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  Preface


   


  Imagine taking a cruise in the Caribbean.


   


  The sea, the sun, the beach… and countless of islanders who are more than willing to take your white wife right in front of you.


   


  It’s the perfect couples vacation.


   


  Enjoy,


   


  ~ Emilia.
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  Taken on the Island


  More Wife Sharing Stories by Emilia Steele


  Chapter 1


   


  “Look,” Andrew said as he pointed ahead.


   


  I glanced up and saw a Jamaican lifeguard chatting up our wives. His chest was bared, his ebony muscles glistening in the summer sun. Andrew’s wife, Lisa, looked up at him, a wide smile on her face as she twirled a strand of her golden-blonde hair between her fingers.


   


  My wife, Nicole, sat right next to her, her knees pulled up to her chest, her toes digging into the white sand of this idyllic beach.


   


  I took a step forward, but Andrew grabbed my arm. “Hold on a second,” he said as he crouched down. “Let’s see how this plays out.”


   


  Confused, I followed his lead. “What do you mean?” I whispered. “We have to go over there!”


   


  “Do we really?” Andrew asked with a mischievous smile.


   


  To my surprise, Lisa handed the tall and broad Jamaican man a bottle of sun-block before rolling onto her back. She flashed my wife a naughty smile before resting her hands underneath her head and closing her eyes.


   


  The island-man went to work right away. He squirted a copious amount of the white liquid into his large, dark hands before applying it directly onto Lisa’s exposed back. All she wore was a yellow bikini, so there was plenty of naked skin for the black man to explore.


   


  I couldn’t believe Andrew would let this happen, right in front of him. Nicole and I had met him and his wife Lisa on Caribbean cruise, and we had hit it off right away. When we docked in Kingston for a day of relaxation, I had never expected this to happen.


   


  Nicole watched on, as intrigued as I am. The ice-cream I’m holding melted, the sticky liquid dripping down my fingers, but I’m too enthralled by the spectacle in front of me to notice.


   


  The Jamaican untied Lisa’s bikini top with a flick of his wrist. His hands rubbed her sides, the tips of his fingers pressing against the sides of her full, round breasts.


   


  I had to admit: The contrast between the dark man’s hands and Lisa’s pale, white skin is incredibly erotic. “Aren’t you going to stop him?” I asked Andrew hoarsely. “He’s massaging your wife.”


   


  “I know,” Andrew said, mesmerized by the show his wife was putting on.


   


  “I don’t understand.”


   


  “You’re telling me you’ve never watched Nicole flirt with another man? That you’ve never seen a guy look at her as she walks away?”


   


  I shrugged, not wanting to answer that question.


   


  “That thrill is amazing, Ryan. You ought to try it.”


   


  “Aren’t you jealous?” I whispered excitedly, my eyes still glued to the scene in front of us. The darks-skinned Jamaican man ran his hand up Lisa’s thighs with long, hard strokes, each time the tips of his fingers brushing up higher and higher.


   


  “Of course,” Andrew answered nonchalantly. “That’s the thrill.”


   


  I didn’t fully understand his reasoning (it sounded like madness to me), but I had to admit that watching the broad-shouldered lifeguard seduce Lisa right in front of our eyes turned me on immensely. We’d only been gone to get ice-cream for a handful of minutes, and now this ebony stud’s hands were edging towards Lisa’s full, round, exposed ass.


   


  To my shock, Lisa pushed her behind out a bit, offering it up for the black man. He didn’t need to be told twice. He grabbed the bottle of sunblock and squirted the cool, white liquid onto the globes of her ass, the stuff slowly trickling down into her crack. His dark hands grabbed two handfuls of her bubble butt, and he gave her what I can only describe as a deep-tissue massage.


   


  His hands kneaded and worked her ass, spreading the sun-block over every last inch of her derriere. His fingers even dipped into the crack of her ass, no doubt brushing against her pussy.


   


  My cock was as hard as a rock as I watched this wanton display, and I had to adjust myself. I glanced at Andrew only to find him grinning.


   


  “Enjoying the show, huh? Told you,” he winked.


   


  Embarrassed, I turned my attention back to the Jamaican playboy. What I saw made my heart skip a beat.


   


  The dark-skinned stud offered his services to my wife, holding his oiled-up hands up to her. His raised eyebrow said enough. My wife glanced in our direction, and I could see the indecision etched into her face.


   


  I stood up so fast I nearly jumped, trudging through the hot sand. Andrew moaned behind me, but I wasn’t about to watch this chocolate man put his well-built hands all over my woman – no matter how turned on and confused it made me.


   


  I handed the now almost fully melted ice-cream to my wife. Only the cone was left at this point, the ice cream sticking to my fingers. “Sorry,” I grunted as I handed it to her.


   


  I stared the dark-skinned god down. He smiled up at me, bearing his white teeth, one of his hands still resting on Lisa’s ass. From up close I saw just how damn ripped he was. Every muscle in chest was perfectly defined.


   


  “What took you so long?” My wife mumbled.


   


  I shrugged. “Who is our friend here?”


   


  The Jamaican lifeguard wasn’t deterred in the slightest by my presence.


   


  “Massage?” He said in a thick accent, offering his services to my wife once more.


   


  “No thank you,” I said curtly. “We’re good, thank you.”


   


  “Don’t be rude to our guest,” Lisa said, sporting a lazy grin. “He’s quite skilled, you know.”


   


  Andrew came strolling up now, with the biggest smile I’d ever seen on his tan face. “How’s everybody doing here?”


   


  “Our friend was just leaving,” I said, my cock still pulsing in my shorts.


   


  The Jamaican man finally got the hint. He gave us all a polite nod before he wandered off. Lisa and Nicole watched him go, their eyes glued to his tight, defined ass.


   


  I quickly changed the topic of conversation, eager to forget this confusing, sexual encounter happened. We spent the rest of the afternoon lounging on the beach and soaking in the sun rays, before it was time to board our ship once more.


   


  “We saw the whole thing,” I told my wife the moment we got back to our suite. “The Jamaican. Andrew and I saw it.”


   


  “What do you mean?”


   


  “We were already heading back when we walked up to you two, and Andrew told me to hide and watch it play out. We…” I scratched the back of my neck, almost embarrassed to admit this. “… we hid in the dunes and watched the black man massage Lisa, and Andrew urged me to let him do you as well.”


   


  Nicole raised her eyebrows. “No way?”


   


  “Yep.”


   


  “I did think it weird that it took you so long, but…”


   


  “You certainly weren’t looking in our direction,” I joked.


   


  “Could you blame me?” Nicole smiled. “I was as surprised as you are. Suddenly this giant black man comes out of nowhere and starts oiling up Lisa, and she’s humming along like it’s the best thing in the world…”


   


  “Would you have let him if I didn’t stop it?” I asked. I didn’t know where that question came from, it suddenly slipped out.


   


  The corners of my wife’s mouth curled up. “Would you have liked me to?”


   


  “That’s not an answer.”


   


  She wrapped her arms around me, planting a big, wet kiss on my bottom lip. “Of course not… unless you want me to,” she whispered. “I’m sure there’s plenty of black men on these islands who are dying to get their hands on my pale, white skin…”


   


  I didn’t know why, but the thought of a black man touching my wife made my cock jump to attention. I never entertained the thought of wife-sharing, swinging or what have you, but I couldn’t deny my own arousal. Our marriage was perfect, we certainly didn’t need it to spice things up. I always thought that only old people with failing marriages did that sorta thing… but Andrew and Lisa were just like us.


   


  “Do you think Andrew and Lisa are swingers?” I asked my wife.


   


  “Why don’t you ask them?”


   


  I chuckled. “Yeah, I’ll get on that.”


   


  “Do you think they want to swing with us?” Nicole asked me, her brown eyes staring into mine.


   


  “Would you want to?”


   


  “Of course not,” Nicole said.


   


  Her answer both re-assured and disappointed me. “Do you think we should stop hanging out with them?”


   


  “No,” my wife answered forcefully. “I don’t see why. If they get inappropriate, well, we can deal with that problem when it arises.”


   


  And arise it did…


   


  * * *


  Chapter 2


   


  “How do I look?” Nicole asked as she twirled in front of me. Her white sun-dress spun up around her waist, giving me a quick flash of her white, satin panties. My wife brown, curly hair cascaded down her exposed shoulders. She looked good enough to eat.


   


  “Amazing,” I growled, pulling her close and kissing her hard.


   


  After a day of cruising through the Caribbean we docked in Havana. The boat will stay the night here, so this was the perfect time to go out and explore the Cuban nightlife. Andrew and Lisa have been here before, and they’re taking us to their favorite joint.


   


  We met them down on the walkway, and Lisa’s outfit blew me away. She wore a stunning fire-red dress with heels that matched. Her golden-blonde hair was pulled into a lazy, yet perfect, bun, and her hot-red lipstick finished her scorching look.


   


  “Whoa,” Nicole gasped. “You look stunning!”


   


  “So do you,” Lisa smiled.


   


  Andrew guided us down to the street and hailed a cab, and a few minutes later we barreled down the streets of Havana in the back of an old American classic, the entire chassis rattling.


   


  “Are you sure about this?” I whispered to Andrew who sat in the front, giving the driver directions in flawless Spanish, as I did my best to hold on to whatever I can.


   


  “Don’t worry,” he said to me. “I know the perfect place. Off the beaten path. Not one of those touristy joints all the other vacationers will end up. Locals only. You’ll love it, trust me.”


