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Escape to the Cliffs



The plane touches down in Montego Bay just after noon, but it feels like the moment we stepped off the jetway the heat and salt air already start working on me. My skin prickles under the thin sundress; every breath pulls in warm jasmine and ocean. Julian squeezes my hand as we drag our suitcases toward the shuttle, his smile soft and hopeful in that familiar, boyish way. “Finally, babe. No emails, no meetings, just us and the sea.”

I nod and force a matching smile, but inside I’m already restless. “Just us” has been the problem for too long. At home, our sex is routine—missionary under the covers, Julian grunting softly for a few minutes before he comes, always careful, always considerate. I love him for it, but God, I crave more. Lately, my mind wanders during those sessions to darker, filthier places: massive hands pinning me down, a thick cock stretching me until I scream, hot cum flooding my pussy while a deep voice calls me his slut. I’ve touched myself in the shower to those thoughts, imagining a stranger—tall, dark, dominant—claiming me, breeding me like I’m his to fill. It’s wrong, but the fantasy makes me come harder than Julian ever has.

We’re thirty minutes into the drive to Negril when the road narrows and the jungle presses close, then suddenly opens to that famous turquoise water and blinding white sand. My pulse kicks up. Seven Mile Beach stretches out like a promise. I shift in the seat and feel the soft cotton of my panties slide against skin that’s already a little slick. It’s embarrassing how quickly my body remembers what it wants. I picture myself on that beach, not strolling hand-in-hand with Julian, but bent over a palm tree, a huge black cock slamming into me from behind, his balls slapping my clit as he growls about owning my tight white pussy. The thought sends a fresh rush of wetness between my thighs. I cross my legs, trying to ignore it.

Our villa sits perched on the western cliffs, one of those adults-only boutique places with private plunge pools and no children screaming. The concierge hands us chilled towels scented with lemongrass and leads us along a torch-lit stone path. When the door swings open I actually gasp.

Floor-to-ceiling glass walls face the sea. The bed is enormous, draped in white linen that flutters in the breeze from the open sliders. There’s a bottle of rum and two glasses sweating on the table, a small speaker playing faint reggae. Julian drops our bags and immediately starts unpacking, methodically placing his neatly folded polo shirts in the dresser like we’re settling in for a month instead of eight nights.

I drift to the terrace instead.

The cliff drops straight down maybe sixty feet to jagged rocks and foaming waves. No railing—just a low stone lip and then nothing. The drop makes my stomach flutter in that delicious, dangerous way. I lean forward until my hair spills over the edge, letting the wind whip it back. My nipples tighten against the thin fabric of my dress. I’m not wearing a bra. I didn’t pack one for most of the trip. Julian hasn’t noticed yet. In my head, I’m not alone out here—a strong, towering man steps up behind me, yanks my dress up, and shoves his fingers into my dripping cunt, whispering how he’s going to fuck my ass right here on the edge, make me beg for his cum in every hole while the waves crash below.

He steps out behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist from behind. “This view is insane,” he murmurs against my neck.

I press back against him, feeling the small, familiar press of his cock through his shorts. It’s sweet. Comfortable. Predictable. Not enough. I imagine instead a massive bulge grinding against me, so thick it scares me a little, promising to ruin me for anyone else.

I want to scream.

Instead I turn in his arms and kiss him softly. “I’m going to change into my bikini and walk the beach for a bit while you finish unpacking. Clear my head after the flight.”

His eyes brighten. “Want company?”

“I’ll be fine. Just need a little sun and salt air alone.” I brush my lips over his again. “I’ll bring you back something cold to drink.”

He smiles that good-husband smile and lets me go.

I slip into the tiniest bikini I own—black, high-cut, the top barely containing my breasts—and throw a sheer cover-up over it. The mirror shows a woman who still looks thirty, still looks fuckable, but who hasn’t been properly fucked in far too long. My amber eyes stare back at me, hungry. I trail a hand down my stomach, dipping under the bikini bottoms to brush my swollen clit, picturing a dark-skinned god forcing me to my knees, making me choke on his enormous dick until tears run down my face, then flipping me over to train my virgin ass with his fingers, plugs, anything until I’m ready for him to claim it completely.

I grab my phone, room key, and a small crossbody, then step out before Julian can ask how long I’ll be.

The path to Seven Mile Beach winds down through bougainvillea and coconut palms. My sandals slap softly against the stone. Every few steps I feel the breeze slide between my thighs, teasing the already-damp crotch of my bikini bottoms. By the time I hit the sand I’m breathing a little faster. My fantasies swirl: getting high on premium weed, the smoke loosening me until I’m on all fours, ass up, taking creampie after creampie, Julian watching, lapping it up like the good little cuck he could be.

The beach is alive but not crowded—couples strolling, a few vendors with trays of fruit and carved wooden trinkets, laughter rolling in with the waves. I walk west toward the quieter end where the hotels thin out and the cliffs rise again. My hips sway more than necessary. I know men are looking. I want them to look. I imagine one of them grabbing me, throwing me down in the sand, fucking me raw in public, his voice rumbling ownership while I scream for more.

That’s when I see him.

He’s impossible to miss.

Six-six at least, lean corded muscle under rich mahogany skin that gleams with a light sheen of sweat. Long neat locs spill down his back, tied loosely with a red, gold, and green cord. He wears only low-slung board shorts, a small canvas satchel slung across his chest, and an easy, knowing smile. A half-dozen tourists—mostly white couples in their thirties and forties—linger near him, laughing too loud, handing over folded bills and receiving small ziplocks in return.

Premium Jamaican ganja, clearly. Discreet. High-end.

Our eyes lock across thirty yards of sand.

My breath catches.

He doesn’t look away. Instead his gaze drags down my body—slow, deliberate, unapologetic—lingering on my breasts, my hips, the strip of black fabric barely covering my pussy. When his eyes return to mine they’re darker, hotter. He tilts his head in a small nod that feels like an invitation and a command all at once.

My clit throbs once, hard. In my mind, he’s already got me pinned against those cliffs, his massive BBC splitting me open, breeding my pussy then my ass, overstimulating me until I’m a sobbing mess, begging to be his white whore forever.

I should turn around. Walk back to the villa. Crawl into bed with my sweet, safe husband.

Instead my feet keep moving toward him.


Beachside Introduction



The sand burns the soles of my feet as I walk straight toward him, every step pulling me deeper into something I already know I can’t resist. My heart slams so hard I feel it in my clit. The fantasies from earlier haven’t stopped—they’ve only gotten louder, dirtier: Zion’s huge hands spreading my ass cheeks, his thick tongue tracing my virgin hole before that monstrous cock forces its way in, stretching me until I’m sobbing, begging him to breed both my holes while Julian sleeps upstairs, oblivious to how thoroughly I’m being ruined. But underneath the heat, guilt twists like a knife—Julian’s face flashes in my mind, his sweet smile, the way he held my hand on the plane. He’s a good man. Loves me. Provides. Why am I doing this? Why can’t I just be satisfied with vanilla nights and morning coffee? I tell myself I’m just going to buy some weed, maybe flirt a little. My soaked bikini bottoms tell the real story, and the shame burns almost as hot as the need.

He doesn’t move as I approach. That lazy, knowing smile stays fixed, but his eyes devour me—slow, shameless, like he’s already picturing me naked and bent over. The tourists scatter as I get closer; they sense the shift in the air, the sudden privacy forming around us like smoke. Up close he towers—six-six of lean, corded muscle, mahogany skin gleaming, locs swaying gently in the breeze. The outline of his cock in those low-slung board shorts is obscene even soft: long, thick, hanging heavy to one side like a promise of destruction. God, it’s bigger soft than Julian ever gets hard. The thought hits me like a slap—betrayal sharp and immediate. Julian tries so hard; he doesn’t deserve this comparison. But I can’t stop staring, can’t stop the fresh pulse of wetness between my thighs.

“Evenin’, beautiful,” he drawls when I’m close enough to feel the heat rolling off him. That deep Jamaican rumble slides into my bones, settles hot and heavy between my thighs. “Yuh walkin’ ’pon dis beach like yuh already know what yuh come lookin’ for.”

My breath catches. “Maybe I do.” The words come out low, throaty. “I’m Lauren.” I shouldn’t give him my name. Shouldn’t make this personal. Julian’s waiting back at the villa, unpacking our life together while I stand here dripping for a stranger.

“Zion.” He offers his hand. When I take it, his palm swallows mine completely—warm, calloused, thumb stroking the pulse point on my wrist in slow, deliberate circles that make my pussy flutter. “Yuh smell like trouble, Lauren. An’ yuh man up dere in de villa… him know yuh out here gettin’ wet fi a stranger?”

Heat explodes across my chest. I don’t deny it. “He’s unpacking. I needed… air.” Air? That’s a lie. I needed this—the danger, the pull. But what about our vows? The house in Pittsburgh, the plans for kids someday? Am I really going to throw it all away for a beach fling? The conflict rages inside me: faithful wife versus starving slut, and right now the slut is winning.

Zion’s laugh is low, filthy. “Air? No, sweetness. Yuh need cock. Real cock. De kind dat make yuh forget yuh own name.” His eyes drop to my breasts—nipples rock-hard and stabbing through the thin bikini top—then lower, lingering on the damp patch darkening the crotch of my bottoms. “Look at dat likkle pussy already cryin’ fi me. Bet it tight. Bet it never been properly stretched.”

I whimper—actually whimper—right there on the open beach. My thighs press together instinctively, trying to ease the ache. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.” But he does. He sees right through me. Julian’s love is safe, steady—five inches of careful thrusts that leave me wanting. Zion promises ruin, and I crave it. But the guilt crashes in: I love Julian. He’s my partner, my best friend. How can I even think about letting this man touch me, claim me? Yet my body betrays me, clit throbbing, ass clenching at the thought of his size invading me there.

“Oh, me know.” He steps closer, close enough that my breasts brush his chest with every shallow breath. The scent of him—sun, salt, premium herb, raw masculinity—floods my senses. “Me see it every day. Pretty white wife come to Negril thinkin’ she faithful… till she meet a real man. Den she start drippin’. Start beggin’. Start openin’ every hole fi black cock.”

My knees nearly buckle. “Jesus…” The words hit too close. I’ve been faithful for years, but the fantasies have been building—nights alone with my vibrator, imagining exactly this: a dominant bull turning me into his breeding whore. But Julian… he’d be devastated. Or would he? Part of me wonders if he’d get hard watching, lapping up the mess like in my darkest dreams. The internal war tears at me—loyalty versus lust, safety versus surrender.

