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		Prologue

		

		“OMG! What’s holding you back, Aly?” squealed Sheena. “I’d be all over that offer like chocolate on Valentine’s Day.”

		“I know… It’s just… I don’t think I could ever do it. Besides, if anybody ever found out, I’d lose my job. The schoolboard frowns upon that kind of playing around, you know,” she replied sarcastically.

		“Well, I won’t tell if you don’t,” giggled Sheena wickedly.

		“You aren’t the one I’m worried about! Too many people know me around here. All it would take is for some parent or teacher to be at the hotel bar that night and see me. You know this town, I’d be toast. Treated like a total pariah and held up to ridicule and scorn,” whispered Aly. “I’d never be able to find another job. And, that’s if they didn’t drum me out of town with a Scarlet Letter ‘A’ hung around my neck!”

		“Yeah… But, just think? If they didn’t burn you at the stake, it could be really fun?” chuckled Sheena. “In fact… I can guarantee you, messing around can be fun! Trust me on that one.”

		“I suppose…” said Aly, looking at her and rolling her eyes. “But, what about Mike? I mean, I realize it’s his idea and all. But, bedroom fantasies are so different than the reality. What happens if… Well, if he doesn’t look at me the same way afterwards? Or… Or, if I don’t feel the same about myself? Or, him?”

		“Isn’t that the whole idea, Sweetie? To get Mike to look at you differently? Get real, Aly! Mike’s just giving you the chance to stir the fires a little. Recapture the thrill of the chase that you both felt way back when. There’s nothing wrong with that. Face it, monogamy can get dull after all those years. We’ve all been there.

		“It’s just, most people are smart enough to have an occasional discreet affair. You, however, have always been way too uptight for that. So… Mike’s offering you an out. It’s perfect! You have a free pass to mess around, have a little fun, and he gets a sexy little hot wife in return. One who is turned on, excited about herself again. Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it,” purred Sheena. “And, I do urge you to try it, Girlfriend.”

		“Well… Nothing can ever happen around here. No matter how much Mike, or apparently you, might want it to. It’s way too risky. I just couldn’t. So… End of discussion,” declared Aly stubbornly.

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		“Michael?” she asked. Her voice full of tension.

		“Yes, Alyson?” he replied, smugly continuing her seemingly formal tone.

		“You remember a few months back when you were talking about me… Um… You know!” stammered Aly shyly.

		“Uh… A few ‘months’ ago? No, I can’t say I do. Aly, what exactly are you trying to ask me about? I mean, you sort of lost me on that last curve you took,” he asked inquisitively.

		“You know… About me maybe… Uh… Playing around?”

		“Oh! That? Yes… Yes, I do remember that,” he said quietly, his voice becoming petulant. “As I recall you were decidedly against the idea.”

		“Nooooo… As usual, you weren’t listening. I said we couldn’t do anything like that without risking my career. I’m a teacher, too many people know me. There’s a difference. And… Well… I was thinking… We’re going on vacation in three weeks. I mean, if you still think you might want me to…

		“Oh, damn it, Mike! Why did you even have to suggest something like that? I love you, I’ve never even thought about running around on you. And, now you’re asking me to go out and have an affair? Practically, begging me to. Don’t you love me anymore? Do you want somebody else, is that it?” she asked, her voice becoming strident.

		“Aly! Baby, of course, not. I still love you,” he said softly, pulling her into his arms. “I’m just trying to spice things up a little. That’s all. I’m not suggesting that you leave me for another man. And, it’s not some ploy to let me have another woman. Quite the opposite. Just a chance for you to maybe go out and have a little fun. Remind yourself that you’re still young and attractive. Maybe get you to feel a little sexier about yourself? Things have gotten a little… Dull between us. Even you have to admit that. I was just thinking that something like that would stir things up. That’s all. I mean, you’d feel sexier again, I’d get a little jealous… It could be just what we need to liven things up?” he admitted.

		“Only a little jealous?” she sniffled. Her face adopting that cute little pout she had a habit of.

		“Okay, maybe, a lot jealous. It does seem to work for a lot of people, it might work for us, too. I just don’t want to see us go down the tawdry ‘affair’ road, like so many of our friends. Secrecy doesn’t work, it has a habit of coming out. That just gets people hurt. If you did this, it would be out in the open. Done with my knowledge and approval,” he said. His argument, as always, coldly logical.

		“But, sleeping with another man? I’ve never even been with another man, Mike,” she reminded him.

		“I know, Aly. I’m offering you the chance to… Explore a little. Get excited about sex again. Learn a few new tricks. I mean, we hardly ever do it anymore! I know, I’d like it to be a little more frequent, hopefully so would you. Maybe this would stir up some desire between us?”

		“Maybe…” she admitted, shyly. Hugging her arms around herself protectively.

		“So, what is it that you’re suggesting? Exactly?” he asked. His dark eyes staring at her penetratingly. Feeling a certain excitement stirring in his loins.

		“Okay, here goes…” she said, taking a deep breath. “We’re going on vacation in three weeks. We’ll be out of town and a long ways away from here and the prying eyes of anybody we know. So… I was thinking… If you really still want me to… Well, maybe that could be the time?”

		“For real, Aly? You’re willing to try this?” he asked excitedly, hugging her to him.

		“I think so, Mike. I can’t promise I’ll go through with it, but I’m willing to at least give it a try,” she whispered shyly.

		“Thank you, Sweetheart. I can’t begin to tell you how excited I am right now! The thought of you… I don’t even know how to explain it,” he said softly. “It’s something that I’ve thought about for a long time. The idea excites me for some reason. Knowing that you’ll be with someone else, then… Well, come back to me.”

		“But, if I do this, you do realize I’ll be… Do you really want that? Want me that way? After I’ve…”

		“Yes! Hell, I don’t even want you to take a shower or anything. I want to feel you, the real you. To share the experience with you. Your body still warm from another man’s bed,” he grinned sheepishly. His face turning an embarrassed shade of red, as he realized how shameful his admission sounded.

		“And, just what will you be doing while I’m off prostituting myself for you?”

		“You aren’t going to be a prostitute. Well… Not unless you want to be, I guess?” he leered. “Let’s put it this way, I’m not expecting any money to change hands. Just a quick romp in the hay. Something to make you realize just how hot you really are. Remind you that you don’t always have to dress like Mother Hubbard. And, makeup is for more than dressing up at Halloween.”

		“I teach thirteen-year old children, Michael! I don’t need them getting the wrong ideas. I’m supposed to set an example, not become a wet dream for them!” pouted Aly.

		“Not twenty-four hours a day,” he grinned mischievously. “There is such a thing as down time.”

		“Not in this uptight little burg!” pouted Aly, her arms crossed frustratedly in front of her.

		“Well… Then, I’ll just have to settle for having a vacation ‘Hot Wife,’ won’t I?” suggested Mike, bouncing his eyebrows up and down as Aly punched him with her elbow.

		Mike pulled her into his arms, his lips closing on hers tentatively. Aly, still a little hesitant about what she’d just agreed to, began to respond anyway. Her lips parting, allowing him to French kiss her. Their tongues starting to duel slowly, seductively. Aly finally melting against her husband for the first time in weeks.

		She could feel herself responding, her nipples tightening, as little electric shocks began to run through her. Mike’s hands moving slowly over her body, cupping her breasts as he began to knead them. Aly emitting little whimpers as she succumbed to his advances. Her dewy nectar starting to moisten her panties as her excitement grew. Part of her unavoidably fantasizing just what it might be like, if it wasn’t Michael making the advances? Feeling someone else’s hands on her body?

		Mike tugged her onto his lap, Aly straddling his legs on the sofa. He started slowly unbuttoning her blouse, more and more of her swelling breasts revealed with each new button. She snuggled against him as he pulled her breast free from her bra and started suckling from her lust hardened nipple. Aly’s fingers wrapping in his hair as she pulled him to her.

		Slowly, he nursed from one nipple, then the other. Aly enjoying the closeness, the feel of his cock hardening suggestively between her spread legs. Her moist nether regions grinding against his swelling excitement, teasing him. Mike slipped from her nipples, to kiss down her flat stomach. His body sliding lower on the sofa with each new inch.

		Edging her skirt up around her hips, he slid between her spread thighs. Her moist panties hovering over his face. Aly shocked as the honeyed aroma of her arousal reached her nostrils. This wasn’t something he normally did! She gasped as she felt him pull her panties to the side, his tongue sliding along her moist slit. Her hands gripping onto the sofa, she let out a scream as she felt his tongue invade her most private place. Pushing deep inside her pulsating tunnel.

		Her head tossing wildly, she spasmed again and again as Mike licked her sweet nether regions. His tongue driving her wild, plunging deep inside her one instant, then swirling over her tight bundle of nerves the next. Her body shuddering uncontrollably, as her honeyed dew filled her lover’s mouth.

		Reaching back, Aly found the zipper to Mike’s pants, tugging it down. Her fingers fumbling to release his hardening cock from its confines. Slowly, she began to stroke his thickening rod. Feeling him, hard in her hand, she pulled away from his voracious mouth. Her body sliding down his until she was poised over his throbbing erection.

		With a deep sigh, she lowered herself onto his hard cock. Her moist pussy consuming him as she slid him inside her velvety canal. Her clinging walls gripping his girth as she began to ride him. Her thighs pumping as she sheathed herself on his hard sword over and over. Her fingers clawing at his chest as she exploded in orgasm. Her spasming pussy driving him insane, his own thrusting cock firing jet after jet of his hot cum deep inside of her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Three days later, she went shopping with Sheena. After Mike’s ‘Mother Hubbard,’ comment, she’d decided a new wardrobe was definitely in order for their vacation. “I want to be a real vamp,” she purred, as the two of them drove to the off-price mall about an hour south from where they lived.

		“Oh, I can definitely help you there!” giggled Sheena. “I have a fair amount of experience in that department.”

		“I said I wanted to look like a vamp, not a slut, Sheena. Just, you know, sexy,” snickered Aly.

		“I am not a slut! Although, I admit, I might get a little carried away now and again. I like sex. What can I say?”

		“I know you’re not a slut, Sheena. Although, I wish that Mike would feel the same,” admitted Aly. “He doesn’t like that you’ve had affairs, he thinks they’re tawdry. That’s why he wants us to be out in the open about this whole ‘Hot Wife’ fantasy of his.”

		“Mike can be a stuck-up prick at times! There’s a lot of things he seems to ‘not like.’ Honestly, I get the feeling he doesn’t really ‘approve’ of me or our friendship,” admitted Sheena. “He’s a bit of a racist, too, if you’ll forgive my saying so. Or, at least, he’s always seemed that way to me.”

