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Miami Hot Tub Nights


“Ooh, I can smell the ocean!” I giggled, giddy to be on my honeymoon with my brand-new hubby, Mike. I’d been to California a few times but smelling the saltwater wafting in on the trade winds was a whole different experience. I loved the feeling of the sunshine on my exposed shoulders as we walked across the tarmac to customs. The Grand Bahamas airport could fit in the parking lot at Denver International Airport. It was cute, and it made me feel like we stepped back fifty years.

“We’re a mile from the ocean.” Mike replied, looking around as we approached the terminal. Without warning, he stopped. Turning to face me he took both of my hands in his. “Chrissy, I love you. You made me the happiest man in the world marrying me. This is going to be an amazing adventure.”

I almost melted on the spot when he took me in a strong embrace and kissed me. It felt really good in his arms, my breasts pressed against him. I think I could feel him getting hard when he finally released me. I admit, the romance of it all left me a little breathless… and more than a little turned on. I could feel my nipples brushing against the thin material of my sundress. I picked something comfortable for the flight, light for the warm Bahamas’ sun, and tight to show off for my new husband.

“I thought I made you the happiest man in the world last night!” I teased, bumping him with my hip. We stayed in Miami last night before catching the morning flight to the Bahamas. After happy hour drinks, a light dinner, and more drinks, we decided to enjoy the rooftop pool and hot tub.

I dressed in my new bikini, one of the ones I’d bought for the trip. Did I mention I’m a bit of an exhibitionist? I am. I admit it, I get off on people looking at my body, and I dress to encourage it. And yes, Mike knew this before we married. The bikini in question was probably about four square inches of glistening bright green material sewn together with matching string. The bottoms barely covered my pussy - It’s a good thing I shave, if you know what I mean – and presented a nice green triangle at the back pointing to where the material disappeared between my butt cheeks.

I have a great ass, even if I do say so myself, which I usually don’t since people tell me I have a great ass all the time. I’d better, given how many hours a week I spend on stair-climbers, squats, and leg machines. I like it when people look at me because I’ve got a hot, sexy body, not in a sort of ‘Eww, her fat rolls cover her bikini’ sort of way. Not that I’m judging, it’s just that fitness is one of my things. More about that later.

So anyway, tiny thong that draws attention to my booty, matching top that covers just enough of my boobs to really show off their curve. I can’t take too much credit here; I was lucky in the genetics lottery. Five-five, fluctuating around a hundred and five pounds, natural sandy-blonde hair, a cute face, great boobs, great butt, and a body that looks really hot if I keep it in shape. I hate to brag, OK, I like to brag a little, I work hard for this, but Mike hit the hot wife jackpot. He’s lucky he’s hung.

OK, that’s another one of my things. Cocks. I know, lots of girls like cocks. It’s just that I like mine on the larger size. I love the way they fill me. A big cock in the hands of the right guy will keep me going all night long. Oh sure, I’ve been with regular sized guys who do just fine, but there’s just something about a big, thick cock that really gets me going. Mike is seven inches long, I measured, and over six inches around. He’s a beast. And he knows how to use it. So, I guess I hit the big dick lottery. More on this later too.

Back to Miami.

As soon as the elevator doors closed, I was squatting down, wrapping my lips around Mike’s cock. Did I mention it was a glass elevator? I figured, worst case, they’d kick us out and we’d get to the airport early for our flight. But, what the hell, it’s Miami, right? It was six floors from lobby to rooftop, and by the time I was done, Mike was quite turgid. I waited until the last possible second, until the elevator doors were opening, to stand back up. I wanted anyone who happened to catch a glimpse to be clear on exactly what I had been doing to make that big smile on Mike’s face. Oh, and my ass looks great when I squat like that. I turned around slowly, big dick sucking grin on my face, mostly to allow Mike time to stuff his boner back in his trunks.

I was pleased to see an older couple staring at me as I exited. The woman, wrapped in three towels, had a look of disgust as she eyed me warily. Whereas the husband, making no attempt to hide his pot belly, eyed me with a big grin. After we passed, I turned to look at him over my shoulder to see his eyes locked on my ass, that is until his hulking wife pushed him against the side of the elevator. Poor guy.

“You’re a tease.” Mike laughed, putting his arm around me, and reaching down to squeeze my ass cheek.

“A tease? Moi?” I giggled, placing my hand over his erect penis, squeezing it through his swim trunks. “Wait, you or him?”

“Yes! Both!” He exclaimed, bending over to make me stop. I made sure to give his thick shaft a good stroke as I dragged my hand off him. Did I mention I like big cocks? I was already horny.

The view from the roof was spectacular, we could see all up and down the strip of high-end hotels awash in neon and color, music wafting out of clubs, and some of the beach where the beach clubs had lighting. Beyond that we could see the waves sliding up the beach, and the nearly full moon glistening across the ocean.

The rooftop itself was much more subdued, the glass walls lit with patio lanterns that case a colorful subtle light. The pool itself glowed from within with slowly cycling colored lights giving it a surreal motion. Along the pool was a line of perfectly matched lounge chairs. To the side of the elevator was a small bar, decorated in a tiki theme. Unfortunately, it looked like the bar had just closed for the night.

In the corner of the rooftop, under a colorful canvas roof, was the hot tub. The unit was raised up enough to give its occupants an unobstructed view of bars and patios that led off the main strip. Unfortunately, there were two other bodies in the hot tub. I had fancied a frothy, bubbly fuck while I watched the scenery.

“Come on in, the water’s fine!” Said the man in what I think was a Spanish accent. He was older than us, probably in his forties, maybe even his fifties, but he exuded a handsome, worldly confidence that was surprisingly sexy. He was the kind of guy you thought of when you thought of a European jetsetter. He rose from the frothing water, extending a hand to help me in, revealing a lean, muscled upper body.

Next to him was a beautiful black-haired woman with light brown skin. Mostly covered in bubbles, she too stood and smiled at me. I could feel my jaw drop, turning into a huge smile. The woman looked like a comic-book heroine rising from the churning chaos, water cascading off her large breasts, over her slim torso, and over her full hips. She was a Latin goddess.

“Yes, be careful.” She said happily, her brown eyes gleaming. Her accent suggested Puerto Rico or Cuban, but it was hard to tell in this part of Florida. Regardless, I couldn’t take my eyes off her. “Or if you’re going to fall, fall on Bruno, he likes it.”

I guess I should mention at this point that I’m also into girls. I mean, I’m definitely into cock, but I love to play with pretty girls too. They’re soft, and nice, and eat pussy like nobody’s business. So, I guess, that makes me bisexual. Whatever. If I want to fuck you, you’ll know. I would normally go for a girl like this, but I wasn’t in the right mindset to include another man. In fact, now that Mike and I were married, I had planned to restrict my dalliances from here on in to only women. Besides, it was out honeymoon, I should be all for Mike. Darn, she was tempting.

“Thank you…” I said, taking his hand and carefully stepping into the warm current. It felt wonderful coursing around my me. It was a surprisingly powerful flow, feeling even better as it shuddered between my legs. I made my way to one of the molded seats to sit down. “I’m Chrissy, this is my husband, Mike.”

“Hey.” Mike said as he slipped into the water, shook hands with Bruno, and sat down next to me.

“I’m Mirana. Call me Mira.” She nodded in greeting, settling back in her seat. This made her large breasts a little more buoyant and created an interesting picture in the bubbles. She smiled as she leaned back. “Ahhh… And this is my hubby, Bruno. Oh, ooh, this feels good.”

The water pulsed through my whole body relaxing me, while at the same time. I absently felt beside me for Mike. I was happy to feel that his cock was still hard. He grinned at me when he felt my hand grasp his shaft. You are going to get fucked so well tonight. I thought, eyeing Mira. She was fucking sexy, and really seemed to be enjoying the hot tub, a lot. Her eyes had that glazed, far-off look I get when I’m getting pounded from behind.

What? You thought women only like gentle, romantic sex? No way! I mean, that’s OK when I’m in the mood. But most of the time I like a good, hard, gritting my teeth, talking like a whore, fuck. The quickest way to turn me on is to lean close to me, grab my ass, and tell me just how hard you’re going to fuck me. But, yeah, a slow fuck is good, especially after you fuck me hard and my pussy is still all slippery with your cum.

“So, what brings you to Miami?” Bruno said, his eyes inconspicuously checking out my tits. That’s OK, I didn’t wear this bikini to hide. I happily sat up a little straighter to give him a better look at the girls.

“It’s our honeymoon!” Mike said proudly, nudging up against my shoulder. Of course, Bruno couldn’t see my hand down Mike’s swim trunks, stroking his big, hard cock. I could tell Mike was embarrassed, but not too embarrassed to make me stop. “We were married two days ago!”

“Oh! How fun!” Bruno exclaimed warmly. But his eyes looked a little disappointed as he gazed at me. The slick fucker, he figured he was going to bone me. The thought was not entirely out of my mind either, as terrible as that sounded. Quickly recovering, he turned to Mira. “Isn’t that wonderful, dear?”

“Hmm?” Mira had closed her eyes and was smiling broadly, oblivious to the conversation. She languidly opened them and looked over. “It is honey. Sorry, I was a little distracted. Congratulations, you guys. You are so sexy together!”

“Thank you!” I replied. Something was up with her; I wasn’t sure quite what yet. She looked incredibly sexy, and incredibly horny. Is she on Ex? Oh wait, did we disturb their fucking? I bet that’s it.” I thought to myself. I was mostly wrong.

“Here you are sir.” A waiter arrived and was putting down a tray with what appeared to be an insulated bottle, and four, cute, tiki shot glasses. He openly checked out Mira and I, apparently taking our tits to be part of the tip. It wouldn’t be the first tip I gave by showing some skin. “I hope you don’t mind, sir. I saw you had company, so I doubled the order. No charge, of course.”

“Excellent, thank you Richard.” Bruno replied, holding up what appeared to be a hundred-dollar bill. “Thank you taking care of us this evening.”

“It was my pleasure. If you need anything, you have my personal number.”  He said with a knowing glance at the Latin lovers. He stood to leave, a bulge apparent in his pants. “Goodnight all.”

“Please, join us for a nightcap.” Bruno said with a charming nod.

OK, I admit it, I’d totally suck his dick. Except I made this promise when I got married. Sorry, it’ll take me a while to get out of the habit of going after whoever made my pussy wet.

“Sure! Thank you.” Mike said enthusiastically. I just nodded agreeably.

“I’ll get the glasses.” Mira said, hopping up from the water and leaning over edge she collected two glasses.

Holy shit what an ass. She had the body of dreams, of maybe centerfolds. Big, shapely tits and a lean body. But that ass. Hers was probably the finest ass I have ever seen, even better than mine! I couldn’t help but stare at the thin strip of shimmering silver fabric that outlined her pussy as it peaked out from her firm thighs. I knew Mike was enjoying it by the way his hard cock tensed in my grasp.

“Here you are…” Mira said musically. I took the little shot glass, but I found it impossible to tear my eyes away from her alluring cleavage. With a smile, she turned around and leaned over to get the other pair of glasses. I felt Mike gently thrust through my fingers as he looked at her ass.

“Easy Tiger.” I whispered in his ear, letting go of his rock-hard erection, turning to smile graciously at Bruno.

“Please, allow me…” Bruno said, carefully filling our glasses with clear liquid. I figured it must be Vodka, although it’s Miami, it could be anything, even artesian water dabbed off the brows of virgins. But it was probably Vodka. He turned to pour a measure for Mira and himself, placing the bottle back on the side of the pool. “Cheers. Here’s to new friends!”

We clinked our Tikis, OK, it was more of a plasticky click. I threw the drink back. It tasted like cherry. Cherry, and fire! Wow it was strong. I coughed as I swallowed. So did Mike.

“Wow! Yum, but holy cow it has a kick!” I exclaimed, laughing. It was so strong I felt my nipples harden as I gasped for breath. I also noticed his eyes shift to watch them, only briefly. I don’t know if it was the strong drink, or the strong current coursing between my thighs, but I was getting horny.

“I should have warned you!” Bruno laughed as he swallowed his. I noticed that Mira’s headlights had popped up too. “It’s made in my hometown from cherries, herbs, and our own Vodka. Would you like another?”

He didn’t really wait for our answer, grabbing the bottle and pouring another round. That’s OK, I’m on my honeymoon, right? Well, long story short, a half hour later we were all pretty tipsy. Mike, Bruno, and I were yucking it up over a dirty joke Bruno had told, twinkle in his eye. Mira, on the other hand, had settled back in the water to enjoy the soothing bubbles.

“Now that’s relaxed.” I commented watching her lean back, her large breasts thrusting up. Was I slurring my words? Oh yeah. I felt Mike’s hand on my ass. At least I was fairly sure it was Mike’s. Either way, it felt good.

“Oh, just give her a moment or two.” Bruno said with a knowing smile. “This is her favorite thing.”

“What thing?” I asked, watching her intently now. Was water going to shoot out of her nose? Disco lights? A bouncy seat? Well, in fairness, I almost had it right.

Just then, Mira opened her mouth in surprise, inhaling deeply. She arched her back, exposing more of her awesome cleavage. She puckered her lips into an ooh, and her brows knit. Licking her lips, she let out a groan. I didn’t know what was going on, but it sure was sexy. Mike was enjoying it too. He put his hands on my hips and pressed his big, hard cock against my ass.

“Oh yes…” Mira moaned, followed by another gasp. Then, with a disappointed groan, she opened her eyes. She looked like she wanted to pounce on either of the men in the hot tub, maybe both. She giggled. “Oh, so close.”

I looked over at Bruno, but he just smiled back, mischievously. His hand stayed under the water. I was sure he was playing with himself. Oddly, I found this almost as arousing as the feeling of Mike’s thick shaft pressed between my ass cheeks.

“Oh, there it is… Yes…” Mira moaned. Her eyes took on a faraway look, her brows knitted again, her mouth open as her breathing quickened. Her chest was heaving, which given her beautiful tits, was an impressive sight. After a few moments, she threw her head back and cried out. There was no mistaking the sound. She was cumming, and she was cumming hard. Her throaty calls continued as she grasped her breasts, writhing in the frothing water. It seemed like her orgasm lasted for minutes, although I’m sure it was less than thirty seconds. Fuck it was hot.

Raising her head back up, her eyes gleamed with bliss. A broad grin painted her full lips. I knew that grin. Almost every woman does it after she cums. I do, and every woman I’ve had sex with does. With a languid stretch, she stood up, water streaming from her perfect body. She took a moment to adjust her bikini, covering her breasts again, not that the skimpy top left anything to the imagination. She took a step over to Bruno and kissed him, hard, her hand sliding under the water, presumably to play with his cock.

Normally, this would be Mike and my cue to leave. His cock was rock hard, and he was slowly sliding it against me ass. Clearly Bruno and Mira were horny, and we didn’t want to intrude. Maybe it was the booze, or maybe just the incredibly erotic display, but we stayed rooted to the spot.

“I’m sorry, but I just couldn’t wait any longer.” Mira purred, her eyes still heavy with arousal. Her body glowed with post-orgasmic blush, making her seem even sexier. “Bruno likes to watch when I cum.”

“I can see why…” Mike blurted out. “I mean, you know, maybe we should leave you too alone.”

“No, no. Don’t worry.” Mira said, putting her hand on my arm. “You should try it.”

“Try what?” I asked. The whirlpool felt good… OK, it felt really good. I was definitely turned on by the powerful jets, but not enough to cum from it. “It feels nice, but not that nice.”

“Which seat did you take?” She said, looking behind us. She saw something. “Oh! Oh, you sat on the wrong one.”

“The wrong one?” I said, looking at the molded seats. They looked pretty uniform to me. Was this a magic spot? “I don’t see…”

“There, look…” Mira said, sliding past me and climbing up the edge. She pointed to a little badge along the back of the seats. Every third or fourth seat had a little badge with the logo of two dolphins in a circle, nose to tail. It reminded me of the tattoo some women get to indicate they’re into chicks.

The stunning Latina moved close. I was mesmerized, I couldn’t move away. Her lips were next to mine, and I could feel her breath on me, the smell of the alcohol added spice. “Come, you need to sit here. Trust me, it’s amazing.”

One hand brushed against my ass while the other guided me around the waist. Our breasts pressed against one another as she slowly pushed me down onto the seat. I wasn’t sure if she were going to kiss me, or play with my pussy, but I was sure I would let her do whatever she wanted. It did feel different in this seat. There was a water jet or something in the front. It felt really good. I let out a little gasp as the pressure seemed to increase.

“It’s a pity you’re on your honeymoon…” Mira murmured in my ear. Just then, I felt a powerful wave of pressure, of pleasure, on my pussy. It made my clit vibrate. I let out a louder gasp, this was more powerful. Then she kissed me. I kissed her back for a few seconds until the waves of stimulation grew irresistible. I couldn’t stop myself from moaning. It was like a vibrator on my clit, only deeper, more powerful. She flicked my upper lip with her tongue. “Otherwise, Bruno and I would fuck you all night. But a honeymoon is special, a time to bond with your husband. Maybe we can play next time...”

“I… I… Oh shit!” It was too powerful. I felt myself give in to the wave after wave of pleasure. I couldn’t resist it. Oh fuck, this was going to make me cum!

“That’s it, ride the wave Chrissy.” Mira whispered in my ear, kissing me behind the ear.

Behind her, I saw Bruno stand and pull out his cock. I didn’t get a good look at it, but it was hard, and curved. He apologized, saying something about his wife’s ass being too much for him to resist. I didn’t care, I was going to cum, hard. I wondered, briefly, where Mike was. A moment later, nothing mattered.

Just as the shapely Latina’s cries of pleasure began to ring in my ear, her face buried in my neck, I came. It was glorious. I pulled her close, feeling her bump against me as Bruno slammed his cock into her. My whole body shook with uncontrollable contractions. I think I was really loud, but I couldn’t tell whose noises were who’s, mine or hers. I didn’t give a shit; I just wanted the feeling to last forever.

I found myself kissing Mira, holding her close, as I came down from my orgasmic euphoria. My entire body shook with pleasure, and I could barely think. I let out a moan of desire as she pulled away. I slowly became aware that the intense thrumming from the hot tub had subsided. “Why did it stop?”

“It cycles through every few minutes. Every seat at a different time.” Mira explained, straightening up. Behind her, Bruno reached around and played with her big breasts, still pressing against her ass with his pelvis. “Maybe next time we meet we’ll have a party, watch a pool full of hot bitches cum one after another. It’s an amazing experience. But now I need to take Bruno back to our room and fuck him properly.”

“Um, you could stay, I don’t mind…” I started to say. I didn’t care, I was too horny, and she was so, well, tasty. I was so fucking horny I was shaking.

“No, no. It’s your honeymoon.” She said firmly. She glanced over at Mike. I followed her gaze, seeing that Mike’s cock was hard, pressed against the leg of his bathing suit. “Besides, it looks to me like Mike needs your attention. But next time… He’s really big, wow… Next time we’ll play more.”

Bruno stepped out of the hot tub; his hard cock outlined in his thin, tight bathing suit. I couldn’t help it, I had to stare. It was so stiff, so ready to burst, the veins stuck out along its length. He helped Mira out, fully exposing her amazing body. She had to adjust the bottoms to cover her shaved pussy again. She was mouthwatering. I could imagine them with Mike and I rolling around together covered in oil. As she waved goodbye, I felt the overpowering waves of pleasure begin to hit me as the waterjets began their cycle again. Shit, I’m gonna cum again… I need to cum again…

It was incredible. I tried to watch Mira’s amazing ass walk away, but the powerful, orgasmic contractions were too irresistible. Completely overwhelmed, I grabbed my breasts and reared back, sobbing as I came. Still, the cavitation of the powerful waterjets drove me even farther into ecstasy. I didn’t care who was around me, or who heard me, I was cumming, hard.

I was in my own little world of bliss. My entire body hummed with pleasure. I slowly opened my eyes to see Mike standing in front of me, his hands on my shoulders. He was saying something, but it wasn’t quite registering. What did register, was his big, hard cock sticking out of his bathing suit. I reached for it ravenously.

“Chrissy, are you OK… Oh…” He started to say.

But as soon as my hand encircled his cock, it changed into a moan. His thick shaft was stiff, rock-hard. I guess watching me cum with the beautiful Latina had really made him horny. That’s OK, I knew just how to fix it. Holding him with my gaze, stroking his big cock, I leaned forward and whispered in his ear. “Hey Husband, when are you going to fuck your horny new wife with that big… hard… cock?”

Without waiting, I knew the answer when I felt his cock tense in my grasp, I hopped up on the edge of the hot tub and spread my legs for my man, pulling my bikini to the side. He wasn’t going to last long, he already had that look in his eyes that he was about to cum. But I didn’t care. I needed something big and hard in me. I started to press his cock against my opening, but he was eager, I mean really eager, and started to thrust before I got him in. That’s OK, it just meant that his big, hard cock slid along my big hard clit.

OK, it’s not weird, it’s just I have a larger than normal clit. I mean, they cum in all sizes (cum, get it? Did I mention I like to drink wine while I write?) and mine just happens to be on the bigger side. It’s not huge or anything, it’s not like I have a little cock, but when I’m aroused it grows to be about the size of the end of my pinkie. And it gets really sensitive when I’m horny. And at that moment, I was very, very horny.

I made him miss my pussy a few more times before aiming him the right way. Fuck he felt good sliding into my wet pussy. Did I mention Mike has a big cock? Well, he does, and it feels great. I knew he wouldn’t last more than a minute by the way he thrust into me, but I was going to savor every second. He was so big, so swollen, so hard.

Looking over his shoulder, I saw a pair of young women, cocktails in hand, peering through the door at us, trying to hide. They were watching us. They were watching me getting fucked by my husband’s huge cock. That did it. I came just as I felt Mike begin to spurt his thick, hot cum into me. I held him close, closing my eyes in ecstasy, my thighs aching with pleasure, knowing the girls were getting a great view as we both succumb to our orgasms.


Welcome to the Islands, Man!


Sorry about that. I get distracted, especially when I’m horny, or drunk, or both. Did I mention that I like to have a glass of wine or two while I write this stuff down?

OK, let’s recap… I’m hot, I work hard at it, and I like to show it off. I’m bisexual, and I like! Big! Cocks! and I cannot lie! Get it? Oh, never mind – the most. I’m well-endowed in the clitoral department, and kinda uncontrollable when it gets swollen and sensitive. I’m all for a threesome, a foursome, or a more-some, but when I decided to marry Mike, I promised I’d only fool around with other women. I like a good drink or three, and maybe a joint now and then, either tends to make me horny. Truthfully, a lot of stuff gets me horny.

So, where was I? Right! We’re on our honeymoon, Grand Bahamas Island, airport tarmac, walking towards customs. It was bright and sunny, warm, a little humidity, but perfectly comfortable with the constant ocean breeze. We approached the small terminal and joined one of the short customs lines.

“Now, be good.” Mike admonished as we stepped up to the desk. I noticed him checking out my tits. I picked this dress because it really showed them off, and if, well, when my nipples got hard, they stood out clearly through the thin, flowered material. Behind it was an exceptionally large customs officer in a crisp white shirt and black hat.

“Who, me?” I said flirtatiously back, batting my eyes at him.

“Good morning.” The customs officer said in a deep, rumbling voice, eying us warily, you know, as customs guys usually do. I noticed that his gaze lingered on my well-presented cleavage. I smiled as he caught himself and looked back up to my eyes. “Passports please.”

I felt a small shiver go through me; I really liked the way he looked at me. I could feel my nipples hardening, and I was pleased to see that he noticed as well. We handed over our passports.

“Reason for your visit?” He asked, examining our documents.

“It’s our honeymoon, sir.” Mike answered a little sheepishly.

The imposing border guard continued to look at our passports and at his screen. I noticed how thick his fingers were. The guy was a brute. The whole process gave me butterflies in my tummy for some reason. Maybe I shouldn’t have had three champagnes on the hour-long flight.

Finally, he looked down at me. I stared back up at him, almost entranced. There was something about his commanding look that held me there. I quivered again; my nipples so hard that they ached. I couldn’t tell if he saw them, but the idea that they were at full attention for him was a complete turn-on. He let out a sigh and said in a deep, rumbling voice, “You made a big mistake, Missy…”

Oh shit! I thought. Was there something wrong with the customs form? My passport? Oh fuck! I stood there, quivering, for what seemed like forever. Maybe he was going to take me into the back for a cross examination. Maybe he’s going to spank me! Did I mention I have a dirty mind?

His frown morphed into a big, toothy smile. He chuckled before handing back out passports. “Why you go an’ marry this skinny white fellow when you could have had me?”

The feeling of relief washing over me was almost orgasmic. I smiled and let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. The commanding presence of the border guard had me enthralled, and scared. “Well, let’s see how the honeymoon goes, maybe I’ll take you up on that offer.”

“Have a wonderful vacation, you two.” He laughed as he waved us through. “Welcome to the Bahamas, man!”

I’d soon learn that “man”, which sounded more like “mon”, and “missy” were the all-purpose generic pronouns of the island. The driver called me “missy” while he stared down my top as he held open the door of the limo.

“I thought we were in trouble!” I said to Mike, grabbing hold of his arm. He isn’t that muscular, but he’s wiry, and holding onto him always makes me feel better. “I thought he was going to take me into a dark backroom and work me over.”

“You look like you might have enjoyed that.” He said, nudging me as we approached the limo, eyeing my stiff nipples as the warm ocean breeze pressed my thin dress against my breasts.

“Yeah, and judging by that bulge in your shorts, you would enjoy it too!” I giggled, thrusting my hip against him, teasingly. Then I gave him my sweetest smile. “But our honeymoon is for us alone, no interlopers. I promised.”

“Welcome to the Bahamas!” The driver said, his huge smile accented by his charcoal black skin. He stood in front of a tall off-road SUV that had been converted into a limo. The windows in the back were tinted black. “I am Bronte. I’m the manager of the Black Bone, the bar at the resort, that I hope you will visit often and enjoy! And I’m afraid I’m doing double duty today. You see, our driver, Damian, he be indisposed at the moment. So, I have the wonderful honor of driving you to the Grand Freeport personally!”

I love the Bahamian accent. It is so full and round. Match it with a big, wide, toothy smile, it makes me feel welcome all at once. It doesn’t hurt that it’s coming from a tall, muscular black stud of a man dressed in tight khaki shorts that show off his powerful legs, and a white shirt open just enough to show off his muscular chest. Bronte was a hottie.

“How long is the drive to the resort?” I asked, demurely looking up at our handsome host, making sure he got an eyeful of my cleavage. Remember, I do like to show the girls off. I felt a rush of excitement seeing his gaze catch on my tits and a smile widen across his lips.

“It should be about a half-hour, Missy.” He said, his eyes having trouble pulling themselves off my well-exposed breasts. “Please, enjoy the chilled champagne in the bar, compliments of the house in celebration of your honeymoon!”

The second the door closed; I was all over Mike. By the time we were moving, I was straddling him, kidding him, and grinding against his hard cock through his shorts. He didn’t know what hit him. Hell, I didn’t know what hit me. OK, I admit, I’m horny. I like to fuck, a lot, like a couple of times a day minimum a lot. I don’t know if it was the customs agent, Bronte, the sea air, Mike, or what, but I was fucking horny.

“Grab that champagne” I said breathlessly as I slid from Mike’s lap and onto my knees. He did his best to work around me as I fumbled at his shorts to get at what I was after. He managed to get the bottle just as I managed to get what I wanted. Pulling his long, thick cock out, I immediately dove onto him and began sucking on it.

Mike just about choked on his first swig of champagne when I slid my lips around his fat cockhead and took almost half his cock in my mouth. I repeated the motion several times before coming up for air with a gasp. I looked up at him, spit running down my chin, and stroked his big, hard cock. He was so hard, veins thick along his thick shaft. He felt so fucking hot in my hand. He was my man, and it was our honeymoon. I was going to make it memorable for him. Although I didn’t realize quite how memorable it would be at that time.

“How about some champagne for your sexy bride?” I purred, smiling broadly, mouth waiting. He obliged, pouring some champagne from the bottle into my waiting mouth, some of it pouring over my chin and onto my chest. Without swallowing, I engulfed his fat cockhead and worked my way down, letting the bubbles tickle him.

I swallowed as he began to thrust. Poor boy, it was all a bit much for him. I opened my mouth for a refill, which he gladly obliged. I gulped down a couple of mouthfuls before letting him fill my mouth one more time. I could tell by his red cheeks, and rock-hard cock, that I was doing my wifely duty well. As soon as I slid my lips over his swollen glans, I heard him groan, and felt the first thick spurt of cum fill my mouth.

Let me be the first to let you in on the secret, champagne and cum do not taste good together. But that’s OK, I love the feeling of my man cumming in my mouth. Thrusting, pumping, moaning as I stroke him dry. I happily licked and sucked him until he was done. There’s nothing like the look on a man’s face as he watches his woman make love to his cock while he cums.

Afterwards, as we finished the champagne, I scanned the vehicle for a camera. I was pretty sure I saw a lens peeking out from the trim of the privacy panel, but I wasn’t sure. I did take the time to pose and flirt in that direction just in case.

Pretty soon we arrived at the resort and drove down the shaded gravel driveway, lined with bird of paradise flowers under a canopy of lush palms. We pulled up in front of the resort lobby, surrounded by greenery. The front of the building was a large A-frame roof that went up into the trees. Swinging benches hung on either side, and there was a burbling fountain in the middle. The limo came to a halt. I could feel the vehicle shift as Bronte got out and made his way to the other side of the vehicle.

“Welcome to the Grand Freeport Resort!” Bronte announced as he opened the door. Judging by the way he smiled, and the way his eyes roved over my cleavage, he had definitely had a camera in the car. It’s a good thing he didn’t drive off the road. I glanced between his legs as I got out, and I could swear there was a big bulge there. I looked up at him, flashing my best smile. I also made sure he got a good look at my mostly exposed breasts as I climbed out. My dress was still a little damp from the spilled champagne, making it cling to my left breast.

“This is wonderful!” I said, looking around at the lush landscaping. It was warm, and a little humid, but then the ocean breeze washed across me and it was perfect. I turned to Mike and gave him a hug. “Thank you, baby.”

“No… Thank you.” He whispered back, yanking me closer, pressing himself against me. It felt good. I was definitely going to fuck him silly as soon as we got to our room.

“Your luggage will be taken directly to your room. We just need to get you signed in.” Bronte said with a huge smile, his arms wide to usher us into the lobby. He tossed the key to a handsome attendant dressed in a white shirt and khaki shorts. I couldn’t help but admire his muscles as I took Mike’s hand. “After that, I can give you the VIP tour of the resort!”

The lobby was beautiful, yet simple. Spacious, it featured a sitting area, an open lobby area, and the desk. Behind the desk stood two extremely attractive young women dressed in similar uniforms to the men, except instead of khaki shorts, they wore short, khaki skirts. One of the girls had her hair buzzed very short to the scalp while the other had tight curls that came to her shoulder. Bronte guided us over to the latter.

“This is Denia. She’ll get you all set up, and then I’ll take you on the tour.” Bronte said, smiling at the pretty young woman. “In the meantime, may I get you both a cocktail?”

“That would be wonderful.” Mike answered happily. He’s a sucker for tropical drinks.