   


  I could already hear the loud salsa music when the car pulled into the street. Blaring trumpets and hypnotic congas mixed to create a beat that forced you to dance – there was no stopping your body.


   


  Andrew guided us into the seedy club, spreading his arms wide. “What do you think? Pretty nice, huh?”


   


  All around us Cubans and other Caribbean people danced intimately. I felt out of place, as our pale skins stuck out like a sore thumb, but Andrew waved my concerns away. It helped that he spoke the language. He got us a round of tequila to still our nerves. The liquid burned going down my throat, but it did help to slow down my thumping heart.


   


  “Care to dance?” Andrew asked my wife. She looked at me for permission and I nodded, of course.


   


  Andrew was a gifted dancer, much better than I was, and he twirled her around on the dance floor. Lisa stood next to me, resting her arm on the bar. We watched as Andrew spun my wife around, whipping her so fast that her dress flared up, showing off her white thighs and equally white underwear to anyone who cared to look.


   


  And as the only white people in the establishment, we attracted quite a bit of attraction. I saw many island men look at my wife with lust burning in their eyes.


   


  “Relax,” Linda whispered into my ear. “You’re all tense.”


   


  I pushed my shoulders back. “I’m fine,” I said.


   


  “Nicole is just having some fun. You should try it some time,” Linda added with a wink. “You only live once.”


   


  “I know how to have fun,” I said defensively.


   


  “Then ask me to dance,” Linda said.


   


  “I’m not as good as your husband,” I said.


   


  “It’s not all about skill,” Linda said as she grabbed my arm and dragged me out onto the dance floor. She grabbed my hands and placed them firmly on her tight ass. “It’s about passion,” she whispered, her hot red lips curling into a smile.


   


  We danced.


   


  Our bodies moved in unison, her full, soft breasts pressing against my chest. For a moment I forgot all about the world around me, and even the blaring trumpets seemed to fade away into nothingness, as all I could concentrate on was Lisa’s plump ass in my hands.


   


  I caught sight of Nicole from the corner of my eye, and that brought me back to reality. I feared she’d be seething with rage because I danced with this other woman. I worried she would storm out and our night would be ruined. Instead, I found her with her back towards Andrew as she danced on him, pressing her ass against his crotch as his hands ran up and down her sides. She saw me looking and flashed me a wide, drunk smile before turning her attention back to Andrew.


   


  I was surprised – and turned on. What was it about the Caribbean air and the salsa music that made my wife so adventurous all of a sudden? I had no clue, but I had to admit I liked this new side of her.


   


  My heart skipped a beat when a broad-shouldered, dark-skinned Cuban asked Andrew if he could cut in. His sleeves were rolled up, exposing his fully inked underarms. Andrew surrendered my wife to the man, and a second later he had his inked hands all over my woman.


   


  The knot in my stomach tightened. Dancing with Andrew was one thing, but a complete stranger? Just as I was about to walk over, Lisa pulled my arm.


   


  “Let her have fun,” she said. “She doesn’t need your help, Ryan. Look. She’s laughing, having a good time.”


   


  To my dismay Lisa was right. I’ve rarely seen my wife smile more as when the large foreigner spun her around on the dancefloor. My jealousy mixed with arousal. I didn’t quite know what I wanted to happen anymore.


   


  Lisa headed to the bathroom, and I went over to the bar. Andrew was already waiting for me there, and he handed me a margarita. I took a large sip to quench my thirst – and still my nerves.


  


  “How are you liking the night so far?” He asked me.


   


  I mumbled a response as I stood next to him, both of us watching a stranger grind up against my wife. I couldn’t contain the question that had been burning on my lips any longer.


  


  “Are you two swingers?” I blurted out. “You and Lisa?”


   


  “Something like that,” Andrew smirked, unfazed by my personal question. “Lisa’s a hotwife.”


   


  “What does that mean?”


   


  Andrew nodded towards Lisa who was now dancing with another stranger on the dance floor. The tanned man had his hand firmly on her lower back as he gyrated himself against her. Lisa gave us a naughty smirk as she moved her body to the rhythm.


   


  “Basically, it means Lisa is free to sleep with other men, but I don’t sleep with other women.”


   


  I didn’t quite know what to say to that. “Are you for real?”


   


  “You bet, my amigo.”


   


  “What do you get out of it?”


   


  “Isn’t that obvious?” Andrew said. “Just look at her. I get an extremely happy and thoroughly satisfied wife who feels sexually empowered and is always horny. Plus, I get to the enjoy the hottest life sex show on earth, featuring my very own wife.”


   


  As I watched Lisa grind her hips, I had to admit the thought of watching her in action was very tempting indeed.


   


  “You’re never thought about it?” Andrew asked me. “Every couple thinks about swinging at one point.”


   


  “Not really, no,” I said. “Not until now.”


   


  “You ought to try it, man. Even if it is only once, just to see how you like it, you know?”


   


  I shook my head. “You can’t be serious. I ought to let a stranger fuck my wife to see if I’d like it?”


   


  “Just keep an open mind is what I’m saying. Life is too short to be worried, to be jealous and angry. You’re married to Nicole, so you trust her completely, right?”


   


  “Right.”


   


  “And now she’s dancing with another man. A total stranger. How does that make you feel?”


   


  I shrugged. “I don’t care,” I lied.


   


  “Don’t bullshit me, Ryan,” Andrew said. “You’ve been staring at her this entire time. You’ve got to feel something. Anger, jealousy… arousal.”


   


  I took another sip of my drink. I didn’t want to admit it, but Andrew was absolutely right. My mind was swimming with emotions, and at that moment, pure, unadulterated arousal was winning the battle by a landslide.


   


  “I’ll take your silence as a yes. He’s got his hands on her. Look. He’s probably touching her ass right now. Watch as he turns her body. Every time, his hands slip a little lower. Any second he’ll cup a handful. Now, does that means she loves you any less? Does that change anything for your marriage? Of course it doesn’t,” Andrew said. “All it means is that a stranger is brazenly fondling your wife right in front of you, and the fact that you’re still listening to me talk proves you like it.”


   


  I swallowed the lump in my throat. Was he right? The dark-skinned man’s hand was now resting on my wife’s ass as he lead her in their intimate dance. Her head rested on his shoulders, her eyes closed, and to add to my arousal, she was biting down on her bottom lip.


   


  I couldn’t believe Andrew was talking me into sharing my wife with a Latino stranger. I ordered another round of tequila, not knowing what else to say or do.


   


  When I turned back around Nicole stood right in front of me. Andrew was back out on the dance floor, together with his wife.


   


  “Hey baby,” Nicole whispered.


   


  I stared into her dark-brown eyes. They were burning with fire. I didn’t say a word – I just leaned in and kissed her hard on the lips, pulling her body close to mine. I sensed the faint, lingering smell of another men’s sweat on her, and my cock instantly surged with energy in response.


   


  “Did you know Andrew and Lisa are into wife sharing?” I blurted out.


   


  “I thought as much,” Nicole replied with a smirk. “How do you feel about that?”


   


  For a second there was nothing else in this world except for my wife’s almond-shaped eyes. This was a seminal moment. Did I have the courage to turn this vacation into an unforgettable one?


   


  “It’s intriguing,” I said.


   


  “Very intriguing,” Nicole agreed.


   


  Andrew interrupted our moment. “We’re heading back to the boat, you two coming with us?”


  


  “Sure,” I answered, relieved that this confusing night was over.


   


  He lead us outside and, to my surprise, two broad Cuban men followed us. Andrew introduced them as Miguel and Diego, and casually told me they would be joining us.


   


  I was too surprised to protest.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 3


   


  Before I even had a chance to process this information Lisa already hailed a cab and we were piling into the vehicle, all six of us. In the shuffle I ended up sitting all the way in the back by myself, while Andrew rode up front, and our wives sat in the middle – along with the Cubans.


   


  There was space next to me for one more passenger, but Lisa chose to ride on Diego’s lap. The cab pulled away with screeching tires, and my heart sank into my stomach as I watched Miguel slip his arm around my wife’s shoulders. She rested her head on his broad shoulders.


   


  Once we pulled out onto the road the cab went dark. The only time I got a glimpse of what was happening right under my nose was when we passed a streetlight. I heard rustling, whispering and muffled laughter, and my brain went haywire trying to interpret all the different sounds and sights. I could barely hear anything over the loud roar of the cab’s engine, and every second it was not blaring, all I could hear was Andrew giving the driver directions in Spanish.


   


  The ride was bumpy, as the roads were poorly maintained, but I noticed Lisa was still bouncing on Diego’s lap when we were waiting before a red light.


   


  We pulled up at the cruise ship, and I was more than happy to be out of that cab. Nicole had a blush on her cheeks, and she adjusted her dress as she got out of the car. Now that we were in front of the well-lit ship, I could finally take a good look at the two Cuban men accompanying us.


   


  Miguel towered over me, his shoulders broad and his muscles bulging. His dark hair was tussled nonchalantly, and ink covered every inch of his arms and neck. Diego was shorter than his friend, but just as buff. I noticed he has neck tattoos as well.


   


  Back in the States we would never associate ourselves with this type of men – yet now, Andrew slipped the doorman a fifty as he guides us all on board.


   


  “Will you two join us for a nightcap?” Andrew asked us.


   


  I stood frozen to the spot, my heart beating in my throat. Following Andrew and Lisa up to their cabin, along with two well-built and dark-skinned strangers, one who had already had his hands all over my wife, was a recipe for disaster. I knew exactly what would happen.


