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Bon Voyage Flirt



The salty ocean breeze whipped across the embarkation deck of the Emerald Voyager, carrying the excited chatter of hundreds of passengers boarding for a seven-night Caribbean escape. Bailey stood at the railing beside her husband, Miles, her sun-kissed brown bob dancing lightly in the wind. At 28, she felt a spark of genuine thrill she hadn’t experienced in months, maybe years. The petite athletic frame she’d honed through beach volleyball back home looked perfect in her white sundress that hugged her perky B-cups and flared just enough to show off her toned legs. Amber eyes sparkled as she took in the massive ship, the bright blue sky, and the promise of sun, sea, and uninterrupted time with Miles.

“This is going to be amazing,” she said, squeezing his hand. Her voice carried that bright, hopeful energy she always had at the start of vacations. “No work emails, no alarms, just us and the ocean.”

Miles smiled down at her, his slim runner’s build relaxed in khaki shorts and a polo. At 30, he still had that boyish charm that had first drawn her to him, even if their bedroom life had settled into something… comfortable. Predictable. His six-inch cock was enough most nights, but lately Bailey had caught herself daydreaming about something more, something that made her pulse race the way it used to when they were newlyweds. She pushed the thought away, blaming it on the romance of the cruise.

“Definitely,” Miles replied, kissing her temple. “I booked the best balcony room they had. We’re going to make some memories.”

They joined the slow-moving line for the safety drill, life vests clutched awkwardly under their arms. The crowd pressed together near the lifeboats, and that’s when Bailey first noticed him.

Kendrick.

He stood out effortlessly, 6’2” of sculpted ex-athlete muscle poured into a crisp white crew uniform that stretched across his broad chest and powerful shoulders. Smooth dark skin gleamed under the tropical sun, and his easy, confident smile lit up the entire muster station. As one of the ship’s entertainers, he moved through the passengers with natural charisma, demonstrating how to secure the vest while cracking light jokes that had everyone laughing.

Bailey’s amber eyes lingered a second too long when his gaze swept the crowd and locked onto hers. A slow, knowing smile curved his full lips. He didn’t look away. Instead, he held the eye contact, letting it stretch just long enough for heat to bloom low in her belly.

She felt her cheeks warm and quickly glanced down at her vest, fiddling with the straps. God, what was that? she thought, heart skipping. Miles was right beside her, oblivious, adjusting his own vest with that focused little frown he got when concentrating.

Kendrick continued his demonstration, but every few seconds his deep voice carried across the group, and Bailey found herself tuning in to the rich timbre. When the drill wrapped up and passengers began dispersing, he made his way directly toward them, moving with that effortless predatory grace.

“First time on the Emerald Voyager?” Kendrick asked, his tone warm and welcoming, as if they were already old friends. Up close, he was even more imposing. Broad chest, thick arms, and an aura of quiet dominance that made the air around him feel charged.

Bailey nodded, suddenly aware of how her sundress clung to her athletic curves in the humid air. “Yes, just boarded. I’m Bailey, this is my husband Miles.”

“Kendrick,” he replied, extending a large, powerful hand first to Miles, then to her. When his palm engulfed hers, a jolt shot straight between her legs. His grip was firm, lingering a beat longer than necessary, thumb brushing the sensitive skin of her wrist. “Welcome aboard. I handle the nightlife shows and a few private excursions. If you two need anything, anything at all, don’t hesitate.”

Miles chuckled politely. “Thanks, man. We’re here for some relaxation. Maybe catch one of your shows?”

“Absolutely,” Kendrick said, but his dark eyes had already slid back to Bailey. “Especially the late-night deck parties. The music gets everyone moving… hips don’t lie out here on the water.” His gaze dropped deliberately to her legs, then back up, slow and appreciative. “You look like you know how to move, Bailey.”

The compliment landed low and hot. She laughed, a little breathier than she intended. “Beach volleyball keeps me in shape. But I’m not sure I can keep up with cruise ship pros.”

“You’d be surprised what you can keep up with once you let go a little,” Kendrick murmured, voice dropping just enough that Miles might not have caught the double meaning. “I’ll be keeping an eye out for you two tonight at the welcome mixer on the Lido deck. Sunset cocktails, good vibes. Don’t miss it.”

He gave them both a nod, but the wink he sent Bailey’s way as he turned to help another group felt like a secret promise. She watched the way his powerful back and tight ass filled out those uniform pants as he walked away, a forbidden flutter stirring deep in her core.

Miles slipped an arm around her waist. “Seems like a friendly guy. Cruise staff really go all out, huh?”

“Yeah,” Bailey managed, pressing closer to her husband even as her mind replayed the heat of Kendrick’s touch on her wrist. “Friendly.”

They spent the next hour exploring the ship, marveling at the pools, the towering atrium, the elegant staterooms. Their own balcony cabin was perfect: king bed, private outdoor space overlooking the ocean, and a bathroom with a rainfall shower that promised steamy nights. Bailey unpacked while Miles checked the minibar, but her thoughts kept drifting back to those dark eyes and the way Kendrick’s presence had made her feel… seen. Desired in a way that felt dangerous.

By evening, the Lido Deck had transformed into a vibrant welcome party. String lights twinkled overhead, a live band played upbeat tropical tunes, and passengers in colorful resort wear mingled with drinks in hand. Bailey had changed into a flirty turquoise sundress that showed off her toned legs and the gentle swell of her perky breasts. Miles looked sharp in a linen shirt, but she could already sense the familiar comfort of their routine settling in.

They found a high-top table near the railing and ordered cocktails, something fruity and strong for her, a beer for him. The sun dipped toward the horizon, painting the sea in fiery oranges and pinks.

Then Kendrick appeared again, this time out of uniform and in a fitted black polo that accentuated every ridge of his sculpted torso. He moved through the crowd as if he owned it, stopping to chat, laugh, flirt harmlessly. When he spotted them, his smile widened.

“There she is,” he said, sliding up to their table with two fresh drinks in hand, refills, apparently. “Figured you might need these after all that unpacking. On the house for new friends.”

Miles raised his glass in thanks. “Appreciate it, Kendrick. You don’t have to do that.”

“Part of the job,” Kendrick replied easily, but his attention was already on Bailey. “Dance with me, beautiful? Your husband won’t mind sharing one song, right? Help break in the cruise spirit.”

Bailey’s pulse quickened. She glanced at Miles, who gave a small, almost hesitant nod, his cheeks flushing just a touch. “Go ahead, babe. I’ll hold our spot.”

She let Kendrick take her hand, his large fingers wrapping completely around hers as he led her onto the open deck where couples were already swaying. The music shifted to something slower, sexier. Kendrick pulled her close, not scandalously so, but close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off his tall, muscular frame. One big hand settled at the small of her back, the other holding hers as they moved.

“You smell like coconut and trouble,” he murmured against her ear, voice low and velvet-smooth. His breath tickled her skin. “That little sundress is doing dangerous things to a man, Bailey.”

She laughed softly, but her body betrayed her, nipples tightening against the thin fabric as his thigh brushed between hers in the rhythm of the dance. “You’re very forward for someone we just met.”

“Life’s too short for games at sea,” he countered, guiding her into a gentle spin before pulling her back flush against him. She could feel the solid wall of his chest, the power in his arms. “Especially when a woman like you walks on board looking like every fantasy I didn’t know I had tonight.”

Bailey’s breath hitched. The way he said it, so confident, so unapologetic, sent a rush of wetness between her thighs. She tried to focus on the music, on Miles watching from the table, but Kendrick’s presence overwhelmed everything. His hand slid a fraction lower on her back, fingers splaying possessively.

“You’re married,” she whispered, half reminder to herself.

“So are half the women I dance with,” he replied, undeterred. “But not all of them look at me the way you did during that safety drill. Like you’re starving for something real.” His lips brushed the shell of her ear. “Tell me I’m wrong.”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Because he wasn’t wrong. The routine sex with Miles, the gentle but predictable touches, had left a quiet ache she’d been ignoring. Here, with Kendrick’s massive frame dominating her space, that ache roared to life.