		“He’s getting better about that, I’ve been working on him. Honestly, I’m surprised he turned out as well as he did, all things considered. You can blame his folks for the attitude. Total bigots! You would not like them, I’ll guarantee you. They aren’t real high on my list, either. I’m just as glad we live a thousand miles away from them. At least, they don’t visit often,” said Aly quietly.

		“You should pick out a black lover while you’re gone. That would fix his uptight little white wagon,” snickered Sheena. “You might like it, too. Black men are notorious for having big cocks. I know Marcus certainly does! I promise you, they’d give you a ride you won’t soon forget!”

		“Oh, hush! I don’t think I’m likely to forget this vacation anytime soon, one way or another,” admitted Aly. “My first time with a strange man?”

		“Man? What’s wrong with it being ‘men?’” suggested Sheena. “There’s nothing saying there only has to be one, you know? You’ll be gone for a week. And, as you’ve admitted, you can’t play around here. Do it while you can, Girl!”

		“OMG! I hadn’t even thought about anything like that!” giggled, Aly. “I… I suppose… I just assumed… You know, one and done. But, I guess… Maybe, if we’re both okay with it… Assuming I enjoy myself.”

		“Oh! You’ll like it. Believe me, you’ll like it. I think the only question is, will Michael?” smirked Sheena.

		Pulling up in front of the mall, they elected to have some lunch before hitting the stores. Aly pointing out an Applebee’s on a nearby corner, they both ordered salads and a glass of wine. Then, at the waiter’s suggestion, they got a bottle instead. Three glasses of wine apiece later, they strolled out of the restaurant and headed for the first store.

		The first dress Sheena pulled out for her threw Aly into a fit of giggles. “There is no way I’m wearing that! You can see right through it, Sheena,” she declared, her voice only slightly slurred.

		“That’s the general idea, Sweetie. You’ve got a great little body, it’s about time you let people see it,” smirked Sheena. “Come on, at least try it on. It’ll be fun! For me? Please?”

		Aly turned every shade of red possible as she stepped out of the dressing room and twirled before her friend. Her pert breasts swaying enticingly as she turned. Sheena pulled her in front of the mirrors, standing over her shoulder as she held her there. “You look super-hot, Girlfriend.”

		“I look like a whore, is what I look like! This is just not going to happen, Sheena,” giggled Aly shyly. She could feel her friend’s hot breath falling on her shoulders as she stood so closely behind her. Aly felt her nipples tighten as she looked at the indecent reflection in the mirror.

		Leaning in, Sheena breathed in the coconutty scent of Aly’s shampoo. Her lips kissing her friend’s exposed neck. “It’s a shame, Baby. You do look really hot! Trust me, you’d be beating the men off in this dress.”

		Aly gasped a little at the feel of her friend’s lips. They’d known each other forever. Meeting first in college, the two of them thrown together in the dorm their first year. Despite their closeness, they’d never… Well, of course, Aly had thought about it. She was human, after all! But, it was just not something that good girls did. Not ever! “I’ll… Um… I’ll just have to settle for being a little less uninhibited, I think,” she said quietly.

		“Killjoy! All right, let’s see what else we can find. I’ll pull some more dresses while you change. I love shopping!” squealed Sheena. Aly watching in the mirror as her friend skipped excitedly back out to the sales floor. Sheena’s long legs flashing with each step she took, her dark curls bouncing. Stepping back into the dressing room, Aly slowly unfastened the dress and slipped it off. A hint of her excitement wafting up from her nether regions as she did. Hanging the dress back up, she leaned against the wall calming herself. Only stirring when Sheena hung several more dresses over the door.

		Seventeen dresses later, Aly had chosen three for vacation. Thankfully, none of them were see-through. Though, they were all rather revealing. Their low necklines offering an enticing view of Aly’s pert breasts. The short hemlines didn’t hurt, either.

		Setting the dresses aside with the salesclerk, they headed to the swimwear department. Sheena expressing herself adamantly this time. Aly finally agreeing to two tiny bikinis. Neither of which she would ever dare to wear at home. Well… Maybe occasionally at Sheena and Marcus’ house, they had a pool. Aly enjoyed swimming with her friend regularly during the summer months. She was pretty sure that Sheena swam in the nude when they didn’t have company. Their yard having a high privacy fence surrounding it. She idly wondered if she could ever get Mike to visit as well? He needed to lighten up about some things. This was the twenty-first century after all.

		Aly speculated about getting some new underwear for the trip, her inquiry receiving a dirty look from Sheena. “Those dresses scream commando, Sweetie. Period. Don’t even think about underwear, not for this trip. ‘Vamp,’ remember? You’re out to get laid!” she said decidedly. After picking out three pair of high heel sandals, they wrapped up their shopping for the day. Sheena buying a few things herself. The two of them happily drove home.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Aly sat nervously in the window seat watching the blue of the ocean fly by beneath them. She was still unsure about this trip. I mean, she was excited about getting away. Being someplace new, sunbathing on the beach, the crashing surf and all that. She’d been looking forward to it for months. But… Honestly, the rest of it… The rest of it scared her silly!

		The unfamiliar weight of her new anklet, its heavy gold chain wrapped enticingly around her slender ankle, preyed on her mind. It had been Mike’s gift just before they left this morning. An outward symbol announcing that she was ‘available,’ a rather evocative one at that. There was nothing subtle about it! The heavy links glistening in the sun as the plane winged its way south.

		Aly wasn’t sure exactly when she’d decided to go through with this. But, she had. The decision allowing erotic fantasies to fill her head. Five days and four nights in paradise. Her mind had been dwelling on the desires it created for the last two hours, while she sat there, downing a few celebratory drinks. Thoughts of another man kissing her, taking her. His thick cock splitting her in two. The feel of him cumming inside of her?

		Oh! Should she use a condom? Was there some established protocol to this ‘Hot Wife’ thing? Just what did one do with a new man, anyway? Should she give him a blowjob? Was she supposed to swallow if she did? She guessed that might be a part of it. She knew a lot of women did, but it wasn’t something that was part of her routine. Would they eat her pussy like Mike did occasionally? She thought she’d like that! They wouldn’t take her that other way, would they? Could she say no? I mean, it was allowed to say no, wasn’t it?

		Then, she started to worry about the logistics of it, just how it would all work? They hadn’t discussed any of that. Was she supposed to go to their room, or bring them to hers? Just how many men did he expect her to… Um… Sample this week? Or, be allowed to, anyway? Was there anything taboo as far as Mike was concerned? There were so many things that they hadn’t talked about!

		Asking for another refill of her cocktail, the stewardess brought her another of the little bottles. The vodka hitting her rather hard this early in the day, but she needed it to calm herself down. Glancing around shyly, she pulled Mike closer to her and whispered in his ear. “Um… Have you thought about how all this will work?” she asked.

		“How what will work, Aly?” he asked, shaking his head. His mind engrossed in what he’d been reading.

		“You know! I mean, this whole ‘Hot Wife’ fantasy of yours? Do I bring them to our room? Do I go to theirs? Is this to be an all-night thing? Do I have to do anything they want?” she asked, starting to ramble nervously.”

		“Well… What would you like? Would you feel more comfortable in our own room?”

		“Probably,” she whispered. “But, what will you do? I mean, just because I’m trying this, doesn’t mean you have any special privileges. I don’t want to think of you with another woman and I certainly don’t want you there watching! I’d be way too embarrassed.”

		“I don’t know, I could wait in the bar maybe? Go down to the beach? I’m sure there must be some things I could do. Um… Probably not for all night, though,” chuckled Mike wryly. “Sleeping on the beach doesn’t sound very enticing.”

		“How will you know when to come back?” she asked innocently.

		“You could text me, I guess? We’ll work it out, don’t worry so much,” he assured her, putting his arm around her. “It’ll be fine, I promise.”

		“Easy for you to say. I’m the one involved here, Michael. I’m scared about all of this. Okay? It’s only natural. So, I mean, are there any rules to this?” she asked shyly.

		“Well… I suppose I’d…” Then, she suddenly got a seriously stubborn look on her face, putting her finger to his mouth to hush him as he started to speak.

		“No, don’t answer that. If I’m doing this, I think it should be strictly on my terms. My rules. It has to be. I pick out what men I’m with this week and what I do with them. The only concession I’m agreeing to, is that I’ll come back to you afterwards. I’m willing to tell you about what happens, but that’s it. And, only as much as you feel you want to know.”

		Mike looked at her strangely, his face paling just a little at her sudden bold decree. The reality that she was seriously contemplating fulfilling his fantasy, taking a lover, setting in. This was really about to happen. Even more, he hadn’t missed that she’d said ‘men,’ plural. His mind having to come to grips with the realization that there might be more than one. His sudden nervousness evident as he ordered them both another round of drinks.

		He sat watching her more closely now. The swell of her breasts beneath the crop top she had on. Her long legs visible in the short mini-skirt. The way her dainty foot rocked as she sat there. Her new ankle bracelet glistening in the sunlight as the plane banked to land. It had been his brainstorm of a gift to her. More than just decoration, it was something he’d read about on numerous websites. It was a symbol that she was a ‘Hot Wife.’ One who was open to sexual advances by other men.

		Well, he was about to get what he’d been asking for, begging for! His wife was going to give herself to another man. Apparently, from her remarks, firmly determined to do so. Only returning to him after she’d… OMG! A mixture of excitement and anguish filling him. She’d be coming back to him used. Soiled. No longer his virgin bride. They hadn’t even discussed whether she should use protection or not! And, now… Aly had forbidden any further discussion about rules. It was to be on her terms or not at all.

		A part of him knew she was right, of course. He supposed it had to be that way. But, knowing that she might… He’d asked her to come back to him still warm from another man’s bed. Without showering or anything. Now, he realized she might be full of another man’s cum? Or, maybe she’d have sucked him off? His fantasies hadn’t really been all that explicit. Fueled more by his obsession with the idea, than any actual agenda. OMG! He hoped she brought her birth control pills along? A sudden cavern opening in his chest at the thought. He’d have to check each day to make sure she’d taken them. Raising another man’s child was not part of his fantasy.

		His mind overcome by his chaotic thoughts, Aly had to shake him to get him to realize they’d landed and he needed to get up and leave the plane. His blood running cold as he gripped her hand walking down the jetway into the terminal.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Aly stood before the big mirror in the luxurious bath, the steam slowly evaporating from the reflective surface. She liked what she saw staring back at her. Long, curly blonde hair, sparkling blue eyes, small pert breasts with taut pink nipples, a tight ass and legs that went on forever. She’d always had great legs, her micro-mini skirts taking advantage of it in college. But, she’d hooked up with Mike late in her freshman year and they’d been together ever since.

		It seemed strange to be primping for another man. She’d spent some extra time tonight, shaving her legs and, at Sheena’s insistence, trimming her downy bush into a tiny landing strip. It made her feel rather naughty for some reason. She’d even given herself a mani-pedi. Applying her makeup, she decided to go a little darker and heavier than usual. After all, she was on a mission. She intended to take a lover tonight.