   


  Nicole squeezed my hand. “This I got to see,” she whispered into my ear. “Come on, baby. We’re here looking for adventure, right?”


   


  Fuck it. I don’t know if it was the drink, the cool, island air, or the incessant throbbing inside my loins, but I accepted Andrew’s invitation. We followed them to their room.


   


  I couldn’t suppress a gasp when I saw their opulent quarters. I knew that they were in a class above ours, and that Andrew had money to spare, but I never thought it would be this nice. Their cabin was at least twice the size of our own, if not more.


   


  I held my wife’s hand tightly as I guided us to a pair of chairs in the corner of the room. Miguel and Diego sat down on the King-sized bed, while Lisa slipped between the two of them. Andrew fixed everyone a strong drink.


   


  I gladly accepted the stiff drink, even though I was far from sober.


   


  Miguel and Diego chatted with Lisa in Spanish. Each of them had one of their hands resting on one of her exposed upper thighs, stroking her naked flesh. I felt the tension in the room ramp up, and I wondered what the hell we were doing here in this room, with them.


   


  “What are they talking about?” Nicole asked.


   


  “They’re telling my wife she has a nice tan,” Andrew said. “And they are eager to see if it’s a full body tan.”


   


  Lisa gave my wife a dirty smirk. “Only one way to find out… if you don’t mind, that is.”


   


  My wife shook her head. “Not at all. It’s your room, do as you want,” she said.


   


  Lisa hopped up and slipped the dress over her shoulders, shimmying her way out of it. The garment pooled around her ankles, leaving her standing in the middle of the room, in front of five pair of eyes, in naught but her lacy, red lingerie.


   


  I sucked in air between my teeth when I saw her curves. I’d seen Lisa in a bikini, so I knew how good she looked, but the frilly straps from the lingerie made everything twice as exciting.


   


  Nicole grabbed my thigh, her eyes glued to the beautiful female figure in front of us. My wife has never kissed a woman before – and I realized that this was going to change this vacation, one way or another. I shifted in my seat, my cock almost uncomfortably hard. Andrew, meanwhile, nursed his scotch with a relaxed smile on his face.


   


  Lisa slid back between the two hulking Latinos in just her underwear, which was quite a tight fit. Both men grabbed a handful of her curvy body, their tanned fingers digging into her soft skin. It shocked me that they didn’t even care that we were all there, just breathlessly watching them. As if it was the most normal thing in the word that American couples went to the Caribbean to find two locals to double-team their wives.


   


  Maybe it was business as usual. Maybe I was naive, and I should have known this right from the start.


   


  Lisa rubbed their bulges, raising her eyebrows at my wife. Was that an invitation?


   


  “Maybe we should go,” I whispered to Nicole.


   


  She just shushed me, her eyes not leaving the spectacle in front of her for even a second. Her hand crept up my thigh until she was cupping my throbbing erection.


   


  The two Latino men stood up and removed their shirts, revealing their impressive abs and tatted up bodies. A second later they pulled down their pants.


   


  Two large, uncut cocks swung only a few feet in front of me, both fully erect and brimming with energy. Nicole squeezed my cock so hard I groaned, and I heard a soft moan leave my wife lips, as if she was jealous.


   


  Miguel and Diego sat down on either side of Lisa, and the blonde wife’s eyes went from one cock to another, a wide grin on her face. She wrapped her fingers around the base of their poles, stroking them up and down.


   


  I couldn’t believe Lisa was jacking off these two strangers right in front of all of us!


   


  When I glanced at Andrew I saw he was enjoying every second of it, giving me an encouraging smile.


   


  Lisa bent down and licked the top of Miguel’s cock first.


   


  “Mmm,” she said. “I love the taste of a new cock.”


   


  Then she bent down and took the purple, bulbous head of Diego’s cock into her mouth. The tanned man groaned approvingly, thrusting his hips up so a good amount of inches slid into Lisa’s mouth.


   


  When she came back up, a strand of saliva connected Diego’s cock to her bottom lip. It was the hottest, sexiest, downright sluttiest thing I’d ever seen… but that was all about to change.


   


  “There’s more cock here for one girl to handle,” Lisa said, looking my wife directly in her eyes. “What do you say?”


   


  My heart skipped a beat.


   


  For a moment nobody moved… and then my wife’s grip of me relaxed, and she slowly got up.


   


  “Baby…” I said, reaching for her arm.


   


  Nicole turned to me, and I’ll never forget that wanton look in her eyes. Her dark-brown eyes now burned with a smoldering fire, her lips curled up into a sexy grin. I could never say no to that.


   


  She practically ripped her white dress from her body, and threw it into my lap. She stood in front of me in only a white bra and matching thong, her hands resting on her sides, as if she was daring me to stop her.


   


  I saw Diego’s and Miguel’s dark eyes were staring at my wife’s figure from behind, their cocks pulsing in Lisa’s hands, and I knew they were wanted nothing more than to defile my all-American housewife right in front of me.


   


  And I, to my own surprise, wanted nothing more than to watch.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 4


   


  I gave my wife a nod, and that was all she needed


   


  She knelt down in front of Miguel, completely mesmerized by the throbbing, uncut cock bobbing up and down in front of her. There was a mirror on the other side of the room, and that meant I could see everything as it played out. I saw my wife eagerly lick her lips as she stared at the massive member.


   


  Lisa smiled wickedly, content that she managed to awaken the inner slut inside my wife so easily. Miguel scooted forward so that his cock was only inches away from my wife’s waiting mouth and outstretched tongue.


   


  Andrew sat down next to me, handing me another scotch.


   


  “Here buddy, you’re going to need it,” he said. “Cheers.”


   


  Nicole’s toes curled up in pleasure as she flicked the tip of her tongue against the stranger’s cock. Lisa’s hand worked the shaft, guiding the purple head into my wife’s mouth. Nicole wrapped her hot red lips around the bulbous head, her cheeks caving in as she sucked it into her mouth.


   


  “That’s it,” Lisa hissed as she watched my wife bob her head up and down the fat Cuban cock. “Work that cock, you little slut.” To my surprise the blonde grabbed a fistful of my wife’s hair and pushed her head down, forcing another few thick inches into her mouth.


   


  Nicole came up gasping for air, saliva dripping down the sides of her mouth, which she wiped with the back of her hand. Lisa’s hand grabbed her face, her thumb tracing my wife’s bottom lip.


   


  “Are you going to be a good little slut?”


   


  Nicole nodded breathlessly.


   


  “Good,” Lisa said, patting her on the head.


   


  I couldn’t believe Lisa was so demanding, so in control. This was nothing like the sweet, easy-going woman I’d come to know over these past few days.


   


  “Amazing, huh?” Andrew said. “What Lisa wants, she gets… and right now, it’s your wife she’s after.”


   


  In all our years together, Nicole had never showed any interest in women. She’d never even expressed any interest in kissing another woman, despite how many times I’d asked for her for a threesome that I knew was never going to happen. Yet, now, she was about to kiss something very female, and it wasn’t Lisa’s mouth…


   


  Lisa got on her hands and knees, facing away from us. She reached back, grabbed a fistful of my wife’s hair, and shoved her face into her ass. My wife’s hands held Lisa’s ass tightly, her fingers digging into her soft skin, as she was smothered.


   


  “That’s it, eat my ass,” Lisa moaned.


   


  Diego and Miguel were sitting at the front of the bed, their naked asses parked on Andrew’s and Lisa’s pillows, as they casually stroked their erect cocks, watching the live sex show in front of them with a big smile on their faces.


   


  Lisa reached back and pulled her thong down to her knees, exposing her glistening wet pussy to us. She spread her cheeks, giving me an unforgettable view of her puckered asshole. “Like the view, Ryan?” She asked me as she looked at me from her shoulders.


   


  I nodded, at a complete loss for words.


   


  “Do you think your wife should eat my ass like a good little whore?”


   


  Jesus. “Y-yes,” I croaked.


   


  Lisa’s mouth curled up into a smile that made my cock dribble with pre-cum.


   


  “You heard your man,” she said to my wife as she grabbed her hair again. “Lick my asshole.”


   


  Nicole stared at the dripping wet holes in front of her, her eyes as big as saucers. A moment later her face was smothered by her friend’s big, round cheeks, and her tongue darted out of her mouth, tasting another woman for the first time in her life.


   


  Lisa grabbed hold of the two throbbing cocks in front of her. She took turns with sucking them into her mouth as my wife’s tongue explored her ass and wet cunt from behind with gusto. Nicole licked and lapped and sucked, pushing her tongue as far into Lisa as it would go.


   


  “Ah, fuck,” Lisa groaned, pushing her ass back into my wife’s face. “Your wife is such a good asslicker!”


   


  I wouldn’t know. I had to take Lisa’s word for it.


   


  Diego stood up and walked around the bed, and he rubbed his fat cock all over Lisa’s ass. I saw his member was dripping with pre-cum, and he spread big globs of it all over Lisa’s round, white cheeks. He pushed my wife’s face away, got behind Lisa, and with one push, forces his unprotected cock into her wet cunt.


   


  Lisa groaned as the stranger entered her. He slapped her ass as he fucked her hard, jack-hammering his cock into her. Her moans were muffled by Miguel’s cock that was lodged halfway down her throat.


   


  Nicole watched the action from below, her face only inches from Lisa’s cunt. She was captivated by the wanton action happening right in front of her. I saw her drift closer and closer, and to my surprise her mouth opened and her tongue stretched out…


   


  With every thrust of Diego’s hips his big balls slapped against my wife’s tongue. Nicole closed her eyes, her lips curled up into a blissful smile as this Latino stranger’s balls smacked against her face.