When the song ended, he didn’t release her immediately. Instead, he leaned in, voice a filthy promise. “I’ll be around all week, Bailey. If you ever want to feel what it’s like to be properly handled… you know where to find me.”

He walked her back to Miles, exchanging easy pleasantries as if nothing had happened. But Bailey’s legs felt shaky, her panties damp, and when she sat down, Miles noticed the flush on her cheeks.

“Having fun?” he asked, voice a little tighter than usual.

“Yeah,” she breathed, taking a long sip of her drink. “The cruise is already better than I expected.”

As the party continued and Kendrick circulated, throwing occasional heated glances her way, Bailey felt the first real crack in the comfortable life she and Miles had built. A forbidden excitement hummed beneath her skin. She didn’t know it yet, but this bon voyage flirtation was only the beginning of her surrender.


Deck Drinks



The tropical night air wrapped around the Lido deck like a warm, humid embrace as the Emerald Voyager cut smoothly through the darkening sea. Colored lights pulsed in time with the upbeat reggae and calypso beats spilling from the speakers, turning the open deck into a vibrant floating party. Bailey nursed her second fruity cocktail, the sweet rum sliding down her throat while her amber eyes kept drifting across the crowd. Her turquoise sundress felt thinner than it had earlier, the fabric brushing teasingly against her sensitive nipples every time she shifted.

Miles sat beside her at their high-top table, his slim runner’s build relaxed but his gaze sharper now, watching her with a mix of affection and something new, something hungry. “You looked good out there dancing with him,” he said quietly, leaning in so only she could hear. His hand rested on her thigh under the table, thumb stroking lightly. “Kendrick seems… charismatic.”

Bailey smiled, a flush creeping up her neck. “He’s just doing his job, being friendly to passengers.” But even as she said it, her mind replayed the solid heat of Kendrick’s body during that first dance, the way his large hand had claimed the small of her back as if he already owned the right.

Before Miles could reply, Kendrick appeared again, moving through the crowd with that effortless predatory grace. He carried fresh drinks, another round for both of them, and set them down with a charismatic grin. “Can’t let the newlyweds go thirsty on their first night at sea,” he said, his deep voice cutting through the music. He looked even more imposing in the dim lighting, the black polo clinging to every ridge of muscle earned from years as an athlete. “Mind if I join you for a bit? The night’s just getting started.”

Miles gestured to the empty stool. “Sure, man. Pull up a seat.”

Kendrick sat, his powerful thigh brushing Bailey’s under the table as he settled in. The casual contact sent a spark straight to her core. He raised his glass in a toast. “To new adventures… and letting loose where no one back home will ever know.”

They clinked glasses. Bailey took a longer sip than usual, the alcohol loosening the nervous flutter in her stomach. Conversation flowed easily at first, Kendrick sharing funny stories about past cruises, Miles laughing along while stealing glances at his wife. But the energy shifted when the band slowed the tempo into something sultrier.

“Come on, Bailey,” Kendrick said, standing and offering his large hand again. “Let’s give your husband a proper show this time. One dance won’t hurt.”

She hesitated only a second, glancing at Miles. Her husband’s cheeks were flushed, but he nodded, eyes bright with unmistakable interest. “Go ahead, babe. I’ll watch from here.”

Kendrick led her onto the dance floor, pulling her close the moment they reached the center of the swaying bodies. This time there was no polite distance. His big hand splayed possessively across her lower back, pressing her petite athletic frame flush against his tall, muscular body. Bailey gasped softly as she felt the hard contours of his chest and abs, the sheer size difference making her feel tiny and delicate in his arms.

“Fuck, you feel good,” Kendrick murmured low in her ear, his breath hot against her sun-kissed skin. “That little body of yours was made for a man who knows how to handle it.” His thigh slid between hers as they moved, the slow grind of his hips deliberate and rhythmic. She could feel the thick outline of his cock through his pants, already half-hard and massive, pressing insistently against her belly. Twelve inches of girthy BBC, even soft it dwarfed anything she’d experienced with Miles.

Bailey’s breath hitched, her perky B-cups with their sensitive nipples tightening painfully against the thin fabric of her dress. Wetness flooded her panties as he rolled his hips, grinding that massive bulge right against her mound. “Kendrick… we’re in public,” she whispered, but her body betrayed her, hips tilting instinctively to meet his movements.

“Exactly,” he growled softly, voice dripping with filthy confidence. “Nobody here knows you’re a married little wife. They just see a sexy woman finally getting what she needs.” One hand slid down to cup her ass, squeezing firmly as he pulled her even tighter. “Tell me you don’t feel how much bigger I am than that husband of yours. Feel that fat black cock rubbing against you? That’s what a real man brings to the table.”

The vulgar words sent a shameful thrill through her. Bailey bit her lip, amber eyes fluttering half-closed as the grinding intensified. Every slow circle of his hips dragged that enormous bulge across her clit through their clothes, building a steady, aching pressure. Her sensitive nipples ached for attention, and she could feel her pussy clenching emptily, already soaking.

Across the deck, Miles watched from their table, his slim frame tense. His cock twitched in his shorts, only six inches and average, as he saw his wife’s petite body pressed so intimately against the much larger black man. The way Kendrick’s powerful frame dominated her, the subtle roll of hips that looked far too sexual for a casual dance… it stirred something deep and unexpected in him. A hot flush of arousal mixed with humiliation. He loved Bailey, but seeing her like this, flushed, breathing faster, clearly affected, made his own dick throb with forbidden excitement.

Kendrick noticed Miles watching and smirked over Bailey’s shoulder, locking eyes with the husband while he continued grinding against the wife. “Your girl’s getting nice and wet for me already,” he murmured just loud enough for her to hear. “Bet that pretty little pussy is dripping down her thighs thinking about how my twelve-inch BBC is gonna stretch her open.”

Bailey whimpered softly, her athletic legs trembling as the dirty talk pushed her closer to the edge. She tried to maintain some composure, but her body moved with him now, grinding back shamelessly. The size contrast was intoxicating, his sculpted ex-athlete body making her 5’5” frame look fragile and feminine, his massive cock promising pleasures Miles could never deliver.

The song blended into another, and Kendrick didn’t let go. Instead, he spun her slowly so her back was to Miles, then let his hand slip between them, boldly cupping her mound through the sundress for a brief, scandalous second. His thick fingers pressed against her soaked panties. “So fucking wet already,” he praised in that smooth, commanding tone. “Good girl. Keep that fire burning for me.”

When the music finally shifted back to something upbeat, Kendrick walked her back to the table, his hand resting possessively at the base of her spine. Bailey’s legs felt weak, her face flushed, nipples visibly hard against her dress. She slid onto her stool beside Miles, who immediately noticed the way she squirmed, thighs pressing together.

“Are you okay, babe?” Miles asked, voice husky. His hand found her thigh again, higher this time, feeling the heat radiating from her skin.

Bailey nodded, taking a shaky sip of her drink. “Just… the dancing got a little intense.” She couldn’t meet his eyes fully, but the way her body still hummed from Kendrick’s touch told the real story.

Kendrick leaned in, speaking to both of them but staring at Bailey. “Plenty more nights like this ahead. If you two ever want to take things somewhere more private… my cabin door’s always open for special guests.” His dark eyes promised filth. “Especially pretty wives who know how to move like that.”

He excused himself to circulate through the party, but not before giving Bailey one last heated look that made her pussy throb.

Miles squeezed her thigh, his own arousal evident in the slight bulge in his shorts. “That was… something,” he admitted quietly, a nervous but excited smile tugging at his lips. “He really seemed into you.”

Bailey bit her lip, the taste of rum and forbidden desire on her tongue. The routine comfort of their marriage suddenly felt too small compared to the raw, dominant energy Kendrick exuded. As the deck party continued around them and the ship sailed deeper into the night, she felt the first real crack in the comfortable life she and Miles had built. A forbidden excitement hummed under her skin. She didn’t know it yet, but this bon voyage flirtation was only the beginning of her surrender.