		Wow! That sounded so strange. A bit unnerving, too. She hadn’t been in the dating pool for ten years. Things had changed, but just how much she wasn’t sure? The rules were different now. Though, she supposed sex was still sex. Finished with her makeup, she dabbed some perfume on. A touch behind her ears, between her breasts and, just a drop, on her downy landing strip. The proof she’d decided to leave of being a natural blonde.

		She spent a few moments admiring herself in the mirror. Turning this way and that, checking herself out from various angles. Yes, she still looked good. No doubt about it. But… Oh, damn! She was going out to try and find a man to have sex with. It just seemed so… Bizarre? Naughty? Wrong? Slutty? And, yet… So damn HOT!

		A mix of excitement and nerves hitting her, Aly was shaking just a little as she padded barefoot over to where she’d hung up her new dresses. Mike hadn’t even seen her in them yet, they were a surprise for vacation. They’d gotten in too late to even go to the beach today. Tonight, it was just dinner and…

		OMG! This was happening! Having made her decision, she’d already boldly informed Mike that after dinner she intended to go to the bar, by herself. Suggesting that he find something else to do for the rest of the evening. She’d text him when it was time to come back to the room. Assuming she found somebody, that is. What if she didn’t? After all, she’d always been tiny. Appearing like a little girl next to her friend Sheena. What if after all this anguish, nobody wanted her? Would she find herself just left sitting there alone, a wall flower?

		Well… There was only one way to find out. She could feel Mike’s eyes on her as she pulled her dress from the hanger. Aly slowly slipped it on, zipping it up and adjusting her small breasts in the top. The clingy fabric hugging her like a second skin. Pulling a pair of high heeled sandals out, she sat down on the edge of the big king-sized bed and put them on. Fastening her new ankle bracelet on before standing up.

		Mike’s face looked a little pale as he watched her dress. She didn’t think he’d missed that she hadn’t put on a bra or panties tonight either. Well… Too bad. He asked for this. And, she intended to deliver! Aly saw him get up from the chair he was in and walk towards her.

		Pulling her into his arms, he kissed her. “You look absolutely beautiful, Aly. That dress is… Wow! I don’t think I’ve ever seen it before. Is it new?” he asked.

		“Yes, it is, Michael. Does it meet your approval? Not too, ‘Mother Hubbard’ for you?” she snickered.

		“Oh, there’s definitely nothing ‘Mother Hubbard’ about it. Are you sure you wouldn’t rather just stay in tonight? Maybe rest up after the flight?” he asked tentatively. His hands straying to cup her breasts through the thin fabric.

		Pushing his hands away, she shook her head. “You’ll just have to wait tonight, Michael. After all, you asked me to do this. And, I don’t want to lose my nerve about it.”

		Casually grabbing her purse, she headed for the door. “Coming? You did promise to buy me dinner as I recall?”

		Mike held her hand as they walked down the hall to the elevator. Their room was on the fifth floor overlooking the small marina attached to the resort. The Caribbean Sea glistening beyond. The beach front rooms had all been booked when he made the reservations. Still, it was a nice room. A mini-suite, there was a sofa and chair, a balcony that overlooked the water. A big screen TV for their viewing pleasure and, of course, the king-sized bed for… Fuck! This was really happening! Mike couldn’t stop thinking that Aly would be on that bed later tonight, another man driving his hard shaft into her. Her body spasming in ecstasy as she orgasmed on some stranger for the first time.

		They were both quiet during dinner. Aly spending more time drinking wine and toying with her food than anything else. Mike had to admit, even he wasn’t particularly hungry. Not with what was about to happen. He didn’t doubt for second that she’d find somebody tonight. Not the way she looked in that dress. His cock was rock hard just looking at her. Her pert breasts pressed against the clingy fabric. Hell, he could even see the pebbly outline of her nipples! And the hemline? It barely covered her ass. And, the little hussy was commando underneath it! Oh, she’d find somebody, all right. She’d probably have her choice of several potential lovers, he thought wryly.

		And, just what was he supposed to do while she was… Aly had already told him that she was calling dibs on the bar. So, that was off limits. Oh, he knew he’d told her he could walk the beach or whatever, but he really hadn’t expected her to go through with it. She might not, even now? That was still a possibility. But, she’d sounded pretty determined this afternoon on the plane. And, he’d seen the way she primped in the bath tonight. Even shaving her… Fuck! That meant another man would be the first to…

		Aly had to reach over and nudge his arm to get him to realize that the waiter was there with the check. Signing for their dinner he felt a little sick as he saw her stand up from the table. Standing himself, he walked with her out into the lobby. Aly turning to him and giving him a peck on the cheek. “I’ll text you when it’s safe to come back to the room, Mike,” she said. Her voice a mere whisper. Then, she just turned and walked briskly away. Her long legs flashing with every step. Mike’s eyes never leaving her as her high heels pounded across the stone floored lobby. Feeling a little sick as he caught the glint of her ankle bracelet. The one he’d so boldly given her this morning. Her free pass for vacation…

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Aly walked into the busy bar, her nipples tightening as the air conditioning hit her full blast. Glancing around she saw several open stools at the bar. Thinking that would be the best place for her under the circumstances, she walked over and sat down. The bartender in front of her almost immediately, his eyes straying excitedly to her cleavage. “White wine, please?”

		Setting the glass in front of her, Aly reached for her little purse, but the bartender shook his head with a smile. Nodding down the bar at a dark-haired man a few seats down smiling at her. When he came up to her, Aly decided he was several years older than she was. A few gray hairs gracing his head and salt and pepper five o’clock shadow.

		His name was Paul, an engineer of some sort, down here on vacation. Newly divorced, he was just looking for a good time relaxing with some sun, sand and surf. He was telling her he was from New Jersey, as if his heavy Jersey accent hadn’t given it away. Aly tried to relax a little as they chatted informally through that glass of wine, and the next. Halfway through that second glass, she felt his hand on hers. His fingers stroking her palm. Certainly, there’d be no question about any sort of relationship. He was obviously only looking for one thing!

		It was just… Paul seemed a little too desperate about it. Divorced, looking to find somebody else to be with. Aly made a show of her wedding rings and thanked him for the drinks. Maybe she’d see him around the resort? Turning back to the bar as he sulked away, his tail between his legs.

		Another glass of wine magically appearing in front of her, the bartender indicated the drink was from a man sitting at the end of the bar. Glancing around, she saw a young surfer type. His body muscled. His eyes locking on hers. Aly gave him a smile and a wink. Though, honestly, thinking he looked a little young for her. But, then… Well, she wasn’t looking for long term dating material. Not tonight! Her heart was pounding in her chest as she saw him stand up. His tall, lanky form drifting towards her.

		He was young. Too young! No doubt about it. Aly finding out he was still in college, his Senior Year still ahead of him. She thanked him for the drink but didn’t try to encourage him further. It didn’t matter, he was persistent enough for both of them. His name was Jack, and he was a California boy. Finishing up at UCLA next year, he intended to go into computers. Okay, smart and muscled. And, um… Definitely, enthusiastic! Would that be all that bad, she wondered?

		Against her better judgement, Aly didn’t push him away. Her fingers toying with the neckline of her dress as she sat talking to him. Letting him see the swell of her pert breasts. She even managed to cross her legs enticingly while his eyes devoured the view. Could he tell she was commando tonight? She kind of hoped so… When he started drawing designs on the back of her hand, she didn’t stop him. Especially since it was her ring hand! She wanted him to know that tonight, whatever it might turn out to be, was just a fling.

		By the next drink, his barstool had magically seemed to move a lot closer to hers. His lips now whispering in her ear from time to time. Fingers toying with her hair and caressing her neck. His closeness a bit unnerving, but it excited her. She could feel her nipples tightening, her dewy excitement starting to develop on her newly bare labia. Aly could detect just the slightest hint of her scent now as she crossed her legs again. The movement slow and deliberate, letting Jack have the view that he craved.

		When he next whispered in her ear, it was to ask if she’d like to join him upstairs. Perhaps some place a little more private, where they could get a little better acquainted? With a sidelong look at him, Aly made her decision. She downed the rest of her wine and took his hand. “If you don’t mind, I think I’d be more comfortable in my own room. My husband is gone for several hours and we could have it all to ourselves?” she suggested. Her young companion grinning like crazy, as he took her arm. Escorting her from the bar and out into the lobby.

		Aly was nervous as they waited for the elevator. Jack’s hand resting possessively at the base of her spine. In the elevator, she felt his hand slip from her back to caress her bottom. Fighting the urge to slap him for his forwardness, she tried to relax. After all, this is what she was here for tonight. And, there was no doubt in her mind that Jack would deliver. He kissed her as they reached her room. His kiss tasting of the strong rum he’d been drinking.

		Pulling her keycard out, Aly opened the door to the room. She glanced around quickly making sure that Mike hadn’t decided to come back to the room. But, he was living up to his end of the deal. At least, so far. Aly heard the door close behind them, Jack tripping the lock. The sound like a gunshot in the quiet air. Her heart practically jumping out of her chest at the sound. Jack’s arms going around her shoulders, pulling her back against him, right there in the little hallway.

		He was nibbling her ear, his breath hot on her neck. Her body melting against his as she succumbed to his advances. Slowly, his hands traveled down from her shoulders to cup her small, pert breasts. Aly gasping as she felt him knead her sensitive globes. She could feel his cock hardening against the crease of her ass. OMG! He was turning her on. She whimpered as his wandering fingers found her nipples, pulling on them through the thin fabric of her dress.

		Turning her to face him, he kissed her. His tongue pushing into her mouth, dueling with hers passionately. She was enjoying his kiss so much that she almost didn’t register when he expertly slid the dress from her shoulders. Oh, he was smooth! His hands now burning against her bare breasts, Aly almost wanted to cry. A stranger was feeling her tits! His hands so different from Mike’s. His touch more urgent, demanding.

		Aly emitted little cries and whimpers as his lips found her pulsing nipples. Jack suckling greedily from her. His teeth nipping at her. Little electric charges racing through her with every nibble. Excitedly, she felt his hands slide under her short dress, cupping her bare ass cheeks. Pulling her to him, his thickening cock pressing against her hungrily.

		Reaching down, Aly slid her fingers along his thickening erection. Oh! He was big! Bigger than Mike, anyway. Awkwardly, she pulled his zipper down, her groping fingers finding the button to his khakis, opening him to her caress. She let out a squeal as he bit her nipple when her fingers wrapped around him. His burning hot cock swelling in her hand. He was thick! Not as long as she’d first thought, but a lot thicker.