“Excellent, man. I’ll make you our house specialty. The Bahama Blast.” He said with a smile, heading across the lobby. He raised his finger in the air. “I know you will love it!”

“Welcome folks, to the Grand Freeport Resort and Spa, man. I am Denia, and I will be happy to get you checked in.” Her broad white smile gleamed against her charcoal black skin. Her eyes gleamed with vitality; they were almost glassy. She was beautiful. Actually, both girls were stunningly attractive. I couldn’t help but admire Denia’s firm breasts as they pressed against the material of her top. “First of all, on behalf of all of the staff, congratulations on your wedding. It is our pleasure to make your honeymoon stay as wonderful and memorable as you can possibly imagine.”

“Thank you!” I gushed. I mean, I was really touched. She was so sweet, and so pretty, and I was on my honeymoon… Well, you get the idea. But, of course, my dirty mind popped in to say hello. “But I don’t know…” I said slyly, eying her a little lasciviously. “I can imagine quite a lot.”

“No worries.” She smiled back. Was she flirting back at me? “I will do everything I can to exceed your wildest dreams. We have a beautiful island, a perfectly clear ocean, and a wonderful resort, all for your pleasure.”

Wow. The way she said that made my skin tingle. She was making me even more horny. I smiled in what I thought was a suggestive way, probably looked like I had gas, but her smile widened, and I think I caught her glancing at my body. Mike signed the ledger and took our credit card back.

“You’re all set!” Dania said brightly. She handed us two bracelets, one pink and the other green. They looked like those electronic fitness trackers. “These are your keys. They give you access to your suite and resort amenities. You can use them to charge anything in the resort shops, but since you have the honeymoon package, all your meals, cocktails, and snacks are included. Tips are included as well, but if you want to give someone an extra tip, just bump your bracelet against theirs to add an extra ten percent charged to your room. That’s all you need. Enjoy!”

“Enjoy? That must be my cue, man.” Bronte said brightly, arriving with a tray of three red and orange cocktail. He placed the tray on the counter and presented us with our drinks. He then picked up the third glass and held it aloft. “Congratulations on your glorious union, and welcome to your Honeymoon!”

We clinked glasses and all took a long pull on our straws. The drink was amazing. Fresh citrus enveloped top shelf vodka carrying some sort of cherry or something liqueur, and probably some kind of local bitters. OK, I’m no mixologist, but I do know a great cocktail when I taste it. “Oh, oh this is good. We are going to have to have a lot of these. What’s it called?”

“It’s our signature Bahama Blast. My own recipe.” Bronte said proudly. He handed his glass over to the two pretty desk clerks, each taking several big sips, leaving Bronte with only about an inch of drink left when they returned it. He looked at it and shrugged, finishing his drink, and placing the glass down on the counter. “Ah well, that’s what you can expect when you give your Bahama Blast to a pretty girl, man.”

Bronte nodded to the two girls then held out his arm to usher us along. “Now, let me show you around our wonderful resort and answer any questions you may have.”

The lobby led to a large, luxurious restaurant with floor to ceiling windows looking out over the pool area, and behind that, the ocean. The décor was like a romantic beach hut, with thatched roof décor, and lanterns lighting the interior. Whatever they were cooking smelled amazing. I was surprised that the restaurant was on the second floor since we entered the lobby on the first floor out front. Oh well, it didn’t matter, it was beautiful.

“This is the Ocean Breeze Restaurant.” Bronte paused briefly to let us enjoy the view. The ocean was calm, and crystal clear, and the beach itself was bright white. The pool was a large semicircle, with a beautiful blue bottom. Several very shapely women lay around it, glistening with lotion. “And before you ask… Everything on the menu is exquisite! Now, down these stairs is my pride, and the best bar in the Bahamas, if I do say so myself, the Black Bone!”

We strolled down a wide stone staircase from The Black Bone, onto the matching patio by the pool, and into the bar. Open to the pool, the beach, and the wonderful ocean breeze, the Black Bone looked as if it had been assembled from the wrecks of the old pirate ships that used to sail the local waters. It was engaging, and fun, without going over the top. A few ship’s wheels, a couple of pirate flags and paintings, and skull and crossbones hanging over the main bar. There were a couple of groups of standing tables, a bar along the inside wall, tables out on the open patio, and a dance floor in the middle of it all.

“Ah, excellent timing, Dennis!” Bronte exclaimed as the bartender placed three fresh Bahama Blasts on the bar. Bronte took our mostly empty glasses and returned with the full drinks. I was already starting to feel the effects of my first Blast. They were stronger than they tasted. These would be dangerous, and fun. “Dennis is my lead bartender. He does all the real work so I can enjoy playing host.”

I almost laughed. Dennis? He didn’t look like a Dennis. This beautiful specimen of a man was definitely not a Dennis. The bartender, dressed in a floral shirt that hid skull and crossbones in its design, was a wall of muscle. Not as tall as Mike, his broad shoulders and thick arms were probably double my hubby’s. I’m not into bodybuilders as such, but meow! Dennis was an eyeful. I was definitely tingling from a combination of the strong drink, and the three sexy men holding my attention.

“Dennis, it’s a pleasure to meet you. I‘m sure we’ll see a lot of you this trip.” I said, stepping up to shake his hand. His large, powerful mitt engulfed my fingers. “Maybe you and Bronte can swap so you can have some fun too!”

“I think that would be an excellent idea!” The big man said, smiling broadly, his gaze moving over my body before he looked up at Bronte. “You hear that, boss? We need to swap so we can both have some fun!”

I felt like I was missing something. OK, I was, but I didn’t know what at that point. I’ll tell you about that later, too. There is so much I can’t wait to tell you.

“Dennis, you have my word.” Bronte laughed at their shared joke, whatever it was and resumed our tour. I resumed sipping my wonderfully powerful drink. “As you can see, we have a wonderful pool and hot tub. Both are open twenty-four hours a day, with lifeguards on from eight in the morning to ten at night. And over in this corner is the Blue Starfish, our snack bar. Great for snacks, burgers, sandwiches, sodas, and, of course, conch fritters.”

Conch fritters, pronounced kahnk, we would soon learn are little mollusk nuggets of delight. Usually, deep fried and served with a dipping sauce, conch fritters are everywhere. They are basically a byproduct of those spiral shells everyone buys; the conch is the ugly little slug that makes them. Despite their appearance, they taste wonderful. A pretty waitress dressed in a bikini, with a floral wrap sitting low on her hip, placed a plate of the treat on the counter for us.

“Have some, we just made them fresh!” The beautiful woman said brightly. In addition to a curvy, yet slim body, she sported a large afro that set off her broad features perfectly. She was like a 1970’s Blaxploitation movie star, in a good way. An exceptionally good way. The beautiful flesh on display by the pool both guest and staff, definitely had me warmed up. “Do you like them?”

I tried to answer her, but I was too busy shoving a second nugget into my mouth. Mike answered for us, he chews quicker than I do. I just smiled, nodded, and shoved another fritter into my mouth. I was rethinking my sex with hubby only plan, I bet he wouldn’t mind a little color variety. I realized at that moment that I was already past tipsy. I wrapped my free arm around Mike’s arm as we continued, pressing my breast against him, you know, just to get his juices flowing.

“And, as you can see, we have complete beach access from the resort. You can just walk on out into the ocean if you wish.” He said as we made our way along a palm lined, wooden path to the pure white, sandy beach. “The grade is so gentle and the water so clear, you can walk out a hundred meters and still only have the water around your chest.”

It was magnificent. Dotted in even lines were white recliners, some in the sun, some in the shade of the palm trees. Several extremely attractive women, and sadly, one very fat man, lay glistening in the sun. In the shade sat a stunning redhead, and her well-muscled companion. I couldn’t wait to show off my teeny, tiny bikinis. Then I noticed a pathway through the thick patch of palms along the right of the clearing with a big sign. “Clothing optional?”

“Yes, we like to make sure our guests can enjoy our bountiful sunshine and warm ocean currents as, well, unencumbered as they wish.” Dante chuckled. I was pretty sure he was trying to imagine what I’d look like naked and covered in oil. I must admit; the thought was making me wet. “And on the other side of the grand patio, we have the suites. We can get you fresh drinks at the Starfish if you wish!”

“Sounds great…” I slurred, looking down at my empty glass.

Five minutes later, fresh drink in hand, Bronte led us to the stand along building that house the suites. With its own spacious lobby, and concierge, it could be a boutique resort on its own. Then he showed us our room.

“Welcome to the Honeymoon Suite!” Bronte said, arms wide.

The room was stunning. I guess I should say rooms. There was a spacious bedroom, with a view of the beach and the ocean with a en suite bath featuring a massive, glassed-in shower, and a soaking tub built for two. Attached on the other side was an indoor-outdoor seating area with a TV, couches, a table, and minibar that also opened out onto a spacious furnished patio with a fireplace. I noticed that our luggage had been brought to the room for us.

“And, sadly, this is where my tour ends. Remember, your bracelet is your key to everything, including this room. If there is anything you need, anything at all…” I couldn’t help but glance at his crotch. He looked… full. “…don’t hesitate to call any of our staff, or me personally. We are all here to make your experience here unforgettable.”

“Oh Bronte, thank you!” I gushed. I couldn’t help it. I walked over, put my arms around him, and kissed him. I meant to kiss him on the cheek, but as soon as my body pressed against his firm, muscled flesh, I kind of went on autopilot. After a couple of seconds, I let go, a little embarrassed. “Whoops, sorry, I guess I’m a little drunk. I missed.”

“No need to apologize, at all.” Bronte smiled, a glint in his eye. I knew that glint. That was the You’re giving me an erection and I like it glint. I have to admit, I was tempted to go back in for seconds, but I made a promise to Mike.

“Is there a happy hour?” Mike asked, unfazed. He knew I was flirty by nature, OK, that’s an understatement, but anyway, he knew. He reached out to shake Bronte’s hand.

“Of course, from five to eight. But, ah, you have the all-inclusive package, you don’t need to worry about happy hour.” He answered, a little confused.

“Yeah, but it’ll take until then for us to get sobered up enough to get drunk!” Mike laughed. “But seriously, thank you for the tour. This vacation is going to be amazing.”

“Then, I’ll see you later.” Bronte replied, making his way to the door. “And again, welcome to the Grand Bahamian.”

Mike turned around at me with a can you fucking believe this place smile. “So, what do you want to do… Hey!”


Letting Off Steam


I jumped him.

No really. Arms around his neck, legs around his hips, I jumped Mike the second the door was closed. If I could have done one of those moves they do in the movies where I jumped up, flipped my legs around his neck, and brought him to the floor with his face between my legs I would have. But he got the idea of what I wanted anyway.

He carried me across the room and let me fall onto the bed, climbing on top, grinding against me, kissing me hard. I needed him more than I have ever needed anything in my life, except that time I really wanted that cute YSL handbag... Kidding! There was only one thing I cared about at that moment, and I could feel it hardening for me as Mike pressed against me.

“I want you to fuck me.” I whispered through gritted teeth as he kissed and bit my neck. “Fuck your new wife. Fuck me hard. Show me who’s in fucking charge, daddy.”

Mike liked this, he growled as he bit my neck, my breast in one hand, and the other on my ass. I like it when he gets frisky. After another minute or so of rolling around and naughty girl talk, Mike was rock hard. Kneeling between my legs, and straightening up, he pulled his shirt over his head. This sent shivers through me, he looked so fucking manly. I just lay back and played with myself while he hopped around and pulled his pants off, his big, hard dick bouncing in front of him.

Maybe it was the booze, or maybe it was the fresh tropical breeze blowing into the room. But my man looked massive. He turned to look at me, and I could see the lust in his eyes. He stroked his hard cock with on hand, it was awesome, he looked incredibly virile. I kept watching, playing with my breast with one hand, and playing with my pussy with the other while I spread my legs wide for him. He knelt between my thighs, his balls pressed against my pussy, and his cock rising above me, dominant. Did I mention I’m a bit of a sub when I’m drunk and horny?

“Is this what you want, wife?” Mike teased me, trying not to giggle. But then he slapped my clit with his hard cock. I couldn’t help but groan with need, my hips bucking. He grinned and did it again. I gasped and cooed, grinding my hips in anticipation. I needed him in me. But decided to tease me even more, sliding his long, hard cock through my wetness and over my clit. It was irresistible. I couldn’t help but grind against him.

“Come on baby, fuck me. Fuck your hot little wife with your big hard cock…” I begged in my high, whispery voice. I knew that voice got him. He groaned and leaned harder against me, fucking my clit. It was working on me too, my breathing was getting faster, and I pressed harder against him...

Then something weird happened. In my head, I suddenly pictured Bronte between my legs, his dark skin shining, and his huge black cock pressed against me. Something about that image was electric! He was going to make me cum. “That’s it… like that… don’t stop… oh fuck… you’re making me… I’m cumming… fuck… fuck… cumming… shit!”

I couldn’t control myself; I was cumming so hard. My hips and thighs shook, my body shuddered, and my arms flailed as I arched my back. I don’t often cum this hard, and usually not this fast. This is the kind of orgasm I get only after I’ve cum multiple times before. When I cum this hard, I turn into a flailing nutcase randomly crying out in groans, moans, and swear words. It feels amazing, but I think I look like a spaz. Mike says it’s sexy.

“God… fuck… shit… oh god…” I cried, my body convulsing in ecstasy. Mike fell on top of me, his hard cock still rubbing against my fat clit, biting my neck as I writhed. I was out of it by the time I finished. Unable to speak, I made my needs known by wrapping my legs around his ass and rubbing my wet pussy against his thick shaft. I could feel him thrusting against me, trying to enter me.

By the way, I love to cum. I make sure I cum at least a couple of times a day, one way or another. I’m lucky, cum easily, and I’m multi-orgasmic. Usually, my orgasms build on one another. They get bigger and more powerful the more I have. I like a quick orgasm in the morning before I get out of bed. OK, usually I have to pee first, then I get myself off. If we have time, I’ll jump on Mike. That’s usually reserved for weekends and holidays, he takes way longer. I can make myself cum in only a minute or two, a thirty seconds if I use my big vibrator.

I like to tease Mike when we’re driving, or at the movies. I’ll quietly start playing with myself and see how long it takes him to notice. I like to masturbate in the car on the way home because it makes Mike hard, and I can tease him to the point he’s ready to explode, so when we do get home, he fucks me like an animal. Sometimes, like if I do it at the theatre – I only do it in a public place if it’s nearly empty, or I’m sure nobody can see what I’m actually doing – Mike doesn’t realize I was diddling myself until I bite his shoulder to muffle my orgasm. Although it is fun to smile sweetly at someone across a restaurant as I’m cumming my brains out. They probably think I’m having a stroke.

There’s another thing about when I cum. I understand the whole release of endorphins thing associated with orgasms, but I really feel it. When I cum, I get a little high, and a little foggy. Mike teases me and says I get cum drunk. But it is true. And the more and harder I cum, the higher and foggier I get. Right now, I’m flying with bliss, and can barely remember my name. But I know what I want.

“Fuck me…” I whisper in his ear as he fumbles to slide his hard cock into my wet little pussy. “Fuck your cum drunk little slut of a wife with your big, fat cock and show her who’s fucking boss.”

With a growl, Mike leaned up and put both hands on my things, tilting me back. Lining up his big, hard cock he slid the head into my opening. Fuck he was hard, and hot, as he slowly slid himself into my tight pussy. I was gripping every inch of his organ, and it felt amazing. It felt even better when he started to fuck me. “How about this? Is this how you wanna get fucked?”

“Oh god yeah… fuck me… just like that… harder… shove that big dick all the way in…” Oh fuck he was good! I mean, like my head was spinning. His cock felt huge, filling my needy little pussy all the way. He was just getting a good, fast rhythm, pounding me, his balls slapping my asshole, when that weird thing happened again.

Just for a moment, I pictured Bronte pinning me to the bed, his black cock filling my cunt. It was just for a second. But that’s all it took to send me over the edge of the waterfall. I could feel all control leaving me. “Ohhh fuck… fuck fuck yes… keep doing… fuck yes I’m cumming… cumming… fucking… keep… fucking… me…”

And I was off. My arms flailed at the side, my whole body quivering, a coiled spring as I thrust against Mike’s cock with every muscle, driving him deeper into me. I rode his shaft, each contraction incredibly powerful, overwhelming, I heard myself babble in ecstasy. “Fuck me… thas it… deeper… oh god baby… shit fuck me…”

“Oh god, baby, I love you, I can’t…” Was all I remember Mike saying, but I did feel him plunge as far in my pussy as he could, and I could feel his cock twitch as he filled me with his cum. All I could do was lie back and enjoy it.

“Don’t stop, baby, don’t stop. Keep fucking me…” I begged. I knew if he could keep fucking, he could stay hard for me, and I was in a slutty frame of mind. “I want you to cum all over me.”

“Oh yeah?” Mike replied, panting from the exertion. He was pounding my tight little pussy, and I was loving every second of it. He was only going to last a few more seconds, so I started furiously working on my clit. I mean, why waste a good orgasm? “You want my cum? You want my fucking cum all over you?”

“Come on baby, give it to me! Give your little slut wife all your cum, all over me, daddy!” That did it, he was losing his concentration, jerking, he was about to cum. That’s OK, so was I. He pulled his rock-hard cock out of my pussy. It was slick with my juices and the head was dark and angry, ready to spit. “That’s it husband. Jerk that big cock, cover your slut wife with your hot spunk… Oh shit!”

It happened again. Mike was kneeling before me, jerking his big cock off, staring at me with abject lust. But for a moment, I saw Bronte, a broad, confident grin on his face, slowly jerking his big, black cock, the first thick gush of cum flowing… I felt the first hot spray of cum splash across my face. I came… hard.

“Oh fuck yeah! Oh cum on me baby!” I cried, writhing on the bed beneath him. Streams of cum landed on me, along my belly, onto my breasts. I kept rubbing my pussy when I let out a cry of ecstasy and my pussy exploded, squirting all over the place.

By the time I regained some sense of awareness, my entire body was shaking, and Mike was watching me, slowly stroking his still hard penis. “Wow, babe. That was like category 5.”

Mike decided it would be funny one day to start categorizing my orgasms like a hurricane. It’s dumb, but kind of fun. And at that point I was definitely dumb and high from back-to-back hard orgasms. All I could do was giggle and pull him down on top of me.

“Ah! Hun, you’re all covered in cum!” He protested, trying to lift himself back up. But I held fast. “Yeah, and it’s your cum that you sprayed all over your poor defenseless wife while she came.”

Mike made the best of it, though, and slid his still engorged cock into my dripping pussy. He slowly fucked me as he softened. We lay there for a half hour or more, just recovering. By the time I was back in my right mind – some may argue this in itself will never happen – I was ready for a shower and a bite to eat.

“Come on stud, let’s try out the shower for two.” I said, still thinking about why I would be picturing another man while my well-hung husband fucked the shit out of me. Nevertheless, we made our way to the bathroom and cranked up the big, glass enclosed shower. Despite his exertion a little while ago, Mike responded well to my soapy hand. After only about thirty seconds, he was rock hard. So, I let him fuck my ass. It is, after all, our honeymoon.


Big Bone Break


By the time we wandered out of our room, it was almost three in the afternoon. We decided lunch by the pool, the perfect place for me to try one of my new bikinis. I called this one my wedding bikini. As you might imagine, it’s all white. But it’s covered in lace carefully layered to cover my nipples, and the matching lace on the white thong basically showed off the curve of my ass. I matched that with a sheer cover and white platform sandals. If I’m honest, I looked really hot. I could also tell by the bulge in Mike’s Bermuda shorts.

“I feel so relaxed, babe. You gave me quite the workout.” I purred as he walked me back to the pool area. We figured we’d grab a snack and a drink there, then get dinner later.

We passed an older man, fit, but probably pushing sixty, walking with a hot, young, exotic looking brunette. I was pleased to see both of their heads swivel to check me out. I either looked hot or had a piece of bologna stuck to my ass. I vote for the former.

“You were amazing, babe. A real category five storm!” He said, nudging me with his hip. I rolled my eyes at the hurricane reference, but I guess he was right. I made it rain. “I’m starving. Maybe some caunch…”

“Conch.” I corrected.

“Right, some of those?” He finished as we arrived at the pool.

The pool was much busier now, with a number of people lounging by the side, a few even sitting in short chairs in the gradual entry portion of the pool. There was so much glistening flesh on display I almost felt overdressed. One thing that was noticeably absent, was children. There were some teens, probably almost in their twenties, but no kids. This was an adult oriented resort. We found a table with an umbrella and sat down.

“Lots of eye candy here.” I mused, eyeing some of the firm, fit bodies.

“Really?” Mike replied, nonchalantly gazing at an athletic Latina with an amazing ass as she walked by. “I hadn’t noticed.”

“Really?” I replied, patting the bulge in his bathing suit.

We hadn’t been sitting more than a minute when a pretty, young waitress came along to take our order. She was dressed in a similar floral bikini and wrap that the girl at the snack counter had worn. She was quite fetching, with cute breasts and full ass. Her skin was a wonderful warm coffee color. We ordered two Bahama Blasts and a plate of conch fritters. Did I mention how tasty those little things are?

So anyway, tummies satiated for the moment, and booze slowly seeping its way into our bloodstream, we set off for the beach. Beautiful. The perfectly white sand was soft on our feet, and we were able to wade forever in the warm, clear water. Even a couple hundred feet out you could see clearly to the bottom, which was only about four feet deep. We watched little schools of fish dart about, a few larger predator fish following them, and even a small shark lurking along the bottom.

We lost track of time in the water, but I was starting to feel the sun on my largely untanned skin. I’m blonde, remember, melanin challenged. If I get to much sun too quickly, I turn red and cranky. Besides, the buzz from our drinks was starting to wear off. We made our way up the beach and found a pair of loungers in the shade of the tall, waving palm trees. A few minutes later, a waiter came by to check on us.

“Can I offer you a refreshing cucumber water? Or perhaps a cockt…”

“Cocktails!” I declared quickly. I think I scared the poor fellow. He was a young, slim man dressed in the floral shirt uniform and a short pair of khaki shorts. I couldn’t help but notice the bulge that seemed to go down one leg of the shorts. I laughed and put my hand on his hip. I swear I saw the bulge twitch. “Two Bahama Blasts please. Then bring two more in about twenty minutes.”

“Two Bahama Blasts, my pleasure.” He said with a smile, turning to fetch our drinks. I couldn’t help but watch his muscular ass and thighs work as he walked away.

“You’re in a frisky mood, aren’t you?” Mike teased with a smile.

“Well, it just so happens I am feeling a little frisky Mister White.” I said, turning provocatively to give him a good view of my barely contained cleavage. “You see, I was well fucked by a hung stud earlier today, and I think I’m going to need more.”

“Oh? And who was this hung stud?” He grinned.

“Pity, I can’t seem to remember his name, only his big cock.” I mused theatrically. “Perhaps I’ll have to try several men to find him again.”

“I may be able to help you with that.” He countered merrily. “You see, I know a fellow.”

“Oh? Does he have a big cock?” I asked, intrigued.

“Well, he’s had no complaints so far…”

We were interrupted by the waiter returning. His grin was a little wider than before, so either he heard our conversation, or he liked the look of my barely covered body posing for my husband.

“Two Bahama Blasts, with two more on deck in twenty minutes.” He said as he handed our drinks to us. I couldn’t help but notice him taking a good look at my tits as he did. That’s OK, I couldn’t help but notice the bulge in his shorts lengthening. It seemed like a fair trade.

“Well, cheers!” I said, clinking our plastic glasses together.

An hour later, we were both about to fall over the edge from tipsy to drunky. And, given the sun was starting its slow descent into the ocean, we decided dinner was in order. So, we staggered our way back to the room long enough to get changed, OK, long enough to get changed and to give Mike a blowjob – honeymoon after all - and made our way to the Ocean Breeze for dinner.

We started dinner off with a Bahama Blast, of course, we chatted while we popped a small plate of conch fritters into our mouths. The dining room was mostly full of what appeared to be young, attractive, successful couples. There were a few May/December couples; older men with young, hot trophy wives. And a stunning white woman, probably close to forty, but with a body more befitting a twenty-five-year-old. Seated with what appeared to be her equally beautiful daughter, or maybe a niece, who was probably fresh out of high school. While the girl looked much like her, her skin was more mocha than white, and her hair was a rich light brown instead of the older woman’s sandy blonde.

“Might I suggest our ocean sampler platter?” The waitress, Val, suggested. Dressed in a wraparound dress, Val was the epitome of an hourglass figure. Busty at the top, tapering to a slim waist, then widening out to shapely hips and a big, firm booty. “It also comes with a wine tasting flight with each dish.”

I was going to suggest that I put my face between her full, brown boobies and make motorboat sounds, but Mike answered for me. “That sounds perfect. We’ll have that.”

I was a little sad to see her go. She had a natural effervescence that made me happy, and a little horny. Maybe I’d have to invite one of these sexy women back to our room, purely for Mike, of course.

I can’t even begin to describe the dinner we had. Waited on hand and foot, with a view of the beach and the ocean, we feasted on the freshest fish you could imagine matched with glass after glass of magnificent wine. And to top it all off, we had the lightest, most exquisite chocolate orgasm for dessert.

By the time we tipped Val, I think I was quite drunk. Wine goes right to my head, makes me feel warm all over. We wanted to check out the Black Bone, but we decided to walk off a little of our dinner, and the wine, first. It was getting a little cooler, but still very pleasant out. We stood arm in arm and watched the final spot of sun melt into a puddle as it hit the ocean. I actually cried; it was so beautiful.

“I love you Mike. Thank you for making me the happiest woman on earth.” I said, sniffling, before I threw my arms around him and kissed him.

“You’ve made me the happiest man on earth.” He replied, maybe a tear in his eye too.

We decided to take a scenic walk around the property as we wound our way to the Bone for the evening’s festivities. We approached the patio from the back side along a greenery-lined path.

“Do you smell that?” Mike asked, sniffing the air. It took a moment, but I did detect an odor. “Weed, right?”

“Yeah, smells like it. Smells good.” I replied, whispering. I don’t know why I whispered, but the smell was getting stronger as we walked. Did I mention we live in Colorado? OK, did I mention I like weed? Both Mike and I smoke regularly. We’re not like pot heads, getting stoned out of our minds every day. But we smoke, actually we vape if you want to get technical, a few times a week. But this smelled different. It smelled smoother, spicier, maybe stronger. I noticed a puff of smoke coming from some bushes next to the back of the main building. “I think it’s coming from there. Shh, let’s take a look.”

We snuck along the bushes that ran against the wall until we got to an area where the wall cuts in, making a little courtyard. I could hear heavy breathing as we approached, and some definite movement. It took me a minute to realize we were hearing people having sex. I looked over at Mike conspiratorially. He nodded and smiled. He heard it too. He motioned that we could skirt the area and not disturb them. I shook my head. I wanted to see what was going on. He motioned as if to say really? and I nodded, creeping closer.

The little courtyard surrounded by greenery appeared to be some sort of break room for the bar and restaurant. It sat a few feet lower than the downward path we were on. I saw another cloud of smoke come through the bushes and inhaled deeply. It smelled really good. It wasn’t enough to get stoned off, but a few more of those and I might catch a buzz. I slowly worked my way over to the bush and peered in.

Holy shit! I thought as I managed to get a look through the thick foliage. It was Val, our waitress from dinner, only she was on a barstool, leaning against a wooden bar. Her dress was open exposing her amazing body, her large breasts full and firm, a tight tummy, and full, firm legs spread wide. She was puffing on a joint. But what had almost made me gasp out loud, and what made my head spin, was the huge black cock, slick with her juices, glistening in the light of a couple of torches, sliding in and out of her trimmed pussy.

He was hung. His cock easily longer than Mikes, and almost as thick. Truth be told, I take thickness over length, but this was exceptional. It was the waiter from the poolside. I’d never seen a cock this big in my life. And it was clear that he knew how to use it. He paused briefly to take a drag on the joint, keeping only the tip of his cock in the woman’s wet pussy. He slid it deep as he exhaled, eliciting a long moan of pleasure from Val.

“Oh fuck, do dat again. You gonna to make me cum.” Val begged in a ragged, breathy whisper. “And then you need to spurt. I gotta get back to work, oh fuck yeah, boy… my break almost over.”

“You mean like this?” The young man said, pulling his cock almost all the way out. I was mesmerized. I’d never seen a cock that huge, and it made my heart pound in my chest.

“Oh, wow…” Mike whispered in my ear as he managed to get a look at the long, black shaft. “He’s huge… I mean, he’s maybe a little…”

“Bigger than you… Way bigger…” I completed his sentence for him. I couldn’t look away. I realized I was quivering in anticipation, wanting to see the big cock slide back into the beautiful woman. Moments later, my patience was rewarded as the young man slowly slid his long cock into her pussy. My own pussy tensed in sympathetic arousal. Val let out a long whimper of pleasure, trying to remain quiet. “It’s amazing…”

“Should we leave them to their, uh, business?” He whispered, shifting a little as if to step away.

“No!” I whispered quickly. “I want to watch.”

The truth was, I couldn’t look away. I slowly inhaled as I watched him impale the shapely woman on his huge cock. It was mesmerizing. I could hardly imagine what a cock that big must feel like. Val whimpered as he slowly pulled out, holding just the tip in again, teasing her. I could feel Mike pressing up against me, he was rock hard.

“You’re shaking.” He whispered in my ear, pressing his erection harder against me.

“I know, I can’t help it.” I whispered back. I realized I was pinching my nipple, becoming incredibly aroused at the sight of the beautiful, busty waitress, spread wide, playing with her own breasts, her legs beginning to shake as the huge cock drove her to the edge of orgasm with only a few long, slow strokes. “It’s beautiful…”

“Come on you silly… Oh god…” Val whispered, her voice shuddering, cut off by the waiter sliding half of his prodigious length into her quaking body. “All the way… Come on… Don’t be teasin’ me, boy... Oh shit…”

“Fuck me…” I whispered to Mike. I needed a cock so badly at that moment, watching the busty black girl writhe in orgasm as the slim, muscular black man began to fuck her in earnest.

I felt Mike lift my dress up over my ass and press his hard cock against my opening. I let out a quiet sigh of relief as he slid into my dripping wet pussy. I tried no to make any noise as he slowly began to fuck me. I knew he wouldn’t last long, he seemed just as entranced by the huge black cock doing its work as I was. Well, almost anyway. It didn’t matter, I was going to cum.

A few seconds later, the black stud’s long cock began to stiffen and jerk, buried more than halfway in the ecstatic waitress. He was filling her full of his cum. That was all it took. I came, biting my fist to stay quiet, I was afraid they’d hear me. But I was hypnotized, watching the long organ pump rhythmically, over and over and over again. I was only partially aware of Mike’s big cock doing the same, buried in my quivering body.

We remained frozen that way. I was delirious with pleasure, my mind spinning from watching the huge cock work its magic. Mike remained buried in me even as his cock softened. I think he was too afraid to move. But I was still entranced, gazing on, as the waiter pulled his long, slick cock from Val’s pussy, cum gushing out of her, and a long stream still flowing from his long, pliable organ. The busty waitress squatted onto the ground, and began sucking his cock, cleaning it of any remaining cum.

