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Declined

Iwas in my car, driving home, navigating the horrible afternoon traffic and tugging at my tie that was just too tight when my phone rang.

I answered it on speaker. “Hello?”

“Hey, honey,” said my wife, Stephanie.

I could tell by the sound of her voice she was about to hit me with some news. Probably not good news either.

“Hey, Steph. What’s up?”

“Sweetie,” she said. “Remember that noise my car was making?”

“Yeah,” I said, rushing through a yellow light despite all the honks. “I wanted you to get it checked out. Probably not a big deal.”

“Yeah,” Stephanie said. “Well I did get it checked out.”

“Good,” I said. “Hey, wanna have some fun tonight?”

We hadn’t done it in a couple of weeks and I was horny.

“Ben, I’m not home,” she said.

“Oh, okay.”

“I actually need you to meet me.”

“You do? Where?”

“J and C Auto Shop, downtown.”

“Downtown?” I asked. “Why didn’t you go to a shop near our house?”

We lived in the suburbs, there was no real reason to ever venture downtown in my opinion, it was just a big dirty concrete jungle where people got mugged.

“They had the best reviews online,” Stephanie said. “I’m sending you the address.”

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll be there soon,” I made a U-turn and headed toward the downtown skyline.

“Thank you, honey.”

“No problem,” I said. “See you soon.”

“Bye.”

* * *

I finally found a parking spot, it was always hell parking downtown on the street, and made my way to J and C Auto Shop. It was an older building, painted gray, a big white garage door that was wide open, a window by the big door was caked in dust, black bars protecting it from burglars.

I wasn’t sure if I could walk right in the big garage door, but I did anyway, and immediately got a dirty look from a man in oil-stained coveralls. He had a shiny, smoothly shaved head and dark eyes.

“Hi,” I said, trying not to let my voice crack. “I’m looking for my wife.”

He made a noise kinda like a laugh, then pointed a greasy wrench toward the back of the shop.

In the dim, hazy light I saw her, my sweet Stephanie was like a freshly bloomed flower in this dank, gritty garage.

I walked over to my pretty blonde wife. She had her knees together, her hands in her lap. She wore a small pair of khaki shorts and a blue tank top, the gold heart locket I had given her on our anniversary dangled from her neck, nestled in her perfect cleavage.

“I’m so glad you’re here,” she said, standing up and grabbing my arm.

“Yeah, of course,” I said. “So what’s the deal with the car?”

“The SUV?” said a deep, booming voice that startled me like thunder on a sunny day.

Steph gasped and squeezed my arm even tighter. I turned toward the voice and was looking right at the chest of a heavily muscled black man.

He wore a pair of blue oil-stained coveralls with the sleeves rolled up to show rippling forearms. The coveralls were unzipped enough for me to see his chiseled chest. He had short hair and a neatly trimmed jet-black beard. He smiled as he looked at me, then Steph, he had a gleaming gold tooth.

“Yeah, the SUV is ours,” I said, looking up at the huge man.

He shook his head. “That thing’s a basket case.”

“It was running okay,” I said. “Just that funny noise.”

He crossed his arms, those muscles rippling. “You a mechanic?”

Steph let out a single teasing laugh behind me. “No, he’s an accountant.”

“Yeah,” the man said, still grinning, that gold tooth gleaming in the dim light of the shop. “Lemme tell you about that car then.”

“Okay,” I said.

Steph jabbed me in the back.

“Sorry,” I added.

“Like I was saying,” the man said. I noticed a name tag on his coveralls that said Zeke. He continued in that deep voice. “You had more than one problem. Your timing belt was hanging on by a thread, your air filter was filthy, your exhaust was almost rusted through, and all kinds of codes was poppin’ up on my scanner.”

“Well let’s just do what’s necessary,” I said, knowing this was how shops get you.

I felt Steph’s hands on my shoulders and her warm breath against my ear. “He’s already done the work, sweetie.”

I turned to her. “You should’ve called.”

“I was handling it just like you suggested,” Steph said, getting defiant.

“Your car is good to go,” Zeke said. “I just need it out of my shop so I can get back to work.”

“Okay, fine,” I said. “Let’s go, honey.”

“That’s the thing,” Steph’s shoulders dropped. She looked at me and swallowed hard. “I don’t have the money. Our checking account got emptied at the grocery store last week, then our emergency fund got taken out by that massive air conditioning repair.”

“Yeah,” I said. “That one really stung.”

“So let me use your credit card.”

“Oh,” I said, my stomach tightening up. She wanted me to pay with my credit card, the one I’d been swiping all month because all the other bills had us behind. I had asked my boss for a raise but got laughed out of his corner office. Times were tough and it was hard making ends meet. Not to mention how embarrassing it was to be a broke accountant.

“Your card, sweetie,” Steph said, squeezing my arm.

“Yeah,” I said, pulling out my wallet and handing her the credit card. She then handed it to Zeke who took it between two fingers in his huge black hand.

“Be right back,” he said.

Steph breathed a sigh of relief. “Thank you so much for coming.”

“Yeah,” I said, hoping to God there was enough room left on that card before I hit the limit. I didn’t feel good about it considering all that stuff Zeke had rattled off that maybe did or didn’t need to be fixed on Steph’s car.

A long moment later, Zeke strode back out, wagging the card in the air. He looked right at me and grinned again, that gold tooth flashing. “Declined,” he said.

An air tool whirred behind me, making me jump.

“What?” Steph said. “How?” She turned to me, her blue eyes as wide as saucers.

“I—I guess I’ve been using it ever since the repair, for lunch and gas and stuff, it’s been a tough couple of months.”

Steph gulped, staring at me, then she looked at Zeke, her voice as quiet as a mouse, “Are you gonna keep my car? How am I gonna get to work, or yoga, or…” Steph turned back to me, threw herself against me and started to cry.

“Hey, it’s okay,” I said.

“Lady,” Zeke said in that booming voice. “Them tears ain’t gonna get yo car.”

She pulled away, wiped her eyes, and looked at him. “You’re right,” she said. “We’ve just had some money troubles lately,” her voice cracking again.

“Times is tough,” he said. “I been in business here a long time, and you ain’t the first person to get a surprise bill.”

“Hey,” I said. “Anything you can do, I’d really appreciate it, and I wouldn’t forget it.”

“Yeah,” he said. “Come on back to my office, we’ll talk this out.”

Steph grabbed my arm and squeezed. “He seems so reasonable.”

“I hope so,” I whispered back.


A Payment Option

“Come on in,” Zeke said, holding open a faded wooden door.

I walked in right behind Steph. I heard her gasp and when I looked over her shoulder I saw several posters of basically naked women on top of cars. It was so unprofessional.

“Have a seat,” Zeke said.

I looked down at the ripped green leather chair. I wiped it off, then sat. Steph sat in the chair next to me.

Zeke walked around behind the desk and dropped into a creaky old desk chair. He leaned back, then tapped a button on the old laptop on his desk. The keys were stained with years of grease. He closed the lid, then put it in a drawer.

“So you ain’t got no money,” he said. “Neither one of you?”

“We’re really sorry,” Steph said. “It’s just—”

Zeke held up a hand stopping her. “I done heard that shit. All of it.”

“Sorry, sir,” Steph quickly said.

I wanted to tell him not to talk to my wife like that, but for some reason I couldn’t. I felt like Zeke was an unpredictable man.

“I got an option for you,” he said.

Steph leaned forward in her seat. He looked at her and smiled, then looked at me and smiled even bigger.

I finally got the nerve to ask. “What’s the option?”

Zeke put his hands together and looked at Steph, then me again. “Her,” he said.

I was confused. “Her?”

“Me?” Steph said, her tone just as confused.

“Yeah,” Zeke said. “Steph, that your name?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Steph,” Zeke said. “You can pay your bill.”

“But I don’t have the mo—”

She stopped, and just when she stopped it hit me, like our brains were working together.

“Hey,” I said, summoning all my courage. “She is not a whore.”

Zeke chuckled, not moving from his relaxed reclining position in his chair.

“Ben,” Steph said, grabbing my arm and squeezing, then leaning in and whispering in my ear, that warm breath tickling. The words she whispered shocked me to my core. She simply said, What if I did?

I stared at her, unable to speak.

She nodded once, then licked her lips. “I can do it,” she said softly. “I can pay the bill, it’ll be easy.”

All I could think about was Zeke’s huge muscles, and his probably huge…

“Oh sweetie, I dunno,” I said.

“I can,” Steph said. “It’s no big deal.”

“We’re married,” I quickly said.

“And we still will be afterwards. It’s okay, Ben. I can do this.”

I shook my head and looked down at the floor. What was she saying?

She stood up, right at the edge of Zeke’s desk. “I’ll pay the bill.”

Zeke straightened up. “That’s what I like to hear. Come on around here.”

Steph got around that desk much quicker than I anticipated. She stood in front of Zeke and he grabbed her waist, putting her on his desk. He leaned forward and kissed her, not waiting around, no romance or anything.

To my complete surprise, Steph wrapped her arms around his neck and moaned into his kiss. I saw his tongue dart into her mouth and before I knew it I said, “No.”

Zeke broke the kiss and glared at me. “You might wanna wait outside.”

I thought about it, but I just couldn’t leave my wife. I had to know what went on. I had to watch it all.

“I’m good,” I said.

“Then be quiet,” Zeke said.

I nodded.

“Don’t worry, honey,” Steph said. “I’ll be fine.”

I nodded again, then Steph turned to Zeke, put her hands on his head and pulled him in for a kiss this time. She was so eager to get back to it.

I watched those tongues darting around. They kissed hard, not how Steph pecked me on the lips when I got home at night. This was different.

They broke the kiss and Steph’s cheeks were flushed. I noticed her nipples had perked up and were clearly hard. Then I saw something else, something that made me tight with fear, a monster bulge in Zeke’s coveralls, right between his legs.

“Let’s see that body,” Zeke said, standing back and helping Steph so she was standing on his desk.

“Yes, sir,” Steph said, untucking her tank top and pulling it right off.

I couldn’t believe it.

She dropped the tank top, then unbuttoned her shorts. Zeke helped pull them off and take her shoes off. She stepped out of her shorts and kicked them off the desk. She posed like a model in nothing but her black bra and pink panties.

“Damn, that’s a fine lookin’ woman,” Zeke said.

“Thank you,” Steph said, enjoying this way too much as she turned her back to Zeke and stuck her ass out.

“How the fuck did you get her?” Zeke looked at me as he reached for Steph’s ass and squeezed her cheeks in his big black hands.

I was speechless, unable to talk. I swallowed hard, my mouth as dry as a sandbox, and I tried to say something. “She—” I didn’t know how to answer.

“He’s just so cute,” Steph said, smiling at me. “Like a little lost puppy.”

Zeke chuckled and squeezed my wife’s ass again. “Yep, a little puppy. That looks about right.”

I burned with anger, balling my fists, but I stayed in my chair, unable to act, just watching as Zeke’s big black hands slid up my wife’s smooth back, found the clasp of her bra, and unhooked it.

“Oh,” Steph said, shrugging her shoulders and letting her bra fall off and land on the desk.

Zeke grabbed her waist again, his big hands almost completely circling her, and helped her down to where she was sitting on the desk again. Those big black hands slid up to her tits, covering them, squeezing them, then playing with her pink nipples.

I loved Steph’s little pink nipples. I loved when she let me play with them and squeeze them. I loved sucking on them too. And so did Zeke.

He leaned in and stuck out his tongue, running it around her nipple, then taking it in his mouth and sucking hard. Steph gasped, wrapping her arms around his neck as he kissed and sucked her tits. Her back was to me, but I could hear her unmistakable gasps of pleasure.

He leaned back and Steph grabbed the zipper of his coveralls and yanked it down. She pulled the coveralls off his shoulders and down his body, revealing his muscular shoulders and arms, his huge chest and ripped abs, and then something else…

“Whoa!” Steph said, her voice a whisper of awe.

I leaned forward and saw the source of her surprise. Zeke’s big hard black cock. It was huge, it had to be ten inches, and it was thick.

“Oh my God,” Steph said, her eyes glued to the black man’s massive penis as she slid off his desk and squatted in front of him.

“You like that?” Zeke said, grinning down at my wife.

Steph hadn’t blinked her blue eyes. Her hand darted out, wrapping around the base of his cock. He was so thick her fingers didn’t even touch.

“I do like it,” Steph said. “It’s so big.”

Zeke chuckled.

Steph started sliding her hand up and down his shaft, going faster and faster. His big cock was leaking precum freely, just like my cock was in my pants. But Steph needed some more lube. She held up her free hand, spit in it, and started using both hands on Zeke’s BBC.

I had never seen Steph do anything like that. Usually she’d just pump my cock until I got hard then get on top of me. She never did it like this.

“Suck it,” Zeke said. “Pay off that bill.”

“Yes, sir,” Steph said, her voice almost giddy as she leaned forward, opened wide, and let the dark tip of Zeke’s cock slide up her pink tongue.

Steph closed her lips just past the ridge of his head. She closed her eyes and sucked hard. MMMmmmm!

“Oh fuck,” I muttered. She was really doing it. She was sucking another man’s cock! Right in front of me!

I hated to admit it, but I was enjoying the show. At least I think I was. My stomach was all knotted and my shoulders were tight, but I was so freaking hard. If I just touched my cock I was sure I’d go off. I couldn’t believe it. Something about seeing Steph with another man…

Zeke surely enjoyed Steph sucking the head of his huge cock, but he wanted more than that. He put his big black hand on the back of her blonde head and urged her forward, his cock sliding past her lips, deeper into Steph’s mouth and down her throat, her blue eyes bulging.

“Yeahhhh,” Zeke groaned.

Steph had over half his length down her throat, her eyes were watering and she went for more, but that was all she could handle. She sputtered and backed off, gagging and gasping, spit and precum dripping off her chin.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“She’s fine,” Zeke said. “She’s just getting started.”

Steph licked her lips, slurping up that spit and precum and she actually smiled at me. “I’m fine,” she said, then she ducked her head and started sucking on Zeke’s big black balls, pulling them into her mouth then letting them pop out.

She ran her pink tongue up his dark shaft again, circled his head, then opened wide and took him down her throat with a renewed excitement. She didn’t need his helping hand this time, her head jerked back and forth, faster and faster, her hands worked his shaft back and forth, she gagged and sputtered when he bottomed out in her throat but she didn’t stop, it was like watching a totally different woman, but there was no mistaking it, it was defiantly my wife, Steph.

“Oh fuck!” Zeke moaned.

Steph kept bobbing that head, she was going so deep now that she didn’t need to use her hands on his shaft. She was holding onto the backs of his big muscular thighs, pulling herself deeper on his cock.

“Shit!” Zeke rumbled. “I’m about to nut.”

I wanted Steph to back off and be done with this, but she wasn’t, not at all. She kept on sucking and slurping, spit dripping off her chin from where she got sloppy as she deepthroated him. Her blue eyes were wide, but when Zeke roared and his big black balls jumped her eyes went even wider.

“YYYEEESSSS!” Zeke yelled, holding Steph’s head in his big black hands again.

His massive cock pulsed in her mouth and he started pumping spurt after spurt down her throat. I heard her gulp three times before he backed off, his massive black penis softening as he slowly slid it out of my wife’s mouth.

“Oh my God,” Steph muttered, licking her lips, then planting soft kisses on the head of Zeke’s big black cock.

“Damn,” he groaned. “You got a good fuckin’ mouth.”

Steph looked up at him and smiled. I think she was about to take him in her mouth again, but a crash outside caught his attention.

“Just what are those dumbfucks messin’ up now?” Zeke pulled his coveralls up and zipped them. He gave Steph a hard smack on the ass as he walked around his desk. She yelped and just when he got to the door I blurted out, “So we’re cool on the payment now?”

He looked at me, a big grin on his face, then he looked at Steph then slammed the office door.


Not Done Yet

After a minute I was finally able to speak to my wife. “Steph, are you all right?”

She had just finished getting her clothes back on, she looked up at me with a big smile on her face. “All right? No, I’m great.”

I didn’t know what to say. “That was great for you?”

“Well,” Steph said. “I wasn’t sure at first. In fact, at first I was pretty scared. But once it got started…I’ve never done anything like that, it was—”

“Great. I heard you,” I said.

“Oh don’t be so grouchy,” Steph said. “The car is paid for and I saw you watching very closely.”

“I was in shock,” I said.

“You had a boner,” Steph said.

“I did not!”

