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CHAPTER 1




I couldn't believe I was finally here, in the sun-drenched paradise of the Bahamas, far away from the mundane routine of my life back home. My name is Britney, and at 42, I'm what you'd call a sexy, mature blonde bombshell—curves in all the right places, long golden hair that cascades down my back like a waterfall of silk, and piercing blue eyes that have turned heads since I was a teenager. I've been married to my husband, Mark, for over 20 years. He's the epitome of loyal and supportive—a steady provider, a doting father to our two grown kids, and the kind of man who remembers anniversaries with flowers and sweet notes. But lately, our sex life has been as dry as the Sahara. It's not his fault, really; work stresses, aging, the usual suspects. We'd fallen into a pattern of quick, perfunctory encounters under the covers, lights off, no fireworks. And me? I've always harbored this secret fantasy, this burning desire that consumes my thoughts day and night: taking a big black cock. God, just thinking about it makes my pulse race and my panties damp. Those thick, veiny shafts, dark as midnight, stretching me to my limits, filling me in ways Mark never could. I've masturbated to the idea more times than I can count, my fingers a poor substitute for the real thing, whispering dirty nothings to myself in the shower while Mark snores in the next room.

It all started back in my younger days, growing up in the South on our family's sprawling farm. We had field hands, loyal to the land and the work they knew. Even as a little girl, I'd sneak peeks at those dark, muscular bodies glistening with sweat under the relentless sun. Their broad shoulders, rippling arms, and the way their pants hugged their crotches—oh, it ignited something primal in me. I'd heard the whispers, the rumors that black men were gods in bed, hung like stallions, insatiable lovers who could make a woman scream for hours. But in our world, blacks and whites kept their distance, especially the farm hands from the boss's daughters like me. Flirting was taboo, a dangerous game I never dared play beyond stolen glances.

There was one young black man, though, who worked around the house and yard for my dad. His name was Jamal, and I'd tease him when no one was looking—batting my eyelashes, brushing against him "accidentally" as I passed by with a basket of laundry. I'd stare at the bulge in his jeans, wondering if it was just his natural size or if I was turning him on. In high school, the black guys were bold, always hitting on us white girls, chasing that forbidden fruit. Some of my friends succumbed, bragging in hushed tones about how those boys were horny beasts, their cocks massive and unyielding. I never crossed that line back then, but the fantasies took root. I'd lie in bed at night, imagining a strong black man pinning me down, his dark skin contrasting against my pale flesh, his huge dick splitting me open. Those dreams followed me into marriage, simmering beneath the surface, growing more intense as Mark's passion waned.

Now, here I was, on this girls' trip to the Bahamas, celebrating my best friend Tiana's bachelorette party. Tiana, a fiery brunette with a laugh that could light up a room, was getting married in a month to her high school sweetheart. But she wasn't one to settle into domestic bliss without one last wild hurrah. There were six of us in total: me, Tiana, our old college pals Sarah, Lisa, Megan, and Rachel—all mature women in our 40s, bored with our vanilla lives, craving excitement. We'd planned this week-long escape to let loose, and from the moment we boarded the plane, the conversation turned filthy. Over cocktails in the air, I confessed to Tiana about my sexual frustrations—the dry spell with Mark, the aching void between my legs, and my obsession with big black cocks.

"Girl, I need something huge, something that’ll make me forget my own name," I whispered, my cheeks flushing.

Tiana's eyes sparkled with mischief. "Bahamas is perfect for that, Britney. The men here? They're built like gods—tall, dark, and hung. And hey, Mark's back home watching the game. What happens in the Bahamas stays in the Bahamas."

The others overheard and chimed in, admitting their own desires. Sarah wanted to be dominated, Lisa craved a gangbang fantasy, Megan dreamed of beach sex under the stars, Rachel just wanted to feel desired again. Even Tiana, the bride-to-be, confessed she wasn't done sampling forbidden fruit before tying the knot. "One last big black dick before I say 'I do,'" she giggled. We all laughed, toasting to our secret pact: this trip was about unleashing our inner sluts.

Our local guide, a burly islander named Marcus, met us at the airport with a van, his deep voice rumbling as he loaded our bags. He was handsome in a rugged way, but it was at the hotel where my fantasies ignited. The resort was luxurious—palm trees swaying, turquoise waves lapping at white sands, the air thick with salt and promise. As we checked in, my eyes locked on the front desk clerk: a fine, dark, and handsome young man, maybe in his late 20s, with smooth ebony skin, chiseled features, and a smile that could melt steel. He introduced himself as Teejay Brown, one of the front desk representatives. His uniform hugged his athletic build, and the way he carried himself—confident, impeccable manners—sent a thrill straight to my core. I imagined him naked, his big black cock swinging like a pendulum, ready to claim me.

He handed us our keys, leading us to our rooms with polite chit-chat about the island's attractions. The girls tipped him generously, but I lingered, slipping him an extra $50 with a wink. As he turned to leave, I leaned in, my breath hot against his ear. "Whenever you're off, handsome, come visit my room. I'll be waiting. I have a wet surprise for you." His eyes darkened with understanding—he knew exactly what this older, married white woman meant. He could see my wedding ring glinting under the lights, but Teejay wasn't new to this. Servicing tourists, especially horny white wives, was part of the gig. He'd become a pro at it, and I looked like fun. "We'll see," he murmured, his voice like velvet, before heading back to the desk. In his mind, he was already picturing how he'd fuck me senseless, that married pussy clenching around his shaft.

The afternoon blurred into evening as we unpacked and hit the beach. I lounged in my bikini, sipping piña coladas, but my thoughts were on Teejay. God, I wanted him—his dark hands on my pale skin, his massive cock buried deep. The girls teased me about my whisper, and we shared stories of past flings, fueling our collective horniness. Tiana pulled me aside. "Go for it, Britney. This is your chance. Mark will never know." I nodded, my pussy throbbing at the thought.