“You betta stop, missy, or you be havin’ to take me again, and then you’ll definitely be late.” He said, taking his semi-engorged cock from her hand.

“Might be worth it, man.” She replied, grabbing a bar towel to clean herself off. She quickly did up her uniform and checked her makeup in the mirror. “Meet you after work? You can fuck me all night if you like.”

“Sorry girl, can’t. I got me a date tonight.” He replied, straightening his outfit.

She frowned and shrugged, then gave him a kiss. “That’s what I hate about busy season, man. I’m horny all the time.”

When they left, Mike slowly pulled his softened cock from my pussy. We quietly stood up, fixing our clothing, peering about to make sure nobody had seen us. That would have been weird. Somebody peeping at us while we peeped on them… OK, it would have been weird in my head, anyway.

“That was wild.” Mike said, a little overwhelmed.

“Tell me about it. So fucking hot.” I replied while I kissed him on the cheek and took his arm. “Thanks for the fuck, hubby. Now why don’t you take me to the bar and get me drunk, uh, er. Who knows, maybe you’ll get lucky, tiger.”

He did, well, he would have if he weren’t too drunk by the end of the evening to get it up. We went back to the Black Bone, the name of the bar holding a whole new meaning for me and partied it up. I flirted with everyone, made out with a couple of cute women, and rubbed against a few of the studlier men. But I was good. I didn’t bring anyone home. I did have my eye on a couple of women, including Val who’d decided to hang out at the bar after work. I would have loved to see Mike’s big cock in the same pussy that the waiter had so amply serviced. But I figured Mike would be too drunk to do both of us service. Besides, I couldn’t stop looking at the muscular bartender, Dennis. I wondered if he harbored a huge cock between those muscular thighs.

And then there was Bronte. Yum. What a tall, black glass of sexy he was. He worked the room like a celebrity, dancing with the mother and daughter, sharing a shot with a rich looking businesswoman, and disappearing for a back of the bar tour with a trophy wife. It must have been quite the tour, as the beautiful brunette returned quite disheveled and giggling uncontrollably. It made me wet just thinking about it.

But stiff upper lip, girl. This is your honeymoon, and you made a promise. No fooling around. This was about you and Mike. Oh Mike, lying on his back snoring, his limp dick still looking big and tempting. But nothing I did could make him hard. So, I lay there next to him in the dark, and pull out my vibrator.

The Mighty Mite is small in size, but incredibly powerful. About the size of a small prescription bottle, it packs a punch. Within thirty seconds of turning it on and pressing it against my clit, my hips a thrusting, my legs are shaking, and within a minute, I’m cumming. Fuck it feels good. The tension in my thighs as I buck against the vibration, my nipples hard in the gentle breeze. I really needed a cock tonight. Oh well, I admit to being pretty drunk too. Just two or three more orgasms and then I’m turning in. ;-)


Peeping on the Neighbors


I’m a creature of habit. So, despite an epic hangover, I was dressed in my running shorts and sports bra by six-thirty and was off for my run. If nothing else, the sand made my run much softer, cushioning the pounding of my feet from the pounding in my head. Despite the pain, my run was amazing. The ocean was calm, and the sky turned vivid purple as the sun rose. I could see numerous birds on the beach, and even a few local dogs running along the surf.

As I neared our building, I could hear the sound of a woman in distress. Holy crap! I thought as I tried to zero in on the location of the sound. It was coming from one of the lower-level suites. I didn’t have my cell phone, right, no cell service here anyway. I peered around the corner. The woman was by no means in distress.

“Ah! God, fuck, you’re like a fucking horse! Don’t stop!” A woman cried through gritted teeth. She was a beautiful redhead, full busted, probably with some help, and a full, fit ass. She might have been one of the trophy wives I saw by the pool yesterday. She was facing away from me, bent over the bed in the master suite. The big glass doors had been opened onto the patio, otherwise I probably wouldn’t have heard anything.

All I could see of the man was his wide muscular back, and his round, muscular ass. I have to admit; black guys have the best asses. Slim, muscular, you can tell they fuck well just by looking at those powerful glutes. I could tell how well he was fucking the redhead by how far back he’d move his powerful buttocks back before powerfully thrusting into her. Well, that and the animalistic moans of pure pleasure coming from the beautiful woman.

Fuck I was horny! The tight running shorts pressed against my clit were definitely not helping. I couldn’t resist, and I reached between my thighs to touch it. Just like last night, I couldn’t look away. I was mesmerized by the powerful black islander fucking the beautiful woman, dominating her, making her his. She was gasping for air, urging him on.

“God! Fuck! Don’t stop, don’t stop, make me cum, make my pussy cum…” She begged as she was overcome by an orgasm so powerful that her legs shook and tensed, lifting up so she was impaled only on his cock. I groaned in response, wishing I had a big cock filling me.

The muscular black stud continued to slowly fuck the shaken woman as she recovered. I stared, fascinated, as his muscular ass worked his cock deep into the beautiful woman. I realized I was circling my finger over my hard clit in the same rhythm he was using to fuck the redhead. I also noticed I’d begun playing with my breast with the other hand. I hope they don’t turn around, even though I figured I was mostly hidden by a tree.

Hey Chrissy! How was your honeymoon? What’d you do? They’ll ask when we get back home. Oh, you know, mostly hanging around, spying on people, watching them fuck.

“Oh God, you’re so fucking good. But Ira will be back soon from breakfast. You need to cum baby” She groaned, obviously sad that her fuck buddy had to go. “Come on, I want you to cum all over me. Would you like that?”

“Oh yeah, I’d definitely be liking that.” The man said. I couldn’t quite make out if I knew the voice. I almost gasped out loud when he took a step back, pulling his cock from the nubile trophy-wife. He was huge! His cock was easily as thick as Mike, and way longer. It was mouth-watering. I wished it were me getting to my knees to service the black beast. He must have been at least eight inches long, and the crowning head was as big as a plum. I pressed my fingers hard against my clit. I wished I could cum at that moment. “Yeah, dat’s it. Suck on me hoody, missy. Make it spurt all over you.”

His island accent was irresistible, I shivered, my body responding to his confident, dominant tone. I wanted to be on my knees for him, ready to service his huge, thick fuck organ. Apparently, so did the redhead. God, she’s beautiful. A perfect, shapely body, perfect tits – definitely had a little intervention in that department – and a stunningly beautiful face. She gracefully reached up with both hands, placing her long, delicate fingers on each side of the massive, black shaft, and slid her full red lips around the fat cockhead. I whimpered as she did so, but they showed no signs of hearing it.

It was beautiful. I mean every bit of it. The sexy, shapely redhead deliberately stroking the long, thick, black shaft while she slid her full lips along the first third of the powerful organ. I watched as the stud’s firm, muscular ass slowly thrust, fucking her mouth, and watching his thighs tense as he approached orgasm. He seemed to last forever, but finally the redhead shuddered, his first ejaculation apparently filling her mouth. Leaning back, she began to stroke his thick cock, making it jerk, spraying thick streams of white cum all over her face and breasts. He groaned with each ejaculation, his tight ass thrusting forward. It was spectacular. He just kept cumming and cumming, load after load of hot, creamy spunk spraying onto her flawless body. I couldn’t stop myself, despite being dressed, I came. My body shuddered with pleasure, and I inhaled deeply, trying to keep quiet as my legs slammed together, threatening to drop me to the ground.

She put the huge organ back into her mouth, cum dripping from her chin, and sucked him until every drop of his seed had been milked before she finally let go. His huge cock swung down and hung between his muscular thighs.

“Shit, he’ll be here any minute. He’s totally tied to his schedule.” She said, getting to her feet while the muscular man pulled on a bathing suit and put a towel around his shoulders. “Which in this case, is a good thing. See you again tomorrow?”

“You know it.” He said as he effortlessly hopped the wall. “Anytime, missy.”

Holy shit, that was Dennis. I had no idea how big, I mean, I never imagined, holy shit, he’s coming this way! I thought, ducking farther around the corner. Thinking fast, I started running back around, as if I had just been running by, with a wet pussy, and rock-hard nipples, and a flush on my face and chest. Listen, it’s not like I had time to plan it all out. He smiled as we passed, his eyes glancing down at my tits.

“Morning Mrs. White.” He said brightly as he passed me, his deep voice sending a shiver up my spine. “Great morning for a workout, wouldn’t you agree?”

I turned to watch him go. He was still looking at me, smiling broadly. Does he know I was watching them? Or does he just think I’m hot? Both? I hope it’s both.

By the time I had made it back to the suite, I had calmed down a little. I was grateful the shower was running when I walked in. Mike was just stepping out when I bounded in. His big cock was hanging long between his legs, the head dark and angry. “You just jerked off, didn’t you!”

“Guilty, but what’s a poor boy to do? You were out running.” He said, pausing to kiss me passionately, his hand on my ass. I love it when he grabs my ass. “So, I guess you’ll have to just do without this morning, because I’m hungry. Hurry up!”

“I don’t think that’s fair. You were too pooped to pop last night, and this morning you went ahead without your new wife?” I said, regarding his swinging cock. It didn’t look quite as large and impressive at the moment. I could make him hard if I really wanted, but I didn’t really want to right then. I wanted to get rinsed, eat, and see if I could get something to make my head start pounding. “Why don’t you go ahead, get me a mimosa, and I’ll catch up. Beach afterwards?”

“Yeah, sure, sounds like a great idea.” He replied absently, picking out a bathing suit and shirt.

“Oh, let’s go to the nude beach! It sounds like fun.” I threw in. I was feeling particularly naughty today.


Fun & Cum in the Sand


I decided to eschew my bikini in favor of a tight wrap that went from my boobs to barely covering my ass. Normally one would wear a bikini underneath, but I figured it would get me through breakfast and out to the nude beach. I was feeling particularly sexy and naughty that morning. Now if I could just get rid of my headache.

Choosing his stomach over his wife, OK, I told him to go ahead, Mike had already headed over to the restaurant and was, hopefully, ordering me a mimosa. It turns out that breakfast is served buffet style by the pool. It looked lovely, and smelled mouth-watering, but I stopped at the bar to ask if they sold pain killers.

“We don’t sell them here, but wait a moment…” The young woman, very pretty, with big frizzy hair, pulled open her purse. She pulled out a small capsule and held it out for me. “Try this, it’s all natural. We all use it. If it doesn’t work, they have regular pain killers at the front desk if you still need it.”

“All natural?” I said, taking the capsule and looking at it. “Really works, huh?”

“Definitely. It’s all local herbs.” She said with a big smile, her eyes gleaming. “I guarantee you’ll love it.”

I thanked her headed over to the table to greet Mike. My rotten husband had gone ahead and got breakfast without me. But at least he ordered me a mimosa. I popped the capsule into my mouth and chased it down with half my drink.

“What’s that?” He asked.

“Headache pill, I got it from the girl at the bar.” I replied, pausing to finish off my drink. “Be a dear and get me another?”

Kissing my hubby on the cheek, I got up to peruse the breakfast bar. Sadly, no conch fritters, so I had to settle for some eggs, sausage, and a fruit cup. By the time I returned, my fresh mimosa was in place, and Mike was ready for round too. He muttered something about a waffle.

The sun on my exposed shoulders felt wonderful. Just as she promised, my headache was melting away. I popped a few pieces of fruit in my mouth; heavenly. And then the eggs, the eggs were exquisite, and I don’t think I’ve even had better sausages in my life. I emptied my glass again, waving at the waitress for another, actually, I held up my fingers for two more. I don’t remember enjoying a breakfast this much.

“Enjoying breakfast?” Mike asked quizzically as he sat down. I realized I was shoveling my food into my mouth. Everything tasted so good! I made an effort to slow down.

“I guess I was really hungry. And this is super yummy!” I replied, popping a half sausage into my mouth.

By the time we finished, I’d had two plates, and five mimosa. A great start to the day if you ask me. We got up and slowly made our way to the beach. There were so many hot bodies by the pool, male, and female. I was getting horny just looking at their lotion-glistening skin. Even Mike, in his board shorts and a short-sleeved shirt that he’d unbuttoned after breakfast, looked hot. He might have to take me back to the room soon.

“How’s your head?” He asked me, noticing my jovial mood.

“Headache’s gone.” I replied. I felt great. “Do you need a pain killer? We can get one on the way out.”

“Yeah, sure. Why let a headache get in the way of our honeymoon.” He smiled. “So, it really worked, huh?”

“Headache’s totally gone. I feel amazing.”

We stopped by the bar and got Mike a pain killer, then he led me out to the beach, near where we sat yesterday, but I stopped him. “Uh-uh mister. I want to check out the nude beach. I’m feeling frisky, and exhibition-ey. Let me see if I can make some boners pop. Come on. You know you want to see me lying out in the nude.”

He acquiesced with a chuckle and followed me down the path past the sign, and past a second sign warning guests of the nudity. We walked out into a clearing, cloistered in a circle of palms and grasses. The area was laid out similarly to the main beach area with sunny and shady areas. We found a pair of loungers in the shade, but not too far out of the sun.

I felt so sexy and alive as I peeled off my dress, exposing myself to the warm ocean breeze. The excitement of being nude made my nipples harden, and I couldn’t resist running my hands over my breasts and pinching them. I turned to look at Mike. He was watching me with a grin, enjoying the show.

“Oh my god, what is that?” I started to laugh. Mike was wearing a little blue bathing suit. “You’re wearing a banana hammock? Mike, this is a nude beach, come on, everyone’s seen a wiener before.”

“Naw, I’m good. It doesn’t seem polite to lie around with an erection from my hot and sexy wife. I checked at the desk; this is fine. You don’t have to be fully nude. Just no creepers.”

“I’m not sure that’s going to be enough to keep you contained.” I teased, pointing to his growing erection peeking out the leg hole. He looked down, blushing, and did his best to tuck himself back in. Did I mention that I’m the exhibitionist in the marriage? Him, not so much. But he does like to watch. I laughed as he sat down and tucked his erection between his legs. “Yeah, good luck with that.”

I couldn’t believe how wonderful it was. My whole body felt alive. I stretched luxuriously as I lay down on the lounger, every muscle reveling in the motion. The warm, tropical air was perfect, the light breeze gently caressing every inch of exposed skin, making it tingle. I could feel my clit engorging, becoming sensitive, and it was hard not to touch myself. I looked to the side to see an older man checking me out, his little pecker standing proudly. I smiled and shrugged at him before laying back down, arching my back so my tits looked good.

I lay back and closed my eyes, imagining everyone looking at me as I lay there, slowly sliding my thighs together, occasionally pinching a nipple. Everything felt so good. I really wish I could just reach down and rub my clit; she really wanted some attention. But I settled for letting my legs lay open and feeling the warm breeze on my pussy.

“Can I get you anything from the bar?”

I opened my eyes to see the handsome waiter looking down at me. I realized he was the stud who had been fucking Val, our waitress, last night. I put on my biggest smile. “Why I’d love a…” It was then that I noticed my waiter was dressed in a skin-tight t-shirt with the Pirate Bone logo… and nothing else. My eyes quickly made their way down to his penis, fully exposed, with a gold ring around the thick shaft. He was mostly flaccid, but the ring kept him plumped up. My smile widened when I saw it twitch and begin to lengthen. “Oh my…” I said before forcing my eyes back up to his smiling face.

“We’d love two Bahama Blasts, please.” Mike interjected, saving me from more stuttering. He was doing his best to keep his eyes locked on the other man’s, pointedly ignoring the black man’s slowly growing package. I couldn’t, it was fascinating to watch it engorge in front of me. Mike got hard in seconds; this man took far longer. I watched the waiter’s firm ass move as he walked away, his cock swaying between his legs.

“I wasn’t expecting that!” Mike said, grinning. “You should have seen your eyes when you realized. He was, um, bigger, close up.”

“He was huge from where I sat. I almost wanted to see how big I could make it.” I replied. It was true too. I was moments away from jerking the waiter off, or maybe sucking on it to see how big it would get in my mouth. I saw Mike’s worried look. “But don’t worry, I promised I would be good. You look like you enjoyed watching me…”

Looking down, Mike discovered his mostly erect cock had once again slipped the bonds of his bikini. He did his best to stuff it back in. “Everybody enjoys watching you, Chris. Why do you think I married you?”

“Let’s see, my tits… my ass… the fact that I’m incredibly horny…” I pouted, and did my best pin-up pose, thrusting my chest out. “And the fact I love to give incredible blowjobs.”

“I can’t argue with a thing you just said. Drinks are here.”

“Two Bahama Blasts. First, for the lady.” The waiter held out a tall plastic glass with a straw. I took it and started to look for where to put it.

“Do I just put it into the sand?” I asked, looking back up at him. He had crossed around to give Mike his drink. It gave me a chance to eye the long, flaccid cock hanging between his legs. It had definitely gotten bigger, easily six inches long, but not even hard yet.

He looked up at me and smiled, I could see him checking me out. I could also see his cock twitch and thicken a little. “Sure thing Miss, I’ll be right over to help you.”

I took a sip of my drink to hide my interest. It was a good thing I had my big, dark sunglasses on. I wonder if he knew then that he was making me wet. He returned to the side of my lounger and reached down. This let me really check out his equipment. He was definitely long, and he appeared thicker close up than he did through the bushes, although that might have been a result of the golden cock ring that now constricted the organ. I watched as the veins along the ebony shaft thickened and stood out in relief against the thick shaft. It was then that I noticed that he was no longer bent over and was looking at me stare at his growing erection.

“Um, you see? A little table flips out for your drink.” He said, smiling broadly, looking back down at me. I watched as his huge organ began to stiffen at the base, lifting the long shaft upwards so it stood straight out and then curved to point downwards. The brown cockhead began to slowly slide from his foreskin…

“Off wit you boy!” A cute young woman interrupted my trance. She wacked him on the ass, making a loud slap. “Standin’ here like a peacock on display. Mrs. Standish needs a refill and some fritters.”

“If you need anything, I’m Jimmy.” He said with a big grin, deftly dodging another swift slap form the girl. Both women turned to watch him leave, his now apparent erection swaying in front of him.

“I knows what I be needin’.” She groaned before turning back to me, smiling. “Thing of beauty that boy. Sorry, he’s distractin’”

“That he is…” I agreed. And so was the young woman. Slim and cute, with a pouf of frizzy hair on top, she had slim features and beautiful walnut brown skin that glistened with lotion or oil. She was dressed only in the floral wrap skirt that the girls normally wore with a bikini. Her body was slim and athletic, and her cute breasts jiggled pertly on her chest. I couldn’t resist asking, “Do you ever…”

“Whenever I can, wouldn’t you? As you may have noticed, working here can get a man… worked up. We’re always happy to help out.” She laughed, watching another waiter appear around the pathway. He was a tall, athletic man, well defined muscles, his thick cock had a defined curve to it, slowly swaying to one side as he carried a tray of drinks to a group of four beautiful women surrounding a corpulent businessman. Several of the women were touching the muscular man’s penis, with the expected results. Even as he handed out drinks, his cock thickened and projected outward. One of the women even leaned forward to suck on his expanding cockhead, the rest cheering her on.

“Holy shit, he’s huge.” I exclaimed under my breath. Just the sight of the massive, firm organ was making me horny. My whole body tingled.

“Oh yeah, he’ll definitely make you forget your troubles, Missy. And your own name. Oh, speakin’ o’ names, I’m Cyndi.” She laughed again before turning back to me. She eyed my body top to bottom before speaking.

“You are absolutely beautiful. And I know you’ll be lookin’ fine with that island tan. But I don’t want you to be turnin’ into a red lobster and ruinin’ your honeymoon.” She said, not shy about checking me out. “Dat’s where I come in. I’m here to make sure that don’t happen to you!”

“Hi Cyndi. Thanks, but I have some lotion back in the room. I’ll just get some in a few minutes…” I said, figuring this was some sort of a come on for expensive suntan lotion.

“Oh, no, I’m not selling anything! I’m just here to make sure you don’t turn into second degree burn Barbie on your vacation. I gots all the stuff we need, all natural, to keep you safe in da sun! And I’m happy to apply it for you. It’s a service the resort offers free of charge.” She offered brightly. I guess she’d explained this a few times. “So, what do ya say? Let’s get you oiled up proper.”

“I don’t know…” I played coy. On one hand, it seemed weird to have her rubbing lotion all over my naked body… Never mind. I’m in. I was feeling so naughty. It was almost like I was stoned. I felt a grin spread across my lips.

“Go ahead, Chris. You know you burn.” Mike suggested. He already knew I’d say yes, I think he just wanted to see the beautiful, naked black girl rubbing suntan lotion on my naked body. His boner sticking out of his little bathing suit was a bit of a giveaway. I nodded towards it. Embarrassed, he quickly rolled over onto his stomach, ready to watch through his dark sunglasses. He grinned and nodded at me to get on with the show.

“Sure, it sounds wonderful. What do I do?” I asked, trying not to stare at her body too lasciviously. She smiled. There was a predatory hint to that smile. I think she was looking forward to running her hands over me almost as much as I was. I can sort of read girls that way.

“Well, the first bit is a little delicate. You see…” She paused for a moment, looking a little shy. “There are sensitive bits of you that have likely never been exposed to the sun. I have a special oil that protects those bits. I’d like to start with that.”

“What bits do you mean?” I asked coyly, trying to tease her. I’m not sure she completely bought my wide-eyed innocent act. I slowly let my legs spread so she knew I was kidding. Her smile widened.

“Yes, down there. I also like to put some on your nipples as they are very prone to burning and I’m told it can be very painful.” She thrust her sexy little breasts out. Her nipples were dark, like little charcoal nubs. “Happily, I don’t have that problem. Let me start with your lips and nipples, then I’ll apply it down there, I mean, unless you want to.”

“No, no, you’re the expert, you do me.” I said, probably a little too eagerly. I craned my neck towards her and made a comical pucker. “Lips, nips, and slits got it! Ready when you are Cyndi!”

“OK. Here we go, first your lips…”

I could suddenly smell tropical botanicals as she gently spread the warm cream onto my lips. It was very, um, stimulating. My lips felt sensitive, almost tingly. When her finger started rubbing the lotion into my left nipple I let out a little gasp, opening my pouting lips. It felt marvelous.

“Are you OK?” She asked, looking at my eyes. I noticed that she continued to slowly work the cream over my nipple, making it harden with her touch.

I nodded and licked my lips before answering. The lotion tasted kind of like a margarita with some kind of exotic herb mulled in. I answered her in a sultry voice. I was definitely enjoying this. “That tastes good! Oh, I’m more than OK. Don’t stop now.”

“Good.” She said, her grin widening as she put another dollop of an amber oil on her finger and began teasing my other nipple. It didn’t take much until it was rock hard.

Did I mention I get off on my nipples being played with? Yeah, really liking this. She could see just how worked up she was getting me. I think I whimpered a little when she stopped. She took her time to apply the thick oil onto her finger, watching me. Slowly, she positioned her hand between my legs, pausing with her fingers just above my pussy. I spread wide for her; I couldn’t resist. There was no denying it, I was horny. “Ready?”

I nodded expectantly. She didn’t move, allowing a drop of the warm oil to fall onto my swollen clit. I moaned and pushed my hips forward. She looked at me with a sly grin, waiting.

“Ugh, yes, please…” I groaned. I know, I’m a sub when I’m horny. But it was worth it.

Her touch was warm and slippery, slowly working the oil into my skin near my clit, working closer, closer. Ugh, fuck! Her finger slid over my exposed button. She then split her fingers apart and slid them down the outside of my pussy, along the edge of the lips, past the bottom of my vagina, and over my asshole, pausing there, rubbing the oil into my ass, then she slowly slid her fingers back up and down over my slit, teasing my opening, before pulling back. My legs were tense, just starting to quiver when she stopped.

“Doing OK?” She asked nonchalantly, as if she had not just been teasing her pussy.

“Oh yeah…” I said, my lips quivering as I licked them. “You don’t need to stop, you know.”

“That’s good to hear.” Cyndi replied coyly, smiling seductively. “But I wouldn’t be doing my job properly if you ended up lobster red everywhere but you nipples and no-no. Let me lower the chaise while you turn around and lie on your tummy.”

I did so, smiling to see Mike watching intently, a big grin on his face. “You look like you’re enjoying yourself.” He quipped.

“I am, thank you.” I smiled back, seeing my reflection in his glasses. I looked hot. “You look like you’re enjoying it too.”

“I can’t say I’m not.” He replied, shifting, putting his hand underneath himself to adjust his cock. I figured he was pretty hard by now. Judging by the way he groaned and shifted his hips, yup, he was having a hard time containing himself in his little banana-hammock.

“OK, missy, let’s get the rest of your beautiful body oiled up before you look like a lobster.” She said brightly. I felt warm oil being squirted on my back. “There, this will feel good.”

Her hands were… magical. It was so relaxing to feel her strong touch on my muscles as she masterfully worked the oil into my skin starting at my shoulders and working her way down my back. By this time, my pussy was tingling. The warmth of the oil, the way her fingers worked across my body, I was getting definitively horny.  I let out a sigh of arousal, arched my back a little, and spread my legs a bit wider.

“You like it. Good” She purred as she slid her hands over the curve of my ass. That did it, I moaned, no doubt about it. But all too soon, she was working her way down my thigh. I almost cried I was so horny. And my nipples were tingling too.

“That feels so good…” I groaned breathily. “I’m tingling…”

“Oh, yes, I forgot to mention.” Cyndi giggled. “That oil makes you feel good down there, anywhere it touches. It’ll make you tingly and sensitive. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Oh, fuck no, it feels so good!” I replied, my level of arousal going higher as she slid her hands along the inside of my legs, going higher, between my thighs until I let out a plaintive moan as she slid her slick hands over my needy pussy and between my ass. It felt amazing. “Oh god, yes.” I hissed.

I couldn’t resist her touch as her hand slid between my buttocks, teasing my asshole. I did my best to stifle my moans as I pushed back against her fingers. Then she began to gently press on my asshole. I whimpered, but her oil slicked finger slid right in. I was powerless, it felt so compellingly good.

“You like having my finger in your bum?” Cyndi whispered in my ear, gently fucking me. “Do you like having a pretty black girl fucking your ass without anyone else knowing?”

“Uh-huh…” I groaned quietly. Even if I didn’t, there was nothing I could do to resist her. It felt so good and I wanted her to make me cum. “Don’t stop…”

But she did, spanking my butt cheek with a resounding crack. “Turn on over missy.”

I complied, a little reluctantly, arranging myself on my back, my legs apart. I thought spreading my legs wide might be a bit much for a public beach. As soon as I was settled, she sprayed a stream of warm oil onto my breasts. It almost felt like it did when Mike ejaculated on them, only longer, like one long cumshot.

I gasped with pleasure as she slid her hands over my breasts. It felt so good with my nipples already hard and tingly from the first oil. I couldn’t help myself, I pressed my thighs together, letting my flesh rub against my engorged clit. It was like she knew just what to do to turn me on. I closed my eyes and groaned in enjoyment as her hands slid down my firm belly, slowly moving towards my pussy. But just before she reached it, she stopped.  Fuck! What a tease! I thought. I was about to protest when I felt her lips on mine. She kissed me, deeply, and I responded. She put her hand back on my breast and started to tease my nipple. I groaned deep in my throat and writhed beneath her.

I opened my eyes and found myself staring into her dark pools as she finished the kiss, gently pulling on my lip as she pulled back. She began to apply the oil to my face and neck. She smiled at me, knowingly, and shrugged, saying “I can’t forget your beautiful face, can I?”

“Oh… Um, no…” I stammered, a little overwhelmed. My head was spinning with desire, and I felt like I was stoned. But whatever train of thought I had evaporated as she resumed her work, sliding her hands down my pelvis and over my thighs, her fingers slipping between them. I couldn’t help but spread wider for her.

“Very good.” Cyndi purred, running her hands all the way down my leg, then back up, making sure to slide her hands over my pussy. My legs were shaking by the time she was done.

“So, Missy…” She said, leaning close to my face. I could smell her perfume. I wanted so much for her to let me cum. “What say I go to work on you hubby while you have another drink?”

“Have another…” I said, confused, as I leaned up and opened my eyes. “Oh my…”

I opened my eyes to the sight of Cyndi gently stroking Jimmy’s slowly engorging cock, coating his black shaft with sun oil, making it shine in the sunlight. I almost came on the spot, especially since she was still gently teasing my clit. I was grinning like a madwoman when the black stud handed me my drink. I took a long sip then, unable to resist, reached up to stroke his hardening erection.

It was long. I mean really long. Longer than Mike’s, and he wasn’t even completely hard. His cock filled my hand as it slid along his veined shaft, and I could feel it thickening to my touch. I looked up at Jimmy, to make sure he didn’t mind. The look on his face told me that he didn’t, and that he was quite liking the attention. I watched, mesmerized, as the big organ hardened in my hand, it’s weight still bending it in a curve down. It was then that I realized I was close to orgasm, Cyndi was still slowly sliding her fingers over my clit, jerking it off like a tiny cock.  I looked at the huge cock, helpless to resist, when it stiffened in my hand, a long, thick stream of cum landing on my belly.

That was it, I came. My lips parted in a gasp, and I stroked another load of his hot cum into my breasts while I shook and gasped in pleasure. I was surprised that the hung black waiter   didn’t ejaculate more, but I couldn’t really think about that as my body was wracked with contractions. But I did love the feeling of his hot cum as it splattered on my body.

When my head cleared, I found myself still stroking his huge, black cock. I started to giggle, I do that sometimes after I cum, and let go. “Oh, god, I’m sorry Jimmy. I, I mean, it was just there and, I didn’t think, I just… I’m sorry.”

“No need to be sorry, ma’am, I’m not offended. Feel free to do that any time you be liking.” He said, his cock tensing a little, a small drool of cum coming from the tip.

“OK, well, thank you. I mean, hey, at least I made you cum, right?” I said nervously. This time it was Cyndi that giggled.

“Oh dear, you didn’t make him cum, Chrissy. He was just getting warmed up. He’s a long way from cummin’” She said, eyeing the big, stiff cock, reaching up to stroke it one more time. “But I’ll be happy to relieve his pressure once I’m done here, if he can wait.”

No promises!” Jimmy laughed as he proceeded to drop off drinks to some other guests. The exotic looking Asian and her male companion both looked at his cock with great interest while he delivered their drinks. She leaned forward and slid her lips over his engorged cockhead, bobbing her head several times before releasing him. Her companion was clearly aroused, running his hand through her hair as she pleasured the waiter.

“Oh wow, you is a lucky girl.” Cyndi said, interrupting fascination with the scene just as Jimmy headed back to the bar with empty glasses, his huge cock swaying in front of him. “He’s a meaty one, you done good, Missy.”

I turned to see the fit, firm woman running her oiled hands between Mike’s spread thighs. Peering over, I could see she was stroking his semi-erect cock - it had popped out of hit little Speedo and was growing between his legs - applying the same oil that kept my pussy tingling. Mike, who had apparently dozed off, let out a moan. He lifted his head to see that it wasn’t me who was doing the teasing. “Oh, ah, hey, thanks… I’m, uh, good.”

“It’s OK baby…” I said. Wow, did I every sound sultry. Where did that come from? “She’s just putting on lotion for you. You don’t want to get burned, do you? Trust me, you’ll like it.”