“I saw it,” Steph said, grinning. “Admit it, you got turned on sharing your wife, didn’t you?”

I shook my head, but my wife was right. It was a massive turn-on. I couldn’t explain it, but I did enjoy it. It was humiliating, but it was also good. It was crazy.

“Can we go now?” I said.

“I’m ready,” Steph said.

We walked out of Zeke’s dirty office into the garage. We were headed toward Steph’s SUV when Zeke’s deep rumbling voice stopped us. I thought he was preoccupied with his workers, but he noticed us slipping out. What could he want now?

“Hey,” he said, striding over then leaning against the driver’s side door of Steph’s SUV, crossing his muscular arms and blocking her way.

“Hey,” she said, smiling up at him like a schoolgirl with her first crush.

“Did I say we were done?” Zeke said, looking over Steph’s blonde head at me.

My knees shook. “Uh?”

“Uh—No,” Zeke said. “I did not. You haven’t completely paid off your bill, you see me and the boys all had to put in some work on your wife’s ride. Ain’t that right, Shep?”

From a dark corner of the garage stepped a skinny black man in baggy coveralls. He had a shaved head and a scraggly beard, a big grin was on his face. “That’s right,” he said to Zeke. He didn’t take his eyes off my wife.

“And Curtis,” Zeke said.

The bigger man who was more round around the middle that I had first seen when I walked into Zeke’s garage came over, wiping his greasy hands on an oily red rag. “Sure enough,” he said, moving his whole head up and down as he checked out my wife.

“You heard ‘em,” Zeke said.

“Yeah,” I muttered.

“You hear ‘em too?” Zeke asked Steph.

Steph looked Shep up and down, then Curtis. “I certainly did.”

“Oh Steph,” I said. “You don’t have to—”

Steph shushed me with a glare. She didn’t have to, she wanted to, and she just let me know without saying a word.

“Watch out, man,” Curtis said, giving me a shove. I stumbled backward two steps then landed on a hard wooden chair, its arms black with years of grease, oil, and fumes.

“Stay right there,” Zeke said, giving me a look that could kill.

“Do what he says, honey,” Steph said. “Just stay right there and watch me, okay?”

I nodded while all three black men chuckled. They didn’t wait a minute longer, they all stepped toward my wife eagerly, licking their lips, unzipping their coveralls, and then putting their hands on her.

I was in shock now, glued to the hard wooden chair I was sitting in, unable to move a muscle or open my mouth and protest as three sets of big black hands roamed over every inch of my wife’s hot body.

Zeke helped her out of her top again, tossing it away, and Shep went straight to her breasts, grabbing them, squeezing them, tugging at her pink nipples until she gasped, shut her eyes, and leaned her head back.

Behind her, the big black rotund man named Curtis was tugging down Steph’s shorts, his hands moving to her ass cheeks and giving them a squeeze as those shorts slid down her long legs and hit the dirty ground of the shop.

My heart was hammering in my chest. I felt weak and dazed. Was my wife really doing this? She’d just sucked off a big black cock in that office, and now she was going to let three of them have their way with her all at once? My mouth was completely dry, I gripped the arms of the chair.

“Yes!” I heard Steph moan.

The black men were chuckling, talking about how much they loved my wife’s hot body. I couldn’t stop watching all those hands groping her. Then Zeke leaned in for a kiss.

Steph’s tongue eagerly darted into his mouth, and while they kissed, Shep’s big hand went between her legs and she gasped, breaking the kiss, then smiling at him.

“Let me get into a better position to please you,” Steph said.

“Yeah, that sounds good,” Curtis said.

Steph squatted and the men crowded around her, their coveralls off completely or down around their ankles, their big black cocks jutting forward, rock hard, precum dripping from their tips.

Steph reached for Zeke and Curtis, taking them in her hands and pumping them. She leaned forward, opened wide, and let Shep’s big black cock slide right up her pink tongue into her mouth. She closed her lips, sealed them tight, and sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing, her eyes shutting tight as she made a satisfied MMMmmmm! in her throat then let Shep’s BBC pop out of her mouth.

“Oh fuck,” Shep said, looking down at my wife and shaking his head.

“Told you she got a good mouth,” Zeke said in his deep, rumbling voice.

“I gotta find out too,” Curtis said, grabbing my wife’s head and directing her to his cock.

She opened wide and took him, sucking the big round black man so well he threw his head back and hooted at the ceiling.

I couldn’t believe for the second time today I’d found myself watching my wife suck another man’s cock. I also couldn’t believe that all I could do was sit back and watch. For one thing I was scared of these big alpha males, and for another, I kinda liked it. My brain was telling me No! but between my legs my cock was rock hard, throbbing and rubbing against my boxers, trying to break free. I was so turned on, and that made me so uncomfortable.

I caught Steph glancing over at me, a smile on her lips as she licked off some spit and precum. She focused on Curtis, sucking him hard, bobbing her head while the other men waited their turn, their hands still groping any part of her that they could reach.

Steph was taking that black cock deep now, letting it pummel the back of her throat as she gagged and slurped on it. GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG!

Without wasting any time, just taking a quick breath, she moved on to Zeke, sucking his huge cock, then sliding her lips down his shaft and taking his big black balls in her mouth, sucking on one then the other before moving over to Shep.

Steph never left a cock untouched, if her mouth wasn’t doing the work her hands were, and she had all three black cocks stiff.

“Fuck,” Shep groaned as Steph took him deep again. “This blonde knows what she’s doin’.”

“Hell yeah she does,” Zeke said.

Damn right,” Curtis added. “Pay for that car.”

I was still throbbing as I watched my wife suck Shep’s cock. He kept groaning and the muscles in his thighs started to tense. I knew he was close and I knew Steph could tell. She started sucking harder, taking his entire length, bobbing her blonde head faster than ever, taking him right to the very edge as he pulled out of her mouth and roared.

Gripping his big black cock, Shep aimed it at Steph’s beautiful face, his big black balls jumped and roared again, spurting and shooting a thick stream of cum that striped Steph’s face from forehead to chin. She had her eyes closed and she was moaning for more, “Mmmmm! Yes! Cum on my face! Cover me!”

Shep spurted again and again, gasping as he finished. He milked his softening cock over my wife’s face.

“Back to work,” Zeke said.

Shep pulled up his coveralls and slinked off, smiling and shaking his head.

“Finish me off,” Curtis said, stepping up in front of me so all I could see was his big ass.

I leaned over for a better view, just as Steph took him in her mouth, sucking and licking, her tongue circling his swollen head before taking him deep down her throat and bobbing back and forth faster and faster.

“Ohhhh yeah!” Curtis said, closing his eyes, throwing his head back. “Just like that, use that hot mouth, baby!”

Steph kept at it, massaging Curtis’s big balls with her free hand while she sucked him, her other hand still pleasuring Zeke.

“Oh fuck,” Curtis rumbled. “Ah shit! It’s comin’! It’s comin’! Ah fuck!”

Steph sealed her lips just as Curtis’s big black cock pulsed. She swallowed down his first big spurt, but he slid out just as his second came out, covering her face along with Shep’s big load. She grabbed Curtis’s cock and milked it, getting every drop on her lips and chin before the big round black man sighed and slumped against a nearby car.

“No restin’ on the job,” Zeke said.

“Shit,” Curtis muttered, pulling up his coveralls and wandering off whistling an annoying tune.

“Now finish me up,” Zeke said, taking my wife’s head in his huge hands and directing her toward his awaiting BBC. He was so hard and stiff, his cock was the biggest of the trio, bobbing in front of Steph like a black jungle snake.

But she wasn’t scared of this snake, she was excited by it, she loved it, taking it in both her hands and her mouth. Sliding her palms up and down it, sucking on the swollen head, running her tongue around it. She took a big breath, inhaled the length of Zeke’s stiff cock, held it for a second, then came off him gasping.

“Fuck that’s good,” Zeke grinned down at her.

She did it again, and again, then Zeke grabbed her hair and made her bob back and forth, sucking his cock fast just like she’d done with the other men, taking him deep, gagging as spit and precum oozed from the corners of her mouth and down her chin, dripping onto her breasts.

“Yeah,” Zeke groaned. “Just like that! Fuck yeah!”

Steph kept sucking. I squirmed in my chair, waiting for what I knew was going to happen. I was still rock hard, leaking into my boxer shorts. It was crazy how turned on I was. I couldn’t stop watching.

“Yes! Ah Fuck!” Zeke roared. “Yesssss! I’m cummin’!”

Steph held him in her mouth, lips sealed tight, blue eyes staring up at him as his balls jumped and his big black cock pulsed in his mouth. She held his shaft in her small hands, his ass and thighs flexed and he came in my wife’s mouth. His white cum leaked out of the corners of her mouth and she bobbed again and again as he kept cumming, moaning and gripping her blonde head, finishing in her sweet mouth, then sliding his cock out.

Steph licked it clean, kissed it, and sucked it a few more times before Zeke grunted and backed away, pulling up his coveralls and zipping them halfway.

“Shit,” he said. “You gotta come do all your car maintenance here.”

Steph giggled. “So we’re all good now, all paid up.”

“Shit yeah,” Zeke said, tossing her a semi-clean rag.

Steph cleaned herself up, got dressed, then walked over to me, a big confident smile on her lips. “We’re all done,” she said. “All paid up.”

“Yeah,” I said, still in a state of shock.

“Let’s go,” Steph said, grabbing my hand and pulling me up.

“Yeah,” I said. “See you at home.”

We walked out and Steph said, “Bye, boys,” before leaving the shop.

Zeke and the other men were all working on a big red car from the 1970s. I looked away when one of them looked up.

“Bye, Zeke,” Steph called out.

“Come back any time,” Zeke said in that deep rumbling voice of his, followed by a chuckle.

“Let’s just get out of here,” I said. “I’ll follow you home.”


His and Hers Fantasies

Back at home I sat in the kitchen, staring at a frozen dinner that didn’t look half as appetizing as the picture on the box. Steph was in the shower, cleaning herself off.

I pushed around a few pieces of stale corn, got up, and grabbed a cheap bottle of beer from the fridge. I twisted the cap off, tossed it in the nearby trash can under the sink, and sat back down. I took a long sip of the cold liquid. It tasted watered down, but it was good enough. I needed something to take the edge off as I recounted the day.

I shook my head and tightly gripped the bottle of beer as I thought about what my wife had done. What she had to do. She had to do it, didn’t she?

Steph sure looked eager to suck Zeke’s cock. He hardly had to persuade her, that’s what bothered me most. That…and the fact that I watched so closely and barely tried to stop it, then when they really got going I got rock hard. That was the weirdest thing. It was one of those crazy uncontrollable boners that I hadn’t had since my teens. It felt good too, the boner, not watching my wife with another man.

I kept seeing it all over again in my mind’s eye on a constant loop, Steph stripped down to her bra and panties, her slim body next to that big beast of a man, Zeke. Her hands on his black shaft, then her mouth. The way it bulged her throat.

I took another long sip of beer, then put it back down on the table.

I couldn’t stop thinking about my wife and Zeke. And once again, it had made me rock hard.

* * *

Five minutes later, I finished off my beer, got up, trashed my frozen dinner and went to the bedroom. I sat down on the side of the bed. I could still hear the water running in the shower. Light crept out from under the door.

I waited until the water cut off and I heard Steph moving around in the bathroom. “Honey,” I called out. “Can you come out here?”

The door popped open, followed by some steam left over from Steph’s hot shower. The smell of her sweet bodywash flowed into the room, it was strawberry scented. She came out in a white robe brushing her damp hair. “What’s up?”

“This whole thing,” I said. “Today. It wasn’t something you wanted to do, was it?”

“Well I wanted to get the car paid for,” Steph said, sitting down next to me and running that brush through her hair, the cool droplets hitting my arm.

“So you didn’t enjoy it?”

Steph stopped brushing, put the brush in her lap and reached out, grabbing my arm. “I did what I had to do. For us.”

“Yeah,” I said. “But it looked like you really enjoyed it.”

Steph shrugged, one shoulder of her robe sliding down to reveal her bare, golden-tanned skin. “He had quite a physique, I will say that.”

“So you thought he was attractive?”

Steph shrugged, fixed her robe, then went back to brushing. “You were watching pretty closely.”

“I didn’t know what else to do,” I said defensively.

“Did you want to stroke your cock?”

“What? No!” I said.

“You had a boner,” Steph said.

“I did not!”

She giggled, got up, then went back toward the bathroom. “I’m going to finish getting ready.”

I didn’t say a word. I got up and went to the den and crashed on the couch. How the hell did Steph know I had a boner?

God.

I was so humiliated I could barely stand it. I got up to leave, to go for a drive just to be alone, but before I was all the way off the couch Steph came down the hall with her dirty clothes in her arms. I sat back down and ignored her as she walked by the couch to the laundry room, dumped her clothes in the machine, but didn’t turn it on. She walked back, not saying a word to me thankfully, then went back down the hall to the bedroom. I heard the door close and I started to get up again.

I made it to the kitchen and was reaching for my keys when I stopped. I didn’t want to go for a drive, I did not even want to look at a car, not after today.

That scene kept running through my mind, and it spurred another thought. A dirty thought. I walked over to the clothes washer, dug around between Steph’s thick robe and the damp towel she used to dry off with and fished out her pink panties. The ones she’d worn today.

I looked down toward the hall to make sure she wasn’t coming. The coast was clear. I took those soft cotton panties in my hand, turned them inside out and studied them. I saw exactly what I expected, a big crusty white spot.

“So she did enjoy it,” I muttered.

Steph had creamed her panties while sucking Zeke’s BBC. She didn’t have to be coerced at all, it was exactly what she wanted to do. My wife was a cheater, and she finally was able to scratch that itch with the perfect excuse. She had to pay for the car.

I started toward our bedroom, panties in hand. I was just about at the door when I stopped to try and get my thoughts together. But I couldn’t think straight. I was too turned on. I looked down at the big bulge in my pants. There it was again, that uncontrollable boner, back and harder than ever.

“Fuck,” I groaned.

I couldn’t go in there and yell at Steph with a boner. That’s why I was out here. She’d noticed it and teased me about it and pissed me off.

Damn.

Well, there is one way to get rid of a boner.

I went back to the couch and sat down. I put the panties on the cushion next to me and slid my hand down the front of my pants. I grabbed my stiff cock and squeezed. Precum slid out of my tip and down my head. I had leaked so much of it a wet spot the size of a quarter had formed on my boxers. I started stroking, going slow, thinking about one thing and one thing only, Steph’s mouth around Zeke’s thick black shaft, the way it stretched her lips to the limit, the way her big blue eyes bulged, the way she tried so hard to take every inch of it down her throat.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned as a jolt of excitement ran through me.

I was already pumping hard. I couldn’t control my hand going up and down in my pants, pleasing my stiff cock.

FAP! FAP! FAP! FAP!

“Oh God!” I groaned.

I kept my eyes shut tight, seeing my wife suck that big black man in that dingy, dirty office.

“Fuck, Steph,” I moaned. “Suck that big black cock.”

I kept pumping. I was squirming as my balls grew full and tight. I grabbed Steph’s panties with my free hand and brought them right up to my face so I could inhale the sweet scent of those pussy juices that had leaked from her while she sucked Zeke.

“Oh my God!” I groaned.

FAP! FAP! FAP! FAP!

“Oh God! Steph!” I gasped.

In my mind I saw her deepthroating that BBC, taking more and more, then gulping that huge load down. It was too much for me. My balls clenched. My cock pulsed and I started cumming.

“Fuck!” I gasped, leaning forward on the couch as my body stiffened.

My heart raced and I spurted into my boxers, shooting thick, sticky streams of cum all over my fist.

I pumped and squeezed, milking it all out as I gasped for breath, still picturing my wife with Zeke’s big black cock in her mouth. Picturing that joy on her face.

I emptied my balls, the rest of my load oozing out, then I leaned back on the couch, slumped down, and opened my eyes.

Steph was staring at me, her mouth open, her eyes wide.

I jerked my hand out of my pants, but that was the wrong thing to do, my hand was covered in sticky cum and it dripped on my shirt, then got everywhere as I tried to cover it with my other hand.

But there was no covering this up, no hiding the evidence. I don’t know how long Steph had been there, but it was long enough.

My heart was racing again, but not because of excitement, because of fear. My mouth was so dry I couldn’t get a word out, even though I was trying. But my brain couldn’t come up with anything anyway.