Hours later, after a group dinner filled with laughter and innuendos, I retreated to my room. A knock echoed—once, twice, three times. On the fourth, I opened the door, heart pounding. There stood Teejay, out of his uniform in a casual shirt and jeans, holding a bottle of wine. "Couldn't resist," he grinned. I pulled him inside, locking the door. We chatted awkwardly at first—about the island, my trip, his job—but the tension was electric. My eyes kept drifting to his crotch, imagining the monster lurking there.

Finally, I couldn't wait. I reached for his pants, unbuckling them with trembling hands. His dick sprang out, slapping me across the face—huge, obsidian dark, like a deadly baton poised to punish. Eleven inches when fully hard, he later revealed, but even semi-erect, it was thicker than my wrist, veiny and pulsing with power.

"Don't just stare at it, Britney," Teejay commanded, sipping his wine. "Put that dick in your mouth."

"God, this is the biggest dick I've ever seen," I marveled, stroking it as it grew in my hand. "I never knew God made them this big." I kissed the sides of his dark shaft, inhaling his musky scent. "How big is your cock?"

"Eleven inches when fully hard," he said casually, and my mind blanked.

"Shit, are you fucking serious right now?" I gasped, incredulous.

"As a judge," he laughed. "I'm guessing you're not used to big dicks?"

"Oh God no," I admitted, stroking the veiny shaft, loving the throbbing heat. Mark was average at best—six inches on a good day. This? This was a revelation.

"C'mon, put that dick in your mouth and suck on it." He didn't need to tell me twice.

I swept my blonde hair aside and dove in, sucking the bulbous head, swirling my tongue around the slit. It tasted salty, manly, addictive. I worked the shaft, bobbing my head, but Teejay wanted more. He sat up, stripping off his pants fully, then grabbed my head, fucking my mouth hard. I gagged, tears streaming, but the degradation thrilled me.

"That's it, choke on this black cock, you married slut," he growled. He pulled out, slapping his dick against my tits, then fucked them, the dark meat sliding between my cleavage. "These white tits were made for black dick." Then back into my throat, deeper, harder, until saliva dripped everywhere.

Minutes later, he popped out with a wet smack. He reached for a condom, but I stopped him. "No, Teejay. I need it raw. I'm clean, on birth control. I want to feel every inch of that dick in me. Please fuck me raw."

He spanked my ass hard. "Good fucking slut." Bending me over the couch arm, he dove into my pussy, eating me out with expert skill. His tongue lapped my folds, sucking my clit, then rimmed my asshole—something Mark never did.

"Oh fuck, Teejay, eat that married pussy," I moaned, grinding back.

Waves of pleasure built, and I came hard, squirting on the couch, my body shaking. "I'm cumming! Don't stop!"

But I needed more. "You want me to fuck this married white pussy, huh?" he teased, spanking me again.

"Yes please, Teejay, fuck this married cunt, make me your whore," I pleaded.

He positioned his cock at my entrance, rubbing the head against my slick lips. "Beg for it, Britney. Tell me how bad you want this dick."

"Please, Teejay, stuff me with that monster. Ruin my pussy for my husband. Make me cum on your dick," I whimpered.

With a grunt, he thrust in—slow at first, inch by inch, stretching me wide. The burn was exquisite, pain melting into pleasure.

"Fuck, you're tight," he groaned. "This pussy's gripping me like a vice." He bottomed out, his balls slapping my clit, and started pounding—hard, relentless, his hands gripping my hips.

"Take it, you white fucking slut. This is what you've been fantasizing about."

"Yes! Oh God, yes! Your cock is so big, it's splitting me open!" I screamed, pushing back, meeting every thrust. The room filled with wet slaps, my juices coating his shaft. He flipped me onto my back, legs over his shoulders, drilling deeper. "Look at me, Britney. Watch this black dick own your pussy." Our eyes locked, passion igniting—his dominance, my submission. Sweat dripped from his brow onto my tits as he pinched my nipples.

"Whose pussy is this?" he demanded.

"Yours! It's your black cock pussy now!" I cried, another orgasm crashing over me, my walls clenching.

He didn't stop, flipping positions again—me on top, riding him like a wild woman. My blonde hair whipped as I bounced, his hands slapping my ass. "Ride that dick, slut. Milk it." I ground my clit against his base, cumming again, but he wasn't done. He stood, lifting me effortlessly, fucking me against the wall. "Feel that? That's eleven inches wrecking you."

"Creampie me, Teejay! Fill this married pussy with your cum!" I begged, nails digging into his back.

With a roar, he exploded, pumping rope after rope deep inside. I held him tight, legs wrapped around, feeling his seed flood me. "Take it all, you whore." We collapsed on the couch, his cock still twitching, cum leaking out.


CHAPTER 2




I woke up the next morning with a delicious ache between my legs, a reminder of Teejay's relentless pounding the night before. My pussy felt tender, stretched, and gloriously used—like it had finally been awakened after years of hibernation in my marriage bed. Mark, my sweet, loyal husband, would never know how his wife's cunt had been claimed by a massive black cock, filled to the brim with hot, sticky cum that still leaked out onto the hotel sheets. God, just thinking about it made me wet all over again. I reached down, my fingers slipping into my slick folds, circling my clit as I replayed the scene in my mind: Teejay's dark, veiny shaft slamming into me, his balls slapping against my ass, his deep voice calling me his married white slut. I came quickly, biting my lip to stifle the moan, my body shuddering with the aftershocks. This trip was already everything I'd fantasized about and more. But one night wasn't enough. I needed more big black cock—craved it like a drug. And with five more days in paradise, I was determined to indulge every filthy urge.

After a quick shower, where I fingered myself again imagining Teejay's tongue on my asshole, I met the girls for breakfast on the hotel terrace. The sun was blazing, the ocean a sparkling blue backdrop, but all I could focus on was the heat pooling in my core. Tiana looked radiant, her dark hair tousled, a secretive smile playing on her lips. Sarah, the curvaceous redhead, was giggling about something with Lisa, our petite Asian friend whose innocent facade hid a nympho streak. Megan, the athletic brunette, and Rachel, the voluptuous Latina, were already sipping mimosas, their eyes gleaming with mischief. We were all in our forties, married or soon-to-be, but this trip had stripped away our inhibitions like the bikinis we'd packed.