“I’ll be good, I promise.” Cyndi purred, running a hand along the back of his thigh. “It was just so big and thick, I had to make sure it was protected from the sun.”

“Only if it’s OK with you, Chris.” He said. But I could tell, he was really turned on. His eyes were saying Please say yes! Please say yes!

“Go ahead, it’s our honeymoon. Enjoy!” I said, ruffling his hair. “I know I sure did. I’m still tingling.”

“So, did you both enjoy a Brown Betty with breakfast?” Cyndi asked nonchalantly as she spread oil over Mike’s shoulders, straddling his slim waist. “You both appear to be into the party. But poor Mister Mike, it makes some men a little sleepy.”

“Brown Betty?” I asked. “We didn’t take anything… Wait, do you mean the headache cure they gave me at the pool bar?”

“Yes...” Cyndi giggled. “You’re high.”

“Oh… Oh! That explains why I feel so good. Oh, I like those things.” I exclaimed. Now it made sense. I was definitely high. But it came on me so slowly I barely noticed! “I didn’t think you could…” I changed to a whisper, “smoke pot here?”

“Well, we can’t officially. It’s not allowed in the resort, by law. But the little Brown Betties are technically not smoking. We use the code I have a headache when we want one. Most of us take them every day. And…” She paused and looked over her shoulder conspiratorially. “Nobody cares if we smoke on the beach after hours. You should come by after the Black Bone closes. I have a hunch you’ll fit right in. So, where’d you find a white boy hung like this anyway?”

“Oh, just lucky I guess.” I replied, watching her dark fingers glide across Mike’s muscular back.

“No, I’m the lucky one.” Mike groaned as she worked his lower back. “Oh wow, that feels good. Whoa!”

“I have to make sure you’re fully covered.” Cyndi said innocently as she slid her hands between Mike’s thighs. I sat back to enjoy the show. When his entire back glistened with oil, Cyndi spanked his ass like she did mine. “OK! Roll over so I can do the other side!”

“What?” Mike said, roused from his relaxed, dozing state. He squirmed for a moment. “Oh, no, thanks, I’m good. I’ll just lay here on my, um, stomach.”

“It’s OK, Mike. I already saw it and oiled it up. This is a nude beach.” Cyndi said with a smile at his embarrassment. “These things come up.”

I couldn’t help but giggle along with the pretty black woman as we goaded Mike. “Come on Mike, just tuck it into your bathing suite. We’ve all seen a dick before.”

“Fine.” Mike acquiesced after another minute or so of taunting. Reaching beneath him, he fidgeted, tucking himself into his little bathing suit. Then, slowly, he maneuvered onto his back. We both laughed. His big cock was hard and only barely contained by the thin nylon. You could clearly see the outline of the organ down to the veins running along his thick shaft.

“Oh hon… Oh… Oh, baby, it’s like you’re trying to shove a baseball bat into a marble bag.” I laughed at the sight of the huge, thick organ straining against the thin material. Then it got worse, Mike started to laugh as well. This caused his cock to harder, tense, and slide up from under the bathing suit. God it was sexy, especially when Cyndi reached over and slid her hand along the slick shaft.

“Now dat’s bettah. It’s a pity to keep something so beautiful restrained like dat.” She said, her accent getting heavy as she teased Mike with one finger, running it along his thick shaft, making his cock tense. “Now let’s make sure you don’t burn up on us. Damn you a big one… I mean… Tall is what I mean. I gotta do dis way…”

The petite black woman straddled Mike. She settled onto him, facing away, Mike’s hard cock pressed between her full, round ass cheeks. Mike couldn’t stop himself from groaning and thrusting against her. She turned to look at me over her shoulder. “Dat is if the missus doesn’t mind.”

It was so fucking hot to see his thick white cock sliding between her glistening black cheeks, his swollen cockhead sliding between her firm globes and flaring as it was freed. If I don’t mind? Fuck no! I don’t mind. I slid two fingers between my legs to rub my slippery clit. I answered in a nonchalant purr. “Oh, I suppose it’s OK, as long as he doesn’t put it in you.”  I mean, if I don’t get to fuck anyone else, neither does he.

“Are you sure, hun… Oh fuck...” Mike tried to reply, but his own groan of pleasure cut him off as Cyndi slid back against him, the pink of her pussy shone between her dark brown labia, sliding along his thick, hard shaft. I knew he couldn’t resist. Almost immediately his hands went to her full, round ass as she slowly slid up and down against his erection while applying oil to his feet and calves. She slowly slid back as she worked up his legs until she was straddling his chest, applying the slippery material to his thighs, his cock trapped under her belly. He did his best to resist, but he was still slowly thrusting against her.

Once his legs were fully covered, and she did take her time to make sure he was completely covered, she climbed off him. Mike was rock hard, veins sticking out along his thick shaft, accentuated by the oil. Cyndi reached down and started to work the oil onto his balls, then slowly down between his ass cheeks.

I heard him groan, and watched his cock get even harder, the head flaring as if he was about to cum. A thick stream of cum flowed from the tip, and I realized that the cute black woman had her finger up his ass. Mike never let me stick anything up his ass, he said he didn’t like it. Maybe it was the Brown Betty weed, or maybe it was her touch, but he didn’t seem to mind now, and neither did his cock as it stood stiff and high, a drool of cum falling from it.

“You are one lucky lady; I can tell you that. Not many white boys get this big.” She said as she straddled Mike again, this time facing him. She poured a line of oil onto his chest and began to rub it in, slowly working herself higher, her pussy sliding over the base of his cock. My hubby, predictably, reacted by groaning and thrusting, a spurt of precum shooting onto his tummy. Cyndi just rubbed it into his skin, mixing it with the oil.   I let out my own moan as my fingers slid into my pussy, while I pinched my hard nipple with the other hand.

By the time she was working on Mike’s broad shoulders, she was slowly sliding up and down his body with her oil-slicked flesh, his long shaft firmly against her pussy. She was clearly enjoying it as much as he was. By the time she had finished both of his leanly muscled arms, Mike wasn’t thinking of his tan anymore. He writhed beneath the shapely woman as she attended to his face, and then planted a long, passionate kiss on him before sitting back up. She grinned at him as he continued to squirm, his long, thick cock sticking up from between her full thighs.

“It’s a pity to be leavin’ him this way…” She said, eyeing his hard cock before turning to face me. I giggled and nodded. I wanted to see Mike cum at the hands of the pretty black woman. Besides, I couldn’t hold back my own orgasm, the oil worked wonders on my engorged clit.

Reaching down, Cyndi put her glistening hand on Mike’s balls, cupping them, massaging them, then with the other hand, she slowly slid it over the swollen head and, ever so slowly, down his rock-hard shaft. God, it was so fucking sexy seeing her dark brown skin against his pale shaft. She repeated the process again, making Mike groan and his cock twitch. “I think one more ought to do it. Are you ready?”

I looked over at Mike, his eyes locked on the sexy black girl, adoration and need across his face. It was so fucking hot, so sexy, a few more movements of my fingers over my clit brought me to the edge. I pinched my nipple, hard, I was about to cum. I let out a plaintive whisper, “Oh shit yeah…”

Cyndi grinned seductively and slowly, gently slid her hand back up Mike’s stiff shaft and over the bulbous cockhead. She paused, watching my husband squirm, her hand in a circle, just barely brushing the tip of his cock. I watched as his cock twitched. It felt like forever, but it was probably only a second before she slid her hand down over the fat cockhead, and down his long, thick shaft. When her hand hit the base, she let go, her other hand still on his balls.

I started to cum, sliding my fingers deep into my pussy, fucking myself, I pulled my turgid nipple, releasing it. Mike groaned, almost whimpered as he tried not to cry out loud, his rock-hard cock stiffened and jerked. I felt the warmth of my orgasm spread across me as I watched his cock jump. After three or four jolts, a huge spray of cum shot into the air, landing on his chest, quickly followed by two more. Cyndi took his jumping organ in her hand and stroked him, fully releasing his orgasm as rope after thick rope of cum flew all over his chest and stomach for what seemed like forever. I think his orgasm lasted longer than mine did.

As his ejaculation finally subsided, the beautiful black woman slid her hands across his body, working his cum in with the oil, sliding her own body along it. Mike never really went down for cum play, but he seemed fine right now. He had taken one of the Brown Betty’s though. He’s probably as high as I am. I just lay there, hand between my legs, slowly playing with my pussy until she was done.

Cyndi finished with a long kiss to Mike before climbing off. Kneeling next to me, she leaned in close and kissed me. I moaned and writhed beneath her as her tongue explored mine. I wanted to fuck her so badly. But she didn’t linger. I was left there, looking up at her, masturbating, yearning for her. God I’m high.

“Maybe I’ll see you later?” Cyndi said coyly.

“You could just stay here, or maybe we could go to our room?” OK, yes, I sounded a little desperate. I really wanted her, and I was sure Mike would join right in.

“I would love to, but I’m on duty…” She paused while one of the hung, black waiters paused behind her. His cock was huge, and Cyndi slid her hand along the heavily veined cock. The waiter was rock hard. “…and I need to take care of Christopher here. Can’t have the poor boy running around like this.”

I was going to say Why not? but I realized that she was going to fuck him. Sorry, I am a little dense after I cum. “Oh, right… Well, maybe we’ll see you tonight.”

“I hope so.” She said with a naughty smile as she walked away with the huge, cocked waiter.

“Well, that happened…” Mike said, grinning, his cock still semi-erect. He was checking out my well-oiled body, and I could tell what he had in mind.

“Yup, that did.” I said, eyeing his cock as it began to lengthen again. “Why don’t you come over and cuddle. I think I know where you can put that.”


Everybody Loves The Black Bone


The afternoon went by in a flash. Jimmy, and his glorious cock, came by with conch fritters for lunch, and kept us well lubricated with drinks. I made sure to stroke his big, black cock every time he came by, you know, for good luck. By three in the afternoon, having played in the ocean waves for nearly an hour, Mike and I were headed to the room for a shower, and a nap. We were baked by the sun, and still feeling the edibles. I stopped by the bar on the way though.

“I, um, still have a headache.” I said, overenunciating. Way to go Jane Bond, real subtle.

“How long ago did you have one?” She asked quietly, leaning over the bar. She had really nice tits.

“I took it with breakfast, probably nine or ten?”

“You should wait until dinner.” She said, looking around. “You don’t want to double the dose, you’ll be flying like a kite, or in a few cases, dozing in your chair. Just drop by on your way to dinner, I’ll take care of you.”

Returning to the room, we both hopped into the shower. I was surprised when Mike didn’t try to fuck me but lying out on the beach all day does tend to drain one’s energy. Long story short, our quick nap lasted until dinner. The sun was setting when we managed to get dressed and walked over to the main complex. We decided to eat poolside tonight, they had a wonderful buffet. Before we tucked in, though, we went to the bar for a drink.

I wore a tight white halter-top, my white bikini bottom, and a gauzy, open skirt slung low across my hips. The white looked great against my tanned skin, the top clung tightly to my tits, and the skirt waved in the breeze to give everyone a look at my legs and my pussy. I was hot.

“Two Bahama Blasts please and… do you have anything for a… headache?” Mike was more like Austin Powers than James Bond. Let’s face it, we’re both dorks. But at least we’re hot dorks, that makes up for a lot.

The girl at the counter, a busty woman in probably her mid-thirties grinned at us. Her dilated eyes suggested that she had a headache just like ours. She looked my husband up and down for a moment before leaning against the bar. She had an American accent. “You both, have headaches?”

“Ah, yes, um, both of us have headaches…” Mike stumbled, grinning.

The woman regarded them skeptically, before bursting into a huge grin. She reached under the counter and pulled out two capsules, handing them to Mike. She held onto his hand for a moment, leaning close. “Be careful, all them island boys gonna want to stick your pretty little snowbunny wife on the end of their big cocks.”

“Huh? Oh, yeah, I’m not worried about that.” Mike answered confidently.

“Yeah, I’ve heard that before, newlyweds, so much in love. But once that little white-hot wife gets her hand on one of those big black island dicks, she can’t help herself. It’s like it’s programmed into their brains.” She said with a wicked grin. “Tell you what, your little hot wifey goes off with one of those big black cocks, come find Betty, I’ll take care of you.”

“Thanks, I’ll, uh, keep that in mind.” Mike answered. “But I’m good. Chrissy likes to tease, but that’s where it stops.”

“Have a good evening kids.” She said with a broad smile. “Just, don’t tease too much, you might get more than you bargained for.”

“Hey! Bored with me already?” I teased Mike. He turned and looked at me quizzically, not understanding. “Sounds like you were making a date back there.”

Mike burst out laughing, almost spitting his drink onto the deck. “Hey, I’m just keeping her on the side as a plan B in case you run off with an islander.”

“Fat chance, hubby!” I laughed along, bumping Mike with my hip. “You’re not getting rid of me that easy.”

“Don’t think I didn’t see you admiring that waiter’s big unit.”

“I seem to recall you quite enjoying it when your sexy and somewhat stoned wife gave that waiter a personal tip.” I laughed back. The truth was, I had really enjoyed the feeling of that big, sun-warmed cock in my hand. It was so thick, and heavy. Truthfully? The thought of that huge, black cock made me a little wet as Mike held the chair for me.

He leaned down and kissed my neck, making me squirm in pleasure. I felt a thrill run down my spine, making my nipples hard. He whispered in my ear, “I did, you looked incredibly sexy with that big black dick in your hand. You couldn’t take your eyes off it.”

“And you looked pretty hot sliding your big, white dick along that girl’s dark pussy.” I repaid the compliment, pulling him down for a deep kiss, letting my hand slide down to his growing erection.

Mike quickly sat down next to me so as to hide the tent growing in his shorts. “It was ok, I guess, if you like that sort of thing. She doesn’t hold a candle to you.”

“Right, she almost made you give yourself a facial when she jerked your off.”

“Only because you encouraged her. Watching you get off on it was a real turn-on. And the Brown Betty certainly greased the wheels.” He chuckled, running a hand along my bare thigh. “Seriously, it’s great to play like that knowing I can completely trust you not to go too far. Even stoned or drunk.”

“I love you, Mike.” I replied, feeling all kinds of emotions all of a sudden. “There’s no other man going to fuck me but you, I promise. Now speaking of stoned, should we take those things now so we’ll be high by the time we finish dinner?”

“Oh, yeah, sure.” He said, pulling the two capsules out of his shirt pocket. “Bottom’s up?”

“Maybe if you treat me right.” I laughed, holding the capsule to my mouth. I felt like I should make a toast or something. “Um, cheers?”

“Blast off?” He offered with a smile, popping the pill into his mouth. I made a rocket launching noise before popping my pill.

Dinner was fabulous, as we’d come to expect. The buffet was filled with fresh seafood, raw and cooked, aromatic rice, spicy vegetables, a cornucopia of desserts, and, of course, conch fritters. I did my best to eat sensibly, no point having my gut hanging over my bikini, but by the end of the meal I felt well satiated. We’d ordered a bottle of wine, a local variety with notes of citrus and pineapple, that left me pleasantly tipsy by the end. It wasn’t until we stood up that I noticed the effects of the Brown Betty starting to kick in.

“Whoa…” I said, feeling a little unsteady. It was almost as if I was floating, or maybe if felt like my head was floating above my body. I felt a big grin grow on my face and I started to giggle at the sensation. “I can really feel it.”

“Me too…” replied Mike, a grin plastered on his face too. “You look fucking hot, babe.”

I liked the way his eyes drank in my body. The pill made me feel incredibly sexy, and if you haven’t figured out, I don’t have many body issues to begin with. I decided to pull my tight top down a little, so it better clung around the curve of my breasts then took a second to pinch my nipples, so they’d poke against the thin material. It felt really good when I did, making me murmur in pleasure.

“Shall we retire to the Black Bone so I can show off my sexy tease of a hot wife?” Mike said, offering his arm. I happily took it.

“Indubitably, let us make haste and get me another drink!” I replied, a little too loud. Still, I loved the eyes on me as we made our way all of a dozen or so feet to the bar.

Initially, the crowded bar was a little overwhelming to my stoned little head. So much loud music, so many people, so many flashing lights, I think I kind of zoned out while Mike got our drinks.

“Hey, babe, you all right?” He shouted at me when he returned with our drinks. He laughed it off when I snapped back to reality. I could feel the music urging me to move, I started swaying my hips. “You looked like you were in a trance.”

“I was.” I said, standing close, turning my eyes up towards him. “What is your wish, master? I’ll do anything.”

I played it straight for longer than I thought possible, reveling in his look of confusion. But I couldn’t hold it, a grin started in the corner of my mouth, my lips began to peel back from my smile. “Had you going there, huh?”

We clinked glasses and hung out around the open-air deck area for a while, watching the crowd. Lots of pretty girls, lots of middle-aged men, a few hunks, and a few locals mixed in, probably hotel staff come to mingle, maybe pick up a tourist. I could really feel the weed enveloping me, my body humming with pleasure, and my mind floating on a cloud, the music making me move. I couldn’t help myself; I had a drink in hand, I was buzzed, and there was music. I grabbed Mike’s hand and dragged him to the dance floor so I could get my grind on.

I always started with Mike, grinding against him, clinging to him, let the crowd know that I was with him. But after a song or two, once I could feel a thick lump in Mike’s pants, I like to play the field. I love to see the guys, and the girls, checking me out. And believe me, I give them something to check out.

But tonight was different. Maybe it was the fact I was being naughty in front of Mike on our honeymoon, maybe it was the exotic tropical locale, maybe it was the strong drinks, or maybe it was the weed. Ok, that little pill had me flying high and feeling fine. The couple of times I’d tried edibles before had left me sleepy and a little woozy. Not this time. I was feeling my groove, and my sexiness, and my exhibitionism was dialed way up.

I danced up to a decent looking middle-aged guy. He was doing kind of a dad dance, you know the one, kind of swaying his hips, bouncing to the music, arms right by his sides? Trying to dance without anyone noticing his lack of rhythm and skill. I always think it’s kinda cute. So, I dance for him, enjoying the way he checks my tits out while trying not to look like he is. Then I put my arms around his neck and coax him out onto the floor. I grab his hands and put them on my waist so he can feel me move. I can tell he likes it; his grin widens, and his hands relax on me, sliding lower to my hips. So, when I spin around with my back to him and press against him, he instinctively pulls me against him. I can feel his erection pressing against my ass. He’s honestly trying his best, but he still presses it against me. Before he goes too far, I spot his wife returning from the bathroom and slip from his grip. I don’t want to get the guy in trouble. His wife was somewhat surprised at how amorous her hubby had become in her absence.

I worked my way around the right dance floor, brushing up against anyone who caught my fancy. I felt like a star, everyone’s eyes were on me. I spent some time grinding against Mike to remind him just who he married, taking a break to make out with him and have another drink. I was a little surprised when I felt a hand grab my wrist, urging me onto the dance floor again.

“Cyndi!” I exclaimed, embracing the beautiful black girl. Her soft, warm skin felt good against mine, and her tropical perfume drew me into the embrace. I wanted to feel her touch on my pussy so bad.

“Hey girl!” she said, pulling away, dragging me onto the dance floor. She looked sexy in a tight yellow bikini top that clung to her small, perky breasts and a matching pair of booty-hugging shorts that showed off her firm, shapely ass. She pulled me in for a kiss. But instead of a peck, she planted a full-on kiss that lasted a few seconds. I could hear murmurs of appreciation from several onlookers. “You look hot tonight. The tan oil did you good, just a hint of brown, very sexy, girl!”

I admit, I was still a little overwhelmed by the kiss, so I danced. I danced with Cyndi, I danced with Mike, I danced with the daughter of the mother and daughter couple I saw the other day, I even danced between the wife and the husband I gave a boner to earlier, leaving them making out in a corner. Never underestimate the effect of a hot bisexual girl making out with your wife will have on a marriage. It was wonderful. I lost track of how many bodies I brushed against, how many lecherous, appreciative, lustful, and shocked stares I received, how many stiff cocks I ground against, and how many hands brushed me to cop a feel. I loved it.

Then I backed into Bronte. I was dancing with Dania, the front desk girl, who looked amazing, by the way, in a flowered tube-top that showed off her full chest, and a short dark skirt that basically covered her booty, and not much else. The music had turned to reggae and I was doing my best to follow along – Hello! White chick here! – when I danced back into a big wall of muscle. I almost fell over, but his big hands steadied me under each arm. Drunk and high, still feeling my groove, I danced around with his hands on me, noting that he didn’t move his hand as it slid over my boobs. I guess with a job like this, entertaining a bunch of drunk tourists, nothing phases you anymore.

“Bronte!” I yelled, slurred, um, yurred, throwing my arms around his neck. Wow, he was a lot bigger than he appeared. His neck and shoulders were huge, and his body was solid. I really liked the feeling of his big hands on my waist, so I kept dancing as he held me, swaying my hips slowly to the music. He was totally checking out my tits and that sent a thrill up my spine.

“You look beautiful, missy.” He said with a broad smile; he was enjoying the view. “Your husband is a very lucky fellow.”

He never took his eyes off my tits, and I felt his hands slide a little lower on my hips, feeling me. I was drunk and high, and I knew that the strong attraction, no, the desire and lust I was feeling for him could get me in trouble. I slowly spun around, dancing to the heavy reggae beat. Everything was tingling with arousal.

I glanced over at Mike. Was he watching me fall under the spell of the muscular black man? Was he worried? He was distracted, his arm casually slung around Cyndi, talking to what I had assumed was the mother of the mother and daughter pair I’d seen around the resort. She was a very pretty woman in a sort of rich suburban, almost Stepford-ish way. Her hair was tied up in a ponytail, and she wore a fetching summer dress that showed off her body without being too naughty. She and Mike were talking animatedly, and she burst out in laughter at one of Mike’s jokes. My hubby, in addition to a great lay, is also a pretty funny and gregarious guy. There always seems to be a group of people clustered around him at any social gathering. If felt relieved that he wasn’t mad at me for flirting, but also a little afraid that I was losing control and needed him to put on the brakes for me.

“All you white girls! You don’t know how to dance reggae!” Dania shouted drunkenly at me.

She was dancing with a tall, slim black guy. I hadn’t seen him working around the resort, not that he couldn’t be a guest, I mean, but if I really thought about it, I only remembered seeing one black couple by the pool earlier. The resort seemed to cater mostly to white Americans and Europeans. I noticed his chef’s pants after a moment, though. He must be the chef.

“You all dance like dis…” she continued to poke fun at me, mimicking my slow, swaying dance, but making it look far goofier than it was, at least, I hope I didn’t look that goofy. I mean, someone would have told me, right? “This is reggae, mon, you gots to feel it… You gots to let it move you. Show dat boy what you got, girl!”

The shapely ebony beauty widened her stance, arched her back, and started to roll her hips in time to the music, pushing back against her partner. The tall, slim man smiled, watching her ass bounce against him as he danced in place. She looked up at me, her eyes heavy with lust. “See girl? Now dat’s how you keep da boy interested.”

I watched her in fascination. It was so hot, so raw, so sexual. It was seriously turning me on, not that I wasn’t already horny from showing off on the dance floor. Did I mention I’m a bit of an exhibitionist? Anyway, I found myself grinding my hips wider, Bronte’s hands still on my hips. I just knew he was checking out my ass. I couldn’t help myself; I was going to give him something to really look at. I pressed back against his firm body, grinding my ass against him. He must have liked what he saw, because I could feel a large, firm lump pressed between my ass cheeks. He was hung just like the waiter at the beach. I couldn’t help but close my eyes in pleasure as I let myself bend at the waist and grind to the music. It was intoxicating; the music pounding in my mind, his hard body pressed against my pussy. I pulled myself back up and spun around in his grip. Putting my arms around his powerful neck I nuzzled close to him. The desire to kiss him was powerful, but I knew that would be going too far. I wondered as I inhaled his scent and felt his arms close around me if I’d already gone too far. I pressed my hips against him, feeling his hardness. I really needed a cock right about now, I wanted his. I wanted it bad.

Leaning in close, I hugged him, pressing myself against his firm, muscular body, and the prodigious bulge between his legs. I leaned up to whisper in his ear, I want you to fuck me… I need you to fuck me… I couldn’t say it. I couldn’t do that to Mike.

I was surprised when Bronte gently pushed me back. He was smiling. “You certainly have my attention Miss Chris, but I’m afraid I have to see to closing up. I understand Cyndi invited you to our after-party get-together?”

“Oh, yeah, she did… Mike and me, I mean…”

“Excellent! I look forward to seeing more of you soon!”

And he was gone. The masculine smell, the strong body, the firm cock. I stood there for a moment, lost. He was so close, in my arms, pressed against me. Now I was watching him make his way through to the bar. I realized that the crowd had thinned considerably. I also noticed that it was mostly black. As tourists called it a night, the staff, maybe some locals had taken their place, presumably getting warmed up for the upcoming party.

Turning to look at Mike, I was relieved to see he was still distracted by Cyndi and the other woman. I hadn’t don’t anything wrong, but I feel like I came really close. I rushed over to Mike, threw my arms around him, and kissed him hard. When I finally let go, I looked up into his eyes and felt the warm blanket of love fall across me.

“I love you.” I said with a slight smile, biting on the corner of my lower lip.

“Hey babe, I love you too.” He smiled, looking at me a little oddly. “You looked so hot out there, I just couldn’t keep up. Drink?”

I nodded eagerly; I was thirsty as hell. I had no idea how long I’d been dancing. Eagerly sucking down half my ice-cold drink, Mike introduced me to the woman he’d been talking to.

“Chrissy, this is Erin from Toronto. She’s here with her husband’s daughter Eve.” The pretty brunette nodded and smiled, holding her hand out. “Erin, this is my lovely bride, Chrissy.”

“Hi Erin!” I said brightly. She was about my height, maybe an inch or two taller. Her dark hair fell in thick waves around her slim face, framed by a fringe of bangs. She was lean, but with shapely breasts peeking out from the neck of her dress. I could see why Mike had chatted her up for so long. I bypassed her outstretched hand and gave her an overly friendly hug. “This is the Bahamas; we don’t shake hands. It’s wonderful to meet you!”

God, I really sounded perky! And maybe a little wasted.

We hugged all friendly-like, I love it when my breasts meet other women’s breasts. I’m kind of a boob girl, if that’s a thing. It has to be a thing, right? So stoned. I think Erin liked it too, she had an odd grin when we parted. I turned around and gave Cyndi a big hug. She grabbed my ass and kissed me.

“Hey girl, you been partying hard tonight. It suits you. You had every eye on you and me tink you made a lot of boners pop, even your lucky hubby. I hope you don’t mind; I might have teased him a bit.” She whispered in my ear conspiratorially. “I see you humping Bronte jus’ now. Thought I’d distract your hubby.”

“So, Erin…” I stifle a giggle at Cyndi’s naughty admission. I liked the idea of her keeping Mike, um, perked up. “Toronto! Are you here with your husband? Boyfriend? Girlfriend?”

“No, hubby bailed on me the night before we left. Some big business deal he just had to fly to London for. No, I’m here with his daughter, Eve. She’s on break from her first year at Queens, so she decided to use the ticket. This is a great location, my husband’s partner’s wife recommended it.” She rambled on with a grin. “I figured it would make for some good mother-daughter type bonding time. I only married her dad a couple of years ago. I don’t know where she got to, something about grabbing a bite to eat. I don’t remember. Truthfully, I was dying from a migraine earlier, but she brought me this island remedy, all natural, and it too my headache right away. I feel great now.”

I looked around the bar, finally spotting Eve slipping out the kitchen door, ducking down, giggling. A few moments later, the muscular bartender walked through the same door, eyes heavy, grinning, openly ogling the pretty young woman. She stopped at the end of the bar and held her hand up as if ordering a drink, holding the pose for a moment before bursting into laughter. The bartender chuckled, smiling broadly, and quickly poured two of the powerful Bahama Blasts from a pitcher. She grabbed them and quickly left, looking coyly over her shoulder like a high schooler in love.

“Hey Erin! How’re you doing?” She said, handing Erin a drink before sucking on the straw to empty a quarter of her drink in one go. She looked at Mike, Cyndi, and me, nodding in greeting. “Hey.”

“She’s not twenty-one, is she?” I asked Erin. Her stepdaughter was pretty, tanned, brown-eyed with dark hair cut just above her shoulder. She wore a light-weight linen shirt, tied above her belly button, open enough on the front to give a tantalizing glimpse of her small, pert breasts. A pair of cut-off jeans slung low across her hips, and tight enough to show off her round ass and athletic thighs. As quick as she’d arrived, she disappeared to chat with one of the pretty, dark concierge girls.

“Nineteen.” Erin answered absently, sucking down her drink, watching Dania dance with the tall, slim chef. “That’s drinking age in Ontario, I think it’s 18 here. Why not let her have a little fun, right? I’m not an evil stepmother. Actually, I’m not technically her anything mother. She was a few months from turning eighteen when I married her dad, it seemed silly to adopt her when she was effectively and adult. I think we get on better as friends than as parent and child, I mean teen. He’ll, I’m only fifteen years older than her for fuck’s sake. She spent most of the past year away from home anyway.”

I had an evil thought. I mean, really dirty. I wonder if Mike would like a mother, daughter pair? Hey! It’s not like they’re actually related, just two hot girls. Well, anyway, we chatted about the resort, no, she hadn’t visited the nude beach, although she thought it sounded naughty! Yes, Eve had been resentful of such a young woman marrying her sixty-year-old father but getting drunk together had broken through that animosity and made them feel more like girlfriends. Erin was thinking about breaking out her bikini tomorrow and maybe even taking a peek at the nude beach. Were the waiters really that, um, big? And we established that we both had natural tits… and confirmed by hand. Oh, my I was horny!

“I’m sorry everyone…” Bronte came up to us, openly admiring the display of tipsy female flesh. “But it’s closing time. I have to kick you out. But I hear you’ll be joining our private after-party. I can’t wait! Perhaps the lovely Cyndi will walk you over and hand out some party favors?”

“You know I will, Mista Bronte.” Cyndi purred her island accent becoming heavier with inebriation. She reached and planted a passionate kiss on the imposing man. I felt a deep, almost primal desire to be in her place. There was something about the man, a confidence, a power. He was the epitome of animal magnetism. “Ok! You hear da boss, let’s go get kerpunkle!”

“Kerpunkle?” Mike asked, leaning in close.

I just shrugged as we followed along with Erin, Dania, the chef I’d found out was named Stu, after the Studebaker car for some reason, Eve, and of course, led by Cyndi. It felt a little like the Mystery Gang heading out to solve a haunting. Only this time, the mystery was would we get some good weed. My skin seemed to prickle with anticipation. This felt like it was about to become a wild night. I was at once giddy with excitement, sexually aroused, and apprehensive about what lay ahead. I grabbed Mikes hand to steady myself.

“Maybe they’re going to take us into the bushes and eat us.” He joked

“Why not?” Cyndi whispered back with a grin. “I was ready to eat your pretty wife dis morning’, maybe your big buddy too, if she let me.”