Steph grabbed her panties, holding them up by a fingertip. She closed her mouth and a grin slid across her lips. A grin that kinda scared me if I’m being honest.

Steph had put on a white tank top and a pair of silk ruffled pajama shorts that were baby blue. She looked hot, and her nipples were hard. If I hadn’t just been caught by her doing the most embarrassing thing possible I’d ask her if we could have sex.

Steph balled up her pink panties and put her fists on her hips. She leaned forward and softly said, “I knew it,” her blue eyes staring deeply into mine.

“What?” I said.

“I knew you loved it,” she said. “I told you I saw your boner. I knew you wanted to stroke it, you loved watching me, didn’t you?”

“No,” I said, not wanting to admit it.

Steph giggled. “You were jacking off with your eyes closed, beating your meat like crazy and I heard you mutter, suck that big black cock.”

Oh shit.

“Admit it,” Steph said.

“Okay,” I muttered. “So I liked it I guess, I don’t know why.”

“I don’t know why either,” Steph said. “But if you liked it that much I bet you’d like it if I did it again?”

I couldn’t speak for a moment because deep down I did want to see her do it again. I guess that silence was as good as saying yes, because Steph said, “I want to do it again too.”


A Different Kind of Cruise

The next day, when I got home from work I walked in the house and found Steph on the couch, her legs tucked under her, her phone in one hand. My beautiful blonde wife had on a tight blue tank top and black yoga shorts. Her shoes were off. I noticed her hard nips poking at the thin fabric of the tank top. Her hair was in a smooth ponytail and she had gold earrings and a gold necklace around her slender neck. She looked great.

“Hey,” Steph said, looking up at me, then patting the spot next to her on the couch.

I sat down, sighing after my long day.

Steph slid around in the seat, she leaned back and looked at me, sitting on the couch sideways and putting her heels on my thigh. I grabbed her foot and rubbed it. “Hey,” I said. “How was your day?”

“Good,” Steph said. “I ran some errands, did some cleaning, did some yoga, then I did some research.”

“Research?” I asked.

“Yes,” Steph said.

“What kind of research?” I asked.

Steph put her phone in her lap and grinned at me, her right eyebrow arching. “I found the perfect thing for us.”

“Let’s hear it,” I said.

Steph cleared her throat. “So I know you’ve been overworked and burned out lately at work.”

“You can say that again,” I said, trying to block out all the office bullcrap that I had shoveled today.

“So I thought a vacation would be nice,” Steph said.

“Sure it would,” I said. “If we could afford one.”

“I kept that in mind,” Steph said. “And I found a way.”

I squeezed her foot. “You didn’t sell something, did you?”

“No, no,” Steph said. “Nothing like that. I found a cruise that would be glad to have us.”

“A cruise glad to have us?” I said. “You didn’t click on some sketchy website and give them our credit card, did you?”

“No,” Steph said. “And I can’t believe you’d think I’d be so naive.”

“I’m just being careful,” I said.

“No,” Steph said. “This website was legit and I actually video chatted with the cruise director, told her all about our situation and she said we’d be a perfect fit and they just happened to be looking for more couples.”

“It still sounds too good to be true,” I said.

“There are some details I need to fill you in on,” Steph said, moving her foot up my thigh. “But I think you’re going to like it.”

“Okay,” I said. “Tell me.”

“So it’s a cruise for couples into cuckolding.”

“Cuckolding?”

Steph had that big, naughty smile on her face again. It reminded me of the smile on her face in Zeke’s dirty office before she sucked the big black man’s cock, the smile on her face when she caught me jerking off with her panties and fantasizing about her sucking Zeke and the other men’s big black cocks. “Yeah, you know, sharing me.”

“I see,” I said, my cock rising unexpectantly. “So I have to share you to get a free cruise?”

“That’s part of it,” Steph said.

“What’s the other part?” I asked.

“The company putting on the cruise likes to film the participants.”

“Oh shit,” I said. “I don’t know,” I started, but my cock betrayed me, and Steph’s foot was right there, right against it.

“It feels like you’d love it,” she said.

I moved her foot off my crotch. “What if we did it and the video got out and someone saw it at my work or something.”

“Those stodgy office workers aren’t watching cuckold porn. How many people could be?”

I shook my head. “I dunno, Steph.”

“Oh come on, Ben,” she said. “It’ll be fun, just me and you and some big black cocks on the open sea.”

I got even stiffer and I felt my cheeks get hot with embarrassment. “Yeah, but—”

“No buts,” Steph said, slipping off the couch and walking on her knees until she was between my legs. She leaned forward and her fingers went to work unbuckling my belt, unzipping my khakis, then unbuttoning them and tugging them down. As soon as Steph’s big blue eyes were on the bulge in my striped boxers she giggled. “Ben, you are rock hard, and we’re just talking about it.”

“I know,” I said. “I can’t explain it. It’s weird.”

“It’s kinda hot,” Steph said, tugging my boxers down as I lifted my hips.

She leaned forward, opened wide, and took me in her warm, wet mouth, sucking hard and moaning, sending wonderful vibrations through my cock. This was the first time she’d touched my cock since she sucked off Zeke and his two workers at that dirty garage, J and C Auto Shop.

She popped off my cock and smiled up at me, taking me in her hand and stroking. “I know you want to see me take another big black cock down my throat. Don’t you, Benny?”

“Yes,” I muttered. My balls were already tight and full and I was trying to relax to keep from blowing my load.

Steph took me in her warm, wet mouth again, sucking hard, her tongue swirling around my head.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped. “Oh Steph.”

She moaned again. MMMmmmm!

She bobbed her blonde head in my lap, her ponytail flopping. I couldn’t help but imagine the scenes in my head if we went on that cruise. Would there be multiple men for Steph, multiple men at once? I couldn’t stop imagining black hands caressing her bare breasts and squeezing her ass. I couldn’t stop picturing Steph with a black cock in each hand, both of them leaking precum as she sucked one then the other. Then a big black stud would come up behind her, hold his BBC in one hand and slide right into my wife.

The image was too much for me. I couldn’t last a second longer, couldn’t hold off the urge. My balls clenched.

“Fuck!” I groaned.

Steph moaned again, keeping her mouth on me.

“I’m cumming!” I gasped.

Steph sucked hard, then popped her lips off my cock, letting me cum on her face prematurely. I spurted, covering her cheek, then dribbling my load onto her chin as she milked my cock. I leaned my head back and looked up at the ceiling, staring at the little dots as a mix of pure pleasure and humiliating embarrassment washed over me.

Steph crawled up next to me, wiping her chin. “So you want to go?”

I couldn’t answer.

“It’ll be fun,” Steph said. “For me and for you.”

The image of my wife with multiple black men popped into my head again.

“And it would be way better than work,” Steph said. “Come on, honey. I need this. We need this.”

I lifted my head and looked at my wife’s smiling face. She was right. We needed this. “Okay,” I said. “Tell them we’ll go.”

“I already have,” Steph said. “I knew you’d agree. We leave this weekend. Get packing.”


Start the Adventure

“There it is,” Steph said.

I was lugging our rolling luggage down a boardwalk, the hot sun beating down on me. Steph was five steps ahead of me. She had on a hot pair of skin-tight white pants. A silver belt was around her waist, matching her silver sandals. Her top was navy blue and unbuttoned to show off some sexy cleavage. The sleeves were flared and flowed around her with each confident step. All that blonde hair hung around her shoulders and down her back, bouncing and shining like big soft golden curls in the bright sunlight. She was a perfect 10, no doubt about it.

“Wow,” I said as I looked at the huge ship that Steph was pointing at. It was at the end of the deck, floating very still in the deep blue waters. It was enormous, like a floating mall, gleaming white at the top and shiny black at the bottom, the contrasting colors divided by a thin red line running the length of the ship. It looked very expensive and very luxurious. A line of people were dragging their luggage to a white square painted on the dock and lining up at a metal walkway connected to the ship. We joined the line after I dragged our luggage to the designated spot.

“I’m so excited I can hardly stand it,” Steph said.

She reminded me of a kid waiting in line to get on a roller coaster, all jittery and full of energy, constantly smiling. I had to admit, I was much more nervous about the upcoming roller coaster. As we stood in line among a dozen other couples my stomach knotted up. I wiped my forehead. It was a hot day, but more than the heat was making me sweat.

“Steph, are you sure about this?” I said quietly.

She took my hand and squeezed, leaning in close so her breasts brushed my arm. “I’ve never been more sure,” she said, leaning in and softly kissing my lips. “It’s going to be amazing.”

Her sweet kiss caught me off guard. “But Steph, what if—”

I was cut off by a loud and cheerful voice coming from a voluptuous brunette MILF that came down the walkway from the ship. “Hello hello friends,” the woman said. “How are we doing out there?”

“Great!” Steph called out along with a few others in the crowd. Others cheered and some clapped.

“Good to hear,” the brunette said. “I’m Misty and I’m the cruise director. I’ll be leading all the wonderful activities and experiences that y’all signed up for. Now who’s ready to have some fun?”

A loud cheer erupted from the crowd, including from Steph. Misty turned and started back up the walkway, she waved at all of us to follow. Steph took my hand, walking close by my side as we boarded the massive cruise ship.

As we neared the top of the walkway I couldn’t help but check out Misty. The busty brunette MILF was nice to look at. She wore a tight, soft pink cotton dress that clung to her curvy figure. I couldn’t look away as we neared her. She reminded me of a porn star.

“Hi, Misty,” Steph said.

“Stephanie,” Misty said excitedly. “I remember our video chat. Is this your little guy?”

“Sure is,” Steph said. “This is my husband, Ben.”

Misty smiled at me, which made my cheeks fill with heat. “I understand you just found out you’re a cuckold.”

I nodded, my tongue too tied to speak to the gorgeous brunette MILF.

“He is,” Steph said. “He loved it so much.”

“And he’s going to love it even more after this trip. Ben, we’re going to take a deep dive into this lifestyle, and you are going to experience the height of pleasure.”

Steph squeezed my hand tightly.

“Sounds good,” I said.

“Welcome aboard,” Misty said. “Let’s start the adventure.”


Welcome Aboard

We followed the others across the deck and into the ship. The first room we entered was a grand ballroom with high cathedral ceilings and highly polished marble floors, dark red curtains hung all around the sides of the room, making me wonder if there were walls behind those curtains, or doors. Misty walked to the middle of the room and told us to gather around.

“It’s beautiful,” Steph said, looking all around.

“Welcome,” Misty said in her loud, excited voice that echoed in the cavernous room. “I’m so glad y’all are here, and I bet y’all are glad too.”

Some of the crowd chuckled softly. I looked to my right and saw an older man in khaki shorts and a blue polo. He stood behind a gorgeous redhead, his arms wrapped around her. She looked thirty years younger than him, but a little bit older than my wife, a pair of big fake boobs were bursting from her red tube top. Her tiny, matching red shorts barely hid a thing, in fact, I could see a perfect outline of her pussy. She caught me looking and winked at me, I quickly looked away.

“We want you all to relax and enjoy yourself,” Misty said. “So all food and drink is included, just find the nearest staff member, you’ll recognize them easily, they are my Flamingo Crew. Girls.”

Some of those dark red curtains shifted, and out through a small doorway came a dozen beautiful girls in pink sports bras, matching pink shorts, and white sneakers. Despite the different skin tones and hair colors they all managed to look similar with natural makeup and their hair all pulled back in slick ponytails. They could all have been runway models.

“Cute,” Steph said as she looked over at the line of young ladies.

Misty spoke up again, pulling our attention away from the Flamingo Crew. “Anything you want these girls will get for you, all you have to do is ask.”

“Our own personal servants, sounds wonderful,” a chunky guy behind me said. I looked over my shoulder at him and nodded. His wife or girlfriend stood next to him, a slim beauty with jet black hair and piercing pale blue eyes. Eyes I couldn’t stop staring into. Then a realization hit me. All these women were way too hot for the guys they were with, and that included Steph and me.

“So go enjoy the ship,” Misty said. “You’ll find a variety of activities all over for relaxation or just plain fun and we’ll all gather back here at seven tonight for some real fun.”

The women in the crowd all perked up at that.

“Let’s go,” Steph said. “I want to explore.”

“I’m right behind you,” I said.

Steph took my hand again and we filed out of the ballroom with most of the crowd. As soon as we were outside a horn blasted and the big ship eased away from the dock out toward the open ocean.

“Can you believe we are here?” Steph said, taking it all in.

“I really can’t,” I said.

“It’s going to be so good.”

“Yeah.”

One of the Flamingo Crew, an olive-skinned beauty with raven black hair, walked up. “Would either of you like anything?”

Steph smiled at her. “I’ll take a cocktail.”

“And you, sir?” the beautiful young girl said.

“The same for me.”

“Right away,” she said, walking off in a way I couldn’t help but watch.

“This might be the sexiest cruise ever,” Steph said.

“I noticed.”

Steph giggled, and in a shockingly short amount of time the same member of the Flamingo Crew brought us two drinks complete with tiny umbrellas. I took mine, thanked the young beauty, and took a long sip. I needed this. It was cold, and so light and refreshing. I could barely taste the alcohol lurking behind the fruity goodness.

“Mmm,” Steph said. “So perfect. Let’s walk around.”

So we did, exploring the ship, enjoying the sunshine and the sea breeze and sipping our cocktails. On the outside, it looked like any other cruise ship. We passed a tennis court where a sporty blonde in a white skirt and skimpy white top kept grunting and smashing the yellow ball back toward her partner. She was a good-looking woman, probably six feet tall with more muscle than the average girl. I saw some tight, toned abs peek out from the bottom of her shirt when she sent that ball flying back across the court. When she ran after the ball after her partner returned it her white skirt flipped up, showing off a tight pair of black briefs that barely contained her firm booty.

Steph pulled me away from the tennis court and we passed a large football-shaped pool with a smaller round bar in the middle. That redhead I had seen with the older man was walking into the pool. Her green one-piece swimsuit shimmered in the bright sunlight. It had a plunging neckline that showed off lots of smooth porcelain skin. She was obviously proud of those big fake breasts. And why wouldn’t she be, they looked amazing. I took a long look, she didn’t notice, I don’t think.

After the pool, we came to a fenced in basketball court where a very intense game was going on. I gripped my drink and took another long gulp as I watched six of the most muscular, beastly, alpha-male black men play basketball.

Half of them were shirtless, showing off chiseled abs and barrel chests and heavily tattooed arms. A man with a trimmed beard and long dreads took the ball, roared, jumped into the air, and slammed it through the goal. I swear the ship rumbled when he dropped back to the ground.

Another man took the ball, passing it to the other end of the court. The game went so fast I could barely keep up. Nothing could make me step out on that court with those hulking beasts.

“Oh my God,” Steph said, grabbing the chainlink fence and getting as close a look as possible. Her eyes were wide and I saw her lick her lips as she looked over the men. She was obviously impressed by those muscles, and based on her firm nipples poking at the fabric of her top she was turned on. I looked back at the court and saw that big man with the long dreads eyeing my wife. He gave her a grin before going back to his game.

“Wow,” Steph said. She turned from the court and took my arm, leading me away. “It’s getting hot up here. Why don’t we get into something more comfortable.”

“That sounds fine,” I said, still thinking about the way Steph stared at those men. She never looked at me that way.


On Deck

The door in front of us was white, it was inside a big wall that blocked off part of the upper deck of the ship. A small sign was on the door with red writing. That sign warned anyone who passed through that beyond this point clothing was optional.

When Steph suggested we change into something more comfortable, I thought she meant swimsuits. I thought we’d be hanging out by the pool and sipping drinks. I thought I would be getting an eyeful of some of the beautiful women on this ship.

“Steph,” I said. “I didn’t think this was what you had in mind.”

“Oh come on, Ben,” Steph said. “It’s no big deal. It’s a cruise, loosen up.”

“Fine,” I said.

Steph put her hand on mine and shoved the door open, walking right through to the forbidden deck. I walked in behind her and breathed a sigh of relief when I saw a row of empty lounge chairs.

“Looks like it’s just us,” Steph said. “No biggie.”

“Yeah,” I said. “No biggie.”

Steph chose a lounge chair and stood next to it. “This okay?”

“Fine by me,” I said.

Then it started. She pulled her top off and there was no bra underneath. Everything I’d seen so far had turned me on, my hot blonde wife was no exception. I watched, stiffening as she stripped down, sliding those tight white pants off her shapely legs, then sliding her dark blue panties off. I kept watching as she neatly folded her clothes and put them on the lounge chair next to her. When she sat down and reclined all she had on was her necklace. She looked incredible, like a golden goddess in the bright sunlight. She shielded her eyes and smiled at me, “What are you waiting for?”

