and paused,
thinking.

Elon looked up at Don and
Erin. “I know this is crazy, but I am going to say it one more
time, if you don't want us to do this it is ok, I'll understand.
Last chance.”

Erin and Don said at the
same time, “It is ok.”

Elon looked at Erin, “Then
you're all mine for the next three days,” he said, more of a
demanding tone than Don had heard from him before.

Erin looked at Don, he
nodded slightly, and taking it as a prompt repeated back to Elon,
“I'm all yours until we get back here on Monday...” Adding in a
light tone just to tease, “...you're my substitute husband till I'm
back.” Elon shut the room, shook my hand telling Don thanks again,
and adding, “Don't worry about anything, she's in good hands. Black
hands.”

When Elon settled into the
car, before Don turned, Erin leaned over and kissed Elon lightly on
the lips, then straightened up to buckle her seat belt, looking at
Don and waving. As she did the wave reminded Don of that first time
he had awakened early in the morning and she had waved at him as
she walked into Elon's room for that first morning fuck.

Don thought he might get a
call before they boarded the plane, but he knew they were tight on
time. Instead his phone buzzed with single text message from Elon.
“On plane. Our cells won't work from there I'm told. Bumped N2 bro
I know going there 2. U got a hot wife. May get a certified black
cock slut back. Cya N3 Days.”

The phone rang at the same time. It was Erin
telling Don quickly that they were on the plane, going to have to
turn off her phone in a second, and that once
they had cleared security they had realized neither one of them had
international calling cell phones. The cost to rent an
international cell would be prohibitive. “You have the hotel, so I
don't guess I'll call or that you will call me unless something bad
is wrong. I know you’ll be busy with your work and there’s no need
to waste the money.”

“I think you're right,”
Don agreed, “and you may be busy too.” She laughed and he heard the
phone go dead.


CHAPTER 10

 


The crush of work didn’t
allow him to give a lot of thought to Erin and Elon and what they
might be doing on Friday—at least other than a quick glance at the
clock telling him they should be there by now, and the fleeting
thought when he took a break that Elon had probably fucked her
again by now.

Don worked late that
night, was up early to have breakfast with the clients, hashed out
the work all day Saturday, into Saturday night, and then back home
for a few hours’ sleep. That night he dreamed of his wife in the
center of a group of black men all lined up to fuck her, with Erin
moaning and laughing and begging for the next man to hurry when the
man fucking her pulls out. When Don woke up he couldn’t remember
how the dream had ended.

He nailed the business
deal down on Sunday morning.

Don crashed at home,
watched a football game, napped, cooked supper, and hit the bed
early. He edited the photos and video from the night before Elon
and Erin left. Sunday night was when his imagination started
torturing him, wondering what was going on with wife and
Elon.

Don spent a lot of time
looking through the digital images and replaying the videos of her
past 10 months of hotwifing—and fucking black guys—only black guys.
After her first black fuck she had decided that she had no interest
in fucking white men other than Don.

Other than Elon she had
only fucked two other black men, one of them on two occasions, and
one she didn’t click with, but went ahead and fucked him that one
time. Neither was exceptional experiences or anyone she was
interested in seeing again and had been basic wham-bamns in a hotel
room for a couple of hours and then bailing.

Elon was her favorite and
her regular, although she had only had three meetings plus the
night they left for Mexico. Don couldn’t figure where or how to
count the three nights in the tally on the spreadsheet he was
keeping about her hotwifing. Don hardened as the thought hit him
that thinking that at that moment she was probably on her back
enjoying a black dick pounding in and out of her.

It was not like Elon had
been any real focus of her hotwifing, Don thought to himself. After
the first time with Elon she met and fucked the two other black men
within three weeks, before fucking Elon again.

The one she didn’t click
with had answered all the questions right—but it turned out he was
looking for a long term girlfriend, and when Don stepped out of the
room he pushed Erin to meet him alone without Don knowing. He
emailed her a half dozen times after their meeting, and Erin being
the courteous sort answered him without encouraging him. When he
pmed and started telling Erin that no man who loved her would share
her—that was it. Off the list.

When Elon emailed a few
days later that he had a window open for a meeting, and that was
when they eagerly invited him to join them at a mountain
cabin.

Afterward Erin and Don met
with Elon a third time. He had been the most comfortable fit for
them, and he was good at pushing Erin’s limits a little each time.
Don was loving this much hotter wife he now had on his hands,
thanks to Elon’s help in extending her limits.


CHAPTER 11

 


Monday afternoon at 7 p.m.
Erin called, her voice sounding excited when Don answered hello.
“Hey baby, I'm back in the US. I missed you.”

“I missed you to. How was
it? Everything ok?”

“Oh honey, everything is
great, I had a wonderful time, thank you so much for letting it
happen. Oh my god what a great time. Unbelievable. It was great.
I'll tell you all about it when I get home if it is not too
late.”

“You should be here by
10,” he said.

“Yeah but we have to stop
to eat somewhere. I’m starved. Don't worry, if it’s too late I'll
hit some high points after I get home and you can get all the
details when you get home from work tomorrow,” she said. “I know
how you obsess about all the details—and I don’t want to rush it
and leave out anything. It will take a while to tell it all. But
how about you, did the thing at work go ok?”

“It did. I got a bonus,
and some days off, and I could not have done it if I had gone to
Mexico.”

“I guess it worked out ok
for everyone?” she laughed.

“Work out for Elon too?”
Don asked.

“Oh yeah, Elon wants to
take me back again next week,” she said. “He’s very happy, but then
again he should be. Hey, our bags are here, I'll see you in a few
hours.”

Don hung up the phone
realizing that other than knowing she was home, and had a fantastic
time, that he knew nothing—other than the fact she was more
interested in stopping to eat with Elon than rushing home to
him.

It was near midnight and
Don had dozed off in his easy chair when he heard the Lexus pull
up. He went outside to help Erin bring the bags in and she rushed
in when he opened the door. “Gotta pee,” she said, rushing past
him. Elon was as friendly and cheerful as ever, setting the bags in
the foyer, and shaking my hand.

“Thanks again so much,”
Elon said. “I'm sorry I have to run but I got a call that I gotta
go out of town for work early in the morning and have to get back
home and repacked.”

“How was it?”

Elon laughed a long laugh,
exclaimed an “Oh man,” and laughed another long laugh, almost as if
that explained everything. “You are one lucky man,” Elon said. “It
was great. She was great, Oh man—look I do have to go, but I'm sure
Erin will tell you all about it. Anything she might leave out email
me and I'll fill you in.” I nodded. “The girl’s insatiable,” he
laughed.

“Oh almost forgot,” he
said, digging into his pockets, coming up with a black thumb drive
fastened to a long black neck cord and handing it to him. “Here are
some photos, and a little video. Erin's got your camera in her
stuff. Hey, hate to but I do gotta go man, Cya. And thanks
again.”

Erin walked back into the
room. “You going to leave without kissing me goodbye, boyfriend?”
she demanded, walking up to Elon and wrapping her arms around him
and kissing him on the mouth in a long wet kiss. Elon’s hands went
instinctively to her breasts, and they kissed like that for a long
minute, ignoring Don, before breaking the kiss and Elon saying
goodbye again. Erin stood at the door for a second, locking it, and
didn’t move before turning to face her husband.

Erin was smiling a sly
smile, one of those knowing smiles that told Don she knows
something he didn’t, standing there in a loose man's white tee
shirt tied into a knot at the side, draping one side over her hip
bone at her waist and hanging diagonally lower on her hip on the
other side. She was obviously without a bra, her nipples poking out
against the thin material. A short black stretch skirt peeked out
from underneath. There were 2” wide lace panels on the sides of the
skirt. Don looked for the telltale string of a thong and did not
see one.

Her hair was shorter, much
lighter, not quite blond, but a long way from the brunette who had
left on Friday.

Her nails were a bright
red, as were her toenails in the thin sandals that had a strap up
the back of her foot and buckled around each ankle. A miniature “D”
ring faced out on each of the ankle straps.

A toe ring was on the
middle toe of each foot. A gold ankle chain was on her right with
some charms I couldn't make out.

“Wow” Don exclaimed as she
smiled, one hand canted on her hip, her head turned over at a saucy
angle.

“You like?”

“Hell yes,” he said.
“Wow”.

Erin stepped over to him,
her breasts wild and free under the thin top. Wrapping her arms
around him, kissing him hard, hungrily, and grinding her body
against him. Don was kneading her breasts outside the tee,
caressing the familiar unique softness of her female breast,
brushing his thumb over her hard nipple. He lowered his hands to
the hem of the skirt, pulling it up over her ass, grasping her ass
cheeks and pulling her close against his hard cock.

“Mmmmm,” you did miss me,
she purred.

“No panties?” he asked,
running his hands over her bare ass.

“No panties,” she said. “I
may quit wearing panties. Elon likes me pantiless. I like me
pantiless.”

“I think I do too,” Don
agreed.

After three days of
imagining his wife in all types of wild exotic sex there was not
going to be much conversation until Don had fucked her. A
reclaiming fuck shortly after a lover has finished the same night
is one thing—this was entirely different. He needed to bury his
cock in his wife's pussy like he had never needed her
before.

They were still standing,
kissing, her skirt pulled up to her waist, as Don lifted the sides
of the tee up and she lifted her arms for him to pull the tee
totally off. She had a nice even brown tan, no tan lines, and her
usually creamy white breasts the same dark brown as the rest of her
flesh. She saw his gaze, and explained, “Topless beach, you knew
that.” He didn’t mention the three hickeys near her nipples. Don’s
hands sought her tanned breasts and backed toward the
couch.

Erin was unbuttoning his
shirt, unbuckling his pants as they kissed, and as his pants fell
she dropped to her knees to take his hard dick in her mouth as she
pulled down his boxers, sucking his cock in a smooth confident
manner that comes only from a woman who knows she is great at
sucking cock, and has sucked enough cocks to know so.

A year ago earlier Erin
didn't know that, but now she did. Don was amazed to feel his cock
slide down her throat, feeling her nose buried against his trimmed
pubic hair. She was deep throating him! “Oh that feels so good,” he
said, “You pick this up on your trip?”

She could only hold his
cock that way for a few seconds before backing up to breath, but
she didn't take her mouth off his cock, just offering a muffled
“Yes” and a nod in response.

“Damn, I may want you to
go on vacation with a black lover again sometime,” he said
automatically. She moaned in a tone Don had never quite heard
before, not really passion, but a moan of pleasure, almost of glee.
Don finally concluded in trying to translate that unique moan it
was prompted by her excitement at the mention of her doing this
again.

Don was rock hard, too
close to cumming if she continued, and he wanted inside her. Don
sat back on the couch, and she stood before him, back arched, black
skirt bunched at her waist, her ankle strap sandals still on, and
his gaze lowered, noticing there were no tan lines lower either,
and that she was shaved, which was uncommon despite Don’s constant
requests. And there at to top right of her pubis, about the size of
a quarter, was a very clear black spade inside a thin Q. It was
smaller than the Q of Spades rub on tattoo she had sometimes worn
when she planned an interracial date.

Don stared at it, reaching
out and touched it lightly. It was not a rub on. It was a real tat,
a permanent tat imbedded in her flesh.

“I picked up a souvenir
while I was there,” she said hesitantly, as if waiting to see what
he would say.

Don was stunned for a
moment. The woman who swore she would never get a tattoo was now
inked, and not just a tat but a Q and spade, with the full
knowledge of what that implied. He didn't know how he felt about
it—but it was her body on one hand, and was out of sight to the
public. He looked up at her, and pulled her close.

“I know there's a hot
story on how you got it, but right now I have to be inside you”.
She moved to the couch on her knees, moving over his hard cock as
Don scooted down to the couch edge, and she lowered herself onto
his cock and began rocking her pelvis forward and back, fucking
herself onto his cock.

Damn I missed that warm
wet pussy, Don thought, noticing she was totally soaked.

“Don't move, just let me
enjoy the sensation of being inside my wife,” He
whispered.

“Mmmmmm,” she responded,
lowering her lips to his for a long kiss. “You like my wet pussy?”
she purred.

“You know I do,” Don
answered.

“I know how you love to
fuck me after I’ve gotten some black dick, so Elon stopped at the
park by the lake on the way home and fucked me less than a half
hour ago.” Her words were rushed and short, the idea of it creaming
her pussy further, a wetness Don could feel as she did.

They continued kissing as
Don’s hands found her breasts and he squeezed softly. She started
ever so slowly, rocking on his cock in light movements, so light
that he wasn't sure she was actually moving, but she continued in
that same slow way, slowly increasing her movements as the moments
flew by, not breaking their kiss, their breaths hot on each other’s
cheeks, not speaking, but at the same time in tune with the others'
feelings and sensations, and their reaction to the touches and the
movements from the breathing alone.

It was almost as if a
button had been pressed, one minute it was slow languid sex and the
next Erin exploded in a needy passion of shoving her body hard down
on his, grinding their pelvises together roughly as they fucked,
her movements more demanding, rotating her body around his cock in
small circular motions, the steady moving in and out on his cock
picking up the pace and her vocal volume, finally breaking the so
very long kiss and Erin gasping for breath, more vocal than he had
ever heard her.

“Oh God yes, Fuck me! Fuck
this slut! Let me ride that hard cock!” Erin began to bounce on my
thighs, faster and faster as I pulled on her nipples. “Harder, pull
my tits harder,” she begged, her movements on her body no longer
controlled by her thought but by her pure basic animal need and
passion. She was in heat.