		Aly squealed as he picked her up in his arms, his muscles bulging. Her legs wrapping around his hips to hold herself up. She felt one of her spike heels drop to the floor as she did. She could feel his cock bouncing against her moist nether region. The heat of him burning her. He was kissing her again, his probing rod sliding over her dewy nether lips. OMG! Did he intend to… Standing up? I mean, she’d never… Aly cried out as she felt his pulsing cock invade her petaled nether lips. It was just the head of his cock, but it was inside of her!

		Breaking their kiss, Jack grinned down at her. Then, he let her drop! Gravity forcing her body to impale itself on his thick cock. Her scream could have been heard all the way to the beach. Oh, God! He was all the way inside her! Well, that sure settled the condom question, didn’t it? Jack’s hard rod began slamming into her bareback, as he physically moved her up and down on his thick shaft. Her pussy splitting wide open with every thrust. Wider than Mike had ever stretched her, Aly could only close her eyes and go along for the ride.

		Over and over, Jack’s thick cock tore into her. Her pussy wrapping tightly around him with every thrust. Aly crying out over and over as he used her. Sweat was starting to pour from her now, little rivulets of it running down between her heaving breasts. Her sensitive nipples brushing against his polo shirt with every thrust. His cock slamming into her. Oh, fuck! She’d never been taken like this. It was exciting. Her whole body on fire with passion as Jack lustfully thrust deep into her.

		OMG! She could feel his hard rod swelling inside of her. His thrusts becoming erratic. He was going to… “Oh! Fuck! Yes! Yes!!!! Do it! Cum for me!” she cried. Jack’s throbbing rod exploding inside of her. Jet after jet of his hot seed spurting deep inside of her unprotected womb. Their lips crashing together passionately.

		Aly still weakly clinging to his shoulders, only dimly coming to grips with what she’d just done. Hanging there, her legs still wrapped around his waist. Jack’s lava hot seed oozing slowly from between her pussy lips and drooling down her thighs. She was an adulteress. Had broken her wedding vows and made her husband a cuckold. Becoming a ‘Hot Wife’ in the process. All in one night! The very first night of their vacation, no less.

		Slowly, Jack lowered her to the floor. Losing her balance as she landed on just one high heeled foot. Clinging to him for balance, she kicked the other shoe away. Feeling dwarfed by her young lover as she stood before him in just her bare feet. His hands finding the zipper to her dress and dropping it the rest of the way to the floor. Aly now standing naked before him, his lava hot cum drooling slowly from inside of her. Little burning rivulets of it sliding down her thighs.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		They’d finally made it to the bed. Aly lying quietly snuggled against her lover. She could still feel Jack’s hot cum oozing from her wanton pussy and pooling beneath her. He’d been kissing her hungrily, nuzzling into her damp blonde locks. But, what happens next, she wondered? I mean, Mike was always done after he’d cum. But, Jack? Her answer coming soon enough as she felt his hands starting to caress her breasts again. His cock thickening against her ass cheeks as they lay there. Ah, yes! The exuberance and resilience of youth. Apparently, Jack wasn’t done with her, not by a long shot!

		She whimpered a little as she felt him start to kiss his way down her back. Reaching the base of her spine, he rolled her over. His first kiss falling on her damp and matted little landing strip. Not seeming to mind at all that she was still leaking his creamy seed. Aly stared in disbelief as she saw his cock getting hard again, right there in front of her face. She hadn’t really seen it that first time, when they… Felt it? Oh, yeah! She’d felt it! It would have been hard not to the way he tore her in two with that thick monster. Now, she found herself fascinated as she watched it thicken. Should she? After all, he unabashedly was toying with…

		OMG! She cried out as his tongue slid over her moist labia. Her eyes almost bulging out of her head as she felt it slide deep inside of her velvety tunnel. Oh! Wow! He was eating her out. After he’d… That was so… Filthy… So, gross… So, dirty… So, damn hot! “Oh, fuck! Yes! Yes! Right there!” she cried. Her body cascading through orgasm after orgasm as his tongue fluttered expertly over her tight little clit. Her thighs wrapping tightly around his head as he serviced her.

		Without even thinking, she leaned forward and hungrily pulled his thickening rod to her lips. Her tongue tasting a strange man for the first time. She didn’t even care that he’d been inside of her just minutes before! She could taste her own juices on his cock. The strange mix of tastes thrilling her. Slowly, she began to bob up and down his thick shaft. Her tongue swirling around his throbbing rod.

		This time, it was Jack’s turn to moan. Aly had learned how to give an excellent blowjob over the years. Admittedly, at Mike’s insistence. She’d always resented that he didn’t seem to want to return the favor. Something that Jack didn’t seem to have a problem with at all.

		Aly was thrilling to the taste and feel of her first lover. The weight of his thick cock feeling strange on her tongue. Her head bobbing forward she took him deeper. The head of his thick rod sliding deep into her mouth. She could feel it, stretching her throat wide, like she’d tried to swallow a piece of food that was too big. But, he didn’t force it. Jack, wisely, letting her control her movements. Aly plunging down on his tumescent member excitedly.

		His tongue still driving her insane, she felt his cock swell in her mouth. Groans coming from him as she swirled her tongue excitedly. Her head plunging down on his thick shaft, she felt him spasm. His lava hot seed jetting down her throat! Aly swallowing like crazy, his heavy load filling her mouth as his tongue plunged deep into her swollen pussy.

		Gasping frantically, Aly pulled away. Coughing a little after swallowing her first load of cum. Ever! It’s salty taste consuming her. The two of them lay there, head to toe, as she wiped a drool of cum from her chin. Glancing down, she saw Jack’s face covered with her own dewy emissions. An erotic thrill racing through her.

		Jack turned around on the bed. His lips crushing against hers, Aly tasting herself in his kiss. She didn’t care… Not one bit!

		Slowly, she calmed down. Her breathing returning to normal as Jack held her tightly. She felt strangely safe in his arms. This young man she’d just met. A total stranger a couple of hours ago. Yet, she’d taken him into her bed. Serviced him just like she did her husband. Um… Well, maybe even a little more than she did Mike. After all, she never let Mike cum in her mouth. Always figuring if he was only good for one time, then it had better be in her pussy.

		Aly was casually wondering what she should do now? I mean, they’d already had sex twice. Mike would be wondering what she was doing? Had she found a lover? Had she fulfilled his fantasy? She was trying to think of a way to suggest that perhaps it was time…

		Um… Oh! Oh!!!! Well, ‘time’ could wait a bit she supposed, as she felt Jack start to swell against her body again. She’d never had sex three times in one night in her life! And, here was this young… OMG! She squealed as he rolled her over and slid between her legs. His thick cock hard again. Aly watching as the swollen head of it pressed against her swollen labia.

		With a gasp, she felt him press inside of her. Her eyes locked on where his throbbing rod was poised to sheath itself in her adulterous pussy. Holding just like that, just barely inside of her, he kissed her. Then, with a grin, he jerked his hips forward! His hard cock burying itself inside of her to the hilt. Aly screaming at the sudden intrusion. Feeling his hard shaft splitting her in two for the second time tonight.

		Excitedly, she wrapped her legs around him. Her fingers clawing at his back as he pounded into her over and over. He was like a piledriver, slamming into her. His pubic bone crashing against her with every thrust. Her tight little clit exploding again and again. Aly crying out with each thrust, her body spasming wildly, as orgasm after orgasm tore through her sweat drenched body.

		With a violent crash against her, Aly felt him explode inside of her unprotected womb once again. His hot seed filling her, the heat of him spreading through her. The excitement of the moment overwhelming her. She had no idea it could be like this… Sheena had been right. This would NOT be a one-time thing! Mike had wanted a ‘Hot Wife.’ Well, guess what? He was getting one!

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Mike was frustratingly sitting at one of the little beach bars, staring blankly into his glass of scotch. His third of the night. His mind consumed with thoughts of Aly. Where was she? Who was she with? What was she doing? He thought there might be a text from her or something. Letting him know what was happening. But, his phone had remained stubbornly silent. At one point, he hadn’t been able to resist the desire… The need to know. Taking a stroll past the hotel bar, he’d sneaked a look inside only to find that there was no sign of her. Either she’d moved on to someplace else, or… Or, she was fulfilling his fantasy. Right then!

		While he was standing lost and alone with his thoughts. His wife was eagerly spreading her legs and letting some other man have his way with her. His hard cock driving into her over and over, making him a cuckold! The thought of it tearing him apart. Right then, he wanted to run up to their room and yell at her to stop. Plead with her not to do it! But…

		As much as he didn’t want to think about what was happening, he couldn’t stop the sexy feelings that ran through him. The excited rush that he felt. Erotic images filling his mind. His cock swelling as he thought about Aly, his Aly, still warm from another man’s embrace. Marks of her betrayal covering her body. It had been over two hours since he’d looked for her. Could she still be… I mean, how long did it take? Mike jumping as his phone chirped loudly at him.

		Oh, God! A text message! Opening it, he wasn’t sure whether he felt excited or if he wanted to cry? Simple, direct and, yet, the meaning of it seemed almost devastating:

		

		Time 2 come back

		

		It was over, Aly was now a ‘Hot Wife.’ She’d committed adultery. Made him a cuckold. Betrayed their marriage vows. Done exactly what he’d asked of her. Brazenly giving herself to another man. Mike wondered who it had been? Which man, of the hundreds here at the resort, had…

		Shaking his head to clear the dark thoughts, he downed the rest of his scotch. Then got up and began walking slowly back to the hotel. It’s lights gleaming brightly a short walk away. Happy noises coming from the many people going to and from the entrance. All of them excited to be here in paradise. The soft crash of the ocean waves on the beach, the music of the bands playing, people dancing and having fun. And, then, there he was. Feeling a little like he was walking up to face the executioner.

		He was pale as he stood there in front of the elevators, waiting. It seemed like he’d been waiting forever now. Over three hours since they’d… Oh, stop it! Stop it right now! You asked for this, now accept it. Enjoy it for what it is. A fulfillment of your fantasy. Determinedly, he stepped into the elevator and pushed the button for the fifth floor. Waiting impatiently while the car slowly rose.

		Walking down the hallway, all he could think about was that Aly had walked this same hall with another man. Had he kissed her right here? Maybe run his hands over slender body right where he was standing at this very moment? Mike stood quietly in front of their door. Just staring at it. Almost feeling as if he should knock or something. Or, maybe, he should just turn and walk away? Unable to face what awaited him. No! This was what he wanted. What he’d asked for. Taking out his keycard, he opened the door.

		The room was dimly lit, the drapes still open to the night sky. One of Aly’s shoes was lying just inside the doorway. Mike’s heart thudding in his chest as he saw a damp spot on the floor next to it. What… The reality hitting him as he noticed the heavy scent of sex that filled the entryway.

