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Honeymoon Cruise




She was stunning. I mean literally stunning. When the doors opened and I saw my bride in her wedding dress, I was frozen. I had never seen her look so beautiful. My vision tunneled as she walked down the aisle, her brown hair draped along her shoulders, a tendril of hair across her cheek, and her long white train trailing behind. I knew that, at least in part, she was marrying me for money. Why else would she marry a man fifteen years older than her? I was also confident, however, that she genuinely cared for me. I was in such disbelief that Sarah was actually marrying me that I could barely remember the ceremony. The drinks at the reception didn’t help my memory much either. After dinner, dancing, and copious amounts of alcohol at the reception, Sarah and I were whisked away in a limo to the airport to catch the last flight out to Florida. Neither of us were able to sleep on the plane. Despite grabbing a few hours of sleep in a hotel before boarding a cruise ship bound for the Caribbean, I was still exhausted. I was so tired, in fact, that I had trouble opening the door to our cabin with the key card. I felt like an idiot. Fortunately, the two young men staying next door walked out of their room just in time to show me what I was doing wrong.

“Thanks, guys. I’m not normally this incompetent. I’m just really tired,” I explained and extended my hand. “I’m Tim.” Frankly, it was embarrassing.

“Derek,” the taller one said.

“Paul,” said the other.

“I’m Sarah,” my bride smiled.

“Why are you guys so tired?” Derek asked.

Sarah smiled, holding up her ring finger. “We got married yesterday. We’ve been travelling since last night.”

As our new neighbors congratulated us, I noticed Sarah playing with her hair. That’s what she did anytime she found a man attractive. I’d never known her to have a thing for black guys, though. Paul was fairly light skinned and an average sized guy, maybe just a little bigger than me. Derek, on the other hand, was quite a bit taller and very dark skinned. I couldn’t tell which one was tickling her fancy, but I looked forward to teasing her about it.

“Is this your first time on a ship?” Derek asked, his eyes locking in on my wife as though I was invisible. He obviously didn’t care one bit that we were on our honeymoon.

“Mmhmm,” Sarah nodded, still playing with her hair.

“Jesus,” I thought. “She’s flirting. What the hell?” I pushed our door open and started ushering Sarah inside. “Alright guys, We’ve got to get some sleep. Maybe we’ll see you tonight. Thanks for your help.” Once we were inside with the door closed, I couldn’t help but give her a hard time. “Jesus, Sarah. Flirt much?”

“Shut up,” she teased back. “I was not.”

“I never knew you had a thing for black dudes,” I teased.

“I do not. I only have a thing for you,” she demurred and kissed me on the cheek. “We’d better hurry up and get some sleep if we want to be able to keep our eyes open at dinner.”

I agreed, and we laid down without even unpacking and fell asleep. We hit the snooze button a few times, so we were late getting ready for dinner. Sarah wore an incredibly sexy black cami dress with spaghetti straps and a skirt that came down to her mid-thigh. At dinner, my mouth was literally watering, not because of the food but because I couldn’t wait to get her back to our cabin and finally make love to her. We had yet to consummate our marriage. Not only that, we had yet to consummate our relationship at all. When we first started dating, Sarah confessed that she’d been pretty wild in her youth. Then she found religion and vowed not to have sex again until she was married. The closest we’d ever come to having sex was the occasional handjob. I’d never even see her naked. Even when we were getting ready for dinner that night, she had changed clothes in the bathroom. I assumed it was out of habit or maybe, hopefully, wanting to wait for the “big reveal.” Sarah and I had stopped talking about the sexless nature of our relationship months ago. After complaining and begging for a few months, I resolved to respect her choice and wait to see if she was the one. Now, after more than a year, I was finally going to be able to have exclusive and unfettered access to one of the most beautiful women I’d ever known. Being so close and having to wait just a few hours longer was excruciating.

Dinner was excellent - far better than I had expected. Despite how eager I was to get back to the room, I knew it would be wise to take Sarah for a few more drinks and some dancing before she was ready. It had been several years since she’d had sex, and she confessed a few times how nervous she was about being with a man again. If I’m being honest, I was a little nervous myself. We had only just begun dancing when I started feeling sick to my stomach. I told Sarah I needed to sit down for a moment. She nodded her head, and I found a chair in the corner. It wasn’t long before I rushed to the men’s room to surrender my dinner to the porcelain gods. When I was done, I felt a bit better, but I still wasn’t up for much of anything at that point. I rinsed out my mouth and went to the dance floor to tell Sarah I was sick. It was difficult to hear anything over the loud music, so I had to get right in her ear. She responded with a pouty face and pointed down at the dance floor, miming for permission to stay and dance some more while I went back to the room. I gave her the thumbs up, knowing I could text her if I needed anything. I didn’t particularly want her to bear witness to whatever it was that might go down in our bathroom in a few minutes anyway.