   


  I was absolutely bewitched. I had never seen, or even imagined, something so obscene. Watching my wife dance with another man already broke new ground for me, and now, mere hours later, she was licking that man’s balls while he pounded Andrew’s wife.


   


  I glanced sideways and saw Andrew has pulled his cock out, and he was furiously rubbing himself as he watched his wife being double-teamed by two island men. I realized I was the only person in the room with his cock still in his pants, and weirdly enough I felt like the odd one out.


   


  I pulled out my cock and slowly stroked the base as I watched my wife’s tongue dart between the dark-skinned stranger’s legs. Diego’s cock slid out of Lisa’s cunt, and I throbbed so hard I nearly came when the Latino pushed his juice-covered cock into my wife’s waiting mouth.


   


  I was rooted to the spot as he fucked my wife’s face, forcing his dirty cock down her throat. She sucked all of Lisa’s juices clean off.


   


  He pulled her to her feet, and a moment later she was lying on her back on the bed. The two strangers attacked my wife’s body, groping and squeezing, ripping her lingerie right off. Nicole moaned and writhed, obviously overwhelmed with pleasure as four hands explored every inch of her.


   


  Lisa climbed on top of her in a 69 position, parking her round ass and well-fucked cunt right above my wife’s face. She lowered herself down, smothering my wife with her cunt once more.


   


  The two men, Diego and Miguel, had their cocks ready on either side of my wife. Miguel rubbed his uncut cock against her wet lips, teasing her swollen clit, while Diego dragged his cock across my wife’s mouth, smearing his juices all over her face.


   


  “This is it,” Andrew said. “Your wife is about to get two new dicks inside of her at the same time.”


   


  I’m sat at the edge of my seat, my cock throbbing in my hands, completely entranced by the lewd display in front of me.


   


  “Once she’s had a taste of their big cocks, she’ll never want anything else,” Andrew continued rattling on. “She’ll be a total slut.”


   


  “Are you ready to be fucked?” Lisa asked my wife.


   


  Nicole nodded. She opened her mouth to speak, but Diego pushed his cock between her lips, muffling her voice.


   


  “Fuck this wet little cunt,” Linda said as she bent over and dragged her tongue down my wife’s slit.


   


  Miguel pushed forwards, his thick cock spreading my wife’s cunt wide-open. She screamed as she was filled by another man but me for the first time in a decade. The dark-skinned stranger was relentless. He pounded his massive cock into my white wife, his entire body glistening with sweat as he gave her the fuck of a lifetime.


   


  Diego alternated slipping his cock into my wife’s mouth and Lisa’s cunt, making my wife taste her friend’s pussy on his cock. Lisa, for her part, feverishly tongued my wife’s clit, taking the swollen nub into her mouth and sucking down hard.


   


  Nicole writhed in pleasure as her every sense was overloaded. There was a massive, uncut cock inside her cunt, there was a woman licking her clit and then there was another thick cock lodged down her throat. It was almost too much to keep track of.


   


  “Fuck, this is so hot. I can’t hold it anymore,” Andrew said as he got up. Diego moved out of the way and Andrew rammed his hard cock right into his wife’s pussy with one push.


   


  He came on the spot, his entire body trembling, a low groan leaving his lips. He pulled his cum-covered cock out of his wife’s used cunt, and I instantly saw long strands of his pearly white seed dripping out of his wife’s pussy…


   


  …and directly into my wife’s waiting mouth.


   


  Lisa lowered her cum-filled cunt down onto my wife’s face, forcing her to swallow every drop of Andrew’s cum. I was flabbergasted, and unable to move. My balls were an inch away from exploding, and only by keeping my cock in a vice-like grip did I manage to keep myself from cumming all over the place.


   


  Diego was not one to be deterred by a sloppy cunt, and he pushed his cock into Lisa’s used hole, my wife’s tongue dragging along his base as he filled the white wife up. Nicole sucked his ball sack into her mouth, lathering it up with her tongue, her entire face smeared with Andrew’s cum.


   


  The filthier this orgy became, the more my wife was into it.


   


  Her tongue even dragged down to his taint, and I didn’t even dare imagine how far down her tongue went. Whatever she did, it worked like a charm, because Diego came with a shudder, his massive cock exploding inside Lisa’s unprotected pussy.


   


  I watched his balls contract as he pumped load after load of his virile cum into her, coating her inner walls with his seed. When he pulled out her cunt was left gaping wide open, her lips red and swollen, and his hot load gushed out, right onto my wife’s face.


   


  Nicole’s face was covered with a mixture of juices: Andrew’s cum, Diego’s cum and Lisa’s pussy juice smeared all over her. Her entire body jiggled with every thrust of Miguel’s hips, who was still banging his ten-inch monster inside of her.


   


  Lisa slid off my wife’s body, and motioned for me to come over. Miguel lifted my wife’s legs and pushes her knees up to her chest, making her entire body readily available to him.


   


  I got up from my seat, my knees weak, and slowly I made my way over to the bed.


   


  My very own prim and proper housewife was the vocal point of an orgy. Three different cocks had already been inside of her tonight. I wonder if that classifies as a gangbang?


   


  I licked my dry lips as I watched my wife’s body. Her eyes were closed, her mouth hanging open, her tongue darting out to taste the cum that dripped down to her lips.


   


  My wife got gangbanged on our cruise.


   


  Miguel’s broad chest glimmered in the light, sweat dripping down his inked body as he pounded every inch of his massive, uncut cock into my wife’s unprotected pussy.


   


  “Open your eyes,” Linda whispered into my wife’s ear.


   


  Nicole’s eyes flew open and she stared into mine. It took a few moments for her to process it, like she didn’t expect me to be standing right in front of her while another man’s cock was inside her vagina.


   


  “R-ryan,” she spoke, her voice barely a whisper.


   


  I knelt down next to her, grabbing her hand and squeezing it tightly. “Yes?” I said.


   


  She licked her lips, smiling at me, her body moving rhythmically with every thrust from Miguel.


   


  “Kiss me,” she said. “Kiss me.”


   


  I was hovering so close to my wife I could smell the mixture of juices that coated her face. The sweetness of Lisa’s cunt mixed with the strong scent of cum. My stomach was in knots as I contemplated her request.


   


  I could never deny my wife anything.


   


  I leaned forward and planted my lips on top of my wife’s. Gently at first, but she kissed me hard, sucking my bottom lip into her mouth. Her arms wrapped around my neck as she pushed her tongue into my mouth – and with Miguel still jack-hammering into her.


   


  “I’m being fucked,” she moaned into my mouth. “I’m being fucked by a stranger.”


   


  Our eyes met, and I saw she loved everything about it. The danger, the thrill, the sheer wantonness of having her unprotected pussy filled by a tattooed Cuban we’d never see again.


   


  As did I.


   


  Andrew was right. The thrill was intoxicating. I knew instantly this wouldn’t be the last time that my wife fucked a stranger. I loved seeing her toes curl up too much when that massive cock slid into her. I loved watching her eyes roll to the back of her head when he hit a spot I couldn’t too damn much. I loved hearing her beg for his cum inside of her too fucking much to ever stop sharing her married pussy with anyone that wanted it.


   


  I wanted her to fuck everyone in the world. I wanted her to fuck my boss, my co-workers, my friends, hell, even a neighbor or two. I couldn’t get enough of the oozing sex symbol my pristine wife had become.


   


  If you couldn’t tell already, I was a hair’s breadth away from cumming on the spot without even touching myself.


   


  “How is it?” I asked my wife, my own voice hoarse. “How does it feel?”


   


  “So good,” she said instantly. “So big! He’s so d-damn big!”


   


  I nodded. “Do you want his cum inside you?”


   


  She nodded furiously, her brow furrowed. “Y-yes,” she pleaded, begging like a dog. “Yes!”


   


  Lisa said a few words in Spanish to our big-dicked amigo, and in response he picked up the pace. The sound of his muscled thighs slapping against my wife’s pale, naked flesh bounced off the walls, my wife’s panting becoming more frantic.


   


  “I’m c-cumming,” she writhed. “I’m c-c-c-cummiing!”


   


  She lifted her pelvis off the bed as her entire body trembled with pleasure, the Latino cock bringing her to new heights.


   


  Her face turned as red as a tomato, and her eyes rolled to the back of her head. Her moans turned to gibberish as she had her first non-clitoral orgasm of her life.


   


  I watched in amazement as she came harder than I’d ever seen her come before.


   


  With a mighty roar Miguel shot his virile load directly into my wife’s welcoming cunt, his balls shooting rope after rope of his hot seed inside of her. He just kept coming and coming, one big load after another, until I was certain he’d shot at least a gallon of his juice inside of my wife.


   


  He stepped back, leaving my wife’s cunt gaping wide open, a steady stream of semen trickling down her thighs. I replaced him between my wife’s legs, shaking from excitement. I placed the head of my cock at my wife’s entrance, and quickly it became engulfed with the hot load that dripped out of her.


   


  Miguel’s cum was still hot as it engulfed my cock.


   


  I pushed forwards, my cock slipping in easily. I’d never felt her so wet before, so creamy. It was an indescribable sensation, to get sloppy seconds from your own wife.


   


  I fucked her as hard as I could, banging my hips into her. Nicole wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me in closer, writing with pleasure underneath me.


   


  I couldn’t hold out any longer.