Mike looked over at me, mouthing the word buddy at me questioningly. I looked down at his crotch wryly. He understood. He leaned in close. “Do we need to set ground rules? Things got a little heated today, not that it wasn’t fun, but I have a feeling that…”

“Things could go way farther tonight?” I finished for him. He was right. I was a little stoned, two drinks past tipsy, and hot enough between my legs to roast a marshmallow. Wait, that sounds like I have a disease. But seriously, my pussy was wet, my clit sensitive, and I ached for some attention. “Yeah, I know. How about this? Flirting is fine. We’ve already passed the dry humping and handjob stage on the beach, but only if the other agrees…”

“Fair enough. You looked totally hot with that big, black cock in your hand.” Mike leaned a little closer to kiss me. He made me feel so loved and sexy right then. “No kissing, oral, and no sex.”

“Agreed.” I nodded. It was not unusual for us to set ground rules for flirty nights out. Truth is, he kind of has to do that with me. I get carried away when I’m showing off. “But I reserve the right to invite one or more women back to our room for both of us to enjoy.”

“How can I say no to you?” He said with mock resignation. “It’s a burden.”

I pushed him off the path and into the sand. He came back with a firm whack on my ass. I don’t think he knew just how good it felt right at that moment. It brings out my naughty, submissive side. I was all kinds of pent-up horny, and that one spank sent thrills up my spine. But before I could retaliate, we rounded the corner at the far end of the resort into a blaze of fire and smoke.


The Dominant Black Male


Walking from the dark pathway that ran along the beach into a broad patio illuminated by the flickering golden light of a bonfire was dazzling. It felt like stepping into a different world.

This area of the resort looked and felt quite different. Rather than the more modern lines found elsewhere, we seemed to have walked into a slightly dilapidated Tiki bar. The fire roared in an open sand pit surrounded by dark wooden decking. A bar sat under a thatched roof, as did the main building. Scattered around the space were brown loungers and wicker club chairs while there were several couches under the open building. At the back of the room hung long, rough-woven curtains that covered a glass enclosed area with the patio door wide open. Reggae music came from hidden speakers

“Now this is cool!” Exclaimed Eve as she turned in circles, a big smile on her face. “This is what I pictured a tropical hideaway would look like. Are we gonna smoke da ganja now?”

Erin put her face in her hand, shaking her head as she laughed. “That’s my daughter-in-law, Miss Subtle.”

“It’s no worry!” Cyndi laughed along. “Da missy is ready to party and I think she’s right, mon. We are going to smoke the ganja, a lot of it. We gonna get high, mon!”

The cute woman made her way over to the bar and promptly popped open five bottles of beer from a cooler and grabbed something from a wood box. She managed to slip all five bottles between her fingers and contentedly returned to the group.

“Here, you gonna want a cold drink when you smoke. Helps with the cough.” She said, handing bottles to Erin and Eve then to Mike and me.

“I’ve never smoked pot before.” The beautiful brunette confided in me. “This is exciting! I feel naughty.”

“OK, gather ‘round.” She said, herding is all into a loose circle before producing a long, thick, joint. “Let’s get this party started!”

“Fuck yeah, look at the size of that thing!” Eve exclaimed, eyeing the joint hungrily. She had clearly smoked before. There was a look of almost sexual expectation on her face and in her posture.

“Hey, I thought size didn’t matter?” Mike leaned over and said to me and Erin.

“And how would you know?” I shot back, pointedly grabbing his cock. I noticed Erin raising an eyebrow at me, so I gave his crotch a good squeeze to give her an idea of Mike’s size. She gave me an impressed look. Mike wasn’t hard, but he was aroused. His package more than filled my hand. I wondered who had piqued his interest. Then again, with all the booze and the edibles earlier, maybe he was just horny like me. I’m sure all the inebriated women in revealing clothing didn’t hurt either.

Cyndi put a match to the joint and expertly brought it to life. I guess if it’s around all the time, you get rather good at the whole process. She inhaled, a cloud of smoke surrounding her full lips as she blew smoke rings before exhaling.

“That’s good…” she said with a sexy smile, putting the joint to her lips a second time. This time there was no playing, she inhaled a thick cloud and handed the joint over to the teenager.

“Yes!” She exclaimed, taking the joint and inhaling in three short bursts before handing it over to Mike.

“I think she’s done that before.” I whispered to Erin.

“Yeah…” she replied wryly. “I think she’s had lots of practice at university. I don’t think dad would approve.”

“But you’re not going to say a thing because she’s not your daughter and you guys just started to get along, right?” I said, watching the young woman blow a huge plume of thick smoke into the air. Wow, what a firm body. I could see her nipples harden as the weed started to hit her in the warm ocean breeze.

“Here goes nothing.” Mike said with a shrug, taking a hit off the joint and handing it to me as he began to cough.

“You never could hold your weed.” I teased as I inhaled carefully.

“Fine,” Mike wheezed, “totally fine!”

It was strong, but luckily, I didn’t pull too hard and as a result didn’t start coughing. It felt so much acrider compared to the vape I’d done. Even as I held it out for Erin, I realized that this was strong weed; it packed a punch. I already started to feel a lift as I exhaled.

“I haven’t done this in ten years, and even then, I didn’t feel anything.” Erin said nervously, putting the joint to her lips and inhaling. She did well, only coughing when she exhaled. Handing it back to Cyndi, she shrugged. “See? Nothing.”

“Oh, you will, everyone is different. But this is strong. I can really feel it now.” It was true, I could feel a grin spread across my lips, and the feeling of me grinning made me grin more. It was good… the weed I mean, not the grin, I mean the grin was fine too… yeah, strong stuff. One more toke and I’d be ready to cruise the rest of the night. Ok, maybe two. I was so horny; Mike was going to get really fucking lucky tonight. Can you tell I’m a little stoned writing this?

I watched the pretty black woman take another big hit, holding it for Eve to do the same. Without looking, Cyndi handed the half-smoked joint over to Mike as the thrumming Reggae beat made the two girls move, dancing against each other, writhing, oblivious to anyone else. It was so sexy to watch, but I wanted to join in. I felt my hips start to sway, seemingly controlled by the beat; I couldn’t resist.

Mike nudged me in the arm with the joint, breaking the spell. I turned to take the half-smoked blunt from him, giggling at his expression. He was holding his breath, trying not to cough. But the second I took the joint from him, he burst out in a loud cough. I could tell by his heavy eyes that the weed was really hitting him. It was only then that I realized how much it was hitting me. The fire seemed to dance, its colors brighter, making Cyndi and Eve’s skin glow.

“Ladies, I’m so happy you made it!” Bronte exclaimed in his deep island bass. He had his strong arm around me, hand resting on my hip, his other arm around Erin. God, it felt good.  It was all I could do not to press against him. OK, it was all I could do not to throw myself at him. Instead, I held the joint up for him, gazing up to him like a fool. He looked, and felt, like an Olympian god. There was something incredibly, almost overpoweringly compelling about him. “Ladies first… Allow me.”

He took the joint with his right hand, his other hand holding me close. He held it up to my lips so I could take a hit. I even closed my eyes while I inhaled. After I was done, he let go of me and switched hands, putting his other arm around Erin, who seemed to melt into him, and held the joint for her. She was beautiful, closing her eyes as I did, putting her lips around the joint and inhaling deeply, making the tip glow bright orange. I blew out the smoke into the night air, fascinated by the brunette trophy wife. It was entrancing to watch her expression change as the weed worked its way into her system; a big grin spreading across her lips and her face relaxing.  Her eyes were glassy and dilated when she opened them and exhaled into the air like a volcano erupting.

“Pardon me while I make sure the other missies are taken care of.” Bronte said, slipping between the two of us to repeat the process with Cyndi and Eve. I didn’t want him to go. “I’ll be back in a few minutes!”

I stood there for a moment, not sure what to do. I was so high, it felt wonderful. My whole body tingled with pleasure. I took Erin’s hands in my own and puller her a little closer. I noticed she was swaying to the irresistible beat too. She looked into my eyes.

“I think I’m stoned.” She said deadpanned before bursting out in laughter. She hugged me close and it felt so good. I was so horny, and every touch sent waves of pleasure through me. “I’ve never felt like this. The last time I smoked pot it was this teeny, little joint, this one is huge. Oh shit, do you think Eve knows?”

I glanced over at the teen. She was dancing seductively with Cyndi, the black woman now topless, slowly pulled the teen’s shirt open to reveal the girl’s small breasts. She was so athletic, and beautiful, and sexy, and oh fuck would I like to play with that body. I looked back at the taller brunette, “I don’t think she cares.”

“Oh wow…” Erin started to giggle, snorting. She watched the two slim bodies cavort in the firelight, lost in the raw eroticism. “Do you think I should stop her?”

“I wouldn’t…” I replied, eyes moving from the dancing couple and the beautiful brunette. “Let her have her fun.” It wasn’t a lie, I’m an exhibitionist by nature, but that doesn’t mean I don’t like to watch too. I noticed her moving to the music as well. “It looks like fun to me.”

I saw her eyes widen at the thought, her grin widening. She turned her glazed eyes towards me, excited. “Oh my God! You wouldn’t!”

“Oh, she would!” Mike answered for me, putting his arms around me, pressing his hardening bulge against my ass. Laughing and squealing I pressed back against him. I wished we were naked, and he was pushing inside me.

“Of course, Mike wants to see us all dancing around topless.” I laughed, feeling my arousal increase in his arms. “He wants to see your boobs!” I squealed as Mike grabbed mine from behind.

“I like boobs!” He laughed.

“Tell you what…” I said, trying to stifle my giggles.

I noticed Bronte and the beach waiters Jimmy and Christopher appear from the cabana, Bronte carrying a bottle of brown liquor, probably rum or whisky. All three men wore shorts and short-sleeved shirts with Chris showing of his hugely muscles arms and chest in a tank top. Yum! They passed around the bottle, each taking a deep swig while Bronte handed out joints. I so needed to show off for them. I returned my gaze to the brunette, who was also eyeing the dark trio.

“I’ll take my top off too, come and join me, and see how you feel. It’s a ton of fun going topless, especially for an appreciative audience. Isn’t that right, Mike?” I said, turning to kiss Mike on the lips.

Mike kisses back, a groan of desire coming from deep inside. He stared at me, grinning, before remembering my question. His eyes looked Erin over appreciatively. “Oh, yeah, definitely!”

“See? So, what do you say? Come dance with me? As long as you don’t mind my boobs all over the place.”

“Sure! What the fuck, right?” She laughed, checking out my tits. “Besides, your boobs are kinda center of attention no matter what!”

“That’s the way I like it!” I replied.

“The way you like what?” I heard Bronte’s lyrical accent.

I turned around to see him standing there with a joint between his lips, handing another to Mike, and a third in his hand. In his other hand was a bottle of aged rum. Not the sweet crap, the expensive, strong, almost whisky-like stuff.

“Drink?” He held the bottle out to Erin and me. It felt like college days again as I automatically reached out for the bottle and drank deep. I handed it to Erin, who drank as well. We both ended up coughing from the liquor; it was strong, and good. Mike took a swig, cautious not to repeat his coughing fit.

“And here, party favor for the beautiful women.” He said, presenting Erin with the joint. He took a big hit from his own joint while he fished out a lighter from his pocket, holding the flame for Mike, then Erin. “So how come you not dancing?”

“We were just talking about that.” Erin croaked, smoke escaping her lips. “Chrissy was considering going topless.”

“Oh, I can highly recommend dat.” The handsome black man said, smiling, his half-lidded eyes roaming over my body. “Mos’ of da girls do it topless, de ocean breeze coupled with de warm fire feels so nice with the herb.”

“Well then, Mista Bronte…” I said in my best island accent. Winking at Mike – he probably already knew what I was about to do – I smiled seductively at the sexy man. “Perhaps you would be so kind as to help me with my top? It’s very tight.”

I thought Bronte’s eyes were going to bug out. He greedily looked at my breasts, tightly confined in the thin top. “I can see how tight it is. I’m happy to be of service to the lady.”

He reached towards my chest, but before he could touch me, I spun around, holding my ponytail out of the way. “Would you pull it off for me?”

“Gladly.” He chuckled, deftly slipping his warm fingers under the bottom of my tight, cotton top and gently pulling it up. As he did, he gently ran his nails along my flesh making me bristle with pleasure. I noticed that Erin was staring at my boob as the top lifted them up. Bronte was apparently not unfamiliar with the process and adjusted the top, so my girls slid free. I hoped everyone was getting a good look. I did mention I like to be looked at, didn’t I?

As he gently pulled the top over my head, I’m sure he was getting a good look at my toys over my shoulder, I put my arm up over them to cover my nipples and turned back around.

“Thank you! That feels much better.” I said in my most perky voice. Without another word, I took Erin’s hand and started towards the dance area. Erin put the lit joint into my mouth as we danced away. I inhaled then raised the joint in my hand as I uncovered myself, blowing the smoke into the air like a steam train, giving the boys only a glimpse of my assets. I’m such a tease.

I heard Bronte ask Mike, “Is she always like this?” To which he answered, “You have no idea.”

I smiled to myself as I danced over towards Cyndi and Eve. The former opened her arms wide for a hug while the latter just stared at my brazen toplessness. I also noticed Jimmy and Christopher eyeing me from across the courtyard. I also noticed Dania had shed her top, her large breasts exposed, as she danced for the chef. She paid particular attention to his crotch. It almost looked like his cock was out, but it must be a shadow, it couldn’t be that big.

My train of thought was interrupted by the feeling of a warm, athletic body pressing against me. Cyndi hugged me tightly, and it felt so good that I wanted to kiss her, or somebody anyway. But the mischievous woman decided to bite my nipple instead. I yelped, and she laughed, while my poor nipple went rock hard, throbbing pleasurably. The two handsome men laughed at me; Jimmy appeared to be grabbing at his cock in his pant leg. Maybe he was just adjusting his shorts? He was hung, I had firsthand proof of that… get it? ‘Cause on the beach I jerked… never mind.

Dania distracted me, grinding her ass against me as I danced. I bet Mike would have liked it more. I turned to see him watching happily from the sidelines, enjoying the display of female flesh. I turned my attention to mother and daughter, well, trophy wife and husband’s daughter, to see that Eve’s shirt was now wide open and showing off her small, firm breasts. Her body was amazing in the golden firelight. I noticed Erin eyeing her “step daughter” with what appeared to be a mix of concern and desire. I took another drag on the nearly spent joint before realizing how stoned I was; so much for one or two more, I guess.

“Come on, Erin girl, join us!” I yelled over the driving music. I playfully slid my fingers under the strap of the beautiful brunette’s dress, pulling it off her shoulder and down her arm, slowly revealing the curve of her breast.

“No!” She squealed, laughing. “No! No! Bad girl! Maybe ten years ago, but I’m in no shape to be naked.”

“Oh my god, stop. You’re beautiful! Like… actress hot!” I exclaimed, pulling the strap down a little more I noticed she didn’t resist.

I had the one side of her cute dress down almost to the point of exposing her nipple before she stopped me, glaring at me while trying to hide her grin. What can I say? I’m an instigator and a bad influence, all wrapped up in a cute, sexy bundle.

“No.” She said firmly, leaning closer, her grin widening.

I smiled at her, looking down for a moment, then up into her eyes… and pulled the strap down as far as I could. I only caught a glimpse of her breast before her hand slapped over it, but what I did see, was fine. I slapped my hand over hers, pinning it.

“You fucker!” she exclaimed, laughing as she continued to dance. She was trying to figure out how to cover herself back up. By the way, her breast felt great. The perfect mix of firm and yielding, more than a handful. I couldn’t help but press myself against her smooth, warm back, kissing her shoulder. “Ugh, don’t, you’ll get me all…”

“Worked up?” I offered, biting her shoulder.  “Hot and bothered? Horny? Do I make you horny, baby?”

“Yes!” She hissed back at me; her eyes heavy with need. “I shouldn’t be horny!”

“Why not?” I asked, my curiosity peaked. I could feel her pushing against me, her hips swaying.

“Yeah, why not, Mom?” I heard Eve ask. She was standing there, hands on her hips, shirt open to reveal her tight little tits. She was a picture of teen sexuality, eyeing Erin, appraising her like, well, like she was into girls. “Come on Erin, let’s see that trophy wife bod! We’re all doing it, have some fun!”

Erin groaned. She liked it. She liked being appraised. She was like me! And if that hot little teen was making her as wet as she was making me… The dark-haired teen grabbed Erin’s other strap and started to pull it down.

“No! No, no, no. Don’t do that Eve…” Erin said, sounding a little panicked. But something in her voice told me it was a game.  Especially the way she actually did nothing to stop the teen from pulling the dress down to expose her full, shapely globe. As fast as it was revealed, Erin clamped her other hand over it. So, while she was covering her tits, I pulled down the zipper on the back and slid her dress over her hips to let it slide to the ground. “Oh shit!” She exclaimed, doing her best to hide herself without actually doing anything to, you know, hide herself. She could have run around behind a bush and any one of us would have brought her dress back to her. It was exhibitionist theatre, she wanted to be seen, to be caught out.

The boys standing at the bar approved, walking over to the dance area. Erin went from laughing to smiling demurely, standing there in nothing but her revealing silken panties and her hand-bra. She was a tease at heart, a good one.

“This isn’t good…” she said at me in a sing-song whisper, never taking her eyes off the two fit, dark men as they approached, each puffing on a joint, one with the half empty bottle in hand.

“What’s not good?” I replied, casually running my hand across her firm ass. “And in what sense are you in no shape to be naked?” I said, making air quotes. “You are beautiful. Hell, I’d take you home with us tonight!”

“Really?” Her grin widened. “You mean you and your husband?”

“Yeah, totally.” Woo hoo! I was bringing home a sexy plaything tonight! I let my nails drag up the center of her back, making her shiver.

“Ah, hey, that’s not helping.” She said through a gritted smile. “I’m really tempted, but I’m married. See, this is what happens when I party. I drink too much; I start taking off clothing…”

“Listen, I don’t want you to do anything you’re not comfortable with. Mike and I have rules too. But I say relax, have a bit of fun it’s only boobies,” I said. Darn, no plaything for Chrissy tonight. She looked like fun.

“Only boobies…” she repeated. “I don’t know…”

We were interrupted by the arrival of Jimmy and Chris, who were dancing up to us, holding their joint for us to share. Erin accepted, carefully maneuvering her arm to cover her boobs while she took the joint and inhaled, handing it to me. Again, without thinking, it inhaled. Shit, I was already way high, but that, coupled with the cold beer and the warm tropical breeze, sure did feel good. I danced over to the other two girls to share, oddly conscious of the men’s eyes on me.

Glancing over at the far side of the area I could clearly see that my eyes had not been playing tricks. Dania was still dancing with the chef her top off to reveal her large, melon shaped breasts, and her shorts pulled partway down to expose most of her full, round ass.  It was clear now that the long shadow I saw was more substantial than I thought. The curvy woman was teasing the slim black man’s long cock with her dance. My eyes almost bugged out at his size, easily longer than Mike, the organ bounces against her, curved, not even fully hard yet. Holy shit! I’d never seen a cock that big in my life.

My fascination was broken a second later, a shout from behind me causing me to turn.

“Ah, come on, show us dem boobies!” Exclaimed Jimmy, dancing with Erin, his hands on her hips, pressing his pelvis against her. For her part, Erin danced along, grinning mischievously, arm still covering her breasts, well, covering her nipples anyway. Despite his crassness, Erin was clearly enjoying herself, teasing the dark man.

“I’m almost naked!” She laughed, pointing at Jimmy. She paused to take a hit from what seemed like an endless supply of darkly wrapped joints. “You! Are completely dressed, Jimmy! That doesn’t sound fair!”

Jimmy laughed loudly, ogling the brunettes’ shapely body before nodding. “Sure, fair’s fair. I give you a show, you give me a show?”

“OK Jimmy, you’re on. Let’s see the goods!” she replied, her eyes bright with arousal. Her hips swayed a little more sensually. I don’t know how she could think she wasn’t in shape to be naked, she looked perfect to me. Was she a lingerie model in her twenties or something? I’m in my twenties and she looks at least as good as me, maybe a little fuller.

“Yes, come on Christopher! Show da ladies what ya packin’!” Cyndi said, grinding against the big man, pulling his tank top over his muscular frame. He smiled down at her confidently, slowly grinding his hips like a stripper; he’s done this before. His cock looked huge on the beach, but the idea of seeing it here, in the firelight, without the same rules made me, well, it made me horny and wet. What Cyndi said after that sent a thrill of arousal up my spine. She turned to the teen and pulled open her shirt to expose her small, firm breasts. “Eve, I bet he will show his appreciation if you maybe help him wit’ his pants.”

The slim teen let the sexy island woman remove her shirt, leaving her just in a low-cut pair of cut-off jeans. She was lean, muscular, and stunningly sexy. Her hard nipples pointed hard from her small breasts. She swayed, eyes glassy, a stoned grin on her face. Her gaze was locked on the muscular black man’s crotch where a decided bulge has appeared. She eagerly reached for the button holding up his shorts.

“Holy fuck…” Mike whispered in my ear, making me jump. “Can you fucking believe this?”

“It’s hot…” Mike was slurring, OK, I was slurring too, we were both at least a little drunk, and definitely high. But it was hard to stop. It was fun and sexy and naughty and… fuck I was horny. I let my hand slide back to grab Mikes cock. I was thrilled to feel how hard he was, his big cock engorged and pressing against his shorts. I called back to him without taking my eyes off the nubile teen. “How about you? You seem to be fully clothed and I’m not sure we can allow that.”

“Ah, OK, I guess…” he replied apprehensively.

“Don’t worry, you’ll measure up. You always do.” I offered. Mike is well hung, I mean, he got me, didn’t he? It’s not all about size, Mike is fantastic, and I love him, but I don’t know if I would have dated him long enough to realize it if he had a small penis.

Any thoughts of my husband evaporated as I watched the athletic teen approach the dark-skinned waiter, his muscles highlighted in the firelight. She was totally focused on him, enthralled, and he was enjoying it. Christopher danced for her, gyrating his hips. He wasn’t a great dancer by any stretch, but he made up for it in pure masculine magnetism.

Eve giggled as she stood close, dancing provocatively at him, reaching for the button of his shorts. I couldn’t turn away. I knew what was growing under those shorts and I was literally quivering to see her reaction. Dropping to a squat, legs splayed, she pulled open his shorts, pulled down the zipper, and reached up to pull his shorts down.

Suddenly, her giggles seemed to stop, and her eyes became locked on the bulge in the dark man’s shorts as she pulled his shorts down revealing his slim, well-muscled pelvis. As the waist went lower, I could make out several veins running down towards his pubic area. My breath caught in my throat as the pretty teen exposed the thick root of his cock. Her jaw slowly dropped as she continued to uncover inch after inch of black shaft, his dark skin glistening in the firelight.

It wasn’t until the shorts were half-way down his thighs that she uncovered the fat head, still ensconced in its foreskin. Freed from its confinement, the long organ popped free, still hanging down. He wasn’t even hard yet! I watched, hypnotized by the black snake as it tensed and grew, lengthening almost another inch, the brown glans peeking out a little more from the foreskin. Eve reached for it.

“Holy fuck you’re huge!” Erin exclaimed beside me, hands over her mouth, taking several steps back from Jimmy. Apparently, she had found the prize in Jimmy’s shorts. She had never seen a cock this big, at least not in real life. Sure, they looked big in those porn video, but that was all camera tricks and angles, right? (Let me tell you… it’s not all camera tricks and angles, at least not tonight). “Oh my god…”

Erin stared at it, her nudity forgotten, slowly swaying to the music, her beautiful body on full display. Jimmy’s long, black cock liked the sight of the shapely brunette’s exposed body, slowly thickening and lengthening in response her hips swaying seductively, the trophy wife danced closer, her hand grasping his long shaft, holding it as she moves to within inches of him. Putting her arms around his neck, she danced slowly for him, rubbing her hip against his quickly hardening organ.

I feel Mike press up against me enthralled by the two beautiful, white tourists as they dance for the hung black studs, rubbing against, and stroking the men’s big, black cocks in the firelight. I fumble my fingers down into Mike’s shorts and around his thick shaft. He’s not hard, but definitely interested. A minute or so in my hand and he’ll be rock hard. I notice the bartender had joined the erotic dance. Naked, except for a small bathing suit, his big cock is already hard thanks to the attentions of Cyndi. At the far end of the patio, I see that Dania is now fully engaged with the chef, straddling his huge organ, slowly fucking him. It was fucking massive. My body wass literally shivering with arousal. I’m horny as fuck and I really need some relief. As soon as I get Mike hard, I’m going to grab one of the loungers and get him to fuck my brains out while everyone watches.

My head was spinning, not dizzy, but unable to concentrate. I didn’t know where to look. I felt incredibly sexy, dancing in my bikini bottom, watching the huge black cocks rising to attention as beautiful women teased the men, stroking them, touching them. Every dark shaft screamed potency in my brain, each larger than Mike. I couldn’t help myself, dancing in the group, letting my fingers gently glide over hot, black flesh, feeling hands on my ass touching me back. I did my best to include Mike, but he was just not with it, too much weed and too much booze. It’s OK, I was just playing, no harm, right?

It felt warm, sexy dancing so close to one another, brushing up against a beautiful woman one second, and a thick, firm cock another. Erin had lost whatever inhibitions she had and was swaying and gyrating against the men in a sensual dance. Her lightly tanned skin was a sexy contrast to their large, engorged, black organs. Eve, although lacking in the experienced sensuality of her stepmother, made up for it with raw, youthful sexuality. She danced, her perfect, athletic body jiggling, clearly keeping the men interested, but then she would back against them, her hand gripping their huge cocks while she rubbed against them and let them grab her perky breasts. I admit, I wanted to really join in, but I didn’t know where that would lead.

I tried my best, I really did, to bring Mike into the group. He had nothing to be ashamed of size-wise. I mean, he was almost as big as the bartender, I think. And he was thick, which is good. But no matter what I did, or any of the other girls did, he couldn’t get hard. I would feel his cock thicken and twitch in my grasp – I give really good hand, by the way – but he never got past 90 degrees. I was almost crying with need. Even if I had taken him back to the room, he wasn’t hard enough to fuck. He told me later that it was a combination of the weed, the booze, and the intimidation of being around the muscular, athletic black men with their huge, hard cocks. He said just couldn’t concentrate. I knew what he meant, but in an entirely opposite way.

I couldn’t think, I wanted to fuck. I needed a big, hard cock. I was having a really hard time not grabbing one of the guys and going for it. Before Mike, I wouldn’t have thought twice. I needed this, and Mike just couldn’t get it up. In fact, he’d retired to one of the beach chairs and was staring at the group of us, holding his mostly soft cock in his hand. At the that moment I both longed for him and was pissed off that he’d overdone it so badly.

With a frustrated sigh, I went over to him and put on my sexiest smile, sitting on his lap, rubbing against him. I looked over my shoulder coyly, “So, wanna bring that big cock of yours over there and show them what a real man does to your slutty blonde wife?”

He smiled back at me, running his eyes over my mostly nude body, and ran his hands over my hips and ass. Yeah, I had his attention. Now if I could just get him to stand at attention. Sliding from his lap, I knelt before him, eyes turned up to look at him while I slowly fed his soft cock into my mouth. Thirty seconds should be enough to get him hard. Closing my eyes, I suck on his warm member and feel it begin to grow. Mike moaned. I worked on it, for a few minutes, maybe more, wishing, waiting for him to get hard. But he didn’t. I could almost cry with frustration. I pull his cock from my mouth, my cheeks a little sore from sucking. It’s definitely thick, I sucked enough blood into it to do that, but no matter how much I jerk it, it doesn’t get hard.

I looked up at Mike, desperate, but all he did was shrug and slur something about being sorry and could I please get him another drink. It was like I’d been hit by a frying pan. I mean, couldn’t he see how horny I was? Couldn’t he see how in need I was? I was hurt and furious at the same time. I know, I was just as drunk and high as he was, well, almost, at least I could talk. But that’s what made it worse, I couldn’t think straight. All I could think about was a hard cock and my aching pussy!

“OK… Tell you what…” I said coolly, “I’m going to go back up there and have fun while you sit here and hold onto your dick. I hope you like the show.”

I stood and spun around, walking back to the dance floor, arms outstretched, confident my body would make any man rock-hard, well, any man but my drunk, lame husband. Yeah, in retrospect I was being a bit of a bitch. But I was out of my mind horny.

“OK girls! Let’s get this going!” I shouted, shaking my boobs, and swiveling my hips. I took a lesson from Eve and backed up against Jimmy, his long cock nestled between my ass cheeks, his hands sliding up my body to cup my breasts. I groaned in pleasure, my need only getting stronger. I could feel him press against me. It felt so big and hard, so masculine, that I wanted nothing more than to bend over and let him fuck me right there. I just couldn’t. Damn!

But before I completely lost my self-control Erin came running over, grabbed me by the arms, and dragged me over. Fuck she’s hot.

“Oh my god, I’m glad you’re back. I can’t do this alone!” She exclaimed breathlessly. Then she kissed me. Out of the blue. And it felt good. I wrapped my arms around her and savored her taste as our bodies pressed together. “Oh, wow, fuck… I’m so stoned. I don’t usually do that unless I’m partying…”

“That’s OK, I do it all the time.” I replied, my eyes searching hers. I would love to have her pretty face between my legs, and I would gladly make her cum all night. “What’s up?”

“Cyndi said we need to give thanks for the party…” She said, her eyes glazed from the weed, wide with excitement. We stood inches apart, my breasts pressed against hers, our hands gently caressing one another without really thinking about it. Fuck she’s beautiful.

“Oh, right, we need to chip in for the booze and weed, of course. I don’t have any money with me though.” I was sure we could pay them the next day, I mean, they know where we live, right?

“No, not like that. She says we’re expected to Give Thanks in a more personal way, given that we’ve teased the men and made them hard. I think she means we have to jerk them off or something…” She said hesitantly.

“Oh, I mean, sure. I don’t mind jerking the guys off. It’s true, I guess, we have been teasing them something fierce.” I answered, intrigued. It wouldn’t break my promise to Mike. I pulled Erin in close and gave her a kiss. “Sounds like fun.”

“I know, right? God, I can’t wait to get my hands on of them! I’ve never seen a cock that big in my life! I just didn’t want to be the only one into it.” She said, almost vibrating in excitement. “Come on!”

She dragged me over to stand with Eve, who was still dancing, gyrating slowly, her eyes closed. She was so fucking sexy that I wanted to lick her up and down right there, but I settled for dancing with her, working around her, kissing her neck and her cheek before kissing her. She aggressively kissed me back, her face pushed against mine, her tongue questing, her hands playing on my ass and caressing my breast. I gasped for breath when we parted with a moan, “Wow, fuck you’re… hot…”

“You girls look perfect; I can see all the men are very pleased.” Cyndi said, running her hand up and down our bodies, almost appraising us. I couldn’t help looking over at the three hung black men, cocks thick and heavy, hanging downward, reaching halfway down their thighs or more. The slowly stroked them, sharing a big joint, eyeing us through heavily lidded eyes. “Now, what we goin’ to do is, one at a time, walk over, pick a man, and lead him over one of dem loungers to give thanks for their generosity. Understand?”