“Yuh want fi feel it?” His voice drops to a gravelly whisper. “Right here, right now. Me can pull dis likkle string aside an’ slide two fingers deep in dat greedy cunt. Make yuh come on de beach while yuh man waitin’ fi yuh wid rum an’ small talk.” His hand ghosts down my side, fingertips grazing the curve of my hip, stopping just short of dipping under the bikini. “Or yuh can be good… wait till tonight. Me bring yuh somet’ing special. We smoke. We talk. An’ when yuh man pass out, yuh come find me on dis same beach. Me show yuh exactly how deep yuh can take it. How loud yuh can scream when me finally claim dat virgin ass.”

I’m shaking now, thighs slick, clit throbbing so hard it hurts. “You’re… so fucking cocky.” Cocky and right. I should run back to Julian, beg him to fuck me right there on the terrace, prove I don’t need this. But I know it wouldn’t be enough. The ache is too deep, the temptation too strong. Guilt floods me—I’m a good wife, aren’t I? Or was that just a role I’ve been playing while my body screams for more?

“Me cocky because me know what yuh need.” He leans in until his lips brush the shell of my ear, breath hot. “Yuh need fi be owned, Lauren. Filled. Bred. Me goin’ put load after load in dat pussy till it overflow. Den me goin’ train dat tight likkle ass till yuh beg fi me cum dere too. Yuh goin’ be me personal white slut—drippin’, marked, addicted. An’ yuh man? Him goin’ watch. Him goin’ lick every drop clean while me fuck yuh again.”

A fresh gush of wetness soaks through my bottoms. I can barely breathe. “I… I shouldn’t.” Shouldn’t, but I will. The conflict peaks—love for Julian battling the raw, animal need Zion awakens. I picture Julian’s hurt eyes if he knew, but then the fantasy shifts: him watching, stroking his small cock, aroused by my degradation. Is that what I want? God help me, yes.

“But yuh will.” He pulls back just enough to meet my eyes, his own dark with certainty. “Tonight. After dark. Right here. Bring yuh hunger… an’ leave yuh guilt at de villa.”

He reaches into the satchel, pulls out a small ziplock of those dark, sticky buds, and presses it into my palm—his fingers lingering, curling around mine. “Complimentary sample. Smoke it wid yuh man if yuh want. Let it loosen yuh up. Or smoke it alone an’ think about how me cock goin’ feel rippin’ yuh open.”

I close my fingers around the bag like it’s burning me. “Tomorrow night?”

“Tonight,” he corrects, voice pure command. “Midnight. Me waitin’.”

He turns and walks away—slow, unhurried, that heavy bulge shifting with every step. I stand frozen, watching the play of muscle under his skin, imagining those locs draped over my back while he pounds me into the sand. The guilt lingers, sharp and accusing, but the lust drowns it out. For now.

When I finally stumble back to the villa, my legs are trembling. Julian is on the terrace, sipping rum, looking content.

I lean down, kiss him deeply—let him taste the salt and smoke and pure arousal on my tongue. He tastes like home, like safety. And it breaks my heart a little.

“Find anything good on the beach?” he asks, smiling.

I hold up the ziplock, voice husky. “Yeah. Really good.”

His eyes light up. “We should try it tonight.”

I smile back, sweet and innocent. “Oh, we will.”

But my mind is already on midnight. On Zion’s filthy promises. On how I’m going to silence the screaming guilt long enough to let him start ruining me—and maybe, just maybe, discover if Julian could ever forgive me for it.


The First High



The sun has melted into the horizon by the time we finish dinner on the terrace, leaving the sky bruised purple and streaked with dying orange. The air hangs thick with the salty tang of the sea, mixed with the faint char of grilled lobster shells cooling on our plates and the sweet, sticky residue of plantains caramelized in rum butter. Julian’s fork clinks softly against porcelain as he pushes the last bite around, cheeks flushed from the Appleton Estate we’ve been sipping since sunset—smooth, oaky, burning just right down my throat. He’s talking about tomorrow’s catamaran tour, voice loose and happy, the words floating like smoke. I nod, murmur agreements, but guilt gnaws at my insides like a living thing—sharp, unrelenting, twisting with every beat of my heart. Julian’s eyes sparkle with that genuine excitement he gets on vacations, the kind that reminds me why I married him—his steadiness, his kindness, the way he plans everything to make me happy. He’s trying so hard to reconnect, to spark something between us, and all I can think about is Zion’s filthy promises on the beach, his voice rumbling about breeding me, owning me. The lust surges hot between my thighs, making me clench around nothing, but the guilt crashes right behind it—how can I sit here, smiling at my husband, while my pussy drips for another man? I love Julian. God, I love him so much it aches. But the need for more, for something raw and overwhelming, wars with that love, leaving me torn, breathless, hating myself even as my clit throbs.

Inside, my body is already electric. The guilt coils tight in my chest—Julian’s easy laugh, the way his fingers brushed mine when he passed the salt—but it wars viciously with the insistent, liquid heat pooling low in my belly, a brutal tug-of-war that makes my head spin. Between my thighs, my pussy feels swollen, slick, every shift of my hips on the cushioned chair sending a fresh slide of wetness along my bare slit. No panties. The thin white cotton sundress clings to the small of my back where sweat has started to gather, the fabric sticking to the undersides of my breasts, nipples stiff and aching against it. I can smell myself—musky, aroused, mingling with the ocean brine and the lingering citrus of dinner. Every breath pulls it deeper into my lungs. I picture Julian finding out, his face crumpling, the trust we’ve built over years crumbling like wet sand. But the fantasy of Zion’s massive cock splitting me open flashes unbidden, sending a fresh gush of heat, and the lust overrides the shame just enough to keep me seated, trembling. Why can’t I stop this? Why does the wrongness make me wetter?

I excuse myself to “freshen up,” pad into the cool marble bathroom, and lean over the sink. The mirror fogs slightly from my quick breaths. My reflection stares back: cheeks pinker than the rum alone can explain, amber eyes dilated, pupils eating the irises, lips parted and glossy from nervous licking. I splash cold water on my face; droplets run down my neck, trace the valley between my breasts, soak into the dress until the white turns translucent over my nipples—dark areolas faintly visible. I press my thighs together hard, feel the slippery friction of my folds, the throb of my clit begging for pressure. Zion’s voice echoes in my skull: Me goin’ train dat tight likkle ass… Yuh man goin’ lick every drop clean. The words make my hole clench emptily, lust roaring through me like fire, but the guilt slams back twice as hard—Julian’s out there trusting me, loving me unconditionally, and I’m in here fantasizing about betraying him with a man who sees me as just another conquest. Tears prick my eyes, hot and stinging, but my clit pulses harder, the conflict twisting into something almost masochistic, the shame fueling the arousal in a vicious cycle. Am I really this broken? Or has our vanilla life just starved me until I’d risk everything—our marriage, our future—for a taste of fire? I wipe the tears away, but the wetness between my legs only grows.

Back on the terrace, Julian has the ziplock open, dark sticky buds spilling their pine-sap-and-earth aroma into the night air—sharp, green, intoxicating. He sniffs deeply, grins. “This smells like… sex and Christmas trees.”

I laugh, the sound too breathy. “Premium, remember?” The words feel like a lie. Everything feels like a lie now, and the guilt chokes me even as the scent makes my mouth water, promising escape from the torment.

He packs the glass pipe with careful fingers, the flame from the lighter flickering gold across his face. He inhales first—chest rising, holding, then exhaling a slow, silvery cloud that curls toward the stars. He passes it to me with that boyish smile. “Your turn, babe. Let’s get properly Negril.”

I take it, fingertips brushing his. The glass is still warm from his lips. I draw deep—the smoke rolls thick and velvety over my tongue, coating it with resinous sweetness, pine, a faint peppery bite. I hold it until my lungs burn, feel the warmth bloom outward: first my chest, then a slow molten spread down my arms, into my fingertips, up my neck, making my scalp tingle. Then lower—my nipples tighten to painful points, my clit swells visibly under the dress, pulsing in time with my heartbeat. Colors intensify: the purple sky deepens to velvet, the torch flames on the path dance brighter orange. Every sound sharpens—the waves now crashing inside my ribs, the distant laughter from other villas like low moans. The high loosens the guilt’s grip a little, but it doesn’t erase it; instead, it amplifies the war inside me, making the lust burn brighter while the shame screams louder—Julian’s right here, sharing this intimate moment, and all I can think is how Zion’s fingers would feel instead of this pipe, how his cock would fill the emptiness Julian never could. The conflict tears at me, lust demanding surrender, guilt begging me to stop before it’s too late.

Julian takes another hit, coughs softly, laughs at himself. “Jesus, that’s smooth but… whoa.”

We pass the pipe back and forth. The high settles deeper, loosening my limbs, my tongue, my shame. My gaze keeps drifting to the black mouth of the beach path, where palm shadows sway like beckoning fingers. My pussy throbs steadily now, a dull, needy ache that makes me shift, cross and uncross my legs, feeling the cool air kiss my exposed cunt each time. But every time Julian smiles at me, the guilt surges back—hot, nauseating, clashing with the molten desire pooling in my core. He’s so open, so trusting, sharing this moment with me like we’re reconnecting. What if he knew? Would he forgive me? Or would this destroy us? The thought makes my stomach drop, tears threatening again, but my body betrays me, wetness trickling down my inner thigh, the lust refusing to yield.

Then the knock—three soft, deliberate raps—at the villa door.

Julian blinks slowly. “Who…?”

“I’ll get it.” My voice comes out husky, thick with smoke and want. And dread. The guilt spikes, a knife in my gut—don’t let him in, don’t escalate this betrayal.

Barefoot across the cool tile, heart slamming. I open the door.

Zion fills the frame—six-six of lean muscle under loose white linen, unbuttoned to show the hard planes of his chest glistening faintly with night sweat. His locs hang free tonight, brushing his shoulders, carrying the faint scent of coconut oil and ganja. Board shorts slung low, the heavy ridge of his cock already half-hard, pressing thickly against the fabric. He holds a small carved wooden box, but his eyes—dark, burning—lock on mine first, then drop to where my wet nipples tent the damp dress.

“Complimentary sampler,” he murmurs, voice a low rumble that vibrates through my bones. “Thought yuh might need… more.”

My breath snags. “Julian’s right there.” Please don’t do this. Not with him so close. The guilt screams inside me—Julian’s just inside, my husband, the man who’s never hurt me. This is wrong. So fucking wrong. But the sight of Zion’s bulge makes my pussy spasm, lust roaring over the shame like a tidal wave.

His smile curls slow, predatory. “Me know. Dat’s why me knock polite.”

He steps inside, brushing past me deliberately—his bare arm grazing the side of my breast, the contact searing. I smell him fully now: sun-baked skin, clean sweat, rich herb, a faint musk of arousal that makes my mouth water. I close the door, follow him out, legs weak. Why am I letting this happen? Julian’s love is real, solid—why am I trading it for this rush? The conflict rages, lust pulling me forward, guilt clawing me back.

