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Checked Out At The Checkout.

(A Hotwife Alanna Story)
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Chapter 1: Prologue.
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In this interracial cuckold story Hotwife Alanna catches the eye of one of the regular customers in the store where she works. A chance meeting between them in a coffee stop on her way to work one morning quickly accelerates their casual in store acquaintance to online flirting. Within a couple of weeks Alanna cuckolds her husband Mike by spending a torrid and sexually charged evening with the customer at his home. During the encounter he discovers she’s much more than he could have ever imagined when she introduces him to sexual practices he’s often fantasized about but never actually done.

Like most of my stories this one is a mixture of reality and fantasy, it's up to you dear reader, to separate one from the other.
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Chapter 2: Morning Coffee Stop.
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The service in the local coffee stop was even slower than usual, Alanna, not the most patient of people glanced at her phone, 8:35am. She liked to be at work a few minutes early and even with this service she’d still have plenty of time to make the ten-minute walk and be ready for her 9:00am shift. Finally, it was her turn, she ordered her regular cappuccino and while fumbling for change became vaguely aware that someone was talking to her.

“Here, let me get that for you.” 

Startled she turned and looked into the dark brown eyes of the owner of the voice. She struggled to break through her pre-coffee brain fog, but he looked remarkably familiar.

“Thanks.”

“You're welcome, fancy meeting you here.”

He saw from her confused expression she hadn’t immediately recognized him which was a bit awkward and very disappointing because he’d been admiring her from afar for quite a while. He’d recently discovered she frequently stopped here for a morning beverage and after some deliberation had decided this particular day to follow her inside with the sole intent of engaging her in casual conversation.

“I, I'm a regular customer at the store where you work, I’ve seen you at the customer service counter and checkout, we’ve chatted a few times.”

She silently chided herself, now she knew who he was, “oh, hi, yes, I’m so sorry, I guess I’m not used to seeing customers outside the store, so it threw me off, er, you’re Kelvin, right?”

He looked relieved, “oh that’s okay, you had me worried there for a moment, and yes, I’m Kelvin.”

“Sorry, I'm always a bit slow before my morning fix, and by the way, thanks again, it’s very sweet of you.”

He ordered his own drink and Alanna waited by the door, intending to thank him again before heading on her way. She definitely remembered him now; he was one of the regular shoppers who’d caught her eye as a potential fuck buddy. Experience had taught her people who shopped often but didn’t buy a lot of things tended to be single or divorced. He didn’t wear a wedding ring either, which didn’t mean he wasn’t married, but nevertheless provided a valuable clue to his relationship status.

He was just her type, nice coffee-coloured skin, mature, probably early forties, good looking, and clearly trying to stay in shape. She’d caught him looking at her quite a few times when he thought she wasn’t paying attention, like most men he probably thought he was being subtle 

They’d also engaged in a little light flirting but nothing too serious, she liked to flatter her ego by leading guys on to gauge their reaction. Her radar suddenly clicked on, maybe this wasn’t just a simple coincidence, after all, she came here every work morning around the same time and hadn’t seen him before. Whether it was by accident or design didn’t really matter because it gave her an opportunity, one she intended to exploit to her advantage. He paid for the drinks and headed in her direction, making sure the inflection in her voice would send the right message.

“Thanks again for the coffee, perhaps we’ll see each other here more often from now on.”

The unmistakable enthusiasm in his voice gave her cause to silently congratulate herself.

“Oh, wow, yes, that would be great, did you need a ride? my truck’s outside.”

Bingo! but she decided to play along, “thanks, but I prefer to walk on nice days like today.”

“Oh, okay, do you mind if I walk with you?”

He was certainly persistent; it seemed her radar was working well.

“What about your truck?”

“Don’t worry about that, I’ll come back for it later.”

Yes, he was definitely keen, so with a demure look she replied, “okay, as long as you’re sure.”

She stepped out into the morning sun and after a few steps glanced over her shoulder, he’d dropped back and she caught him red handed staring at her butt, she smiled but didn’t say anything. He cursed under his breath, it was impossible not to look, her ass wouldn’t be out of place on a twenty something year old. He hadn’t been able to get a really good look inside, but in the morning sunlight he could finally get to see just how tightly the stretchy material of her leggings clung to her perfectly formed butt cheeks.

It was one of the first things he’d noticed when he first saw her in the store a few months earlier. The fact she was also hot and the way she carried herself exuded an appeal and gave her an air of confidence that made her desirable, and very fuckable, pity she was married. He'd noticed a couple of other guys slyly checking her out back inside and didn’t blame them. She had a smoking hot body for a woman of her age it was hard to imagine she was unaware of the impression she made on men like him, her husband was a lucky bastard, for sure.

Alanna waited for him to catch up and they walked wordlessly for a minute or two. It was strategic on her part; she knew he was likely embarrassed about being caught and was likely wondering how to break the silence. Her instincts told her he wanted to get to know her better, there was a possibility his intentions were purely innocent, but his slightly nervous demeanour said otherwise. She took a sip of her coffee and made the decision to try and find out what was really on his mind.

“I still feel a little embarrassed by not recognizing you right away.”

He looked relieved that she’d broken the silence, “no, it’s my fault I should’ve realised you might not know who I was.”

“Well, I guess I’m just not used to seeing you in the coffee stop, I’m there most mornings around the same time but I this is the first time I’ve seen you there.”

To his credit he managed to almost bluff her convincingly with his answer.

“Oh, yeah well, I always make my own coffee, but this morning I decided to stop in to make a change.”

Alanna smiled to herself, he was trying hard to make it sound like a random act, there was still a possibility it was, but her gut told her it was pre-planned.

“Well, it’s a very fortunate co-incidence that we bumped into each other “

He nodded and looked faintly embarrassed, she guessed he was smart enough to realise she was onto him. Regardless, she decided to probe a little further, he’d said he always made his own coffee giving her a clue to his marital status, this was as good a time as any to find out.

“Won’t your wife be upset if she finds out you’re chatting up other women?”

Startled by her directness he lowered his eyes before answering.

“Er, no, well, what I meant to say is I’m not married, I’m divorced actually.”

His reply was exactly what she’d hoped to hear, she had a hard rule about not getting intimately involved with married men, the only exception was if their wife verified them first.

“I’m very sorry to hear that.”

“It’s okay, but thanks, have you been married very long?”

“Oh, God yes, to a really awesome guy, his name’s Mike, we have two girls, both living away from home, but they do come back to visit regularly. I guess that makes us empty nesters for the most part, how about you?”

He nodded, “yes, a daughter, she’s in residence at McGill in Montreal, I guess that makes me an empty nester as well.”

Alanna filed the information away, so far so good.

As was usual for her she probed a little deeper, “Any special lady friends in your life? I’d imagine there’s a lot of women falling over themselves to date a good-looking guy like you.”
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