"Spill it, Britney," Tiana demanded as I sat down, pouring myself a coffee. "How was your 'room service' last night? We heard some noises from your suite."

I blushed but grinned wickedly. "Oh, honey, Teejay delivered alright. Eleven inches of pure black magic. He fucked me raw, creampied me like I was his personal cum dump. I've never cum so hard in my life."

The table erupted in excited whispers. Sarah leaned in. "Details, girl! Was it as big as you dreamed?"

"Bigger," I confessed, my voice dropping to a husky whisper. "It slapped me in the face when I pulled it out—thick, dark, veiny. I sucked it like a starving whore, gagged on it while he face-fucked me. Then he ate my pussy and ass until I squirted all over the couch. Begged him to fuck me bareback, and he did—bent me over, spanked me, called me a cheating slut. Pumped me full of cum while I held him deep inside."

Lisa's eyes widened. "Fuck, that's hot. My husband's tiny dick could never compare. I need that."

We all nodded, the air thick with shared lust. Tiana confessed she'd eyed a bartender last night but held back. "But tonight? We're hitting that club Marcus recommended. All-inclusive, ladies—drinks, dancing, and dick. Big black Bahamian dick."

Megan raised her glass. "To getting our married pussies wrecked!"

We clinked, laughing, but underneath was a serious pact. Each of us harbored the same fantasy: being dominated by strong, hung black men, our white bodies surrendering to their power. It was taboo, filthy, and irresistible. Back home, we were respectable wives—PTA moms, career women—but here? We were sluts on the prowl.

The day passed in a haze of beach lounging and spa treatments. I couldn't stop fantasizing about Teejay. During my massage, as the therapist's hands kneaded my back, I imagined it was him, his fingers dipping lower, teasing my ass. By evening, we were primped and ready: short dresses hugging our curves, heels making our asses pop, makeup smoky and seductive. My blonde hair fell in waves, my lips painted red like an invitation to be kissed—or more.

Marcus, our guide, picked us up in the van, his eyes roaming appreciatively. He was built like a tank—six-foot-five, muscles rippling under his shirt, skin like polished ebony. "Ladies, you look fine tonight," he rumbled, his accent thick and sexy. "Club Paradise gonna love you."

The club was a throbbing pulse of music, lights, and bodies. Reggae and hip-hop blasted, the dance floor packed with locals and tourists grinding shamelessly. We hit the bar first, shots of rum loosening us up. Soon, we were dancing, hips swaying, asses shaking. Men noticed—tall, dark islanders with confident swaggers, their eyes hungry.

That's when I spotted him: a group of four studs at a corner booth, laughing and drinking. One caught my eye—tall, dreadlocked, with a chiseled jaw and tattoos snaking up his arms. His name, I later learned, was Jamal—like the farmhand from my youth. He beckoned me over with a finger, and I went, heart racing.

"American beauty," he said, his voice deep. "Dance with me?"

I nodded, letting him pull me close. His body was hard against mine, his crotch pressing a massive bulge into my stomach. God, another big black cock. I ground against it, feeling it harden. "What's your name, sexy?" he asked, hands on my ass.

"Britney," I breathed. "Married, but looking for fun."

His grin widened. "Married white pussy? My favorite. I'm Jamal. These my boys: Devon, Rico, and Kwame."

The others eyed me like prey, their bulges evident. I waved the girls over, and soon we were all mingling, the air electric with flirtation. Tiana paired off with Devon, a smooth-talker with a gold chain; Sarah with Rico, broad-shouldered and intense; Lisa with Kwame, lean and tattooed; Megan and Rachel sharing laughs with the group.

Shots flowed, and the dancing turned dirty. Jamal pulled me onto his lap in the booth, his hand sliding up my thigh. "Feel that, baby? That's for you."

I reached down, stroking the outline of his cock through his pants. It was enormous—thicker than Teejay's, maybe ten inches. "Fuck, I need this inside me," I whispered.

He chuckled. "Patience, slut. Let's take this party private."

We piled into Marcus's van—turns out he knew the guys—and headed to a secluded beach house they rented. The drive was a blur of making out: Jamal's tongue in my mouth, his fingers under my dress, rubbing my clit.

"Wet already? Good girl."

Inside the house, the real fun began. Dim lights, music low, a king-sized bed in the main room surrounded by couches. Clothes came off fast. I stripped to my lace thong, my big tits bouncing free. Jamal pushed me to my knees. "Suck it, slut."

I unzipped him, his cock springing out—jet black, uncut, veins bulging, precum glistening. I licked the head, tasting salt, then took him deep, gagging as he hit my throat. "That's it, choke on this black dick," he growled, fucking my face. Saliva dripped down my chin, onto my tits.

Around me, the orgy unfolded. Tiana was bent over a couch, Devon's face buried in her pussy, eating her out sloppily. "Oh fuck, lick my clit, you black stud!" she moaned. Sarah straddled Rico on the floor, grinding her wet cunt on his thigh while he sucked her nipples. Lisa and Kwame were 69ing, her tiny mouth struggling with his thick shaft. Megan and Rachel tag-teamed Marcus, who'd joined in—kissing his chest while he fingered them both.

Jamal pulled me up, tossing me on the bed. "Spread those legs, married whore. Time to stretch that pussy."

I obeyed, my thong ripped off. He dove in, tongue-fucking my hole, then rimming my ass. "Taste so good, like sweet white honey." I came on his face, squirting, screaming his name.

He flipped me doggy-style, rubbing his cockhead against my entrance. "Beg for it."

"Please, Jamal, fuck me with that big black cock! Ruin my married cunt!"