I got to the room just in time for another gastrointestinal assault. As I laid down in bed afterward, I noticed Sarah’s phone on her nightstand plugged into its charger. “Dammit,” I bemoaned to no one, just as my head hit the pillow. I woke up about three hours later, just after midnight. The bed next to me was undisturbed and Sarah’s phone was still where she’d left it. The bad news was that I was going to have to go find my wife. The good news was that I felt like a new man. I took a quick shower and gave my breath a proper tending to in the hopes that in a short while, I would be making love to the woman of my dreams.

In the dimly lit dance club, the bass thumped through the air. The crowd had grown since I left earlier. I stood at the edge of the mob, unnoticed, my eyes scanning the dance floor. My heart started pounding when I saw Sarah, sandwiched between our neighbors Derek and Paul. Both men had unbuttoned their shirts to expose their chests. Sarah was leaning back against Derek, her head against his shoulder. Derek had his hands on Sarah’s waist, pulling her against him as they moved with the music. Sarah had her hands on Paul’s waist in front of her.

I felt a mixture of jealousy and fascination, torn between wanting to storm onto the dance floor and pull my wife away from their grasp, and wanting to continue watching, waiting to see what she would do. The way she interacted with them was a dance of its own; a play of glances, touches, and subtle grins, the meaning of which I was terrified to know. The bass thudded, and I couldn't deny my attraction to the situation. It was like a veil had been lifted, revealing a side of Sarah I had never seen. Confused by a whirlwind of emotions, I continued to watch, unable to tear my eyes away. She danced and swayed and rolled her hips seductively, dipping her fingers into Paul’s waistband to keep her balance as she bent forward and teased Derek’s crotch with her backside. Derek held her hips firmly and pressed himself against her, rolling his hips in sync with hers. The music, cocktails, and tropical air seemed to have transported them to a world where inhibitions ceased to exist – a world in which she hadn’t just been married. I was furious, but getting harder by the second, watching my wife be so sexual. She had always been so prim and proper with me. Even when she had jerked me off before, it was almost clinical. To see her behaving so wantonly stirred something else inside of me alongside my rage.

Sarah straightened up and stepped forward, straddling one of Paul’s legs. Putting one hand on the nape of his neck, she leaned back and rocked herself against his thigh. I lost sight of them in the crowd for a few moments. When I saw them again, Sarah was turned around, facing Derek, and leaning back against Paul. Paul had his face nuzzled against hers and his hands around her stomach. Sarah had her hands on Derek’s bare chest. My heart pounded even faster, seeing such a level of intimacy. Paul slid his mouth toward Sarah’s neck and kissed it gently before nudging her forward to Derek.

Sarah moved one hand to Derek’s hip, keeping the other on his bare chest. Paul pressed himself against her from behind. There was virtually no space between Sarah and her two dance partners as they wedged her between them. Sarah leaned her head back against Paul and he kissed her neck again, this time leading with his tongue. Derek lifted her chin with his finger. Sarah gazed up at him. He kissed her gently on the lips. I nearly charged the dance floor but cowardice and intrigue, in equal measure, stopped me. Derek kissed her again, this time easing his tongue between her lips. Sarah met it with hers.

I stared in disbelief. I was pretty sure in that moment that my marriage was over before it had even begun. The pair turned Sarah around to face Paul again. He wasted no time in picking up where Derek left off. He pulled Sarah close to him and kissed her passionately. Derek pulled her back against him and kissed her neck. She turned her head to the side, giving him more access to continue planting his lips along her neck and shoulders. As he did, Derek slid his hands down along the edge of her crotch from behind until his hands were pressing against the inside of her thighs, just millimeters from her pussy. Sarah pursed her lips. Paul took her by the hand and led her toward the table in the corner of the room where I had been sitting earlier in the evening.

I lost sight of them again as they walked through the crowd. I struggled for a few minutes trying to find an angle to see without being noticed. I finally ended up with my back to them using a mirror behind the bar to see them. By the time I could see what was going on, Sarah’s chest was heaving. Paul had pushed the table flush against the wall and had Sarah in the corner, mostly hidden from view. Derek stood a few feet in front of the table, blocking what he could from the crowd. Paul was sitting directly next to Sarah. I couldn’t see exactly what was going on, but it was easy to infer that he was getting her off with his hand. A few moments later, Sarah’s torso lurched forward, and she pressed her head to the table, panting heavily with her eyes closed.