Julian looks up, pleasantly surprised. “Hey, man—the beach guy?”

“Zion.” He sets the box down—inside, fat pre-rolled spliffs and a jar of darker, stickier buds that release an even heavier pine-and-spice cloud when opened. “Yuh wife say yuh like de herb. Dis one burn slow. Perfect fi night like dis.”

Julian grins, no suspicion. “Sweet. Join us?”

Zion glances at me—loaded, hungry—then sits. “If Lauren don’t mind.”

I settle between them, thighs trembling. The chair creaks softly. Zion lights one of the new spliffs; the paper crackles, ember glowing cherry-red. He inhales deeply, chest expanding, then offers it to me first. Our fingers touch—his warm, rough. I draw in; this smoke hits harder—velvety fire down my throat, exploding behind my eyes, flooding my cunt with fresh heat. My clit feels enormous, exposed, every breath making it pulse. But the guilt crashes in waves now, amplified by the high: Julian’s right here, sharing this with us, oblivious to how Zion’s eyes devour me. How can I sit here, wet and wanting, while my husband laughs innocently? The lust fights back, imagining Zion’s cock inside me, but the guilt counters with Julian’s wedding vows echoing in my mind.

We smoke in the circle. Conversation drifts—Zion’s easy stories of island life, Julian laughing, relaxed—but under the table Zion’s knee presses mine, solid muscle against soft skin. Then his hand—large, hot—finds my bare thigh, slides up inch by torturous inch. Calloused fingertips trace the crease where thigh meets hip, then higher, brushing the slick outer lips of my pussy. I bite my lip hard, taste blood and salt. He circles my entrance once—slow, deliberate—coating his fingers in my wetness, the wet sound obscene in the quiet night. Oh God, Julian’s feet away. If he knew… if he saw… the betrayal would break him. Break us. Tears well up, hot and silent, rolling down my cheeks, but my hips buck involuntarily, chasing Zion’s touch, the lust demanding more even as guilt shreds me from the inside. I’m a monster. A faithless whore. But I can’t stop—the conflict is agony, exquisite and unbearable.

Julian yawns hugely, eyes glassy. “Fuck… this is hitting different. Think I’m gonna crash, babe.”

I force the words out, voice cracking. “Go lie down. I’ll clean up.” I love you, I want to add. I’m sorry. Please forgive me.

He kisses my cheek—soft lips, rum breath, familiar love—and stumbles inside. The bedroom slider whispers shut. His snores start almost immediately, soft and even. Trusting. Vulnerable.

The terrace is ours now.

Zion exhales smoke toward the moon, then turns. “Yuh man sleep fast when him high.”

My pulse thunders in my ears, my clit, my fingertips. “Yeah.” Don’t do this. Walk away. Go to bed with your husband. The guilt howls, but the lust whispers promises of release.

He leans in, breath hot against my neck—carrying smoke and raw masculinity. “No panties. Yuh pussy drippin’ down yuh thighs. Me can smell it—sweet, musky, desperate.” His fingers return, two sliding along my slit, parting my folds, dipping just inside. I gasp, hips jerking. He curls them, presses against that spongy spot that makes stars burst behind my eyelids. “Yuh goin’ sneak out at midnight. Come to de beach. Let me finger dis greedy cunt till yuh soak de sand. Then me goin’ teach dat virgin ass how fi open for real cock.”

The guilt peaks—Julian snoring peacefully, his world intact while I shatter it. I love him so much it hurts, the thought of hurting him ripping me apart. But the high, the touch, the promise… they win, the lust conquering in a blaze that leaves me sobbing softly. I nod, whimpering, tears slipping down my cheeks as desire overwhelms the shame.

Zion pulls his fingers free, glistening, and brings them to his mouth—sucking slow, tongue swirling, eyes locked on mine. The wet, filthy sound makes my hole clench hard around nothing.

“Midnight,” he growls. “Wear de dress. No need fi anyt’ing else. Me want yuh bare, ready, dripping when me spread yuh open.”

He stands, the massive bulge in his shorts now fully outlined—thick, veined, curving left, the head pressing insistently against the fabric. He adjusts it once—slow, shameless—then walks to the door.

I stay seated, legs spread, dress rucked up, pussy throbbing in the humid night air, listening to Julian’s peaceful snores. The guilt crashes over me like the waves below—relentless, drowning, intensified by every pulse of lust that refuses to let go. But midnight calls louder.

The clock glows 10:47.

One hour and thirteen minutes until I cross the line forever.


Midnight Exploration



The bedroom door slides open with the softest whisper of metal on track. Julian’s snores continue—deep, even, trusting—like nothing in his world has shifted. I stand in the doorway for a long moment, watching the rise and fall of his chest under the thin sheet, moonlight painting silver stripes across his familiar face. My throat tightens. I love him. I do. The guilt is a living weight in my chest, heavier now than it was an hour ago, pressing down until breathing hurts. How many times has he kissed me goodnight like that? How many mornings has he brought me coffee in bed, smiling like I’m the only thing that matters? And here I am, bare under this flimsy dress, pussy still slick from Zion’s fingers, heart racing toward betrayal. Tears burn behind my eyes again. I could crawl back into bed, wrap myself around him, pretend the pull isn’t there. But my clit throbs, insistent, traitorous, drowning the guilt in fresh waves of heat. I hate myself for it. I hate how much I want this.

I slip out barefoot, the cool tile giving way to warm stone on the path down to the beach. The night air is thick, humid, carrying salt and night-blooming jasmine that clings to my skin. Palm fronds rustle overhead like conspirators. Every step sends a shiver up my thighs—the dress brushes my bare ass, the breeze teases my swollen folds, reminding me how exposed I am, how ready. The guilt surges with each footfall: Julian asleep, dreaming of catamarans and us, while I sneak to let another man touch what’s supposed to be his. My stomach twists. But my nipples are diamond-hard, my cunt dripping down my inner thighs, the conflict only making the lust burn hotter, sharper, like shame is fuel.

The beach is empty, moonlit silver and black. Waves roll in slow, heavy, their crash masking my footsteps. I spot the cluster of palms and driftwood where we sat earlier—the same weathered log half-buried in sand. Zion is already there, leaning back against a palm trunk, locs loose over his shoulders, white linen shirt open to the waist, board shorts tented obscenely. The moonlight catches the sheen on his mahogany skin, highlights the thick veins running down his forearms. He doesn’t move as I approach, just watches, eyes dark and patient, like he knew I’d come.

When I’m close enough, he speaks, voice low rumble blending with the surf. “Yuh came.”

I stop a few feet away, trembling. “I shouldn’t have.”

“But yuh did.” He pushes off the tree, closes the distance in two strides. Up close he towers, heat radiating off him, scent of coconut oil, ganja, clean sweat flooding my senses. “Guilt eatin’ yuh up inside, eh? Cryin’ while yuh pussy drippin’ for black cock.”

Tears spill over. “I love him. He’s good to me. This… this is destroying me.”

Zion’s hand cups my jaw, thumb brushing away a tear—gentle, almost tender—then slides down to my throat, fingers curling lightly. “Dat’s what make it sweet, Lauren. Yuh love him, but yuh need dis. Need me stretchin’ yuh, fillin’ yuh, ownin’ yuh in ways him never could.” His other hand finds my hip, bunches the dress, drags it up until cool air kisses my bare ass. “Tell me yuh sorry. Tell me yuh hate how wet yuh get thinkin’ about betrayin’ him.”

“I’m sorry,” I whisper, voice cracking. “I hate it. I hate how much I want it.”

He chuckles, low and dark. “Good girl. Now show me.”

He guides me down to the sand beside the log, sits first, pulls me between his spread thighs. The sand is still warm from the day, grains clinging to my knees. He reaches into his satchel, pulls out a fat pre-rolled spliff, lights it with a flick of his Zippo. The flame illuminates his face—sharp cheekbones, full lips, eyes locked on mine. He takes a deep drag, holds, then leans in and exhales the smoke directly into my mouth. I inhale it from him, our lips brushing, the rich pine-spice filling my lungs, the high hitting fast and hard again. Colors bloom. Sensations double. His hand slides between my thighs, two thick fingers parting my soaked folds, stroking slow along my slit.

“Yuh soakin’,” he murmurs against my lips. “Dis pussy know what it want, even if yuh mind fightin’.”

I whimper, hips rocking forward despite myself. “Please…”

“Please what?” His fingers circle my clit—slow, torturous circles that make my thighs shake. “Please finger yuh while yuh think about yuh man sleepin’? Please make yuh come knowin’ yuh betrayin’ him right now?”

“Yes,” I sob. The guilt rips through me—Julian’s face, his soft snores, the life we built—but the lust is a wildfire, consuming everything. “God, yes.”

Zion slides two fingers deep inside me, curling against that spot that makes my vision white out. His thumb presses my clit, rubbing in firm circles. The wet sounds are obscene—my slick coating his hand, dripping down his wrist. He adds a third finger, stretching me, the burn delicious and overwhelming. I cry out, muffled against his shoulder, biting down on muscle and skin.

“Come for me,” he growls. “Come while yuh think about how much bigger me cock goin’ be. How me goin’ ruin dis tight pussy, then train dat virgin ass till yuh beg fi me cum inside it.”

The orgasm hits like a breaker—hard, relentless, my whole body seizing as I soak his hand, thighs trembling, tears streaming. He doesn’t stop, keeps fucking me through it with those thick fingers until I’m oversensitive, whimpering, pushing weakly at his wrist.

When I finally slump against him, panting, he pulls his fingers free, glistening, and brings them to my lips. “Taste how wet yuh get for betrayal.”

I suck them clean—salty, musky, mine—shame and lust twisting tighter.

Zion stands, shoves his shorts down. His cock springs free—eleven inches of thick, veined black meat, curving slightly upward, the head glistening with precum. It’s massive, intimidating, beautiful. My mouth waters even as fresh guilt floods me: Julian’s cock has never looked like this, never made me feel this small, this hungry.

“Touch it,” Zion commands.

My hand wraps around the base—barely. Hot, velvet steel, throbbing under my palm. I stroke slow, feeling every ridge, every vein. He groans, deep and primal.

“Dat’s it. Feel how much bigger me is. Feel how me goin’ stretch yuh till yuh can’t remember yuh man’s name.”

I stroke faster, thumb circling the fat head, smearing precum. He’s leaking steadily now, the scent musky and intoxicating. My other hand cups his heavy balls—full, tight, promising load after load.

“Yuh goin’ take dis soon,” he says, voice rough. “First yuh pussy. Deep. Breed yuh full. Then me goin’ work on dat ass—plugs, fingers, my cock—till yuh open easy, beg fi me cum in both holes. Yuh goin’ be me white anal slut, Lauren. Drippin’, marked, addicted. An’ when we back at de villa, yuh goin’ make yuh man clean every drop while me watch.”