“Oh no, no, Oh God!” she
exclaimed, rocking off his cock and squirting on long gushes,
soaking his body, the couch, the rug, and then guiding his cock
back inside her, igniting a second orgasm in her even better than
the first. She had just started coming when Don let go, but he held
on, his cock still hard but fading, just as she reached her big
orgasm, the one that weakened her muscles and left her collapsing
on the couch beside him and gasping for breath.

Erin rose up and moved under his arm after
getting her breath, kissing him again.

“You ok with the tat? I worried about how
you might react.”

“Your body, it's out of sight, if you like
it, I'm good with it, but you had better like it, because it is not
going to wash off with alcohol.”

“I know,” she said, “I do like it. I’ve
earned it. At the time I got it I wanted it more than you could
imagine.”

“I knew there would be a story there
somewhere,” Don kidded, “but it is so slutty—a good slutty
though.”

“Oh there's a story, Don. I was bad. Very
bad,” she grinned, “Just like you wanted. And as much as I would
love to stay up and tell you I am so tired from the past few days I
am dead on my feet. I am about to fall asleep talking to you, if
you don't mind love.”

“You know how bad I want to hear the
details.”

“I do know,” she said, and I will tell you
tomorrow, I promise.”

“Meanwhile you said you'd give me the
highlights,” Don said, “I will hold you to that.”

“OK, I did say that. Highlights. Here you
go. Your wife is a slut. I’ve said it but this weekend I earned it.
You always wanted to see that side of me, and you have at times,
but not like now. Now I am a genuine slut. No, not just a slut, but
a black cock slut. A marked black cock slut. Maybe even a ho. You
know what that tat means?”

“No,” he told her, assuming it meant like
the Q of spades that she was available to black men.

“It is not “available”, like the rub-on tat,
because anyone seeing that is already going to be looking at my
bare pussy and will almost certainly be getting ready to put his
cock inside me. What it means is that I've had a black cock inside
me, a bare black cock that unloaded a load of cum in me, and it
tells the next black man to fuck me that not only have I had black
cock before, but that I love it, that I prefer it, and that he will
soon find out how much I enjoy black dick, almost like a promise
that he knows he is in for an enthusiastic fuck.”

“Prefer?” Don questioned.

“Don't think I'm talking about you, married
sex is different, comforting, loving. But if I had a choice between
black dick or white dick, with all other things equal, I'm going
black,” Erin said. “I made up my mind on that this weekend.”

“So I take it you got a lot of black dick
this weekend?”

“You know I did, you sent me away with
Elon.”

“That's not what I meant,” I said.

She laughed sleepily, “Oh yeah, Elon did
tell me he’d texted you when we were on the plane that he’d bumped
into William, who was going there too. Yes, I fucked him too, Elon
shared me with him. Elon was my substitute husband, and I’m a
shared wife, so yes we did. She was nodding her head, trying to
hold it up. “There’s more but I'm so sleepy, honey, and the plane
trip was just so tiring...”

“Come on, let's go to bed,” Don said,
helping her up on her weak legs and leading her up the stairs to
their bedroom. He slid the stretch skirt down her tanned legs, and
helped her under the bedcovers, nude. She was asleep before he even
started to cover her, and as she lay on her back Don stared at the
black spade now prominent on her bare and previously unblemished
pussy.

She had explained what it meant, but Don
wondered if this weekend would mean in the future. He had wanted a
slut—now he had one.


CHAPTER 12

 


The first day after a holiday was always
crammed with work, and Don left while Erin was still sleeping. She
had the covers pulled over her upper body, her long legs sticking
out. It took very little movement of the sheet to reveal her bare
pussy, and there it was, not a dream or something Don had imagined.
There was a permanent tattoo as a reminder of her weekend away from
him. Don considered calling in to take the day off, but he knew he
couldn't. He left her there still asleep, the bedcovers not
covering his wife from the waist down.

Don found it nearly impossible to
concentrate at work, looking forward to the afternoon when he
returned home to his hot wife.

 


***

 


When he arrived Erin had been home from her
job an hour earlier, and Erin had a candle lit dinner, steaks,
wine, and met Don at the door in a sheer white top and tight red
skirt. Her hair was pulled back, and in the dim light her makeup
was darker around her eyes, and her new lipstick a brighter shade
of red than he was used to seeing on her. She looked exotic.

“Hello husband, I'm glad your home,” she
said, wrapping her arms around him and pressing her body against
him. Her perfume was fragrant and strong. “I have your supper
ready.”

Don was impressed, flattered, and hungry.
And impatient to hear about her weekend. He started, “About the
week...”

“Shusshh,” she smiled, holding her index
finger up to her bright red lips, “we have all night to talk about
that after dinner, just enjoy the food and tell me about work.”
They talked through dinner about his job, the kids, small events
that had happened while she had been gone. All the while Don’s mind
was racing about what had happened, and he was squirming in the
seat, his cock half-hard in anticipation.

He was rushing and anxious to get through
dinner, but she was tormenting him the way she was dragging it out.
She was loving it too, eating slow, looking Don in the eyes as she
chewed, half smiling the entire time. Finally she took her last
bite. The bottle of wine was empty.

 


***

 


“Let's go out by the pool,” Don said,
standing.

“After we get the dishes put away,” she
required, so again he helped load the dishwasher as she washed the
pots and pans, and opened a second bottle of wine. Finally she was
through, and turned to me. “OK, now I'm all yours.”

With the wine in an iced bucket beside them
they held two full glasses and she sat beside him in the two-seater
swing. Looking Don in the eye she told me, “I want to thank you for
allowing this to happen. It was one of the best times I've ever had
in my life.”

“My pleasure,” Don answered.

“No MY pleasure, but that is what you want
to hear about, huh?” I nodded. She leaned over against me. “A lot
of it I can't be too specific because I was drinking, distracted,
and enjoying rather than remembering, but some of it will come back
later I'm sure... I know how you like details but I had better
start chronologically, just liked it happened,” adding “I may have
gone far beyond what you envisioned when we started hotwifing, and
this weekend may have taken things up an level or two—and I hope
you’re ok with that.”

Don didn’t answer, suddenly apprehensive on
what she might tell him.


PART II

CHAPTER 13 - ERIN’S
VACATION

 


Erin was horny, and the sex the night before
she and Elon left and that morning only made her hornier. This was
so out of character for her, for her marriage, ever for her
hotwifing. On a few hours’ notice she had gone from being
disappointed on missing a much anticipated beach trip to calling a
favorite black lover to accompany her.

When she invited him to stay over Erin knew
the sex part of the vacation would be starting that night, and she
wasn’t disappointed. But the good black fucking, married sex with
hubby, and then getting up early in the morning for some
spontaneous morning sex, had just gotten her stared. Now all she
could think about was how soon she could get there and get Elon’s
big cock back inside her.

Her mind wasn’t about the beach, or a
vacation, or even the resort. It was about sex. An as she thought
about it she realized a part of the rush was going somewhere that
she would be on the arm of a black man, letting everyone around her
know that she was getting black dick. And to be sure no one
misunderstood the message, she began planning to dress as hot as
she dared the first morning there.

 


***

 


Once in the car driving away, Elon and Erin
sipped on their coffee and started driving South. Elon looked over
at her and finally said, “Come out with it, you’ve been sitting
there with that half-grin on your face ever since we turned the
corner of your street.”

“I’m just excited about the trip,” she
said.

“The trip or the sex?”

“You know the sex is a big part of it,” I
said, “you just got me started last night and this morning.”

“Well there will be plenty of that,” he
grinned.

“That’s what I’m counting on,” Erin
laughed.

“What are you anticipating, what would you
like to do?” he asked.

“Not really thought about it,” she said,
“get some sun, have some drinks, have some sex, get some sleep, and
have some more sex. If we do nothing but that it will be a very
relaxing vacation for me. It has just been so long since I’ve had
any time off, any down time, and I’m just stressed out,” I
explained.

“You fatigued?” Elon asked.

“No, I am not tired at all physically.
Mentally I need a few days away from reality. I just need to get a
break and get my mind off everything here. Managing the household
finances with more bills than money. Family that pulls me into the
middle of every tiff. My husband’s work. All the demands to be
here, go there. I just want a few days without having to make a
decision.”

“You mean that?” Elon asked, suddenly acting
more interested than he had been.

“Yes,” Erin said. “If I didn’t have to make
a decision until we get back home it would be fine with me.” Elon
broke into a wide toothy grin.

“So you are putting that cute white wife
body in my capable hands for three nights and days, needing me to
provide a distraction with a minimum of decisions by you? If I
heard you right then these next few days are going to be more fun
and much hotter than I had anticipated.”

Something about the way he said it was a
little cocky, so Erin shot back, “Promise? Talk is cheap you
know?”

“Tell me that Monday evening,” Elon
answered, “and yes, girl I do promise. Do you?”

“Do I what?” Erin asked

“First, promise to let me make your
decisions this weekend.”

Erin thought for a second, cautious,
wondering what she might be agreeing to. She hedged. “I promise I
will let you make the decisions unless it gets to the point that I
can’t. I will try my best to try it your way.”

“Close enough,” Elon said.

They chit-chatted for the next hour, stopped
at a Pilot for a coffee and bathroom break, and once back in the
car Elon pulled Erin over to him and gave her a long intimate kiss,
a kiss that promised more late, snaking his hand in through the
open arms of her dress to feel up her boobs. “I’ve been dying to do
that for the last hour,” he said, “Love that dress.”

With that as a start, the conversation
easily drifted around to sex fantasies, and how Erin and Don had
started hotwifing. In the times they’d met Elon they had never
taken the time to really get to know each other and had never
talked about their sexual histories and evolution. Erin told Elon
that this trip was knocking out a lot of firsts for them.

“Which ones?” Elon asked.

“This will be my first overnight with any
man other than my husband,” Erin explained. “It is first time I
will see someone on back to back days. You just have to understand
that I’ve not had a huge amount of sexual variety or experiences
until 10 months ago. I’m still playing a lot of catch up.”

“Any particular other fantasies that you’ll
like to try or add to your firsts list in the next few days,” Elon
asked.

“Eleven months ago I would have said doing a
black man,” Erin laughed, “but you fixed that.”

“Any regrets on that?”

“Only that we didn’t try it sooner,” she
shot back. “And I think one of my most common fantasies will be
fulfilled automatically this weekend,” Erin admitted. “Being taken
out for a date with a black man, being seen in public on his arm…”
She paused wondering, if she should admit it to Elon, but she did.
“The idea of a black lover showing off his white girlfriend is a
special fantasy of mine.”

“Oh yeah, that one will be fun, showing off
my white lover works for me too,” he said. “And Erin, if you’ll
trust me on the decisions like you said, I promise we’ll get a few
more firsts knocked down before you get home.”

“Like what?” She said hesitantly.

“I thought you didn’t want to make
decisions,” Elon said. “Besides, I’ve cleared this with Don.”

“Cleared what?”

“You and me being limited only by our own
limitations. He’s kool with whatever we do, as long as you’re
willing.” Elon reached into his pocket and handed Erin a letter.
She recognized Don’s handwriting. “He gave it to me this
morning.”

 


It read:

 


My dear Erin,

Have a good time, and enjoy anything and
everything on this brief vacation.

You’ve earned a break, and try to not even
think about home while you’re away. Forget you’re married, forget
your inhibitions, and let go. Have a great time.

You are officially loaned to Elon for the
next four days and three nights. I’m passing all husband privileges
to him for that time.

Remember you are away from home, know no one
there, and you can be as slutty as you like! Take advantage of it.
Enjoy it. I love you.

Your husband,

Don.

P. S. Note the word “loan”. Remember who is
your full-time husband and where home is.

 


“So that’s why you’re smiling,” she taunted.
“From this letter it would appear my husband has loaned me to you
for the next three days.”

“Erin,” Elon said, “you’re smiling too.”

“I know. Keep your eyes on the road,” she
said, leaning over to unbuckle his belt, unbuttoning and unzipping
his pants and pulling his big thick cock out that would be all hers
for the next three days.

Erin started sucking his cock as he drove.
She didn’t care who saw. Erin could tell he slowed down beside a
couple of trucks because they both blew their horns. She sucked and
played with his black cock for about 15 minutes, not trying to make
him cum, but keeping him hard. A couple of times he tried stroking
in and out of her mouth, and she let him for a few pumps before she
would pull off him. Erin knew he could drive with his cock in her
mouth, but she wasn’t so certain how good a driver he would be in
the middle of cumming. He seemed to enjoy it.

 


***

 


They did a park and ride at the airport that
let them off close to security. The line was light, and she was
aware of the too long glances from some of the older white couples
seeing this tall well-built black man and his white girlfriend
hanging on him as they walked to the gate.

In the gate area before they could take a
seat a tall black man on the other side of the room yelled, “Elon!”
and rushed to them. They hugged for the three-pats-to-the-shoulder
man-hug and the long hand shake. “How you been man? You on this
flight too?”

Erin stood to the side, and Elon caught her
out of the corner of his eye. “Sorry,” he said, “let me introduce
you. William, this is my friend Erin. Erin, this is William, he was
one of the best tight ends I ever played with. He was my teammate
in college.”

“Pleased to meet you,” Erin said, extending
her hand.