I glanced over my shoulder to make sure that door was still closed. It was, still just us up here on the clothing optional deck, but I knew it could pop open at any minute.

“Come on,” Steph said. “You can do it. Benny! Benny! Benny!”

It made me so annoyed when Steph called me Benny, it reminded me of my mom teasing me.

“I’m doing it,” I said, pulling my shirt off, slipping out of my shoes, then fumbling with my belt before finally getting it unbuckled. At this point I started to slow down, easing my zipper down, unbuttoning my khakis, glancing over my shoulder at the door again, making sure it was closed before letting my pants drop.

“There you go,” Steph said. She relaxed on the lounge chair like she didn’t have a care in the world, just soaking up the sun.

Meanwhile, that same sun was beating down on me as I wavered with a decision. “What if I just left my boxer shorts on,” I said. “They don’t look bad.” They were blue and white plaid.

“Oh, Ben,” Steph said. “Just take them off and enjoy the naughty cruise. That’s what this trip is all about, being naughty. I know you can be naughty.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I guess so.”

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers and pushed them down. My dick popped free and bobbed in front of me, still hard. I let go of my boxers and they slid down my legs and puddled around my ankles. I stepped out of them, my heart was racing. I was naked.

I folded up my clothes as best I could, my hands were shaking with a combination of fear and excitement. I put my clothes on the lounge chair next to mine, then sat down on the lounge chair next to Steph, put my feet up, and leaned back.

A few seconds later I heard Steph giggle.

“What?” I said, lifting my head and looking at her. I had been trying to focus on the blue waters of the ocean, trying to relax.

“You keep covering yourself,” Steph said.

I looked down, my hands were over my penis, covering my boner. “I didn’t realize I was—”

“Sure,” Steph said.

“I didn’t,” I shot back.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” Steph said. “They know you don’t have some huge cock, that’s why you’re here.”

That really made me hot, a burning embarrassment and a burning anger. I was about to tell her I wasn’t that small, but then my biggest fear happened, the door opened.

Steph and I both looked. We couldn’t help it. The door opened and in peeked the face of that hot redheaded MILF. A wicked smile slid across her lips as she saw us and she opened the door the rest of the way and strutted in, her green swimsuit sparkling. Behind her, holding her hand was one of those big black men I had seen on the basketball court. Not the one with the long dreads who had grinned at my wife, a different man, but he was just as powerfully built with an incredibly muscular body. He must’ve spent hours in the gym. His hair was cut short and he had no facial hair, a gold earring dangled from one ear. He towered over the petite redheaded MILF and he completely hid her older husband who had walked in behind them unnoticed until now.

“Close that door, Henry,” the MILF said.

“Yes, Nigella,” he said.

When he saw us he took a long look at Steph, then gave me a sheepish grin.

“Hi there,” Nigella said, waving at us.

“Hello,” Steph said, waving back. “Love your swimsuit.”

“Thank you,” Nigella said. “I love it too, but it’s time to get it off.”

I watched, my mouth hanging open, as that hot redhead slipped the straps of that emerald green swimsuit off her shoulders and slid it down, exposing those big juicy breasts with big pink nipples.

She leaned forward, pushing the tight swimsuit down her long legs, then stepping out of it and posing like a model. I didn’t blink, in fact, I stared. That MILF had a neatly trimmed red landing strip between her legs. Her body was incredible.

Then the black man who had walked in with her stepped forward and started to push his swim trunks down.

“Wait,” Nigella said, grabbing his wrists. “Let me.”

“Yes, ma’am,” the big black man said.

Nigella stood right in front of the black man, we had a perfect profile view of the both of them, and Henry peering over his wife’s shoulder. Nigella squatted, her ass looked so good like that. Her eyes were locked onto the black man’s crotch. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of his swim trunks and slid them down his muscular thighs.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw my wife lean forward. I couldn’t look away as Nigella revealed inch after inch of long, hard, black cock. He was huge.

Finally, he popped free, his huge member bobbing in front of Nigella’s smiling face, his big black balls hanging low, so huge.

“Wow,” Nigella said. “It never gets old seeing a real man, does it, honey?”

“Never,” Henry muttered. He was staring just like she was.

“Enjoy the show,” Nigella said, glancing at us, then putting her eyes on the big black man’s cock again.

She reached forward with both hands, wrapping one around the base of his cock and wrapping the other right above it, but only covering half his length. She squeezed him, then started stroking him with one hand while keeping the other hand around his base. “What’s your name, honey?” the MILF asked, staring up into the eyes of the black man.

“D’Von,” he said, his voice a low rumble, a smile on his plump lips.

“Big Dick D’Von,” Nigella said, still stroking him slowly with one hand. “I think Henry and I are going to like you very much, D’Von. Isn’t that right, honey?” Nigella took her eyes off D’Von and looked over her shoulder at her husband.

“Yes, Nigella,” Henry said, his head bobbing as he quickly nodded. He had a pencil-thin neck which made him look like a stork.

Nigella made a satisfied moaning noise deep in her throat as she looked at D’Von’s cock again, then she leaned forward, opened her mouth as wide as she could, and let the head of his big black cock slide up her glistening wet pink tongue and into her mouth. She sealed her pink lips around him, just past the ridge of his head. She sucked hard, moaning deeply, her cheeks hollowing before her lips popped off his cock.

“Wow,” Steph whispered. “That man has the biggest cock I’ve ever seen.”

“He’s huge,” I muttered. I didn’t even mean to say anything, it just came out.

“You’re hard as a rock,” Steph whispered.

I looked away from Nigella who had her mouth on D’Von’s cock again, sucking and slurping that BBC. I looked down, and sure enough, I was rock hard, just like Steph said, my heart was racing too, and I was tingling all over. I didn’t want to admit how turned on I really was, but this was incredibly hot, just as hot as watching Steph suck her first BBC just weeks ago in that dingy garage. I never thought it would lead to this.

“You gonna cum?” Steph asked.

“No,” I quickly said, turning my attention back to Nigella who was taking more of D’Von’s length down her throat, spit and precum leaking down her chin as she made the black man moan with pleasure.

“You’re really throbbing and twitching,” Steph said.

“So,” I said.

“I bet you’d cum if you touched it.”

She was definitely right, and that’s why I made sure not to touch it. I knew I’d go off like a loaded gun. The humiliation would be overwhelming.

On the other end of the deck Nigella was really sucking D’Von now. Her head was bobbing back and forth quickly, D’Von’s length filling her mouth. Every time he bumped the back of her throat she gagged GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! but the hot MILF kept going, sucking and slurping and doing everything to please that BBC.

“Fuck!” D’Von groaned, his big pecs flexing. “Fuck! I’m gonna cum!”

Nigella had to have heard that big, deep voice, but she didn’t stop sucking. She didn’t shrink away at all. She took him deep down her throat just as he roared, his ass flexing, his black balls jumping as he spurted a big load.

My cock throbbed again and again and I was trying my best to relax, but my wife must’ve been feeling really naughty, because she grabbed me right at that moment, taking my cock in her hand and giving it a good squeeze and just one pump, that was all I needed.

While I watched Nigella gulp down spurt after spurt of hot cum my balls clenched. I groaned, “No, Steph!” but she had already taken me past the point of no return. I was glad the others were preoccupied with D’Von’s orgasm.

My cock pulsed and I spurted, one big shot that landed on my thigh, then I dribbled the rest of my load. It ran down my cock and slid over my balls. Steph let go, cackling.

“Fuck,” I muttered, giving her a mean look, then grabbing my cock and milking it.

“I knew you’d cum,” Steph said.

“You made me,” I said. I could barely speak, my whole body was tingling, my heart pumping.

“Did I?” Steph said, aching an eyebrow, then looking around me at Nigella, D’Von, and Henry.

“Did you enjoy the show?” Nigella said.

I heard footsteps and turned just as she walked up. She glanced down and saw my mess then smiled. “It seems you enjoyed it very much.”

“Answer her,” Steph said.

“I did enjoy it,” I said.

“That’s a good boy,” Nigella said, patting me on the head.

“He’s very good,” Steph said.

“Glad to hear it,” Nigella said. “We just couldn’t wait to get started.”

“I don’t blame you,” Steph said.

“Maybe we’ll catch up later,” Nigella said.

“Hope so,” Steph said.

“Yeah,” I added.

Henry gave us a wave and followed along behind his still naked wife, his head bobbing. D’Von was long gone.

I sat back, breathed a sigh, and tried to relax. I had just came so hard. Watching Nigella was so incredible. I knew watching Steph would be an even bigger thrill. I couldn’t wait to experience it, the excitement, the humiliation, it would be so wild, and so hot.

“Come on,” Steph said. “I need a shower before tonight’s activities.”

“Okay,” I said.

We got dressed and left the clothing optional deck, we went back to our cabin, showered, and got ready for our first night at sea.


The List

At nine o’clock that night, after a delicious dinner of perfectly cooked steak and roasted vegetables, Steph and I went to the big ballroom at the center of the ship where everyone was gathered. The only thing different from earlier today was a big screen at the back of the room, a movie screen. Among the crowd, Mindy’s hot flamingo girls were walking around, handing out flutes of champagne. I grabbed two from a hot blonde and handed one to Steph. We both drank. I enjoyed the tickle of the bubbles.

“What do you think that’s for?” I asked Steph, looking at the big screen.

Steph brushed her hair back, she wore it down and it was still a little damp, wavy and beautiful. Her makeup was perfect and she wore a flirty sky blue sundress with thin spaghetti straps. She was already golden tanned from our afternoon on the ship. She was glowing and the huge smile on her face told me just how excited she was.

“I dunno,” she said. “Hopefully something hot.”

“I’m sure it will be,” I said.

I saw Nigella and Henry walk in. The hot redheaded MILF was in a tight pair of black pants and a sleeveless yellow top. Her big fake breasts bulged out of the low neckline. I stiffened as I thought about watching her and D’Von.

I glanced over to see if Steph saw the hot MILF but she was busy talking to the tall, athletic blonde we had seen on the tennis court. Her skirt and tank top were gone, replaced by a sexy purple cocktail dress. Her long legs were quite a sight. I was still staring at them when Misty, the hot brunette director of the cruise grabbed a microphone and welcomed us again.

“I hope y’all have been enjoying the cruise so far,” she said.

A few people shouted and some clapped.

“Glad to hear it,” Misty said.

The brunette stood in front of the screen at the back wall, she wore a white blouse and a tight black skirt and matching black heels. She had a great tan, just like Steph, and that skirt was so short it showed off just about everything. Her blouse was so tight I thought I could see her hard nipples, but I wasn’t quite close enough to tell for sure.

Everywhere I looked was another beautiful woman. It was great.

“I bet you’re all wondering what this is,” Misty said, gesturing toward the screen.

That got everyone’s attention and a few people in the crowd said, “Yes!”

Misty reached behind the screen and tapped something, an image came up and the lights went down, it was a white background with a black spade.

“I’m sure many of you are familiar with this image,” Misty said. “But if you aren’t, I’ll explain it. A queen of spades, that’s what all you beautiful women, including myself, are called. It symbolizes our love for big black cock.”

The women in the crowd all cheered and clapped.

“You might see that image on clothing, jewelry, or even some daring women get it as a tattoo. I know all you cuckold husbands and boyfriends love showering your ladies with gifts, so keep that symbol in mind the next time you buy her something.”

I thought that was incredibly hot, it was like a secret code, and from now on I’d be on the lookout for women wearing something with a black spade on it, then I’d know what kind of fun she enjoyed.

Misty tapped behind the screen and the image turned into a beautiful blonde woman wearing a gold necklace with a spade charm hanging between her breasts. “Here is a perfect example of a queen of spades hotwife.”

Misty tapped again, the image turned into a muscular black man, a sneer on his face, his muscular arms crossed. “And what we have here,” Misty said. “Is a big black bull.”

The crowd cheered wildly, mostly the women.

“He is quite something,” Misty said. “I think I might know him, but I’d need him to take his pants off to be sure.”

The crowd’s cheers turned to laughs.

“Moving on,” Misty said as she tapped the side of the screen again.

This time, the image turned into a regular looking guy, frizzy brown hair, glasses, an oversized polo and khakis, he kinda looked like me.

“And we all know what this is,” Misty said. “The perfect representation of our wimpy white husbands.”

The crowd laughed again. Steph smiled and teasingly elbowed me.

“We love y’all,” Misty said. “Our good little cuckolds make this what it is. Now let’s start the real fun. On the screen will be a list of names with tonight’s partners. The bulls will be in shortly, you can mingle and get to know each other, enjoy the ship, or just take them back to your cabins,” Misty giggled.

I knew what most of these women would be doing, taking those big black bulls right back to their cabins. As I looked around, all those beautiful women had hungry looks on their faces, including my wife.

The image on the screen changed and a list of names came up. My eye was quickly drawn to Steph’s name at the bottom of the list and next to her name it said, D’Von. A second later Steph found it, I knew she did because I heard her gasp and mutter, “fuck yes.”


No Comparison

We were in our cabin, I had just finished my second glass of champagne and I was still shaking. I was nervous, excited, and scared. I was sitting on the side of the bed. Steph had sent me ahead. She had stopped to talk to Nigella who was excited to be paired up with a black bull she had never been with before.

I hurried down to our cabin, swiping a glass of champagne from another hot member of the Flamingo Crew.

As I sat on the bed I thought about jacking off, shooting a nut so I wouldn’t go off so quick while watching Steph and D’Von. I was already hard, unable to hide the bulge in my khakis as I anticipated what was about to happen.

I had just about decided that I should jack off when the cabin door opened and in walked Steph, laughing and smiling and leading D’Von by the hand.

The hulking black man walked in and closed the door. He wore a black dress shirt unbuttoned at the throat to show off his powerful bull neck. His sleeves were rolled up, showing off forearms rippling with muscle and covered in tattoos. A shiny silver bracelet hung from his right wrist. His black dress pants were tight around his muscular thighs, and his black leather shoes shined.

Steph wouldn’t let go of his hand. She smiled at me and finished off the champagne she was holding, “You remember, D’Von, right?”

“Sure,” I said, quickly nodding, unsure if I should shake his hand or if I was allowed to even look at him.

He chuckled, then turned to Steph. “So this is your first cruise?”

“Yes,” Steph said.

“You’re gonna have a lot of fun.”

Steph couldn’t stop smiling. She wrapped her arms around D’Von and leaned in for a hot kiss.

I just stared, my eyes locked on my wife as her tongue slid into this man’s mouth. This man she had just met. His tongue slid into hers, then his hands started to roam her body, sliding down her dress to her ass, giving it a hard squeeze.

Steph gasped and broke the kiss. Then her hands got busy unbuttoning D’Von’s shirt, sliding it open and feeling his big muscles.

A knock on the door surprised us all. Steph looked at me, then at the door. “Yes?” She called out.

“Steph?” said a sexy southern accent. “It’s Misty. You and D’Von in there?”

Steph walked to the door and opened it. “Yeah, Misty. Is there a problem?”

“Not at all,” the hot brunette MILF said. “May I come in?”

“Sure,” Steph said.

Misty closed and locked the door, then walked over to D’Von and smiled at him. “You are just looking delicious tonight, Mr. D’Von.”

“Thanks,” the black man said coolly.

“But look at this guy,” Misty said, turning her attention toward me.

“Don’t worry about him,” Steph said.

“You know he’s in for an experience just like you,” Misty said. “I just wanted to stop by since you two are a new couple and make sure things start off on the right foot.”

“Okay,” Steph said.

Misty smiled at me. “It’s Ben, right?”

“Yes,” I said, glad she remembered my name.

“Stand up, Ben,” Misty said. “Come over here by me and Mr. D’Von.”

I hesitated.

Steph whispered just loud enough so everyone could hear. “He’s a little embarrassed, Misty. He has a boner.”

“Well that’s normal,” Misty said. “Look at how gorgeous his wife is.”

“Thank you,” Steph said. “And I know he likes you as well.”

“Does he now?” Misty said, looking at me and licking her red lips.

The hot brunette MILF was such a tease.

“Oh yes,” Steph said.

“Well come on then, Ben. Come get close to me,” Misty said, curling her index finger.

“Come on, Ben,” Steph said.