The words hit like punches—guilt exploding, lust roaring louder. I sob around my own moans, stroking him harder, faster.

He pulls my hair, tilts my head back. “Midnight tomorrow. Same spot. Me goin’ fuck yuh proper. No more teasin’. Yuh ready?”

I nod, tears streaming, voice broken. “Yes. God help me, yes.”

He groans, hips bucking into my hand. Hot ropes of cum erupt across my chest, my throat, dripping down the front of my dress—thick, white, marking me. The scent fills the air, salty and primal.

He tucks himself away, leans down, kisses me once—hard, claiming—then walks into the dark without another word.

I stay on my knees in the sand, cum cooling on my skin, pussy still twitching from the orgasm, guilt and lust warring so fiercely I can barely breathe.

Julian’s still asleep when I slip back into the villa, none the wiser.

But I’m changed. Ruined. And tomorrow night, I’m going back for more.


Full Surrender



Sunlight pours through the gauzy curtains in thick, molten beams, turning the room golden and hazy, dust motes drifting like lazy sparks. The air tastes of salt from the open window, mingled with the faint, lingering musk of last night’s betrayal still clinging to my skin despite the shower. Julian stirs beside me, his arm heavy across my waist, warm and familiar, the soft hairs on his forearm brushing my bare stomach with every slow breath. His scent—clean soap, faint cologne, the comforting warmth of sleep—wraps around me like a blanket I no longer deserve. I stare at the ceiling fan’s slow, hypnotic whirl, blades slicing the humid air with a low, rhythmic hum that matches the dull, sweet ache between my thighs. My pussy still throbs faintly from Zion’s thick fingers, the memory of his cum drying on my chest last night making my nipples tighten against the thin sheet. Fresh wetness slicks my folds even now, traitorously pooling beneath me on the mattress. Guilt coils in my chest like barbed wire—Julian’s trusting weight against me, his soft snores last night while I knelt in the sand letting another man mark me. I love him. The thought brings tears pricking hot behind my eyes. But the craving for Zion’s ruin is louder, hotter, a pulsing need that makes my clit swell and my ass clench around the ghost of his promises.

Julian’s phone buzzes sharply on the nightstand, the vibration rattling against wood. He groans low in his throat, stretches, the sheet sliding down to reveal the soft curve of his belly. He kisses my shoulder—warm, dry lips, gentle—and murmurs, “Morning, babe. Sleep okay?”

I force a smile, turn to face him, my hair sticking to my damp neck. “Yeah. That weed knocked me out.” The lie coats my tongue like ash, but his eyes brighten with that boyish relief.

“Me too. Today’s ATV tour—gonna be epic. You sure you don’t want to come? The cliffs, the jungle trails, wind in your face…”

I shake my head, tracing his jaw with a fingertip, feeling the faint stubble rasp against my skin. “Nah, I need a lazy day. Pool, book, maybe a walk. You go have fun.”

He nods, oblivious, leans in for a quick kiss—soft lips, faint mint from last night’s toothpaste, not enough to quench the fire already burning low in my belly. “Love you. Be back by lunch.”

While he showers, water hissing against tile, steam curling under the door carrying the scent of his body wash, I slip into a simple sundress—loose floral cotton that whispers against my bare skin, no bra, no panties. My nipples peak instantly against the thin fabric, dark shadows visible in the morning light, sensitive from the night air and the constant throb of arousal. Zion’s text arrives like a shock: Cabin. Now. Bring yuh guilt, me melt it away. My heart slams against my ribs, pulse roaring in my ears, in my clit. I shouldn’t. Julian’s humming off-key in the bathroom, zipping his day bag. But my pussy clenches hard, a fresh gush of wetness trickling down my inner thigh. The conflict is excruciating—loyalty screaming, lust roaring. I text back: Where?

The reply is an address, a short, steep hike up the hillside. I kiss Julian goodbye at the door—his lips warm, tasting faintly of coffee—watch him disappear down the path toward the rental spot, then step into the humid morning. The air is thick, heavy with jasmine and sea salt, palm fronds rustling overhead like conspiratorial whispers. Every step up the winding dirt path sends sweat beading along my spine, between my breasts, mixing with the slickness already coating my thighs. The sun beats down, turning my skin glossy, the sundress clinging to every curve. My clit rubs against my folds with each stride, a constant, maddening friction. Guilt surges with every heartbeat: Julian’s smile, his excitement for our “together” vacation, while I climb to let another man claim what’s supposed to be his. Tears blur my vision, but my pussy drips steadily, the shame only sharpening the ache.

The cabin appears at the crest—small, weathered wood, perched with a sweeping view of turquoise sea and white foam. Zion opens the door before my knuckles touch it, filling the frame, locs tied back in a loose knot, bare chest gleaming with a light sheen of sweat, loose shorts slung low on narrow hips. His scent hits me first: coconut oil warmed by sun, rich ganja smoke, clean male musk that makes my mouth water and my knees weaken.

“Yuh early, yuh greedy likkle slut. Already drippin’ fi dis black cock again?”

I step inside; the door clicks shut behind me, heavy, final. The space smells of cedar, fresh pineapple, lingering herb. A ceiling fan stirs the air lazily, carrying the faint salt breeze through open slats. “I shouldn’t be here,” I whisper, voice cracking, tears welling. “Julian’s out there thinking we’re fine, and I’m… I’m letting you ruin me.”

Zion pulls me against his chest—hard muscle, hot skin, heartbeat steady and strong under my cheek. “Yuh here because dat tight white cunt cravin’ real dick. Sit yuh ass down.” He guides me to the bed, the mattress dipping under my weight, sheets cool and crisp against my thighs. He hands me a small, dense brownie from a tin. “Eat dis potent edible, yuh filthy wife. Let it melt dat bullshit guilt so yuh can beg fi me cum like de BBC whore yuh are.”

I hesitate—Julian’s face flashes, his trusting kiss—but the lust surges, hot and merciless. I bite into it: dark chocolate melting on my tongue, earthy ganja bitterness underneath, chewy, rich, coating my mouth. Zion watches, eyes dark, then strips his shorts. His cock swings free—heavy, thick, already thickening, the head dark plum, veins prominent along the shaft. The sight makes my pussy spasm, a fresh trickle of wetness soaking the dress beneath me.

The edible hits in rolling waves—warmth blooming from my stomach, spreading outward like liquid fire. My skin prickles, hypersensitive; the fan’s breeze feels like fingers trailing over my nipples, my inner thighs. Colors intensify—the deep blue sea glittering through the window, Zion’s mahogany skin glowing like polished wood. My clit swells, throbbing visibly under the thin cotton, every heartbeat sending a pulse straight to my core. Guilt flickers, sharp and accusing, but the high blunts it, transmutes it into fuel for the inferno between my legs.

Zion pushes me back, hikes the dress to my waist. “Spread dem legs wide, yuh cheating bitch. Show me how soaked dat married pussy get thinkin’ about betrayin’ yuh small-dick husband.”

I obey, thighs parting with a soft, wet sound, cool air kissing my drenched folds. The scent of my arousal fills the room—musky, sweet, desperate. He kneels between them, breath hot against my inner thighs, raising gooseflesh. “Fuck, look at dis greedy white cunt—swollen, drippin’ like a faucet. Yuh man know yuh out here leakin’ fi black dick?” His tongue traces my slit—slow, flat, deliberate—tasting the slick mix of my juices and lingering traces of his earlier cum. I moan, hips jerking upward. He laps deeper, tongue plunging inside me, then circles my clit with firm, wet pressure, sucking it into his mouth, teeth grazing just enough to spark pain-pleasure. “Taste like yuh been dreamin’ about dis tongue all mornin’, eh? While yuh husband kiss yuh goodbye.”

The edible amplifies every sensation: the rough velvet of his tongue, the suction pulling at my clit, the wet smacking sounds of his mouth devouring me. My thighs tremble, toes curling into the sheets.

“Please,” I beg, voice raw and desperate. “Fuck me with that huge black cock. Stretch my cheating pussy wide open. I need it so bad—Julian’s little dick never even comes close. I’m your BBC slut now. Ruin me.”

He rises, that eleven-inch black monster still rock-hard and leaking, veins pulsing thicker now from the taste of my cunt. “Yuh ready fi dis fat BBC ruin yuh tight little married hole? Ready fi me pump yuh full a’ cum till yuh leakin’ for days?”

“Yes—God, yes. Breed me. Fill me up with your superior seed. I want your black baby growing inside me while Julian raises it. Fuck me raw, Zion. Make my cunt yours forever.”

He notches the fat head at my entrance, rubs it along my slick folds—teasing, coating himself in my wetness. “Beg fi it, slut. Tell me how much better dis black dick is than yuh husband’s pathetic prick.”

“Please, Zion—fuck me hard. Your cock is so much bigger, so much thicker. Julian’s tiny thing barely touches the sides. I need your massive black cock to stretch me, wreck me, own me. Pound my married pussy until I forget his name. Breed me like the white whore I am!”

He pushes in—slow, relentless, inch by burning inch. The stretch is exquisite agony, my walls yielding to his girth, every ridge dragging against me. “Fuck, yuh grippin’ me like a vice, yuh BBC-hungry whore. Dis cunt made for black cock—yuh man’s little dick never stood a chance.”

I cry out, back arching as he bottoms out—balls heavy against my ass, the head kissing my cervix. The fullness is overwhelming, almost too much, every nerve singing. He starts thrusting—slow, deep rolls that let me feel every vein, every pulse. The wet slap of skin on skin echoes, my juices squelching around his shaft, dripping down my crack in warm rivulets. The edible turns it surreal: every thrust sends fireworks behind my eyelids, every grind of his pubic bone against my clit builds impossible pressure.

“Take every fuckin’ inch,” he snarls, pace quickening. “Dis yuh new god now. Me goin’ breed dis sloppy white pussy, pump load after load till yuh belly swell wit’ my black baby.”

“Yes—breed me! Knock me up! Pump your thick cum so deep I’ll be leaking for weeks. Julian can never do this. He’s too small, too weak. I’m your breeding bitch now—fill me, own me, make me drip your seed while he sleeps next to me!”

He pounds harder, the bed frame slamming rhythmically against the wall. My breasts bounce under the dress, nipples scraping cotton like sandpaper. I come first—violent, clenching around his thickness, gushing around him, soaking his balls and the sheets. “Fuck yes—cum in me! Flood my cheating cunt! Give me every drop while my pathetic husband rides around clueless!”

He fucks me through it, overstimulating until I’m sobbing, begging incoherently.

“Cum inside—flood my cunt! Give me every drop while my husband’s out riding ATVs like a good little cuck!”