   


  I came hard, my body jerking so much I felt like I was struck by lightning. I added my load to the one already inside of her, the entire length of my cock engulfed in hot, warm seed.


   


  When I looked up, my body heaving with every breath, I saw Andrew and Nicole smiling at me, while the two Latino thugs sat in the corner of the room, still naked, sipping on a beer, an amused smile on their face. What the hell happened tonight?


   


  I excused ourselves and tried my best to freshen Nicole up in the bathroom, but she was so exhausted and overwhelmed, she could barely walk. When we came back out, I stopped dead in my tracks.


   


  Lisa was being triple-penetrated.


   


  She was riding Miguel, while Diego stood behind her, his cock half-way inside her asshole. Andrew, meanwhile, had his cock in his wife’s mouth, as he took pictures with his phone.


   


  A part of me wanted to continue with this obscene night, but Nicole was as good as passed out, her head resting on my shoulder. I had to get her back to our room.


   


  I muttered a quick goodbye before leaving the room. Lisa’s loud moans could be heard all the way down the hall, and I received some judgmental stares from her neighbors who I happened to pass.


   


  Despite my best efforts to clean Nicole up, I could still smell pure sex all over her. I wondered if anyone we passed in the small corridors noticed the strong scent, the disheveled hair, the few drops of cum I missed on my wife’s cheeks.


   


  Once we got back to our cabin we both passed out near instantaneously, the night’s events taking its toll. I awoke the next morning with a pounding headache.


   


  I rolled over and saw my wife’s beautiful, naked figure. I could still see the stains and marks of last night on her body, and the images of last night came flashing back, playing on the back of my eyelids like a highlight reel.


   


  “Good morning,” Nicole said as she opened one eye.


   


  “Good morning, baby,” I answered.


   


  Both of us couldn’t contain our grins, as we both thought about the exact same thing.


   


  Last night she had sex with four guys.


   


  What a vacation…


   


  … and to think we still had one more week to go!


   


  * * *


  Afterword


   


  Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed these stories, please consider leaving a review on Amazon. I love hearing from my readers.


   


  If you want to continue reading, I’ve included an extra short story that starts on the next page. This time it is Taken on the Island.


   


  The rest of my books can be found at amazon.com/author/emiliasteele.


   


  If you want to reach me directly, feel free to drop me a line at emiliasteele@gmail.com.


   


  All my books launch at $0.99. If you don’t want to miss this deal, sign up for my newsletter! I’ll drop you a line whenever I launch a new book, and that’s it. You’ll also get an exclusive free short story, so what are you waiting for?


   


  ***


   


  Taken on the Island


  ***


   “You ready to hit this mon? It’ll knock ya off ya ass,” the black lifeguard grinned at me with his heavy Jamaican accent as he passed me the thick blunt. I looked at the fat, marijuana-filled cigar I was holding. If only I had known at the time what was about to happen… would I have still taken that hit? If I hadn’t, I wouldn’t have passed out, and the two ebony lifeguards wouldn’t have had the chance to seduce my young bride right next to my unconscious body…


  “Go on, honey,” my wife Emily whispered softly. “Take a hit.”


  I looked at my young wife. She was a figure of beauty. Her shoulder-length blonde hair almost seemed to shimmer in the bright sun, and the blue sun-dress she was wearing fitted her many curves perfectly. She eyed the blunt intently, eager to feel the illicit rush of marijuana coursing through her body. This had been her idea, the whole thing.


  She always had a peculiar interest in Jamaica. She devoured books about its history and its people, so when we had to plan our honeymoon, it was an obvious choice. I had never planned on settling down before I was thirty, but when I met Emily two years ago, everything changed. She was funny, beautiful, intelligent, and had a wild sex drive that matched my own. She was perfect in every way, and I knew right from the first date she was the one. And here we were, two short years later, about to share some ‘ganja’ with two lifeguards at the beach in Jamaica in their quaint wooden beach bungalow.


  It was Emily who pushed me to find some weed. We had smoked together before once or twice, in the first year that we were dating, when we were still in college, but when I graduated and got a job at a bank, those days were over. I never had to take a drug test, but, I didn’t want to take any chances. I really had to buckle down and work my ass off to prove my worth to the company, working fifty, sixty hour weeks - and sometimes more - and that didn’t mesh at all with a stoner lifestyle.


  Emily teased me sometimes about being ‘mister serious’, but I knew she loved me as much as I loved her. She was a little wilder than me though, more of a risk-taker and a partier - and I guess I loved that about her as well. Our relationship was always lively, never a dull moment.


  So when she smelled the thick, heavy smell of marijuana as we were relaxing on the beach that fateful afternoon, she set into motions a series of events that would take as down a dark, lust-filled path.


  “You smell that?” She had asked me with a wicked grin.


  “Sure,” I had answered, glancing up from my mystery novel.


  “Want to do something bad?”


  I had seen from the playful glint in her blue eyes there was no changing her mind. When she comes up with a scheme, there’s no stopping her.


  “What did you have in mind?”


  “I want to get high!” She blurted out, her smile wide and infectious. “We’re here on the island, the weather is perfect… the only thing that could make our lives any better right now would be a nice joint, right? What other way would there be to celebrate our honeymoon on freaking Jamaica?”


  “I don’t know,” I said. I was buried deep into my novel, and to tell the truth, I was eager to finish it.


  “Come on!” She pouted. “You’ve been stuck nose deep in that novel all day, it’s our honeymoon baby! Let’s do something fun!”


  “Alright alright,” I caved. “We’ll do what you want to do.”


  “Yay!” She clapped in her hands gleefully. “Alright, first things first, you have to find us some pot.”


  I scrunched my nose at her. “And how do you think I’m supposed to do that? As far as I know, it’s still illegal here, you know. Why don’t you buy it?”


  “Because I’m a small white girl, that’s why,” she laughed. “Or do you want me go into some dark alley with two tall, black men… ?”


  “Perhaps not,” I said, the thought of my wife alone with two ebony studs giving me a strange thrill.


  “I’m sure Jamal could help us out.”


  Jamal was one of the many lifeguards at our resort. When we arrived earlier this week he went out of his way to give us a tour of the resort, answering all of Emily’s many questions. He also flirted gratuitously with my wife, a fact that wasn’t lost on me. The only thing he was wearing during the tour was a tiny pair of swimming trunks, his muscled black chest exposed and still dripping with water, glistening in the sun. When I saw his rippled muscles I had felt a pang of jealousy, but then again, being fit and in shape was part of his job. Still, it was hard to draw my eyes away from the thick, large bulge in his crotch, his cock obviously straining against the smooth fabric. I saw Emily steal a few glances as well, her breath quickening the longer she ogled the chiseled stud. She was wearing a small bikini, eager to soak up as much sun as she could, and as such, her pale, white body was on full display. Jamal’s eyes feasted upon her exposed flesh, and the bulge in his trunks grew larger and larger the longer the two talked, in the end threatening to break free and spill from its confinement.


  I watched from the sidelines, feeling ignored as these two chatted away, the sparks undeniably flying. Emily could be a real tease. I let her have her fun, because after all, I was going to reap all the benefits from her revved up sex-drive. I interjected myself into the conversation and thanked Jamal for his lengthy tour, and guided my wife back to our suite. She attacked me before I had even closed the door, ripping the clothes of my body as she devoured my cock. She was wild and passionate, begging for me to fuck her senseless. I was so turned on I barely lasted, cumming too quickly. She closed her eyes when I entered her, and I suspected she was fantasizing about that big black cock stretching her out… that thought alone sent me over the edge, and I came instantly, slamming my cock deep inside her as I blasted her full of cum. She held me and didn’t say a word, but I could tell from the faint smile on her lips she was secretly disappointed. She always wanted it harder, faster, rougher - and I couldn’t always deliver. Despite that fact, I still satisfied her sexually. Well, that’s what I thought…


  That session had set the tone for the rest of our honeymoon. Whenever we were alone she was all over me, her pussy always dripping wet, begging for me to fuck her hard. When we weren’t in our room we were at the beach, and she was stealing as many glances as she thought she could get away with. Every man here seemed to be big, buff, black and barely dressed.


  For this reason I wasn’t too eager to ask Jamal. He chatted with my wife every morning as I ate breakfast in the resorts restaurant when she came back from the bathroom. They thought they were being clever but I knew exactly what they were up to. I didn’t blame Emily - I would jump at the chance to flirt with a big-breasted exotic honey - but Jamal was obviously trying to bang my wife, and judging from how horny she was all the time, he was doing something right. I wasn’t about to make it easier for him.


  That being said I didn’t feel like I had any other options. I wasn’t about to ask some random guys for weed - that seemed like a quick fire way to get scammed, robbed, or worse. Jamal worked here, and he wasn’t a complete stranger. He was our best option.


  “Alright, I guess you’re right,” I sighed finally, having mulled these thoughts over. “I’ll go ask Jamal.”


  “Great!” Emily smiled at me. “He’s probably at the little lifeguard house over there,” she said, waving at the wooden bungalow.


  “What, you want me to go right now?”


  “No time like the present, right? Go on, shoo!”


  “Okay okay,” I protested slightly as I stood up from my relaxing, comfortable beach-side chair. As I trudged through the sand I could barely believe Emily had roped me into asking some lifeguard I talked to once or twice for drugs. The things I do for love… It must have been the heat, the unforgiving sun wearing down my defenses, because I never would have agreed to this back in the States. I took a deep breath and entered the bungalow, hoping that Jamal would be there.


  “Can I help ya?”