		Stepping in further, he saw her other shoe not too far away from where her crumpled dress lay in a puddle on the floor. Cast off in her urgency. Then, there she was… Aly! His wife! Her naked body lying across the big king-sized bed. Her hair a wild tangle of curls, damply clinging to her face. Her lipstick smeared, sweat still glistening on her back as she lay there on her stomach. Knees bent, her feet crossed in the air as she looked at him. Her little toes wiggling excitedly. An enigmatic smile on her face.

		OMG! She’d done it! She’d actually done it. She’d fucked another man. Mike slowly approached the bed. His nostrils flaring at the heavy scent of sex that filled the air. You know what I mean, that pungent, musky scent of cologne, perfume, sweat and cum that fill the air after… “Welcome back, Baby,” she whispered. Her voice a soft, seductive purr. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

		Honestly, it didn’t look like she’d been waiting very long. Mike pulled his shirt off as he walked up to the bed. As he came up, Aly rolled over on to her back. Her naked body wantonly displayed for him. Her nipples swollen and red, her little blonde landing strip now damp and matted with… Oh, fuck! He leaned down, kissing her. Her tongue eagerly pushing into his mouth. Her kiss tasting of… She’d sucked him off! Swallowed his hard cock and let him cum in her mouth. She didn’t even do that for him. Fuck! How dare she?

		He started to pull away, disgusted and confused by her shamelessness. But, Aly held on, her hands wrapped around his head as she drove her tongue inside his mouth again and again. Forcing him to taste her depravity. She smelled of sex, reeked of it! But… God help him, he couldn’t pull away. He started to kiss down her adulterous body. His lips closing on her swollen nipple. His thoughts consumed with the knowledge that another man had suckled from her. He could still smell his cologne, the scent of him. Mike could taste the sweat on her body. Not all of it hers!

		Aly was whimpering as he suckled from her. Her fingers twining around his hair, urging him lower. What? No! No way! He couldn’t. Not… His lips trailing over her sweat covered abdomen. The scent of her driving him insane. He could see her damp landing strip. Sticky streaks of cum laced through the soft curls. The pulsing nether lips beyond, now red and swollen.

		Aly parted her legs as he neared. Mike wanted to cry as he saw the streaks of moist cum that had slid down her thighs. Little trails of it easily visible even in the dim light. She’d taken him bareback! Let him fill her fertile womb with his illicit seed. His wife! How could she? He couldn’t believe the sight before him. Aly’s spread legs, her swollen pussy, the thick, creamy seed of her lover still oozing from inside of her.

		He wanted to run from their room. He wanted to strike her. He wanted to punish her for her sins. He wanted… OMG! He plunged his tongue against her swollen labia! Aly screaming as she felt him run his tongue over her ravaged pussy. His tongue driving deep inside of her velvety insides, her lovers salty seed filling his mouth. Tears falling down his face as he tongued her mercilessly.

		Aly was crying out constantly, her body spasming wildly as he tasted her. His voracious mouth sucking the offending seed from inside of her. Cleaning her! Her head tossing wildly, long blonde hair flying as she lost herself in passionate orgasm. Her manicured fingers clawing frantically at the bedding. Legs wrapped tight around his head, her little toes curling.

		Pulling away from her, Mike tore the rest of his clothes off. Wild eyed, he grabbed hold of her, turning her over and pulling her up on her knees. Climbing boldly onto the bed, he stroked his throbbing cock, centering it at her adulterous pussy. With one vicious thrust he sheathed himself inside of her! Her scream echoing around the quiet room as she collapsed onto the bed from the force of his attack. Mike’s hands tight around her hips all that held her as he drove into her again and again. His cock like a jackhammer wielded by the hands of a madman.

		Sweat was pouring from him as he used her. Fucking her like the slut she’d become. His whore of a wife! Her tight velvety walls laced with the seed of another man. Mike pistoning into her again and again. His own cock swelling inside of her adulterous pussy. With a wild cry, he exploded inside of her. His cock firing pulse after pulse of his own fertile seed into her womb. Finally, collapsing on top of her. The two of them gasping for breath.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		Aly was sitting out on the balcony. Her only covering was an oversized T-shirt. Her long legs resting brazenly on the railing, her ankle bracelet glistening in the morning sunlight. Not even mindful that she was bottomless, her adulterous pussy on view to anybody with the desire to look, and a big enough pair of binoculars. She was still feeling a bit overwhelmed after last night. Her body full of five loads of cum from her two lovers!

		Deep in thought, she was startled as the glass door wall slid open behind her, Mike sitting down beside her silently. “Are you okay, Mike?” she asked hesitantly. Her eyes firmly fixed on the broad ocean horizon. Not wanting to look him in the eye, afraid of what she might see.

		“Yeah… I think so. How about you? No regrets?”

		“Not as long as you’re all right with it. It was… Different? I mean, I still love you and everything. But, um… Yeah. It was kind of fun!” she said softly. A small grin forming on her face.

		“’Kind of fun?’ It sure looked like you’d had fun last night! How many times did you two… Um… You know?”

		“Do you really want to know the details?” she asked tentatively. “I mean, I’ll tell you, if you want to know. I just don’t want to upset you or anything.”

		Mike was silent for a bit, then, “I think I want to know. I want to know everything,” he said. His voice becoming steely hard as he spoke.

		“Three times. He fucked me once when we first walked in, shoving me up against the wall right inside the door. Then, I sucked him off once and he took me a second time before he left,” she said. Her voice matter of fact, just providing just the bare details.

		“Was he… I don’t know… Bigger than me?” he asked.

		“About the same, I guess. His cock was a bit thicker. He was young, enthusiastic. Still in college. Too young for it to mean anything to either one of us. I thought he’d be pretty safe for my first time. No possible attachments, you know? How did you put it that day, just having a ‘romp in the hay?’”

		“So, you robbed the cradle last night? Interesting. I would have thought you’d go for someone older,” he mused.

		“I didn’t want some flabby old man. I mean, if I’m doing this, I’m going to enjoy it!” she declared smugly.

		“So… Does that mean you’re still doing this? I mean, that there might be more than just last night?” he asked, a slight hesitation in his voice.

		“Well… I am your ‘Vacation Hot Wife’ aren’t I? That was our deal, right? And, vacation isn’t over. Not yet,” she purred with a saucy little grin.

		“Okay… Well, Ms. ‘Hot Wife,’ what do you want to do today? Besides get laid, I guess?”

		“Mmmm… How about a day at the beach? I want some sun and sand!” she grinned.

		

		*

		

		Mike stared at her, his eyes hidden behind the reflective sunglasses he was wearing. Aly’s body glistening in the sun. He couldn’t believe the tiny bikini she’d worn. He’d never seen her in anything that revealing before. Never! Of course, she’d told him that Sheena had helped her pick it out. He should have known. She was her best friend, had been for years. And, no doubt knew all their secrets, even the intimate ones. Mike had never really been happy about Aly’s friendship with her. He supposed it was just the prejudices he’d grown up with. His father had been a very strict man. One that was solidly set in his ways. Not tolerant of anybody whose skin was even a slightly different color.

		Honestly, he’d been trying to lose the uptight feelings about ‘those people.’ Aly constantly on him about it, but it was hard. The feelings were deeply ingrained. His father had seen him talking to a black girl one day, just talking, and had whipped him until he screamed. Only releasing him when he promised to never talk to her, or anyone like her, again.

		He knew Aly had no compunctions whatsoever about that. Honestly, with her new found sexual freedom, he thought he’d be lucky if she didn’t… You know! He wasn’t sure how he might react to that? If he knew? I mean, he hadn’t even thought to ask last night. He supposed she’d tell him if he asked? She’d promised she’d tell him whatever he wanted to know.

		But… If he asked… Damn! She’d probably go out and do it just to spite him. To teach him a lesson. She was right, of course. Logically, he knew that. But, that still wouldn’t make it hurt any less. In fact, he wasn’t too thrilled with the way she’d been eyeing that cabana boy all morning. Braxton! That was his name. His muscled black body shiny with sweat as he moved up and down the beach. That tight little Speedo he was wearing, exaggerating the large bulge of his... Aly ordering mimosa after mimosa while she openly displayed herself in that ridiculously skimpy bikini she had on.

		He didn’t know why she bothered. It was just three tiny triangles. Hell, it didn’t even have a back. Just a string that ran between her butt cheeks. His cock swelled every time she asked him to put suntan lotion on her. His hands sliding over her taut, naked ass. Aly purring excitedly as he stroked her body. Damn! He wanted her. Right now! But, she’d already turned him down once today. Telling him he’d just have to wait until later, after she’d…

		He saw her staring wistfully towards the tall black man again as Mike rubbed some more lotion on her back. An enigmatic smile crossing her face. “A little lower, Michael. I don’t want to get sunburned down there,” she giggled. Mike’s hands kneading her ass cheeks, Aly’s thighs parting slightly to give him better access. Her warm nether region practically on fire as his fingers slid over her.

		“Mmmm… That felt so good,” she purred. Mike laying back down on his own chaise, doing his best to hide his own bulge.

		About thirty minutes later, Aly turned to him. “Michael, why don’t you take a walk down the beach for a while. Maybe, stretch your legs a little bit?”

		“Sure, if you’d like to,” he said.

		“No, Michael. I mean just you. I… Have some other plans right now,” she purred. A minxlike grin on her face.

		Oh, hell! Did it have to be with Braxton? He knew that was what she was up to. Maybe she’d ask him to oil her back, getting him excited? Then, pulling him off into the natural area just beyond the resort. A grove of palms and wild grasses visible just between some dunes, south of where they lay sunning on the immaculate sands. Mike’s blood ran cold as he thought about it. Aly exposing herself to the big black man. Spreading her legs, allowing him to… His black cock slamming between her wantonly spread thighs. And, she wouldn’t ask for a condom either. He knew it! The thought of defying him, of Braxton’s black seed filling her fertile womb… Breeding her, exciting her.

		Oh, he knew he’d asked her to do this, begged her to betray him. To become his ‘Hot Wife.’ And, despite how much it hurt, last night had been the wildest night of sex they’d ever had. The feel of her, the taste of her, seeming so foreign and exotic. Her body reeking of sex, her lover’s marks covering her body. They’d had sex a second time later. Aly riding him, her body bouncing up and down on his shaft. Her small breasts swinging wildly as he met her every thrust. They hadn’t done anything like that for years.

		But, this? Just the thought that she’d be with… Him! That the creamy seed inside of her would be from a black man. Mike was almost hyperventilating as he stared at her. His eyes afire with pain and, despite the angst he felt, unbridled lust…

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		He’d walked about three fourths of a mile down the sand, far from the pristine, manicured beach of the resort. The pounding surf crashing against the untended shoreline incessantly. Finally, shaking himself out of the funk he’d sunken in to, he turned and headed back. Not sure what he might find when he got back? Or, what he intended to do about it? His steps quickening as he got closer.