He roars, hips slamming deep—once, twice—then hot, thick ropes of cum flood me, pulse after pulse, spilling out around his shaft in creamy rivulets. He grinds slow, milking every drop inside me, letting me feel the warmth spreading. “Take dat load, yuh filthy wife. Feel me seed claimin’ yuh womb. Yuh pussy belong to black cock now.”

But he stays hard, buried to the hilt. Zion flips me onto my stomach, spreads my ass cheeks wide, exposing my dripping pussy and the tight pucker above it. “Now fi de real trainin’. Yuh virgin ass goin’ learn what it mean to be owned in every hole.”

Guilt surges—Julian’s gentle hands never ventured here—but lust overrides, my hole twitching in anticipation. Zion grabs the lube—cool, slick gel—squirts a generous amount directly onto my ring, letting it run down in thick trails, mixing with the cum leaking from my cunt. His finger circles the rim slowly, spreading the slickness, pressing lightly. “Relax dat tight white ass, slut. Breathe deep so me can start turnin’ yuh into me anal bitch.”

I exhale shakily, the edible loosening my muscles, turning tension to liquid surrender. He pushes one thick finger in—slow, steady pressure—knuckle by knuckle until he’s buried to the last joint. The burn is immediate, intense, a deep, stretching fullness that makes me gasp into the pillow. He pauses, letting me adjust, then begins gentle pumps—shallow at first, then deeper, twisting to open the tight muscle. “Feel dat fat finger stretchin’ yuh shithole? Yuh ass already hungry fi more. Yuh husband ever dream of touchin’ dis hole? Nah—he too busy bein’ a beta.”

I moan, pushing back. “Yes—finger my ass deeper! Stretch my virgin shithole for your huge cock. I want it so bad—Julian never even asked. I’m your anal slut now. Train me, make me gape for black dick!”

He adds more lube, slides in a second finger. The stretch sharpens—burning wider now, my ring resisting then yielding with a soft, wet pop. He scissors them apart gently, stretching the muscle, curling to press against the thin wall that separates his fingers from the cum-filled heat of my pussy. Every movement sends electric sparks through me, the dual pressure making my clit throb untouched. I moan louder, hips lifting.

“Fuck—yes, open my ass! Stretch it wide so your massive cock can slide right in. I need to feel you balls-deep in my shithole while my pussy’s still dripping your cum. Make me your double-stuffed whore!”

He adds a third finger—slow, careful—the stretch now bordering on overwhelming, my hole fluttering around the invasion. The edible heightens it all: the slick glide of lube, the heat of his knuckles, the faint pop of air as he withdraws and re-enters. Sweat beads on my lower back, dripping down my crack to mix with everything else. Minutes blur—he patient, relentless, fingers never stopping, always adding more lube.

“God, yes—finger-fuck my ass harder! I love how full it feels. Julian could never do this. I’m addicted to your fingers in my shithole. Train me to take your whole cock—make my ass your personal cum-dump!”

Finally he withdraws, leaving me gaping slightly, twitching. He grabs the thick glass plug—smooth, tapered, bulbous at the widest point, cool against my heated skin. He coats it thickly, presses the tip to my loosened ring. “Breathe out, yuh nasty bitch. Push back an’ take dis plug like de anal slut yuh are.”

I do—gasping as the widest part breaches me, stretching me open wider than his fingers, the burn sharp then blooming into fullness as it pops past the ring. He twists it deeper, slow circles, letting me feel every inch sliding in until the flared base seats flush against my cheeks. The plug presses inward, heavy and unyielding, rubbing against that sensitive wall, making my pussy clench around the cum still inside.

“Fuck—yes, plug my ass full! I love how it stretches me. I’m your plugged-up anal whore now. I want bigger tomorrow—make my shithole gape for your BBC!”

Zion flips me onto my back, spreads my legs wide. The position drives the plug deeper, pressing relentlessly. His cock—still rock-hard, slick with our mixed fluids—lines up with my gaping, cum-filled pussy. “Now yuh goin’ feel what real double-stuffed feel like. Me fat black cock rippin’ yuh cunt open while dat plug stretch yuh ass—both holes gettin’ owned by superior dick.”

He slides in agonizingly slow—the plug making my cunt feel impossibly tighter, every inch of his girth dragging against the thin membrane, rubbing the plug from the other side. The friction is unbearable—intense, overwhelming pressure from both directions. I cry out, nails digging into his biceps, the dual fullness making my vision swim.

“Fuck yes—stuff me! Your huge cock in my pussy and that thick plug owning my ass—God, I’m so full! Julian could never make me feel this stretched, this used. Pound me, Zion—double-fuck your white slut!”

He starts to move—slow, deep rolls of his hips that shift the plug with every thrust. The sensation is electric: his thick shaft dragging along my front wall, the plug massaging back against it, creating constant, rolling pressure on every nerve. Wet sounds fill the cabin—squelching from my stuffed pussy, the faint creak of the plug base against my cheeks, the heavy slap of his balls against my ass with every deep plunge. Sweat slicks our bodies, the scent of sex thick—musky cum, lube, arousal, salt. The edible turns it hallucinatory: every thrust feels like lightning forking through me, every grind of the plug against his shaft pushes me closer to oblivion.

“Yes—fuck me harder! Feel how my pussy grips you while my ass is plugged? I love being double-stuffed for you. Breed me again—fill my cheating cunt while my shithole’s stretched wide!”

I come—hard, screaming, clenching around cock and plug simultaneously, gushing around him, soaking his balls, the sheets, my thighs. “Cum in me—flood my pussy! Give me your load while my ass is plugged like your property!”

He doesn’t stop—fucks me through it, overstimulating until I’m sobbing, begging for mercy and more at once. “Another load, yuh filthy BBC slut. Come again on dis double-stuffed dick. Squeeze dat plug while me pump yuh full.”

The second orgasm builds fast—impossibly intense, every nerve on fire. My body seizes, clenching so hard the plug feels like it’s being milked, my pussy spasming around his cock in rhythmic waves. I scream his name, tears streaming: “Yes—breed me again! Fill my worthless married cunt! I’m your cum-dump, your anal bitch—own every hole!”

He roars and unloads again—hot, thick pulses flooding me, overflowing, dripping down to coat the plug base. “Take dat second load, yuh cum-guzzlin’ wife! Feel me seed mixin’ in yuh womb while yuh ass plugged like de owned bitch yuh are!”

When he finally stills, he eases out slowly—cum pouring from my stretched pussy in thick, creamy streams. He removes the plug with careful twists, my hole gaping, fluttering, then soothes it with gentle fingers, spreading more lube, whispering praise and degradation: “Good little anal whore. Yuh ass takin’ it so well already. Tomorrow we go bigger—plug, fingers, then me cock stretchin’ dat shithole till yuh screamin’ fi me to breed yuh guts.”

I lie there, wrecked—pussy and ass pulsing in aftershocks, cum leaking everywhere, body trembling from overstimulation. Guilt floods back as the high ebbs—Julian due home soon, waiting with lunch and love. But the craving is carved deeper now, addictive, insatiable.

By the time I stumble back to the villa—showered, legs shaky, the faint ache in both holes a constant reminder—Julian greets me with a kiss and a bright smile, arms full of fresh fruit from the market.

He has no idea how thoroughly I’ve been ruined.


Growing Hunger



The next three days blur into a fever dream of stolen hours and aching need. Every morning Julian kisses me goodbye—soft, sweet, oblivious—heading off to snorkeling, zip-lining, or another guided tour he booked “for us” but I beg off with excuses about headaches, sunburn, needing to rest. He never questions it, just smiles that trusting smile and tells me to take it easy, that he loves me. Each time the door closes behind him, guilt stabs fresh and deep, but the ache between my legs is already throbbing, already wet, already screaming for Zion.

I sneak out the moment he’s gone, heart hammering, sundress hiked high on my thighs as I climb the same dirt path to the hillside cabin. The air smells heavier each day—salt, jasmine, the faint smoke of Zion’s ever-present spliffs drifting down like a beacon. My pussy drips steadily on the walk, leaving dark spots on the inside of my thighs, the dress clinging wetly to my skin by the time I reach the door.

Zion is always waiting—shirtless, locs loose or tied back, cock already half-hard in his shorts, eyes dark with that knowing hunger.

“Back again, yuh insatiable white slut,” he greets me on the second day, pulling me inside by the wrist. “Yuh man still think yuh restin’ while yuh really comin’ here to get yuh holes wrecked?”

“Yes,” I breathe, already dropping to my knees on the wood floor, the planks cool against my skin. “He thinks I’m napping. I couldn’t wait. I need your cock again. Need you to stretch my ass more. Please—train me harder today.”

He laughs low, filthy, shoves his shorts down. His massive BBC springs free—thick, veined, already leaking precum that drips in a slow string to the floor. “Greedy bitch. Open yuh mouth first. Suck de cock dat own yuh now.”

I do—lips stretching wide around the head, tongue swirling over the salty slit, tasting him while my hands stroke the thick shaft I can barely wrap my fingers around. “Mmm—fuck, your cock tastes so good. So much bigger than Julian’s pathetic little thing. I love choking on real dick.”

He grips my hair, feeds me deeper—slow, deliberate—until I gag, tears streaming, spit dripping down my chin. “Dat’s right. Gag on it, yuh cheating whore. Yuh husband probably jerking his tiny prick thinkin’ about how sweet yuh are, while yuh slobberin’ on black cock like a pro.”

I pull off gasping, strings of spit connecting my lips to his glistening head. “Yes—fuck my throat. Use my mouth like a pussy. I’m your dirty little cocksucker now. Julian never gets this sloppy blowjob. Only you.”

He does—fucking my face with controlled thrusts, balls slapping my chin, until my mascara runs in black streaks and my throat is raw. Then he hauls me up, bends me over the bed rail, hikes my dress, spreads my ass.

“Time fi more trainin’. Yuh ass ready fi de next size?”

He opens a small wooden box on the nightstand—inside, a graduated row of plugs: small, medium, large, and now the new extra-large one he’s adding today, thicker than yesterday’s ridged monster, with a pronounced taper and a heavy, flared base. My hole clenches at the sight, already slick with anticipation.

“Start with de medium again—warm yuh up proper,” he says, lubing the medium plug generously. “Then we go bigger. Yuh ass goin’ take de whole set today.”

He presses the medium plug to my ring—cool, slick, familiar now. “Push back, yuh nasty slut. Show me how much yuh love bein’ plugged.”