We all nodded, murmuring our comprehension, unable to take our eyes off the men even as we slowly swayed, brushing against one another, each trying to draw their appreciation. Without waiting, Eve strode over to Jimmy, eyeing him all the way. She reached out with her petite hand and took his long, black shaft and led him by the cock over to the bench where she sat, legs wide, and looked up at him, slowly stroking him.

“I suppose I need to take Dennis seeing as I lost a bet.” Cyndi shrugged, walking over, her hips swaying seductively. Taking his hand, she led him over and sat to the right of Eve. “You lucky I honor my bets, boy. I tol’ him if I lost, I’d let him fuck my booty.”

“Oh wow…” Erin said, her voice husky. I turned to look at her. Her expression was one of rapture and fear. Looking over, I could see why. Christopher’s cock was long and thick, swaying heavily between his muscular thighs as he watched us, appraising us. Judging from his thickening organ, he liked what he saw. Erin grabbed me playfully by the shoulder and whispered. “Holy shit, what have I gotten myself into?”

“I think the question is, what’s going to be getting into you?” I replied, grabbing her firm ass with one hand. “Here, let me help. You go sit down.”

I walked the few steps over to the tall, muscular black man. I loved the way his eyes took in my body. I put my arms around his powerful neck and pulled him close. I thrilled at the feeling of his huge, hot cock against my thigh. “Hey there. You seem to have a growing problem, here.”

“No, ‘taint to problem.” Christopher murmured confidently. He knew that one look at his huge black cock was pretty much a guarantee of a fuck. I slid my hand around his thick shaft, feeling it twitch and grow. “You gonna help a brotha out?”

“Ooh, um, see, I’m kinda married…” I said, thrilling to the sensation of him slowly pushing his warm meat through my fingers. He tilted his head as if to say ‘so?’ “Um, and it’s actually kinda my honeymoon and I kinda promised my husband… A rule, really…” He tilted his head a little more, raising an eyebrow. He could tell my resolve was collapsing. In fact, my resolve was threatening to jump ship altogether and find its own room! “Oh fuck, you just fuck everything that moves with that thing, don’t you! Come on, let me introduce you to a girl I know.”

I slowly backed him up, hand on his cock, until I felt Erin’s hand on my ass. “Wait here.” I turned around on the spot and looked at Erin, giving her my best Holy shit, it’s fucking huge, you are going to really love this look. “Ready? He’s really fucking huge.”

“How big?” She replied, equally excited and nervous. I had trouble taking my eyes of her hard nipples. Fuck she’s hot.

“Huge.” I said, stepping aside. I watched as her eyes locked onto the massive, black shaft in my hand. Almost immediately, she reached out to touch it, fascinated by the thick organ, it’s dark brown skin, and the swollen cockhead peeking out from the foreskin. Her eyes glistened with excitement in the firelight.

She was inches away, licking her lips in anticipation. Christopher looked down and smiled, his cock hardening in her gentle embrace, enjoying the sight of the beautiful, white thirtysomething beauty worshipping his hard meat. The shapely brunette gazed at the huge fuck organ adoringly, hypnotized.

Slowly, a little apprehensively perhaps, she opened her full lips and slid them around the fat, brown head, moaning with arousal as she gently sucked. Seriously, I wanted that cock so bad. I almost came when she pulled the thick organ from her mouth to lick it from base to tip before consuming it again.

I couldn’t resist; I reached over and took the heavy girth of the veined shaft in my hand and pulled it away from Erin, stroking his hardness. She looked up at me and pouted before leaning forward to take the cock back into her mouth. I took it as a compliment that I could feel Christopher slowly thrusting through my grasp as I stroked him. I told you I give good hand. I love to tease a hard cock. I pulled it away from her mouth, grinning evilly. She seemed to understand what I was playing at and sat straight, facing forward. Her magnificent breasts stood proudly from her chest. She looked down demurely, then faced forward, opened her red lips wide, and turned her big eyes towards the black stud. I heard him groan as he thrust harder through my fingers. I positioned his huge cock and guided him into her mouth, stroking him as she sucked on his massive organ. This was too much.

I needed relief. I looked over at Mike to see him slouched in a chair, drink in one hand, soft cock in the other. Fuck! Oh well, I’m not shy. I perched on the chaise next to Erin and Christopher and started to rub my pussy. I couldn’t resist it and you know I like to be watched. It was like watching a live porno. Dennis had Cyndi pushed forward on her knees slamming his cock in her ass, well, presumably, I couldn’t actually see. But judging from her noises, totally in the ass. Across the patio Dania was on her knees stroking the cook’s long cock back to life for another round, but I saw it in shadow with firelight behind the couple. Jimmy had picked the lithe, petite teen up and had flipped her over. Her athletic thighs rested on his broad shoulders as he buried his face between her legs, making her quiver while she worked a surprising percentage of his length into her mouth. Beside me, Erin had worked Christopher’s long cock into a rock-hard pole standing hard in the night air, slick with her spit, and she was sucking on it, caressing it, and rubbing his fuck organ against her beautiful face in pure worship. Oh fuck, that’s it, that did it, I was going to cum. I began to pant, whimpering, fingers almost vibrating… Fuck yeah, I’m gonna…

“Am I too late to join?”


Too Big To Say No


“Whaaafuhuh?” I said. OK, something like that anyway. I couldn’t help it; I was just starting to cum and he startled me. I looked up at the handsome, masculine black man as the first wave of endorphins from my orgasm washed across me. I loved Bronte at that very moment. But as quickly as my orgasm started, it faltered, leaving me quivering with pleasure yet aching with need. I didn’t know what to do, if I was still cumming or still needed to cum. My head was spinning leading me to slur, “Wha?”

“The Tribute…” he said a smile on his lips, but something different in his eyes. He was looking me over and clearly wanted what he saw. He ran his fingers through my hair and over the line of my jaw. I shivered with desire. “I hope I’m not too late… You seem unencumbered…”

Oh shit. He meant me. I mean, of course he meant me. But at that moment, I felt a shock course through my body making my nipples go rock hard. I looked up at him, smiling like a little girl at Christmas. I nodded and reached up for his waistband while he pulled his shirt off to reveal his muscular body. I paused briefly. I needed to tell him that I would only give him a hand job, rules, and all. But then I paused to look over at Mike and his flaccid cock. He was dozing in his chair. I didn’t say a word, instead I popped the button of his shorts through the eye. I had to do this.

OK, I thought Mike was big. I mean, he is big, but Bronte is fucking huge. His bulge was apparent, and I felt a shiver of arousal go down my spine and into my pussy as I pulled down the zipper and revealed the thick root of his cock. He had to be twice as thick around as Mike, and Mike filled me up. I felt a huge smile break across my face at the sight as I pulled down his shorts, revealing inch after inch of his long, black shaft. Thick veins stood out along its length as I uncovered more and more of his wonderful fuck organ. I was breathing heavily, hands shaking, and I still hadn’t revealed the end yet. I felt like his shorts should be around his knees by now when I finally uncovered his thick cockhead, still covered in his foreskin. I hadn’t had many uncut cocks in my life, most of the men I’ve seen naked were circumcised, including Mike. I was fascinated by it.

I was even more fascinated by the massive cock that hung well down his thigh as I finally freed it from his shorts. It bounced up a little as it was released, but despite the impressive size, he wasn’t hard yet. Out in the open, I could really see how big it was. I covered my mouth as I laughed. “Holy shit, you are huge. I mean, fucking huge. I’ve never seen a cock this big!”

I slid my hand underneath the dark shaft, feeling the weight of the organ and the body heat radiating from it. I felt his cock twitch and harden a little, lengthening, even though that seemed impossible. My laughter quieted and my smile waned as the realization of what I was about to do came over me. My mind raced. Am I really going to do this? Am I going to give him a blowjob and make his huge cock cum? I promised Mike I would behave, but... I’m so drunk, and high, and horny, and I feel like I have to take care of him. I want to take care of him. I really need to fuck! But I can’t let him fuck me. That’s going to far... I wonder what it would feel like to be fucked by such a huge cock... I couldn’t resist, I leaned against the engorging organ, rubbing my cheek almost like a cat rubs against your leg. He was beautiful, and I wanted him.

I licked my lips, slowly stroking Bronte’s thick meat, feeling it thicken in my hand. How could it be getting bigger? I glanced over to where Mike was sitting. He was watching me. I couldn’t quite make out his expression. He was still piss-drunk, clearly, but he was looking at me with a weird mix of sadness, arousal, and displeasure. He wasn’t angry, as far as I could tell anyway, but he wasn’t exactly happy. On the other hand, his cock had come back to life and he was slowly stroking himself. It took a moment for me to realize he was matching his strokes to mine. I took that as taciturn consent for me to continue. Honestly, in the state I was in, his throwing a bottle at me would have probably been interpreted as consent. Bronte was pure masculinity, an actual Alpha-male. I didn’t quite realize it, but I was captured by the huge black cock and I wasn’t going to stop until I made that monster explode.

He was so big, even though the thick root of his cock pointed up, his long shaft curved so that the foreskin shrouded cockhead pointed slight downward, right to my mouth. Taking the thick shaft in one hand, I slid my arm underneath my boobs to make my cleavage look even more alluring, presenting the goods if you will. I looked up at him, eyes innocent and needful, then glanced down at the huge organ in my hand as I pulled the soft foreskin back, exposing his swollen glans. I felt his shaft tense and watched as a thin, clear drool of precum slowly flow from the fat head. With a groan, I leaned forward and put my mouth around his huge cock. It filled my mouth. I mean, he was huge. So big, I could only fit about a third of his cock into my mouth; I can fit almost all of Mike comfortably and swallow him to the root if I’m in the right mood. I felt a wave of pleasure wash over me when I heard him moan and felt him gently thrust into my mouth. He tasted of masculinity, spice, and a light taste of semen. I felt incredibly womanly as I sucked on his huge cock, feeling him hardening in my hand as I slowly stroked his thick shaft.

I glanced over to see Eve seated once again, eagerly bobbing on the end of Jimmy’s long cock, both hands sliding up and down his shaft. Erin was a little more subdued, working Christopher’s huge organ, drooling copiously, her breasts glistening wetly. I prefer to move slowly, make my man rock hard, and taking my time building him up to an explosive orgasm. I’ve made men shoot cum across the room by the time I let him cum. I like a man spraying me with his jizz, it makes me feel powerful. Sounds weird, right? But I’m the one controlling him by his cock, I’m the one who decides when he climaxes, and I’m the one that makes him hard just by being in the same room with him. And Bronte was clearly enjoying my slow, sensual blowjob. There was something supremely erotic about three beautiful, white women lined up, worshiping the huge dark cocks of three virile black men. It was like we were a haram, collected to please our ebony stud masters.

I glanced over at Mike and decided his rock-hard erection meant he was cool with all this. Truth was, I was beyond really caring at that point. I was completely enthralled by Bronte’s masculine presence and by the massive fuck organ in my control. At least, I thought I had everything under control. Yes. I’m totally foreshadowing!

I heard a moan to my right and turned to see Jimmy with his head back and his huge cock pumping cum into Eve’s young mouth. Like a trooper, she was jerking him off and doing her best to swallow his load. It was too much for her though, and she ended up pulling his spurting organ from her mouth, his twitching cock spewing stream after stream of thick, white jizz onto her cheek while she swallowed. As his orgasm subsided, she slid his flared cockhead between her lips and sucked him dry, eagerly swallowing.

I turned back to look up at Bronte, a mischievous smile growing on my lips as if to say, “Are you gonna do that to me?” I knew I was incredibly sexy looking up like at him like that. I’ve even made Mike cum with that look. I held his gaze for a few seconds while I gave his massive, hard shaft a good long stroke with both hands before sliding my lips back around his swollen head and sliding down to take as much of his huge cock in my mouth as I could. I smiled when I heard him groan appreciatively. Tempted to speed up, I took my time knowing that slow and steady will make him cum like a firehose. Shit, where was I going to let him cum? Do I want to swallow? Watch him paint my tits? Or do I let him cum on my face. If I do this right, her can probably do all three.

I don’t know why, but the image of his huge cock sticking halfway out of my pussy pumping me full of his seed flashed into my mind. It was almost overpowering. I couldn’t help but moan as I slowly slid my mouth back, sucking hard, until just the tip remained against my pursed lips before sliding back down his manhood. At the same time, I slipped one hand between my legs and began to circle my clit with my fingers. My pussy was wet and aching for relief. I couldn’t help but moan as my arousal began to peak, and I could tell Bronte liked the feeling of my moans vibrating through his cock by the way he twitched every time I did it.

Beside me I heard Erin squeal in excitement. Turning, I watched as the pretty brunette milked Christopher’s huge, black cock with one hand, pumping the glistening shaft as the muscular man gushed load after load of wet cum all over the trophy-wife's perfect breasts. He seemed to cum forever, making her tits look like a pair of glazed donuts. The cum, oh fuck, all that cum spewing from the huge black fuck organ. Oh god, I so needed to cum from before. I didn’t realize how much pent-up sexual energy I had. Imaging what a thick, long black cock buried in my tight little pussy would feel like pumping his seed deep in me, thrusting, deeper, filling me...

I pulled Bronte’s huge cock from my mouth and stroked it, eyeing every thick inch as I came. Thoughts of the massive shaft thrusting deep into my pussy, filling me with his cum raced through my mind’s eye as I succumb to a crushing orgasm. I cried out, my body spasming as I drove my fingers deep into my tightening pussy. My cries mixed with laughter, I do that sometimes when I cum really hard, it’s weird, I know. My whole body shook and twitched with pleasure and I leaned against Bronte’s hard cock, pressing the hot flesh against my cheek, feeling him slowly thrust against me.

My giggling subsided and I growled at him playfully, “Oh God, that was... intense. I feel a little better.” I was lying, the itch was still there, I wanted to cum again. OK, again and again and again. Once I get started each subsequent orgasm comes easier. But I didn’t want to get too out of control. Did I?

“Now it’s your turn, big boy. Do you want to cum on me? Or in me?” I teased, sliding his swollen head back into my mouth, filling it. His massive cock was completely overwhelming; I felt completely subservient to it and to the hung stud’s sexual needs. I shivered in pleasure hearing him groan as I pulled his cock from my mouth with an audible slurp. I really wanted to make him explode all over the place, make his thick, hard cock spray like a firehose... And I want to cum again. See?

“I was sort of thinking I might fill you with my gift in a more traditional manner.” Bronte said, leaning close, his voice a low purr. He wants to fuck me. Oh shit. God! He was so fucking alluring and masculine and sexy and... and... and did I mention how fucking hung he was?

“Bronte, I’m flattered, I mean, God, who can say no to this?” I wanted him so badly, I ached for his huge, black cock. But I promised Mike, I promised my husband! I’m not sure which hurt more, the fact I really wanted to fuck Bronte, or the fact that I was going to turn the biggest, blackest, most beautiful cock I’d ever seen. “But I can’t. I promised Mike I wouldn’t fuck.”

“I don’t know, your loving husband seems to enjoy seeing his beautiful wife servicing my black cock...” He said, looking over at Mike. “You white women love my big, black cock.”

He leaned down and kissed me, his long cock pulling away, I kissed him back, passionately, my pussy aching with need. I kept hold of his cock with my hands, I wasn’t going to let go. When he finished, he gently turned my head to the left. Mike was still sitting there, but his cock was rock-hard, and he was watching me intently as he slowly stroked himself. I still found it impossible to read his expression, it was like nothing I’d seen. Bronte leaned down and put his mouth around my hard nipple, gently sucking on it and flicking it with his tongue. Mike closed his eyes and writhed, his grip on his cock tightening. I think he liked it, but I wasn’t in any position to walk over and ask him. My pussy twitched as Bronte let my nipple pop from his mouth and I found myself spreading my legs wider. He began to kiss across my breasts and then down my body.

Oh my God, he’s going to eat my pussy. I thought as I watched his head move lower. I had to let go of his cock, but that’s OK, I could still see it standing hard between his muscular thighs. So, I did what any, reasonable girl would do, I leaned back and spread my legs wider to give him access to my dripping pussy and engorged clit.

I looked back over at Mike. He was still watching me, his cock straining in his hand. He raised a joint to his lips and inhaled deeply. His cockhead was a dark, angry red. He was going to cum soon. A little while ago I would have done anything to see his erect manhood, done anything to fuck him, but as I felt Bronte’s lips slide over my clit, nothing else mattered. I let my head hang back as I let out a long moan of pleasure. It was heaven feeling his full lips nibble at my sensitive button, making my hips jerk with each new jolt of pleasure. Then I felt him lick me from my asshole to my clit, sliding deep between my labia and into my opening. I let out a shuddering coo of delight and pulled my legs back, shifting to give him better access. Oh fuck, he’s so good...

I let my head roll to the side and watched as Jimmy picked up the lithe teen, Eve, her small, round buttocks fitting easily in each hand. She threw her arms around his neck and clung to him as he slowly lowered her onto his long, thick fuck organ. She wailed in ecstasy as she was slowly impaled by his huge shaft. Her pussy was clearly stretched tight around his impressive girth and the contrast between his black cock and her white pussy was incredibly erotic. That coupled with Bronte’s oral attentions were pushing my already orgasmic body to the brink. He began to suck rhythmically on my clit, making my body tense with pleasure each time. I began panting and whimpering as I quickly approached orgasm. I pulled my legs higher until they were almost bent completely back. I could see Bronte slowly stroking his huge cock with one hand. Oh God, make me cum! Suck my clit and make me cum! raced through my mind.

Beside me, Erin was on her knees, her firm, shapely trophy-wife ass high in the air. Behind her, Christopher was hard again – how could he be so hard again so soon? - and was lining his swollen, light-brown cockhead against her wet opening. I had a perfect side view as he slowly pushed against her tight pussy. I stared intently as his long shaft curved slightly under the pressure before his cock spread her labia tightly around his thickness and she slowly yielded to him. The brunette cried out in ecstasy as he began to slide in and out of her snug confines, her wetness coating a little more of his ebony shaft with each thrust. With half of the massive organ filling her cunt, the trophy-wife began to beg.

“Oh God, fuck, you’re so fucking big. Ugh, that’s it, give it to me, gimme that big, fat dick!” The brunette bayed through gritted teeth. Her beautiful body was tense, overwhelmed by the huge cock slowly burying itself in her tight pussy. With a groan, she pushed back against the lean black man, burying easily two more inches into her quivering body. “Oh, fuck, yes, fuck my pussy, take it, fucking fuck me! Fuck... Oh God you’re gonna make me...”

"Oh shit! Oh fuck! Suck my clit! Oh yeah, suck my clitty! You’re gonna make me cum! Don’t stop. Don’t stop!” I cried out, my voice joining the other woman, my legs shaking uncontrollably. I grabbed my tits, pinching my nipples, arched my back, and let out a wail of ecstasy as my body orgasmed. It was amazing! Bronte licked my dripping pussy up and down as I came, making everything perfect, leaving me dazed and elated. My head was spinning with orgasmic dopamine. I don’t think I’ve ever adored a man more than I did Bronte at that moment. I started to giggle again, still panting for breath, still shuddering with uncontrollable post-orgasmic aftershocks. “Oh my God, that was fuck... fucking amazing! Come on, you deserve a reward for tha...”

The words died in my mouth as I looked between my still-shaking thighs at the massive, black cock standing rock hard between Bronte’s muscular thighs. Holy fuck! I fucking need that man! It was like a switch had been thrown in my mind, in my body. Bronte’s fuck organ was so long, so thick, and so dark that I almost came just looking at it. He leaned forward and kissed me.

“I’m glad you liked it.” He said, his voice melodic in his throat. God, he is such a man. He just exudes masculinity, confidence, power, and sexuality. Talk about animal magnetism. I think I just went into heat.

As he slowly raised himself back up, his huge cock swung closer and closer to my pussy. I couldn’t resist, I spread wider for him, my labia parting wide in invitation. Just put it in. Just fuck me. I won’t say no. As he leaned in to kiss me again, I felt his fat cockhead slide against my slit, sliding between my lips and pressing against my clit. It was huge. I couldn’t help it, my breath hitched in my throat as I whimpered in need and then groaned as his massive organ moved on. On his knees, his long, heavy shaft lay on my flat belly, hot to the touch, and he took my breasts in his hands.

“So, Miss Chrissy, how do you propose to take care of this?” He asked confidently, his huge shaft tensing, lifting briefly before resting against my flesh again.  His big, black, fuck organ looked so powerful against my lightly tanned skin, and so big against my slim body. I quivered at his touch. “You made it hungry, it’s only fair you satiate it.”

I bit my lower lip; my head was spinning with desire. I knew what I wanted. I knew what I needed. But I promised Mike. Glancing over, I saw a mixture of terror and arousal on his face, and his rock-hard cock in his hand. I’d like to blame it on being drunk and stoned, but I turned back to look at Bronte and said it...

“I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me with that big, hard, black cock.”

Bronte’s grin turned into a toothy smile as he caressed my breasts, his cock tensing to deposit a little bit of pre-cum onto my tummy. I reached down with a finger and wiped it from my firm flesh and stuck it in my mouth. As he leaned back to position himself at my entry, slowly stroking his massive shaft, his smile disappeared, and a predatory look replaced it. His dark eyes explored my body, and I felt supremely sexy as he did. I instinctively pulled my knees back until they almost touched my shoulder, collecting some spit on my fingers, and slid them over my clit and into my pussy, spreading myself for him. I needn’t have bothered; my cunt was literally dripping wet for him.

He positioned his fat cockhead against my hot, wet opening. It was way bigger than I thought. I was suddenly a little scared that it would hurt, or even worse, that I couldn’t take him. But as soon as I felt his huge cock begin to slip between my folds, stretching my pussy to accommodate his incredible girth, my body took over. He was going to fuck me. He was going to breed me.

I gasped as the fat head slipped into my pussy, sending waves of intense pleasure through me. I stared at the massive, black cock slowly working its way into my tight cunt. Clearly experienced in how to fuck a tight pussy, I heard myself coo as he slowly swaying his hips, moving his thick staff, spreading me wider, pushing a little deeper every time. My body was taking over from my conscious mind, noises coming unbidden from my throat, my hips moving to urge the hung stud deeper, my body already coiling for a powerful orgasm, soon, oh God he was huge.

Nothing mattered any more except for Bronte and his huge cock slowly impaling me. He was so thick, my pussy clung to his every ridge, pleasure shooting up my body. I leaned back and moaned as he slid a little deeper. I could feel my legs begin to shake, a quiver in my tummy, breaths coming in pants.

“Oh fuck, it’s too big. It’s too big in my pussy. I’m so wet for you. Oh God, a little more, more, oh shit, you’re going to make me cum. That’s it, deeper...” I know, what a slut, right? I sound like a fucking porn star. But I couldn’t help it. I wanted, no, more than that, I needed his cock in me, fucking me, making me cum, making me his. “Oh God, deeper!”

I stared into Bronte’s brown eyes, adoring him, loving him, craving every inch of him. I could tell he liked the feeling of my tight cunt around his huge shaft. He smiled at me as he felt my cunt start to contract around him. I was cumming. Oh shit! Mike! I promised! But I can’t resist it. I can’t resist his big, powerful cock buried in my pussy! I’m sorry Mike!

I turned to look at my husband as I felt the first wave of orgasm course through me. It was irresistible. I had to cum. A few feet away sat Michael. The man I love. My husband. He stared at me; resignation and fear written across his face. I felt a hitch of sadness for him; for what I was doing to him. But another hard inch of black cock sliding into my pussy erased any regret with pure ecstasy. Before I looked away, carried by my growing orgasm, I watched as the first couple of ejaculations spurted from the angry tip of Mike’s hard cock. Then I was lost, eyes closing in mind-erasing bliss, probably rolling up in my head. I arched my back as my body shook in reaction to the massive cock driving my uncontrollable orgasm.

By the time I opened my eyes again, Bronte was slowly fucking me with his magnificent cock. He was moving slowly, allowing me to adjust to his size. It was wonderful, amazing, unspeakably beautiful. I looked down to watch at least two thirds of his long shaft, glistening with my arousal, as it slid in and out of my pussy. My engorged clit stood proudly, popped up by his girth as he filled my pussy. I’d never felt anything like it. Never felt this much pleasure. Never cum again this quickly!

I cried out like an animal in heat. My body shook again, driven by the massive fuck organ buried in my pussy, driving me wild with its insistent, unstoppable power. I’d never been fucked like this; never filled like this. His huge shaft was irresistible, my body writhing around it, a slave to its hard flesh. Even as I came down from my second orgasm, I could feel another one building. Suddenly remembering Mike - no, seriously, my entire reality spun around the huge cock and how amazing it made me feel – I looked over again to see him there, but then I felt Bronte thrust the length of his huge cock deep into my wet pussy and it was as if I didn’t know who I was looking at. Mike was reduced to a stranger sitting on a deck chair, with cum all over his leg. I turned back to my man, to Bronte, to my master, and I came, hard, harder than I’ve ever cum in my life. It was irresistible, his huge cock sliding in and out of my cunt, filling me to the brim, driving my orgasm as my walls tightened around his thick girth. I couldn’t help myself, I cried out.

“Oh God yes! Oh baby, I’m cumming, I’m cumming! Oh God you’re so big! I love you! I love you!” I screamed, clinging to him as my body was rocked with wave after wave or orgasmic contractions, my entire being white-hot ecstasy as I became a slave to his massive fuck organ. And I didn’t stop cumming.

Bronte’s cock was stiffening and, if it were possible, getting bigger as he neared his own orgasm. His pace began to increase, and my orgasms just kept hitting me. I couldn’t control myself, my body shaking, my muscles spasming, and my mind was washed in bliss.

“I’m gonna be spraying soon. You wanna swallow it or wear?” Bronte asked confidently, his breathing increased, but nowhere near strained. He was fucking me like a freight train, pulling six or seven inches of hard, black cock from my tight confines and thrusting every inch deep into my writhing body. He was irresistible, my body tensing up as I felt his cock stiffen and swell. I couldn’t think, I wanted only one thing.

“No! Cum in me! I want your cum in me! Please, fill my pussy!” I cried out, putting my arms around his neck, and pulling him close, on top of me, thrusting, fucking me, then I heard him groan and felt his cock explode deep inside me.

I was in heaven, my own orgasm overwhelming me, my pussy milked his massive shaft, filling me with his seed, his ejaculation so copious I could feel it overflowing between my legs. I came so hard. It seemed to go on forever, his huge cock thrusting, unstoppable, breeding me like a stud. Even as his orgasm passed, he continued to fuck me, his erection flagging only slightly, still fucking me deep, making me cum over and over again.

I was his woman now, his lover, his slave. I would do anything for his big, black cock.

Gently pulling his length from my tingling pussy, I felt his cum flow from me. He had cum like a bull. His cock was magnificent, hanging heavily, skin shining from our combined juices. A thick load of cum spurted from the still-engorged head and onto my tummy as if my cunt had held him too tight. Climbing up, he straddled me, and began sliding his great big fuck organ between my tits. He was so long that I was able to take him into my mouth as he thrust forward.

“You are a beautiful, beautiful woman, Miss Chrissy.” He said, his cock hardening in my mouth. How could he be hard again? Maybe he’s one of those guys that can cum more than once? The way his cockhead was flaring in my mouth, I think he might be. “It has been my pleasure to fuck you tonight. Perhaps we can do this again while you’re here.”

I just moaned in pleasure at his compliment, already excited to fuck his magical cock again. I was flying so high from multiple orgasms that I could barely think. So, I did what came naturally, and I stroked his long shaft with both hands while I sucked his cockhead deeper. A few moments later, I was rewarded by a warm gush of cum filling my mouth. I swallowed just as a second load filled my mouth, some of it running out of the corner of my mouth and down my cheek. God, he came like a racehorse, filling my mouth multiple times with his warm seed, and filling my belly with his love. I adored him. I loved him; loved him in a way I could no longer love Mike.


Addicted to Big Black Cock


When I awoke the next morning, my head felt like it had been stuffed with cotton and my body ached from the endless orgasms. I mean, it was a good ache... A really good ache. In fact, just stretching made me want to masturbate, so I did, in the shower. Besides, poor Mike was still asleep.

It had been awkward, walking back to the room. Three fuck-drunk, stoned, white women, and one dejected, wasted white man. We couldn’t help it, talking about the amazing sex, the orgasms, the hot black studs, and the huge, black cocks driving us to ecstasy. When we arrived at our room, Mike and I both flopped onto the bed.

After a few minutes though, I felt Mike press against me. He was hard, and by the way he ground against me, desperately horny. Lying on my stomach, he straddled me and tried to slide his hard cock into my cum-filled pussy.

“No!” I protested immediately, twisting away from him. Why did I do that? I almost never turn down sex. “I don’t want you to cum in my pussy, not tonight...” That was it. I wanted Bronte’s cum in me, and only his. I only wanted my stud’s cum in my pussy. “Why don’t you just hump my ass tonight.”

I heard him groan. He was normally happy to grind his hard cock between my ass cheeks when I was on my period or something. Not anal, but it felt good, and it got him off. Frankly, I wanted him to cum quick so I could sleep. His cock was already slick from Bronte’s copious cum and my own wetness, so Mike just shifted and slid his firm cock between my cheeks. He was urgent, pressing hard against me, he wasn’t as big or hard as Bronte, but it felt good. I almost wanted to feel him inside me, but the memory of Bronte’s huge, dark, shaft pumping his seed deep inside me as I came prevented me from moving to let him slide in. It didn’t matter, he came quick, his cock drooling onto my lower back. He groaned and rolled onto his back and I was asleep before his little puddle of cum had dried.

(I know, eww, right? I was exhausted!)

So... The morning was awkward, to say the least. After masturbating in the shower, my needs assuaged for the moment, Mike passed me with only a mumbled “good morning”. He stank of booze, weed, and sweat. We walked to breakfast largely in silence, I assumed he was as hungover as I was. I was so hungover that I was dressed just in a pair of track pants and a tank top. I looked over at the bar and saw the girl opening the bar. She looked at me with a smile, raising her eyebrow in a questioning glance. One of those little capsules would get rid of the hangover, and it might brighten up our last day. I really hoped Mike would cheer up.

“Um... want something for your hangover?” I asked brightly. “I had way too much to drink last night.” I guess I was already trying to make excuses for my wild night.

Mike looked up, his hair falling cutely over his face. He allowed a tentative grin. “Yeah, why not. My head is throbbing.”

He looked like a sad puppy, pouting at me. I really felt bad, but I couldn’t help how I felt around those black men and their powerful cocks. I slipped from the table and walked up to the bar.

“Two Tequila Sunrises, and ah, two headache remedies, please?” I said with a smile. It was a different girl tending bar today. Slim, pretty, close cropped hair, her small breasts and stiff nipples were perfectly ensconced in her bikini top. Her big brown eyes were dilated, she was as stoned as I hoped to be.

“Hair of the dog?” I said, placing the two tall, orange drinks on the table, then dropped one of the little capsules onto the table.

“Are you sure? Things got a little... Out of hand, last night?” He asked tentatively.

“Yeah, I guess I was kinda out of control.” I admitted, feeling a little guilty. But the memory of that huge, black shaft fucking me to orgasm after orgasm also made me horny. I looked away briefly, unable to hold his gaze. Don’t be a bitch, it’s your fucking honeymoon, this is your new husband. Suck it up and act like it. “It’s our last day, I just want to chill with my hubby and relax. Thank you for letting me go wild last night, it was... Well, thank you.”