William took her hand and pulled her to him
in a hug, pressing her soft breasts into him, noticing that as he
rubbed up her back there was no bra strap. “I don’t shake hands
girl, especially when she looks as good as you do.” He released her
and smiled at Elon, looking Erin up and down. “Damn man, you’re
doing pretty good looks like.”

“I think so,” Elon said.

“I think so too,” William complimented. They
chatted more, discovered they were going to the same resort, and
that William was taking a potential client on this trip, hoping to
get his signature on a contract by getting the client out of a
professional office setting.

“I got to spend some time on business, but
we need to get together and hang out some, like old times,” William
said.

“I’m sure we can have some time together,
maybe a meal?” Elon said, starting to ask Erin if it would be ok,
and Erin half-expected him to ask—but he didn’t. Erin realized that
Elon has just made the first decision for her. She was actually
relieved that she didn’t have to make that decision.

The boarding call came and she hurriedly
called Don for a last time, and took her seat by Elon. She laid her
head over on him and dozed as they flew toward Cozumel.


CHAPTER 14

 


By lunchtime they were landing in Cozumel.
The resort had a bus waiting when they cleared customs, and since
they had gained an hour due to the time zones, they were checking
into their 4th floor ocean-front room by 12:30. They had
their clothes off and were on the bed by 12:35.Erin had never
wanted a cock inside as bad in her life, her mind constantly
thinking about fucking him as they sat together on the plane.

“Get them clothes off girl, I want some of
that white married pussy,” Elon demanded.

“I want some of that big black cock, too”
she answered back, and without waiting Elon picked Erin up in his
thick arms and tossed her back on the bed, shoving her tee up above
her boobs without removing it, sliding her skirt up, and ripping
off her thong.

“I don’t want no more panties between me and
that white cunt anymore,” Elon said, “don’t bother putting them on
again.” He buried his face in her pussy and she started cumming
immediately, his face brushing against her closely trimmed landing
strip on her pubis.

“I want that pussy shaved bare too,” Elon
said. Erin nodded. He stood up and pulled his shirt over his head
as she lay on the bed with her legs spread, waiting. Erin touched
her soaked pussy, wet with her juices and his saliva, parting her
swollen pussy lips as Elon dropped his pants and moved forward,
hurriedly burying his cock all the way inside her in one stroke. It
felt like a ball bat was shoved up inside her and after the second
pump inside her his cock was so soaked with her juices that lube
was not a problem as her pussy adjusted and stretched to
accommodate his oversized girth.

“I love fucking your bareback,” Elon
whispered, “I love dropping my cum inside you.”

Erin squirted as she came in the missionary
position. Elon rolled to his back and had her straddle him, telling
her he wanted to play with her milky white tits, and he talked
dirtier that he ever had before. “Get on this black cock and ride
slut, you love this black dick inside you don’t you.”

“I do. I love it,” she said. Elon wasn’t
satisfied with that.

“Say it!”

“I love your black cock inside me,” saying
the dirty words aloud increasing her arousal.

“You a slut for it?”

“You know I’m a slut for it,” she responded,
meaning every word of it at that moment. “I’m your black slut.”

“Give me that pussy,” he said, shoving his
pelvis forward to bounce her in the air as she moved over him,
“Give me my pussy.”

“It’s your pussy, take it. Fill it,” she
said, cumming again.

“On your knees, you hot whore,” Elon said.
It was the first time he called her a whore, but he wasn’t going to
let up seeing how much hotter it made her. Elon moved behind her as
she raised her ass to him and he drove into her again, his body
slamming into hers, the collision of their bare bodies making a
loud pop, pop, pop as his body rhythmically rammed into her. Elon
grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled Erin’s head back, holding
her body against him, shoving his dick so hard inside their that
her boobs were slamming almost up against her chin, so hard she
knew they would be sore the next day.

The combination of the exhilaration of his
strong fucking and the mind game he was doing to her head had her
cumming and squirting again. “Take it, take this cum,” he moaned as
he finished up inside Erin doggie style, cumming inside her and
holding her hips hard against him until he had emptied every last
bit of his cum into her.

Elon pushed Erin over to her side, falling
with her without removing his cock, spooning behind her. They
napped like that. Sometime during the nap Elon went soft and slid
out of her.

Erin opened her eyes and looked for the
clock. It was 3 p.m. Elon was washing his face in the bathroom, and
he walked into the room still naked, his long black cock hanging
down over his balls, every bit as long soft as it was hard. Erin
drank in the tall broad shouldered man in front of her, his dark
black skin tight against his toned muscles. She took a quick breath
at the realization that she was going to enjoy this man for three
uninterrupted days.

Elon stretched back over the bed at right
angles to her, sliding his hand out to caresses her breast. “I love
how soft your tits are, Erin,” he smiled.

“I’m glad you like them,” Erin said, feeling
Elon’s hand slide lower, brushing over her closely cropped
pussy.

“Why don’t you go shave that thing all
smooth and silky for me, get you a shower if you want, and let’s
get on the beach,” he said.

“Well I…”

Erin started to object but Elon stopped her,
stating firmly, “Listen here my little slut, you said I’m making
the decisions, remember? Go do it. You’ll get your pussy eaten a
lot more.”

Erin said nothing more, padding into the
bathroom and turning on the shower, taking his shaving cream and a
new blade in her razor, and carefully trimmed away what little hair
she had there. She dried, powdered, and naked walked back into the
room. Elon was in swim trunks and a tight tee shirt, with
sandals.

“You approve?” Erin asked, looking down at
her bare pubis.

“Damn right I do. Looks much better. We
wasting daylight girl, that beach is calling.”

Erin rummaged through her swimsuits and
found a brief orange bikini, pulled a white fishnet cover up over
it, and picked up her beach bag. As they neared the water she saw a
sign pointing to the right that said “prude” and to the left that
said, “nude”.

“Go left,” Elon said.

Erin paused, and obediently turned in that
direction. They walked under a small tiki bar and onto the sand,
and Erin saw a small sign. “Warning, nude beach.”

“We can put our clothes in your beach bag,”
Elon said, stripping down his trunks. Erin hesitated, looked around
nervously at the nude people in view, a variety of ages and sizes.
She did note that there were no interracial couples in view. She
looked at Elon and he glared at her, motioning with his head that
she took as a nudge to get her clothes off. Almost as quick as she
had hesitated, she felt a surge of confidence and unhooked her
swimsuit to and slid her bikini bottoms down her legs, carefully
stepping out of them to avoid sand getting in. Elon picked up the
bag, and took her hand, leading her out onto the sands.

Erin tried to figure out how to cover
herself with her hands, but realized how silly that looked, instead
choosing to keep her hands down, shoulders back and her breasts
shoved out, high and forward.

This was certainly something new for her.
Elon led her to a blond girl in her early 20’s sitting at a table
reading a book. “Excuse me,” Elon said, reaching into the bag, “but
would you mind taking a photo of us?” The girl nodded, and taking
the camera focused with the couple in front of her, striking
contrasts in height, as he towered over the smaller white woman,
and her creamy white skin in striking contrast to the glistening
black skin of her companion. Elon wrapped his arm around her, his
hand just under her left breast, his thumb resting on the side of
her breasts In the background the photo would show the tiki bar and
the clothed people sitting there. The girl shot a couple of shots
and returned the camera, turning back to her book.

“This is the first one we’ll show Don,” Elon
kidded, looking back at the photo in the camera.

Erin felt the soft warm ocean breeze across
her body, felt her brown nipples turn rigid, the flesh of her
areolas tighten. This was the only visible sign that Erin was in a
rush. She wondered for a second if it was an out of body
experience. Here she was, totally nude, in public, holding hands
and posing for pictures with this Adonis of a man, his skin solid
black and glistening, with a long cock hanging down between his
legs.

That Erin and Elon stood out in the crowd
was a gross understatement.

Elon has the air and confidence of the
athlete he was, but there was more to it, hard to describe but that
extra little bit of air that exuded from him that he has the
ability to have a beautiful white woman like this, with those soft
white breasts bouncing ever so slightly with each step, who was
looking up at him smiling. He was rubbing their nose in it—and she
was too, doing something that few if any of the people on that
beach could do.

Erin was totally in sync with the black man
leading her down the beach. From the steps, the attitude, the vibe,
he was showing her off, his trophy, his conquest, his white piece
of pussy he would be fucking soon. Very soon…and the woman was
eagerly anticipating that.

Those were the thoughts running the Erin’s
mind as they walked. She glanced out of the corner of her eyes, the
exact location she was looking concealed by her sunglasses, but she
wasn’t embarrassed by the stares. It excited her. And it was not
hard to pick out the stares. Some were stares of disapproval—and
others were not only of approval but of envy. And the woman who
stared at Elon and then looked at her—it did something to her mind.
It was a victory she was winning in her self-confidence, in her
sexuality.

She knew with this trip she had taken her
lifestyle experiences, lack of inhibitions, and sexuality to a new
level—a level she was becoming lost in, a level she wanted to
explore to the fullest. It was like a drug and she was addicted.
Yes she was married, but not for this trip, or if married, she was
in a three-day temporary marriage/loan to another man, a large
black man.

Erin had jokingly given him her permission
to make the decisions for her on this trip and deep down she knew
what she wanted to do was to please him, and to coast along this
weekend getting fucked, getting shown off, relaxing, escaping her
real world. She was determined to resist her natural inclination to
keep control by giving no resistance to what Elon might decide. She
would not have done this with Don—but for these three days Erin was
going to do her best to go, give up the decision making, the
control, “up to a point” she said to herself. She was going to give
up as much control as much as she could.

Erin was finalizing this in her mind as she
walked further down the beach, and the more she felt the stares;
the more she stood erect, arched her back, thrust her out breasts,
high and proud. She saw an older woman staring at her. The older
woman was 30 pounds overweight, in a modest swimsuit, and obviously
unhappy seeing a beautiful white woman with a black man. Erin saw
the words, “slut” mouthed on her lips. It was unmistakable.

“Damn right,” Erin mouthed off, tugging at
Elon’s arm to get him to stop and pressing her naked body against
him, pulling his head to hers for a kiss, almost in front of the
older woman. “Elon, your slut loves this,” she smiled.

“I think we’d better get a spot near here,”
Elon said, or I’m going to draw some attention with a big hard
on.”

Elon spread the blanket and they lay down on
it. Elon carefully applied her suntan oil completely over her body.
He had sensed the change in Erin, that soft transition from that of
a wife getting to a beach and fucking on the same level she had
back home, with her husband watching, with that same bit of
reservation. Their fuck in the hotel room had been the same. It was
as if Don was in the room watching, with them, as if Erin expected
to open her eyes and see him standing there, camera in hand,
approving, smiling.

Elon knew that was not the case now. He had
seen it before. He could tell sense it when he first talked to her
on the phone, the repressed hidden sexuality that was just starting
to emerge—and the first time he had put his cock inside her he
knew. She had potential. Not just to be a slut, but to be a
hungry-for-black-dick slut. He termed it a “certified” black cock
slut, a woman who loved black dick beyond what most women could
envision, who enjoyed a plateau of pleasure from it that few women
achieve.

And almost like an addiction a woman who
wanted to be challenged, for whom part of the rush was more—of
anything—of everything. It usually took him a year to get a white
wife to that level. He had done it a few times before, each time
considering himself lucky to find a willing participant.

Elon knew it would be quicker with Erin,
much quicker. He looked over at her breathing softly, eyes closed
in the sun, each breath raising and lowering those soft inviting
tits, her nipples soft and areolas wide, a sheen of sun block
making them glisten.

Elon could tell she was as turned on to this
as he was, and she was thinking about it too, he bet. Elon could
see the moisture at her pussy lips. Not pouring, but enough of it
within the edge of those lips he could see, and knew she was
aroused.

Nah, he didn’t just have a slut with him
this time, he had a woman half way to black cock slut—and before
they left she will have attaining that mental ranking, and perhaps,
his goal with all white wives. He was going to make her his
ultimate rank for a white wife, a ‘ho’.

Elon considered pulling her naked body to
him for a wet kiss as their oiled bodies slid against each other.
But he didn’t. He didn’t because he could feel what was going on
inside that pretty brunette head. Half his battle was being won as
she lay there. He closed his eyes and dozed off.

Elon awoke and opened his eyes, watching
Erin on her back, holding a book, and reading. It was time to get
this slut’s training started.

“Hey,” he said. Erin turned her head to him.
“We’ve had enough of this sun; I want my black cock cumming inside
that wet warm white married pussy.”

Erin smiled back, “Honestly I was thinking
exactly the same thing.” Elon smiled inwardly, his mind screaming,
“YES!” He has pegged her right.

When they reached the edge of the nude beach
when Erin reached for her swimsuit, Elon told her, “Just wear your
cover up.”

“You can see through it!” Erin
protested.

“I know. Erin, you’ve just been laying naked
on a beach for the last hour. Put the cover up on and let’s go. No
one here knows you.” Erin didn’t argue further, pulling on the
crochet top whose open weave cover little or nothing, and buttoning
it again took Elon’s hand and they walked through the lobby to the
elevators.

“Arch your back, show off those beautiful
tits,” Elon said.


CHAPTER
15

 


There was little to remove in the room, and
the entire time Erin lay on the beach she was anticipating and
thinking about getting back to the room for more fucking. “I am a
slut,” Erin said as Elon ate her pussy. “The more I fuck the more I
want to fuck. I thought I’d be tired by the trip, but I’m not, I
just want to fuck—and fuck some more.”