Paul gave her just a moment to catch her breath before ushering her out of the corner and taking her place next to the wall. She sat back down next to him. As before, I couldn’t see exactly what was happening, but it was soon clear that she was jerking Paul’s cock. Paul scanned the club to make sure no one was looking at them. Then he put his arm around Sarah and gently guided her head toward his lap. Sarah gathered her long brown hair in her hands, holding it behind her neck with one hand, and lowered her head until it disappeared behind the table. I could see the top of my wife’s head rhythmically come into view and then disappear as she presumedly bobbed up and down on Paul’s cock. A few minutes later, Sarah sat back up, delicately wiping her lips.

Paul and Sarah scooted out from behind the table. Derek made his way to the corner seat, followed by my wife of less than forty-eight hours. Paul stood guard as Derek had before. Derek kissed Sarah and then said something in her ear. Sarah nodded in reply. She looked down at Derek’s lap and then back at his face, smiled, and said something. I wished that I could have heard what it was she said.  Again, Sarah gathered her hair in her hands and lowered her head to give Derek his turn in her mouth. I watched in the mirror as my wife’s head again bobbed up and down in yet another man’s lap. I put my hand in my pocket and pinned my erection against my body, gently squeezing the head of my cock as my heart was breaking. When Sarah finally sat back up, I took one more good look at her pretty face as she wiped her glistening mouth.

I waited until the three made their way back to the dance floor before finding my way out of the club unnoticed. I kept my hand in my pocket, doing my best to hide my erection as I walked back to the cabin. Once there, I immediately took my cock out and masturbated, reliving the image of Sarah going down on Derek and Paul. I imagined the parts I couldn’t see. I didn’t last long before I came into the bathroom sink. It was a pitiful scene, me looking into the little bathroom mirror with my pants around my ankles, holding my cock as it went flaccid. I had no idea what to do. Shamefully, I did nothing. I went back to bed and waited.

Unsurprisingly, I couldn’t sleep. About an hour later, I heard the laughter of people trying to keep their voices down in the hall. And then I heard voices next door. I could tell one was female and even though I prayed it wasn’t my Sarah, I could only assume it was. I couldn’t hear what was being said, but they didn’t talk for long. The room soon became quiet. My anxiety rose as quickly as the decibels dropped. I had to know. In almost a panic, I got out of bed and quietly went onto the balcony to see if I could hear anything from next door. I thought I could maybe hear something, but it was hard to tell. There was too much ambient noise coming from the wind in the courtyard several stories below.

I looked to the balcony next door. It was quite close. It was risky, but I was confident I could make my way across. If I was wrong, though, the fall to the courtyard below would mean certain death or disability. “Don’t look down,” I whispered to myself, stretching my leg from one parapet to the other. With my hand, I got a hold on the wall and pulled myself across. Safely on Derek and Paul’s balcony, with my heart still pounding in my chest, I was delighted to find their balcony door not only unlocked, but wide open with the curtain closed.

“Oh fuck,” I heard one of the guys moan. “Just like that.”

There was a very small slit where the curtains came together. Shifting my head from side to side let me catch small glimpses of what was going on inside. I was looking at Derek’s naked backside. I could see that Paul was fucking a woman from behind, but all I could see of her was the back half of her body as she was taken from both ends on her hands and knees. I couldn’t see her face.

But then I heard her voice, untainted by the thin walls of the ship’s cabin. “Ooh, yes.” It was Sarah.

A phone beeped across the room and Derek moved to check it. Then I finally saw my wife naked for the first time. She was so beautiful. And she was being fucked from behind by a man named Paul.

“Yes,” she cooed, rising up on her knees, reaching up and behind her to put her hand on the nape of his neck as he fucked her. “Fuck me, baby.”

Paul grabbed her shoulders and fucked her hard. The sound of their bodies clapping together filled the room. Derek looked on intermittently, almost disinterested, still fiddling with his phone, like he had threesomes every day. I don’t’ know. Maybe he did. As my wife’s moans began to crescendo, Paul pushed Sarah’s head into the mattress as he finished her off.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Sarah cried as she came.

“Damn, girl,” Paul said. “I almost feel sorry for your husband.”

“Come here,” Sarah said, crawling across the bed on all fours toward Derek.

Derek was finishing up on his phone but took the necessary steps toward my wife so that she could reach what she was after. Sarah took his impressively large cock and guided it to her mouth. She sucked it until she seemed to be sure it was as hard as it could get and then turned around on the bed, presenting herself to be fucked. Derek obliged her and eased himself inside of her, making him the second man to penetrate my wife since we took our wedding vows.

Sarah’s body clenched and she moaned, “Oh my god. You’re so fucking big. Ooh, fuck me.”

Derek seemed to know what he was doing. He fucked her slowly and rhythmically rather than pounding her with youthful bravado. Paul got on his knees in front of Sarah as Derek fucked her. She willingly took his cock in her mouth, her head moving in time with Derek’s thrusts.