He slammed in—hard, deep, bottoming out. Pain and pleasure exploded; I felt every inch. "Fuck, you're huge!" He pounded relentlessly, spanking my ass red. "Take it, slut! This what you came to Bahamas for?"

"Yes! Breed me, fill me with cum!" Our bodies slapped wetly, sweat flying.

He pulled out, flipping me, legs over his shoulders. "Look at me while I own you." His thrusts were brutal, hitting my G-spot. I clawed his back, cumming again, my pussy milking him.

"Cum inside me!" I begged.

With a roar, he did—hot jets flooding my womb. "Take my seed, you cheating bitch!"

We collapsed, but the night was young. I watched Tiana ride Devon reverse cowgirl, her ass bouncing as he thumbed her asshole. "Deeper, fuck my bachelorette pussy!" she cried, cumming hard.

Sarah was on all fours, Rico behind her, pounding her ass—anal! "Oh God, it's in my ass! Stretch me!" He creampied her there, cum dripping out.

Lisa took Kwame's cock in her mouth while Marcus fucked her from behind. "Double team me, you hung bastards!" They switched, Kwame in her pussy, Marcus in her ass—DP. She screamed in ecstasy, orgasms ripping through her.

Megan and Rachel were scissoring, rubbing clits, while the guys jerked off watching. Then Jamal joined, fucking Megan missionary while she ate Rachel's pussy. "Lick her good, white girl," he ordered.

I couldn't resist—crawled over, sucking Jamal's balls as he fucked Megan. "Good slut," he praised.

The orgy escalated: positions changed, partners swapped. I took Rico in my mouth while Devon fucked me from behind. "Suck that dick while I rail you," Devon grunted. Their cocks were everywhere—in my hands, mouth, pussy.

At one point, all four guys surrounded me on the bed. "Gangbang time, Britney," Jamal announced. I was on my back, legs spread. Jamal entered first, pumping deep. Then pulled out, Devon sliding in—thicker, making me gasp. Rico next, long and curved, hitting new spots. Kwame last, fastest, jackhammering.

They rotated, each fucking me for minutes, building my orgasms. "Whose cock you like best, slut?" Rico asked.

"All of them! Fuck me harder!" I was a mess—cum-smeared, hair tangled, pussy gaping.

Tiana joined, kissing me while the guys fucked us side by side. "This is the best bachelorette ever," she moaned.

The climax: the guys stood over us, jerking. We knelt, mouths open. "Cum on us!" Hot loads splashed—faces, tits, tongues. I swallowed what I could, the rest dripping down.

Exhausted, we collapsed in a pile, bodies intertwined. But dawn brought more—Teejay texted, wanting round two. Back at the hotel, he joined me and Tiana for a threesome.

He arrived, stripping immediately. "Two married sluts? Jackpot."

We sucked him together, our tongues dueling on his shaft. "Suck it good, bitches." He fucked Tiana first, doggy, while I licked his balls. Then me, missionary, Tiana sitting on my face. "Eat my pussy while he breeds you."

He creampied me again, then Tiana. We 69ed, cleaning each other's cum-filled cunts.


CHAPTER 3




The first rays of the Bahamian sun filtered through the gauzy curtains of my hotel suite, casting a golden glow over the tangled sheets where Tiana and I had collapsed after another night of unbridled debauchery. My body still hummed with the remnants of ecstasy, every muscle sore yet alive, a testament to the insatiable hunger that had taken root in my soul since arriving on this island paradise. At 42, I, Britney, the once-contented wife and mother from the American South, had transformed into a vessel of pure desire, my fantasies of big black cocks no longer confined to the shadows of my mind but manifesting in the flesh—hot, throbbing, and utterly dominating.

Tiana lay beside me, her lithe, caramel-skinned body sprawled in peaceful slumber, her dark curls fanned across the pillow like a halo of midnight silk. She was my best friend, the bride-to-be whose bachelorette trip had become our shared odyssey into forbidden pleasures. At 38, she possessed a youthful vibrancy that belied her years, her curves sculpted by hours in the gym and a spirit unbroken by the mundane routine of her impending marriage. Her fiancé, back home, was a good man—steady, like my Mark—but he could never quench the fire that burned within her, just as Mark had failed to satisfy mine. We had bonded over our frustrations, our whispered confessions in the dead of night revealing a mutual craving for something raw, something immense, something that stretched us beyond our limits.

And then there was Teejay. Oh, God, Teejay. The mere thought of him sent a shiver down my spine, pooling heat between my thighs. He wasn't just a front desk clerk at this opulent resort; he was a force of nature, a dark Adonis with skin like polished obsidian, eyes that pierced the soul, and a cock that could only be described as a masterpiece of masculine virility—eleven inches of thick, veiny perfection that had already claimed my married pussy multiple times, filling me with his seed until I overflowed. But Teejay was more than his physical endowments. He was smart, articulate, with a quick wit and a depth that surprised me. During our stolen moments, he'd spoken of his dreams—studying marine biology part-time, his passion for the ocean's mysteries, his quiet ambition to escape the tourist trap and build something meaningful. It was that intelligence, that gentle undercurrent beneath his dominant exterior, that had begun to weave a dangerous thread of affection in my heart. I wasn't just lusting after him; I was falling, in that reckless, vacation-fueled way, for the man behind the myth.

Tiana felt it too. She'd confessed as much last night, after our group escapades had wound down and we'd retreated to my suite for a nightcap. "Brit, that Teejay... he's not like the others," she'd murmured, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my thigh as we sipped rum from shared glasses. "The way he looks at you—at us. It's not just about the fuck. There's something real there." I'd nodded, my heart swelling, and we'd kissed then, a soft, exploratory melding of lips that tasted of salt and desire, our bodies pressing together in silent agreement. We both wanted him, needed him, and in that shared yearning, a bond formed—not just friendship, but a sisterhood of mutual lust.