“That’s my girl,” Elon said, sliding two
long back fingers into her pussy and massaging her g-spot, placing
his other hand at the top of her pubis as if to meet his probing
fingers, instantly producing the wet squishing orgasm that warmed
his hand as she came. He rolled over between her open and inviting
legs. “Enough foreplay, girl,” he said, “Time for me to tap that
white pussy again.” He positioned his body as Erin held his hard
cock and positioned it at her swollen pussy lips, moving the head
over her pussy lips and clit, coating the head of his cock with her
juices and he continued lowering his body, his cock easing into her
welcoming juicy pussy.

“Yes,” Erin whispered, feeling his turgid
cock inside her, “this is my kind of vacation.”

“A fucking vacation,” Elon agreed, pulling
all the way out and hold his cock there, vibrating in anticipation,
ready to thrust back into her, but waiting until her body told him
how back she really wanted it, waiting as she arched her pelvis up
to impale herself on his cock. “That’s my girl, take that big black
cock.”

“Yesssss,” Erin said, grunting as Elon
slammed his body hard into her, pressing her down into the mattress
and kissing her mouth hard, both hands moving to her breasts and
squeezing, holding a nipple between the thumb and forefinger in
each hand, pressing until she moaned, almost pain almost pleasure,
but he did not stop kissing her, pumping into her harder and more
rapid, lightening up on the pressure but not moving his hand.

Elon slowed, longer slow strokes that pulled
him all the way out of her pussy and all the way back into to
bottom out, his pelvis grinding against her clit, trying to push
his cock even further inside her. He let go of her breasts,
propping his body on his elbows, and holding his cock inside her
rotating his pelvis against hers. “Ohhhh,” Erin exclaimed, her
hands seeking and finding his and guiding them back to her
breasts.

Elon softly took her breasts in each hand,
the same position as before with her nipples between each thumb and
forefinger, and withdrew from her dripping pussy.

“Like that?” he asked, squeezing her tits
hard again, pinching her nipples harder as he slammed into her
hard, holding his cock inside her and grinding again, releasing his
grip as he withdrew and squeezing and pinching each time he slammed
into her, increasing the thrusts until he was squeezing her breasts
as if he was pumping a blub, matching his hard pumping assault in
her.

“Love it, Oh god I love it,” Erin screamed,
arching her back and lifting Elon’s body with it. Elon could feel
her pussy convulsing around his cock, tightening and loosening in
an almost vibrating motion, cumming. But she didn’t stop. In a few
second as he continued fucking she began a second orgasm on the
heels of the others.

“Cum on this black cock,” Elon said, and as
if on command Erin started squirting. “Feel this black cum fill
your cunt.”

“Fill me full of your cum, cum inside me,”
Erin moaned, her writhing body with her legs wrapped around Elon’s,
her hands on his ass pulling him inside her. She felt the cum
running out of her while he was still stroking the last few
strokes, and then pouring when he withdrew and rolled to her left,
both of the struggling for long breaths of air and a sheen of sweat
on their bodies.

Erin rolled to him and threw her leg over
his hard black body, dozing off for a quick power nap as she did,
later waking him by sucking his cock and repeating their fuck
again, this time with the video camera on for Don.

 


***

 


It was dark when Erin awoke again, and Elon
was already in the shower. Erin wiped her eyes and still nude
walked to the shower and opened the curtain, seeing Elon half
covered with soap. “Mind if I join you?” she asked.

“Nothing I’d like better,” Elon said,
extending his soapy hands, “Here, let me get some soap on you.”

They soaped and washed each other, touching
every part of each other’s bodies. Erin enjoyed how different their
two different colors of fleshes appeared under the coating of white
bubbles. He turned her around and still soapy ran his hands over
her breasts as she looked down at the dark black hands holding her.
She could feel his cock against her ass.

“Wanna fuck now or wanna get some food
first,” Elon asked. “If we don’t stop right now we’re going to be
way late for our dinner reservations as I’m gonna fuck you right
here in the shower.

“We’ve got three days,” Erin answered,
“Let’s go eat and catch up when we get back.” They rinsed and dried
off. “What would you like me to wear?” Erin asked.

“Oh, something simple for the first night,
how about that short jeans skirt and a button up white blouse—and
no underwear remember,” Elon said.

“That makes it easy enough,” Erin said,
going to her dresser and removing those articles of clothing from
the drawers. She pulled them on quickly as Elon dressed in khaki
pants and a white polo, the sleeves tight against his thick
muscular arms. Erin had buttoned the blouse all the way up, leaving
just the top button undone, but Elon stepped close and began
unbuttoning it, first one more button, then a second, and Erin was
wondering how low he would go. He was running out of buttons, when
he stopped with the blouse unbuttoned below her breasts, from the
side exposing much of her breasts but the blouse was tight enough
that her nipples would not be seen. She turned sideways and looked
at herself in the mirror. Not totally revealing but sexy enough to
make anyone do a second glance, looking for that peek-a-boo moment.
OK, Erin thought to herself, if I’m going to let go I’m going to
let go. She took Elon’s hand as he led her out the door.

Before dinner they passed a small shop with
sexy resort wear on the mannequins in the window, thin beach cover
ups, brief swimsuits, and some sexy tops and dresses with lace
inserts, cut outs, and one dress with a four inch wide gap on each
side connected by small gold chains. That dress caused Elon to
stop, lead Erin inside, where she tried on that dress and a
half-dozen other outfits, each more daring than the last, each
showing the hint of flesh, the edge of an areola, a wide open back,
and each cut in a manner in which it would be impossible to wear
underwear.

Elon bought her a gold ankle chain with an
I, heart, and BBC on it, and toe rings for each foot. In the shoe
department was a pair of open toe high heels with straps around the
upper ankles and “D” rings on the outer edges.

“Easy to tie your legs apart with those
heels on girl,” Elon teased. They had a pair in her size and Elon
bought those. From there they went to the cosmetic counter where he
had her try different lipstick colors until he found the brightest
red she had ever seen and bought that.

“If I wear all this together I’ll look like
a whore,” Erin complained.

“There is a fine line between looking really
hot and sexy, versus slutty and whorish. For this trip we are
leaning toward the whorish all right. Roll with it girl.” Erin
giggled and nodded.

With the dresses in two bags Elon paid for
them, telling the clerk that they wouldn’t be going back to their
room before the shop closed, so they would pick them up the next
morning.

 


***

 


They were late for their dinner
reservations, but a $20.00 bill found them a corner booth that
normally sat four. Elon sat on the inside, and Erin sat on his
right. From where he was sitting he could see her entire breast but
she was hidden from the rest of the room.

“Damn Erin, you got great tits,” Elon said,
“just made for wrapping my big black hands around.”

Erin was already horny from the hot clothes
she had tried on, and taunted, “What about your lips on my nipples,
you don’t think they were made for that too?”

“Indeed, indeed,” Elon said.

“Hey you all,” a voice said. They both
looked up to see William standing at the table with a drink in his
hand. Uninvited he slid into the booth opposite Erin. “Have to meet
my business contact in a few minutes but he’s late, saw you two
over here and thought I’d say hi.”

“Glad you did, man,” Elon smiled.

“Me too,” looking across the table at Erin
in a manner that made Erin assume he was wondering what she would
look like with her clothes off. “Damn, Erin, you are lookin’ good,”
he smiled.

William glanced at Elon. “I was just telling
Erin that, complimenting her on what great tits she has.”

“They certainly look nice from here,”
William complimented.

“You oughta see how they look from here,”
Elon said.

“Huh?” William said. Erin was a little
shocked at the two black men discussing her body parts. She was
dressing like this for Elon’s enjoyment. She suddenly felt
self-conscious.

Elon smiled, “Scoot over here beside me.”
William did so and Erin started to cover up. “Don’t cover up girl,
tits like that don’t need to be covered up, let William here enjoy
the view.” She didn’t move as Elon extended a hand and pinching a
bit of cloth deftly tugged, pulling her blouse away from her breast
so that from the side her entire breast was visible. Under
William’s stare she felt her nipples harden.

“Damn, great tits,” William said, staring,
scooting back, looking back at Erin. “Thank you, the high point of
my evening so far,” he smiled.

“You’re welcome,” Erin responded, a special
wet rush coursing through her at being shown off this way.

“Well tell me,” William asked, “How did you
two get together?”

Elon and Erin glanced at each other, and
Erin, emboldened told him, “Tell him. I don’t mind.”

“I answered an ad she and her husband ran on
an interracial site. They wanted the experience.” Elon said.

William looked non pulsed, but his eyes did
widen. “No shit? Dayum”. He looked at Erin more direct now. “Guess
you liked the experience,” he smiled.

“I did indeed,” Erin answered.

Your husband know you’re here?” he
asked.

“Yes, he was coming but had to work on a
special project at the last minute, so he invited Elon to bring me
instead.” She looked boldly back at William. “Elon is filling in
for my husband in all ways on this trip.”

“All ways?”

“Yes all ways.” Elon smiled slyly at
William. “He is fucking me—quite well,” she teased, trying to make
William uncomfortable.

“Damn, that is interesting,” William said.
He looked across the room to the hostess stand at a thick medium
height man pacing, staring at William. “Shit. How long he been
there?” he said to himself. Turning to Erin and Elon, saying “I
know there has to be a lot more interesting stuff to this story but
my business contact has been waiting at the front for a few minutes
already. I had no idea the conversation was going to have such an
interesting turn, but I have to run. I hope to hear more about this
later.” He didn’t wait for an answer but walked away.

Elon laughed, “I think you’re getting into
being out with a black man, Erin. If I had picked the way to tease
William I couldn’t have picked it better.”

“Truthfully I can’t even joke about this
interracial lifestyle stuff to anyone at home, they wouldn’t
understand.”

“What, about your love of black dick? He
knew.”

“Is it that obvious?” Erin said.

“Yeah, black men know, you just have that
look—of course the fact that you’re here with me makes that a
little more obvious too,” Elon said. “Besides, I know William well;
he’d fuck you in a heartbeat. He likes white pussy almost as much
as I do.”

“He’s hot. I’d say he gets all he
wants.”

“I’m sure he does. Should I take it you want
to fuck him?” Elon asked.

“I’m here with you,” Erin said. “You are my
substitute husband for the weekend.”

“You husband shares you, any reason your
substitute husband couldn’t share you too?”

Erin smiled, not answering his question.
“Right now after today’s travel I think I would just like to you to
take me back to the room and let’s fuck till we both exhausted, and
wake up in the morning together naked in the bed and go from
there.”

“Sounds good to me,” Elon said, motioning to
the waiter for the check.

“You know this will be the first time I’ve
ever spent the entire night with a lover, or a black man,” Erin
commented.

“Then we’ve got to make it unforgettable,”
Elon said.

“It already is,” Erin smiled, standing
beside Elon, and not adjusting her open blouse, just taking his
hand has he led her from the booth through the tables now filled
with other resort guests. Across the room William was watching. His
friend Elon was going to be getting some good white pussy in a few
minutes.

 


***

 


William smiled to himself, recalling the
times he and Elon had played “good guy/bad guy” with some of the
white girls in college. There was one particular cute cheerleader
they had even doubled teamed. William smiled at the memory. He’d
have to hunt them up tomorrow. He turned back to the other black
man at his table and continued discussing their business deal. He
was a hard sell and William didn’t need the distraction of a white
girl confusing him.


CHAPTER
16

 


Elon has just finished fucking Erin, a long
sweaty hard pounding fuck. Erin lost count of the times he had made
her cum. Her side of the bed was soaked, and she lay against
him.

“Damn, that was the best fuck I’ve ever
had,” she said. “That was great.”

“Was pretty good wasn’t it. Good enough cap
for the evening?” Elon asked, drowsiness clouding his words.

“Absolutely,” Erin answered softly, almost
asleep herself.

“You never answered me in the restaurant,”
Elon said.

“About what?”

“About my sharing you,” Elon said
softly.

“I guess it would depend on who you wanted
to share me with,” Erin said, not quite aware of what she had said
as she drifted off to sleep.


CHAPTER 17
- SATURDAY MORNING

 


Erin awoke by the sunlight coming through
the hotel window, sleepily rolling away from the window and her
body giving a start as she saw the hulk of the black man lying in
the bed beside her. In an instant she realized where she was, and
what she was doing—and the sex filled day of the day before. She
was sore in joints, bruised in a couple of places as she eased out
of the bed, did her morning toilette and quietly came back to the
bed, closing the curtains and dozing off quickly.

Erin dreamed she was getting fucked by a
large black man, he was kissing on her breast, and she lowered her
hand to rub her clit, spreading her legs. Her pussy was wet, and
she dreamily remembered that she was in bed with just such a large
black man. She turned to her side and snuggled up against Elon. He
wrapped a beefy arm around her, cupping her left breast, kneading
it, kissing the back of her neck, and she felt his big cock
hardening against her ass. She ground her ass back against it,
feeling it get even harder.

Raising her right leg back over his, she
felt him guiding his cock against her pussy, moving his hands to
her hips, and languorously prodding his cock inside her.

“Mmmm, lay right there a minute, let me
enjoy the feeling of you inside me,” Erin whispered. Elon did as
she asked, and then began a deliberate slow fuck, just seeing how
slow he could make it, but still driving in and out of her pussy in
a controlled stroke. She was cumming by his 10th long
stroke, squirting by his 15th. He would hold his cock
inside her without moving for long seconds, and moving a single
stroke and hold again, trying to make it last, utilizing tantric
sex techniques. They fucked like that for 30 minutes, until Erin
whispered, “Fuck me harder, I want to your cum inside me.”