I do—moaning as it slides in smoothly, the taper stretching me just enough to remind me of yesterday’s burn, then seating deep with a soft pop. The fullness hits immediately—a deep, insistent pressure filling my rectum, the cool glass warming quickly to my body heat, every tiny shift sending a ripple through my core. It presses against the sensitive walls, creating a constant, throbbing awareness that makes my pussy clench emptily, nerves tingling from the base of my spine to my clit. “Fuck—yes, fill my ass with it. I love how it stretches me, how the fullness makes me feel so owned, so ready for more. Make me take the bigger ones—I want to gape for your cock.”

He works the medium plug for long minutes—twisting it slowly, the ridges dragging against my inner walls with a subtle, slick friction that builds heat, pumping it in and out to let me feel the pop of the widest point past my ring each time, the burn fading into a warm, addictive ache. My pussy drips steadily onto the sheets, clit throbbing untouched. “Yuh ass suckin’ it in greedy. Ready fi de large one?”

“Yes—give me the large! Stretch my shithole wider. I need it bigger, deeper. Julian’s never going to touch my ass—only your plugs and your huge black cock get to own it.”

He lubes the large plug—heavier, thicker, the widest point almost intimidating. He presses the tip to my already-plugged ring, then slowly removes the medium one, leaving me gaping and empty for a heartbeat. The cool air kisses my stretched hole, sending a shiver up my spine, before the new plug begins its invasion.

“Push, yuh filthy anal bitch. Take dis fat plug. Feel how much wider yuh openin’.”

I bear down—gasping, whimpering as the thickest part forces me open wider than ever, the burn sharp and intense, a deep stretch that radiates from my ring inward, muscles protesting then yielding with a slick pop. Once seated, the weight is more pronounced—heavier inside me, pressing firmly against my inner walls, creating a constant, almost vibrating fullness that makes every breath feel like it's shifting the plug slightly, sending waves of pleasure-pain through my core. The pressure against the thin wall to my pussy is stronger now, making my clit pulse harder, my juices flow freer. “Oh fuck—yes! It’s so thick, so deep in my ass. I love how it burns at first, then fills me so completely I can feel it in my pussy too. Plug me deeper—make my shithole yours!”

He twists it, pumps it slowly—each movement amplifying the sensations: the ridges catching on my ring with a subtle tug, the heavy base bumping my cheeks, the internal pressure building to an ache that's both satisfying and teasing, leaving me hungry for more. “Yuh ass grippin’ it tight. Now de extra-large. Yuh goin’ take de whole row today.”

My eyes widen at the final plug—massive, ridged, the widest point thicker than three fingers combined. “Yes—give it to me. Stretch my ass to the limit. I want to be ready for your cock tomorrow. I want to gape so wide you can see inside me.”

He removes the large one slowly—my hole fluttering, gaping open wider now, the emptiness aching until the extra-large begins. He coats it thickly, presses the tip to my loosened ring. “Breathe deep, yuh gape-hungry whore. Push back an’ take every inch.”

I do—screaming as the widest ridge breaches me, stretching me impossibly, the burn bordering on too much: a fiery ring of tension around my entrance that spreads inward, muscles straining, quivering as the plug forces them apart. Then relief as it pops past and slides home, the ridges settling deep, creating layers of pressure—each one pressing different spots inside me, the overall fullness so intense it feels like it's rearranging my insides, pressing hard against my pussy from behind, making every breath shift it slightly and send fresh sparks to my clit. The weight pulls downward, a constant reminder, making my hole clench around it involuntarily, heightening the sensation. “Fuck—yes! It’s huge in my ass! I’m so stretched, so full—God, I love it. The burn is so good, the pressure so deep it’s making my pussy throb. I’m your plugged anal slut. Now fuck my pussy—double-stuff me until I break!”

He flips me onto my back, legs spread wide, the massive plug shifting with every movement, the ridges grinding inside as gravity pulls it deeper. His cock slams into my cunt—hard, no mercy—and I scream, the dual fullness insane: the plug's unyielding mass pressing back against his thrusting shaft, creating friction that radiates through every nerve.

“Yes—pound both holes! Feel how tight my pussy is with that monster plug owning my ass? Fuck me harder—breed me while my shithole’s stretched to the limit!”

He does—relentless, brutal thrusts that make the plug grind against his shaft through the thin wall, every stroke shifting it, making me feel utterly owned. The wet squelch of my stuffed pussy mixes with the faint creak of the plug base, his balls slapping my ass, sweat dripping from his chest onto my tits.

“Tell me yuh love bein’ my white anal slut,” he growls, thumb circling my clit.

“I love it—I fucking love being your white anal slut! I love your huge black cock ruining my pussy while my ass is plugged and stretched! Julian’s tiny dick could never make me feel this full, this owned. I’m addicted to your cum, to your size, to you wrecking every hole!”

I come—shattering, clenching around cock and plug, gushing around him, soaking the bed. “Cum in me—breed me again! Fill my worthless married cunt with your superior seed!”

He does—roaring, pumping thick load after load deep inside until it overflows, dripping down to coat the plug. He pulls out, cum pouring from my gaping pussy, then eases the extra-large plug free—my hole winking, stretched and red, unable to close fully.

“Tomorrow,” he says, fingers soothing my gaped ass, “me cock goin’ in dere. Yuh ass ready fi de real thing now.”

“Yes—fuck yes. I want your massive BBC to slide into my trained ass. Stretch me, breed me back there too. Make me your complete anal cum-slut.”

The third day he ups the plug again—even thicker, longer—and we repeat: weed smoke thick in the air, edible melting my last resistance. He starts with four fingers right away, then five, stretching me to the brink before moving through the entire plug set again: medium → large → extra-large → and a final monster one he’d saved, slightly wider still, ridged deeper.

“Take de whole collection today, yuh gape-whore. Yuh ass goin’ be ruined for anything but black cock.”

I beg through every step—pushing back, moaning, confessing: “Yes—stretch me wider! I love how my ass gapes for you. Finger me with all five—make me take it! Plug me with the biggest one—I want to feel it split me open. I’m your anal training addict. Julian’s never going to satisfy me again—only your plugs and your huge black cock!”

For each plug, he makes me describe the sensations: the medium's smooth slide and gentle pressure, warming me up; the large's heavier weight and sharper burn, filling me deeper; the extra-large's ridged texture dragging inside, each bump sending jolts; the monster's overwhelming girth forcing a prolonged stretch, the burn lingering as it seats, the fullness so complete it makes my pussy ache with every breath, the ridges pressing spots that make my clit pulse wildly.

He pounds my pussy with each new plug size inside me—multiple loads, overstimulation, screams echoing in the cabin—until I’m a shaking, cum-drenched mess, ass permanently loosened, ready.

When I stumble back to the villa each afternoon—legs trembling, holes sore and leaking, cum still dripping down my thighs—Julian greets me with concern, offers water, rubs my back.

“You sure you’re okay, babe? You look flushed.”

I smile, kiss him softly—his lips tasting innocent while my mouth still carries the faint salt of Zion’s cock.

“I’m fine,” I lie. “Just… the heat.”

But inside I’m burning. And tomorrow night, I’m going to let Zion claim my last untouched hole while my sweet, clueless husband sleeps above us.

End of Chapter 6. (~1,950 words)

Chapter 6 revised with expanded anal training scenes—progressive multi-size plug sequences across days, added fingering steps (up to five fingers), longer detailed stretching descriptions with heightened focus on plug sensations (burn, stretch, fullness, pressure, ridges, weight, movement, internal grinding), and intensified filthy begging/confessions from Lauren.


Risky Sunset Anal



The golden hour arrives like a promise and a threat. The sun hangs low over the Caribbean, turning the sea to molten copper, the cliffs casting long purple shadows across Seven Mile Beach. The air is thick with salt, warm wind carrying the distant laughter of tourists and the rhythmic crash of waves far below. I meet Zion at the secluded path behind the villa—same spot as our midnight beach encounters, but now the light is dying, everything bathed in that dangerous, beautiful glow.

He’s waiting, shirtless, board shorts low on his hips, locs tied back, eyes already devouring me. The bulge in his shorts is obscene, straining the fabric. In his hand he holds a fat, pre-rolled spliff—dark, sticky buds packed tight, the rich pine-spice aroma drifting toward me before he even lights it.

“Tonight we go higher,” he says, voice low rumble blending with the surf. “Dis one special—‘Cliff Fire.’ Strong enough to melt yuh mind while I melt yuh ass.”

He lights it with a flick of his Zippo, the ember glowing cherry-red in the fading light. He takes a deep drag, holds, then leans in and exhales the thick smoke directly into my mouth. I inhale it from him—our lips brushing, the smoke rolling hot and smooth over my tongue, coating it with resinous sweetness, pine, pepper, earth. I hold it until my lungs burn, then exhale slow, the warmth blooming fast: chest first, then a molten spread down my arms, my spine, pooling heavy between my thighs. Colors sharpen—the orange sky turns molten, the sea glitters like liquid fire. Every sensation doubles: the breeze on my skin feels like fingers, the rock under my palms warm and alive.

My clit throbs hard, my ass clenches around nothing, still tender from the plugs but hungry. The high strips away the last thin layer of resistance—guilt flickers but feels distant, muffled, turning into fuel for the fire between my legs.

Zion leads me along the narrow trail that hugs the cliff edge. The path is treacherous—loose gravel shifting underfoot, roots snaking across the dirt, the drop-off just inches away plunging sixty feet to jagged rocks and churning foam. One wrong step and I could tumble, the wind whipping hard enough to tug at my dress, making my balance waver. My heart races—not just from lust, but from the real danger: the sheer edge, the fading light casting deceptive shadows, the possibility of a gust pushing me too far. Below, the waves crash violently, spray misting up to dampen my skin even from here. The high amplifies it all—every crunch of gravel feels like an earthquake, the void beside me yawning wider, more terrifying.

We reach the flat outcrop—a precarious slab of rock jutting out like a natural platform, worn smooth by wind and sea but cracked in places, unstable under pressure. Twenty feet below, the surf smashes against razor-sharp boulders, the roar deafening, drowning out distant voices but carrying sounds unpredictably on the breeze. Far along the beach, tiny figures move—hikers on trails that wind closer than they seem, couples strolling hand-in-hand, vendors packing up. They’re distant enough that voices don’t carry clearly, but close enough that a scream could echo, a silhouette against the sunset could draw eyes upward. If someone glanced this way at the wrong moment—if the wind shifted and carried a moan—they’d see everything: my bent form, Zion’s towering frame claiming me. The risk is electric: exposure not just to strangers, but to the elements—the rock could shift under our weight, a sudden gust could unbalance us, the fading light could hide a misstep on the way back.

My pulse hammers in my throat, my clit, my fingertips—amplified by the weed. Every step makes the high settle deeper: my skin tingles, nipples scraping the sundress like sandpaper, pussy dripping steadily down my inner thighs. The guilt surges—Julian back at the villa, sipping rum on the terrace, waiting for my “sunset walk.” He kissed me goodbye an hour ago, told me to be careful on the trails. I smiled, promised I’d be safe. Now I’m here, bare under the dress, ass already loosening in anticipation, high as fuck and ready to be ruined on this deadly perch.