Midnight Balcony



The ship’s gentle rocking lulled the night into a velvet hush as Bailey and Miles retreated to their private balcony stateroom. The moon hung low over the endless black ocean, casting silvery light across the water. Bailey stood at the railing in a thin white tank top and soft cotton sleep shorts that barely covered the curve of her athletic ass, her sun-kissed bob tousled from the sea breeze. Her perky B-cups rose and fell with each excited breath, sensitive nipples already stiff against the fabric. The rum from the deck party still hummed warmly in her veins, but it was the memory of Kendrick’s massive bulge grinding against her that kept her pussy slick and aching.

Miles stepped up behind her, his slim runner’s build pressing close. His hands slid around her waist, but his touch felt gentler, more familiar than the commanding grip she’d felt earlier. “Beautiful night,” he murmured, kissing the side of her neck. “You were incredible out there dancing.”

Bailey leaned back into him, but her amber eyes kept scanning the darkened decks below. “It was fun,” she whispered, voice breathy. She could still feel the phantom heat of Kendrick’s thick cock against her belly, the way his filthy words had made her clit throb. “Miles… he’s so different. So… big.”

Before Miles could respond, a soft knock sounded on their stateroom door. They both froze. Miles pulled away first, glancing at her with wide eyes. “You think…?”

Bailey’s heart hammered. She nodded once, thighs pressing together as fresh wetness coated her panties. Miles went to the door and opened it.

Kendrick stood there in the hallway light, now wearing a simple black tank top that showcased his sculpted ex-athlete arms and chest, paired with loose athletic shorts that did nothing to hide the heavy swing of his massive BBC. He filled the doorway, dark skin gleaming, confident smile flashing white teeth.

“Hope I’m not interrupting the newlyweds,” he said smoothly, voice low and rich. “Saw your balcony light still on from the deck below. Thought I’d stop by for that stargazing you mentioned earlier, Bailey. The view up here is supposed to be incredible.”

Miles swallowed, his six-inch cock already twitching in his shorts at the sight of the dominant black man. “Uh… sure. Come on in.”

Kendrick stepped inside, his presence immediately dominating the small luxury cabin. His eyes locked on Bailey at the railing, raking over her petite 5’5” athletic frame with open hunger. “Damn, baby. You look even better half-dressed.” He crossed the room in two strides and joined her on the balcony, standing so close that his muscular arm brushed hers.

Miles hovered near the sliding door, watching silently as the tension thickened the air.

Kendrick leaned on the railing beside her, his deep voice dropping to a intimate murmur. “Couldn’t stop thinking about how wet that little married pussy got grinding on me earlier. Bet you’re still soaked, aren’t you?”

Bailey’s breath caught, cheeks burning. She glanced back at Miles, who gave a small, shaky nod, his face flushed with arousal and that budding cuckold thrill. “I… maybe,” she admitted, voice trembling with need.

Kendrick chuckled darkly, turning her gently to face him. One large hand cupped her jaw, thumb stroking her lower lip. “No maybe about it. Let’s see.” Without waiting for permission, he pulled her into a kiss, deep, demanding, and filthy. His tongue invaded her mouth with possessive strokes while his other hand slid down her body, cupping one perky tit and pinching the sensitive nipple hard enough to make her moan into his mouth.

Bailey melted instantly. Her small hands clutched at his broad chest as Kendrick’s kiss turned savage, claiming her with raw dominance Miles had never shown. The size contrast hit her hard, his tall, sculpted body making her feel tiny and feminine, completely overpowered.

Miles watched from the doorway, cock rock-hard in his shorts as his wife made out shamelessly with the much larger black bull. The wet sounds of their kissing, Bailey’s soft whimpers, the way her body arched into Kendrick, it sent a hot wave of humiliation-laced lust through him.

Kendrick broke the kiss with a wet pop, lips glistening. “Good girl. Now let’s give your husband a real show.” He spun Bailey so her back pressed against his chest, facing Miles. One thick arm banded around her waist while his free hand dipped straight into her sleep shorts. His long fingers found her soaked pussy instantly. “Fuck, baby. Dripping like a faucet. This married cunt is starving for BBC, isn’t it?”

Bailey cried out as two thick fingers pushed inside her tight channel, stretching her far more than Miles ever could. Kendrick pumped them slowly at first, curling to stroke her g-spot while his thumb circled her swollen clit. The wet, obscene squelching sounds filled the balcony.

“Oh god… Kendrick…” she moaned, head falling back against his muscular shoulder. Her hips bucked helplessly as he fingered her with expert precision, building pressure fast.

“Look at your husband while I play with this pussy,” Kendrick commanded, voice rough with lust. “Tell him how much bigger my fingers feel already. Tell him you’re gonna need a real cock soon.”

Bailey’s amber eyes locked on Miles, who stood transfixed, hand unconsciously rubbing the front of his shorts. “It feels… so much better,” she gasped, voice breaking as Kendrick added a third finger, stretching her deliciously. “He’s so thick… stretching me… Miles, I’m so wet for him…”

Miles groaned softly, eyes glazed with arousal. “Fuck… keep going, babe. Let him make you feel good.”

Kendrick’s free hand yanked her tank top up, exposing her perky B-cups to the night air. He pinched and rolled her sensitive nipples while his fingers fucked her faster, palm slapping wetly against her clit. Bailey’s athletic legs shook, juices running down her thighs.

“You’re gonna squirt for me tonight, little wife,” Kendrick growled in her ear. “Gonna make this pussy gush all over my hand while your husband watches like a good boy.”

The overstimulation hit her hard, his relentless fingering, the dirty ownership talk, the public risk of being on an open balcony where anyone on a lower deck might glance up. Bailey’s body tensed, amber eyes rolling back as the orgasm crashed through her.

“Fuck, I’m cumming!” she screamed, pussy clamping down on his thick fingers. A hot gush of squirt sprayed out, soaking his hand and the balcony floor as her petite frame convulsed in his arms.

Kendrick didn’t stop, milking every spasm until she was whimpering and oversensitive, twitching against him. Only then did he slowly withdraw his dripping fingers and bring them to her lips. “Clean them, Bailey. Taste how much you loved getting finger-fucked by a real man.”

She obeyed without thinking, sucking his thick digits clean while staring at Miles, who looked ready to explode from the sight.

Kendrick kissed the top of her head possessively. “That was just the appetizer, baby. Tomorrow night… you’re coming to my stateroom. Gonna stretch that tight little married pussy with every inch of this BBC.” He palmed his massive bulge for emphasis, the heavy outline unmistakable. “And your husband can listen at the door if he wants. Or better yet… watch me breed you.”

Bailey trembled in the aftershocks, her body already craving more, the breeding talk igniting something primal and shameless inside her. Miles stepped closer, eyes dark with lust and submission.

The midnight balcony had shattered another boundary. Bailey’s surrender was accelerating, and the cruise had only just begun.


First Stateroom



Bailey’s heart pounded against her ribs as she slipped down the dimly lit corridor toward Kendrick’s crew stateroom, the ship’s gentle sway doing nothing to calm the storm of lust and nerves raging inside her. It was well past midnight on the second night at sea. Miles had kissed her deeply before she left their balcony cabin, his slim hands trembling with a mix of jealousy and aching arousal. “Go,” he had whispered hoarsely. “I want to hear everything when you get back… or maybe watch next time.” His six-inch cock had been rock hard at the mere thought.

Now, wearing only a short silk robe over nothing but a tiny black thong, Bailey paused outside Kendrick’s door. Her petite body already felt heavy and sensitive, amber eyes dark with need, sun-kissed bob slightly messy from running her fingers through it anxiously. She knocked softly.

The door opened almost instantly.

Kendrick filled the frame, towering in nothing but tight black boxer briefs that strained obscenely against the massive twelve-inch girthy BBC already thickening inside them. His sculpted ex-athlete body gleamed under the low cabin lights, with his broad chest, ridged abs, and powerful thighs. His dark eyes raked over her with raw hunger.