Elon moved her to her knees, moving behind
her doggy style and smashed his cock inside her, each inward stroke
adding a slap to her ass, alternating sides, and Erin was coming at
the exact moment he began spilling his load inside her.

They ordered room service, and at his
request she answered the door in a sheer top and g-string, the
Mexican waiter’s eyes bugging as he saw her, nervously shifting his
weight from one leg to the other while Erin signed the tab. They
rolled the meal to the balcony, where they looked out over the
ocean as they ate, Erin still in her sheer top. She expected
someone to come out on one of the other balconies and see her – but
they didn’t.

“You like the effect you had on the waiter?”
Elon asked.

“I did!” Erin laughed, “He didn’t know what
to do.”

“If he had been black I might have made you
his tip,” Elon joked.

“Too bad,” Erin teased back.

 


***

 


After breakfast they again went to the nude
beach, this time with Elon’s arm around her waist the entire way,
making it clear that this good looking white woman was his.

As they walked along Erin was thinking the
same thing—wanting everyone to see this beautiful white woman with
this hard bodied tall black man. She threw her shoulders back and
stood straight; jutting her breasts out in outline against the thin
white tee she was wearing. She knew there was no need for a
swimsuit top today. More than a few people in the prude area around
the pool did second glances as the couple paraded past the “nudity
beyond this point sign.” Erin reveled in the looks—and was able to
tell the older men and women who were shocked or showed disapproval
versus those women in whose eyes she could see only envy

Damn this is hotter than I imagined, Erin
thought, the way we are not just walking to the beach but the way
Elon is showing off his white woman.

They stripped nude and even though just
minutes before she had been sucking that big black cock hanging
down over Elon’s heavy balls, even though she had that same cock
erect and inside her, she was still somewhat in awe of it—how big
it really was. How good it felt, and the desire already
returning.

They slowly applied suntan oil to each
other’s body, with Elon paying a lot of attention to her breasts,
tweaking her erect nipples as he did. “Don’t want these puppies to
get too burned to touch, now do we.”

A non-pulsed waiter came by with strong
drinks decorated with umbrellas, and they each took one.

As she lay there in the hot sun she pushed
her colder home away, remembering her husband’s admonition to have
a good time, to let herself go, Erin pushed out thoughts of her
life there, instead concentrating on this fantasy she was living
now, and as she drifted near sleep in the warm sun she dreamed the
image of a large black man looming over her, and the stretched wet
feeling of his hard cock was bringing a soft throb to her clit, the
sensation of her body thrashing beneath his pounding fucking. Let
go, hell. She was already there, ready and open for what was next
from Elon’s creative mind.

After an hour in the sun, and three umbrella
drinks, Erin started wondering when they were going in for
lunch—and for fucking. She knew it was soon, and she anticipated
it. She wanted it. The fourth drink arrived and she drank most of
it, starting to feel sleepy and very lightheaded.

“Damn, what’s in those drinks,” Erin
slurred. “Hell, I don’t think I can walk.”

“Good thing is right now you don’t have to,”
Elon said. “Just lay here, soak up the sun, sober up a little. And
while you’re doing that think about spreading your legs and imagine
the feeling of a big black dick going up inside you.

“Damn, you read my mind,” Erin laughed. She
closed her eyes and may have even dozed off, she thought when she
heard someone.

“Hey you two,” she heard a voice saying.
Squinting toward the sun she saw a black form silhouetted again the
sky. She couldn’t make out the face for a second, and then as he
moved out of the sun she saw a wide smile on William’s face,
unabashedly starting at her bare breasts. Her nipples had been rock
hard from the cool breeze.

Although she was lying nude on a public
beach there had been space between her and Elon and the other
sunbathers. She instinctively reached for her beach cover. “Leave
it alone,” Elon said, “you’re on a nude beach for God’s sake.
Besides, it’s only William. He’s already seen your tit.”

“Mind if I join you for a little while,”
William said.

“Sure, as long as Erin doesn’t mind,” Elon
said.

“I don’t mind,” Erin added, making the
conscious effort to not cover, lying on the chaise longue in the
sand totally naked in front of a basic stranger. It was daring,
erotic, and extremely horny. She had been thinking about black cock
as she lay there, and here was a fine black man drinking in her
body with his eyes. She noticed he was still wearing his
swimsuit.

“It’s a nude beach,” Erin said. “If you stay
on this beach you have to get naked, you know.” She thought he
looked weird wearing swim trunks with everyone else nude.

William smiled, taking it the wrong way,
“Not a problem girl. I’d love to show you my dick.”

“That’s not what I mea….” Erin gasped
because at that moment William’s cock came into view. He was thick,
as thick as her wrist, and he looked much longer, but she wasn’t
sure, because he was uncircumcised. She had never seen a cock uncut
before. She had a good buzz going anyway, and her stare was
obvious, as William scooted another chaise longue beside them, with
Erin in the middle.

“You’re turning red Erin,” Elon said, “need
some more suntan lotion?”

“If you don’t mind,” she said, rolling to
her stomach and feeling the cool lotion hitting her back before
Elon began massaging the lotion into her flesh. He was good at
massaging, and she felt even more relaxed as he rubbed her. “Damn
that is relaxing, it feels great.”

At that moment she felt another set of hands
working on her calves, and it felt good too. She has four hands on
her, and she knew without looking that William has joined in her
massage. In her buzz she went with it, not questioning when she
heard Elon say, “Turn over.”

Erin did, and Elon moved lower applying her
suntan lotion, not massaging any longer, while William moved
higher, coating her breasts and belly with lotion and rubbing it
in, paying special attention to her breasts.

“Damn, I’ve been dying to touch these big
soft boobs since I first saw them. Nice rack. I got big hands and
they’re a perfect hand full for me Erin.” He moved his hands over
her breasts and gently pinching her nipples between the sides of
his fingers. Erin looked down at the black hands kneading her white
flesh.

A resort employee in a crisp white uniform
approached. “Gentlemen and lady excuse me for interrupting but our
hotel rules prohibit touching breasts on the public beach. I’m
sorry but I must ask you to stop.”

William stopped and removed his hands; Elon
sat back on his chaise longue. “No problem, I didn’t know.” As the
man walked away Elon asked, “Wanna take this indoors?”

There it was, Erin thought. The invitation
to go further. To be slutty, to make this weekend even more of an
adventure. A chance to shock Don. Two black men at once. “Yes,
let’s,” she said, quickly gathering her stuff and standing. “Put
your arms around me, I feel a little unsteady,” she said, and both
men flanked her, one on each side, and each with an arm around her
waist after they helped her put a long tee shirt on and walked her
into the hotel and the room. It covered barely covered her pussy
and ass, but it did cover them, although as she drunkenly
half-stumbled by the pool two men in the water looking up as they
passed high-fived each other from the pussy flash they’d
enjoyed.


CHAPTER 18
- WILLIAM

 


“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” Erin said
to no one in particular as Elon opened the door and she stepped
inside. William pulled the long tee over her head, stripping her
nude. She dropped to her knees, pulling his swim trunks down as she
did, enveloping his cock, stroking it, pulling the foreskin back,
running her tongue over his cock head, and playing with his thick
black uncircumcised cock like Erin was a kid with a new toy—which
is true in a manner of speaking. She didn’t notice Elon standing at
right angles to William at first, then taking his cock in her other
hand, she alternated sucking first William’s cock, then Elon’s.
William put his hand on the back of her head and pulled her mouth
harder onto his cock, to the back of her throat.

William put her on the bed, her head leaning
over the back. “Gonna teach you how to deep throat,” William said.
He moved his cock forward, down her throat. She almost gagged
before relaxing her throat muscles and letting his long cock slide
further down her throat, her lips no buried against his shaved
pubis. She had done it.

“Damn girl, you deep throat like a real ho,”
William said, and Erin took it as the compliment he had intended,
taking him deep again as a thank you, all the while stroking Elon’s
cock with her other hand.

William was close to cumming and he didn’t
want to cum like that with her the first time. Taking her wrist he
pulled her to her feet, kissing her. As Erin felt Elon’s hands come
around her body to cup her full breasts. Elon was grinding her
lower body against his hard cock by pulling hard on her ass as she
did.

Elon turned her around to kiss him while
William was feeling her up from behind. She felt William’s hand
moving lower, on the inside of her thigh, and felt his thumb moving
higher, sliding his thumb into her from behind, the thick base of
it spreading her pussy. She whimpered soft mews as he did, totally
lost in the sensations of four black hands, two black studs
manipulating her eager body. Every nerve ending on her body was
tingling.

Erin’s mind flashed only one word over and
over. Ecstasy.

Erin broke her kiss from Elon. “I need a
cock. Somebody fuck me.” William reached down, picked her up and
tossed her into the center of the king sized bed. He moved to her
head for her to suck his cock more, as Elon buried his face into
her soaked pussy. She came immediately, and seeing she did, Elon
moved to her head while William moved down the bed, pulling her up
into a doggy position. She took Elon’s cock in her mouth, and
feeling William’s cock nudging against her pussy, parted her legs
slightly.

William held the base of his thick cock and
rubbed the head up and down her wet slit, soaking his cock with her
moisture, and positioning at her parted lips slid forward driving
his cock into her pussy.

Erin moaned at how his thick cock was so
tight inside her pussy, how incredibly good it felt, feeling his
hands to her hips and tugging her back onto his cock, battering his
cock into her, pulling her mouth off of Elon cock as he did, then
shoving her forward, forcing her mouth her mouth down the shaft of
Elon’s cock.

“There you go Erin, another first,” Elon
said, “Your first double penetration by two black men.” Erin
started cumming as he said it.

The sensations, the sobering realization
that she was being fucked by two black men at once, was too much
for her already stimulated mind and body, and she convulsed in the
first of what was an continuous orgasm, cumming in mind numbing
colorful bursts in front of her closed lids. She was so filled with
William’s cock she could feel his cock harden even more before
beginning to pulse with each spurt of his cum as he let go inside
her, pausing in her orgasm only long enough for Elon to take
William’s place inside her.

She didn’t know what had happened after
that. She didn’t know if she blacked out from the intensity of the
pleasure or from the strong drinks.

She opened her eyes and saw William lying
beside her, watching her. She forced a weak smile. She felt behind
her for Elon and he wasn’t there.

“Ready from some more fucking and sucking
sweet Erin?” William smiled. “You are one incredible fuck.”

“Why not,” Erin smiled back, lowering her
mouth to his cock.


CHAPTER
19

 


Elon had awakened 30 minutes earlier,
smiling down at the naked white wife so recently double back
fucked. She has some redness from the sun, and a soft smile on her
face. Elon ordered room service for them all, and waited on the
suite’s couch. He heard a soft knock at the door and “room
service”. Elon opened the door as the waiter rolled the cart of
food in, as he did they both heard the unmistakable sound of a
woman in passion moaning. They must be awake William thought,
confirmed in just a second with Erin moaning and dirty talk.

“Fuck me with that big black cock, fuck me
like the slut I am,” came from behind the small petition. Elon
motioned for the waiter, with the metal name tag identifying him as
Julio, to roll the cart to the suite table, which moved him from
behind the petition to give Julio a full view of the bed, where he
could see a side-view of the white woman astride a large black man,
bouncing up and down wantonly on his erect cock. From that angle
the waiter could see her breasts bouncing wildly with each
impalement of her body onto the black man’s cock. Julio noticed the
video camera on the end table of the couch, pointed toward the bed.
Elon picked the camera up and zoomed back, recording on tape that a
waiter had stood there watching Erin get black-fucked. Erin and
William were off in their own world and never noticed. Julio took
the signed ticket, noted the large tip, and thanked Elon.

As he rolled his cart out the door Julio
spat, “salope!” under his breath.

 


***

 


Elon returned to watch Erin and William
fuck. As he watched the flesh of Erin’s pussy pulling outward with
the withdrawal of William’s big cock, and how that flesh, still
taut around his cock, moved inside her on the inward thrust, with
the gasps of pleasure the was exuding from the smashing of
William’s body upward against her when she slid down his cock
again, he understood more clearly why Don loved watching this so
much.

Elon stroked his cock, getting hard again,
and like Don, he realized, in anticipating of fucking her as soon
as William was through. He would be doing a reclaiming fuck of his
own, he smiled to himself.

Erin started humping harder, each downward
joining of their bodies eliciting a loud grunt from her as she
expended air, the pace increasing. Although he could not hear what
they were saying from his side of the room standing beside the room
service tray, he had a good idea what William was saying to her,
William’s mouth next to his ear as moved her body up and down on
him. Elon watched Erin’s body reacting to the dirty talk, the
transition in her mind from that of being called a slut to being a
slut, forgetting about inhibitions and just enjoying the fuck and
the sensation of that thick black dick sliding into her body. And
she was, bursting with a loud scream as her body spasmed, foamy
white fluid gushing from her pussy, down over William’s black
balls. She was still spasming when William’s hands when to her ass
with a hard slap, gripping both of her taut ass cheeks and pulling
her against him.

Erin was getting a good load of black cum,
Elon thought, but he didn’t know how much for a few more moments,
when Erin moved off William’s cock and the long pale trailings of
cum poured from her pussy before she could roll off him.

William laughed out loud, “Damn, what a mess
you make girl.”

Erin laughed back in a satiated voice, “It
was a mess of your making.”

“And a fine mess it was,” William said.