  A broad, dark-skinned man was looking at me somewhat suspiciously, raising his eyebrows. He was shorter than Jamal, broader too - built like a linebacker. He was sitting behind a desk, rolling what seemed to be a cigarette - or a joint, I quickly realized.


  “Hi, I’m, uhm, looking for Jamal?” I said, stumbling over my words.


  The man flashed me a bright smile, exposing his pearly whites.


  “Of course, sir. JAMAL!”


  Jamal came walking out the other room, his movements sluggish. His eyes were red, a lazy smile on his lips. He was obviously blazed.


  “Well, if it ain’t mista Smith. What up mon?”


  He gave me a handshake that I could only describe as puzzling.


  “Look, Jamal, we’re, well, uhm, we’re, looking for, you know… we thought maybe you could, uhm, help us,” I stammered. The other guy was eyeballing me, a wide grin on his thick lips, making me nervous. He lit up the joint he had rolled, the dank smell filling the room.


  “Ease up mon,” Jamal smiled at me. “How can I help ya?”


  I glanced at the big joint the other black man was now smoking. Jamal realized my intentions immediately.


  “Ya here for the ganja?”


  I nodded swiftly.


  “Emily and I were… wondering if you could help us?”


  Jamal’s eyes lit up, the stoned, glazed over look disappearing almost instantly.


  “Of course, of course I can help ya…”


  He exchanged a look with his friend before turning back to me. I felt like a decision had been made, but no words had been spoken. Jamal put his hand on my shoulder, talking softly into my ear.


  “Look, I can’t sell ya anything, I could lose ma job, ya see? But me and Denzel are more than willing to smoke you a ya misses out…”


  I nodded. I much rather preferred to share a joint with my wife in the comfort of our own room, rather than in this smoke-filled bungalow with two fit black guys… but I didn’t want go around asking strangers for weed either.


  I thanked Jamal for his offer and made my way back to the beach. Emily was waiting there for me, giddy with excitement.


  “Did you get any?” She blurted out the moment I was close. “Was he there?”


  “He was there,” I answered. “He wouldn’t sell me anything though.”


  “…but? I hear a but coming!”


  “But… he did offer to smoke with us,” I answered reluctantly.


  “Great!” My wife exclaimed. “Let’s do it!”


  “Are you sure?” I protested. “I mean, there’s another guy there as well… we don’t really know them…”


  I saw from the frown on my wife’s face my protests were useless. She had made her mind up that was going to toke up with these two lifeguards, and my choice was whether or not I was going to accompany her.


  “Live a little, Noah!” She snapped at me. “Step out your comfort zone for once. Nothing is going to happen, it’s just a little weed, and Jamal is a stand-up guy.” She stood up and started walking towards the wooden bungalow. “Are you coming or what?”


  Begrudgingly I followed in her footsteps, back to that little house, where our marriage would take a sharp turn. I don’t personally believe in premonitions or anything like that, but when I saw her disappear into the shadows as she stepped through the door, I got a funny feeling, like she was slipping through my fingers. If only I know how right I was… 


  ***


  That’s the story of how I ended up with a thick, marijuana filled cigar between my fingertips, as my young bride egged me on to take a bit, juicy hit. Jamal warned me that it would ‘knock me off my ass’, so maybe I should have been more careful and taken only a little hit, and ease into it, not having smoked for years. That would have been the sensible thing to do. I, however, wasn’t being sensible.


  I saw the way Jamal and Denzel were looking at Emily, how their eyes wandered across her body, checking out every inch of her beautiful, white figure. The dress she was wearing had ridden up considerably, leaving her thighs exposed, her crotch almost visible. I recognized the lust in their eyes, and I knew these men were predators. If I wasn’t around, they’d be all over her in a heartbeat. I wanted to prove my worth, prove my manliness, show them I was as much an alpha dog as they were. I was going to take the biggest hit of my life.


  I raised the fat blunt to my lips and sucked on it as hard as I could, the thick, heavy smoke filling my lungs. Jamal and Denzel’s faces lit up, applauding me for my audacious hit. “Look at him go!” I heard one of them yell. “Whitey can smoke!”


  I held the moment in my lungs for a moment, savoring the feeling. The harsh, burning sensation in my throat was quickly replaced by a soothing calm, the marijuana findings it way into my system.


  For a brief moment, I felt almost proud of myself. I had done it. Emily was watching me open-mouthed, amazed that I would be so bold and risky. She smiled at me, her face filled with joy, a surprised laugh leaving her lips. I realized that this was why I loved her so much. She was always pushing me to new heights, making sure we both experienced life to the fullest. Without her, I’d be stuck in a cubicle all day.


  I exhaled, blowing the smoke out of my mouth into the room. I was surprised with how much smoke was in my lungs - it had truly been a monstrous hit. Suddenly, a coughing fit took me by surprise, causing the two black man to grin. I had taken on more than I could chew, and I coughed like a freshmen. I passed the blunt to my wife, who wasted no time in matching my hit. She sucked on the cigar, inhaling the sweet, illicit leaf.


  Jamal passed me a glass of water. “Ya’ll need this, trust me,” he said with a sly smile. I took a big gulp of the cold water. I felt queasy, the room spinning slightly around me.


  “Ya alright?” He asked, his face showing genuine concern.


  “I’m fine, I’m fine,” I said, but I was lying. The room was spinning, my mind was clouded, filled with a heavy, thick fog. Thoughts came and went, without structure or reason. I was higher than I had ever been, too high to function. I realized that I needed to get out of there, go back to our room, where we would be safe and alone.


  I tried to stand up, but the quick movement made me dizzy and I would have fallen over if it wasn’t for Jamal catching me.


  “Ease up, mista Smith. Ya need to lie down.”


  I let him push me back down on the couch. The couch was soft and comfortable. Why did I even want to leave?


  “Relax, don’t fight it… just relax,” he said. His voice was smooth and calming, and I realized he was right. There was nothing to worry about, I just needed to chill.


  I turned my head to see how Emily was doing. She had thrown her head back, her eyes closed as she exhaled the heavy, dark smoke. A naughty smile curved the edge of her lips. “That’s the stuff,” she said under her breath.


  From the corner of my eye I saw Denzel’s hand was resting on her knee. I was too out of it for this to alarm me, I didn’t even register. That’s the last thing I remember before I woke up. I closed my eyelids for just a second, and just like that, I was gone.


  ***


  “Ya like this big black dick?!”


  “Oh yes, you know I do!”


  “Ya love getting fucked in front of ya husband, don’t ya, slut?”


  “Uh-huh.”


  “Are ya my little white slut?!”


  “I am!”


  “Say it!”


  “I’m your white slut Jamal, I’ll do anything, just - OH! - just keep fucking me!”


  I awoke sometime later, not sure of where I was or what had happened. My head was thumping, a heavy head-ache dulling all my senses. My mouth was dry, my lips parched. Strange sounds filled my ears. I heard the heavy springs of a bed creaking over and over again. What was even stranger were the voices I heard.


  “Mmmmph”


  “This slut is the best cocksucker I’ve ever had, Jamal! Look at her deep throating all ten inches, I’ve never seen such a depraved white slut before! This ain’t the first time she’s deep throated a brother, that’s for sure!”


  I heard… moans. The familiar sound of flesh slapping against flesh, bodies getting mixed up with each other. Passionate, lust-filled moans. Carefully I opened one eye just a bit.


  A dark room greeted me. Slowly but surely, the gears in my mind started shifting once again and I started fitting together the puzzle that was in front of me. I recognized this room.


  It was a wooden bungalow, sparsely decorated. The curtains had been pulled shut, so it was dark and hazy inside. Smoke still lingered around the ceiling. I recognized the smell. Weed.


  “I knew from the moment I saw ya I was going to bend ya over and fuck that white ass of yours, slut. With or without ya husband watching, I saw from the look in your eyes you had the makings of a true slut. All it took was some time for ya to come crawling to me, begging for my big black cock!”


  “Mmmpmph!”


  I had been here before… this was where I had met the black lifeguard. J… Jaric.. Jamie? Something Ja… I had come here, because… I was looking for something.


  I scanned the room. I could barely make out the figure of a dark man in an adjacent room. I could hardly see him, the room was dark and filled with smoke, and I was not yet fully awake. From the looks of it he was naked. Strange. Gradually my view became clearer. He had the body of a Greek statue, every muscle in his body was perfectly defined. His body was moving rhythmically… thrusting rhythmically. Every time he moved, I heard a slap. The sound of flesh moving against flesh. A wet, lustful sound. He was breathing heavily, beads of sweat dripping down his chiseled form.


  Why was I here again? The poignant smell reminded me. Pot. That’s why I came here. I was looking to buy some pot from… Jamal. I recognized the nude black man now. It was Jamal, the lifeguard. I came here looking to buy pot from Jamal for… my wife. My wife. Oh god, my wife!


  “Ya want my cum deep inside you?”


  “OH GOD YES! Do it, please, please cum in me!”


  “Tell me how much you want it!”


  “I want it so bad, Jamal, I want your black cum inside my wet pussy so bad! I’m such a dirty, dirty little slut, letting you and Denzel fuck me, with Noah right there in the next room… I wanted to fuck you from the moment I saw you! I wanted to drop down to my knees and wrap my lips around the head of that thick black cock of yours right there on the beach, in front of my husband, and make him watch as I sucked you to completion, letting you shoot your cum into my mouth… I want it! I need it, Jamal! Fuck me, make me pregnant, put a black baby inside of me!”