		Could he stop Aly from defiling herself with her black lover? Would he be in time to stop her betrayal? Did he really want to… OMG! There she was! Braxton sitting next to her on the chaise, his black hands rubbing suntan lotion over her exposed backside, then slipping down between her wantonly spread thighs. His hands brushing ever so closely to her… Mike’s eyes widening as he saw Aly’s sudden jerk, her body stiffen, her toes curling in orgasm. A smug grin on Braxton’s face as he serviced her.

		Mike stopped in his tracks, his body frozen. Watching as Braxton bent down and whispered something in her ear, his black hand never leaving the warm cleft of her thighs. Seeing her, as she shyly nodded. Quickly, Mike moved into the hollow of one of the nearby dunes. Stealthily watching as Braxton extended his hand, Aly grasping it as he helped her up. Her body dwarfed next to his towering form. Slowly, the two of them began to walk towards the dunes and the natural area beyond.

		Curling tightly against the hollow he was in, hoping that they’d turn off into the wooded area before they reached his hiding place, Mike waited. His face burning with shame. Each breath he took feeling like he had an elephant pressing on his chest. Sweat rolling down his forehead. He could hear their low murmurings now, they were close. Then, the sound slowly receding, the two cutting off into the palm tree laden oasis.

		Finally, he couldn’t stand it anymore! He had to know. Peering over the top of the dune, he saw them. Maybe forty feet away, Aly leaning back against a palm tree as Braxton kissed her. His tall form dwarfing her. His black hands caressing her tiny body possessively. Feeling her breasts, cupping her bare ass cheeks as he pulled her to him. His throbbing erection bulging in the tiny Speedo.

		Mike wanted to scream as he saw him pull the tiny triangles of her bikini top aside, her breasts now fully exposed to him. Her nipples already hard and engorged. From where he lay hidden, he couldn’t hear what they were saying over the crashing waves. But, he didn’t need to. He could imagine the little whimpers coming from her lips as he saw Braxton’s big, black hands knead her pale breasts. His fingers pinch her nipples, pulling and twisting at them. Exciting her.

		Braxton pulled her away from the tree, turning her to face it as he brazenly bent her over. Her naked breasts hanging like twin pendulums of ivory beneath her. Mike watching as Braxton pulled his bulging rod free. OMG! He really was huge. His black cock looking like some damn tree limb. Aly would never be able to take him! It was just not possible… He lay there in the dunes watching, seeing Braxton stroke that monster to life. It had to be a good nine inches long. And, thick. It looked like he was holding a damn soda can in his fist.

		Mike wanted to tear his eyes away, but he couldn’t. He watched horrified as he saw the big black man step between Aly’s lewdly spread legs. With one swift motion, he ripped the tiny bikini bottoms from her. The tiny scrap of material falling to the sand, leaving her nakedly open to his advances. Mike saw her mouth gape, her eyes widen, as she felt him pierce her. Was it his imagination, or had he actually heard her scream as Braxton plunged into her?

		He could only watch, mesmerized, as Braxton’s hips began to pump against his tiny wife. Her naked breasts swinging beneath her with every thrust. Aly’s hands gripping the trunk of the palm as he impaled her again and again on his thick rod. Her feet lifting off the white sands with each lunge of his black body. Aly’s hair was flying wildly, her head tossing as the big black man used her. Her hands grasping the tree trunk tightly, barely able to brace herself.

		Mike watching as Braxton bred her, her unprotected womb invaded over and over by his throbbing black cock. His heavy ball sack swaying between his legs. Seeing his efforts quicken, becoming more frantic, Mike looked away. He couldn’t watch anymore. He didn’t want to see it as Braxton pumped his filthy seed deep into her wanton pussy. Breeding her, like she was some whore. And, yet… OMG! Mike’s own cock was hard as a rock. It was almost painful, as he’d watch the spectacle before him. His wife, the love of his life, the woman he’d sworn eternal loyalty to, being used by that black…

		Peering over the top of the dune again, he saw Braxton pull away from her. A large dollop of cum falling from between her lewdly spread legs to the sand. With a smug grin, Braxton tucked his spent rod back into the tiny Speedo he wore. Aly still leaning weakly against the palm, her body heaving with the effort to breathe. Trying to catch her breath after the brutal assault.

		A wide grin on his face, Braxton walked away. Leaving Aly there, used and abandoned, her body still shaking as she gasped for breath. He was whistling offkey as he passed the dune where Mike lay hidden. Proud of himself. Strutting like some peacock back to the resort.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Aly was weakly leaning against the trunk of the tall palm. Sheltered amongst the wild undergrowth of the tropical oasis. Her breath still coming in deep gasps as she tried to calm herself. Her hair clinging damply to her face, rivulets of sweat running down between her breasts. Braxton’s burning hot cum drooling profusely down her thighs. She’d never been taken like that before! Her body pummeled over and over by his monstrous cock. OMG! She’d almost died when she saw the size of him, her excitement quickly fading at the thought of that monster inside of her.

		But, she had to admit, Sheena had been right. She’d just had the fuck of her life! Braxton’s long rod reaching places she didn’t even know she had. Her body spasming through one violent orgasm after another. She knew that she’d hurt Mike, ordering him away while she indulged her illicit fantasy. Defied the upbringing that haunted him, flaunting her lack of prejudice right in front of him. But, it had been his fantasy to cuckold him, too. At least, at the start. She liked being a ‘Hot Wife,’ liked it a lot! Well, she did, as long as Michael could come to grips with what she’d just done. Brazenly betraying him with her black lover. Flaunting it at him, letting him breed her.

		She was searching around the small grove for her bikini bottoms when she saw the fronds part. Her husband stepping before her. His eyes burning with outrage at what she’d done. And, something else, too… Lust! He didn’t say a word to her. His hands reaching out and grabbing her long blonde hair, pulling her to him.

		His lips crashing against hers, he kissed her. Then, roughly flipped her around to face the palm trunk again. Bending her over for the second time, her naked pussy still profusely oozing the cum of her black lover. Stepping between her legs, he pulled his own cock free.

		Aly crying out as he plunged his hard rod between her ravaged labia! Sheathing himself all the way inside her with one violent thrust. Aly desperately hanging on to the trunk of the palm as he took her. His rampant cock plunging into her over and over as he reclaimed her. Sweat pouring from their bodies, he pounded into her like she was some slut to be used.

		With a cry, she felt him empty himself inside of her adulterous womb. His own cream mixing with that of her black lover. Her body shaking with passion as she felt his burning seed explode over and over inside of her. Then, he pulled out of her and stalked away without a word…

		

		*

		

		Aly lay huddled against the trunk of the palm. Safely hidden from prying eyes as she cried, tears streaming down her face. What had she done? Had her unbridled lust cost her their marriage? She’d only done what he asked! Well… Except for today. She knew his prejudices, how deeply ingrained they were. Knew that what she did would hurt him, infuriate him. But… She really hadn’t done anything wrong. His upbringing was not hers! He was just going to have to get over it. Period.

		Gathering herself, she found her tiny bikini bottoms and slipped them on. Tying the torn pieces together as best she could to cover herself. Then, she adjusted her top, pulling it back over her lewdly exposed breasts and walked hesitantly back to their chaises. Michael was nowhere to be seen.

		Gathering their belongings, she slipped her beach coverup on and walked back towards the hotel. She went in one of the side doors to avoid the lobby, not wanting anyone to see the condition she was in. Taking the service elevator up to their floor. She stood nervously for a moment at the door to the room. Not sure she was ready to face what waited for her inside; be that an irate betrayed husband, or an empty room.

		Taking a deep breath, she slid her keycard over the reader and opened the door. An empty room staring vacantly back at her. Moving to the en suite, she stripped off her bikini, tossing the tattered remains into the trash. Then, stepped into the big walk-in shower, letting the hot water cascade over her. The steam rising around her, she began to wash herself. First cleaning her ravaged pussy, still tender from the two men she’d had inside her.

		Feeling a little better, she washed her hair and finished her shower. Stepping out, she toweled off and began drying her long hair. Letting it cascade in soft curls down her back. Then, some makeup and she felt more like facing… Well, whatever it was she was going to have to face.

		Padding back into their room she picked up her phone hopefully, but there were no messages. The empty room echoing back at her as she heaved a sigh. Seeing the time, she pulled a pair of slacks and a blouse out and slipped them on. Then, a pair of sandals and… Yes, her ankle bracelet! Michael was just going to have to get over himself. He’d asked her to be his ‘Hot Wife,’ and she’d delivered. If he couldn’t handle it? Well… He’d just have to learn to. That’s all there was to it. She couldn’t very well take it back! Not, any of it…

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		Aly had called Sheena after she’d dressed. Needing somebody to talk to. A friendly shoulder to cry on. Somebody to tell her she was right. Sheena, had, of course, agreed with her. Consoling her the best she could from a couple of thousand miles away. Telling her it would all be all right in the end, Michael would come around. He, no doubt, just needed some time. Sheena trying to cheer her up by reminding her that she had enjoyed one hell of a ride!

		Feeling only a little better, Aly sat alone at dinner in the little café off the lobby. It wasn’t the dining room, but they still offered drinks. Picking at her food, most of her attention focused on the glasses of wine she consumed. Although, she looked around frequently, she hadn’t seen Mike anywhere. Stepping from the café, she went back up to their room. Still finding it empty. Her phone stubbornly silent. She fidgeted with the TV for a bit but couldn’t get interested in anything.

		This was vacation! It was supposed to be a fun time, a relaxing getaway from their humdrum existence. And, here she was holed up in their room, alone. Her husband nowhere to be found, blaming her for… Well, she had pushed the envelope a wee tad bit this afternoon. She knew when she sent Mike away, that he was upset at the thought of her being with Braxton. But, he needed to get over his prejudices. They weren’t real! Just something instilled in him by his uptight and overbearing parents.

		She was still stewing over her dilemma when her phone chirped:

		

		Sorry, not ur fault. Luv u. 4give me?

		

		A smile creasing her face, she quickly texted back:

		

		Come back. Now!

		Fifteen minutes later, she heard the door click open. Her wayward husband entering shamefully. “Sorry, Baby. I just… Are you okay? I mean… Oh, hell! I don’t even know what I mean, Aly. Just, forgive me. Please?” he said. He was still dressed in his swim trunks. His face bedraggled, a growth of beard showing. He looked like he’d spent the afternoon drinking, Aly deciding he probably had.

		She was sure of it, after getting a whiff of him. With a righteous look on her face, she pointed towards the shower. “Go! You are not getting anywhere near me looking and smelling like that!” Mike, hanging his head, as he walked into the bath and shut the door.