The door creaked open softly, and there he was, slipping into the room like a shadow come to life. Teejay had finished his night shift, his uniform discarded for a simple white tank that clung to his chiseled torso and loose shorts that did little to hide the outline of his semi-erect cock. His dreads were tied back, revealing the sharp angles of his face, and his smile—oh, that smile—lit up the dim room as he spotted us.

"Morning, ladies," he whispered, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through me. "Couldn't stay away. You two look like angels... dirty angels."

Tiana stirred, her eyes fluttering open, and when she saw him, a slow, seductive grin spread across her face. "Teejay," she purred, stretching languidly, her breasts heaving with the motion. "Just the man I was dreaming about."

He chuckled, that deep, resonant sound that made my clit throb. "Dreams, huh? Let's make 'em real." He approached the bed, his gaze locking with Tiana's, and in that moment, I saw it—the spark. Not just lust, but a flicker of genuine connection. Teejay sat on the edge of the mattress, his hand reaching out to brush a curl from her forehead. "You okay after last night? I didn't push too hard?"

She shook her head, her hand covering his. "No, it was perfect. You're... different, Teejay. Smart, kind. Not like the guys back home."

He leaned in, his lips brushing hers in a kiss that started tender, almost romantic, his tongue gently exploring as if savoring her essence. I watched, my breath catching, a warmth blooming in my chest that went beyond arousal. They looked beautiful together—her light brown skin against his deep ebony, a symphony of contrasts. As the kiss deepened, Teejay's hand trailed down her body, cupping her breast, thumbing her nipple until it pebbled under his touch.

"God, Tiana," he murmured against her lips. "You've got me hooked. That fire in you... it's intoxicating."

She moaned softly, arching into him. "Show me, Teejay. Show me how much you want me."

He didn't need further invitation. With a gentle push, he guided her onto her stomach, his hands massaging her back, working out the knots with surprising tenderness. "Relax, beautiful. Let me take care of you." His lips followed his hands, kissing down her spine, lingering at the dimples above her ass. Tiana sighed, her body melting under his ministrations, and I could see the affection in her eyes as she glanced back at him.

"You're so good at this," she whispered. "Not just the sex... everything."

He smiled, his eyes soft. "I aim to please. But right now, I want to worship this ass." His hands parted her cheeks, exposing her tight, puckered hole. Tiana gasped, but there was no resistance—only eager anticipation. Teejay leaned down, his breath hot against her skin, and then his tongue flicked out, teasing the rim.

"Oh fuck, Teejay," she groaned, her hips lifting instinctively. "Lick my asshole, baby. Make it wet for you."

He obliged, his tongue circling the sensitive ring, dipping in shallowly at first, then deeper, fucking her ass with his mouth. The sounds were obscene—wet, slurping noises that filled the room, mingling with Tiana's increasingly desperate moans.

"Yes, just like that... your tongue feels so good in my ass. God, I love how you eat me."

I couldn't tear my eyes away. Watching Teejay devour her like that, his dark face buried between her cheeks, sent a flood of arousal through me. My hand slipped between my legs, fingers finding my slick pussy, rubbing slow circles around my clit as I bit my lip to stifle my own whimpers. Teejay was a master, his intelligence shining even here—he knew exactly how to build her pleasure, alternating between broad licks and pointed probes, his hands kneading her ass cheeks.

Tiana was lost in it, her face pressed into the pillow, ass high in the air. "Teejay, you're amazing... I could fall for a man like you." The words hung in the air, laced with truth, and Teejay paused, lifting his head to meet her gaze over her shoulder.

"You mean that?" he asked, his voice husky but sincere.

She nodded, vulnerable in that moment. "Yeah. More than just this trip."

He kissed her inner thigh, a gesture so intimate it made my heart ache. "Me too, Tiana. You're special." Then, the romance gave way to raw need. He spat on her asshole, rubbing it in with his thumb, preparing her. "But right now, I need to fuck this tight ass."

"Do it," she begged, pushing back. "Give me that big black dick. Stretch my asshole with it."

Teejay shed his shorts, his cock springing free—fully hard now, that eleven-inch monster glistening with precum. He stroked it a few times, the sight making my pussy clench around my fingers. "You ready for this, beautiful?"

"Fuck yes," Tiana panted. "Fuck my ass raw, Teejay. Make me yours."

He positioned the head at her entrance, pushing slowly, inch by inch. Tiana's eyes widened, a mix of pain and pleasure crossing her face. "Oh shit, it's so big... splitting me open." But she loved it, her body adjusting, welcoming the invasion. Teejay groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he sank deeper.

"Fuck, your ass is tight," he growled. "Gripping my dick like a vice. Take it all, slut."

Once fully seated, he began to move—slow thrusts at first, building rhythm, his balls slapping against her pussy with each stroke. Tiana's moans turned to cries, her hands fisting the sheets. "Yes! Fuck my asshole harder, Teejay! Pound it with that huge cock!"

The sight was mesmerizing—his dark shaft disappearing into her, stretching her wide, the contrast of their skins heightening the eroticism. I rubbed my pussy faster, my juices coating my fingers, imagining it was me. But Teejay noticed, his eyes locking with mine over Tiana's back.

"Like what you see, Britney?" he teased, his thrusts never faltering. "Rubbing that married cunt while I ass-fuck your best friend?"

"Yes," I whimpered, my voice breathy. "It's so hot... make her cum on your dick."

He grinned, reaching around to finger Tiana's clit as he pounded her ass. "Cum for me, Tiana. Squeeze my cock with that ass."

She shattered, her body convulsing, a scream ripping from her throat as orgasm tore through her. "I'm cumming! Oh God, Teejay, I love your dick in my ass!"

He didn't stop, flipping her onto her back, legs hooked over his shoulders for deeper penetration. "Good girl. Now, Britney, come here. I want you too."

I crawled over, kissing Tiana deeply as Teejay continued to fuck her ass. Our tongues danced, sharing the moment, our affection for him binding us. "He's incredible," Tiana whispered against my lips.

"I know," I replied, my hand joining his on her clit. "We're both falling for him."