“Hey you all,” Elon said, “If you’re taking
a break from all that fucking, lunch is here.”

“Lunch? What time is it?” Erin asked,
glancing over to the clock on the nightstand. “Shit, it’s 3
o’clock. No damn wonder I’m hungry.”

“Well you did a lot of work up an appetite,”
Elon smiled. “My turn next.”

Erin was so used to being nude around her
two lovers that it was second nature now, and putting a towel over
the dining chair, ate lunch nude, as did William and Elon.

As they ate William looked down at his
watch. “Hey, this has been fun, but I have to go for a while. Got
to pay some attention to my client. He’s a needy son-of-a-bitch,
but if I pull getting this deal it will be worth the trouble.” He
rose, leaned over to kiss Erin, adding, “If you will excuse
me.”

Erin turned to Elon. “It’s been 45 minutes
since I’ve been fucked, ready for your turn?”

Elon laughed, thinking to himself if Don
wanted her opened up, Erin was there. “Come on, my little white
slut,” Elon said as he stood, taking her hand and leading her
toward the bed.


CHAPTER
20

 


Elon and Erin did not put their clothes on
until dinner, with Elon dressing in kahaki’s and dress shirt while
Erin chose a revealing sundress, an open crochet black dress with
the weave closer over the front of her breasts, covering her
nipples and not much more. She had a matching flesh colored crochet
skirt over a semi-sheer lining.

“Wow,” Elon said, “You are indeed gorgeous,
Erin.”

“Thank you,” she answered.

“You prove the saying,” he said.

“What saying?”

“Lady in public, a whore in bed, the best of
both worlds.”

“Thank you,” she replied again.

 


***

 


Over dinner Erin glanced up at the entrance
and saw William at the hostess stand. She started to wave when a
tall slender blond stepped up beside him, dressed in a black
shimmering dress with a low cowl neck that dipped below her small
breasts. Erin straightened her back with a jerk, shocked, and a
wave of jealously coursing through her for an instant. This is
insane, she said to herself. Why do I care? I’ve enjoyed sex with
him, but I’m married to a white man at home, on loan to Elon here,
so who cares. It was fun. But then with a wistful thought she
remembered that he certainly was a good fuck and she wouldn’t
object if that were to happen again.

But obviously he had someone else with him
tonight. A few seconds later a stern faced black man about the same
height as the blond walked up on the other side of her, and wrapped
his arm around the blond woman’s waist. William talked to the two
of them a few more moments, shook the stern faced man’s hand,
kissed the woman on the cheek, and remained at the hostess stand
while the hostess tucked two menus under her arm and led the couple
away.

William looked over the room, saw Elon and
Erin, and came straight to them, pulling out one of the empty
chairs. “Mind if I buy your dinners?” he asked.

“I’ll let you,” Elon said, adding, “Who’s
the blond?”

“Talent,” William laughed. “She may be the
tipping point on my getting this account,” he smiled.

“What do you mean talent?” Erin naively
asked.

“She’s a hooker,” Elon said. “You’ve just
led a too sheltered life.”

“I guess so, I had no idea,” Erin said,
adding with a half-smile, “but you do have to admit I’m catching up
in some ways.”

“Hell yes you are,” Elon said.

“I’ll second that,” William chimed in,
raising the glass of wine the waiter had poured a few moments
earlier. “Here’s to expanding beyond a sheltered life.” They
clinked their glasses together.

After a dinner with the conversation was
littered with sexually overtones and innuendo. The three of them
took a walk to the beach, walking beyond the reach of the lights,
the beach dim in the starlight, toward an isolated end of the
beach. Instinctively Erin held both men’s hands as they walked.
Elon stopped and turned her to him for a kiss, his hands on her
ass, and Erin felt William move behind her to sandwich her between
them, his hands caresses her breasts under the thin silk top. She
could feel William’s cock hardening against her ass.

William whispered in her ear, “Looks like
you’re an oreo at this moment, white icing between two black
wafers,” he joked. “Ever been fucked on an open beach, Erin?”

Breaking her kiss with Elon, still holding
to him, she answered, “No.”

“I think we’re going to fuck you right
here,” William said. “Get out of those clothes.”

Erin glanced at Elon and saw him unbuckling
his pants. Her only hesitation was how well she could be seen, but
then again as she watched the human forms walking up and down the
beach she realized that even if she was seen she would be a
nameless form in the darkness. She heard William’s zipper, and felt
his hands at the hem of her top. She raised her hands over her head
and he pulled the top up, now topless in front of him. Her wrap
around skirt was next and she was nude. Both Elon and William were
in front of her, their hard cocks erect and vibrating slightly.

Erin dropped to her knees, sucking one, then
the other, one circumcised cock in one hand, one uncut in the
other, with her mouth and tongue exploring the different nuances of
the two cocks. One thicker, the other longer. She could see people
on their hotel balconies, some with binoculars looking down the
beach, but she felt unrecognizable in the darkness. Erin brushed
the sand from her knees, and William lay down on the narrow chaise
lounge, pulling Erin over him, rubbing his cock against her pussy
and Erin inserted the head of his cock and lowered herself on
him.

She jumped when she felt Elon’s cock against
her ass. “No!” she said sharply, not that.”

Elon laughed, “Not what I had in mind at all
girl. Me and William gonna stretch that pretty pussy of yours with
two cocks at once.”

“I’m not sure I can take 2 cocks.”

“I sure you can and will.”

William pulled her over to him, kissing her
hard on the mouth, his hand behind her head and effectively pinning
her in that position. She could feel Elon’s cock at her pussy,
pushing, hurting a little but then moving further inside. Erin
started cumming. She had two black cocks inside her pussy. She
could barely move in that position but it wasn’t necessary, William
would stroke her a few strokes then remain still as Elon fucked
her. It was hard to keep both cocks in her pussy, and finally Elon
removed his cock from her now-stretched pussy and moved up to her
mouth. “I want my dick sucked some more, Erin,” he said, as William
continued pounding into her, Erin rocking back and forth in rhythm
to the fuck, taking Elon’s cock in her mouth. William was pinching
her nipples hard and talking dirty to her. “You got a double load
of black cock in that cunt, Erin—your body’s is made for black dick
and you’ll get more of it too—you are too much of a slut not to,
and you admit it now, don’t you?”

“Yes, I admit it. I’m a slut, a black cock
slut,” Erin mumbled, her words turning into grunts and whimpers of
good fucking pleasure, as she continued sucking of Elon’s cock.
William started cumming lifting her entire body, and like a kid on
a hobby horse Erin began riding his cock, her orgasm coming quickly
and continuing, even as William stood with her, his cock remaining
embedded inside her, bouncing her on his cock and then carefully
laying her down on the chaise on her back and withdrawing. Elon was
next and had his cock inside her fucking her within seconds.

Erin was screaming “Fuck this slut with that
big black dick.” She was so loud some of the tourists on the
balconies were looking in her direction, but she didn’t care, she
was lost in her orgasm.

As it passed William told them, “We’d better
move along, we’ve been making so much noise they may be sending
security in a minute.”

“Want to join us in our room,” Elon invited.
“I don’t think the slut has her fill of black cum yet.”

“Would love to tomorrow night, but right now
I have to go make sure my talented friend is hitting it off with
Mr. Baylund. Want to be sure he didn’t go too kinky on her ass and
she freaked. My room joins theirs, so I’ll know if things are going
well.”

“Well business is business,” Elon said.
“We’ll catch up tomorrow.” William walked toward his tower and Elon
and Erin moved in the opposite direction. Erin noticed the clock
said it was 11:40. She had no idea where the time had gone. Elon
saw her looking at the clock.

“I figure we have time for one good long
fuck then a good night’s sleep. We have a full day of fun
tomorrow,” he said.

“I like that plan,” Erin smiled. “Come on, I
need to be fucked one more time—it will help me sleep!”


CHAPTER
21

 


Erin and Elon fucked again first thing the
next morning, Elon fingering her ass as they fucked, again,
something new that lit up her cumming at his touch. As they lay
together, their bodies entwined, Elon asked her, “Having a good
time?”

“The best time I’ve ever had in my life,”
Erin said. “I’ve never been so well fucked, and all these new
things are keeping me horny every second I’m not fucking. I never
dreamed I’d be doing some of the things I’ve done. Don won’t
believe it.” She paused for a second, “Oh shit, have you been
turning the camera on?”

Elon laughed and pointed to the camera on a
small tripod on the dresser, pointed toward them, the red light
blinking. “I’ve missed a couple of fucks, but not many. You’ve got
proof to back up to him that you’ve had a good time.”

“A great time,” Erin said, stroking his hard
cock. “Now fuck me again and let’s go get some lunch.”

“Damn, I’ve created a monster,” Elon
grinned.

“Not a monster, just a horny white girl,”
Erin said. “Get that big black cock inside me.”

 


***

 


They had just finished their salads in the
restaurant when William approached.

“Well, how are things going with your
client?” Elon asked.

“Good thing I went back to the room,”
William said. “I heard her raising her voice and knocked on the
door, and when I opened it she was down to a pair of panties, and
he was starting to get pissed because he wanted to fuck her with
her hands tied, and she said she didn’t do that for anyone.”

“Oh shit,” Erin said. “What did you do?”

“I gave her some more cash, and assured her
I would be standing by next door and if she needed help just to
call out. She was kool with it.”

“And did he?” Erin asked.

“What?”

“Did he tie her up and fuck her?” she
asked.

“Sure did. She ended up getting off on it,
to tell the truth,” William said, and picking up on the expression
on Erin’s face, obvious interest or curiosity. “You ever been tied
and fucked, Erin?”

“Not yet,” she smiled. Elon and William’s
eyes met with a sly smile on each face.

William ordered a salad and joined them for
lunch, consuming the better part of two bottles of champagne in the
mimosas they were drinking, explaining that the escort and his
client had both headed home today, with the promise of signing a
deal the next week.

William and Erin had already finished their
meals and Elon was still waiting on his steak. He mentioned it to
the waiter a second time, without getting positive response when
the restaurant manager saw them and approached, promising a steak
immediately. Elon looked across the table to Erin.

“Why don’t you take William up to the room
and give him a good fucking?’ Elon suggested. “I’ll be along after
I get my steak.”

William looked at Erin and she nodded,
taking his hand as they walked into the hotel. The desk clerk shook
his head, having noted the beautiful American woman who was
obviously fucking both of the big black men at their resort. He
was, in a word, envious.

 


***

 


As they approached the suite a cleaning cart
was at the entrance, blocking their entering. The cleaning lady saw
them standing there, and told them she would be at least 45
minutes. William left a note for Elon telling him he and Erin had
gone to William’s room, and wrote the number, asking the maid to
leave it on the table, which she did.

It was a four minute walk to William’s room,
and two minutes later Erin was on her back with William’s thick
cock again stretching her wet willing pussy. They were both so
turned on the subject of tying her hands never came up.

“This is the first time we’ve fucked without
Elon joining in or standing by to go the instant you’re through,”
Erin whispered as she guided his hard cock to her wet pussy and he
began a slow entry into her. “I like it.” She was absorbing every
sensation as her body enveloped him, his girth causing flashes of
pleasure through her nerve endings as his pubis touched hers,
completely inside her all the way.

He fucked her slowly this time, as slow as
she had ever been fucked, part of her wanting him to speed up and
fuck her hard, like he had before, but at the same time enjoying
the different style, giving her the ability to close her eyes and
just become lost in the smooth, gentle, constant movements of their
bodies. She wasn’t pursuing new black men for romance, just
pleasure, but this felt romantic in ways.

He kissed her mouth, her neck, her ears as
they fucked, the hollow of her throat, her breasts, his kissing
more prominent that his cock slowly pumping in and out of her.

She had no idea how long he fucked her like
that, not saying much, but their breathing saying it all. Erin
would utter a small gasp each time he moved inside her, and gave a
small “ohh” at the empty feeling inside her when he withdrew,
sometimes offering a “yes, that’s so good.”

William continued, fighting the desire to
start slamming this white wife’s cunt hard, going for the more
novel approach, with both of their orgasms approaching, close
together from the way their panting approached in the same times,
and each time he bottomed out she would arch her pelvis against
him, grinding their bodies together, pressing hard against her
clit. “I’m going to cum,” William told her, foregoing the dirty
talk.

“Yes, I want to you cum inside me,” Erin
responded, and they did cum together, not fast pounding fucking but
holding their bodies as tight together as possible, moving and
grinding, their bodies pulsing and convulsing in a strong hard
orgasm that racked their bodies. William withdrew and pulled her
body against him, his right hand caressing her breast in the
afterglow. A loud pounding was at the door. Startled, William
jumped out of bed and wrapped a towel around him. Erin sat bolt
upright in the bed, pulling the sheet up to cover herself but not
realizing her right breast was still popping out from the side of
the sheet pulled up to her neck. He pulled it down.

“It’s Elon, wanting to get some of that
pussy too,” he laughed, “but don’t know why Elon’s making so damn
much noise,” William said, and smiling back at Erin added, “but
looks like he is here just in time to get a turn.” Erin rolled her
eyes.

William opened the door and a black man in a
blue dress shirt and khakis took three steps into the room, talking
loudly as he came, “Those sons of a bitches, dammit! Overbooked the
damn flight—oh!” He stepped beyond the foyer petition as he did,
and stopped, staring at Erin, who suddenly realized it wasn’t Elon
and her breasts was visible. She gave a shriek and slid under the
covers, pulling the comforter up to her neck.