I stood up, trying to hide my erection, but it was impossible. I was tenting my pants. Misty let out a little chuckle when she saw it. I hurried over to her side.

Misty grabbed my shoulders and put me next to D’Von. He was taller than me, not to mention five times more muscular. I felt tiny next to him.

“What I like to do with first-time cuckolds,” Misty said. “Is a little comparison.”

“Ooh,” Steph said. “Compare and contrast.”

“Exactly,” Misty said. “Of course we should get a little more comfortable first.”

“I like the sound of that,” Steph said.

“I’ll help you out of that dress,” Misty said. “Turn around, girl.”

Steph turned her back to the brunette MILF and she unzipped my wife. Steph shimmied and the sexy dress slid right off her wonderful body. She hadn’t worn a bra, just a simple pair of black satin panties cut high on her hips and of course a thong in the back. They were really sexy.

“Now I’ll do you,” Steph said.

Misty turned around and Steph unzipped the brunette’s skirt, sliding it down her shapely legs so she could step out of it. She unbuttoned her blouse and shrugged out of it. Like Steph, the only thing she had on under her clothes was a pair of panties, hers were black lace, almost see-through. She had mentioned comparisons a minute ago and I couldn’t help but compare her breasts and my wife’s. Hers were a size bigger, her nipples bigger too, but they were the same pretty pink color. Misty’s hips were a little wider as well, she was such a hot MILF, her and my wife were a dream pairing.

“They’re getting an eyeful,” Steph said.

“I hope so,” Misty said. “But now it’s our turn.”

“Oh yeah?” Steph said.

“Yeah,” Misty said. “Who should we undress first?”

“How about our big black stud,” Steph said.

“I was hoping you’d say that. Just look at his bulge.”

D’Von chuckled as the girls got on either side of him, helped him out of his shirt, then helped him out of his pants. I watched closely, and I got really hard watching Misty and Steph run their hands all over his big muscles.

“You do the honors,” Misty said. “Reveal that big black cock.”

“I’d be glad to,” Steph said, squatting in front of D’Von, reaching for his boxer shorts and slowly sliding them down.

When his big cock popped free both women gasped, their eyes wide as they focused in on that big bobbing black snake.

“Oh my,” Steph said. “It’s huge.”

Steph had seen him earlier, but not this close, we’d watched from afar as Nigella pleased D’Von on the clothing optional deck.

“It sure is,” Misty said. “Just right.”

Both women were fawning all over D’Von. Misty kissed his neck while Steph’s hand slowly slid down his abs, getting closer and closer to that cock.

“Wait,” Misty said. “We’re getting carried away.”

“So what,” Steph said. “I’m so horny.”

“Be patient,” Misty said. “We have plenty of time, and men like D’Von have plenty of stamina, isn’t that right, honey?”

“Sure is,” D’Von said, smiling down at Misty as she got on her tiptoes and gave him a quick kiss on the lips.

“Now for the comparison,” Misty said, turning to me, pulling my shirt off and tossing it, then jerking my belt off. Misty had my pants unzipped and unbuttoned before I knew it. They fell down around my knees, leaving me in my baggy plaid boxer shorts.

“I knew he’d have a boner,” Steph said.

“He sure does,” Misty said. “He’s a cuck all right.”

That burning embarrassment built inside me as the women focused their attention on me.

“I wanna see that little boner,” Misty said, tugging my boxers down, then standing back. She grinned, then covered her mouth with her hands to stifle a laugh. “Oh goodness, little white dicks always make me laugh.”

“It’s not that little,” I shot back.

“It’s not that big,” Misty said, still trying to hold back a giggle.

“She’s right, honey,” Steph said. “Your dick is kinda on the small side. Especially compared to him.”

I glanced over at D’Von’s massive meat. How was I supposed to compete with a monster cock like that? He was almost twice my length and so much thicker.

“You can go back to your spot on the bed, cuckie,” Misty said.

I waddled over, careful not to trip with my pants down around my ankles. I sat down on the soft bed, my cock sticking straight up, throbbing hard.

“This is the real cock,” Steph said, reaching down and grabbing D’von, wrapping her fingers around his shaft.

“It sure is,” Misty added. “It’s why we’re here, why we love black men.”

“Mmm, yes,” Steph said. “Misty, I can’t take it anymore, I’ve gotta have this big black cock in my mouth.”

“Go ahead, girl,” Misty said, a big smile on her face. She turned to me. “Watch closely.”

I nodded, my cock leaking precum freely.

Steph squatted in front of D’Von again. Misty stood by the man, occasionally kissing his neck and holding onto his muscular arm. Steph ran her hands up and down his thighs as she stared at that BBC. This took me back to our time at Zeke’s garage.

Steph leaned forward and started kissing, going from the tip of D’Von’s cock, down to the base and back again. Her pink tongue twirled around his tip, then she leaned forward and let him slide into her mouth. She sealed her lips, looked up at him with her beautiful blue eyes and sucked hard. Her cheeks hollowed and she pulled back, her lips popping off that BBC.

“Oh yeah,” Misty said. “It’s so good having a huge cock in your mouth, isn’t it?”

“So good,” Steph said before taking a quick breath and taking that big cock in her mouth again, sucking and slurping and allowing half his length down her throat.

“Atta girl,” Misty said, reaching down and grabbing a handful of my wife’s blonde hair. She started pumping Steph’s head back and forth.

Steph kept sucking and slurping despite all the spit and precum running down her chin. She took D’Von deep, letting him bottom out in her throat. She gagged and sputtered and came off him, gasping and pumping his big black cock with her hands.

“That’s it,” Misty said. “Please that big black cock.”

“I’m so eager to taste his cum,” Steph said.

“Good girl,” Misty said. “We always swallow the black stud’s cum.”

“I want to,” Steph said. “I need to.”

My cock throbbed so hard I thought I was going to cum.

Steph took D’Von in her mouth again and bobbed back and forth faster and faster, closing her eyes and saving his BBC.

“Fuck!” D’Von groaned. “That’s it! So good!”

“You gettin’ close, honey?” Misty asked.

“Yeah!” D’Von growled. “Fuck yeah!”

“Keep going, Steph,” Misty said. “Drain that BBC.”

Steph kept sucking and slurping, her hands massaging D’Von’s big balls as he got closer and closer, louder and louder, until he couldn’t last a second longer.

“I’m cumming!” he roared, his muscles tensing.

Steph sealed her lips, staring up at him as that big black cock pulsed and spurted in her mouth. Misty rubbed his chest, telling him to keep cumming over and over. His grunts told me was shooting stream after stream down my wife’s throat and she didn’t miss a drop, she didn’t sputter or cough or anything, just obediently swallowed it down until he slid out of her mouth, his cock all soft and shiny.

Steph opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue, proudly displaying the fact that she had swallowed every drop of the black man’s cum.

“You are perfect,” Misty said, then she leaned forward and whispered something in Steph’s ear.

My wife stood up and turned to me, a smile on her face, a very naughty smile. She walked over, grabbed my shoulders, and pulled me in for a kiss. A long, hot kiss with lots of tongue. I loved kissing my wife, but this kiss was different, I could still taste the remnants of D’Von’s load, but she wouldn’t let me pull away.

Finally, she broke the kiss and I took a gasping breath. Misty walked over and looked right at me. “How does your wife taste?”

“Good,” I lied.

“Really good?” Misty asked, those big brown eyes staring at me.

I nodded. “Really good.”

“Finish him off, Steph,” Misty said. “I’ll see you two later.”

“Bye, Misty,” Steph said.

My wife grabbed my cock and squeezed. Her warm hand felt so good. She pumped me three times. I was gasping and groaning, so hard and horny from watching her and Misty. The brunette MILF was stepping out of the door with D’Von just as I lost control. My balls clenched, my cock pulsed, and I shot a big load, groaning as it exploded from my cock.

“Oh yeah! Oh God!” I groaned.

I heard Misty laugh before our cabin door closed.

Steph let go before I was completely finished. I grabbed my cock, milking it all out, dribbling on the floor.

“Make sure you clean that up,” Steph said. “I’m gonna jump in the shower.”

“Okay,” I said, panting and still tingling from my orgasm. “I will.”

I stayed there on the bed for a moment more, thinking about everything that had just happened. It was humiliating, but it made me cum so hard. It felt so good.

I heard the shower turn on so I got up, grabbed some tissues, and cleaned up my mess. I got dressed and while Steph showered I took a walk.

I peeked in an open door just a few rooms down and saw that hot athletic blonde on the bed on all fours. She was totally naked, a big black bull climbing up behind her, his dark cock bobbing as he got in position. Her husband was on the other side of the bed, naked and holding a camera toward his wife’s face, his stubby erection jutting forward. Then the door closed just as the show got really good.

I kept walking and eventually bumped into Henry, Nigella’s husband who reminded me of a stork.

“Hey, buddy,” he said. “How’s your night going?”

“Great,” I said. “My wife got paired up with D’Von.”

“Oh yeah,” Henry said. “He’s great. I bet she loved him.”

“She did,” I said.

“You ready for tomorrow?” He asked, a big grin on his face.

“Yeah, I guess,” I said.

He chuckled and walked off. I wondered what I was in for tomorrow.


Something Girlie

Idon’t know if breakfast was brought to us or if Steph ordered or what, but when I woke up the next morning the room was filled with the delicious smell of eggs and bacon.

I sat up, rubbed my eyes, and saw Steph munching on a crisp bacon strip.

“You’re finally up,” Steph said. “Did we wear you out?”

“I guess so,” I said.

“Here,” Steph said, sliding the plate in front of me.

I grabbed a strip of bacon and a slice of buttered toast.

“What a way to wake up,” I said as I crunched on the crisp bacon.

“It’s perfect,” Steph said. “Everything about it.”

“Yeah, I guess so,” I said.

“Juice is on the table,” Steph said.

I reached over and grabbed a tall glass of orange juice and sipped. I put it back on the table. “I ran into Henry last night.”

“Nigella’s cuckold?” Steph asked.

“Yeah,” I said, still trying to get comfortable with that word. “He asked me if I was ready for today? Do you know what he was talking about?”

“No idea,” Steph said. “Probably more fun though. I know you had fun last night.”

“I did,” I said.

“I saw how hard you came,” Steph said. “Shooting that load all over.”

“Yeah, I guess I did.”

“I was creaming my panties while I sucked D’Von’s cock,” she said.

“Yeah?” I started to stiffen. Something deep inside me loved the fact that sucking that big black cock turned my wife on so much that she was dripping wet while doing it.

“Mm-hmm,” Steph said. “In fact, I’m getting wet just thinking about it. Feel.”

I reached under the covers, sliding my hand down my wife’s smooth stomach and inside her soft panties. She was hot and wet, her lips nice and slick. She was really turned on. So was I.

“Oh Steph,” I said. “Can we…”

A smile spread across her face. “What?” she said.

“Can we…do it?” I asked.

Steph kept smiling at me, but then she let out a single laugh and said, “No, we can’t do it. I’m saving myself for a big black cock.”

“Please,” I begged.

Steph pulled my hand out of her panties. “Oh, honey. You’ll get to jack off.”

“But I want your pussy.”

Steph reached down, slipped her hand inside her panties, between her legs, then brought her wet fingers up to her lips and sucked them clean. “This pussy is for black cock only.”

I was throbbing hard now.

I was going to ask one more time, but then Steph’s phone chimed. She grabbed it from the bedside table, read a text, and said, “This is interesting.”

“What?” I asked.

“It’s from Misty. She wants all cuckold hubbies to report to the ballroom.”

“Just the guys?” I asked.

“Just the cucks,” Steph said.

“Guess I better go,” I said.

“Have fun.”

I got up, tucked my hard-on away and slipped on a pair of khaki shorts and a button-down shirt. I slipped my flip-flops on and headed down to the ballroom.

* * *

When Misty greeted me at the door to the ballroom my eyes almost bugged out of their sockets. The hot brunette MILF was wearing a shiny blue slingshot bikini, just two thin strips of material covering her breasts and diving down to connect just below her navel. She wore a coverup, but it was white and very see-through, giving us guys quite a show.

“Come on in,” Misty said, smiling and motioning us in.

We all filed into the ballroom where a long stage was set up. The door slammed, making me jump, then Misty came in and walked up on the stage.

“This is a very special day,” she said. “I’ve started calling it opposite day, because that’s what it is for the guys.”

I had absolutely no idea what she was talking about. While she talked a couple members of the Flamingo Crew rolled two racks of swimsuits onto the stage. One of the Crew was a hot Asian girl with a thin but shapely figure, long dark hair, and dark mysterious eyes. She looked great in her tiny pink sports bra and matching booty shorts. I hadn’t seen her before and I couldn’t help but stare at her. Then a bouncy brunette with such big natural breasts her pink sports bra could barely contain them walked out pushing the second rack of swimsuits. Every member of the Flamingo Crew was incredibly hot.

Then it hit me. Opposite day. The humiliation. Just us guys being in here. Oh God.

“Come on up, cuckolds,” Misty said. “Time for your fitting.”

As we all came up on the stage more members of the Flamingo Crew came out, all those hot, young, college-aged girls. Wow. A blonde and a redhead came up to me, their eyes wide with excitement.

“Would you like us to help you select a swimsuit?” the blonde said, her voice like an excited valley girl.

I gulped. “Sure.”

The redhead squealed with delight, bouncing and clapping her hands together. She had firm, peach-sized breasts, and when she bounced them they looked incredible in that pink sports bra.

“Come on,” the blonde valley girl said, grabbing my wrist and pulling me to the nearest rack.

“Treat him good, girls,” Misty said as she walked by. “It’s his first cruise.”

“Oh how exciting,” the redhead said.

“That’s so totally hot,” the blonde said.

The girls went through swimsuit after swimsuit. They finally agreed on one and held it up for me to see. I gulped again, it was a tiny, pink string bikini. It wouldn’t cover much at all, and worst of all it was a thong.

“I dunno,” I said. “I don’t think I can.”

“Oh sure you can,” the redhead said.

“It would be like a special compliment to us to wear the suit we picked out for you.”

I looked at the blonde, she was chomping on some bubble gum. I looked at the redhead, she had a hopeful smile on her face, her hands clasped in front of her. Who was I kidding, I had no choice, I wanted to please these hot young girls, I wanted their attention. “Okay,” I said. “I’ll try it on.”

“Yay!” the redhead said, bouncing those peach-sized tits again. She was so wonderful to watch.

“Totally legit cuckold,” the blonde said. “Now let’s get this stuff off.”

Their hands were all over, which was really nice, as they undressed me. Stripping me down to nothing very quickly. They even had my boxers off. I was hard of course, and they both seemed amused, not the reaction I hoped for.

“Oh my gosh,” the blonde said. “I bet he won’t even poke out.”

The redhead giggled. “He’s gonna look cute in his little pink bikini. One of the bulls might confuse him for a girl.”

“No they won’t,” I quickly said, wondering if that was a possibility.

Both girls laughed.

“Okay, cuck,” the redhead said. “Put it on. I’ll help you with the strings.”

I stepped into the bottoms and pulled them up. The redhead adjusted them, her fingers at my right hip, then my left. I loved how close she was. I loved the feel of her hands fixing the bikini bottoms on me, and the sweet smell of her fruity perfume.

Meanwhile, the blonde watched closely. “That didn’t take much persuading for a first-timer.”

I shrugged. “When in Rome.”

“Nah,” she said, chomping that bubble gum and twirling a strand of long blonde hair. She tilted her head. “When was the first time you tried on something girlie?”

“What?” I said. “Never.”

The redhead giggled.

“Come on,” the blonde said. “I totally know a sissy cuckold when I see one. Own up to it.”

“I haven’t,” I said.

But the blonde could see right through me. She rolled her green eyes. “If you tell me,” she said, leaning in and whispering. “I’ll show you my tits.”

I couldn’t refuse an offer like that. The blonde valley girl had nice tits, pert and firm, just a little smaller than the redhead, but they looked so nice and perky. I wanted to see them. Badly.

“Okay,” I said, keeping my voice down. I had never told anyone about this, but I’d spill the beans if it meant a peek at this hot blonde’s firm young tits. “When I was in college, my roommate, Steve, told some girls he knew that we lived in a nice apartment with a washer and dryer in the unit—which was true—both our parents pitched in for our rent and we had a really nice place by college student standards. The two girls he knew did not have a really nice place, they lived in one of the oldest dorms on campus, Perry Hall, and it had a notoriously dungeon-like laundry room, so they brought their clothes over to our apartment and started happily doing laundry every Tuesday.”