Teejay pulled out, his cock slick and throbbing. "Your turn, Britney. Bend over."

My heart raced as I assumed the position, ass up, pussy dripping. He didn't waste time—spat on my hole, tongued it briefly, then pushed in. The burn was intense, but exquisite, his massive cock filling my ass like nothing else. "Fuck, Teejay! Your dick is destroying my asshole!"

He spanked me hard. "Take it, you cheating white whore. This ass belongs to me now."

He fucked me mercilessly, his intelligence shining in how he angled each thrust to hit my sweet spots. Waves of pleasure built, and when he reached around to rub my clit, I exploded—squirting hard, my juices arcing over Tiana's body below me.

"Oh fuck, I'm squirting! All over her!"

Tiana laughed, rubbing it into her skin. "Yes, drench me, Brit!"

Teejay's breaths grew ragged. "I'm close. Kneel, both of you."

We did, tits thrust out, faces upturned. He stood above us, fisting his cock hard—stroking that veiny shaft with furious intent. "Open wide, sluts."

Ropes of cum erupted, painting our tits, faces, tongues. Thick, hot spurts that we savored, licking each other clean.

As we collapsed together, Teejay between us, his arms around our waists, lust bloomed into love. "You two... you're more than just fun," he admitted softly.

"We feel the same," Tiana said, kissing his chest.

I nodded, my head on his shoulder. "This isn't just a fling."

The morning stretched into a day of whispered confessions, shared laughs, and more passion. Teejay took us to a hidden cove, where under the palms, he made love to us slowly—first Tiana on the sand, his thrusts gentle, eyes locked in tender gaze; then me, his words of affection mingling with dirty commands. "I could get used to this," he murmured, his cock buried deep in my pussy.

By afternoon, back at the hotel, the girls joined, but Teejay was ours. We explored every filthy desire—rimming him, him double-penetrating us with toys, cum-swapping kisses. Our love for him deepened with each orgasm, each shared glance.

As night fell, we knew this paradise couldn't last, but in our hearts, Teejay had claimed us forever.


CHAPTER 4




The sultry Bahamian afternoon sun hung low in the sky, painting the resort's private beach in hues of amber and rose, as if the heavens themselves were blushing at the secrets unfolding below. I lay on an oversized lounger beneath a thatched cabana, my sun-kissed skin glistening with a sheen of coconut-scented oil, my blonde waves tousled by the gentle sea breeze. At 42, I felt more alive than I had in decades—my body a canvas of rediscovered desires, marked by the passionate imprints of Teejay's touch. My marriage to Mark, that steadfast anchor back home, seemed a distant echo, drowned out by the crashing waves and the rhythmic pulse of my heart, now attuned to a new frequency.

Beside me, Tiana reclined in equal repose, her lithe form draped in a barely-there bikini that accentuated her caramel curves, her dark eyes hidden behind oversized sunglasses. We had shared so much these past days—confessions, climaxes, and now, an unspoken bond forged in the fires of forbidden ecstasy. Yet, as the group gathered for what was billed as a "relaxed beach day," the air hummed with an undercurrent of anticipation. The other girls—Sarah with her fiery red locks and voluptuous figure, Lisa's petite Asian elegance hiding a voracious appetite, Megan's athletic brunette prowess, and Rachel's sultry Latina allure—lounged nearby, sipping fruity cocktails and exchanging knowing glances. We were six married (or soon-to-be) women, escaped from our vanilla lives, but Teejay had become the gravitational center of our orbit.

He arrived like a vision from the sea gods themselves, striding across the sand with effortless grace, his ebony skin contrasting sharply against the white linen shirt unbuttoned to reveal the chiseled planes of his chest. In one hand, he carried a cooler of chilled wines and fresh fruits; in the other, a worn paperback—something intellectual, I noted, perhaps a tome on ocean ecology, given his passions. Teejay wasn't just a lover; he was a thinker, a dreamer, his mind as potent as his body. At 28, he carried the wisdom of someone who'd navigated life's tempests, his wit sharp as a coral reef, his humor a balm that eased even the most guarded souls.

"Ladies," he greeted, his voice a deep, melodic baritone that sent shivers down my spine. "Thought I'd crash your paradise. Brought provisions—and maybe a story or two."

The group erupted in delighted laughter, but I caught Tiana's eye, and we shared a private smile. He settled between us on the lounger, his presence electric, his scent—a mix of saltwater and sandalwood—intoxicating. As the others chatted about the morning's snorkeling adventure, Teejay turned to us, his expression softening, the playfulness giving way to something deeper.

"Britney, Tiana," he said quietly, his hand brushing mine in a gesture so tender it made my breath hitch. "Last night... this morning... it's got me thinking. More than just the fun, you know?"

Tiana removed her sunglasses, her gaze locking with his. "Us too, Teejay. It's not every day you meet someone who sees beyond the surface."

He nodded, his dreads swaying gently. "Growing up here, in the shadows of tourists coming and going, I've learned to read people. But with you two... it's different. Britney, your strength—the way you've built a life, raised kids, yet still chase your fire. It's inspiring. And Tiana, your spirit, that fierce independence mixed with vulnerability... it's like poetry in motion."

I felt a warmth bloom in my chest, not just lust, but a genuine affection. "Teejay, you're more than we expected. Your mind—talking about the reefs last night, how they're dying but can be saved... it's sexy as hell. Makes me want to know you, really know you."

He chuckled, that rich sound wrapping around us like a warm embrace. "Sexy? Me rambling about coral? Girl, you're boosting my ego." But his eyes were serious. "Truth is, I've been stuck in this job, dreaming of more—studying online, planning to protect these waters. Meeting women like you... it reminds me life's about connections, not just transactions."

Tiana leaned in, her hand on his thigh. "What if this isn't just a fling? What if we stay in touch? Emails, calls... maybe visits."

His fingers intertwined with hers, then mine, forming a triangle of intimacy. "I'd like that. More than like. You both make me feel seen—not just as the 'island stud,' but as me."