The intruder was apparently nonplused. He
turned to William, away from Erin. “Sorry William, I didn’t know
you were entertaining.” He deftly gained more composure and with a
knowing smile on his lips, turned to Erin. “Very sorry, please
excuse my bad manners.” William glowered at him for the intrusion,
but as this client was here on his invitation with a contract
hanging in the balance, he knew he had to attend to him.

“No problem, Mr. Baylund. What’s the
problem?”

“They overbooked my flight and wouldn’t let
me on. No one told me I am supposed to check in a day ahead for the
return flight. I’m stuck here until tomorrow. Hotel is sold out.”
There was another knock at the door, and William opened it. Elon
came in, abruptly stopping in the now crowded foyer of the
suite.

“Mr. Baylund, this is my friend Elon, and
this is Erin,” William said, motioning toward the bed, where Erin’s
head was all that was visible as she watched the three men. Baylund
turned to her and nodded his head in a shallow bow. Elon extended
his hand and Baylund shook it, and became much more courteous.

“I am sorry for interrupting,” he said
quieter. “I just didn’t know where else to go, and I knew William
was still here.”

William looked at Elon and Erin, and saw
Elon nod slightly. “I do have a suggestion that might work for
everyone, if Elon and Erin don’t mind. I’ll bunk in with them
tonight and give you this room.” He turned toward the bed, “That is
if Erin doesn’t mind.”

“That would be fine,” Erin said
hesitantly.

“That work for you?” William asked.

“Only if I can buy everyone a couple of
drinks,” Baylund said, relieved and smiling now.

“No objection here,” Elon smiled, although
as he looked over Baylund’s shoulder he saw Erin scowl. It was
clear she had other plans.

“You guys go drink, I’m going to get some
more sun on my last day here,” she said.

The men left for the bar and Erin dressed
and went back by her room for her swimsuit, sunblock, hat, and
sunglasses.


CHAPTER
22

 


Erin walked by the pool and picking up a
beach towel from the hamper. She walked down the stone path toward
the beach, stopped at the tiki bar for a drink, and carried it with
her, sipping as she went. As she neared the split for the “prude”
beach and the “nude” beach she never gave a second thought, taking
the “nude” path. She walked beyond most of the people to a chaise
lounge toward the edge of the beach.

Erin stripped off her tank dress, coated
sunblock over her body, noting that her breasts were now a light
even brown, no tan lines. She applied more lotion there, spread the
towel over the lounge, and lay down in the warm sun, her earbuds
in, enjoying some soothing smooth jazz.

Damn, what a vacation, she thought, as the
warmness from the drink added to the heat from the sun. The beach,
drinks, fine food, black dick, it was a great combination. The only
thing that would have made this vacation more perfect was if Don
had come along. She realized that as good as the sex was on this
trip, that she did get an extra rush knowing her husband was there
watching—enjoying her getting fuck, and insuring her safety as
well.

Erin loved swinging without a net, but she
realized she was able to let go more in comfort if her husband were
there. She knew him well enough that he would be on an absolute
high with what she had been doing so boldly. She made a promise to
herself to try to remain bold once at home.

Erin smiled at herself, realizing that in
reality this was the first time she had given her husband any
serious thought since she arrived—between the beach and fucking
Elon and William, it had been a whirlwind. In a way she was sad it
was ending—but at the same time she realized she was ready to get
back home and resume the other parts of her normal life.

Erin knew she would shock Don with her
stories of what she had done, but she wanted to go further too.
Erin ran some options in her mind. On a whim she asked for the
house phone from the waiter.


CHAPTER 23

 


Baylund, William, and Elon were seated at
the table, working on their third drink and the basic introductions
out of the way between Elon and Baylund. “Well, what do you think
of Erin? How’d you rate her?” William asked.

“Great rack, world class nipples, tiny
little paunch just below her navel makes her look more real, nice
long legs, gorgeous face. She has potential,” Baylund said.

Elon look puzzled. “Potential for what?”

William smiled. “It’s been a while Elon
since we’ve hung out. I’ve not had a good chance to tell you about
a new side of my sports agent work. I’m also an agent for other
customers: dancers, strippers, entertainers. Baylund here from time
to time handles entertainment. The girl with him last night was one
of my clients, and she was auditioning for Mr. Baylund. We’re
talking about my being his primary source for his models and
entertainers.

“Dayum. No shit. You a pimp?” Elon laughed.
“You?”

“No, I’m an agent. I represent sports stars,
and I represent others too. I market talent. Not a pimp.”

Baylund laughed aloud, changing the subject.
“William tells me you met Erin and her husband on an interracial
hook-up , may I ask which one it was?”

“Sure,” Elon said, “I’m a member of several,
but I’ve had the most luck on Interracialnet, but I’m also a member
of BCSwhitewives, Loversforher.net, and Goingtothedarkside.com.

Baylund looked at William with a knowing
smile. “What?” Elon said.

“Baylund owns all of those sites,” William
said, “He hires models for his sites, usually for interracial sex
on video and still shoots, as well as run the forums for amateurs
who send in their own pictures. Sometimes he is asked to provide
entertainers for private parties, sometimes they want
non-professionals, and they contact Baylund because they understand
he has people he can hook-up and supply for such things.”

“And what does this have to do with Erin?”
Elon asked.

“Nothing really,” William said. “I was just
making conversation and seeing how Mr. Baylund would rate your
weekend woman against others, just for my personal reference.”

Elon was skeptical, but played along. “So in
what terms do you see her?”

“Woman with looks like hers fills a definite
niche for some bros though. She has the right looks, age, and
attitude, not to mention an eagerness that comes from discovering
black cock within the last year. That’s a great combination. Throw
in that she’s married, and she’s a great package to some very
successful bros on the entertainment side.

Being married with a real life I don’t
suspect she’d be too willing to model—at least this early in her
interracial journey. I’d rate her 9-10. Girl could make some money
if she was willing,” Baylund said, “But from what you’ve said with
this being the first weekend that a black man has shared her with
another black man, even approaching her about anything like that
would be somewhere in the future. She’d need to be at that place in
her mind first.”

The conversation went in another direction
for the final drink, and Baylund left William and Elon, who had
ordered yet another drink before heading back to the room and
dressing for supper. They left a note for Erin in the room, who was
not there yet, and went on to their dinner reservation.


CHAPTER
24

 


Erin strode toward the large booth in the
elegant dining room. Heads were turning. The tables were far apart,
already set with long draping linen table cloths and expensive
china. She was wearing a short white skirt and a black lace tank
top with oversized arm openings. A confident smile was on her face.
She knew how hot she looked. Her white sweater was open, and the
weave of the lace exhibited she was not wearing a bra under the
sheer lace top. Her hair was much lighter than earlier in the day,
and it was a couple of inches off her shoulders-cut in a bob that
moved when she turned her head. She approached the dinner table of
her two lovers.

The men all complimented her on how hot she
looked and the new hairstyle.

“I love your hair,” Elon smiled.

“Thank you,” Erin said, saying nothing
more.

They had more drinks, ordered dinner, and
the service was slow. Another round was ordered—doubles.

“What prompted the hair style and color
change,” William asked.

“Impulse,” Erin said.

“I love you being impulsive,” Elon said,
“Take the sweater off.”

“My nipples will be visible,” Erin said.

“I know,” he agreed. “But you were totally
nude on the beach today, and I doubt many people here tonight were
not there today. Remember, I’m making the decisions, and you’ve
loved it so far haven’t you? Go for it, and feel the rush.”

Erin looked back and forth, and shrugged the
sweater off, the soft roundness and the dark hard nipples visible
through the lace for anyone taking a second look.

William whistled, “Damn Erin, nice
blouse.”

“You’re welcome,” she said.

“Nice view of your boobs too,” William
smiled. “Great tits like that should always been on display.”

The next round of drinks arrived. Erin was
wondering if she should stop drinking, as she was beyond
lightheaded and knew it.

Baylund suddenly walked up to their table,
doing a double take on the sheerness of Erin’s blouse. “I’d like to
pick up the check as my thank you for accommodating my room problem
today, and hope the disruption is not too much trouble.”

“None at all,” Erin smiled. Baylund thanked
her again, told her how nice it was to meet her, and made his
departure.

As he walked away, she asked William about
his business deal with Baylund.

“I think I have it locked down with giving
him my room.”

“What kind of work is it?” Erin asked, “You
never said.”

“He owns interracial websites.”

“Which sites?” Erin asked, intrigue evident
in her voice. William gave her the site names, and saw her gasp
when he mentioned the one on which she had connected with Elon.

“And what is your business with him,” she
asked.

“You know I’m a sports agent, but I also
represent other entertainers, and he rents a lot of talent, so I
make the connect and take my percentage. He’s expanding his
business and I want some of it.”

“What kind of talent?” Erin asked. William
hesitated and admitted, “I represent exotic dancers, strippers, and
other entertainers. For his websites Baylund is always needed
models for photo shoots, to entertain at parties, things like
that.”

The conversation stalled as their dinners
arrived. They washed it down with a lot of fine wine, aiding in
Erin’s buzz. There was no sexual talk as they ate. Erin knew from
the drinks hitting her so hard that she was leaning toward being
out of control—but at the moment, seated between these two hot
black men, she wanted to be out of control.

“Erin.” Elon said. She slowly turned to him,
staring into his eyes. “Time for you to be more impulsive. This is
your last night, and time to let go a little more.” He paused, not
as if he was hesitating on what to say—that was clear. More like he
was using the silence for impact. Erin was leaning into his words.
The drinks had loosened her up. “I want you to slide under this
table and suck one of our cocks.”

Erin’s eyes widened, hesitating. She
nervously surveyed the restaurant. There were a few other people,
all involved in their own conversations, two tables the patrons
were facing out toward the ocean. One was behind a petition and
totally out of sight. She fought the “will I, won’t I” battle and
made her decision.

Erin lay-over to her side in the seat and
slid underneath the table. An hour ago she would have never dreamed
of doing this—but at this instant the idea was exciting. She spread
her napkin on the floor under her knees and looked at the legs,
pants, and shoes surrounding. Who should I pick, she though.

Erin slowly moved to Elon’s lap and unzipped
his pants. Let’s see how he handles this, Erin thought to herself.
She pulled out his cock and took it into her mouth, using her
tongue rather than pumping her head up and down within the confines
of the cramped table space. She sucked him hard and pulled off. She
felt his hand moving under the table, caressing her breast from
outside the lace top.

Erin moved away, and smiled at herself for
creating the hard cock on Elon, and moved to William and unbuckled
his pants, unzipping them, and reaching in through the fly of his
silk boxers pulled his cock out an sucked him hard too. Still
smiling she paused as she saw the waiter’s feet outside the table,
heard Elon ordering more drinks as she extended her hands and
stroked both Elon and William’s cocks at the same time with the
waiter standing there. When she saw the waiter leave, again she
rolled flat on the seat and sat up to two smiling faces. They each
clumsily rezipped their pants.

The waiter was already setting the fresh
drinks on the table. “To our last night in Cozumel,” she said. The
three raised their glasses.

“I didn’t think I would ever do what I just
did,” Erin smiled. “I don’t think I’ve been this turned on in all
my life.”
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Elon looked over at William. “I suggest we
take this beautiful woman to disco down the street and show our
slut off.” Erin gasped at the use of the word outside of sexual
acts. He turned to her, “You do love being a slut don’t you
Erin?”

Erin realized she had never questioned
herself on that question, on that word. But even before she thought
about it she knew the answer. “I do love being a slut,” Erin
said.

“Well come on and lets open your slut side
up a little more,” Elon said.

Erin walked down the street with her arms on
the waists of William and Elon, her breasts free and moving under
the lace top, causing a few people from the cruise ship to stare as
they walked by. Elon had Erin’s white sweater draped over his
arm.

When they entered the disco, despite the
loud music, and the lights going from dim to flashing, two large
black men with a light haired drunk white woman draped between them
in a sheer blouse did get attention, but everyone soon turned back
to their own dancing, except for a few single men who looked on
enviously.

Erin was passed between the two black men.
They would take turns dancing, feeling her up on the dance floor in
a dark corner, making out with her, and she would go with her other
lover on the next dance and do the same thing. She didn’t care who
it was, she was so lost in behaving the total opposite of the woman
she had left behind in the US. Scandalous behavior for home, but
not for a white wife turned loose to be as slutty as she wants—and
wanting to be as slutty as possible. Tonight I want it all, she
thought.

When not dancing with Erin, Elon or William
would dance with other women, some of whom were obviously attracted
by their competitive nature of seeing this beautiful white woman
exceeding their own modesty and who obviously loved the attention.
Elon and William were sure to keep a drink in her hand. Erin lost
track of how many drinks she had, but she knew it was too many—and
didn’t care.

During one long song Erin left William to go
to the ladies room, and William did the same at the men’s. Elon was
dancing with two white women from the cruise ship. When Erin
emerged she was wobbly as she made it to the bar and ordered
another drink, but before she could pay for it a thin, mocha
complexioned black man appeared at her side and paid for it. She
flirted with him for a minute, and looked over to see William, and
Elon hanging back to let her play. She felt like Elon was
encouraging her by doing so.

She chatted with her new friend, who
introduced himself as Reginald, and as she finished her drink, and
he asked her to dance. She followed him to the dance floor for a
slow song. As they danced he whispered, “I love your top, you have
beautiful breasts.” The old Erin would have said as simple “thank
you” or would have blushed. But not Erin tonight. “Would you like
to touch them?” she invited.