		When he came back out, the room lights were off. The night sky twinkling above them. Aly was standing out on the balcony. Her body delightfully naked, except for her ankle bracelet and a pair of heels. Crooking her finger at him, she beckoned him to her. Stepping hesitantly out onto the balcony, he felt a little exposed. More than a little, if the truth be told. But, he supposed with the lights off, nobody could really see them.

		Stepping up to Aly, he was surprised when she put her hand on his chest, stopping him. Then, she pressed him downward commandingly. When, he looked at her uncertainly, she firmly pointed down. Motioning him to his knees before her. Leaning back against the door wall, she wantonly spread her legs. Her intent more than evident.

		With a slight whimper, Mike leaned in. His tongue running over her swollen labia, Aly gasping at the intimate touch. She was clean down there after her shower, and she knew it. Well, as clean as she could be with two loads of cum inside of her. Her demand more symbolic than anything else. She leaned back, enjoying the feeling of his tongue worshiping her wanton pussy. Her body shivering with an orgasm as she felt him slide deep inside of her. His tongue swirling around her adulterous velvety canal. The one she’d allowed her black lover entrance to. Let him fill with his filthy seed.

		Cascading through orgasm after orgasm, she held him there. Her hands wrapped tightly around his head. His tongue buried inside of her. Only releasing him, when she couldn’t take anymore. Still gasping, she let him free. Mike slowly getting up from his knees. Standing meekly before her, his cock rampantly hard. Excited by servicing her.

		Leaning forward, she kissed him. Her tongue slipping inside his mouth, dueling intensely with his. Breaking the kiss, she looked at him. “You gave me away this week, Michael. You asked me to be your ‘Hot Wife.’ Begged me to do it. And, that’s what I am. But, it will be on my terms, period. Your prejudices are your own, they’re not mine. We’ve talked about it before and you know how I feel. I will sleep with who I want, when I want. That’s the deal. Is that understood, Cucky?”

		Mike, shamefacedly, nodding his acceptance.

		“Good. Then, I think it’s time you reclaimed me properly, don’t you?” she grinned impishly. Then, she dashed into their room and jumped on the big king-sized bed, beckoning him to her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		It was their last night at the resort, their flight out the next afternoon. They’d spent the preceding day together. Rebuilding their shattered relationship, coming to grips with life as they now faced it. Both, realizing that things had changed. The dynamics between them had shifted, at least in the bedroom. Aly was no longer exclusively his, she was now free to indulge her sexual curiosity. Her will was now law. At least, in the bedroom.

		Aly looked at Mike shyly, a mischievous grin on her face. “So, am I behaving tonight?” she asked. A coquettish giggle in her voice.

		“Only if you want to,” he smiled. A stirring in his loins at the memory of the way she’d felt after her dalliance the other day. It was like sinking his cock into hot lava. And, the taste of her…

		“Well, it is our last chance to play until next year, and it is your fantasy…” her voice trailing off, leaving her intent unspoken. Mike, not the least bit surprised when she pulled one of her new dresses out. Finding himself excited at the prospect, despite any misgivings he might harbor over who her partner for the night might be. It couldn’t be much worse than what he’d already witnessed.

		Mike watched her intently as Aly slid a deep blue dress over her body. Pulling the zipper up, she adjusted the draping neckline over her small breasts. The dress caressed her slender figure snugly, the hemline coming down to mid-thigh. A long slit up one leg cut all the way up to her hip. Her commando condition proven beyond any doubt as the dress slid open when she fastened the heavy gold anklet around her trim ankle.

		Honestly, he found his own erection hard to control as he walked beside her into the restaurant. She looked so exotic, her breasts swaying freely beneath the clingy fabric. Her legs flashing nakedly with every step. Lust burning inside of him as he thought of what she was about to do. Blatantly giving herself to some other stranger, only returning to him after. Her body covered in sweat, cum leaking from inside of her. And, then, expecting… Demanding him to…

		Part of him found it unbelievably degrading, but at the same time, it was excruciatingly exciting. Cleaning her, reclaiming her, after she’d been with another man. Still warm from his embrace, the taste of her lover clinging to her body. The memory of the beach, seeing Braxton’s hard, black shaft splitting her in two again and again, still fresh in his mind. Her passionate cries as he’d taken her. The torment of it, still swirling chaotically inside of him. His own feelings of prejudice, drummed into him long ago, still hard to overcome. Seeing the way Braxton’s black body contrasted with Aly’s pale skin. As much as it had hurt, he had to admit watching the two of them had been incredibly erotic! Part of him wishing there was some way to… But, there wasn’t. He couldn’t spy on her tonight, there was no place to hide in their room where he wouldn’t be seen. Not that the voyeuristic desire wasn’t there, burning inside of him. Especially after seeing her at the beach.

		His eyes never left her during dinner. Tonight, it was his turn to pick at his food. Aly long over her first-time jitters after being with two men this week. Their hard cocks buried in her adulterous pussy, filling her with their creamy seed. Mike seeing the way her nipples tightened from time to time beneath the clingy blue dress. Wondering what she was thinking right at that moment, whose cock she was dreaming of…

		Deep in his own private thoughts, he jumped as he felt her bare foot slide over his thigh. Her toes wrapping around his pulsing member, causing it to become painfully hard. Mike, very glad the long table cloth hid her antics. “Why don’t you stay here and relax for a while, Baby. I don’t think there’s a rush for you to be anywhere soon,” she grinned shyly. “I was thinking I’d head on over to the bar. I… Uh… I’ll text you later?”

		Considering that he couldn’t very well stand up with his cock as hard as a rock, he just nodded numbly at her. Aly slipping her errant shoe back on before standing up. His eyes glued to her swaying hips as she flounced from the restaurant out into the lobby, turning just before she was out of sight and blowing him a kiss. Mike feeling a cavern open in his chest as she walked out of his sight.

		He had one more scotch before signing for their dinner and walking out of the restaurant alone. Looking around the lobby, he decided to check out the gift shop. Slowly strolling the aisles, blindly checking out the overpriced souvenirs, as if he needed a souvenir to remember this vacation! Then, strolled out to the patio area, admiring the starry night sky. Letting the soft breeze calm his restlessness.

		He stopped at the Tiki Hut Bar in the patio, ordering another scotch on the rocks, sipping it slowly as he paced back and forth. Finally, curiosity driving him nearly insane, he walked back into the hotel lobby and strolled past the bar, his eyes searching for Aly. She was there, sitting at the bar, two men talking to her. Aly laughing coquettishly at some comment they made, her fingers enticingly toying with the draping neckline of her dress. Mike’s cock swelling as he watched her flirtatious performance.

		Deciding he needed another drink, he started back towards the outside bar. His eyes spotting Aly as she slid from the barstool she’d been sitting on. The two men leading her towards the exit. Quickly, Mike ducked into a sitting area, his back to the trio, somewhat hidden by a large potted plant. A sidelong glance catching the three of them leaving the bar and crossing the lobby to the bank of elevators.

		His heart thudding in his chest, he walked outside heading for the beach. His cock thickening shamefully as he thought of his Aly with two men! Needing the sound of the pounding surf to help cleanse his chaotic thoughts. Walking along the sands, his eyes strayed to the hotel. Searching the glass walled edifice, mindlessly counting the floors, the rooms. Wondering which room was theirs? His eyes catching a light come on. A light on the fifth floor! Studying the hotel carefully, he realized it had to be his room… Their room.

		With a sudden inspiration, Mike hurried into back to the hotel, frantically running into the gift shop. Somewhere… Somewhere… He remembered seeing… Yes! There it was. A display of binoculars for watching the dolphins that leapt playfully out in the deep waters in front of the resort. Mike voyeuristically intent on watching something else…

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		Aly was nervous riding up in the elevator. Brad and David kept trading off, kissing her. Their hands boldly exploring her slender body. Her heart was pounding like a sledgehammer by the time they reached the fifth floor. The three of them walking down the hallway to her room… Their room… The one she shared with her husband. But, that would come later. Right now, she was about to share it with the two roommates, both studying for their MBA’s.

		Opening the door to the room, she slipped inside turning on a light. Brad pulling her into his arms as soon as they were in the room, not even giving her time to pull the drapes. His lips locking passionately on hers. David coming up behind her, his arms sliding around her waist as he brushed her hair aside, kissing the back of her neck. They stayed like that for a few minutes, the two men expertly turning her into a limp doll in their arms.

		She was only vaguely aware of it when the zipper to her dress came open. David kissing down her back as Brad deftly slid her dress from her shoulders. Slowly, teasingly, she felt it drop to the floor, puddling around her feet. Her body naked before the two men. Brad’s lips dropping to her swollen nipple as David kissed the base of her spine. His hands cupping her ass cheeks, kneading them. Aly starting to whimper at their mutual ministrations.

		Oh! They were good! The two of them operating in perfect unison. They’d done this before. Aly gasping as David swung around her, taking her other nipple between his lips. The two of them suckling from her simultaneously. Her senses going into overdrive as the erotic sensations washed over her. Aly’s hands wrapping around their two heads, holding them excitedly to her breasts. Her body arching passionately as an orgasm rushed through her.

		Unfamiliar hands explored her slender body, fingers sliding between her pulsing labia. Aly’s gasp at their intimate touch, only urging them on. Pulling away from the two men, she stood gasping for breath a moment. Then, with a grin on her face she slid to her knees before them. Her hands palming their bulging erections. OMG! She couldn’t believe she was doing this.

		Her fingers working Brad’s zipper down, she tugged his swelling member free. Staring at it for a moment, the thick shaft, stubby and heavily veined. The mushroom shaped head almost purple with engorged blood. A drop of precum gathering on the dark slit. Aly looked into his eyes, biting her lip teasingly, then leaned forward. Her tongue licking the precum from his pulsing shaft. His salty taste bursting on her tongue, exciting her. After licking down his shaft, she pulled away, turning her attention to David.

		Her fingers adroitly unfastening his khakis, finding his own hardening rod and pulling it free. Uncircumcised! Oooo… That was different. He was long, too! Not as long as Braxton had been… Who was? But, longer than Michael. Aly tentatively pulling the pink foreskin back from the bullet shaped head. Her tongue sliding over his dark slit, tasting him. Mmmm… Different, but so similar. OMG! She couldn’t believe she was actually comparing the taste of her lovers. Before this week, she’d only been with one man, her husband. Now, she had tasted four different men. Well… One was her husband. But, still… Oh! I’m becoming such a slut, she thought.

		Teasingly, she began to bob from one hard cock to the other. The two men starting to groan at her ministrations. Their excitement evident. Faster and faster, she engulfed their throbbing rods. First one, then the other. Her head bobbing frantically a few times on each of them before switching. David succumbed first, his long cock exploding deep inside her pulsing throat. Aly swallowing frantically, trying to contain every bit of his salty seed.