The moment stretched, heavy with possibility, the romantic tension palpable. Sarah, overhearing snippets, sidled closer. "What's this deep convo? Teejay, you charming the pants off them—again?"

He flashed his trademark grin, wit sparking. "Pants? Who needs 'em on a beach like this? But seriously, Sarah, tell me— what's your story? Red hair like fire; bet you've got tales to match."

Sarah blushed, but laughed. "Oh, you're smooth. Back home, I'm a teacher—high school English. Husband's great, but predictable. You, though... you're like a character from one of my novels."

The ice broken, Teejay wove his magic through the group. He regaled us with humorous anecdotes—imitating pompous tourists with spot-on accents, drawing peals of laughter. "This one guy," he said, eyes twinkling, "demanded 'authentic' conch salad at 2 a.m. I told him, 'Sir, the conchs are sleeping; respect their union hours.'" Megan doubled over, her athletic frame shaking with mirth.

But it was his intelligence that captivated. When Lisa mentioned her interest in Eastern philosophy—her heritage sparking curiosity—he dove in. "Ah, Zen and the art of island living," he quipped. "Ever read Alan Watts? 'The only way to make sense out of change is to plunge into it.' Kinda like this trip for y'all."

Lisa's eyes widened, her petite form leaning forward. "You know Watts? Most guys I meet can't spell philosophy."

Teejay shrugged modestly. "Books are my escape. Helps me understand people—their pleasures, their pains."

Rachel, ever the flirt, chimed in. "And women's bodies? You seem to have a PhD in that."

He laughed, but his mannerism—respectful, never crude—won her over. "Call it intuition. Every woman's a map; you just gotta read the signs."

As the sun dipped lower, the romantic buildup simmered. Tiana and I exchanged glances, our affection for him deepening, mirrored in the others' softening expressions. Sarah confessed, "Teejay, you're not just hot—you're kind. Makes a girl fall a little."

Megan nodded. "Witty, smart... yeah, I'm smitten."

Even Rachel, usually guarded, admitted, "Your humor disarms me. And that brain? Total turn-on."

Lisa, quiet at first, finally spoke. "I want to know more. About you, Teejay."

He smiled, but his eyes flicked to Tiana and me, a silent acknowledgment of our special connection. "Alright, ladies. How about we move this to the villa? Sunset views, privacy... and who knows?"

We agreed, migrating to the resort's secluded villa, a sprawling haven with ocean-facing decks and a massive indoor lounge. Cocktails flowed, the atmosphere charged. Tiana and I hung back, watching as Teejay's charm enveloped the group. But soon, the conversation turned intimate.

"Lisa," Teejay said, his voice low, "you've been eyeing me all day. What's on your mind?"

She bit her lip, her almond eyes gleaming. "You. How you make us feel... desired, but respected."

He pulled her close, his hand cupping her cheek. "Then let me show you."

Tiana and I settled on a plush couch, our hands intertwined, as Teejay began with Lisa. He kissed her slowly, romantically, his lips tracing her neck, whispering praises. "You're exquisite, Lisa. Let me map your pleasures."

He undressed her with care, his fingers expert, revealing her lithe body. Kneeling, he parted her thighs, his tongue delving into her folds with precision—circling her clit, then dipping lower, as if he'd studied every nerve ending.

Lisa gasped, "Oh God, Teejay... how do you know exactly where...?"

"Because I listen to your body," he murmured, his intelligence shining through in his technique. He alternated pressures, speeds, hitting her G-spot with curled fingers while sucking her clit, building her to a shattering orgasm.

"Cum for me, beautiful."

She did, squirting onto his chin, her cries echoing.

Tiana squeezed my hand. "See? He's different—like he's unlocked the secrets of us."

I nodded, aroused and awed. "Studied every zone. It's art."

Next, Sarah. Teejay laid her back, massaging her full breasts, pinching nipples with calibrated force. "Tell me what you need," he coaxed.

"Everything," she breathed.

He entered her missionary, slow thrusts angling to her anterior fornix, that deep pleasure zone few men knew. Sarah writhed, "Fuck, right there! How...?"

"Knowledge is power," he winked, increasing pace, spanking her lightly. She came hard, clamping around him.

Megan's turn: athletic and eager, she rode him reverse cowgirl. Teejay guided her hips, thumbing her asshole while his cock hit her cervix just right—pleasure without pain. "You're strong, Megan—let go."

She bounced wildly, orgasming with a scream, her juices coating him.

Rachel last: he bent her over, eating her ass first, tongue probing deep. "Your body's a temple," he said romantically.

Then, pounding her doggy, fingers on her clit, he targeted her posterior fornix, that elusive spot. Rachel bucked, "Teejay, you're a god! Cum inside me!"

He did, filling her with ropes of cum.

Tiana and I watched, rubbing each other, our love for him swelling. "He's ours," Tiana whispered.

"But sharing... it's hot," I replied.

As the night deepened, Teejay returned to us, his cock still hard. "My queens," he said, kissing us both.

We made love—a threesome of tenderness and filth. He fucked Tiana's pussy while eating mine, then switched, his thrusts precise, hitting every zone. We came together, a symphony of moans.

The other girls, spent but enamored, confessed their feelings. "Teejay, you've ruined us for others," Sarah said.

He laughed humbly. "It's mutual."

As stars twinkled, we cuddled in a pile, romance and lust intertwined. This island had changed us—Tejay most of all.











EPILOGUE




The sun rose on our final day in the Bahamas like a reluctant lover, casting a melancholic glow over the turquoise waves that had witnessed our transformation. I, Britney, stood on the balcony of our suite, my blonde hair tousled by the salty breeze, tears already pricking at the corners of my eyes. At 42, I had come here seeking escape from the arid desert of my marriage to Mark—loyal, steadfast Mark, who waited back home with his predictable routines and fading passions. But what I found was a torrent of awakening, a deluge of desires fulfilled in the arms of Teejay, our dark, intelligent island god whose eleven-inch obsidian cock had reshaped not just my body, but my soul. And Tiana, my best friend, the bride-to-be whose laughter had been our soundtrack, shared this profound shift. We weren't the same women who had arrived; we were reborn, baptized in sweat, cum, and unspoken love.