“About fucking time, little wife,” he growled, voice thick with command. One large hand shot out, grabbed the front of her robe, and yanked her inside. The door clicked shut behind her, locking with finality.

Before Bailey could speak, Kendrick’s mouth crashed down on hers in a brutal, claiming kiss. His tongue fucked into her mouth while his hands ripped the silk robe open and shoved it off her shoulders. It pooled at her feet, leaving her nearly naked. He palmed her perky tits roughly, thumbs flicking her sensitive nipples until she moaned loudly into his mouth.

“Fuck, these pretty little tits are so sensitive,” he murmured against her lips. “Gonna have you squirting all over my BBC tonight, Bailey. Gonna ruin this married pussy for your husband forever.”

He walked her backward until her legs hit the edge of his king-sized bed, then pushed her down onto her back. Bailey’s athletic legs spread instinctively as Kendrick loomed over her, hooking his fingers into her tiny thong and tearing it down her toned legs in one rough motion. He spread her thighs wide, exposing her glistening, shaved pussy.

“Look at that pretty pink cunt,” he said, voice dripping filth. “Already dripping for black cock. Miles know his wife is about to get stretched by a real man?”

Bailey whimpered, nodding frantically. “He… he knows. He wanted me to come.”

Kendrick smirked, dropping to his knees between her legs. “Good boy.” He buried his face in her pussy without warning, thick tongue lapping greedily at her soaked folds before sucking hard on her swollen clit.

Bailey cried out, back arching sharply. His tongue was relentless, long, skilled strokes mixed with a filthy suction that had her hips bucking against his mouth. Within minutes she was shaking, the first orgasm ripping through her petite body as she squirted lightly against his chin.

“Fuck yes, squirting already,” Kendrick groaned, wiping his glistening face. He stood, shoving his boxer briefs down.

Bailey’s amber eyes widened in shock and raw hunger. His BBC sprang free, twelve inches of thick, veiny black meat, girthy enough that her fingers wouldn’t meet if she tried to wrap them around it. The heavy shaft bobbed menacingly, the fat mushroom head already leaking pre-cum. The size contrast against her slight frame was obscene.

“Oh, my god…” she breathed, reaching for it with both hands. “It’s so fucking huge…”

Kendrick chuckled darkly. “Bigger than your husband’s little dick, huh? Say it.”

“So much bigger,” Bailey moaned, stroking the hot, throbbing length with both hands. “Miles is only six inches… this is a monster.”

“That’s right, baby. Now open those pretty legs and take your first real fucking.”

He climbed onto the bed, positioning the massive head at her entrance. Bailey’s breath came in short gasps as he rubbed the fat tip up and down her slick folds, coating himself in her juices. Then he pushed.

The stretch was immediate and overwhelming. Bailey’s eyes rolled back as the thick head popped inside, her tight pussy lips stretching obscenely around the girthy black shaft. “Fuuuuck, it’s too big!” she cried, but her hips lifted greedily for more.

Kendrick gripped her athletic thighs, spreading her wider. “Take it, little wife. This married cunt belongs to BBC now.” He sank another thick inch, then another, slow but relentless, watching her belly bulge slightly from the sheer size.

Every inch felt like pure bliss and delicious pain. Bailey’s sensitive walls fluttered and clenched around the invading cock, sensations she’d never felt with Miles flooding her body. When he finally bottomed out, balls-deep, his heavy sack resting against her ass, she was already trembling on the edge again.

“Goddamn, you’re tight,” Kendrick groaned, holding still so she could adjust. “Feel that? Every fucking inch of me buried in your womb. Gonna breed this pussy tonight.”

He started thrusting, long, powerful strokes that dragged along every sensitive spot inside her. The wet, filthy sounds of his thick cock pounding her soaked cunt filled the stateroom. Bailey’s perky tits bounced with each thrust, nipples diamond-hard.

“Harder!” she begged shamelessly, nails digging into his muscular shoulders. “Fuck me harder with that big black cock!”

Kendrick obliged, slamming into her with deep, bruising strokes. The bed creaked violently. He leaned down, sucking hard on her sensitive nipples while his hips pistoned faster. Bailey’s second orgasm hit like a tidal wave; she squirted hard around his thrusting BBC, juices spraying across his abs and the sheets as she screamed.

“That’s it, squirt on my dick, you filthy little hotwife!” Kendrick snarled, not slowing. He flipped her onto all fours, gripping her slim waist and pounding her from behind even deeper. The new angle made her see stars, his heavy balls slapping her clit with every thrust.

Overstimulation made her legs shake uncontrollably, but Kendrick kept going, fucking her through orgasm after orgasm. “Gonna fill you up,” he growled, voice rough. “Gonna pump this married womb full of my black seed. You want that, Bailey? Want me to breed you while your husband waits back in your room?”

“Yes! Breed me!” she cried, pushing back to meet his brutal thrusts. “Cum inside me, knock me up with that huge BBC!”

Kendrick’s rhythm turned savage. He reached around to rub her clit roughly, forcing another squirting orgasm from her oversensitive body just as his own climax hit. With a deep, animalistic groan he buried himself to the hilt and erupted.

Thick, hot ropes of cum blasted directly against her cervix, load after heavy load flooding her womb. The sheer volume made her belly feel full, some of the creamy seed already leaking out around his still-thrusting cock.

He stayed buried deep, grinding slowly as the last spurts emptied into her. “Good girl. First breeding creampie of the week. There’s plenty more coming.”

Finally, Kendrick pulled out with a wet pop. A thick river of his pearly cum gushed from her stretched, gaping pussy. He admired the sight for a moment, then grabbed his phone.

“Smile for your husband,” he said, snapping a quick photo of her well-fucked, cum-dripping cunt. “Send this to Miles. Tell him his wife just got properly bred.”

Bailey, still panting and twitching from overstimulation, took the phone with shaky hands and sent the photo along with a single filthy message: “He just filled me so deep… coming back soon so you can clean me up.”

Kendrick pulled her into his arms for one last possessive kiss. “Tomorrow we do this again. And the day after. By the end of this cruise, you’ll be addicted to this BBC and begging me to own you completely.”

Bailey nodded weakly, legs still trembling as she slipped her robe back on. Cum continued to leak down her thighs as she made her way back to her husband.

Miles was waiting, eyes wide with lust when she entered and dropped the robe, revealing her freshly fucked, creampie-filled pussy.

The first taste of real BBC had shattered her completely. There was no going back.


Ship Activities Tease



The Caribbean sun blazed high over the Emerald Voyager as the ship anchored near a pristine private island for the day’s shore excursion. Bailey stepped onto the tender boat in a skimpy white bikini that barely contained her perky B-cups, the thin triangles of fabric doing little to hide her sensitive nipples, already stiff from the warm breeze and constant low-level arousal humming through her body. Her body, toned from beach volleyball, looked deliciously fuckable, sun-kissed brown bob bouncing as she moved. Cum from last night’s breeding still faintly leaked into the bikini bottoms whenever she shifted, a filthy reminder of Kendrick’s massive BBC claiming her womb.

Miles walked beside her, his slim runner’s build in board shorts, a visible semi pressing against the fabric. He hadn’t stopped touching her since she returned to their cabin leaking thick ropes of black cum. He’d eagerly dropped to his knees and cleaned her thoroughly with his tongue, moaning about how good she tasted mixed with another man’s load. The humiliation had left him rock-hard and submissive, whispering how much he loved watching her get ruined.

Now, as they joined the group for the beach excursion, Kendrick appeared in his official capacity, guiding passengers with that smooth, commanding presence. His sculpted ex-athlete body was on full display in tight swim trunks that outlined the heavy swing of his twelve-inch BBC. His dark eyes found Bailey immediately, a predatory smirk curling his lips.

“Morning, beautiful,” he murmured when he passed close, his large hand brushing deliberately across her ass under the cover of the crowd. “That pussy still sore from taking every inch last night?”