“You did look hot.” He offered, a little sparkle in his eye. “But I gotta admit, I was feeling pretty left-out.”

Ouch. Cue sound of broken heart. I really felt bad. But I also knew I couldn’t have said no last night. Well, I mean I could have said no, like, made the words come out of my mouth, but I couldn’t in that there was no way I could resist Bronte’s massive fucking cock. God, I’m getting wet just thinking about it.

“No, don’t feel that way. I loved seeing you watch me fuck, seeing how hard it made you.”

OK, I admit it, it was a little, white lie. I did like seeing him watch me, but I was pretty distracted most of the time cumming my brains out. I always like to be watched, though, so that part was true. Oh shit, this could be a problem.

We delicately skirted the issue for the rest of breakfast. By the time we were done, we could feel the cannabis starting to infuse into our systems, and two more Sunrises eased the tension. We decided to head to the beach now that it had started to get hot. Holding hands, we headed back to the cabana to get changed.

Passing the VIP annex, a group of four ultra-luxury cabanas that were butted up together to form a central, private courtyard with a patio, pool, and hot tub, I heard a noise. Slowing us down, I listened again. There was no mistaking the sounds I heard.

“Hear that?” I whispered to Mike. I could feel a grin spread across my face. It was the sound of a woman moaning in ecstasy. “Let’s go look!”

“What?” Mike asked, looking at me like I was crazy. “Again?”

“Just a peek,” I said, dragging him along. “Come on, it’ll be fun.”

We made our way as quietly as we could to one of the sculptured walls bridging the gap between the buildings. Concealed by a little garden, it was easy to sneak up and see into the courtyard without being observed. Fortunately, there was an opening that gave us a convenient eyeline.

On a large, cushioned mat on the ground a beautiful, dark-skinned woman was seated on the lap of a slim muscular black man. Although we couldn’t quite see with the intertwined arms and legs, it was pretty clear from her cries of passion that she was fucking his big, hard shaft. The shapely woman appeared to be of Indian descent, her brown skin glistened with oil as did the black stud’s. Her long, thick mane of hair bounced as she bounced up and down on his lap. The sight was incredibly arousing, and my fingers quickly found my wet pussy and sensitive clit. I just couldn’t help myself. As I slid my fingers deep into my opening, I watched as woman let out a plaintive cry of pleasure, clinging tightly to the muscular, black stud, her body jerking as she came.

Enthralled as I was by the vision of erotic beauty, I hadn’t noticed the man sitting some feet away, watching. He was anything but a vision of erotic anything. Older than the vivacious woman, he was probably well into his fifties, maybe older. Dark skinned like her, he sat there with his hairy gut protruding from his open shirt and a sneer on his fat, mustached face. In his hand he stroked his hard cock. Not particularly long, it was thick and filled his hand, glistening with oil like that coating the two lovers he watched. Trophy wife? Hooker? Daughter? (eww!) I couldn’t be sure who the woman was. She was clearly thirty or more years his junior. But judging by the huge diamond ring on her left hand, I chose to believe she was his trophy wife. His firm, thick shaft suggested he was...

“Enjoying the show?” Mike asked.

I realized my right hand was still stuffed down my pants. I turned around and “Um, yeah, it’s pretty hot. Join me.”

I smiled and held out my hand, bringing him closer to the wall. I leaned against the wall again and peered through. Above me, Mike looked through an opening a head taller than me and smiled.

The black stud was leaning back on his hands, his huge cock being tended to by the young Indian woman. Now better able to see her; she was stunning enough to be a model. On her knees, she was stroking the long, thick shaft while engulfing his glans with her full, dark lips. Within moments my hand was between my legs again.

A groan escaped my lips as I watched the woman swallow a third of the black man’s huge cock. I looked up at Mike to see that, yes, he’d noticed. He smiled down at me, his eyes drinking me in. Without thinking, I reached over and found his cock with my hand. He was thick, his shaft stretching down the leg of his shorts. His smile broadened a little when I closed my fingers around his girth. My knees went weak with need.

“Here...” He whispered, pulling his cock out of his shorts for me to hold. “Take it...”

So, there I was, hiding in the bushes, masturbating while watching some hung black dude fuck some rich Indian dude's hot trophy wife and stroking my husband's hard dick. I’m sure that’s what everyone does on their honeymoon, right? It was awesome!

“Oh my god, Mike.” I said, my hushed voice quavering a little. I was going to cum soon, my legs were shaking. The athletic black man was guiding the beautiful woman onto her stomach. Her face was stunning, wide dark eyes, a full mouth, a beautiful smile, she leaned up on her elbows and looked back at him expectantly. He straddled her prone figure and lined up his long fuck organ with her pussy. “Oh my god, he’s massive, and her husband’s going to watch him fuck her...”

The woman’s eyes rolled back as he slowly entered her with his huge cock, her mouth hanging open, overwhelmed by his sheer size, begging for him to push deeper. I felt Mike tense in my grasp, pushing through my fingers. I held him closer, letting him rub himself against my thigh. The black stud was fucking the beautiful Indian, relentlessly, driving her to moan in abandon. Her husband’s cock was rock hard and a sheen of sweat made him look greasy, he was as enthralled as I was. The stud was close, I could tell.

“Watch, he’s going to fucking cum in her…” I whispered, increasing my pace on both with my clit, and stroking his hard cock. “He’s so fucking huge and she’s fucking losing her mind! And hubby’s gonna to blow his load any second watching his hot fucking wife being bred by that stud!”

I felt Mike blow his load onto my thigh, but I didn’t really care. The black islander’s cock was massive, swollen, and rock hard. His skin glistened with a sheen of sweat as he fucked the beautiful young wife deep while she begged him to cum in her. I watched the stud tense, driving his massive fuck organ deep into the shaking woman, his muscular ass thrusting. Next the fat Indian man’s cock exploded, spraying semen onto the patio as he watched his stunning wife being bred by the hung, black islander. It was all too much, so as Mike groaned and slid his still pumping cock through his own cum on my shaking thigh, I came. I came hard, dropping to my knees, whimpering with ecstasy. Mike’s cock spat its last two or three meager loads onto my cheek as my mouth found his cock. I sucked on him absently as I rode out my orgasm. It could have been anyone with their slowly softening cock in my mouth, I didn’t care. I couldn’t take my eyes off the hung, black stud and the beatific glow of ecstasy on the stunningly beautiful woman’s face.

By the time my legs had stopped shaking and we had made our way back to our room, the little brown “Betties” had worked their magic. We were pleasingly high, and Mike’s playful side had come out again after his funk. In fact, he was so playful, he was rock hard from watching me put on my bikini for the walk over to the beach.

“You liked it last night, didn’t you?” I said, grasping his hard cock.

“Maybe a little…” he groaned tentatively. He couldn’t help but thrust through my hand. “Fuck that feels good…”

“I know it does.” I grinned seductively. “I can feel how hard you are. How hard your big cock is for me.”

“You always make me hard… Slow down a little…”

I knew just how to make him rock hard, and just what to do to make him cum. I reversed my grip, rubbing my hand over his swollen cockhead, holding him close to me. And then I did something a little mean.

“It was so hot…” I said, teasing his engorged head, feeling him thrust into my grasp, his precum lubricating our touchpoints. His breathing began to get uneven. “You’re big hard cock… So hard… Watching…”

“Babe, ugh, you’re gonna…” He shuddered, unable to resist my touch. He never could.

“Watching a huge black cock…”

“No…” He groaned as his cock began to spray cum against my arm and onto my belly, hot and urgent.

“Pump his thick cum into your hot wife’s stretched pussy while she cums her fucking brains out.” I finished, pumping his cock as he whimpered, head down, leaning against me. “That’s it, baby, let it out… I like seeing how excited you get by the idea of hung, black men fucking your hot wife.”

“I… I dunno…” He whispered hoarsely, still thrusting through my hand. “It feels so strange.”

“Come on, get cleaned up and let’s hit the beach, see what happens.” I said confidently. This felt different. I don’t know what it was, but I liked this feeling of dominance. I let go of his cock, watching it drool its last meager loads, and wiped Mikes jizz off with a towel. He dutifully wiped his dick clean, eyes down, not looking directly at me. Then, without saying a word, I turned and started out the door, confident he would follow.

The stoned walk to the beach felt the imbalance of power lift and our normal vibe slip back in. Everything looked bright and colorful. By the time we got there he’d caught up to me and was walking with his arm around me and was playfully grabbing my ass. We talked about where to have our final dinner at the resort.

Speaking of ass, almost all of mine was on display this morning. Gone was any pretense to modesty. I was feeling high, womanly, and well fucked. I had selected a spaghetti strapped thong, butt floss, not even bothering with a bikini top, I just wore an open sided tank top that gave anyone who wanted a beautiful side boob. I looked fucking hot, and I loved every eye that locked onto me as we walked to the beach.

“Hey! You made it up!” Cyndi exclaimed upon seeing us, her brown skin glowing with oil. She hugged both of us tightly before showing us over two a pair of loungers in the shade. “I thought maybe Bronte was too much for you last night. I don’t remember the last time I saw the boys have so much fun with a pack of Snowbunnies!”

“Snowbunnies? What is that?” I asked, slipping my minimal coverings off.

“White girls that be coming down for that big, black meat.” Cyndi replied, running her hand over my ass. “You all is white like da snow, and fuck like bunnies! Snowbunnies!”

“I guess I do resemble that right now, huh.” I replied, a groan coming from my throat as Cyndi started spreading the sun oil onto my body. “Oh, that feels good, are you going to… You know?”

“I would have thought Bronte would have been enough for you last night!” Cyndi laughed, playfully sliding her slick fingers between my ass cheeks. “Maybe later, I have a bunch of you white folk to take care of first. You all burn like chicken on a grill.”

I was already hot and horny when she’d finished me and turned to Mike. I sat down on the lounger, happy to see several eyes on my body. I made sure to look my best as I relaxed. All I needed was a cock…

“May I get you anything Ma’am?” Oh, he was cute. Standing next to me was a different waiter. He looked fresh out of high school, barely twenty. Deep mahogany brown, he had short-cropped hair and an innocent looking face. A little smaller than the other waiters, maybe five-six I’m guessing, along with his slim stature gave him a fresh from high school look. He looked nervously down at me, well, mostly at my tits. I casually looked lower to see if I was giving him a pleasing reaction but was disappointed by a tight, black swimsuit.

“Milton! Go and take that off!” Cyndi rebuked the young man. He smiled, embarrassed, at me and quickly retreated. “Silly boy, it’s his first day and he’s all shy. He wasn’t shy during his job interview, I’ll tell you.”

“Now Mister Mike…” She turned to face Mike, who had taken off his shirt, but was hesitating to remove his swim trunks. “Come on boy, off with those silly trunks, you got nothing to be ashamed about down there, I saw.”

Brazenly, Cyndi tugged Mike’s blue-striped board shorts down to his ankles. His cock hung thickly between his fit thighs. No doubt about it, I married well. Good looking, sweet, and hung, Mike had it all. Running her slippery grasp over his shaft, making it grow a little longer, the fit, black girl started spreading oil across his shoulders and back. I could see his cock slowly growing.

“Sorry about that, Ma’am.” Milton had returned, looking a little more nervous and a little more embarrassed. “May I get you anything from the bar?”

Holy fuck! His cock was the size of a banana with the curve to go along with it. I think he noticed my gaze because it twitched and began to swell a little.

“Uh, hi… Milton, right?” He was having a hard time not looking at my tits, and they were clearly having an effect. I licked my lips, he was yummy. I could also see Mike watching me out of the corner of my eye. His cock was thick and firm against his thigh as he sat down on his lounger.

“I think we’d like a couple of Bahama Blasts.” I said, making a show of how hard I was thinking. It’s fun to play the bimbo sometimes. I reached up and slid my fingers around his growing erection. I felt it surge in my hand, growing at least an inch with my touch. I purred in my throat and smiled up at him seductively. “Tell you what, Milt. Bring me my drinks in less than five minutes, and I’ll give you a very… big… tip.”

I licked my lips to make my offer a little clearer, although I’m fairly sure the message got through by the way I could feel his cock growing in my hand, curving through my hand. “Right away, Ma’am…” He answered, nervously looking down at his growing erection. Oh, right, he can’t very well get my drink while I’m holding his cock.  I let go, dropping my hand to my right breast and letting it slide over my nipple.

“You are a Snowbunny.” Cyndi replied, “and I think hubby likes it.” She nodded at his thick erection, laying on his belly. “If you tease the poor boy he’ll be walking around hard all day.”

“Which one? Him or Milton?” I winked at her. “I promise I won’t tease your new guy too much; I just want to see how he works under pressure.”

I watched Mike’s cock stiffen a little more, lifting from his belly. Good. He likes my playing with big black cocks. I didn’t envision my honeymoon going like this. It was going to be Mike and I fucking our brains out, maybe hooking up with a girl or something. But there is just something so alluring about a black man with a huge cock. Something about the way they hold themselves, the powerful asses and thighs, the way they drive those huge cocks into me. I feel like I’m getting bred like a prized princess. Fuck I’m horny.

“You’re drinks, Ma’am” Milton was back in record time. He handed me my drink. I almost dropped my drink. Holy shit! He was tumescent, fucking massive; his thick cock swung in front of him, curving across his thigh. Its shaft was almost ebony while the fat glans was a dark brown.

“Oh, wow...” Yeah, always a witty quip, that’s me. I literally couldn’t think of anything to say, so I absently handed the drink over to my left for Mike. Someone took it, I don’t know who because I couldn’t take my eyes off the massive, curved organ hanging in front of my eyes. He smiled as he handed me my drink. I really couldn’t concentrate though; I think he kind of knew I was into him. It was probably the fact I was rubbing my pussy while I stared at his still hardening cock. Hard to say. I once again reached up to take his thick shaft in my hand. “Um, why don’t you put my drink into the cup holder thingy so I can give you a tip?”

I know, I sounded like a bimbo. Let me tell you, though, it was incredibly hard to think when faced with such a huge, overpowering cock. As soon as he stood back up, I had my lips around his engorge cockhead, it filled my mouth. Milton looked over at Cyndi, unsure if this was OK, even as his cock hardened in my mouth.

“As long as the guest initiates, you can go along as long as you want to.” Cyndi said as she slowly massaged Mike’s balls. He was rock hard, staring at his sexy blonde wife sucking on a huge, black dick. I loved it. “I mean, do you want to?”

“Oh yes, very much so.” Milt replied, groaning, pushing his thick cock deeper into my mouth.

He wasn’t going to last long; I could tell by his breathing and how stiff his cock was. I was only able to swallow about a third of his thick shaft but loved the way it felt as he thrust through my fingers with his curved shaft. I turned to look at Mike, pulling the young man’s cock from my mouth and licking it, letting him slide his ebony meat against my cheek.

Mike was watching me intently, his hips thrusting against Cyndi’s hand as she slowly ran it over his hard erection. His expression was strange; he was turned on, clearly, but also a little, I don’t know, sad maybe? Hurt? Frustrated? I was a little surprised at what I said next, it was a little pushier than I thought, but it felt strangely good.

“Do you like it Mike?” I smiled and licked along the curve of the young man’s huge, ebony shaft and rubbed its engorged tip against my lips. “Do you like watching your wife sucking on a big, black cock? He’s so fucking big, Mike. Bigger than you. And he’s so hard for me.”

I turned my head to let the young, black stud to fuck my mouth. He was groaning pretty steadily, and his curved cock was hard as steel. He was going to cum soon. I can’t blame him, he was pretty young, and I’m pretty hot, and I do give great head. I’m not bragging, well, I am, but I’ve been told by many men and women that I give great head. Trust me, right then, Milt would agree.

“Oh Mike, he’s so hard and so big, and he’s going to cum all over me. That’s OK with you, right Mike? I bet you’d like to watch his thick, black cock spew all over your hot, snowbunny wife?” I couldn’t help myself. I was totally in the moment. I liked the dominant feel I got from teasing Mike, watching his hard cock twitch as Cyndi massaged his balls, the feeling of Milt’s hard cock pushing into my mouth, feeling his urgency growing. “Oh shit, Mike. I’m gonna cum. Just sucking on his huge, black cock makes me so horny. I want him to spray his hot jizz all over me while I make myself cum. Oooh, do you wanna watch, Mike?”

I knew the look in Mike’s eyes, although I wasn’t paying much attention. The young black stud was groaning and breathing heavily, his thighs shaking, and his strokes faltering. Plus, I was on the edge of cumming myself. I eased back on the young stud’s cock for a few moments while I caught up and waited for...

Mike groaned, a mixture of sexual release and defeat, his cock began to bounce a few times, straining until a stream of jizm began to flow from the swollen, red cockhead, followed quickly by thick ropes of cum spraying onto his flat stomach.

That was all I needed. I started to shake, driving myself over the edge, shoving the big, curved fuck organ into my mouth, bringing the black youth to climax. Pulling his cock from my mouth just as a thick, white rope of cum gushed from the engorged, brown head.

“Oh god, I’m cumming! Oh fuck! Cum on me! Cum on me while I cum, oh shit!” I don’t really remember what I said specifically, but that’s the gist of it. I was cumming my brains out and jerking my hung stud off all over my face and chest. He didn’t spray, but his ejaculation was huge, copious gushes of cum pumping from his thick cock and onto me. It felt exquisite knowing that both men were cumming for me, and on me, while I cried out in pure ecstasy. All I could do was finger-fuck myself and stroke the dominating cock until he covered me like a glazed donut.

I sort of came back into my head as I sat there, lovingly licking the waiter’s cock clean, enjoying the feeling of it twitch in my mouth as it slowly deflated until, finally, I flopped back on the beach lounger and rubber his slippery cum into my skin. I absolutely glowed with pleasure. I noticed that the beautiful Indian trophy wife and her much older husband watched me. She was slowly stroking his thick cock for him. I gave them a nod, I mean, after all, she had put on quite the show for me, even if she didn’t know it.

“OK boy, off wit you, you have other guests to attend to.” Cyndi said, shooing the waiter off. She stood, dragging her nails along Mike’s thigh as she did. “That was a big tip.”

“It was huge, let me tell you.” I replied, sucking half my drink down in one draw. “I think he’ll do very well in this job.”

“He’s already his boss’ favorite, that big curve feels amazing.” The fit black woman smiled as she collected her kit. “I’m sure he’ll be very attentive the rest of the day.”

After she left, I turned to Mike. His expression was difficult to read, especially behind his dark Ray-Bans. “You OK? It looked like you enjoyed it.”

“Yeah, I guess. I don’t know, it’s weird. You look hot, and I always like watching you, but you seem different with black guys, more confident, in a way, dirtier, dominant, I don’t know.” He slumped against the chair. “It’s weird.”

“You got off, just from watching. Right?” I asked. I really wanted him to be OK with this. I didn’t know if I could step back from this. Already I was watching Jimmy walking by, his long, soft cock bouncing, and thought about what it would be like having him between my legs, driving himself deep.

“Yeah, that’s part of what’s weird.” Mike shrugged, taking a sip of his drink. “I liked that you looked so sexually raw, but it scared me too. I just don’t know.”

I guess, in a way, Mike had every right to be scared. His hot, new wife was quickly becoming addicted to black cock. In fact, while he snoozed in the warm, tropical air, I snuck off to give Milt a better tip. And Cyndi was right, that huge, curved cock totally blew my mind.

A lot would change tonight.


Dinner, Drinks, Drugs, and Massive Black Dicks


Back to the room for a quick shower and a change, I decided to go a little classier and a little less, well, slutty. Oh, don’t get me wrong; I looked hot. I wore a long, white dress made from thin, light linen. It covered everything, well, it did show off my shoulders with spaghetti straps, include a deep cleavage baring dip in the front, and hip-high slits front and back, and it did cling nicely to my body, and when light shone through it, it gave a tempting glimpse of my naked flesh from the front, oh, and a stunning silhouette when lit from behind, but compared to what I had been wearing most of the time it was virtually a nun’s habit in comparison.

Anyway, I looked pretty, sexy, and respectable. Mike agreed, or his cock did at any rate. Fresh from the shower, he had watched me as I put the finishing touches on my hair and accessories, and I turned around to find him naked, grinning, and stroking his long, hard shaft.

“You look good.” He said, eyeing me. He gave me a shiver of arousal, looking at me like that. I like making men hard, especially Mike. “How ‘bout a little fun before we go to dinner?”

I eyed his big cock, hard in his fist, and I was more than tempted. I stepped close to him, speaking softly into his ear, my lips next to his cheek, my hand gently snaking around his hard pipe. He stiffened at my touch.

“But baby… I just got all made up for you…” I said in my high, breathy voice. I continued to stroke him. “I don’t want to get my pretty face, or my expensive dress covered in your nasty spunk…”

I kept stroking his hard cock, holding myself close so he could smell my perfume, gently breathing into his ear. He started to groan, his shaft rock hard to my touch, and his glans swollen and slick with his pre-cum. I do have a way with teasing the best out of a man, especially my husband. “Does that feel good, baby?”

“Mm-hmm” he groaned, nodding his head, and reaching up to hold my breast. He almost always grabbed my tits or my ass when he was about to cum, it was kind of a tell. The only time he didn’t is when he was pounding me from behind and he was too busy holding my hips. “Oh, god, yes… yes… Jerk me off… I’m gonna cum…”

He stiffened, the head swelling in my hand, and I felt his shaft pulse…

“Oh! Don’t get it on me!” I squealed in my high, girly voice and let go with, watching as his cock jumped once more before spitting a big, thick rope of cum into the air and onto the tile floor with a loud splat. With a groan, Mike reached down to jerk himself off, but the power of his ejaculation had been lost and his cock drooled the rest of his orgasm to the floor. I giggled mischievously, “I’m sorry baby, I didn’t want to get messy and you usually cum all over the place.”

Mike just gritted his teeth and stroked his poor cock, his face red. He groaned and looked over at me. I admit it, it was a bit of a dirty trick, but it was fun, and I liked watching his cock bob helplessly as it delivered its load for me. Hell, I’d jerk Mike off five times a day if I didn’t have to wash off each time.

“So… Ah… I’ll see you at the bar in a few?” I tittered, making a hasty exit. He couldn’t really be mad at me, right? I mean, I did just talk dirty to him while I jerked him off. He just rolled his eyes at me as I skipped out the door.

I guess he wasn’t too mad at me. Mike arrived about fifteen minutes behind me, gave me a deep, hard, why don’t you take me home and fuck me, kiss, and took his place next to me at the bar. He grinned madly at me and handed me a brown Betty.

“I saved you the trouble.” He said, popping the little happy pill into his mouth. I tilted my head at him and popped the little pill into my mouth, sucking on my straw to wash it down. I handed him his Bahama Blast and watched him half empty the glass in one swallow. “I didn’t even have to use the headache bit. I walked up and she just handed them to me, laughed, told me I must have the longest headache in history.”

“Well, you seem chipper, tonight.” I said a little guardedly. Mike had something planned, he was kind of a goof that way, he couldn’t keep a secret from me. “I guess you liked my little treat?”

“Yeah, I did, even if you did leave me, uh, hanging. But I kinda liked it, and I like this you. You feel like your dirtier, hornier, freer.” Mike finished his drink in one long swallow. “Look at you, you’re grinning from ear to ear. I mean, I married you partly because you’re a tease, a showoff. But since we’ve been here, since you’ve been, um, you know… well, you’re almost glowing with sexuality. How can I deny you that? I just hope you’ll come back to me after you’re done.”

I admit it. I cried. I guess I had been feeling all these conflicting emotions for several days. I love Mike, more than anything in the world. But for me, love and sex, while not mutually exclusive, are not tied. Sometimes sex is sex. And I love sex. (I think we’ve established that) Sometimes a girl just wants a good fuck… with a big, fat, black cock.

He was still grinning at me.

“I love you, baby. I’ll always come back.” I said, taking his hands in mine. He was grinning even more madly at me. “What?”

“I have a surprise for you.” He said, his eyes gleaming.

“I’ve heard that one, before.” I grinned mischievously at our regular inside joke.

“I got us invited to a party.” He said conspiratorially. “A real VIP, exclusive guestlist, celebrity type party!”

“Oh my god! How?”

“Um… It kind of fell into my lap?” He said, his eyes suddenly watching behind me.

“I do hope you don’t mind…” A melodic voice came from beside my ear. The accent was British, but with something else. In a graceful, dancelike move, the beautiful woman from this morning perched on Mike’s lap. She was even more stunning up close, her hair done, and her makeup perfect. If she weren’t a model, she should be. Dressed in a flowing silken dress, it barely covered her smooth, brown flesh while revealing almost everything in tantalizing glimpses. “But I cornered your husband outside. I’m Krishna, by the way…”

She paused and caught a waited by the arm.

“Grey Goose, bitters, with a twist, no ice, but in a cooled glass. And another round for my friends, please.”

She turned back to face me, perfectly timed, sublimely graceful. “Well, my husband, Raj, and I couldn’t help but notice you and your husband at the beach today and, well, we just thought it would be delightful if you would join us tonight at a small party we’re hosting. It will be ever so tantalizing. Please say you’ll come?”

Her accent was that of a high-class Indian, educated largely in England. It held all the wonder of exotic Asia, with the refinement of London. It gave me a shiver. She regarded me with her deep, brown eyes, casually admiring my cleavage. I was captivated. “Uh, sure! I mean, yes, that would be delightful!”

“Good, we’ll see you in, say, an hour or so?” She said, standing, surreptitiously running her hand along the bulge in Mike’s slacks. Leaning down, she gently kissed me, holding my face in her hand. She tasted delicious, sweet, yet spicy. “Now, to get to our compound…”

“Oh, I know where it is!” Oops! Did I just admit to peeping at her this morning?

“Oh?” She cocked a perfectly sculpted eyebrow at me. “Well, we’ll see you this evening.”

And just as quickly as she had appeared, she was gone.

“Delightful?” Mike teased with a grin, watching the woman slink away.

“Yeah, fucking delightful!” I replied, turning to watch her leave. I saw her meet up with her husband at the door. She nodded eagerly to him, and he smiled salaciously. It was at once a little creepy, and a huge turn on. I was fairly sure this wasn’t going to be a normal cocktail party.

Dinner was fabulous, conch fritters for appetizers, of course, along with fresh local catch. We laughed and giggled madly, stoned from the little Brown Betties, drunk from the fruity tropical cocktails, and excited about the upcoming party. With a little more time to kill, we retired to the bar where I nursed my drink (I didn’t want to show up stumbling) and grinding against Mike’s lap making sure he was hard and attentive.

I admit, I was a tease. I was even more of a tease when I pulled Mike over to the side of the path on the way over to the VIP compound to pull his cock out and suck on it. I made sure he was rock hard, veins sticking out along his stiff shaft, and the head swollen, and then I left him that way. I wanted him hyper-attentive when we got there. Mean, in a way, but he seemed to enjoy it. He tried to pull me back for a quick fuck, but I wouldn’t have it. I giggled as I told him in my most prim and proper British accent, “We mustn’t be late, you know!”

By the time we arrived, Mike had his erection under control, mostly. We were greeted at the door by a beautiful, petite, black islander dressed in sort of an evening gown version of their usual bikini top and floral skirt. Her dress was open and airy, showing off her ample cleavage and slim physique. She welcomed us and showed us in.

“The inner sanctum.” I joked as we admired the surroundings, and the sway of the hostess’ hips. Torches surrounded the patio area, but the lighting was primarily from strings of lights ensconced in wooden balls. It gave the area a surreal ambiance and made everyone look absolutely delicious.

“You know, that’s really what sets the rich apart from the rest of us…” Mike said. I looked at him quizzically. “Great lighting. That’s why they always look so good.”

“Oh, wow, and do they ever.” I replied as we passed a lush little garden to find Krishna and Raj at the bar. Krishna had what looked to be a martini on the go while Raj was drinking something more amber.

“Welcome! I’m so happy you decided to come!” Krishna said exuberantly, giving Mike a big hug before turning to me to do the same. I liked the way her hand slid down over my ass. I like her.

“Yes, welcome. I am Raj.” His accent was much heavier, much more Indian. But it lacked the sing-song aspect found in Krishna’s speech. He shook Mike’s hand firmly before pulling me in for a hug. I admit, I kind of expected it when he pulled me close, pressing himself against me, and letting his hand wander down my lower back and onto my ass. I wasn’t quite prepared for how forwardly he squeezed my left ass cheek. “It’s my pleasure to meet you.”

“Raj, behave!” Krishna scolded playfully. “She’s not here to be your plaything, tonight.”

“My apologies.” He chuckled at me, but the way he checked me out as he let go suggested he retained some hope about that plaything possibility.

“Oh? Am I your plaything, tonight?” I said, putting my arm around her and pulling Krishna close again. I definitely saw a flash of desire in those deep, brown eyes.

“I was thinking more my play-mate for the evening.” She pushed even a little closer, that and her exotic, spicy perfume made my head spin, or my pussy spin, not quite sure which was leading the parade. I leaned closer, expecting to kiss her, but she turned back to the boys. “I hope you’ll excuse us, boys, but we’re going to run off and do girl things while you two talk, or drink, or ogle the staff, or whatever it is you do.”

As if leading me in a dance, she spun us around and led me across the patio and past a pair of pool cabanas and into a third. Inside was an iced bottle of champagne. Krishna gracefully leaned over to pour our glasses, her amazing dress giving me a perfect view of her large, shapely breast and the golden ring hanging from her dark nipple. I do hope she’s into girls. I thought to myself. She held both glasses up and stood right in front of me.

“Let’s toast, to new friendships, and stimulating evenings ahead.” She said, smiling broadly as I took the proffered glass.

“Cheers!” I replied, yeah, I know, Miss Eloquence 2018, that’s me. What can I say, she had me off balance, she was a consummate seductress. Let me tell you, that was the best champagne I had ever tasted. Turns out, it was rather expensive, like car payment expensive, and it was amazing. The champagne actually tickled my nose and made me giggle. “So, um, I don’t want to get the wrong idea…”

“Oh, we’re going to have sex tonight.” She said, heading me off at the verbal pass. “We, well I more specifically, had noticed you last night, and we were watching you at the beach today…”

She ran a finger over finger over my hard nipple. They do that a lot, my nipples I mean, especially when I’m excited, or horny, or horny and excited, and I was both, a lot. I gasped, smiling at myself. “And I know you were watching me this morning.”

“Oh, um, well…” Busted, I must have blushed six different shades of red.

“It’s OK, I like being watched, like I think you do. But security keeps an eye out for photographers and creeps.” She stepped a little closer, definitely invading my personal space, in a good way. I inhaled her perfume deeply and emptied my champagne flute. “So, when I saw your hubby tonight, I decided to invite the two of you over to see if you wanted to play.”

I kissed her. Full on, tongues, heavy breathing, hands all over each other kind of kiss. When we finally parted I just stared at her almost drunk with arousal. “Yes. I want to play.”

“Excellent! I’m so happy!” She clapped gleefully before turning around to remove something from a small box next to the champagne. She turned around for my flute. “First refills are in order I believe. And then?”

She stood up with the full glasses in her hands and a joint in her mouth. “Do you smoke?” She asked, her words muffled a little with the joint between her lips. When she pulled it out, her dark red lipstick left an enticing imprint on long, white tube.