“Did you have a crush on them?” the redhead asked as she fiddled with my pink bikini top, getting it just right, pulling the string around my back and tying it.

“Yeah,” I admitted, “especially Anna Kate, she was a thin, cute brunette. I thought I had a chance with her, maybe—”

“But you didn’t ask her out,” the blonde valley girl said. “You decided to do something else didn’t you, something sneaky.”

“I did,” I said. “The girls would come over on Tuesdays with their laundry and put a load of clothes in the washer, then leave for a while and study or go to the coffee shop or something. They’d come back, switch the clothes to the dryer, then leave again until they were done.”

“Sure,” the blonde said. “I think I see where this is going.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, one time Anna Kate’s clothes were on top of the washer, the other girl had gotten there first. So when they left I snuck over to the washer and dryer and went through Anna Kate’s stuff.”

“Just went through them?” the redhead asked as she knotted the bikini strings behind my neck.

“Well, I sniffed them too,” I said. “She smelled so good. And when I found her panties I nearly lost it.”

“Nearly?” the blonde said.

“Okay, okay, I totally lost it. I held them up to my face, inhaled her sweet scent, shoved my hand down my pants and jerked off.”

“I bet you came so quick,” the blonde said, a smile curving her full pink lips.

“So quick,” I admitted, feeling that humiliating rush again. My cock throbbed.

“Dirty little boy,” the redhead said, finishing up my bikini and walking around to stand in front of me. She checked out her handiwork and smiled.

“The story is not quite over, is it?” the blonde asked.

I shook my head. “Not quite. That first time I came quickly and I just sniffed Anna Kate’s panties. The next time was different.”

“What did you do you dirty little perv,” the redhead said.

I gulped again. “Luckily, Anna Kate’s dirty clothes hamper was on top of the washer when the girls left. I knew her clothes hamper was light blue, the other girl’s was pink. So as soon as I heard the door close I was going through that hamper like a dog digging for a bone.”

“What were you looking for?” the redhead asked. The big smile on her face told me she knew exactly what I was looking for, she was teasing. I bet she loved to tease.

“Her panties,” I said.

“Mm-hmm,” the blonde said, crossing her arms, pushing her tits up in that tiny little pink sports bra. I couldn’t wait to see them. I was tenting my pink bikini bottoms.

“And I found them,” I said. “A light blue pair, lots of lace trim, a thong, and they had a tiny pink bow at the back.”

“Cute,” the redhead said.

“And right next to them was a pretty light blue bra. It was a matching set. By that point I was rock hard,” I said, remembering how turned on and horny I was. This moment was almost equalling it. “I knew I was going to cum, and I was already sniffing and licking the crotch of Anna Kate’s panties. I was rubbing them all over my face, just savoring her scent.”

“And then what did you do?” the blonde asked.

“I stripped down,” I said. “I got totally naked right there in front of the washer and dryer in the hallway. I knew the girls might come back or my roommate might come in and catch me, but I didn’t care.”

“Your little dick was doing all the thinking for you,” the redhead said.

“It was,” I answered.

“Just like it is now,” the blonde added.

“Yes,” I said. “So I stripped down and put her panties on.”

“How’d they feel?” the redhead asked.

“So freaking good,” I said. “So soft, and I loved how tight they were over my cock. The soft smooth fabric was amazing.”

“Almost as good as a soft, smooth pussy,” the blonde said.

“Well,” that burning humiliation rushed through me again. “At that point in my life I didn’t know how soft and smooth a pussy felt.”

“Oh,” the blonde said. “The little virgin panty sniffer.”

“Panty wearer,” the redhead added.

“That was me,” I said. “And since I had the panties on and it turned me on so much I went ahead and put the bra on too.”

“Naughty perv,” the redhead said. “Was your crush Anna Kate a busty girl?” the redhead cupped her peach-sized tits as she said that and jiggled them, making my heart race.

“Not as busty as you,” I said. “She had some nice, firm A-cups. Nice little titties.”

“I bet you thought they were perfection,” the blonde said.

“I did.”

“What do you think about mine?” the redhead asked.

“Oh he loves them,” the blonde said. “But let’s not get him off topic. Let him finish his confession.”

I continued my humiliating story. “So I had Anna Kate’s matching bra and panty set on and I loved the way they felt. I started rubbing my cock through the panties, leaking in them. I was already close. I walked into my room so I could see what they looked like in my full-length mirror.”

“How’d you look?” the redhead asked.

“Silly,” I said.

“Just like you do now,” the blonde said, looking me up and down.

I looked myself up and down. I was in a tiny pink bikini, my boner poking straight out. I looked totally ridiculous.

“Did the girls come back?” the blonde asked.

I nodded. “But after I left my room I had to jack off. I was so hard, throbbing hard, my balls so full and tight and I had to get some relief. I bet it only took ten seconds of furious stroking, then I doubled over, my entire body shaking and quivering as I busted my nut, cumming in Anna Kate’s soft, silky panties. It was incredible, and it left me breathless and tingling and for a few moments I didn’t even know where I was, until the door of my apartment opened and shut and I heard giggling.”

The redhead let out her own giggle.

“Just like that,” I said to her. “I bolted for my room, but I forgot I had put Anna Kate’s dirty clothes hamper on the ground in the hall and I tripped right over it, landing flat on my face, just as Anna Kate and her friend rounded the corner and started down the hall. I doubt they expected to see me face down on the floor wearing a bra and panties.”

“Oh my God,” the blonde said, smiling. “That is so pathetic.”

She was right. “Anna Kate, at least I think it was Anna Kate, shrieked like she saw a ghost. The other girl dry-heaved like she was going to vomit. They both ran out of the apartment. I got up, got out of Anna Kate’s undies and got into some clothes just in time. My roommate came in and asked me what the fuck was going on. I was shaking with fear. I tried to explain it in a way that wasn’t creepy, pervy, and pathetic, but I couldn’t. I guess he took pity on me though. He took the girls’ clothes and they never came back again.”

“Awww,” the redhead said. “Then little pervy boy couldn’t jerk off in panties anymore.”

“I couldn’t,” I said.

“That has to be one the most pathetic things I’ve ever heard from one of you cuckold husbands,” the blonde said. “And I’ve heard some ridiculous stuff.”

I simply shrugged and glanced down at her breasts.

“Oh,” she said. “You want your reward for confessing?”

“Yes, please,” I said.

“Yes, please,” the redhead said, imitating me but using an incredibly annoying nerdy tone.

“I guess I will, since you said please,” the blonde said. She reached down, curled her fingertips into the top of her sports bra, and pulled it down, showing off her firm, golden-tanned breasts and hard pink quarter-sized nipples.

“Oh wow,” I muttered, staring and gaping at her, my mouth hanging open.

“Oh wow,” the redhead said, annoyingly imitating me again.

I would’ve sneered at her, but I was too busy staring at the blonde’s beautiful tits. She let go of her sports bra and it slid back into place too soon.

“Say thank you,” the redhead said.

“Thank you,” I said to the blonde.

She giggled, the redhead giggled, then Misty spoke up from the doorway of the ballroom. “All right cucks, it’s time for your reveal.”

“Reveal?” I said.

“Have fun,” the redhead said, her eyes wide with excitement.

The blonde giggled. “It won’t be a big reveal for him. It will be a small reveal.”


Do Your Job

Misty, the hot brunette MILF with the sexy Southern accent had all of us cuckold husbands lined up in front of the door that led out onto the main deck. The door was closed and Misty stood with her back to it, arms crossed, a cruel smile on her red lips. I was third in line behind a short, stocky man in a flower-print one-piece swimsuit. The tension in the room was thick. I swear I could feel everyone else’s nerves along with mine, it was like fingers tickling me from the inside out. It made me jittery and I couldn’t stand still in the line.

“All right, cucks,” Misty said, her voice loud and clear in the ballroom. “Walk that runway.”

She swung open the big door and bright, harsh sunlight streamed in on us. It sounded like a party was going on out on the deck. Loud dance music thumped from the speakers outside and the women cheered when they saw us, all of them were out there, every wife and girlfriend that was on the ship. I saw the sultry redhead Nigella, that tall sporty blonde beauty, then I saw my wife, Steph, and she wasn’t alone. Standing right behind her, moving to the music was D’Von, his big black muscular arms around my wife, his hands low on her hips as she ground her ass against him. I groaned, they were going to get a big laugh out of me in my tiny pink bikini.

“Go on guys, what are you waiting for,” Misty said.

We started out, one after the other, following a long red carpet that had been placed on the deck of the ship. The women got even louder. I could hardly look up as I walked out into the bright sunlight on the main deck. The catcalls and squeals were almost too much, too humiliating. I saw a girl laugh and point right at my crotch. I covered myself and she laughed even harder. When her black bull laughed I felt my face start to burn.

“Shake it whitebois!” Misty called out.

I looked at the guy in front of me, he shrugged, then started dancing, badly. The guy behind me did the same, so I joined in. I hate dancing and I’m absolutely terrible at it, but the women loved it. It must’ve been one of the funniest things our girlfriends and wives had ever seen in their entire lives.

“Okay girls, find your cuckolds,” Misty yelled.

It didn’t take long for Steph to come up and grab me, D’Von right behind her. “Look at you,” Steph said. “That’s such a cute little bikini. And it looks like you like wearing it.”

“Not really,” I said.

Steph giggled. “Well, it’s giving you a boner.”

I covered myself, totally humiliated.

“Come on, cuckboi,” Steph said. “Let’s find somewhere comfortable where the three of us can have some fun.”

I just nodded.

Steph led the way, holding my hand and D’Von’s. We followed her to a lounge chair near the stern of the ship, still out in the open, but away from the main crowd of people.

“This looks just right,” Steph sat down on the end of the lounge chair and patted the spot right behind her as she looked at me. “Sit with me.”

I sat down.

“Watch closely,” Steph said. “You’re going to get quite a show.”

I watched, just like my wife said. She leaned forward and pulled D’Von’s blue swim trunks down his muscular thighs. He didn’t have anything on underneath. His big black cock hung limp and huge between his legs. I could never believe how big it was every time I saw it. It made me jealous every time.

“Isn’t it beautiful,” Steph said, admiring the black man’s penis.

I didn’t answer. My wife never looked at my dick with such admiration.

“So much better than your tiny thing. You deserve to be in those pink bikini bottoms, just watching.”

“You’re right,” I blurted.

“Mm-hmm,” Steph reached for D’Von’s big black cock, taking it in her hands, massaging his big black balls, sliding her hand up and down his shaft, making him stiffer and stiffer.

“Mmm, fuck,” D’Von groaned, his head back, a big wolf-like smile on his face.

Steph glanced over her shoulder at me, to make sure I was watching, and said, “Ready for me to suck it?”

I nodded. It was crazy how much I loved watching my wife suck another man’s cock. I was so stiff, throbbing in my bikini bottoms as she leaned forward, opened wide, and took the head of D’Von’s BBC into her mouth. She closed her lips with not quite half his length in her mouth. She closed her eyes and sucked so hard her cheeks hollowed. She popped her lips off him, turned her head toward me and leaned in, kissing me hard, shoving her tongue into my mouth.

She pulled back just as I realized what was happening. “Can you taste it?”

I licked my lips. I was fully aware of where her mouth had just been. I nodded.

Steph laughed, then turned her attention back to D’Von, taking him in her mouth, holding on to his muscular thighs, and bobbing her head back and forth. She took him deeper and deeper until his swollen head battered her throat making her sputter and gag.

GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG!

But Steph did not stop. She kept sucking that big black cock. She was so eager to please, and she was pleasing him. He was moaning, the muscles in his chest twitching. Steph had him fully hard, his black cock all wet and shiny. She wanted to make him cum, that was clear.

Steph came off his cock, took a gasping breath, then leaned down and took his balls in her mouth while stroking him with one hand. She’d suck one into her mouth, then let it pop out and suck in the other. She was worshipping his balls.

She licked the length of his shaft, letting her pink tongue slide right up it, then taking his cock into her mouth again and bobbing even faster than before. I was throbbing in my bikini bottoms. I glanced down and saw an embarrassing wet spot forming where precum was leaking from the tip of my dick.

In a matter of minutes Steph had D’Von gasping and groaning, his huge cock throbbing in her hot mouth. Her eyes were looking up at him as he stretched her lips and filled her throat. She backed off and smiled up at him, she grabbed her tank top and pulled it over her head, exposing her firm breasts. D’Von reached for them, pinching her pink nipples. “I want your cum on them,” Steph said, then she started sucking him again.

It wasn’t long before Steph had D’Von on edge with her hot sucking mouth. I couldn’t look away as he grunted, then groaned, then grabbed my wife’s head, holding her deep on his cock, and roared. Steph moaned and shut her eyes and I saw D’Von’s big balls jump. Steph’s eyes popped open as he roared again and she quickly came off his cock, wrapping her hands around his huge black shaft and pumping him, aiming his cock right at her chest, right as he started spurting, shooting stream after stream of hot cum all over her breasts.

“Oh yeah!” Steph said, a huge smile on her face as she got covered.

D’Von was still groaning, his muscles twitching as he spurted. Steph made sure every drop got on or between her tits. D’Von covered her.

“So good,” Steph said. “I love being covered in your cum, D’Von.”

He smiled down at her, his huge cock going limp after she satisfied it.

Steph turned to me. “Don’t you like it when he covers me in his superior seed?”

I nodded.

“Yeah,” Steph said. “You like it so much. I can see your little dick throbbing.”

I nodded again.

“Now it’s time for you to do your job, cuckie.”

I gulped. “My job?”

“Yep,” Steph said. “Your job as a cuckold is to clean me up.”

“Oh,” I said. I heard D’Von chuckle, he was still watching us, making a new burst of nerves and humiliation spread through me.

“Come on,” Steph said. “Lick it up, cuckie.”

I leaned forward, glanced up at my wife, and before I was ready she grabbed my head and shoved my face right between her tits, smothering me, covering me with D’Von’s cum, rubbing my cheeks, chin, mouth and nose all over her slippery tits. The musky scent was overwhelming.

“Start licking,” Steph ordered.

I did what she said, opening my mouth, gathering D’Von’s bitter salty load on my tongue.

Steph pulled my head back and smiled down at me cruelly. “Swallow it, bitch.”

“Shit,” D’Von said with a chuckle.

I closed my mouth and swallowed. I didn’t even gag or sputter as the slimy load went down my throat.

“Good boy,” Steph said, putting my face between her tits again so I could gather some more cum.

“What’s going on here?”

I recognized that voice. I looked up from between my wife’s breasts and saw the hot blonde with the valley girl accent and her cute redheaded friend with great tits. They still had on their pink Flamingo Crew sports bras and booty shorts and they were smiling at me, not like they were happy to see me, but like they were holding back laughter.

“I’m training my cuckold husband,” Steph said.

“You’re doing a good job,” the blonde said.

“He’s one of the most pathetic ones we’ve ever seen,” the redhead said.

“Don’t I know it,” Steph said.

“Did you eat cum for your wifey?” the redhead asked me.

I nodded.

“Look at his little boner,” the blonde said. “Still rock hard. We dressed him by the way.”

“You did a great job,” Steph said. “Pink really is his color.”

“Totally,” the blonde said.

“He must have blue balls,” the redhead said. “He didn’t cum with us and he was hard the whole time.”

“He didn’t cum with me either,” Steph said.

They were right, my balls were aching.

“Let’s tease him,” the redhead said.

“How should we do it?” Steph asked.

The redhead giggled and got on her knees by the lounge chair. The blonde got right next to her. The redhead reached forward, put her index finger behind her thumb, then gave my hard cock a quick flick.

“Hey!” I shifted over.

The redhead laughed.

“My turn,” the blonde valley girl said, giving me a flick of her own.

“Don’t leave me out,” Steph said, adding the hardest flick of all.

“Don’t you love it, cuckie?” the redhead asked.

I shouldn’t love it, but the attention from these three gorgeous women was too good. I nodded and they all laughed.

The redhead went in for another flick, and right as her finger connected I lost it. I hadn’t shot a load all day and I was aching to cum, but I was embarrassed to shoot after just a little bit of attention from the girls. I tried my best to hold it in.

“Look at his face turning all red,” the blonde said.

“Uh oh,” Steph said.

“Is he cumming?” the redhead asked. “Ohmygod, he’s actually cumming isn’t he.”