  Oh god, my wife! My short-term memory kicked back in, and thoughts came flooding back to me. I was in Jamaica, on my honeymoon with Emily, my beautiful, loving, sweet young bride. She had asked me to find some pot, and we ended up in a bungalow smoking with two black lifeguards… this very bungalow.


  The moans and sounds I heard while I was still groggy were suddenly placed in a very different light. The truth hit me like a punch in the gut. I didn’t want to believe it. It couldn’t be! But that voice… that soft, feminine voice, begging for more… it was too familiar. It had to be Emily… but I could not, would not believe it!


  I focused my eyes back on the naked figure of Jamal. He was pumping his hips, slamming them into something. Now that I had fully regained consciousness. I saw that there was a bed in the other room. My view was partially blocked, so that I only saw Jamal. I strained my eyes, needing to see who it was he was fucking. I moved my head slightly to the left so I could see into the other room. What I saw made my blood ran cold.


  Jamal was slamming his black cock into a big, round, white ass. I didn’t want to believe that it was my Emily, my sweet bride, that he was feeding his black snake to, even though the truth was staring me in the face. I saw a blue dress laying on the floor. Emily’s dress. If that was not enough proof, the moans sealed the deal. It was unmistakably my wife whose voice I heard, even though she was making sounds I had never heard before. Her moans were deep and low, animalistic, filled with passion.


  I mustered up all my strength and lifted myself up from the couch, staggering forwards. The room started spinning immediately once again - I was far from sober. I hoped that this was just a bad trip, that maybe I was having some extreme nightmare, but I knew deep down that was a lie. I stumbled into the bedroom. I will never forget the sight I saw there.


  My wife was on all fours on the bed, completely naked. She was dripping with sweat, her entire body burning up with passion. Jamal was behind her, slamming his cock into her pussy over and over again, rough and hard. He smacked her ass every other thrust, the red hand print of his big hand clearly visible. Her round ass jiggled every time Jamal pounded into her. Denzel was standing on the other side of the bed, one hand holding my wife’s blonde hair tightly. He was moving his hips as well, forcing his cock deeper and deeper into Emily’s wanton mouth. Her eyes were closed, her eyebrows furrowed, a mixture of pain and pleasure on her pretty face. Denzel’s other hand was clutching her left breast, squeezing it roughly. Her tits shook wildly as she was fucked from both sides, completely filled up with big black cock.


  “Holy shit,” I gasped, drawing attention to myself. Jamal smiled smugly at me, not at all surprised I had walked in on him fucking my wife.


  “Hello mista Smith, we’re giving your wife some medicine as you can see,” he said cockily, not missing a single stroke.


  I felt sick once again, and nearly doubled over, dry heaving. Jamal pulled his cock out my wife’s pussy and walked over to me, grabbing my shoulder. He guided me to a chair in the corner of the room.


  “Sit down and watch,” he said soothingly. I looked up at him and just now realized how massive his cock truly was. It nearly reached his knees, and it was twice as thick as my own cock! It bobbed menacingly in front of me, like a predator stalking its prey. My eyes darted to my wife, who was still bobbing her head up and down Denzel’s giant prick, oblivious to the fact I just walked in. She was completely lost in her own world.


  Jamal took his position behind my wife, and it suddenly hit me he wasn’t wearing protection! Emily and I had planned to conceive a child on our honeymoon, and she had stopped taking the pill. We had planned it so this was her most fertile time - and now this black lifeguard was plowing her unprotected pussy! I watched open-mouthed as he rubbed the head of his cock against her red, swollen pussy. Her pussy was gaping slightly, stretched out by his monster cock. I wondered if I could every satisfy her again, but I realized the moment Jamal slipped the giant head of his cock into her pussy that I had never truly satisfied her before. His cock was much thicker than mine, and Emily’s pussy was stretched to its limits trying to accommodate his size. Judging from the wild, animalistic moans she was making, it was the best feeling she ever experienced.


  “Oh yessssss,” she moaned, her voice muffled by Denzel’s cock. Denzel pulled his cock out of her mouth and slapped it against her cheeks, giving her an opportunity to vocalize her needs. She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, eager to receive more cock, proving once more she was a more than willing participant in this illicit menage a trois.


  “Is what you want, slut?” Jamal barked at her. Emily moaned in agreement. “Yes, yes, yes! Fuck me Jamal, give me more of that big black cock of yours!”


  I couldn’t believe it. I was stunned, speechless, overwhelmed. I watched in silence, my mouth slightly open, as these two black Adonises showed me how you properly pleased a woman. They fucked her senseless, driving their large cocks into her, their strokes timed perfectly. Jamal fucked her from behind for over fifteen minutes before he and Denzel switched places. I normally lasted only a few minutes, these guys were outperforming me in every sense of the word. Denzel’s cock wasn’t as long as Jamal’s, but it was even thicker! I was afraid he’s split my wife in two with that monster!


  He lined the gigantic head of his thick black pole up with her pussy, that by now had become red and swollen after the enormous pounding it had already received. I was on the edge of my seat now, my eyes glued to the spectacle in front of me. A different person might have gone ballistic, but I was frozen in place, unable to stop watching. I didn’t know if it was the strong weed that had made me so complacent with watching my wife being bred by two black studs, or if it was just part of my character, but either way I didn’t lift a finger to stop them. I was watching them about to fire their loads deep into my wife’s unprotected pussy, and getting a weird enjoyment out of it as well. It was as if the world’s hottest porno was playing out right in front of me.


  Emily cried out as Denzel penetrated her, wailing in a way I had never heard before. Jamal muffled her cries by sliding his cock down her throat, holding her body down as he fucked her face relentlessly. Denzel’s cock slipped in, stretching her out. He inched his cock in slowly, letting her pussy adjust to his monstrous size, before giving it his all. He pounded the fuck out of my wife, whose face had gone red, her eyes rolling to the back of her head. These men were better than me in every way.


  Jamal caught me looking at him, and he smiled at me. For some strange reason I wasn’t even mad at him - he had a disarming charm. I couldn’t even stay mad at the guy while he had half of his thick, black cock lodged down my wife’s throat.


  “Don’t worry mon, it’s not her fault,” he said me.


  “What’s that?” I answered, finding my voice once again.


  “It’s the weed,” he answered me, nodding towards the couch where we first toked up. “Jamaican home-grown. We call it Chocolate Cream… because all white wives who get a whiff end up gettin’ some cream from a chocolate brother, y’know,” he said, laughing at his own joke. “Much more potent than any American strain… makes the ladies crazy with lust.”


  He pulled out his cock and pushed his big black balls into my wife’s face to prove his point. She nuzzled his sack, burying her face deep into his musky, sweaty ball sack. She opened her mouth and sucked one of his large nuts into her mouth, sucking on it wildly. This is something she had never, never done for me. I had begged and pleaded for her to give my balls a little side-action, but it was just something she never was really into. And now this black stud was shoving his cock and balls into her wanton mouth, and she was gobbling it up like she was born for this.


  That thought resonated with me. Born for this. From the way she was moving, the way her white body looked as it was pounded from both ends by two enormous big black cocks, I realized that this is what she was born to do. Emily was a sexual creature, one born to serve men bigger and better than me. She was made to be fucked, to be fucked by as many cocks at a time as possible. She was born to be bred like a black cock whore.


  “See… she loves the chocolate,” Jamal said matter-of-factly. And he was right. Whatever happened while I was passed out had transformed my wife into a wanton slut, eager for more cock. I wasn’t even mad. I could see she loved every second of it, savored every moment, every inch of strange cock filling her, and is seeing your wife pleasured not what every husband wants? That the person who you love the most in the whole world is having the best time of their life?


  “Ya want me to breed ya, whore?” Jamal asked my wife, his voice taking on a more commanding tone.


  “Uh-huh,” she moaned greedily.


  “Tell ya husband then,” he answered her as he grabbed the back of her neck and turned her face towards me.


  For the first time since I caught her fucking these two black guys, my wife and I made eye-contact. She looked at me perplexed, like I was a ghost, as if I was not supposed to be there. Her brow was furrowed as she stared at me, the cogs in her mind working overtime to figure out what was happening.


  “N… Noah…” She said after a minute, the word filled with bewilderment. All the while she was looking at me and thinking Denzel was still pounding into her from behind, causing her whole naked body to shake and jiggle. Her cheeks were flushed bright red, beads of sweat dripping down her forehead. The room was unbelievably warm, and the pungent smell of sex was all around us.


  I got off my chair and dropped to my knees in front of her, our faces only inches apart. I had to kiss her. I didn’t care that Jamal’s cock had been in her mouth only moments before. I planted my lips firmly on hers, my tongue sliding into her mouth. She moaned into my mouth, kissing me back, her tongue rubbing against mine. I tasted a strange, bitter sensation I had never tasted before - I realized that this was how a black cock tasted. It was a strong, hot taste. I grabbed the back of her neck, holding her tightly was we kissed passionately. I was now turned on beyond belief. Every time Denzel pounded into her, she moved forwards. We kissed every time.


  “How is he?” I asked between kisses.


  “SO GOOD,” she moaned into my mouth. “It’s so good baby! His cock is so - OH! - so fucking big honey! I’ve never been this full!”


  “Tell me more,” I whispered. “Tell me everything.” I wanted to know every last detail. How big was his cock? Did it stretch her pussy out?


  “I can’t… I can’t explain, baby, I just got so extremely turned on… I needed to have them, to taste them, to feel their cocks inside of me!”