“Sure, the weed here is great!” I said excitedly. This was a woman after my own heart, and apparently my pussy. Oh, our last night on honeymoon was going to be epic.

“This isn’t the local cannabis; this is a hashish we brought with us. It’s delicious if you want to try it.” She said, her full lips curling into a grin. Without waiting, she lit the joint and inhaled deeply. It smelled strong and sharp, but pleasant, not the thick smell of weed. I’d never done hash, but it’s just another version of cannabis, right?

Krishna blew smoke into the air and started to smile, the powerful hashish already invading her pleasure centers. “It’s wonderful, here…”

I took the joint and inhaled. I mean, it’s not like I was a stranger to smoking a joint, I mean, come on, I live in Boulder *cough* Colorado after all. It felt different, not as acrid, but at the same time, stronger. I handed it back as I felt an initial rush of euphoria sweep over me. Wow, this was strong. I mean WOW!

She took another hit, then leaned forward and kissed me. I could taste the hash between us. God my pussy was wet. The moment she pulled away; I took the joint back. I admit it, I like being stoned, and I’m not shy.

I don’t know how long it took to finish that little white tube of pleasure. It might have been five minutes; it might have been an hour. I don’t know. All I know was that by the time it was done, we were flying, had spent a lot of time kissing, and there were tits out. It was great.

“So, I’m going to go out on a limb and guess you’re into girls too?” I asked after a particularly breathtaking kiss.

“I’m into whatever gets me off.” She purred, running her hand over my bare breast, pulling on my turgid nipple. I inhaled deeply, smiling. “Why do you think I chose you to be my playmate tonight?”

“And Mike, right?” I asked. I mean, of course she wants to fuck me and Mike.

“Your Mike is cute, sure, and he has a nice cock. He can watch with Raj.” She replied, sliding her fingers down my body and between my legs. I was so fucking wet! “He likes to watch, or so it seems.”

“Oh, I thought… Oh!” I gasped as she slid a finger between my slippery lips and teased my opening. I couldn’t help but grind against her touch. “Oh shit… Yeah… He can watch, whatever, just don’t stop. But what about Raj, I bet he’d like both of us?”

“This isn’t for Raj, either.” The brown-skinned beauty giggled, leaning in to pull at my nipple with her teeth. Oh fuck, much more of this and she’d make me cum. “I’m sure you noticed our age difference. Raj is fifty-three and I’m twenty-two, there’s no way he can satisfy me. We had an arranged marriage, which is fine, Raj is extremely wealthy, and that makes me very wealthy. But, because of our age differential, our prenuptial agreement guarantees that my sexual needs are fulfilled as long as I continue to service Raj, and that I allow him to be present if he wishes.”

“So, you fuck whoever you want? Oh! Oh yes!” I cried out as she slid two fingers into my pussy. “Oh shit, how can you only be twenty-two?”

“Well, I was married when I was fifteen.” She smiled as she brought her wet, manicured fingers from my pussy to my lips. I couldn’t resist licking my own juices from her. “I think when Raj negotiated the prenup with my family, he anticipated the sexual needs clause to only come in to play when he became elderly, I mean, given our significant age difference. But, as it turns out, my sexual appetites grew considerably by my seventeenth birthday. By the time I was eighteen, Raj was already exhausted and unable to keep up. It turns out I’m quite the nympho.”

“Hmm, you do appear to be.” I said, I only realized then that I had been sucking on her fingers the entire time. I mean, I knew she was seducing me, and I was happy to go along, but fucking wow! “So, he’s OK with you fucking other people?”

“Let’s just say he’s learned to accept it rather than lose half his fortune to a horny little Indian girl from Ealing.” Krishna shrugged, putting my dress back in order for me. “He’s learned that he likes to watch. I think your Mike does as well. So, shall we return to the boys?”

“Ah, I… I mean sure… I thought we were going to…” OK, words fail me when I’m really horny, or stoned, or drunk… OK, I’m no English major, OK? I kind of nodded to the daybed in the cabana tent.

“Oh, I would love to have you lap at my pussy, but I have more… fulfilling plans for us this evening.” She grinned coquettishly. “Trust me, you won’t be disappointed.”

“We’re ready for you, Ma’am.” The hostess said, popping her head through the drapes. Her eyes were glazed and dilated. It looks like everybody is going to party tonight.

I felt like I was flying, I was so high and so horny. We exited the tent, hand in hand, giggling our faces off. I noticed that the other tents had been opened; one had a huge lounger, almost like a super king-sized bed, and the other had seats and tables. Our husbands were still at the bar, laughing, talking to two gorgeous black girls. Now, I realize how hypocritical this sounds, but I was jealous. My first reaction was one of jealousy! Who was this slut and why did she have her hand on Mike's crotch?

“Ah, they have returned!” Raj said happily, extending his arms wide. I’m pretty sure Raj and Mike had been imbibing in the same hashish we had, or at least some of the local weed. They were both grinning like fiends and their eyes had a glassy look. Of course, they each had a beautiful woman paying awfully close attention to them. “And I see you’re ready for tonight’s entertainment!”

“Hi babe, who’s your new friend?” I asked, a little cattily I’ll admit. - Yeah, I know, I’ve been fucking every black dick I can get my hands on and I was just making out with another woman, but I’m the jealous type, OK? – Hey, she was really cute. No wonder she had Mike’s attention. Short, busty, gorgeous legs and ass; she had big, bright eyes and a wide smile that made her look downright innocent were it not for her skintight minidress that clung to every curve. She turned and smiled at me.

“You must be Mrs. White! Mike is such a lucky guy!” She was immediately engaging and whatever daggers I was wielding evaporated as she drew me in for a hug and a kiss on the cheek. She smelled yummy, and there was something different about her, something compelling, something almost controlling. “I’m Bobbi, and it’s going to be my pleasure keeping your husband’s cock hard for you this evening.”

“Um, why would I need help keeping Mike hard?” I replied, unsure of where this was going. I will admit, I was intrigued as the image of this beautiful woman tending to my hung husband like some stud to breed me. Fuck I was horny.

“Oh, I have no doubt about that, Mrs. White.” She smiled brightly, almost as if she was offering me cookies. “But I think you’ll have your hands full.” It was only then that I noticed Mike’s cock hanging from his open slacks, long and stiff. I was about to say something when she looked to the side, behind me, her smile broadening. “Mrs. White, I’d like to introduce you to your bull for the night, Damien.”

Gently taking my arm, Bobbi turned me around to face a muscular, bald, black man. He was dressed in a light linen shirt and tan pants. God, he smelled good, and he looked good too. I mean, there was just something fascinating about him. A little older, I guessed he was in his forties, but he had a cute, almost boyish, impetuous look, and his goatee was flecked with grey. There was something magnetic about him, a confidence to his smile, I was instantly attracted to him and I felt instantly subservient. I really wanted him to like me. He took my hand and kissed it. “I’m Damien, it’s my absolute pleasure to meet you.”

“Damian, it’s my pleasure to meet you. Please, call me Chrissy.” I giggled. Yes, fuck off, I giggled. I probably blushed too. Then I leaned forward, pulled him closer, and kissed him on the cheek. Then I paused for a second, and then I kissed him on the lips. My whole body yearned for him as I put my arms around his neck and pressed myself against him. I wanted him more than anything else in the world. When we parted, I gazed into his brown eyes, enthralled. I brushed my hair out of the way. “What are you going to do to me?”

His eyes took on a slightly harder look, commanding. I felt a shiver of pleasure flow through me in an animalistic rush of desire. Arousal flowed between my legs too, I was aching to be filled. “Oh, I have a few ideas. Why don’t you take off that dress so I can get a good look at you.”

It wasn’t a question; it was a command; and I liked it. I noticed out of the corner of my eye that Krishna was already slipping out of her dress for her bull, as big, muscular guy in a pair of jeans and a tight T-shirt that showed off his muscles, especially the big muscle between his thighs. I reached around to get the zipper of my dress and fumbled with it. Turning around, I held my hair up and looked over my shoulder, “Would you?”

Damian smiled, appraising my long neck and smooth shoulders. He deftly pulled the zipper down and I felt my dress go slack. I glanced up at Mike to see him watching, his cock hard in Bobbi’s hand. But it was only a glance; I wasn’t interested in my husband at that moment. I turned back around and smiled at Damian and started to let my dress fall, exposing my breasts. My nipples were so hard that they ached, and I loved to see his reaction when he took them in. He brushed one, making me shiver, before looking me in the eyes again. “Beautiful. Why don’t we get more comfortable over here?”

I followed him, holding his hand, like a girl following her first love. I mean, it wasn’t love, but it was pure lust and subservience. I couldn’t help but check him out. He was powerfully built, not super muscular, but solid and strong. I could only imagine the cock that hung between those brawny thighs. I was shivering with the desire to find out.

When we arrived at the cabana, he turned around and took me gently by the shoulders. His hands felt powerful and warm on my shoulders and I inhaled his cologne. I would have done anything he wanted at that moment; he was in complete control. He looked me over approvingly, making me feel almost overwhelmingly beautiful and womanly with my dress hanging low on the swell of my hips. He gently guided me to sit on the edge of the oversized lounger, my dress barely covering my sex.

“Go ahead.” He said simply, looking down at me. I didn’t need an engraved invitation and I reached up, hands shaking a little, and pulled open his thick leather belt. I could see the outline of his thick cock against the material of his slacks, and I wanted it. I wanted to blow his mind. He slowly unbuttoned his shirt as I did the same to his pants. Pulling down the zipper, I wasted no time in reaching in for my prize.

“Oh, my, God…” He was massive, and it wasn’t even hard yet. I just managed to get my fingers around its girth, and I pulled it out. I stared at the black monster in my hand, not quite processing just how big it was. Soft, his cock was thicker than Mike’s was rock hard; I could barely get my fingers around it. It must have been six inches long flaccid, and the head was huge. “It’s so big!”

“Oh, it gets way bigger if you put it in your mouth.” He said with a grin as he pulled off his shirt to reveal a muscular body.

“Gladly…” I felt the desire to make his big, black, cock hard for me overwhelming.

I’d never held a cock this fat before, and the thick cockhead barely fit in my mouth, my lips stretching around it. I could feel it hardening to my touch, lengthening, and thickening, the head filling my mouth until I couldn’t contain it anymore. Within a minute, I was holding the biggest cock I’d ever seen in my life. I paused to admire it. Lengthwise, he was as long as Mike, a solid eight inches, but the shaft and the head were easily twice the thickness of my husband’s cock. The head was so fucking big I could no longer fit it all in my mouth, all I could do was suck on the tip and lick the bottom of the head with my tongue.

“Well, fuck me.” I said, grinning my face off, gazing up at the massive erection in my grasp. I had no idea if I could get that thing into my little pussy. But I knew that I wanted him to try.

“I thought that was the plan.” He chuckled, running his hand through my hair. I could tell he liked the way I worked his cock, and that made me feel so horny that I couldn’t wait any longer.

Standing, I made sure to push my chest out while I kept one hand on his massive, black shaft. Reaching up with the other hand, I pulled him closer and kissed him. With a little wiggle, I let my dress fall to the ground. I was so wet.

“I dunno, I expect a lot.” Corny, yeah, I know, but it felt sexy at the time, and the heavy cock filling my hand suggested I was keeping him interested. “Oh!”

Damien slipped a hand around my ass and picked me up effortlessly. He was taking me. Claiming me for himself. And I was almost delirious with desire as he let me fall onto the lounger with a bounce. I squealed and laughed with excitement. My laughter abated as I looked at his huge cock swinging slowly between his muscular thighs. Playtime was over; he was going to fuck me. I was literally shaking in anticipation as I spread my legs for my bull, cupping my breast with one hand, and teasing my clit with the other.

“Nice. I’m going to enjoy fucking you.” Damien grinned, slowly stroking his huge cock as he knelt on the bed. He took his time looking me up and down while I could only focus on the massive organ and the powerful hand moving up and down its length. “But first I’m going to enjoy eating that sweet little pussy of yours.”

“Oh, that... OH!” God it was good. As soon as his slips slid over my clit, my whole body responded. My thighs slammed against his head and my back arched, thrusting my pussy against his delicious mouth.

I heard Krishna cry out as she was tossed onto the lounger beside me, her own stud between her legs. She looked over at me, eyes glazed with pleasure, and grasped my hand. I felt Damian’s tongue lick from my asshole, deep into my pussy, and over my clit; I couldn’t stop from writhing and crying out. Krishna did the same, unable to control herself. We stared into each other’s eyes as we were overwhelmed with pleasure.

Seeing the glint of gold from the ring piercing her nipple, I reached over to take her warm mound in my hand. It was so firm, the skin so soft, I teased her hard nipple and pulled on the weighted ring making her eyes open wide with lust.

“Oh! You… Ugh, naughty…” She groaned at me, eyes rolling back as her muscular stud brought her to the first of many crushing orgasms. “Oh God, fuck I’m cumming, oh God yes!

I could feel Damian driving me to my own climax any moment. Two thick fingers rubbed my G-spot, making me keen in pleasure while his full lips and powerful tongue worked my sensitive clit. I was so close, my legs tensing and my whole body shaking, I thrust myself against his touch. This was the best oral sex I’d ever had. Mike is good, but Damian controlled me.

Oh God yes, too close, don’t stop, I’m grinding against him, ready to cum, my pussy gushing with wetness, I arch my back, ready to explode. I can hear myself crying out, “I’m gonna cum! Oh fuck! God yes!”

I howled with ecstasy, arching my back, thrusting my hips up into the air in rhythm to my contractions, cum dripping from my pussy into Damian’s mouth. He gently licked my pussy, fucking me with his tongue, prolonging my orgasm until my paroxysms abated and I fell back onto the cushion.

I looked over to the side to see where my husband was. I wanted to make sure he was watching me. Seated to the side of the lounge, with a perfect view, he sat staring at me. His shirt was open to reveal his lightly muscled chest and torso, and his pants were open. Seated next to him was the petite black girl, Bobbi, legs crossed in her body hugging minidress, looking at once cute, sexy, innocent, and controlling. Emphasis on the controlling. She smiled at me, eyes bright, while she stroked my husband’s hard cock. Mike groaned as her motion stopped and his cock started to twitch. The pretty young woman was expertly edging my husband, keeping him at the moment of ejaculation while he was forced to watch me being fucked by a huge-cocked bull. Mike looked desperate, defeated, and horny. Honestly, I didn’t take the time to figure it out, it was only a glance, barely a heartbeat of a connection with my husband. I was drawn irresistibly back to the black bull.

Giddy with post-orgasmic spasms of pleasure, I looked up at Damian and any thought of Mike evaporating as I ran my hands over my body before sliding them between my thighs and spreading my legs wide for him. He knelt over me, a satisfied grin on his face - a face still glistening with my juices I might add – and his huge black cock hard in his hand as he slowly stroked it. It was so massive I felt a shudder of trepidation run through me even as I craved to have him take me with it. I admit, I was afraid it would hurt, that such a thick fuck organ would split me in two. Still, I couldn’t resist, and there was no way I was going to stop him from doing with me whatever he wanted.

“Don’t worry…” He said, leaning over me to kiss me. I could feel his thick cock lay onto my pelvis as he lowered himself; it was heavy. He kissed me; his hard, hot organ pressed between us. I moaned with desire, pushing against the huge shaft. The kiss left me panting with need. “Don’t worry. We’ll start off slow, and before you know it, you won’t even remember your husband’s name.”

I swallowed heavily, breathing heavily. My eyes drifted down from his commanding eyes to his dominating cock as it swayed above my wet pussy. Positioning the engorged head of his huge glans at my opening, I gasped as the hot flesh touched my most sensitive area. He slid the oversized organ between my lips before holding it up a little to show me how wet I was. I bit my lower lip as he positioned himself at my entry.

“Go slow…” I begged, my voice a breathy whisper, as I felt him slowly push. “Oh God… So big… Your cock is so big…”

His massive cock was hot pressed against me, but I was wet, so fucking wet, that he slid in without much resistance. I gasped, mouth agape, unable to speak as he slid maybe half of his length into my tight pussy. It didn’t hurt, it just took a little bit to get used to being filled like that. “So big… Oh my God… Fuck!”

Sliding a bit deeper, I couldn’t control my moan as I leaned my head back, my entire body stiffening from the massive fuck organ filling me. You know how it feels when your man hits that good spot, and you don’t ever want him to stop fucking you? Well, Damian was so huge that he was hitting every single good spot at once just by being inside me.

That was all it took. My body took over. My hips started to pivot, urging the massive, black cock deeper. I moaned, breathing heavy, delirious with pleasure. “Oh my God… Yes… Deeper… More…” I gasped, a slave to the thick shaft fucking my tight cunt. He smiled confidently and slowly began to fuck me, moving deeper with every thrust. He knew. I was his. I would do anything he asked just as long as he promised to fuck me with his dominating cock. I was a black cock addict from then on. “Oh God, yes, fuck me, fuck my little white pussy with your big, black cock. I’ll do anything, just don’t stop… Don’t…. Oh God… Oh God… Yes…”

I couldn’t help myself, Damian owned me, his fat cock controlled me. It only took a minute or two of slowly fucking me with his glorious, thick shaft and I was quivering, my muscles straining around his hard girth, my legs shaking. Oh fuck, I was going to cum. I mean, I was going to FUCKING CUM!

Sensing my impending orgasm, Damian slid his cock most of the way out, then slowly buried himself in me, his fat shaft filling me, making my legs shake as I cried out in breathless orgasm. Spasming, my hips thrust against his, my arms grasping at the cushion, I arched my back as animal sobs wracked my throat in time to each contraction around his huge fuck organ. I was a passenger to my body, the powerful orgasm overwhelming any control I may have retained. As the waves of ecstasy slowly subsided, I opened my eyes and looked up at my bull. He grinned back down at me, obviously enjoying the sight of me impaled on his cock, writhing in pleasure.

“Oh God, that was amazing. Can we do that some more?” I said, my voice quivering with pleasure as the endorphins bounced around my cum-drunk brain. Unbidden, my hips began to pivot again, slowly moving the huge shaft in and out. I could already feel the orgasmic tension rising as his hot cock slid through my tight channel, making my pussy hum with pleasure. He nodded, putting his powerful hands on my trembling thighs, he slid his long cock deep into my pussy again. I gasped as his cock hit home, unable to draw a full breath as I struggled beneath his magnificent shaft. “Oh God!”

Leaning forward on his thick arms, he began to fuck me in earnest, sliding six inches of thick, hard cock in at a time. I put my arms around his strong neck and looked into his eyes adoringly. I’d never been fucked like this in my life, never this all-encompassing pleasure, never this irresistible, never this overpowering. It only took another minute before I was cumming my brains out again, kissing him, wrapping my legs around him, urging him to bury himself in me as my pussy massaged his stiff cock.

“Oh Go… Fuck… Fuck… Fuck…” I moaned, incoherently, overcome with ecstasy, overpowered by his massive fuck organ buried in my tight cunt. I could feel myself gripping him as he continued to slowly fuck me, keeping me cumming for what seemed like forever. I think his overwhelming cock might have made me cum multiple times, back-to-back, crushing orgasms, one following the other.

I was in a fuck-induced trance, time standing still one moment and rushing by the next. beside to me, the beautiful Indian woman was on her knees, back arched, shapely ass in the air while her bull fucked her with his long, ebony club. She would look at me periodically, making eye contact, then her eyes would stare off into space as another orgasm overtook her.

To the side, Mike groaned and whined, shaking, as the cute, dominant black woman slowly, delicately, deliberately stroked his hard cock. Using just the tips of her fingers, she would slip them over his engorged cockhead. Mike would respond with a groan, straining, thrusting his hard cock. But as quickly as he responded, she stopped touching him, sometimes allowing a single spurt of cum to erupt. His eyes were desperate with need as he thrust ineffectually.

“Fuck, but your pussy is so warm and tight. You’re so fucking hot.” He murmured, thrusting a little harder. His massive cock was swollen and rock hard. Every time he’d bury his fuck organ in me his short, trimmed pubes would rub across my engorged clit, making me moan and squirm. “Oh yeah, dat’s it. I’m fixin’ to fill your sweet little married pussy with my seed!”

He thrust harder, pounding my overwhelmed body with his massive, long cock, his huge balls slapping against my asshole making me tense around his cock with every thrust. I was losing it. I’d never been fucked like that in my life. I could tell he was ready to cum, any second now.

“Oh God! Oh God! I love your cock! Gimme your cum! Gimme cum! Fu… Oh! Oh God!” I was shouting out loud, begging for his cum, begging for his cock, begging for him to make me his white slut. I would do anything for him and his cock. Then he drove deep, one time, two times, then a final, unstoppable thrust and I felt his massive shaft harden and swell. My body responded, as his massive fuck organ sprayed his cum into my cunt, my body exploded in pleasure. My cries became garbled and unintelligible, my limbs flailed, and I came.

I turned to look at my husband. I was having the most profound sexual experience of my life and being swept away by the most powerful orgasm I’d ever had. I had to share it with him in some small way. Weird, I know, I was being fucked by a huge, hung, bull-stud of a man, his massive cock pumping me full of his thick hot cum, and I wanted to share it with my hubby.

I watched him as long as I could, time seeming to stand still. He looked at me, stricken, but I was in ecstasy as Damien slid his thick cock in and out, pumping another massive load of cum into me. I felt his heat spreading from my pussy, his copious cum slipping from my cunt, around his girth. I opened my mouth to say something to Mike, I don’t remember what, but it came out as a groan of pleasure. Just as I was closing my eyes, giving into the overpowering ecstasy, I was enthralled by the sight of his big, hard cock exploding, a thick jet of cum shooting into the air and splattering against his cheek, leaving a thick rope on his chest. And then I closed my eyes, enraptured by the dominating cock filling my pussy. I belong to Damian now.

After Damien finished, I just lay there, shaking, sobbing with ecstasy. I was completely unable to control myself as I gasped for breath and slowly recovered. Kissing me, my stud slowly pulled his thick cock from my pussy. Even that sent an orgasmic thrill through me, making me moan and writhe. It was amazing, his cock was still fat and long, glistening with our shared juices. I remember mumbling something about not going. He looked at me, smiling.

“No worries, I’m not done with you yet.” He said, standing up. “I just thought I’d show your husband what kind of cock was just fuckin’ his hot little wife. And I need a drink of water.”

“Oh, OK babe. Hurry back.” I remember saying dreamily, rolling over onto my tummy and looked at my husband. “You’re not going to believe how fucking huge he is, hon. I mean, God, I would do anything for that cock. He’s way bigger than you…”

Yeah, I know, kinda shitty. But I was, like, drunk on orgasms. I had a gallon of endorphins bouncing around my well-fucked brain. I just wanted to share the best fuck of my life with the guy I love. OK, it sounded better in my head at the time.

Damian’s monster cock swayed in front of him, glistening in the torchlight, as he took the two steps over to where Mike was seated, Bobbi still at his side, her hand keeping his cock at attention. But her full attention was on Damian’s cock, and she gently slid her full, dark lips around the engorged head and began to suckle on him.

Mike stared at this huge organ, inches from his face. He wore a pained look, but there was arousal in his eyes, and his own shaft was turgid in the pretty black girl’s masterful fingers. Maybe it’s weird, but I kind of wanted to see Damian put his hard cock in Mike’s mouth.

“See this cock, man?” Damian said, his voice powerful and resonant. “You’re pretty blonde wife loves this cock. In fact, your wife will do anything for this cock. Won’t you, missy?”

I nodded, eyes wide with desire, sliding my hand underneath me to play with my pussy. Damian was so dominating; I couldn’t resist. 

“Tell him, make sure he believes you belong to this cock.”

“I’m sorry Mike, he’s right. I’ll do anything for him.” I purred, my fingers sliding into my cum-filled pussy. “My pussy belongs to him. I want his cock more than anything in the world.”

I watched, fascinated as Mike’s cock started to spurt, his cum dripping from his chest, a look of utter defeat on his face. Bobbi had let go of his cock a moment before, and Mike groaned in frustration as his ejaculation quickly flagged and his cock swayed back and forth. He was helpless to her touch, stiffening immediately as she took his dripping cockhead into her hand again.

“I’m gonna go fuck your wife for the rest of the night.” He said, taking his cock from the black woman’s lips, smiling at her. “You can collect her before her flight tomorrow.”

Mike’s eyes rolled in his head. He was clearly overwhelmed, and over stimulated. I noticed Krishna was on her husband’s lap, her own pussy drooling her stud’s cum all over Raj’s hard cock, lowering herself, but never quite letting him put his cock into her. Moments later, she stood, took her stud’s hand, and followed him back to the lounger where she crawled on top of him and slid down over his massive cock. Raj groaned as his girl jerked his cock onto the dark skin of her thigh.

Damian crawled onto the lounge and straddled my thighs, slapping my ass with his hard cock. He was going to take me and fuck me deep. I looked up at Mike as I felt the massive organ slip between my thighs and right into by slippery opening. He started to push into me, and my world exploded in ecstasy. I vaguely remember Mike’s face looking sad, but Damian’s perfect cock made me not care anymore.


Epilogue


So, that’s it. That’s my true story of how I became a Hot Wife Snowbunny. OK, I may have embellished a little, but it’s true. I went into my Honeymoon, in love with Mike, dedicated to him, and with every intention of being monogamous (at least as far as other guys). But there’s something about a strong, muscular, hung black man that turns me to jelly. I can’t resist them. I’m just lucky Mike is willing to entertain my fetish, and he admits that he gets off on being cuckolded. He likes the way I look getting fucked by a huge, black cock, he says I look magnificent. Besides, I’m still hot as fuck and I fuck his brains out almost every single day. So far, it works for us.

Oh, so I guess I should wrap things up…  

Damian fucked me four more times that night. At some point, he carried me back to a luxury room where the two hung bulls took turns fucking Krishna and me. I’d never had two cocks in me at the same time before then, I think I passed out at the end.

And I did get to eat out Krishna’s pretty, little pussy (yay me!). I made her cum, a lot (yay her!). She returned the favor, too (Yay me, again!). But the bulls were irresistible, and unstoppable.

Mike came to collect me about noon. I had finally crawled out of bed, grabbed a quick shower, and got changed into the pretty sundress I’d bought for the trip home. When he arrived, I was standing, bent over the dresser, dress pulled up over my ass, with Bronte fucking me hard. But Mike was good. He knew his place and waited politely while Bronte filled my pussy with his seed, one more time. Mike’s cock was rock hard in his shorts.

We didn’t really talk about what had happened on the trip home. Mike said he wanted to process it. Frankly, I’d taken my last Brown Bettie, and I’d shared a joint with Bronte before he arrived, plus, I had been fucked to exhaustion. I slept most of the flight to DIA, Denver International, and on the car ride home.

It was about a week later that Mike broached the subject. He’d thought long and hard and decided that he liked watching his hot wife fuck big black cocks, even if he found it a little intimidating. And he was OK with it as long as I still came back to him, and I still brought girls home to play with every now and then.

And so, began my life as a Hot Wife and a Snowbunny, and Mike’s life as an occasional cuckhold. Let me tell you, it worked out great for the both of us. The sex is amazing, and our marriage is stronger. It’s not for everyone, but it is for us.


Scrap Book Photos

I’ve been playing around with AI images over the past year and I thought it would be fun to recreate a few images from my honeymoon. I based these off my actual photos, and I tried to make me look like, well, me, maybe a nip and tuck here and there. I hope you like them!
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Afterword


COVID sucks. So many sick, so many dead. Mike and I have been lucky. We’ve remained healthy, our families have remained healthy with the exception of my twenty-two-year-old nephew who thought he was invincible, but he’s recovering.

Mike’s job has transitioned to remote, amazingly smoothly I might add, and he’s been at home since mid-February. I was sent home in March, and it was about a month before I was able to get up and running remotely. Did you know you can buy and finance a car from your living room couch? Yup, you can.

With the exception of a carefully quarantined visit in July, I haven’t had a black cock since last Christmas. Not a real one, anyway. Mike did buy me a Shane Diesel life-sized cock for my birthday, so I can enjoy some three-way action with just the two of us. After the first few weeks stuck at home, and seeing the government’s pathetic response to the pandemic, we decided we were probably stuck home for a long run. So, we decided we should expand our sexual repertoires.

So, first, unless one of us is really not in the mood, we start the day with an orgasm. Oral, sex, mutual masturbation, a vibrator race, whatever. It puts a smile on our faces and gets the day going in a good fashion. Here’s a few other things we’re tried and what’s on the list…

	Anal sex. I wasn’t that into it, but after our honeymoon, I started experimenting. It makes for a nice change of pace, makes me feel like a dirty girl, and Mike loves it. So, let’s just say I’m a lot more into my ass, and so is Mike. 

	Edging. I love to make Mike squirm by teasing his cock for as long as he can stand it. I’ve gotten good enough that I can keep him rock hard for over an hour, make him ejaculate a few times and keep going. My best so far? Three ruined orgasms before he exploded all over the place. He needed a shower and a nap afterwards. I’m looking forward to a lesson or two from Bobbi when we can return to the Bahamas when all this is over. 

	I’ve also discovered that I like to make myself cum with a vibrator (OK, I knew that part), but I like Mike to jerk off onto me while I cum. It’s weird, I know, but it’s fucking hot for me. 

	We now tease each other when we’re on video calls. I’ll sit out of camera range and suck on Mike’s cock, timing it so that he cums just after he signs off, most of the time. And if I seem a little distracted by the time we’ve completed all your loan paperwork, it’s not you, I’m just cumming my brains out. 

	We’re working our way through all the sexual positions. 

	Definitely done some play acting and Cosplay. 

	I discovered I’m a squirter. I always was, but now I’m REALLY A SQUIRTER, if you know what I mean. 

	On the to-do list? 

	See how many times Mike can make Chrissy cum in ten minutes (3 time so far). It’s an ongoing project. 

	Electro-sex. We have a package with an electronic dildo, nipple clamps, and cock ring in the mail for the holidays. 

	Still trying to get Mike to let me fuck him with a strap-on. Maybe if I get him drunk enough? (You can never get me that drunk! – M) 

	And sex with other people again when we don’t have to worry about this fucking virus anymore. 



Stay safe folks, fuck with your significant other(s) every day, find a fuck buddy, or fuck someone you’re stuck with. We all need a little physical love. I hope my story helps you get through some of the dark times ahead, or that you just like jerking off to it.

Oh, and hey, if you like my stories, give them a good rating and maybe a kind review on Amazon. Maybe someday I can write full time.

Kisses,

Chrissy


About the author


Chrissy White is a thirty-something Loans Officer residing in a quiet suburb of Boulder, Colorado with her husband, Mike, and their Weimaraner, Klutzy. Happily married, Chrissy likes to have lots of sex with other men, specifically, hung, black men.

Known in local swinger circles as a “Hot Wife” and a “Snow Bunny”, Chrissy describes herself as “A nympho who just can’t resist a big, black cock.” Luckily, Mike agrees, admitting he likes watching his attractive wife fucking other men.

Chrissy writes erotic stories as a stress reliever for her self-described nymphomania, often pecking out a story while home alone by the fire, or even while helping clients finance their new, fully loaded SUV. (see Chrissy for great rates! – Ed)
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