“No,” I gasped, but I was. I couldn’t hold it back, I was past the point of no return. “Fuck,” I gasped.

“He’s cumming,” the blonde said. “Look how he’s shaking.”

Steph laughed.

My balls clenched, my cock pulsed, and I spurted a hot stream of cum into my bikini bottoms. I groaned and spurted again.

“He’s creaming his bikini,” the redhead squealed.

“Gross!” the blonde said, a big smile on her face.

“He is so pathetic,” Steph said.

My hips came off the lounge chair. I came so hard. I filled my bikini bottoms. My heart was thumping in my ears as I finally relaxed on the chair, then the blonde crossed her arms, pushing up her perfect young tits in that pink sports bra. She cleared her throat. “We need that bikini back. It doesn’t belong to you, and we need it in the same condition you borrowed it.”

My eyes widened. I looked at the blonde, then at the redhead, then at Steph, they were all staring at me, sexy smirks on their lips. “I’m sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be sorry,” the redhead said. “Just clean it up.”

“Yeah,” the blonde added. “Cuckolds love cleanups.”

“They sure do,” Steph said, tugging my bikini bottoms down my legs.

Once they were off she held them out to me. I took them, turned them inside out, and hesitated.

“Clean them up,” the blonde said.

“Every drop,” the redhead added.

“Better do what they say,” Steph said. “Clean them up. It’ll be good practice for tomorrow.”

“What’s tomorrow?” I asked.

“A surprise,” Steph said.

“Stop stalling,” the blonde said. “And start cleaning.”

I nodded, then put the cummy panties to my mouth. I slurped down my load, sucking the panties clean.

“Wow!” the redhead said. “He’s good!”

“So pathetic,” the blonde said. “I knew he’d do it.”

“He’s a good boy, a good rule follower,” Steph said.

I kept at it, eager to please the girls, licking every bit of my warm, gooey, salty load out of my pink bikini bottoms. I was just about done when the blonde valley girl snatched them away. “That’s good.”

Steph reached out and squeezed my shoulder. “You are such a good cuckold.”

I licked my salty lips, then grinned.

“You are good,” the redhead said.

“We’ll take these,” the blonde said, holding up the bikini bottoms. She got up, took the redhead’s hand and they walked away.

“Come on,” Steph said. “We’ll go to our cabin for a quick shower, then grab something to eat.”

“Okay,” I said, even though I had just had a lot to eat between D’Von’s big load all over my wife’s tits and my own cum in my bikini bottoms. I couldn’t believe how easily my wife and the Flamingo Crew talked me into eating cum. Then I realized I had to walk the length of the ship wearing nothing but a bikini top, no bottoms.

On the way back to the room we passed the hot redhead, Nigella, the MILF with the big fake boobs. My cock started to twitch as soon as I saw her naked body. She was riding a muscular black man with long dreadlocks, her stork-like husband kneeled between their legs watching closely as that big black cock slid in and out of her tight pussy, getting the closest view he could possibly get. It was so hot my twitching dick got hard again, Steph noticed and giggled, then she whispered in my ear, “You really do love it, don’t you?”

I nodded. Steph grabbed my cock and led me back to our cabin. I almost came again.


Watching

The next morning Steph was up before me. I woke up as she was stepping out of the bathroom. She looked incredible, totally naked, fresh from the shower, her hair styled in a sexy blonde braid that hung over her left shoulder. Her makeup was perfect, a pair of small gold earrings dangled in her ears. Ones I’d bought her for an anniversary present.

“Wow,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said as she went to her bag, opened it up, and started rummaging through her swimsuits. “I thought you were gonna sleep all day.”

“Guess you wore me out,” I said, rubbing my eyes and putting my feet on the cool tile floor.

“You better eat a big breakfast and get your energy up,” Steph said as she pulled a shiny pink one-piece swimsuit out of her bag. “We’ve got a big day today.”

“Yeah?” I said. “A surprise, right?”

“Yes,” Steph said as she stepped into the swimsuit and pulled it up. The stretchy pink fabric fit her body so snug. I had never seen this swimsuit before, it was so sexy. It was cut high on her hips and just enough fabric covered Steph’s pussy. The back disappeared between her cheeks and showed off her tight round booty and the smooth, tan skin of her back. I started to stiffen as I looked at my wife and imagined what was next. I pictured D’Von’s big black hands on her body, rubbing her ass, then squeezing it.

“How do I look?” Steph said as she fixed the strap on her right shoulder then struck a modelesque pose.

“You look incredible,” I said. “Like a real swimsuit model.”

“Thank you,” she said, giving me a wink and a naughty smile. “Hurry up and get ready, I don’t want to be late.”

“Okay, okay,” I said. I got up, slipped into a pair of dark red swim trunks and a white t-shirt. I slid into my flip-flops, smoothed out my hair, brushed my teeth quickly and I was ready to go.

I followed my wife out of our cabin onto the main deck of the ship. We started toward the dining hall to get some breakfast, it was past the big ballroom so it was a nice walk. We were about to turn a corner when Steph stopped abruptly and turned around, a huge grin on her lips.

“What?” I said.

“Take a look,” Steph said.

I looked around the corner, and saw two lounge chairs on the tennis court. That sexy, tall, athletic blonde was naked and she was straddling a black bull who was on his back on one of the lounge chairs. In the chair next to them, her husband sat sideways, his feet on the court, he was leaning forward, watching closely, slowly stroking his small cock as the blonde rode the BBC. He had a white towel in his right hand, ready to catch his load I guess.

“It’s so hot,” Steph whispered. “I’m getting wet.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Are you hard?”

“I am,” I said.

I kept my eyes on that blonde, her small tits bouncing as she rode that cock. I loved the way she looked down at the black bull she was riding. It reminded me of the way Steph looked up at D’Von when she sucked his big black cock.

“Oh! OH! OH! OH!” the blonde moaned.

“That’s it, baby. Cum on that black cock,” her husband said.

Her legs started to quiver, her sexy muscles flexed, she leaned forward, getting close to her bull and moaning even louder. “OH! OH! OH! OH! YYYEEESSSS!”

“Oh fuck,” Steph whispered, biting her lower lip.

I was already aching hard just from watching. The bull roared underneath the hot athletic blonde, he bucked his hips and everyone watching knew he was cumming in her. The husband groaned, his body jerking. He put the white towel over his cock.

The blonde was still for a moment, then she looked over at her hubby, a strand of hair plastered to her face with sweat. She had the biggest smile as she said, “I’m ready.”

The husband got to his feet, dropping his towel, his soft, small cock jiggling as he hurried around behind his wife, crawled up on the lounge chair, and started eating her pussy. Her face lit up.

“Oh fuck yes,” Steph said.

I noticed my wife had started groping her own breast, her nipples were rock hard.

“Now that’s a good cuck,” she said, looking over her shoulder at me.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Come on,” Steph said, “let’s sneak by without disturbing them.”

We did, and we made it to the dining hall. It wasn’t crowded at all. Most of the other couples must’ve still been in bed, except for the couple we saw already having fun.

Steph and I sat down and a member of the Flamingo Crew appeared almost out of nowhere, this girl a young, petite beauty with straight brown hair that went to the middle of her back. She had big green eyes that were fun to look at and she looked amazing in her tight pink sports bra and tiny pink shorts.

“Good morning,” she said. “What would you like for breakfast?”

I ordered toast, strawberry jelly, and scrambled eggs. Steph got an omelet with ham and cheese and fruit. We both ordered orange juice to drink.

“I’ll be right back with that order,” the petite brunette said.

“Thank you,” Steph said.

I watched her walk away, then turned my attention to Steph. “So what’s the surprise?”

She smiled. “I’m sure you can guess.”

I didn’t have to think long. “Am I going to be doing what we saw on our way here?”

“That’s a pretty good guess,” Steph said. “Are you excited?”

This would be it, the final step, eating another man’s cum from my wife’s pussy. “I guess I’ll be a real cuckold after doing it.”

“You sure will,” Steph said. “Won’t it be great?”

The petite brunette came back with our food before I could answer. I already felt those nerves building up inside me.

* * *

After our delicious breakfast, Steph took me back to our cabin. She surprised me when we walked in, closing the door, pulling the top of her swimsuit down and getting on the bed with me. We started making out and she let me suck her tits. I had a nipple in my mouth when someone knocked on the door.

“Come in,” Steph said before I pulled my mouth away.

The door opened and in walked Misty in a sexy black bikini, just two tiny triangles of fabric covering her big golden-brown breasts and an even smaller triangle over her pussy. Her curves looked incredible and she had to know I was staring at her.

“Good morning, y’all,” Misty said. “Getting him warmed up?”

“Just teasing him,” Steph said, sitting up and putting her tits away.

“I love that swimsuit,” Misty said. “You look like a swimsuit model.”

Steph smiled. “That’s what Benny told me.”

“He’s a good cuck,” Misty said.

“He is,” Steph said, patting my arm.

“Are you ready for our little expedition?” Misty asked.

“So ready,” Steph said.

“We picked out an amazing location,” Misty said. “Just a short boat ride away, and the cameras are there getting set up. You aren’t going to believe it.”

“I can’t wait,” Steph said.

“We’re going off the ship?” I asked.

“You sure are,” Misty said. She checked her phone. “In forty-five minutes. Don’t be late.”

“We won’t,” Steph said.

“All right,” Misty said, heading out of our room. “See y’all soon.”

As soon as Misty closed the cabin door I asked my wife, “We’re going off the ship?”

“All part of your surprise,” Steph said. “Remember the agreement to get this cruise for free. This is part of it, and it’s going to be incredible.”


The Island

Steph and I carefully stepped into the speedboat that pulled up alongside the cruise ship. It was black and red, polished to an amazing shine. It looked like a dagger in the water.

“Wow,” Steph said. “How cool is this?”

It was really cool.

Behind us, D’Von came aboard with Misty, behind her was another black man, the big man Steph and I had seen fucking the athletic blonde on the tennis court earlier this morning. He sat with D’Von and Misty at the back of the boat, smiling, relaxed, not a care in the world.

Meanwhile, as the speedboat pulled away from the cruise ship I got that nervous feeling deep in my stomach. Steph and I sat in the bow on a comfortable white bench. Steph looked over her shoulder and waved at the black men and Misty.

Engines rumbled and the speedboat sped away from the cruise ship. Out in the distance I could see a lush green island, our destination.

Ten minutes later we were at a small wooden dock, the engines now quiet as the five of us got off the speedboat with Misty leading the way.

“It’s gorgeous,” Steph said. “I never dreamed I’d be at a place like this.”

It was pretty incredible. Like a lush green jungle surrounded by sugar white beaches and turquoise blue water. It could easily be a place you’d see on a commercial or ad, a place people would pay big money to visit.

Steph hooked her arm in mine and we followed the group down a well-maintained rock trail. The canopy of green closed in above us, shading the bright sunlight. I heard all kinds of noises besides the waves lapping at the shore, exotic bird calls and maybe some whooping monkeys, who knew what all lived on this little speck of land.

After a winding walk through the jungle, Misty finally stopped us. She moved to the side and motioned at the most scenic place I had ever seen. A big flat rock in front of a gentle waterfall, surrounded by the green jungle, but above a rippling blue pond, the sun shining down and making that water shimmer.

“Oh wow!” Steph said, walking forward and pulling out her phone to take pic after pic. “It’s amazing.”

It was amazing, but I didn’t have much time to enjoy the scenery. My attention was on something else. On that flat rock was a wide, black pad about as big as a king-size mattress. On either side of the pad were cameras on tripods. So this was it, where it would all happen.

“That’s right,” Misty said, walking up beside me as if she could read my thoughts. “That’s the spot.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“You’re going to love it,” Misty said. “I knew when I first saw you and Steph that you would be one of our most memorable cuckbois.”

I grinned, blushing, not sure if that was a compliment or not.

“Are we ready?” Misty called out.

Steph snapped another pic of the waterfall, then turned around and hurried back toward us. She looked like a beautiful blonde goddess in that shiny pink one-piece swimsuit. “I’ve been ready.”

“Wonderful,” Misty said. “Let’s get started. Camera’s on.”

* * *

Steph and I sat on that big comfy pad in front of the waterfall. I could feel a refreshing cool mist from the waterfall, and mixed with the bright sunlight it felt very nice, but it did nothing for the nerves rushing through me.

Steph kneeled next to me, leaning forward and showing me the tops of her breasts. “Benny,” she said. “You know you can’t satisfy me.”

Misty had told us that we needed to talk out the act of cuckolding for the cameras before the action started. Steph said she didn’t even need a script.

“I know,” I said. “My dick is too small, isn’t it?”

“Way too small,” Steph said.

“It’s pathetic, isn’t it.”

Steph nodded. “Benny, you have never made me cum. I fake it every time.”

“I know,” I said, my face getting red.

“But that’s okay,” Steph said. “I have a solution.”

“You do?”

“I do,” Steph said, turning away from me. “Boys, come on out here.”

I didn’t actually know this part was coming, but I guess I should’ve known when I saw D’Von and the big dreadlocked bull board the speedboat. I found out his name was Eric. They both walked over to my wife, both of them naked, their big black cocks swinging between their legs, impossibly long and thick and not even hard yet. When I saw the huge smile on my wife’s face as her blue eyes took in the sight of those huge cocks I got hard.

D’Von and Eric stopped on either side of my wife. She kneeled on the pad right in front of them and touched their thighs. “Benny, this is my solution. These are real men and they are going to satisfy me, unlike you and your wimpy white penis.”

“I understand,” I said.

“Come here, Benny,” Steph said. “Let’s do a little comparison, just so you understand that you can’t satisfy me with that little twig between your legs.”

I walked over, my knees shaking.

“Strip,” Steph said.

I quickly glanced up. Besides Steph, Eric, and D’Von, Misty was watching from the side, a big grin on her face as well as the two women running the cameras. I instantly recognized the blonde and redhead from the Flamingo Crew, the girls who dressed and humiliated me in that pink bikini. The redhead waved, the blonde smirked. Oh fuck. They must’ve rode over to this island earlier to help set up.

“Didn’t you hear me,” Steph said, her tone a bit more forceful. “Take off your clothes.”

“Yes,” I quickly said. “Right.”

I hesitated, but just for a moment before I pulled my shirt off, kicked off my flip-flops, then pushed down my swim trunks before the embarrassment completely froze me. I stepped out of my swim trunks and kept looking down. I didn’t want to see all those smirks on the faces watching me. I was already hard, already leaking precum. All around me I heard little giggles and laughs and gasps.

“Come stand between these men,” Steph said.

She moved out of the way and I walked over, fully intimidated by Eric and D’Von’s height, muscles, and huge cocks. I stood between them feeling tiny. I sure wished I had went to the gym so I didn’t look like such a weakling next to the big black men.

“That is truly pathetic,” Steph said, eyeing my cock then theirs. “Who would want a pasty white loser with a little pink worm between his legs when you could have something big and black and hard as steel.”

“No one,” I said.

“That’s right,” Steph said, her eyes flaring. “Not one single woman would choose you over them.”

She reached out for their cocks, taking one in each hand and slowly stroking them, getting them nice and hard.

“Look how big they are,” Steph said. “You can only wish you were like them.”

“Yes,” I said.

“But you will get something,” Steph said as she let go of those big black cocks, stood up, and started slipping out of her swimsuit.

“What will I get,” I asked.

She pushed her swimsuit down so she was naked, then stepped out of it and tossed it off camera. “You get to watch,” Steph said, that big grin on her face. “And if you’re good you just might get something else.”

I saw the blonde valley girl and the busty redhead exchange smiles. “I’ll be good,” I said.

“Go sit at the corner of the pad,” Steph said. “And enjoy the show.”

I nodded and switched places with my wife. I couldn’t stop staring at her beautiful naked body, her firm breasts, her tight booty. With the tan she’d gotten the last couple of days she looked absolutely stunning.

I watched as she took D’Von and Eric’s cocks in her hands again, kneeling, stroking them, looking up at each man and smiling. I looked over at the cameras, one was on Steph, the other on me. I quickly looked away. This whole experience was going to be documented and posted on the Internet, it would be out there forever, for anyone to see. Oh God.

Steph had both big black cocks rock hard in her hands so she started sucking them. She took Eric in her mouth first. It didn’t surprise me that she’d want to try that new cock. She had half his length down her throat, her pink lips sealed tight as she bobbed back and forth. She popped her lips off him and smiled. “So good,” she said. “So big.”