Zion pulls me against the rock—warm from the day’s sun, rough against my palms as he bends me forward. My breasts press into the stone through the thin cotton, nipples scraping deliciously with every breath. He hikes my dress up over my hips, exposing my bare ass to the cooling air. The wind kisses my slick folds, my trained hole, making me shiver—but it also tugs at my dress, threatening to billow it higher, exposing more if a gust hits wrong.

“Yuh ready fi me claim dis ass proper?” His voice is low, rumbling against my ear, locs brushing my shoulder as he takes another deep drag from the spliff. He exhales the smoke across my neck, the warm cloud making my skin prickle. “While yuh man waitin’ back at de villa like a good little cuck? While hikers might look up an’ see yuh white ass gettin’ bred? While de wind might push yuh off de edge if yuh cum too hard?”

“Yes,” I whisper, voice cracking with need and shame, the weed making my words slur slightly, thick with lust. “Fuck my ass. Stretch it with your huge black cock. Breed my shithole while hikers might see, while the cliff might crumble under us. Make me scream into the wind. Get me higher—pass it to me.”

He hands me the spliff. I draw deep—chest expanding, smoke filling my lungs until they burn, then exhale slow, the high crashing harder: head swimming, body loose and electric, every nerve singing. My clit feels enormous, my ass clenching rhythmically around nothing, already hungry for the stretch.

He chuckles, dark and filthy. “Dat’s my good white anal slut.” His hands spread my cheeks wide—cool air rushing into my already-gaped ring from days of plugs. “Look at dis hole—still open, still hungry. Yuh trained ass ready fi real BBC now.”

I feel the blunt head of his cock press against my ring—hot, thick, slick with lube he must have applied earlier. The contrast is immediate: the plug’s cool, rigid pressure versus this living heat, pulsing, alive. He rubs the fat head in slow circles, coating my loosened entrance, teasing the sensitive rim.

“Beg fi it,” he growls. “Tell me how bad yuh want dis black cock in yuh married ass while yuh husband waitin’ clueless.”

“Please, Zion—fuck my ass. Slide that massive BBC into my trained shithole. I need to feel you stretch me wider than any plug ever could. Breed my back hole—fill it with your hot cum while Julian waits upstairs. Own every inch of me. Make me your property right here on the cliff. Pass the spliff again—get me even higher so I feel every inch.”

He hands it to me mid-thrust prep. I draw deep—smoke flooding my lungs, the high peaking: colors bleeding, wind feeling like a lover’s touch, my ass clenching in anticipation. I exhale, smoke curling into the sunset wind.

He pushes—slow, relentless. The head breaches first, popping past my ring with a slick, burning stretch that makes my knees buckle. The burn is sharper than the plugs—hotter, more alive, the thickness forcing my muscles to yield in waves. I gasp, nails scraping rock, the wind whipping my hair across my face. The position is precarious—my feet inches from the edge, the rock sloping slightly toward the drop, my balance relying on Zion’s grip on my hips.

“Fuck—yes—it’s so big! So much thicker than the plugs. I feel every vein sliding in, every pulse. The stretch burns so good—hot, deep, filling me completely. Stretch me—ruin my ass for anything but your cock!”

He sinks deeper—inch by inch—each ridge, each pulse of his shaft dragging against my inner walls. The fullness is overwhelming: deeper than the monster plug, hotter, moving with his heartbeat. My ring grips him tight despite the training, the friction intense, sending sparks up my spine. The weed amplifies it all—every inch feels like a mile, the burn blooming into liquid pleasure, nerves firing in waves that make my clit throb untouched, my pussy drip down my thighs.

When he’s halfway in, he pauses—lets me feel the stretch, the burn easing into a deep, aching pleasure that radiates to my clit. “Feel dat? Me cock stretchin’ yuh shithole wide open. Yuh ass grippin’ me like it never want to let go.”

“God yes—deeper! Fill my ass completely. I love how thick you are, how hot you feel inside me. The weed makes it so intense—every vein, every throb. Pound me—make me scream while the beach might hear!”

He thrusts the rest of the way—balls slapping my pussy, buried to the hilt. The fullness is complete: his thick shaft pressing every nerve inside my ass, the head nudging deep, my ring stretched wide around his base. The sudden movement rocks my body forward—the cliff edge just feet away, gravel shifting under my toes, the void yawning below. A gust of wind hits, tugging at my dress, nearly unbalancing me, the roar of waves reminding me how close death is if we slip.

I cry out—half scream, half moan—voice lost to the wind, the high making it echo inside my skull.

He starts moving—slow at first, letting me adjust, each withdrawal dragging his ridges against my walls with slick, burning friction, each thrust filling me again with that living heat. The sensation is exquisite: the heat of his cock, the slick glide of lube and precum, the constant pressure against my pussy from inside. My clit throbs untouched, dripping down my thighs. The weed turns it surreal—every thrust feels like it lasts forever, colors pulsing with each stroke, the wind cooling the sweat on my skin while the sun warms the rock beneath me. But the risks magnify too—the rock creaks slightly under our combined weight, loose pebbles skittering toward the edge, the wind gusting harder, threatening to push us off balance during a deep thrust.

“Fuck—yes—pound my ass! Stretch my shithole with that huge black cock! I love how full it feels, how it burns so good. Harder—make me scream while people walk below, while the wind might blow us off!”

He picks up speed—deep, powerful strokes that make my body jolt against the rock, breasts scraping through the dress, nipples raw. The wet slap of his balls against my pussy echoes off the cliff, mixing with the crash of waves below—sounds that could carry on the breeze to those hikers, drawing eyes up to our silhouette against the sunset. Sweat slicks our skin, the wind cooling it instantly. Far below, the couple pauses longer—heads tilting up, perhaps catching a glimpse of movement, a flash of skin. My heart races—fear, thrill, shame exploding together, the high making every emotion sharper, more vivid. One hard thrust could send us teetering, the edge crumbling under my feet, the drop fatal.

“They might see yuh gettin’ ass-fucked,” Zion growls, slamming deeper. “Might see yuh white ass bouncin’ on black cock while yuh scream like a bitch. Yuh love de risk, don’t yuh? Love bein’ exposed as my anal property, love de chance we could fall if me thrust too hard.”

“Yes—fuck yes! Let them watch! Let them see me taking your huge cock in my ass while my husband waits at home! I’m your public anal slut—breed my shithole right here! The danger makes it hotter—the wind pushing us, the edge so close, the hikers staring. Pass the spliff—I want to be higher when you cum inside me!”

He hands it to me mid-thrust. I draw deep—smoke flooding my lungs, the high crashing harder: head spinning, body loose and electric, every nerve singing. I exhale, smoke curling into the sunset wind.

He reaches around, fingers finding my clit—rubbing hard, fast circles. The dual stimulation—cock in my ass, fingers on my clit—pushes me over the edge fast. I come—screaming into the wind, body convulsing, ass clenching around his shaft in rhythmic waves. My pussy gushes, soaking his hand, dripping down my thighs. The high makes the orgasm roll longer, waves crashing through me, vision whiting out. My feet slip slightly on the gravel, the edge inches away—real fear spiking as my body shakes, the risk turning the pleasure razor-sharp.

He doesn’t stop—fucks me through it, overstimulating until I’m sobbing, begging. “Cum in my ass—breed my back hole! Fill my shithole with your hot cum! Mark me as yours while the whole beach might hear, while we could tumble off any second!”

He roars—hips slamming deep one last time—then erupts. Hot, thick ropes flood my ass—pulse after pulse, each spurt powerful enough to feel like a punch deep inside, the heat blooming outward in waves that make my inner walls flutter around him. The first jet hits high, splashing against my depths, thick and viscous, coating everything in warm, sticky white. The second follows immediately, even heavier, forcing more out around his shaft in creamy rivulets that drip down my crack, mixing with my pussy juices. He grinds slow, milking every drop—third pulse, fourth, fifth—each one pumping more cum deep, the volume obscene, overflowing, running in hot trails down my thighs, pooling on the rock beneath us. The sensation is overwhelming: the heat spreading like liquid fire inside me, the pressure building as he fills me beyond capacity, the slick warmth leaking out with every tiny movement, the high making every spurt feel amplified, endless, like he’s marking me from the inside out. The excess cum splatters onto the cliffside, the wind carrying the musky scent, perhaps even droplets tumbling toward the waves below.

When he finally pulls out—slow, deliberate—cum gushes from my gaped hole in thick, white streams, pouring down my crack, coating my pussy lips, dripping in heavy ropes onto the rock. My ass twitches, unable to close fully, the stretched rim pulsing as more leaks out—creamy, pearlescent, glistening in the dying light. The wind cools it instantly, making me shiver, the sticky warmth clinging to my skin, the scent musky and primal rising between us.

He turns me around, kisses me hard—claiming—then whispers against my lips: “Yuh ass mine now. Every hole. Feel dat cum leakin’ out? Dat’s me markin’ yuh deep. Tomorrow night, villa. Yuh man goin’ watch me take yuh again.”

I stumble back along the path—dress down, cum leaking down my thighs in slow, warm trails, ass throbbing with delicious soreness and still pulsing with the aftershocks of his massive load, high still swimming in my veins—guilt and lust warring as the last light fades. The return trail feels even more perilous in the dusk—gravel loose, wind gusting, the drop-off invisible in shadows, every step a risk of falling.

Julian’s waiting on the terrace with drinks. He smiles when he sees me.

“Beautiful sunset?”

I nod, kiss him—his lips soft while my ass still pulses with another man’s thick, overflowing creampie, the weed haze making everything feel dreamlike.

“Perfect,” I whisper.

But inside I’m already counting the hours until tomorrow night.


The Ultimate Takeover



The final night in Negril feels different—thicker, heavier, like the air itself knows what’s coming. The villa is quiet except for the distant crash of waves and the faint reggae drifting from somewhere down the beach. Julian is on the terrace, rum in hand, staring out at the dark ocean, relaxed in that way he gets when he thinks everything is finally clicking between us. He’s been sweeter these last days—more attentive, more hopeful—probably sensing I’ve been “distant” but chalking it up to the vacation haze. He has no idea the real reason I’ve been flushed, sore, leaking cum down my thighs every afternoon.

I text Zion from the bathroom, fingers trembling: Come now. Front door. He’s outside. Bring everything.

The reply is instant: On my way. Yuh ready fi him see who really own yuh?