“Paul,” Derek ordered. “Get under there and lick her pussy.”

Paul didn’t waste any time. The three of them all repositioned themselves so that Paul and Sarah were in a sixty-nine while Derek fucked her.

“Yes,” Sarah moaned. “Oh god.”

It was then that I noticed I had been rubbing my cock through my pants as I watched my wife’s debauchery. I surrendered to the fact that I was going to jerk off watching my new bride cheat on me with two men we’d only met hours before. Just after I pulled my cock out, I heard Sarah gasp. At first, I was scared that she somehow saw me through the crack in the curtain, but that wasn’t the case. I looked closer and Saw that Derek had his finger in her ass.

“Oooooo,” she whimpered in a high-pitched whine.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you baby girl?” Derek scowled confidently. Sarah pursed her lips and nodded her head in the affirmative. He continued fucking her slowly and steadily, all the while using his finger to play with her ass while Paul tongued her clit.

“I gonna come!” Sarah panted, almost hyperventilating. “Yes…Yes…YES!”

Sarah bucked back hard against Derek’s cock, drawing out her orgasm. She collapsed onto Paul’s body, catching her breath. Before she could begin to recover, Derek and Paul guided her up to Paul’s lap. Derek fed her his cock while Paul took a turn inside of her. A few moments later, Paul rolled Sarah over on her back and pinned her knees to her shoulders as he fucked her. Derek wandered off again. I couldn’t see what he was doing. It wasn’t long before I could see him again. He tossed something to Paul. It appeared to be a small plastic squeeze bottle. Paul opened it and squeezed out a stream of oil between Sarah’s legs. He pressed the tip of his dick to my wife’s asshole.

“I bet you were a beautiful bride,” he said, slowly inserting his cock.

“Oh fuck,” Sarah groaned. “Do it.”

Paul started slowly fucking her ass, easing his cock deeper and deeper as he went. Sarah leaned her head back over the edge of the bed. Derek kneeled over her, stroking his long shaft and dipping his balls into her mouth. Sarah continued moaning as she took Paul in her back door. Derek climbed back on the bed and laid down next to them. He grabbed Sarah by the arm and pulled her toward him, signaling he wanted her on top of him. Paul and Sarah obliged. I almost came watching Sarah slowly slide down Derek’s huge pole. I couldn’t imagine how she was not just taking all of him inside of her but doing it with such ease and such pleasure. With each stroke, she retook almost his entire length, over and over. I could see her abs clench and veins bulge in her neck and hear her guttural moans as she used his cock for her pleasure.

“Oh, God,” she groaned, slowly savoring Derek’s every inch. “I’m gonna come again…oh, fuck…oh…”

Sarah eased down onto Derek’s chest, breathing deeply and looking like she was in a trance. As she lay in repose, Derek still inside her, Paul moved behind her and pressed his cock to her asshole once again. Sarah grunted as he pushed his cock inside.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered, squeezing the tip of my cock. I was lost in the moment. All of the anger, confusion, and disbelief I had been feeling melted away as I watched the most beautiful woman I knew find such pleasure in having two men inside of her at once.

Derek and Paul took their time, gradually fucking Sarah harder and faster. Her grunts and moans and whimpers grew accordingly. Paul started grunting. It was clear he was about to come.

“Yes,” Sarah begged. “Come in ass! Come in my ass!”

“Aaaahhhh,” Paul growled as he did just that. “Oh fuck!”

Spent, Paul laid down next to the other two. Sarah sat up on Derek’s lap and started grinding her clit into him, using one hand on his stomach and another on his leg to balance herself as she used him like a woman possessed.

I was the next to come. My load shot out from me like a bullet from a gun. I could actually hear it hit the back of the curtains. I tried not to moan any louder than a whisper, praying that they wouldn’t hear me over the sounds of their lovemaking. I was quickly reassured as it became clear that Derek was about to come as well.

“Fuck,” he growled, holding onto my wife’s hips, holding her down on his cock and grinding with her.

“Yes,” Sarah demanded. “Come inside me!”

“Fuuuuucccckkkk,” Derek moaned as he gave my wife what she wanted.

“Yes!” she answered, coming yet again.

No one spoke for several moments. I stood there looking at my wife, resting between two naked black men. I had never seen such a look of contentment on her face before. My jealousy and anger never returned but in the place where I once had hope for a wonderful future with a loving wife, there was only heartache. I quietly pulled my pants back up. I waited for my wife and her lovers to start moving around before starting to make my way back across to the other balcony. After I slipped, it took just over two seconds for my body to fall the six stories to the courtyard. The story made the national news for a day. Derek and Paul spent the rest of the cruise consoling my grieving wife. Repeatedly.
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