She turned her attention to D’Von’s cock after that, taking him down her throat and bobbing her head back and forth. He put his big hand on the back of her head and urged her to take more and more of his length until she sputtered and gagged.

GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG!

She kept on bobbing on his cock until she finally had to come off him and take a deep heaving breath. Spit and precum hung off her lips. She slurped it all up, then switched back to Eric, taking his huge balls in her mouth, sucking one then the other, then licking her way up his shaft. She ran her tongue around the head of his cock, but she didn’t suck him again, she kept kissing, going up his abs, finding his dark nipple and running her tongue around it, then kissing up his chest. She looked him in the eyes, then they kissed on the lips.

I sat back and watched, my cock throbbing as my wife kissed Eric, a man she had basically just met. Their tongues played, hers sliding into his mouth, his pushing back and sliding into hers. It was a long, passionate kiss, and while their lips were locked I couldn’t stop looking at Eric’s big cock pressed against my wife’s smooth abs. The anticipation was killing me, knowing that cock would soon be inside her. I couldn’t wait to see what that looked like.

Steph broke the kiss and turned around, reaching for D’Von and bringing him over, locking lips with him while big Eric’s hands found her booty, squeezing and slapping those cheeks.

I looked down and saw a clear bead of precum at the tip of my cock, ready to slide down and lube my shaft, but I didn’t dare touch myself. I’d cum instantly.

Steph broke the kiss with D’Von and went down to the pad on her back, legs spread wide, giving herself up to the black men.

D’Von crawled up between her legs and started eating her pussy, making her gasp and moan as soon as his tongue touched her delicate pussy lips. Eric straddled Steph’s chest, his cock in her mouth the next time she let out a long moan. Now those moans were just muffled sounds as she sucked on Eric’s BBC.

Steph kept jerking her head up and down, sucking the man, then closing her eyes and moaning. That had to have felt great when she moaned. I bet it vibrated Eric’s cock.

Steph trembled as D’Von ate her pussy. Her legs spread even wider and her foot quivered. She was cumming.

Eric slid out of her mouth and she yelled, “Oh! OH! OOOHHHHHH!”

She tensed up underneath the big black man, she panted and gasped, then D’Von lifted his head and smiled, his cheeks and chin and full lips were covered in Steph’s juices.

“Oh fuck,” Steph gasped. “Oh God you do that so good.”

D’Von chuckled as he walked on his knees to Steph’s side. He nodded at Eric and the big dreadlocked man got off my wife. They lifted her off the pad and she giggled with excitement.

D’Von turned her around so her ass was toward him, pressing against his cock. He groped her tits, squeezing them in his big black hands before pushing her forward, putting her down on all fours. D’Von held his cock and guided it to my wife’s pussy. I watched—stunned—as the big black man slid deep into my wife. She begged for more, allowing every inch of his big black cock inside her.

Once he was in, Steph turned her attention to Eric. She opened wide and took him in her mouth. She started sucking just as D’Von started fucking, sliding his big black cock in and out of her dripping wet pussy.

I knew it was going to happen. I knew this was what this cruise was all about, but just like back at the garage when we couldn’t pay Steph’s repair bill and all the black mechanics took turns with her, I couldn’t believe it. But it was so hot.

Steph was taking it from both ends like an expert. One BBC deep down her throat, another deep in her pussy, and she wasn’t slowing down. Deep in the jungle on this remote little island she was getting the fuck of a lifetime.

In fact, it was so good, the other girls were enjoying themselves too. Behind one camera, the hot redhead from the Flamingo Crew was massaging one of her big tits under her sports bra. At the other camera, the blonde valley girl had her eyes glued to the scene in front of her, and as she watched she licked her fingers and slid them right down the front of her tiny pink shorts, bulging them as she rubbed her pussy.

I looked to see what Misty was doing and I was surprised to see her looking at me. As soon as we made eye contact she lifted her eyebrows, raised her fist, and started pumping it back and forth, clearly telling me to start jerking off.

I shook my head. If I even touched my cock right now while watching my wife get double-teamed I would cum. I couldn’t do it.

Misty’s look hardened and she made the motion again. I was about to shake my head, but I couldn’t back out, this was how we were able to pay for this cuckold vacation to begin with.

I slowly took in a breath and let it out. I could control myself. I could do this. I reached down and loosely grabbed my cock with just my thumb and two fingers. I started pumping, really slowly and without too much pressure.

I watched my wife, still taking D’Von’s cock from behind, still sucking Eric, and I throbbed hard. I glanced over at Misty and I could tell by the look on her face she still wasn’t happy with me. She leaned forward and silently mouthed the word FASTER.

I knew I wouldn’t last now. I started pumping my little dick, going faster, just like I would if I were masturbating to porn. It felt good too. I leaked freely, getting my tip and shaft all slick and lubed. God it felt good.

Misty nodded her approval, so I turned my attention back to my wife who was still getting pounded. Eric’s cock had slipped out of her mouth and she was moaning. “YES! YES! YES! OH GOD! OH GOD! YES! YES! YES!”

D’Von went harder and harder until my wife started shaking again. It started at her legs, then it took over her whole body. She gripped the black pad below her, the muscles in her arms flexing hard as she yelled out, “YES! YES! I’M CUMMING! I’M CUMMING! YYYEEESSSS!”

It was so hot, so perfect, a cuckold’s dream. And I couldn’t last a second longer.

“Fuck!” I gasped.

I knew one of those cameras was on me, watching as I leaned forward, my body tensing up, my balls clenching, my cock pulsing, and my cum spurting out onto the pad in front of me. One quick spurt, then another, then a steady dribble of warm, sticky cum.

“Fuck,” I gasped again, my whole body tingling, my vision blurring.

I was looking down at the mess I made when I heard the laughter, the chuckles, and the giggles.

I looked up. All eyes were on me.

“Ohmygod,” the blonde valley girl said. “Didn’t he like just start touching himself?”

“That was so quick,” the redhead said.

“Did you shoot your little load already?” Steph asked, a big grin on her face.

I nodded. The humiliation consumed me.

“It’s not over yet,” Misty said, smiling at me, then looking at my wife.

Steph knew exactly what she meant. She went back to her men. This time, Steph climbed onto Eric, riding him reverse cowgirl, looking right into the camera as she hovered over his slick black cock and slowly sank down, letting that black shaft impale her pussy and stretch her pink lips.

“Oh God yes,” Steph gasped once she had his entire length inside her.

She started rocking her hips, going slow and sexy, looking into the camera. She looked so hot. I was still feeling the effects of cumming so hard. I was trembling.

Steph went from slowly rocking her hips to bouncing, and when D’Von stepped up next to her she didn’t forget about him. While riding Eric’s BBC she took D’Von in her mouth, bobbing her head and sucking hard. The two babes from the Flamingo Crew were back to touching themselves, Misty watched closely, leaning forward, licking her lips, and I was getting hard again. I couldn’t believe it, but it was just that hot.

Steph rode that BBC, bouncing up and down on him, tits jiggling, and she kept sucking D’Von, using her mouth until the big black man started to grunt, the big muscles in his chest flexing before he let out a primal roar.

Steph sank down on Eric’s cock, she stopped bouncing and deepthroated D’Von. He roared again and I saw his big balls jump. His pulsing cock shot a load down my wife’s throat and she didn’t even flinch. Her blue eyes went wide when he started filling her, but she didn’t miss a drop, swallowing it all, then letting his big black cock slide out of her mouth. She milked it dry with her right hand, then softly kissed his tip.

“Fuck she’s good,” D’Von muttered, that big wolf-like grin on his face.

Steph smiled back at him, then Eric’s hands gripped her waist and she started bouncing again, building up speed in no time, going hard and fast until both of them were moaning.

“Yes! YES! OH GOD! OH GOD!” Steph’s knees folded in and her whole body quivered, she threw her head back and let out sexy gasps. I knew she was cumming again.

Below her, Eric still had a tight grip around her waist and he was urging her to go faster and faster. He grunted, let out his own deep roar, and Steph sank down on him, still moaning from her orgasm as his balls jumped and his pulsing cock started filling her gripping pussy.

I stared in disbelief, my cock fully hard again, my wife was taking his seed.

“Oh God yes!” Steph moaned.

She leaned forward and looked down at the big black cock still inside her, then she looked up at the camera and smiled. “It feels so good.”

Misty pointed at me. Steph looked over and curled her index finger at me. “Come here, cuckie.”

I crawled over, my legs were too weak to walk.

“Remember that surprise I told you about?” Steph said.

I nodded.

“Here it is,” Steph said. “A nice, creamy pussy. It’s all yours.”

I gulped, my stomach knotted up. I knew what I had to do.

Steph slowly lifted her hips. Eric’s huge black cock finally slid out of her pussy, limp, satisfied, and covered in her cream.

I leaned forward, Eric’s musky scent filled my nose, it combined with Steph’s sweetness. I let out a breath, then kissed my wife’s pussy. I could already taste it, the warm saltiness. I stuck my tongue out, sliding it inside her. She was so warm and gooey, then it hit my tongue. Eric’s big load that was deep inside my wife came oozing out, covering my tongue and filling my mouth.

“Swallow every bit,” Steph said.

I quickly gulped before I started gagging.

“There’s still more,” Steph said.

I slid my tongue all around inside her, getting it all, just like she said, slurping Eric’s big load out of my wife’s pussy.

“Good boy,” Steph said, grabbing me by the hair and pulling me up. She gave me a quick kiss on the lips then licked hers. “You are the perfect cuckold hubby.”

“Thank you,” I said.

I sat back on the pad, Steph rolled off Eric and sighed loudly.

“That was perfect,” Misty said. “One of the hottest scenes ever.”

I looked up at the brunette MILF and smiled. She handed me a tissue to clean off my face. She went over to Steph and gave her a big hug.

The girls behind the cameras were both smiling, based on their rosy cheeks and hard nipples they might’ve had orgasms of their own.

“Let’s get packed up and get back to the ship,” Misty said. “What an amazing cruise.”


Last Day

We still had one more day on the cruise ship and Steph did not let it go to waste. Everyone knew what we did on the island. I didn’t know it, but it was live-streamed back to the ship for all the couples to watch. When we arrived on the ship yesterday they were all waiting for us, clapping and cheering, the other cuckold husbands patting me on the back as I boarded the ship with my wife.

But that was yesterday, and today was our last day, so Steph was having tons of fun, and so was I. The day started with D’Von on the clothing optional deck. He fucked my wife on one of the lounge chairs and came in her pussy. Steph said he deserved it since he had satisfied her so much during this cruise. I think he was her favorite. And of course I ate her pussy afterward. I was getting good at swallowing those thick, gooey loads, and Steph loved it when I did it.

After lunch we found the busty redhead Nigella going at it with Eric. Both Steph and I pulled up chairs so we could watch. Steph stroked my cock and I came in less than a minute watching the hot redheaded MILF ride a BBC.

That afternoon we were searching for Misty, the hot brunette MILF who put this whole thing together and made this opportunity possible for us. We were wandering down a hall when Steph pointed at a cabin door. “This is her room,” she said. “One of the Flamingo Crew told me.”

I smiled thinking about the Flamingo Crew, those hot young girls in those pink shorts and sports bras would always be in my memory.

Steph knocked on the cabin door, but didn’t get a response.

“Guess she’s not here,” I said.

“Wait,” Steph said, grabbing my arm. “Listen.”

I leaned against the door and put my ear to it right next to Steph. Misty was definitely here, I heard her sexy Southern accent inside, and the things she was yelling and moaning made my cock stiff.

Steph reached for the door handle and slowly opened it, her eyes wide as she peered inside. I looked over Steph’s shoulder and saw Misty on her knees in the middle of her cabin. She was naked, those big breasts exposed and she was surrounded by six big black men, half the bulls on the ship. She was taking turns, sucking and stroking, trying her best to satisfy all those cocks.

“Looks like you could use a hand satisfying all these big black cocks,” Steph said.

Misty let a BBC slide out of her mouth, she smiled and said, “Come on in, if you can handle it.”

My wife was naked and next to Misty in a matter of seconds. She could certainly handle it, taking a BBC from every direction possible. I took a seat and watched enjoying every minute of it as my wife and the hot brunette MILF fucked and sucked in every imaginable position.

They finished up taking loads from each man on their faces, getting absolutely covered, and when they were done that led to a long makeout session between Steph and Misty with lots of sucking and licking and fondling. Halfway through the hot scene I shot a load in my swim trunks.

I thought it was all over as the black men filed out, chuckling and smirking as they saw me sitting in the corner. But then Misty and Steph came over to me.

“Give us some kisses, cuck,” Misty said.

“Yeah,” Steph added. “Show us how much you love us.”

Misty turned her cum-covered cheek to me, so I leaned forward and kissed it, tasting the salty load that covered her face. Steph came in next, kissing me before I could kiss her, shoving her tongue in my mouth.

When she broke the kiss she looked at Misty and said, “I love kissing him right after sucking BBC.”

“It’s a cuckold’s dream come true,” Misty said.

“It sure is,” I said.

Both women giggled, then they each kissed me again, making sure my lips were covered with cum.


Back to the Ship

6 months later…

“I can’t wait to get on that cruise ship,” Steph said as she packed her bag.

I was packing my own bag, putting in shorts and swim trunks. We would be going on our second cuckold cruise tomorrow and I was very excited. “I can’t wait either.”

“Good,” Steph said. “It’s going to be so hot.”

“It sure is,” I said, thinking about all the fun we had last time.

“I just wish my swimsuit still fit,” Steph said, holding up the sexy pink one-piece we wore when we filmed a video for Misty.

“You still look amazing,” I said, moving the swimsuit out of the way and patting Steph’s round belly.

“I just hope they’ll be gentle,” Steph said.

“They will,” I said. “It’s their child after all.”

Steph leaned over and kissed me on the lips, I could almost taste the cum already. “You’re such a good, cuckie.”

“Thank you,” I said. I was already getting stiff.


Also by Crystal Red
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Contract: An Interracial Cuckold Story

https://tinyurl.com/bdfxjypt

Drew Green is on the cusp of doing something big.

Sports agents like him are always looking for the next big deal, the next player to become a legend in the pros, and Drew thinks he has found it with star linebacker Jerrick Wayne.

Drew knows the big black man will be picked first at the professional football draft, and with that first selection comes big money. And with a big fat commission Drew can buy his gorgeous blonde wife the penthouse apartment she deserves.

But what if Jerrick Wayne does not sign his contract?

Drew could lose it all.

He can not have that. So he and his wife, Ashlynn, set out to convince Jerrick to sign by taking him out on a private yacht and offering him something he can not refuse.
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Crush: An Interracial Cuckold Story

https://tinyurl.com/y9hy8nwe

Arnold has the opportunity of a lifetime. His hot blonde crush, Lily Parker, is right outside. Lounging by the pool in nothing but a skimpy little bikini.

Arnold has to ask her out. He has to summon the courage. He can do it.

But when finally joins Lily by the pool, a surprise next door interrupts them. A big black surprise.

Follow Arnold as he melts in Lily’s hands and is reformed into an obedient cuckold eager to please the girl of his dreams any way she commands.
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Superstar: An Interracial Cuckold Story

https://tinyurl.com/y3rta45e

My wife, Kara Lipson, is the hottest up-and-comer in country music. The busty blonde bombshell is a huge talent. She sings from the heart and loves her fans, but one simple video brings her dreams crashing down.

Out celebrating with friends, Kara is caught on camera drunkenly yelling a racial slur. Now her record contract and her path to fame and fortune are slipping away.

With the help of her manager, Kara and I start a new path to regain her fame. We will do whatever it takes.

Her manager sets up a solution, a naughty video to post to her social media to prove she is no racist.

It starts simple enough, but something awakens inside me while filming that scene. Kara feels it too. A feeling that takes us deep into the world of cuckolding, humiliation, and big black alpha males.


OEBPS/image_rsrc1DM.jpg
SUPERSTAR

AN INTERRACIAL CUCKOLD STORY





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DH.jpg
ALC

UCKOLD STORY







OEBPS/image_rsrc1DK.jpg
0‘10\ L‘A‘it&v‘v\a







OEBPS/image_rsrc1DJ.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Declined

		A Payment Option

		Not Done Yet

		His and Hers Fantasies

		A Different Kind of Cruise

		Start the Adventure

		Welcome Aboard

		On Deck

		The List

		No Comparison

		Something Girlie

		Do Your Job

		Watching

		The Island

		Last Day

		Back to the Ship

		Also by Crystal Red




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108