My pussy clenches hard, a fresh trickle of wetness soaking my already-drenched folds. I slip into the sheer black lingerie I packed “just in case”—a barely-there lace set that frames my bare, slick pussy, a bra that does nothing to hide my hard nipples. The edible Zion gave me earlier is kicking in: warmth spreading from my stomach, loosening my limbs, sharpening every touch, every sound. The room feels alive—the sheets soft and cool, the fan stirring the humid air, the faint scent of salt and sex still lingering on my skin from the cliffside.

A soft knock at the front door.

Julian calls from the terrace, “Babe? You expecting someone?”

I step out, heart slamming. “It’s… a surprise. Stay there.”

I open the door. Zion fills the frame—tall, muscled, locs loose tonight, wearing only loose linen pants and a thin white shirt unbuttoned to his navel. In one hand, a small duffel—bulging with toys, lube, weed. In the other, a fresh spliff already lit. His eyes rake over me, dark and hungry.

“Yuh dressed like de whore yuh are,” he murmurs, exhaling smoke toward me. “Good girl.”

I step aside. He walks in like he owns the place—because tonight, he does.

Julian turns from the terrace railing, drink halfway to his lips. His eyes widen. “Lauren? Who—”

Zion cuts him off, voice calm, commanding. “Sit down, cuck. Watch how a real man fucks yuh wife.”

Julian freezes. The glass slips from his fingers, shatters on the tile. “What the fuck— Lauren, what is this? Who is he?”

His voice cracks, pain raw in his eyes, body tensing like he might bolt or fight. I move to Zion’s side, pressing against him, my hand sliding down to palm the massive bulge in his pants. “Julian… please. Just watch. I need this. I’ve needed this for so long. I’m sorry, but… trust me. Sit down.”

He shakes his head, tears welling, fists clenching at his sides. “No. Lauren, please—no. This isn’t you. We can talk about this. Tell him to leave.”

Zion lights the spliff again, takes a deep drag, then exhales into my mouth. I inhale greedily, the smoke rolling thick and sweet, the high crashing harder: colors bleeding, body electric, every nerve singing. Julian’s face crumples further—shock, hurt, confusion—but his eyes drop to where my hand strokes Zion’s cock through the linen, the outline obscene. His breath hitches, a flush creeping up his neck despite the denial.

Zion sets the duffel down, pulls me in front of him, facing Julian. “Strip her,” he orders me. “Show him what he never satisfied.”

My fingers shake as I peel off the lingerie—bra first, breasts spilling free, nipples rock-hard; lace next, peeling it away to expose my soaked, bare pussy with a wet sound. Cum from earlier still leaks from my ass, glistening on my inner thighs. Julian’s breath catches—his cock twitches visibly in his shorts despite the tears, his hand drifting uncertainly toward it before he yanks it back, conflicted.

Zion turns me around, bends me over the terrace railing—facing the ocean, ass toward Julian. The night air kisses my exposed holes, the wind carrying the faint scent of salt and sex. Zion drops his pants—his massive BBC springs free, thick, veined, already leaking precum. He lubes it slowly, deliberately, letting Julian see every inch.

“Watch close, cuck,” Zion says. “Watch how yuh wife takes real cock in both holes.”

He presses the head to my pussy first—slides in slow, stretching me wide, the familiar burn making me moan. Julian makes a choked sound—half sob, half something else. Zion thrusts deep, balls slapping my clit, then pulls out—cum from earlier mixing with fresh wetness, dripping down my thighs.

“Now de ass,” Zion growls. He notches at my trained hole—still slightly gaped, slick with lube and remnants of his last load. He pushes—slow, relentless—the head popping past my ring with a slick burn that makes me cry out. The stretch is exquisite—hotter, thicker than any plug, every vein dragging against my walls. I feel him fill me inch by inch, the pressure building, the fullness overwhelming.

“Fuck—yes—deeper! Fill my ass with that huge black cock! Stretch me, breed me—make Julian see how a real man owns his wife’s shithole!”

Zion bottoms out—balls against my pussy, buried deep. He starts thrusting—slow at first, letting Julian hear every wet slap, every moan I can’t hold back. The high makes it surreal: every stroke lasts forever, the wind cooling the sweat on my skin, the ocean roaring below like an audience.

Julian is still frozen—eyes wide, tears shining—but his hand drifts back to his shorts, rubbing his small cock through the fabric now, arousal winning out over the initial shock. Zion notices.

“See dat, slut? Yuh man gettin’ hard watchin’ me fuck yuh ass. Pathetic little cuck.”

I look back at Julian, voice breaking with pleasure. “I’m sorry… but I need this. I need his big black cock in my ass, in my pussy—filling me with cum you could never give me. Watch him breed me, Julian. Watch him own me.”

Zion switches—pulls out of my ass with a wet pop, slams into my pussy, then back to my ass—alternating holes, never letting me empty. Each switch stretches me anew, the burn delicious, cum from both holes leaking, mixing, dripping down my legs. He pounds harder, faster—the railing creaking under my grip, my breasts bouncing, nipples scraping the metal.

“Tell him,” Zion snarls. “Tell yuh husband who own yuh now.”

“You own me,” I sob, coming hard—ass clenching around his cock, pussy gushing. “Zion owns every hole. Julian—you’re my sweet husband, but you’re not enough. I’m his BBC whore now. His cum-slut. His anal bitch.”

Zion roars—buried in my ass—then erupts. Hot, thick ropes flood my depths—pulse after pulse, each spurt powerful, splashing deep, the heat blooming outward in waves that make my inner walls flutter around him. The first jet hits high, coating my depths in sticky warmth; the second heavier, forcing excess out around his shaft in creamy rivulets that drip down my crack. He grinds slow, milking—third, fourth, fifth—each pulse pumping more cum, the volume obscene, overflowing, running in hot trails down my thighs, pooling on the terrace tiles. The sensation is overwhelming: the heat spreading like liquid fire inside me, the pressure building as he fills me beyond capacity, the slick warmth leaking out with every tiny movement, the high making every spurt feel amplified, endless.

He pulls out—cum gushing from my gaped ass in heavy, white torrents, pouring down my crack, coating my pussy lips, dripping in thick ropes onto the tiles. My hole winks, unable to close, pulsing as more leaks out—creamy, pearlescent, glistening in the moonlight.

Zion turns to Julian. “Clean her, cuck. Lick every drop from yuh wife’s ruined holes. Taste what real man leave inside her.”

Julian hesitates longer now—tears streaming, face flushed with shame and unwilling arousal. “Lauren… I can’t. This is too much.” His voice is broken, pleading, but his hand still rubs his straining cock, body betraying him. Zion steps forward, grips the back of Julian’s neck—not roughly, but firmly—and guides him closer. “Do it, boy. Clean yuh wife. Taste her submission.”

Julian whimpers, resistance crumbling under the command and his own twisted desire. He crawls the last few inches on his knees, the broken glass crunching under him. He starts at my pussy—tongue tentative at first, lapping the thick, musky mixture of my juices and Zion’s cum. The flavor hits him—salty, bitter, overpowering—and he gags slightly, but keeps going, tongue delving deeper, scooping out the creamy load that still leaks from my stretched cunt. He swallows—audible gulps—his throat working as he cleans me, tears mixing with the cum on his chin.

“Deeper,” Zion commands. “Get yuh tongue in dat sloppy hole. Taste how full she is.”

Julian obeys—nose pressed to my folds, tongue plunging inside, swirling to collect every drop. The wet, obscene sounds fill the terrace—slurping, swallowing, my soft moans as his tongue grazes oversensitive walls. He moves higher—hesitant at first—then presses his face between my cheeks, tongue tracing my gaped ass rim. The cum there is thicker, hotter, still leaking steadily. He laps at the stretched hole—tongue dipping inside, scooping the viscous load, swallowing with choked sounds. More leaks out as he works—dripping onto his chin, his cheeks, his shirt. He doesn’t stop—driven by shame, arousal, submission—tongue fucking my ass, cleaning every trace, the taste overwhelming him until he’s trembling, cock straining painfully in his shorts.

Zion watches, stroking his still-hard cock. “Good boy. Clean yuh wife’s bred holes. Yuh taste me now—taste what own her from now on.”

Julian pulls back gasping—face slick with cum, tears, spit—then leans in again, licking my thighs, my crack, the puddle on the tiles beneath me. He swallows it all—every thick, musky drop—until my skin glistens clean, my holes still leaking slowly, the scent heavy in the air.

Zion pulls me upright, kisses me deep—claiming—then turns to Julian. “Yuh turn to watch again.”

He flips me onto my back on the terrace table—legs spread wide—slides back into my pussy, then my ass, alternating, pounding both holes for hours. We pause only to smoke more, drink water, let my legs stop shaking—edibles and weed keeping us going through endless rounds, multiple creampies in each, overstimulation until I’m a sobbing, cum-drenched mess—body shaking, holes gaping, cum everywhere: on my tits, my face, my thighs, the floor.

Each creampie is drawn out—Zion grinding deep, pulsing thick ropes that overflow, Julian forced to clean immediately after: tongue diving into my pussy to lap the fresh load, then my ass to scoop the thick, hot cum that leaks from my stretched hole. He swallows everything—face coated, throat working, tears streaming—while Zion taunts: “Look at yuh husband eatin’ my seed from yuh wife’s holes. Dat’s yuh place now, cuck. Cleanup boy.”

When the sky begins to lighten, Zion pulls out one last time—cum pouring from both my holes in thick rivers. He dresses, kisses me deep.

“Yuh mine now,” he whispers. “Every vacation. Every night. Yuh man welcome to watch… or clean.”

He leaves.

Julian crawls to me—licks me clean one final time, tongue gentle now, reverent. I hold him, broken and whole.

We fly home tomorrow.

But nothing will ever be the same.
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Click here to read it on Amazon

***

See everything Sable Kane has published:

All books available on Amazon


About Sable Kane



Sable Kane writes unapologetic, high-heat erotic fiction that dives headfirst into power exchange, size kink, breeding obsession, and the delicious wreckage of marital boundaries. A longtime observer of the darker corners of desire, she specializes in stories where surrender is total, dominance is absolute, and the line between shame and ecstasy vanishes completely.

Her Blacked College Students series follows good girls from freshman year through graduation — and the education that happens nowhere near a classroom. Black Bred Wives explores what happens when married women stop pretending they don't crave something their husbands can't give them. And her newest series, Blacked at Work, takes the obsession corporate — locked offices, after-hours meetings, and promotions that come with very personal terms.

When she's not crafting filthy happily-ever-afters (or ever-afters that feel like delicious damnation), she's probably deep in research — reading, watching, or simply letting her mind wander to places most people never admit they visit.

Sable lives in a quiet corner of the world with too many books, too much coffee, and zero regrets about the things she puts on the page. She believes every fantasy deserves to be explored without apology, and every reader who craves the raw, the forbidden, and the utterly consuming deserves a story that doesn't pull punches.

www.sablekane.com
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