He took the invitation, discreetly fondling
her with his hand up between them as they danced. He took the
invitation further, moving his hand under the lace through the
oversized arm opening, squeezing her breast slightly and rubbing
his thumb over her nipple. He took her going this far as an
invitation. “Would you like to get some fresh air, perhaps take a
walk with me?” he invited.

Erin smiled a knowing smile and told him,
“Right now I have two very fine, very dark, black men standing over
beside the dance floor waiting for me and I’m at their pleasure
tonight.” She paused for a second, and as an afterthought added,
“Maybe you should ask them.” It was not what Reginald had in mind
and her forwardness shocked him. He thanked her and moved away, and
Erin went back to her men. As she did she wondered what she would
have done had he asked them if he could take her out for a while
and they had said yes. I guess I would have fucked someone new, she
smiled to herself. I really am a slut, she thought. And I love
it.

It had made her that much hornier. She
hugged Elon and whispered in his ear, “Thank you for helping me be
this slutty on this trip. I’ve loved it.”

“You through?” Elon challenged.

“No. You have something else in mind?” she
slurred. “I’ve not told you no yet have I?”
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Elon smiled, nodded to William, and taking
Erin’s hand, led her out the back of the club to a courtyard with a
variety of tables and umbrellas. No one was outside, everyone
preferring the dance scene inside with the cooler air conditioning.
Elon led her to a small counter behind the vacant bar and leaned
her back against the counter. They kissed, and he pushed her top
together between her breasts, exposing them, and hiked her short
white skirt up until it was a small roll around her waist. He was
standing between her legs as he kissed her, then breaking the kiss
he moved down her throat between her breasts, drinking in the
perfume there before moving to her nipples and sucking each one
hard, biting gently, causing a flash that raced through Erin’s body
to her clit.

She began fervently unbuckling his pants and
unzipping them, reaching inside to grasp his rock hard cock.

Elon was not going just to fuck her quick.
This beautiful white woman needed more, and he knew it. The thing
was now he wanted her to say it. He flicked his cock up, the tip of
it brushing her swollen vaginal lips. She jumped.

“Your pussy was made for black cock, wasn’t
it?”

“Yes.”

“Don’t say yes, say it back to me—and mean
it when you say it.” Erin’s answer was automatic.

“Yes, my pussy was made for black cock, it
loves black cock. It wants a black cock inside it, my cunt wants a
black cock inside it all the time.”

“A white pussy that loves black dick
shouldn’t be covered, should it?”

“No it shouldn’t be covered. I will stop
covering it, I’ll stop wearing panties.”

“Or bras?”

“I’ll stop wearing bras.” She paused and
Elon took his hand and rubbed the head of his cock through her wet
pussy, not penetrating her but coating the head of his cock with
her juices.

Elon put his cock a few inches into her and
Erin thrust her pelvis forward, trying to pull more of him inside
her. “Not yet, we’re not through talking yet, Erin.”

“Say it and fuck me,” she begged. In
response Elon slammed his cock completely inside her, balls deep
and she yelped as he did, following with a long expulsion of air
through her teeth. “Yess” she said.

A couple came through the doors onto the
patio, saw Erin and Elon, saw the black man and white woman in a
position that could only mean they were fucking, and the couple
abruptly turned and went back inside the club. William took a seat
at the bar and watched as Elon held his cock inside Erin and
taunted her further.

“Your pussy needs a lot of black cock,
doesn’t it?” He rammed inside her again.

“Yes, my pussy needs a lot of black cock. I
want a lot of black cock in my pussy,” she gasped as he pulled
out.

“Turn around,” Elon ordered. Removing his
belt from his pants he turned her around. Erin bent over, thinking
he was going to fuck her from behind. Instead he took her wrists
and pulled them behind her, tying her hands with his belt. He spun
her around, the back pressure on her arms pushing her breasts
forward and out.

“You can’t move your arms, so anyone I want
to touch you can, can’t they? Pull on your bindings.” Erin tried,
she couldn’t free herself. Elon pulled her nipples harder. The
sensation seemed heightened by her constriction. It felt different,
more sensitive.

“You’d let any black man feel your boobs
now, wouldn’t you? You want that, you want men to feel your tits,
like a good slut, like a good ho?”

“Oh God yes, just fuck me, please,” Erin
said.

“And you’d let the black man who bought you
the drink play with you tits, and fuck you, if I invited him?” Elon
taunted. “You will be a ho for me if I want you to?”

“Yes, anyone you want me to fuck I will
fuck,” Erin promised, drunkenly. “I’m your ho.”

He motioned to William, “Come feel this slut
up. Invite him, Erin.”

“Touch my boobs,” she said, “William, finger
me.” He did and she started cumming. William couldn’t wait and
dropped his pants, burying his cock inside her with no foreplay.
Erin was holding herself off the counter with her bound hands,
leaning back with her pelvis thrust forward.

They were so lost in their passion, and the
liquor, they didn’t notice Elon stepping back into the disco. He
was looking for the mocha skinned man. He didn’t see him. He did
see Baylund, William’s client. He smiled to himself and went
straight to him. “Would you like to fuck Erin?” he asked.

“Absolutely,” Baylund said. As they walked
by the men’s room Reginald was coming out. “Come on,” Elon invited,
and Reginald followed, wondering what was up.

As they followed Elon outside to the patio,
they could hear the sounds of two people fucking over by the bar.
William had moved Erin to a barstool and was fucking as she sat on
it, her hands still behind her back, propped by her shoulder
against the bar.

“I love women with tied hands,” Baylund
said, and eased closer to William, who looked up and saw him. He
saw Elon nodding behind him. “Play with her tits,” William invited,
and motioned with his head to Reginald as well. The two men moved
on either side of Erin, each taking a breast in their hands and
squeezing.

“Want some new black cock,” William
whispered to Erin.

“I want all the black cock I can get,” she
answered, “fuck me.”

“Want me to share your pussy with other
black men?”

“Please share my pussy,” Erin begged.

Erin laid her head back and closed her eyes,
all her sensations concentrated on the hands on her breasts and the
cock in her pussy.

Baylund was already hard, as he reached into
his pocket and withdrew a condom, which he rolled down his cock.
William stopped fucking her, she didn’t know if he had cum or not,
and Baylund moved between her legs. Reginald had moved both hands
to her breasts. Baylund guided his cock to her pussy and punched it
in.

At first Erin was so lost in the moment she
didn’t realize it was a different black man. Her eyes widened as
she saw his black face and realized it was his cock inside her—but
just as quick she loved the sensation and tugging against her
binding encouraged him more. “Yeah, fuck my white cunt,” she gasp.
Baylund came quickly.

“Three cocks in five minutes, you’re pulling
a train Erin.” Elon said.

“I love black cock. I want more black cock.
Fuck me. My pussy is yours. Fuck me” Erin begged.

Reginald had a condom as well, and he was
quickly fucking Erin as well. Elon untied he hands and she hung to
Reginald’s neck as he battered her soaked pussy.

Reginald was still pumping Erin when Elon
told them the cab was there, but he came quickly.

Elon looked at Baylund and Reginald. “Wanna
come back to our suite and help us finish making this girl a
bona-fide ho? I think she’s earning the title tonight.”

“Damn I’d love to but my damn cruise ship
leaves in a half-hour,” Reginald said.

Baylund led the way, Elon and William
walking Erin out, walking along each side of her, holding her up on
her rubbery legs.

The cab was a Suburban, and they lifted Erin
inside, Baylund in the back, Erin in the middle, and Elon on the
passenger side of the bench seat. Baylund gave the cabbie an
address. Erin was limp, her body collapsed, weak from the liquor,
the fatigue, the late hour, all combining to push her into a
blurred reality.

When William ordered, “Get up here and ride
this cock like a slut Erin, I didn’t get my nut off back at the
patio”, she straddled him and began fucking him again, rocking
forward and back on his hard, cock. She was cumming and soaked.

Erin told him. “I want you to cum inside me.
Now.”
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As if on command Erin could felt his body
pulsing and William’s cum shooting deep inside her. The cab stopped
a few moments later, and they opened the door, getting out. They
weren’t at the hotel. William and Elon helped her out of the cab,
helping hold her up on her wobbly legs, some cum running down her
leg, leading her inside the building quickly, spreading a towel on
the seat and setting her down on a barber style chair.

William handed the shop owner a couple of
hundred dollars and watched as the owner explained the equipment.
Erin wasn’t exactly sure where she was. She was disoriented, and
realized from the designs on the wall that she was in a tattoo
parlor.

“What is he doing?” Erin asked. William was
at one leg and Elon at the other, opening her legs. William’s cum
was dripping from her pussy onto the towel.

“Don’t worry, William is a professional
artist as well as his other talents. He’s marking you,” Elon said,
“marking you as a black cock slut. You want that don’t you?”

“I don’t know, marked?” Erin slurred.

“In a way it doesn’t matter, it’s what I
want, and it is my decision this weekend. A tattoo, a tattoo on
your pussy, then we are all going back to your hotel and fuck you
until the morning—a full night of black dick for our slut. This
will be how you remember tonight. OK?”

“What is it?” Erin asked.

“Doesn’t matter does it, it is what I want,”
Elon said.

“I guess,” Erin said, not exactly sure what
she was saying. She jumped when the hum of a motor was followed by
a stinging pain on her bare pussy. She started cumming immediately
from the vibrations of the needle. It didn’t last more than a few
minutes. William taped a Saran wrap covering over his work, and
William and Elon helped her back to the cab. William would not let
her look down to see her tattoo.

 


***

 


“What is it?” she asked again, sobering up
slightly.

“It is a surprise, my slut,” Elon said. “I
thought about my initials, or saying “Elon’s pussy”, or “slut for
black cock”, or even “Property of black cock”. You’ll just have to
wonder till we get back.

Baylund fucked her on the way back to the
hotel, in the cab, and once in the room the three men took turns on
their newly marked black cock slut. Erin was beyond consciousness,
too much liquor, sex, sensation, and stimulation, everything
becoming a blur of pleasure. She was aware of different cocks in
her, positioning her, on her back, on her knees, on her belly, legs
up, legs down, of her cumming, of their cumming, of her squirting,
but to say later who, or when, she only knew it was all one long
orgasm.

 



CHAPTER
28

 


Erin opened her eyes to bright sunshine
through the window. She was hung over, head hurting, body sore. She
was trying to remember the night from the blurred memory of it.
Elon was beside her in the bed, William was on the couch. Baylund
was nowhere to be seen. She looked over at the clock. It was 11
a.m. Their plane left at 1, checkout was in 30 minutes. She forced
herself up, ran into the shower before she started packing, not
realizing until she looked at her pussy that she now had an spade
with a Q around it on the upper right side of her pubis. She rubbed
it. It was real. The memory of it came back.

She saw a couple of bruises on her inner
thigh and saw hickeys near her nipples.

“Oh shit,” was her first thought. “How will
I explain that?” Then she smiled, because she didn’t really have to
explain it to Don, other than telling him the truth. She showered
quickly, woke William and Elon, who quickly got dressed with no
time for anything sexual. Before they walked out the door William
pulled her to him and kissed her, hard, feeling her breasts one
last time.

“Thanks, I had a great time,” he said,
handing her a card, “Here’s my card with my phone number and email.
Text me or email and let’s stay in touch.”

“I will,” Erin promised, whispering in his
ear, “I want some more of that hard uncircumcised cock inside
me.”

“That can be arranged,” William smiled. They
walked together to the cab line, where William waited while Elon
and Erin climbed in. The cab looked familiar, and Erin realized it
was the same cab she had been in last night, and looking at the
smiling driver she smiled back. It was coming back that she had
fucked two different black men in his cab the night before. She was
surprised that she didn’t feel embarrassed by it, but proud. She
had actually done it.

 


***

 


When they landed Erin called Don, and as she
rode home Elon filled her in on the parts of the previous evening
that she couldn’t recall.

“Damn, I did all that?” Erin exclaimed.
“Shit, I guess I really am a ho.”

Elon laughed, “A damn good one too. But
you’re a ho, not a whore, nobody paid to fuck you. A ho is just one
step above a black cock slut.”

“Where was the line?” Erin asked, “Where do
you go from a slut to a black cock slut to a ho?”

Elon laughed, “There is a rule book Erin, I
think it is more mental. In my mind, you reach the point you accept
you love fucking other men, you are a slut. You mentally accept
that you prefer black men for outside fucking, you’re a black cock
slut.

“A ho? That is when you get so far into
being a black cock slut that you get more and more excited about
the wilder you get with a black man, how you get an extra rush by
pleasing a black man, doing something he asks even when you would
resist otherwise. When you get to a point that more and more black
cock is what you want.”

“I guess I am a ho then,” Erin admitted to
herself.

 


***

 


“You best be careful,” Elon cautioned, “I
saw William give you his card. You get into fucking him too much
you might find yourself entertaining at one of Baylund’s Mandingo
parties. For some women the step from ho to whore is not a big one,
and William and Baylund are experts at getting a woman to take that
step.”

Her answer, “Yeah, I might get over the line
if I fucked him too much,” her voice almost wistful, and Elon
couldn’t tell if it was approval or disapproval. Once they took the
exit toward her house, she told him, “Take the next road to your
right, into the park.”

“OK, why?” he asked.

“Because this ho wants one more good black
fucking before I get home.” Elon turned on his blinker.

 


THE END
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