
        
            [image: cover]
        


New Hotwife Jamaican
Vacation











By Dex O’Donald


Disclaimer: All characters
are over the age of 18 and all romance and eroticism are
consensual.







Copyright
© All Rights Reserved

Stay in touch with
Dex!

Twitter - @Dex_ODonald

Join my mailing list


Table of Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2


Chapter 1

​




1.

They treaded the calm blue waters of
the Caribbean. Languid laps of water rinsing along the white sand
of a Jamaican beach. Leslie was in up to her waist but the water
was clear enough to see her pink bottoms. The sun kissed her
exposed flesh – everything but what the pink bikini top held. But
even the tops of those luscious melons were turning red.

“Did you put sunscreen on?”
Charles asked her, wrapping his arms around her waist, pulling his
wife to his wet chest. “You’re getting all red.”

“Maybe if you took me on
vacation more often my skin wouldn’t get so fair,” she joked. He
kissed her cheek. Leslie turned to face him and they kissed on the
mouth. She could feel him getting excited under his swim trunks.
“Do we need to go back to the hotel room so you can take care
of that?”

Charles chuckled low. “Only if you
want to…”

“And what’s
that supposed to
mean?”

“Well I’m sure there’s some
lucky stud on this beach who’d love to take you to
his room. And I could,
you know, wait for you to come back and tell me all about
it.”

“Not this again!”

Leslie pushed away the
frustration. They were on vacation and Charles was drunk. Two good
reasons not to start an argument. But seriously – what was with
this new fantasy of his lately? He brought it up the first time months ago
after they’d shared two bottles of wine. And yes, she’d gotten off
to the idea, but assumed it was a onetime thing to spice of married
life. It had worked. But Charles didn’t let it go. And when this
vacation to Jamaica started to take shape he brought it up
again. The perfect place to try
it, he’d said. Where no one knows who we are and we can’t bring it back home
with us. Finally, Leslie had snapped at him
and told him to drop it and he had.

But here it was again.

“Haven’t you noticed the
way the locals look at you,” Charles said, getting more handsy in
the water with his wife. “I have. They’d run over each other for a
chance to get with you.”

Leslie rolled her eyes. “What makes
you so sure I want to get with them?”

“Not all of them,” he said
slyly, “you dirty girl.” Leslie splashed him. “But you can’t deny some of the
young men are rather studly.”

“Honestly, Charles. I don’t
think you could handle it.”

“So you’re telling me
there’s a chance?”

“You’re
impossible!”

They came out of the water and found
their towels draped along lounge chairs under a wide umbrella. They
sat in the shade and reapplied sunscreen. Leslie almost reached for
her summer shawl, unable to deny the amount of looks she was
getting from some of the men on the beach but stopped short. Why
should she cover herself? She was on vacation after all. And maybe
it was a cultural thing. At least the other tourists, with their
wives, had the decency to pretend not to look.

“I could handle it by the
way,” Charles said with that droopy look. “I think it’d be hot. You
got out. Have some fun. Come home and we fool around. I’d be
fine.”

Leslie rubbed the white lotion into
her shoulders and the tops of her breasts. Her soft flesh dimpled
at her touch. She looked through locks of blonde hair at her
husband with almond colored eyes.

“Well if we tried it,”
Leslie started, “and that’s one huge IF because I’m very picky and not
just anyone would do, but if…what are the rules? The
boundaries?”

She could see Charles practically
stiffen in his trunks at the thought of her curiosity. At the very
least, Leslie thought, this’ll help him pop quicker back at the
hotel and forget this silly idea entirely.

“You’d have to use
protection of course,” Charles said, voice now weak with desire.
“Couldn’t do anything that we haven’t done. But other than that, I
don’t know…we’ve never done anything like it before.”

“Don’t get your hopes up,
Mister. I said if about twenty times I’m pretty sure.”

“Uh-huh,” Charles replied,
the plotting in his tone painfully obvious. His eyes were already
wandering out the beach. “Let’s get another round, yeah? Enjoy the
beach, grab dinner, check out the night life?”

Leslie laid back in her lounge chair,
oblivious to the black locals near the water checking her out and
said: “Here we go. He’s getting his hopes up.”

“I’m not, really,” Charles
said, backing off. “I don’t want to force you to do anything…let’s
just enjoy our vacation.”

“Go get my drink now while
I show off for the locals.”

“You better stop it or I’m
walking over to that bar with a tent in my trunks!”

“You already
are!”

Leslie giggled as she
looked down the beach. She listened to Charles’s receding steps in
the sand as he went to find the tiki bar. If it was one thing she
could admit, it was that she was indeed flattered by all the male
attention. The resort workers were just a little sweeter to her.
The street vendors always happy to see her. All that,
and she was ovulating. So
it made her extra excited when mixed with vacation and the
unknown.

But sleeping with another man? That
was crazy talk. A horny fantasy that would soon be put to rest
after she and Charles fucked before dinner in the hotel
room.


2.

In a local club
called Trong Rum Leslie and Charles moved carefree on the small, crowded dance
floor. Leslie wore a skimpy purple dress Charles had begged her to
wear. She hadn’t worn it since her 20s but it still fit. Except
perhaps her breasts were fuller and so they were quite revealed
over the low bust. The hem on the purple dress was black frill and
it tickled the tops of her thighs as she moved in time with the
reggaeton music blaring overhead.

They’d been drinking all day. But a
little Adderall before dinner had kept their appetites light and
their brains buzzing. The were wired for the evening. A nice mix of
booze and amphetamine to keep them on their toes.

With gleaming sheen of
sweat across her body Leslie fell giggling into a stool beside her
husband at the bar. Charles signaled for two more and Leslie asked
if him they really should and he said they definitely should. They toasted to
their marriage.

Turning on the bar stools,
husband and wife surveyed the club, taking in its Jamaican culture
and all the hallmarks of it one might expect to find on vacation in
the Caribbean. Leslie was pretty sure Charles was picking up the
same things about the room that she was. The two to one male to
female ratio, how some of the men grinded two at a time on black
women, and the occasional white women. She also noticed the
constant stares. The ones pointed at her breasts, her figure,
her vacation red pale skin, blonde hair, and nymphic face.

“If I left you alone in
here for five minutes they’d swarm,” Charles chuckled in her ear.
“My wife. The hottest ass in the room.”

“Careful, Charles,” she
winked. “I felt you on the dance floor. You’re ready to
pop again and we don’t
want you to have an accident in here, do we?”

“I’m serious,” Charles said
with bated breath, careful to say the next part just right. “This
could be the perfect opportunity to…you know…try it out?”

Leslie was buzzing at a
much higher frequency now than when she’d been down by the beach
seven hours ago. Her mind raced with possibilities. She was horny.
And here she had Charles, the man she trusted the most in the
world, pushing her towards this intensely erotic idea. It was fun to
play with, she had to admit. But could she really go through with
it?

“I don’t know, Charles,”
she said in a purposefully nervous tone. “It’s been so long since
I’ve been with someone besides you. I wouldn’t even know how to
approach someone.”

“That’s what I’m
saying. You won’t have to
even try.”

Leslie’s eyes drifted across the room
once more. There was a man in the corner near the DJ that she’d
been noticing all night. Had noticed since the moment they’d
stepped into the bar. His black skin was dark as night and his
rippled muscles shown through between the halves of his unbuttoned
tiki shirt. He had a great pile of dreadlocks tied
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