Bailey bit her lip, amber eyes flashing with shameless need. “A little… but I want more.”

The tender reached the island. While Miles joined a group snorkeling trip, Bailey “accidentally” lingered near Kendrick, who volunteered to lead a small hiking trail to a secluded viewpoint. A few other passengers tagged along, but Kendrick kept Bailey at the back of the line. As soon as the path narrowed and thick tropical foliage hid them from view, his hand slid into her bikini bottoms from behind.

“Fuck, you’re already wet again,” he growled low in her ear, thick fingers dipping between her slick folds. “Such a greedy little married slut for BBC.”

Bailey stifled a moan, gripping a tree trunk as two of his long fingers pushed inside her cum-slick pussy, slowly pumping while they walked. The risk, people just yards ahead, made her clit throb. Kendrick finger-fucked her casually, thumb circling her swollen nub, until her legs shook and she had to bite her arm to keep quiet during a small, shuddering orgasm.

Back on the ship after lunch, the group dispersed to the pool deck for afternoon activities. Bailey and Miles claimed lounge chairs near the railing. She oiled her athletic body slowly, making sure Kendrick, who was mingling with guests, had a perfect view. He soon wandered over, pretending to check on passengers while his eyes devoured her.

“Need help with that sunscreen?” he asked casually, loud enough for Miles to hear.

Before she could answer, Kendrick knelt beside her chair. His big hands spread lotion over her back, then boldly slipped under the strings of her bikini top, thumbs grazing her sensitive nipples. Miles watched from the next chair, cock twitching visibly as Kendrick’s fingers worked lower, dipping just inside her bikini bottoms to tease her clit in broad daylight.

“Behave,” Bailey whispered breathlessly, but she spread her thighs a fraction wider.

Kendrick chuckled. “Never.” He leaned closer. “Meet me below deck in the crew stairwell in ten minutes. Bring that eager mouth.”

Ten minutes later, Bailey slipped away while Miles pretended to nap. She found Kendrick waiting in the dimly lit, deserted crew access stairwell, one level below the main passenger decks. The risk of someone walking by made her pussy clench.

No words were needed. Kendrick shoved his swim trunks down, freeing the massive, semi-hard BBC. It hung heavy and thick, veins pulsing.

“On your knees, hotwife,” he commanded.

Bailey dropped instantly, the concrete steps hard against her knees. She wrapped both small hands around the girthy shaft, marveling again at the size contrast, her petite fingers looking tiny against the dark, veiny monster. She licked from balls to tip, savoring the salty musk, then stretched her lips wide around the fat head.

“Fuck yes, suck that big black cock,” Kendrick groaned, one hand tangling in her sun-kissed bob as he fed her more inches. “Show me how much better you are at worshipping real dick than your husband.”

Bailey moaned around the thick meat, bobbing her head eagerly. Saliva dripped down her chin as she took him deeper, gagging softly when the head hit the back of her throat. Kendrick didn’t let up, slowly fucking her face with controlled thrusts while praising her filthily.

“Look at you, married little volleyball wife on her knees like a cock-hungry whore. Miles out there relaxing while you choke on BBC. Bet he’s hard just thinking about it.”

The verbal ownership sent fresh gushes of wetness into her bikini. Bailey sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, tongue swirling around the underside. She fondled his heavy balls, feeling them tighten as he neared the edge.

Kendrick’s grip tightened in her hair. “Gonna feed you a quick load. Swallow every drop, then go back to your husband with my cum on your breath.”

He thrust faster, using her mouth like a Fleshlight. Bailey’s amber eyes watered but stayed locked on his as the first thick rope of cum blasted across her tongue. She swallowed greedily, gulp after gulp, milking him until his balls were empty. When he finally pulled out, a string of saliva and cum connected her swollen lips to his glistening cock.

“Good girl,” he praised, tucking himself away. “Now go sit with Miles. Let him kiss you. Let him taste me on your tongue while I watch from across the pool.”

Bailey stood on shaky legs, adjusting her bikini. Cum still coated her throat as she returned to the pool deck. Miles looked up, eyes darkening when he saw her flushed face and slightly swollen lips.

She leaned down and kissed him deeply, pushing her tongue into his mouth so he could taste the salty remnants of Kendrick’s load. Miles moaned into the kiss, his slim body trembling with humiliated arousal.

Across the deck, Kendrick watched with a satisfied smirk, already planning the next escalation.

The daytime teasing had only deepened Bailey’s addiction. Every secret touch, every risky blowjob, every filthy word pushed her further into shameless hotwife territory and Miles was falling right along with her, eagerly cleaning and watching.

By evening, her body already craved the next full breeding session. The cruise was turning into pure, addictive surrender.


Theater Risk



The ship’s grand theater pulsed with low, dramatic lighting as the evening variety show began. Bailey sat in the middle of a velvet-backed row near the back, her petite athletic body nestled between Miles on her left and an empty seat on her right. After a quick shower to rinse away the worst of the day’s mess, she had slipped into the short, slinky black cocktail dress that clung to her perky B-cups and rode high on her toned thighs, easy access, she’d chosen it deliberately. Underneath, she was completely bare; no bra, no panties. Her sun-kissed bob framed flushed cheeks, amber eyes already glassy with anticipation. The constant low throb between her legs hadn’t eased since the afternoon blowjob. Kendrick’s thick cum still lingered faintly on her tongue, a filthy reminder that kept her pussy slick and ready.

Miles shifted beside her, his slim runner’s build tense with nervous excitement. His hand rested on her bare knee, thumb stroking higher and higher under the hem of the dress. “You look incredible tonight,” he whispered, voice husky. “I can’t stop thinking about how you tasted earlier… with him on your breath.”

Bailey squeezed his thigh, heart racing. “Just wait,” she breathed back. “It’s going to get much dirtier.”

The lights dimmed further as the opening act started, flashy dancers and a comedian. The theater was packed, but the back rows offered enough shadows for sin. Bailey’s pulse jumped when she felt a large, familiar presence slide into the empty seat on her right.

Kendrick.

He wore a dark button-down that strained across his sculpted chest. His thigh pressed firmly against hers under the armrest. In the near-darkness, his deep voice was a low growl only she could hear.

“Miss me, little hotwife? Been thinking about that greedy married cunt all day.”

Before she could answer, his massive hand landed on her inner thigh, sliding straight up under her dress. Thick fingers found her bare, dripping pussy instantly. Bailey bit her lip hard to stifle a gasp as two long digits pushed deep inside her with no warmup.

“Fuck, still so wet and open from last night,” Kendrick murmured, slowly finger-fucking her while the show continued on stage. The wet, squelching sounds were barely masked by the music and laughter. “No panties? Such a nasty little BBC slut. Your husband know you’re sitting here with my fingers buried in your womb?”

Miles leaned closer on her other side, pretending to watch the performance but clearly aware of every movement. His breathing grew ragged as he watched Kendrick’s arm working rhythmically between his wife’s spread thighs.

Bailey’s hips rocked subtly, chasing the thick intrusion. Her sensitive nipples tightened painfully against the thin dress fabric. Kendrick curled his fingers, stroking her g-spot with expert precision while his thumb found her swollen clit and rubbed firm, relentless circles.

The risk was intoxicating, hundreds of passengers around them, the bright stage lights occasionally sweeping the audience. Anyone glancing back might notice her flushed face, the slight tremble in her athletic legs. Kendrick didn’t care. He added a third thick finger, stretching her deliciously, pumping faster.

“Gonna make you squirt right here in the dark,” he whispered hotly in her ear. “Gonna soak this theater seat while your husband watches like a good little cuck. Tell him how it feels.”

Bailey turned her head toward Miles, voice a broken whimper. “He’s… so deep. Three fingers stretching me… feels so much better than your cock, baby. I’m gonna cum so hard…”

Miles groaned softly, his own six-inch dick straining visibly in his slacks. He reached over and pinched one of her sensitive nipples through the dress, adding to the overstimulation.