		Then, licking her lips sensuously, she moved to Brad. His cock still wet with her saliva, sliding him into her cum laced mouth. A few strokes later, swallowing his heavy load as well. Leaning back, she licked her lips. Gasping and coughing a little after swallowing their two loads, proud of herself. Still catching her breath, she watched as the two men undressed. Enjoying the display, their muscled chests coming into view, exciting her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		Reaching down, they helped her from the floor. Escorting her to the big king-sized bed, David eagerly pulling the covers back for her as Brad eased her down. Aly sat nervously on the edge of the bed, her eyes gleaming. Brad coming over and kissing her, his tongue sliding into her cum laced mouth. As he did, David slid to his knees before her, pulling her legs apart. Her dewy petaled lips opening to his gaze as he did.

		Aly cried out as she felt David’s tongue slide over her moist petals. Her cry muffled by Brad’s kiss, his hands kneading her breasts. Their ministrations driving her insane. Over and over, David drove his talented tongue deep inside of her velvety walls. Aly moaning softly as Brad kissed her, his lips occasionally slipping down, nibbling her ear and then kissing down her throat to her swollen nipples. His teeth nipping at her tender buds, sending electric sparks flying through her, mixing with shocks exploding from her well-tended pussy.

		She whimpered as David pulled away, Brad sliding from her at the same time. But, she only had time for a few gasps of air before David’s dew-covered face loomed before her. Her thighs parted by Brad. A soft cry escaping her lips as the two switched places. Aly tasting her own honeyed dew in David’s passionate kiss. Her body jerking as Brad began tonguing her swollen clit.

		She was in Nirvana as the two men worshiped her. Not even complaining when she felt them switch again. This time, finding Brad’s lips replaced with his hard cock sliding into her mouth. She began sucking on him, her body spasming wildly as David slid his long rod between her swollen nether lips. OMG! They were spit-roasting her! Aly moaning uncontrollably as their two cocks slid into her from both ends.

		David pounding into her adulterous pussy, his long cock reaching deep inside of her. Her head bobbing frantically on Brad’s thick member. Then, suddenly, she was empty. Her whimper replaced by a moan as they switched places again. Her pussy split in two with Brad’s thick cock. David’s long dick, still laced with her honeyed juices, sliding between her lips. Aly tasting herself on his throbbing rod.

		Oh! They were good! OMG! She’d never felt so full before, stuffed from both ends. Aly pulling away, screaming violently as she felt Brad’s hard rod pulse deep inside of her. His burning hot cream filling her wanton womb. Only to be replaced by David’s own long cock. Aly crying out as he drove into her cum laced pussy with one swift stroke. Her fingers clawing at the bedding, her head tossing wildly as she exploded in orgasm after orgasm.

		Lying there, her body covered in sweat, little rivulets of it running between her breasts. She was in some sort of erotic ecstasy as she took her second cock of the night. Screaming out as she felt him empty inside of her, adding his own fertile seed to Brad’s.

		The three of them, lying next to each other on the big bed. Aly feeling like she was sandwiched between them. The two men stroking her body idly, little kisses falling on her as she gasped for air. After a while, Brad got up and pulled three drinks from the mini-fridge. Beers for the two of them, a bottle of wine for her. Aly sliding from the bed to stand between the two of them out on the balcony. Gazing up at the starry Caribbean sky, feeling somewhat dwarfed by the universe, not to mention her two male companions. She could feel their creamy seed oozing from inside of her, drooling down her wanton thighs. It made her feel like such a slut.

		The chill of the night causing her nipples to tighten, the two men hugged her to them. Setting the wine down, she whimpered as David kissed her, his hands cupping her breast, kneading it tenderly. Her body jerking as Brad began to suckle from her other breast. OMG! Again?

		Leading her back inside, they bent her over right there in front of the big windows! Aly crying out as one of them… Mmmm… David! Had to be. Slid his long cock inside of her. Her hands braced against the glass, she cried out over and over as he slammed into her abused pussy. Her fingers clawing at the glass as she felt her third load of the night jet inside of her.

		She was still bent over, braced against the window, her head tossing slowly as she tried to catch her breath when Brad stepped up behind her. His thick rod eliciting a scream as he plunged inside of her. Her hair flying wildly as her head tossed back and forth. She could see her reflected image in the glass. Her breasts swaying like twin pendulums as Brad fucked her. His thick cock ripping her apart with every thrust.

		A final scream as she felt him pulse inside her licentious pussy. She was gasping frantically for air, sweat pouring from her exhausted body. Brad pulling her up, kissing her. David sliding in next, his lips locking on hers once again. Aly practically melting in their arms. Then, it was over. The two thanking her, getting dressed, leaving her there. Their four loads of cum oozing profusely from her filthy cunt. Plus, the two more that she’d swallowed. OMG! What had she done? How did she explain tonight to Mike? Two men at once?

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		Mike was still shaking, his cock ready to burst in his pants, when his phone chimed. Oh, he knew what it was, Aly texting that it was okay to come back to the room. As if he didn’t already know! His limited view through the binoculars hadn’t been perfect, but he’d seen enough. He’d seen the three of them standing nakedly on the balcony. Apparently, in after sex repose. Then… He’d seen them bend her over in front of the big glass door walls, the two of them taking her. Their cocks splitting her adulterous pussy in two, filling her with their filthy seed. He could almost hear her screams as they used her.

		And, now? Now, she expected him to come back to her? To ‘clean’ her? To reclaim her licentious body? Numbly, he tossed his drink aside. His legs carrying him into the hotel, not caring what condition he was in as he hurried across the lobby. The ride up in the elevator seemed interminable, then the race down the carpeted hallway to the room. Their room!

		Bursting through the door, he saw her. Her body covered in sweat, the room reeking of sex. Hair a wild tangle, sticky cum laced through it, her makeup a disaster. Aly’s pale thighs slick with their drooling cum. Even now, she was gasping for air as she stood there. How many times had she… Two men? She’d been up there a long time before he saw their final act. Her final betrayal. Bent over lewdly before the big glass doors, her small breasts swaying wildly as they fucked her! Their cocks sawing in and out of her adulterous cunt.

		His eyes on fire with her infidelity… And, oh God! With uncontrollable lust. He stepped up to her adulterous body. She reeked of sex! Her eyes unbelievably blue in the soft light. Tentatively he reached for her, only to be stopped. Aly shaking her head, her finger pointing down.

		No! No way! Not after what she’d done. He couldn’t, wouldn’t… Her little head tilting proudly, she stared at him. Challenging him. His knees buckling, as if they had a mind of their own, before her lewdly spread thighs. He whimpered as he leaned forward, the decadent scent of her driving him insane. His tongue sliding over her filthy nether lips, the taste of her two lovers filling him. Consuming him! The rush of cum from her wanton pussy filling his mouth. OMG! How many times had she… Aly’s hands grasping his hair, pulling him frantically to her as she screamed out an orgasm. Her body pulsing over and over as she spasmed uncontrollably.

		It seemed forever before she weakly pushed him away. Her body still shaking from his lascivious tongue. His face coated with her creamy excrement he looked up at her. Aly leaning back against the windows, her body covered in sweat. The scent of her lovers clinging cloyingly to her. Slowly, Mike got up from his knees. Standing before her adulterous body, reaching out he pulled her to him. His cum laced lips crashing against hers. Their tongues dueling passionately.

		“Fuck me, Baby!” she whispered. An urgency to her plea. “Take me back? Reclaim me? Please? I need you.” Mike, once again, bending her filthy body over in front of the glass doors. Aly crying out as she felt the fifth cock of the night invade her ravaged pussy. Her moans and cries endless as he used her slut of a cunt. It felt like he was plunging into hot butter. Her pussy was so well used, so full of cum even after his efforts to clean her. It was surreal. Fucking her, using her like the slut she’d become. His hard rod slamming into her again and again. His cock covered with streaks of her lovers’ creamy seed each time he pulled back. Their bodies slapping noisily together, he took her. He no longer cared how many men she’d been with, how many loads of cum she’d taken. Only knowing the urgent need to take her back. To reclaim her, making her his once again before returning to their real lives.

		His rampant cock exploding inside her wanton womb, filling her one last time. Taking her back. Once again, his wife…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Aly lay sunning next to the concrete pool in Sheena’s backyard. The two of them talking quietly. The full breasted black woman, contrasting sharply against Aly’s slender form and pale, pert breasts. “You should have worn your other suit, Aly. It’s a lot sexier,” giggled Sheena. “If you’ve got it, flaunt it. I always say.”

		“Um… Yeah, well… That other bikini didn’t quite survive vacation. That was the one I was wearing when I… Er… When Braxton ripped it off me. Literally. By the way, you were right. Fuck! He was big!” giggled Aly conspiratorially.

		“Oooo… Your first BBC! My baby’s not an innocent anymore. Told you, Girlfriend. They will give you a ride,” she smirked.

		“Honestly, I don’t know why you even bother with a swimsuit here, Aly? Don’t be such a prude. Marcus and I skinny-dip all the time. Nobody can see. Relax and enjoy yourself for a change. I promise, the town busybodies can’t see you here, and I never kiss and tell,” she snickered.

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

		“Here, let me help you,” said Sheena. Her hands brazenly unfastening Aly’s bikini top and slipping it from her body. Aly shyly tugging off the bottoms as Sheena undressed. The two of them lying back down in the sun. “Oh! You need lotion, Girlfriend. OMG! That white skin is enough to blind,” grinned Sheena.

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

		Aly hesitantly sliding her hands over Sheena’s glistening skin. Even though they’d been dormmates in college, there was something about it that made her uneasy. They’d never… You know! Just the taboo, she supposed. Lesbian sex now far more common, almost mainstream. The feel of Sheena’s warm, café au lait skin beneath her hands exciting her unexpectedly. Sheena purring softly beneath her touch.

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

		Turning to face her, Aly pulled Sheena’s lips down to her own. The two kissing softly, tentatively, at first. Aly tasting the tequila Sheena had been drinking, her lips feeling so soft against hers. Their kiss deepening as their tongues began to explore, dueling softly. Sheena’s hands cupping Aly’s pert breasts, fingers closing on her pink nipples. Aly crying out as another orgasm raced through her.

		Shifting around, the two began to nurse from each other. Soft little whimpers and cries coming from them both. Slowly, sliding down each other’s body’s. Sheena’s honeyed scent enveloping her as she kissed her shaven Mound of Venus. Her dark petals, glistening with dew, opening before her as Sheena spread her legs. Inviting Aly’s soft kiss…

		

		***

		

		Come along for the fun, as Aly’s story continues in Ebony and Ivory (Breaking the Rules). Michael finally agreeing to visit with Sheena and Marcus, their Saturday afternoon swim party turning into a first for a lot of things…

		

		***

		

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

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle
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