  “Do you want his cum inside you?” I asked, my horniness rising. My cock was now straining against the fabric of my trunks, throbbing hard and heavy. I was about to orgasm without even touching myself, fanning the flames of her lust.


  She looked deeply into my eyes, searching for approval, and she must have liked what she saw.


  “I do,” she cooed, biting her bottom lip. “I want his cum inside me, baby. I want him to fill me up.”


  A moan escaped my lips, my orgasm only seconds away. I had never been this turned on in my life.


  “DO it Denzel!” She cried out loud. “Cum inside me! Cum inside my white, slutty pussy! Put a black baby inside of me!”


  “Aw yeah,” he moaned between strokes. “I’m going to breed ya, ya white whore!”


  “DO IT BABY! Fill me up!”


  Denzel grabbed her ass with his two hands and sped up his thrusting, slamming his wide cock into her like a jackhammer. I couldn’t last a second longer.


  I stood up and yanked down my trunks. My cock flopped out, hitting my wife in the cheek. While my cock was the hardest it had ever been, it was still dwarfed in size by the two big black cocks that were taking turns on my wife.


  Emily opened her mouth wide, grunting every time that large black cock slid into her unprotected pussy.


  “Do it baby,” she whispered to me. “Cover me with your cum!”


  Without touching myself, my cock fired its sticky white cum, hitting my wife in the cheek. Spurt after spurt of my pearly seed came out of me, covering her entire face. Several strands hit her cheek before she wrapped her full lips around the head of my exploding cock, taking the rest of it into her waiting mouth. I shot the biggest load of my life, my orgasm seemed to go on for ages.


  Denzel let out a thundering roar as he went even faster, slamming full force into my wife’s behind. “Here it comes! YES!” He roared as he gave one final slam into her. His body jerked and twitched as he fired his potent, virile load deep inside my wife’s unprotected pussy.


  His final slam caused my dick to slip out my wife’s mouth, cum running out her mouth, dribbling down her chin. “I can feel him!” she moaned loudly. “I can feel his cum filling me!”


  Denzel’s load coated my wife on the inside, blasting his seed into her pussy, her sweet, unprotected pussy. His seed was questing for her eggs, intent on putting a little black baby inside her white belly.


  Giving her ass a final slap, Denzel pulled out of my wife with an audible plop. Emily was left panting, her eyes closed in bliss as she mouthed ‘oh my god’ over and over again. She had just been filled by sticky white cum from both sides, her biggest fantasy come to life. I stumbled back to my chair, my knees weak.


  Jamal took his place behind my wife. “Ya ready for round two?” He said in his thick accent.


  Emily laughed and nodded, her eyes still closed.“Yes! Yes… give me more!”


  Jamal rubbed the head of his cock against her gaping pussy that was now dripping with white cum. I thought I had seen it all, but things were about to take an even more obscene turn.


  “Ya pussy all filled up,” he said under his breath. His thumb rubbed her sensitive asshole, causing her moan lewdly. “…but ya got another hole that I haven’t used.”


  After getting his cock nice and slick from the mixed juices leaking out of her pussy, Jamal pressed the head of his thick cock against her virgin asshole.


  “Do ya want me to fuck ya ass, white girl?”


  Emily looked shocked, a mixture of fright and anticipation on her pretty face. She hesitated for a moment before answering the ebony stud.


  “Y-yes,” she said, her voice faltering. “Fuck my ass.”


  I could scantly believe those words had just left her lips. She hadn’t let me use her ass, it was something she teased me with relentlessly. ‘Maybe when we’re married,’ she used to say. And now we were married, but it wasn’t me who was going to enjoy the exquisite pleasures of her tight, virgin asshole - it was a big black Jamaican lifeguard who was going to ravish her tight little hole with his giant cock, most likely ruining her for me forever.


  Jamal pushed forward, and after quite a bit of resistance, the head of his cock slipped into her tight hole, going where I had not.


  “Oh god,” Emily groaned, her voice filled with an intensity I had never heard before. “It’s so big…”


  Jamal slowly worked his cock into her ass, pushing his black meat into her, inch-by-inch. I watched, enraptured by the sheer lewdness and boldness of this stud, taking what he wanted, without any regards for my feelings. I was enraged, jealous, and turned-on beyond belief - all at the same time.


  Beads of sweat were trickling down his dark skin as he made love to my wife’s virgin asshole.


  “Ya got one tight little hole,” he muttered under his breath. “I’ve never fucked such a tight slut before!”


  “Uh-huh,” was my wife’s only reply. I studied her face, watching every little muscle in her pretty face twitch and move, tracking every subtle movement. Her mouth was open, in shock, but her lips were curved into a wicked smile. Her eyes rolled up. She was lost in ecstasy.


  Jamal had now forced his cock all the way inside of her ass, all the way to the hilt. It must have been an indescribable feeling - sliding that ten inch long, thick, fat, black cock all the way into a willing white housewives tight virgin asshole while her husband watched dumbfounded. Jamal pulled out slightly, before thrusting forward, fucking her ass. Every time he did this, Emily moaned lewdly.


  “I’m going to cum in ya ass, white girl,” Jamal groaned, his breathing heavy.


  Emily licked her lips, mouthing ‘oh yes’ to me.


  “That’s what ya want?”


  “Yes,” she replied, her voice soft.


  “Louder!” Jamal slapped her ass to prove his point.


  “YES!” Emily screamed at the top of her lungs. “FILL MY ASS!”


  Satisfied with her obscene answer, Jamal pulled his cock out all the way, until only the tip of his head remained in her asshole. Then, as if he was in full control of his orgasm, he slid forward, bottoming out, before holding her ass tightly with his two hands as he filled her asshole with his cum.


  “Oh god, oh yes, oh I can feel it, I can feel every, every shot, I can feel you so good,” my wife moaned deliriously, a look of sheer pleasure plastered permanently on her face. Jamal held her tightly, his black fingers digging into her soft, white skin, as he shot his cum deep inside her. Now she had been completely and thoroughly used a cum dumpster whore - I had cum on her face, Denzel had filled her pussy, and now Jamal had fired his load deep inside her once-virgin asshole.


  He held her like that for a solid minute, his balls twitching and moving, firing rope after rope of his pearly white cum deep inside her. I watched in awe at this demonstration of how to properly fuck a slut - because that is what my Emily was. Jamal and Denzel hadn’t changed her - they had merely awoken her true potential as a true cumslut. I knew this deep down.


  After giving it his all, Jamal pulled his cock out of her ass, his meat leaving her with an audible plop. His cum started gushing out her gaping asshole, dribbling down her inner thighs. Emily let out a big, joyful sigh when he did. Her eyes were closed, a big smile fixed on her face. Jamal walked around the bed and held his big cock in front of her face.


  “Open up, slut,” he said commandingly.


  Emily didn’t hesitate for even a second. She opened her mouth wide, her eyes smiling, happy to receive this prize. Jamal slid his cock into her mouth - the cock that, only moments ago, had filled her tight ass with cum. My loving wife sucked on his black pole feverishly, trying to coax every last drop of cum there was out of him. Jamal stroked her blonde hair with affection, obviously satisfied he had transformed this monogamous housewife into his cock-sucking whore, on her honeymoon, no less.


  I watched flabbergasted. Jamal had such a control over her, it was astonishing to see. I would have never, never in my life imagined that my wife would do something so filthy, so downrightnaughty and obscene as sucking my cock after I fucked her ass - but she sucked on Jamal’s black cock like she was lost in the desert and his cock was the only source of water for miles around. She worshiped it.


  “Welcome to Jamaica,” Jamal grinned at me, his cock brushing against my wife’s full lips. “I hope ya enjoy your stay,” he added with a wink.


  ***


  When Jamal was satisfied, he left us alone. Denzel had left earlier, satisfied with busting his nut inside my wife’s fertile cunt. Emily was all tuckered out, drained of all her energy by the hour long fuck-a-thon she endured. She closed her eyes and fell asleep seemingly instantly.


  I found her blue dress on the floor and tried to dress her the best I could - it’s not easy dressing a nearly unconscious body, I can tell you that much. Her panties were no-where to be found. Maybe Jamal had taken them as his prize?


  Cum was still leaking out of her every orifice, dribbling down her thighs. The smell as intoxicating. I lifted her up and carried her back to our room. It was dark outside - the sun had set hours ago. The wind blew her dress up, exposing her naked bottom-half to anyone caring to look. The beach near the resort was filled with other couples relaxing, enjoying the smooth summer night. I got a few funny looks, but I tried to avoid any eye contact.


  When I reached the resort, the bellboy smiled knowingly at me. Had Jamal told him? I thought to myself. Maybe the whole staff knew my wife was a whore, and it was open season now… every single attractive, dark-skinned person at the resort would try to get into her soaked panties now… the thought alone made me mad with lust.


  The man escorted me back to our room, glancing back at my wife’s crotch every few seconds. I tried to cover up her pussy the best I could, but I couldn’t do it without dropping her - my hands were full. He helped me open the door to our room. I thanked him and laid my wife down on our bed.


  The black man waited patiently by the door, his face beaming with hope.


  “Anything else, sir?” He asked, his eyes feasting on my wife’s body. I realized just what lurid thoughts he had in mind. I gave him a $10 tip and sent him on his way. Maybe another time…


  As I looked down at my wife’s well-used, thoroughly-fucked body I realized one thing: Today wouldn’t be the last time we’d smoke some of that potent, Jamaican herb! This was the start of a whole new life for us, and I had every intention of finding out what other depraved and sinful acts my loving cumslut of a wife had in store for me…


   * * *
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