Kendrick’s pace turned brutal but controlled, fingers slamming in and out, palm slapping wetly against her clit. Bailey’s petite body tensed, thighs clamping around his wrist as the orgasm built like a tidal wave.

“Don’t you dare hold back,” Kendrick commanded under his breath. “Squirt for me, wife. Flood my hand while everyone else watches the show.”

The command pushed her over. Bailey’s amber eyes rolled back, mouth falling open in a silent scream as her pussy exploded. Hot girl-cum gushed around his thrusting fingers, squirting in rhythmic pulses that soaked his hand, her dress, and the velvet seat beneath her. Her athletic frame convulsed silently, waves of pleasure crashing through her while the audience clapped for the performers on stage, completely oblivious.

Kendrick kept fingering her through the entire orgasm, milking every last spasm until she was twitching and oversensitive, whimpering softly. Only then did he slowly withdraw his dripping fingers and bring them to her lips.

“Clean them,” he ordered quietly.

Bailey sucked obediently, tasting her own squirt mixed with the faint remnants of earlier cum, her eyes locked on Miles the whole time. Her husband watched with dark, lust-drunk eyes, clearly aching.

The show continued, but Kendrick wasn’t done. As the next act started, a slow, romantic musical number, he leaned in again. “We’re leaving. Now. My suite. I need to breed this sloppy cunt properly.”

Bailey nodded frantically. She and Miles slipped out of the theater behind Kendrick; the three of them moved quickly through the quiet corridors. The moment they stepped into Kendrick’s stateroom, the door barely clicked shut before he had Bailey pinned against the wall.

He hiked her dress up roughly, freeing his massive twelve-inch BBC in one motion. “Legs around me,” he growled.

Bailey jumped, wrapping her athletic legs around his waist as he impaled her in one brutal thrust. The size contrast was obscene, his thick black cock stretching her tiny married pussy wide open, the bulge visible in her lower belly with every deep stroke.

“Fuuuuck, yes!” she cried, nails digging into his broad shoulders. “Breed me again! Fill me up!”

Kendrick fucked her standing, powerful hips slamming upward, balls slapping her ass. Miles stood nearby, stroking himself slowly as he watched his wife get railed against the wall.

“Tell him whose pussy this is now,” Kendrick demanded, pounding her relentlessly.

“It’s yours!” Bailey sobbed in pleasure. “My pussy belongs to your big black cock! Miles can only watch and clean!”

The dirty talk sent her spiraling into another squirting orgasm, juices spraying down Kendrick’s thrusting shaft and onto the floor. He didn’t slow, chasing his own release with deep, breeding strokes aimed straight at her womb.

With a guttural groan, Kendrick buried himself to the hilt and erupted into her fertile depths. Load after load flooded her, the volume so much that it immediately began leaking out around his cock.

He held her there, grinding deep, ensuring every drop stayed inside. “Good breeding, bitch,” he praised. “Now go sit on your husband’s face so he can clean my creampie while I watch.”

Bailey’s legs were jelly as Kendrick lowered her. She staggered to the bed, straddled Miles’ eager mouth, and lowered her cum-filled pussy onto his tongue. Miles moaned loudly, lapping greedily at the thick black seed pouring from her stretched hole while Kendrick stroked his still-hard BBC, already planning the next round.

The theater risk had escalated everything. Bailey was no longer just playing, she was owned, addicted, and craving the permanent claim Kendrick promised with every creampie.


At-Sea Marathon



The Emerald Voyager cruised through calm open waters on a full sea day, the sun high and the decks quiet as most passengers lounged by the pools or attended activities. Bailey and Miles had slipped away early, hearts racing with anticipation. They made their way to Kendrick’s private crew suite, where the dominant bull waited with the door already cracked open. The moment they stepped inside, Kendrick locked the door behind them.

“Strip,” he ordered, voice low and rough. “Both of you. Today this married pussy doesn’t leave this room until it’s overflowing with my cum and you’re both broken for anything else.”

Bailey’s hands trembled with excitement as she peeled off her sundress, revealing her naked, petite, athletic body. Her perky B-cups with rock-hard, sensitive nipples, toned legs still slightly marked from previous rough handling. Miles followed, his slim runner’s build exposed, his average six-inch cock already twitching and leaking at the sight of what was coming.

Kendrick shoved his shorts down, letting his massive twelve-inch girthy BBC spring free, thick and heavy, veins pulsing with readiness. “On the bed, legs spread wide, little hotwife. Your husband gets the chair in the corner. He can watch and stroke that pathetic dick, but he doesn’t cum until I say so.”

Bailey obeyed instantly, lying back on the king bed and spreading her athletic thighs, exposing her already glistening pussy. Kendrick climbed between her legs, rubbing the fat head of his BBC up and down her slick folds, teasing her entrance. “Beg for it.”

“Please, Kendrick,” she moaned, amber eyes locked on his dark ones. “Breed me. Stretch my tight married cunt with that huge black cock and fill me up. I need it so bad.”

With one powerful thrust, he buried half his length inside her. Bailey’s back arched sharply, a loud cry tearing from her throat at the overwhelming stretch. The size contrast was obscene, her small frame looking delicate and completely owned beneath his muscular body. Kendrick didn’t ease in slowly this time. He gripped her hips and slammed the rest of his thick cock balls-deep, bottoming out against her cervix.

“Fuuuuck, yes!” Bailey screamed, nails raking down his broad back. “It’s so deep… so much bigger than Miles!”

Kendrick set a brutal pace immediately, pounding her with long, punishing strokes that made her perky tits bounce wildly. The wet, filthy slapping of skin on skin filled the suite. “That’s right. This pussy is mine now. Your husband’s little dick could never reach where I’m hitting. Say it while he listens.”

“It’s yours!” Bailey gasped between moans, her athletic body jolting with every thrust. “My pussy belongs to your BBC! Miles is just… just a cleanup boy now!”

Miles sat in the chair, stroking his cock slowly, eyes glued to the sight of his wife getting railed. The humiliation burned hot through him, but it only made him harder.

Kendrick flipped Bailey onto her stomach, pulling her hips up so she was facedown, ass-up. He re-entered her from behind even deeper, one hand fisting her sun-kissed bob like reins while the other smacked her ass. “Gonna breed you all day, baby. Multiple loads until your womb is swimming in black cum. You’re gonna squirt until you can’t anymore.”

He fucked her relentlessly; the bed creaking violently. Bailey’s first orgasm hit fast and hard. She squirted violently around his thrusting cock, juices spraying across the sheets as she screamed into the mattress. Kendrick didn’t slow, pounding through it, forcing a second, then a third squirting climax in quick succession until she was shaking and oversensitive, babbling incoherently.

“Too much… too sensitive… oh god, don’t stop!” she cried, body convulsing.

Kendrick laughed darkly, reaching under to rub her clit roughly, pushing her into overstimulation hell. “You don’t get to tap out. This cunt is getting bred until it’s ruined.” He slammed deep and unloaded directly into her fertile depths, so much that it immediately began leaking out around his still-pumping shaft.

He stayed buried, grinding to push every drop deeper, then pulled out with a wet pop. “Miles. Clean her. Now.”

Miles dropped to his knees eagerly, burying his face between his wife’s spread thighs. He lapped greedily at the thick white cum pouring from her stretched, gaping pussy, moaning at the taste while Bailey whimpered from the aftershocks.

Kendrick watched with satisfaction, stroking his cum-slick BBC back to full hardness. “Good cuck. Keep her ready for round two.”

The marathon continued without mercy. Kendrick took Bailey in every position. Missionary with her legs pinned back to her shoulders so he could watch her belly bulge with every thrust, cowgirl where she rode him desperately while he slapped her tits and called her his breeding slut, and standing against the wall while Miles held her legs open.

Each round ended with another heavy breeding creampie pumped straight into her womb, followed by Miles cleaning every drop with his tongue. By the fourth load, Bailey was a trembling, squirting mess, overstimulated to the point of tears, yet still begging for more.