The girls gathered in the lobby, bags packed, hearts heavy. Sarah, Lisa, Megan, and Rachel hugged Teejay fiercely, their eyes misty. "You've ruined us for real life," Sarah whispered, her red curls brushing his chest. "But in the best way."

Teejay's smile was bittersweet, his wit softened by emotion. "Ladies, you've shown me what true connection feels like. Stay fierce." Promises flew like confetti—emails, texts, perhaps future visits. But as they boarded the shuttle to the airport, Tiana and I lingered, our flights later, our farewell more intimate. The others understood; Teejay was ours first, a shared secret that had blossomed into something achingly real.

Back in the suite, the air thick with unspoken sorrow, Teejay pulled us into his arms. "This isn't goodbye," he murmured, his voice a rumble that vibrated through my core. "It's 'see you soon.' I'll text, call... hell, I'll swim to you if I have to."

Tears streamed down Tiana's cheeks, her dark eyes shimmering. "Teejay, you've given us more than pleasure. You've given us hope—that life can be this alive."

I nodded, my throat tight. "We love you. Not just the sex... you. Your mind, your heart."

He kissed us then, tender at first, lips brushing away tears, but passion ignited like a spark on dry tinder. "One last time," he whispered. "Let me make you remember."

We tumbled to the carpeted floor, a tangle of limbs and longing. Teejay peeled my panties aside with deliberate slowness, his dark fingers contrasting against my pale skin, exposing my glistening pussy.

"God, Britney, you're always so wet for me," he groaned, his breath hot against my folds.

His tongue dove in, lapping at my clit with expert flicks, while two thick fingers curled inside, pumping my G-spot relentlessly. Pleasure built like a tidal wave, my hips bucking as stars exploded behind my eyelids.

Tiana watched, her hand slipping into her own panties, but Teejay beckoned her. "Ride her face, beautiful. Let her taste you while I make her squirt."

She straddled my mouth, her sweet pussy grinding down, her juices coating my tongue as I licked hungrily. "Oh, Brit, eat me like that," she moaned, her voice breaking with emotion. Teejay's fingers hammered faster, his mouth sucking my clit, and I shattered—squirting hard, my essence arcing onto his chin, soaking the carpet. Tears mixed with my cries, the release both physical and emotional, a farewell flood.

Teejay flipped me onto my side, spooning behind me, his massive cock pressing against my ass. "I need you, Britney. All of you." He slid into my pussy first, deep and slow, but then pulled out, slick with my cream, and nudged at my asshole. "Relax, my love. Let me claim this one last time."

I gasped as he entered, inch by inch, stretching me wide, the burn giving way to bliss. His thrusts were rhythmic, powerful, his arm wrapped around me, hand on my breast. My eyes rolled back, pleasure overwhelming, tears flowing freely now. "Teejay... oh God, I love you," I sobbed, the words escaping in the heat.

Tiana knelt beside us, her fingers dancing over her pussy, eyes locked on the filthy sight. "Fuck her ass deep, Teejay. Make her cum for us."

He did, pounding harder, switching back to my pussy seamlessly, the dual invasion driving me mad. "You're mine," he growled, emotion cracking his voice. "Even when you're gone."

When he pulled out, his cock glistening with my ass juices, he called to Tiana. "Come taste your friend's ass off my dick, you good fucking slut."

She crawled over eagerly, her tears mirroring mine, and took him deep into her mouth, sucking like a woman possessed—slurping, gagging, her tongue swirling around the shaft. "Mmm, she tastes so good on you," Tiana moaned, her eyes filled with love and lust.

Satisfied, she guided his cock back into my gaping asshole, her hand lingering as he resumed fucking—hard, deep, relentless. I came again, screaming, as Tiana rubbed my clit furiously, her lips crashing onto mine in a deep, soul-searing kiss. Our tongues danced amid sobs, the carpet soft beneath us, the room echoing our passion.

Teejay, breathless, pulled out. "Your turn, Tiana. Mount me, cowgirl. Ride me like it's forever."

She straddled him, taking his dick in hand, lining it up with her dripping pussy. As she sank down, he rammed upward, deep into her core, his balls slapping against her asshole with each thrust. "Fuck, Teejay! Pound my soon to be married cunt!" she cried, her body arching as he sucked her nipples, biting gently.

He drove her wild, his hand rubbing her asshole while hammering up, her cream coating his shaft in white froth. "I love you, Tiana... both of you," he confessed, voice thick with tears.

I couldn't resist—I sat on his face, riding his tongue as my pussy juices flooded him, nearly drowning him in my essence. He laughed through it, muffled and joyful, his hips never stopping their assault on Tiana.

She stood suddenly, rubbing her pussy frantically, and squirted down onto him—soaking his chest, his cock, a glistening tribute. "Take it, lover!" Then she remounted, guiding him back in, riding until he erupted, filling her deep with hot cum.

"Yes! Breed me one last time!"

She rolled off, spreading her legs wide, and with a filthy push, farted out his cum onto my waiting tongue. I lapped it up greedily, savoring the mix of their essences, tears streaming as the reality hit: this was the end.

We lay there, entwined, sobs mingling with labored breaths. "Promise you'll write," Teejay whispered, holding us close.

"We promise," Tiana and I chorused, our hearts breaking.

***

At the airport, hugs turned to embraces, kisses to lingering farewells. "Until next time," he said, eyes wet.

As the plane lifted off, the islands shrinking below, I clutched Tiana's hand, tears flowing freely. Paradise was lost, but the memories—the love, the filth, the fire—would sustain us. Back to Mark, to normalcy, but forever changed, our souls etched with Teejay's indelible mark. What happens in the Bahamas... echoes eternally.
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