“Own me,” she sobbed during the fifth round, her petite body limp and covered in sweat as Kendrick railed her sideways on the bed. “I’m your BBC whore. Breed me forever. Make me carry your baby while Miles raises it.”

Kendrick’s verbal claims grew filthier with every thrust. “That’s my good little white wife. This pussy is black-owned now. Your husband’s only job is to eat my cum and watch me ruin you.” He pinched her sensitive nipples hard, forcing another explosive squirting orgasm just as he flooded her for the fifth time, the sheer volume of cum making her lower belly swell slightly.

Hours blurred. The suite reeked of sex, sweat, squirt, and thick cum. Bailey had lost count of her orgasms, her voice hoarse from screaming, her athletic frame marked with hickeys and handprints. Miles had cleaned load after load, his face shiny with mixed juices, his own cock denied release until Kendrick finally allowed it, making him cum untouched just from licking the latest creampie while watching another round begin.

As the sun began to set outside the porthole, Kendrick pulled Bailey into his arms one last time for a slow, deep, possessive fuck. “Last load for today, baby. Take it all.”

He came with a deep groan, pumping what felt like the biggest creampie yet straight into her overflowing womb. When he finally pulled out, a river of thick cum gushed from her ruined pussy.

Bailey collapsed, twitching and spent, but her amber eyes still burned with addiction. “More… tomorrow… every day.”

Kendrick smirked, looking at the broken, cum-drenched couple. “We’re not even done with the cruise yet. By disembarkation, you’ll both be completely owned.”

Miles crawled forward to begin cleaning again, eagerly lapping at his wife’s well-bred hole while Bailey stroked Kendrick’s softening but still massive cock, already hungry for whatever came next.

The full-day marathon had cemented everything. Bailey was no longer just a hotwife on vacation. She was now Kendrick’s breeding slut, and Miles was her willing, eager cuckold cleanup boy. There was truly no turning back.


Captain's Dinner Humiliation



The grand dining room of the Emerald Voyager glittered under crystal chandeliers as the Captain’s Farewell Dinner got underway. Passengers in elegant evening wear filled the tables; champagne flowed, and a string quartet played softly in the background. Bailey sat between Miles and Kendrick at a prime table near the center, her petite athletic frame poured into a tight, backless emerald-green cocktail dress that hugged her perky B-cups and ended high on her toned thighs. No bra, no panties, just as Kendrick had ordered when he’d sent the dress to their cabin earlier. Her sun-kissed bob was styled sleek, amber eyes sparkling with a mix of nerves and shameless excitement. Beneath the table, her pussy still throbbed from the day-long breeding marathon, leaking the remnants of multiple thick creampies into the expensive fabric.

Miles, in a sharp black suit, looked every bit the loving husband, but his slim runner’s build was tense, his six-inch cock already half-hard in his trousers from the knowledge of what was about to happen. Kendrick, devastating in a tailored dark suit that accentuated his sculpted body, sat on Bailey’s other side as if he owned the entire room.

The first course had barely been served when Kendrick’s large hand slid under the long white tablecloth and onto Bailey’s bare thigh. His fingers crept higher with deliberate slowness, parting her legs under the table. Bailey’s breath hitched as two thick digits found her cum-slick folds and pushed straight inside her well-used pussy.

“Keep smiling and chatting like a proper wife,” Kendrick murmured under his breath, voice velvet and commanding. “While I finger-fuck my breeding slut right here at the Captain’s table.”

Bailey gripped her fork tighter, forcing a bright smile as she nodded at the older couple across from them. Kendrick’s fingers curled expertly against her g-spot, pumping slowly but deeply, the wet sounds thankfully masked by the clink of silverware and conversation. Her sensitive nipples tightened painfully against the thin dress, and she had to bite the inside of her cheek to stop from moaning.

Miles noticed immediately. His eyes flicked down to the subtle movement of Kendrick’s arm, then back to his wife’s flushed face. A hot flush of humiliated arousal washed over him as he watched her struggle to maintain composure while being fingered in public by the much larger black bull.

Kendrick added a third finger, stretching her obscenely, his thumb finding her swollen clit and rubbing firm circles. Bailey’s athletic thighs trembled, juices coating his hand as he worked her closer and closer to the edge. The risk was insane. Elegant guests all around them, the Captain making his rounds only tables away but Kendrick didn’t slow.

“Look at your husband,” Kendrick whispered hotly in her ear while still finger-fucking her. “Tell him quietly what a good little cuck he is for letting another man play with his wife’s cunt at dinner.”

Bailey turned her head slightly toward Miles, voice a shaky whisper. “He’s… fingering me so deep right now. Three fingers stretching me while we eat. I’m your cleanup boy’s wife… and I love it.”

Miles swallowed hard, his cock throbbing visibly in his pants. He reached under the table and squeezed her other thigh encouragingly, silently urging her on.

The pressure built rapidly. Kendrick’s relentless fingering, the verbal ownership, the public humiliation, it all crashed over her. Bailey’s petite body tensed, her amber eyes fluttering as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. She squirted hard around his thick fingers, hot girl-cum flooding his hand and soaking the seat beneath her. She had to fake a coughing fit to cover the soft, broken moan that escaped her lips, face burning crimson while the table continued chatting obliviously.

Kendrick withdrew his dripping fingers slowly, bringing them above the table just long enough to casually wipe them on his napkin before sliding them back under to feed them to Bailey. She sucked them clean discreetly, tasting her own squirt mixed with the faint remnants of earlier creampies, her eyes locked submissively on Kendrick the whole time.

The rest of the dinner was exquisite torture. Kendrick kept his hand on her thigh, occasionally dipping back between her legs for teasing strokes, keeping her on edge. Under the table, he made her spread wider, whispering filthy breeding talk about how he was going to pump another load into her womb before the night was over. Miles sat there enduring every moment, cock aching, loving every second of his wife’s public degradation.

When the final dessert course ended and guests began mingling, Kendrick leaned in. “We’re leaving. My suite. Now. Your husband is going to watch me breed you one more time on this ship, then clean every drop while you describe exactly how it felt.”

They slipped out together, the three of them hurrying through the corridors back to Kendrick’s stateroom. The moment the door closed, Kendrick had Bailey bent over the bed, dress hiked up around her waist. He freed his massive twelve-inch BBC and slammed into her soaked, cum-leaking pussy in one brutal thrust.

“Fuck, yes!” Bailey cried out, gripping the sheets as he began pounding her from behind. The size contrast was as devastating as ever, his tall, muscular frame dominating her small, athletic body completely. “Breed me again! Fill your hotwife while my husband watches!”

Kendrick gripped her hips hard, slamming deep with every stroke, balls slapping her clit. “Tell him, slut. Tell your cuck husband how much better my big black cock feels. How many loads I’ve already pumped into this womb today.”

Bailey looked back at Miles, who stood stroking his cock slowly, eyes glued to the sight. “It’s so much bigger… so much deeper,” she moaned, voice breaking with every thrust. “He hits places you never could. I’m addicted to his BBC… to being bred like a whore. You’re just here to eat his cum out of me afterward.”

Miles groaned loudly, humiliation and lust mixing into pure ecstasy.

Kendrick fucked her harder, one hand reaching around to rub her clit roughly, forcing another squirting orgasm from her oversensitive body. “Gonna give you one more heavy breeding load before we dock,” he growled. “Gonna make sure you’re still leaking me when you get off this ship.”

With a deep, possessive roar, Kendrick buried himself to the hilt and erupted hot cum into her fertile depths, adding to the mess already inside her. Bailey came again with him, squirting around his pulsing cock as her womb was flooded once more.

Kendrick stayed buried deep, grinding slowly to push every drop in. When he finally pulled out, a thick river of pearly white cum gushed from her stretched, gaping pussy.

“On your back, legs up,” he ordered Bailey. Then to Miles: “Clean her. Thoroughly. And while you do, she’s going to describe every detail of how I owned her tonight.”

Miles dropped eagerly between his wife’s thighs, burying his face in her cum-drenched cunt. He lapped and sucked greedily at the thick black seed pouring out, moaning into her folds while Bailey stroked his hair and described everything in filthy detail. How Kendrick’s fingers had made her squirt at the Captain’s table, how his massive cock had ruined her again, how she was now completely owned.

Kendrick watched with a satisfied smirk, stroking his spent but still impressive cock. “Good cuck. Keep licking. This is your life now.”

By the time Miles had cleaned every last drop, Bailey was trembling with aftershocks, her body marked and claimed. The formal dinner had been the perfect stage for one final public humiliation, pushing their dynamic even deeper into permanent territory.

As they prepared to leave Kendrick’s suite, he pulled Bailey in for one last deep, possessive kiss. “Tomorrow we dock… but this isn’t over. Not by a long shot.”

Bailey smiled against his lips, already aching for whatever came next on land. “One more time tonight,” she whispered, voice husky with fresh need. “Before we pack. I want to feel you stretch me one last time on the ship.”

Kendrick’s dark eyes flashed with approval. “Greedy little breeding slut. Get your husband and meet me back here in twenty minutes.”

Later that last night, well after midnight, with the ship quiet and most passengers asleep, Bailey and Miles slipped back to Kendrick’s crew suite for one frantic early-morning quickie. The dominant bull wasted no time. He bent Bailey over the edge of the bed, hiked up the emerald dress she still wore, and slammed all twelve inches of his thick BBC into her cum-slick, well-used pussy in a single brutal thrust. Miles watched from the chair, stroking slowly, as Kendrick pounded her with deep, possessive strokes, growling filthy promises about future bulls and breeding her on dry land.

Bailey came hard around his cock, squirting down his shaft while Kendrick unloaded one final heavy load straight into her womb, flooding her already tender depths until fresh pearly cum leaked down her thighs. Only then did he pull out, slap her ass, and send them back to their cabin with the order to pack.

By morning, the last traces of that quickie still seeped from Bailey’s sore, stretched pussy as she stood on the gangway in her simple white sundress.


Disembark Promise



The Emerald Voyager had docked in the bustling home port under a bright morning sun, the Caribbean adventure officially over. Bailey stood on the gangway with Miles, dressed in a simple white sundress that clung gently to her perky bre and still-sensitive body. Her sun-kissed brown bob caught the breeze, and her amber eyes held a new, deeper gleam, something bold, shameless, and irrevocably changed. Beneath the dress, her pussy remained deliciously sore and leaking the final traces of Kendrick’s thick cum from their frantic early-morning quickie in his suite before packing.

Miles walked beside her, his slim runner’s build relaxed yet buzzing with quiet intensity. The suitcase he pulled contained more than just clothes; it carried the weight of their transformed marriage. His six-inch cock twitched at the memory of every creampie he’d eagerly cleaned, every humiliating yet thrilling moment he’d witnessed.

They had barely stepped onto the pier when Kendrick appeared, still in his crew uniform but with that same commanding presence that made Bailey’s thighs press together instinctively. He pulled them aside into a relatively private spot near the luggage area, towering over them.

“Last night wasn’t enough, was it?” he said, voice low and filthy, dark eyes locked on Bailey. “That married pussy is still hungry for more BBC, even on dry land.”

Bailey bit her lip, stepping closer to him without thinking. “It’s never going to be enough,” she admitted, voice husky. “You ruined me, Kendrick. I can still feel every inch of you… every load you pumped into my womb.”

Miles stood close, watching with that familiar mix of arousal and submission, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back.

Kendrick smirked, reaching out to cup Bailey’s chin possessively. “Good girl. Because this isn’t over. Not even close.” He glanced at Miles. “You did well, cuck. Cleaning up after a real man all week. Bet you’re already hard thinking about doing it back home too.”

Miles flushed but nodded, voice thick. “I am. I loved every second of watching you own her.”

Kendrick pulled Bailey in for one last deep, claiming kiss right there on the pier, his tongue dominating her mouth while his large hand boldly squeezed her ass through the sundress. Passengers streamed past, but neither cared. When he broke the kiss, he spoke directly to her, loud enough for Miles to hear.

“You’re my hotwife now, Bailey. That tight little athletic body, those sensitive tits, that greedy cunt, it all belongs to this BBC. When you get home, you’re going to start looking for local bulls. Black men who can stretch you the way I did. And every time one fills you up, you’re going to come home dripping so your husband can clean you while you tell him every detail.”

Bailey shivered with fresh need, her nipples hardening visibly against the thin fabric. “I will,” she promised breathlessly. “I’ll find them. I’ll let them breed me. And Miles will eat every creampie.”

Kendrick turned to Miles, clapping a heavy hand on his shoulder. “You’re a lucky man. Most husbands couldn’t handle their wife turning into a BBC size queen. But you? You get hard for it. Keep supporting her addiction. Help her dress slutty. Drive her to her dates. And always, always, clean her up afterward.”

Miles swallowed, cock fully hard now. “I will. She deserves it. We both do.”

With a final possessive squeeze of Bailey’s ass, Kendrick stepped back. “Text me when you’re settled. Send pictures of her getting fucked by her first hometown bull. This cruise was just the beginning. You’re both owned now.”

He walked away, leaving them standing on the pier, the weight of his words sinking in like the deepest creampie yet.

Back in their car on the long drive home, the air between Bailey and Miles crackled with charged silence. She reached over, resting her hand on his thigh, feeling his erection.

“I can’t believe it happened,” she whispered, amber eyes shining. “I went from your routine little wife to… this. A shameless BBC slut who needs big black cock to feel satisfied.”

Miles glanced at her, voice rough with lust. “I loved watching it. Every time he stretched you, every time you squirted and begged him to breed you… it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. I want more, Bailey. I want to watch you get ruined again and again.”

She smiled, a bold, wicked curve of her lips. “Then help me find them. Local bulls. Maybe even set up a date for next weekend. I want to come home to you with a fresh, dripping creampie so you can drop to your knees and clean me while I describe how much bigger he was than you.”

Miles groaned, gripping the steering wheel tighter. “Fuck yes. I’ll help you pick outfits. I’ll wait in the car if you want. And when you get home… I’ll eat every drop like the good cuck I am.”

They pulled into a quiet rest stop halfway home. Bailey couldn’t wait any longer. She climbed into the backseat, hiked up her sundress, and spread her legs. “Clean me one more time before we get home. Taste the last of Kendrick’s cum mixed with how wet just thinking about future bulls makes me.”

Miles followed eagerly, burying his face between her thighs. His tongue lapped greedily at her still swollen, cum leaking pussy, savoring the familiar salty-sweet taste while Bailey moaned and stroked his hair.

“That’s it, baby,” she purred, voice thick with new confidence. “Lick it all up. This is our new life now. Me chasing BBC thrills, getting bred and stretched and owned… and you on your knees, cleaning and watching and loving every humiliating second.”

Miles moaned into her folds, his own cock leaking in his pants as he brought her to a gentle, shuddering orgasm with his tongue.

When they finally continued the drive, Bailey leaned back in her seat, hand between her legs, idly teasing herself. “I already have ideas. There’s that gym near our house with all those tall, muscular black guys… or maybe that bar downtown. I’m going to dress like a total slut for them. Short skirts, no panties. Let them grope me in public the way Kendrick did.”

Miles nodded, smiling with genuine excitement. “And I’ll be right there supporting you. Filming if you want. Waiting to reclaim you with my tongue.”

By the time they pulled into their driveway, the promise was sealed. The cruise had been the spark. Now, back on land, Bailey’s transformation was complete. She was a bold, shameless hotwife addicted to BBC, breeding, risky public play, and the intoxicating thrill of being owned. Miles was her enthusiastic cuckold partner, eager to facilitate every encounter and savor every creampie.

As they carried their bags inside, Bailey turned to Miles with a wicked grin. “Unpack later. Right now, I need you on your knees again while I text Kendrick our first update. And tomorrow… we start hunting for my next bull.”

The door closed behind them, but their new addictive lifestyle had only just begun.
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