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Arrival and First Glance



The tropical air hit Chloe like a warm, humid embrace as she and Ryan stepped off the shuttle bus at the resort entrance. Palm fronds rustled overhead, and the distant crash of waves mixed with soft calypso music drifting from the open-air lobby. It was their first real vacation in years— a luxurious all-inclusive in the Caribbean, booked to celebrate Ryan’s promotion and give them a break from the daily grind of suburban life and parenting their two young kids back home. Chloe smoothed down her sundress, the light fabric clinging slightly to her 5’6” curvy frame, her full DD breasts shifting with the movement and her soft belly a gentle reminder of the body that had once been a cheerleader’s but now carried the beautiful marks of motherhood. Her long wavy blonde hair caught the breeze, and her blue eyes scanned the vibrant surroundings with a mix of excitement and quiet relief.

Ryan, with his average build and slight dad-bod belly straining against his polo shirt, grinned as he wheeled their suitcases. “This place looks even better than the photos, babe. A full week of nothing but sun, sand, and us.” He leaned in to kiss her cheek, his touch familiar and comforting, though lately their intimate moments had grown predictable—quick, loving, but never quite satisfying the deeper ache that had started building inside her over the past year.

They approached the check-in desk, where a smiling staff member handed them leis and welcome drinks. As Chloe sipped the fruity rum punch, her gaze wandered across the lobby toward a tall figure directing a group of guests toward the activities board. He was impossible to miss: 6’4” of ripped, chiseled muscle under a fitted resort polo that stretched across broad shoulders and a defined chest. Dark skin gleamed under the sunlight filtering through the open roof, and his confident posture radiated effortless authority. Marcus, the activities director, according to the name tag visible even from across the room. His deep laugh carried as he pointed out the infinity pool and beach access, and when his eyes—sharp and knowing—swept the lobby, they landed briefly on Chloe.

She felt it instantly: a subtle, forbidden spark igniting low in her belly. Her thighs pressed together under the sundress as a flush crept up her neck. He was commanding, charismatic, everything her loyal mind told her she shouldn’t notice. But her body betrayed her, a warm throb pulsing between her thick thighs as she imagined, just for a second, those large hands on her. She quickly looked away, focusing on Ryan as he chatted with the receptionist about their villa upgrade.

“Chloe? Earth to Chloe,” Ryan teased gently, nudging her. “You okay? You look a little flushed already.”

“I’m fine,” she murmured, forcing a smile. “Just the heat. And the excitement.” But her blue eyes darted back once more. Marcus had turned fully now, helping an older couple with a map, his muscular arms flexing naturally. The size contrast was stark—his powerful frame dwarfing everyone around him. She swallowed hard, telling herself it was nothing. She was a married mother, prim and hesitant, devoted to Ryan. Fantasies like this had no place here.

Yet as they received their keys and followed the porter toward their beachfront villa, Chloe couldn’t shake the image of him. That deep voice, that commanding presence. A tiny voice in the back of her mind whispered that this vacation might stir things she had long suppressed.

They unpacked in the airy villa, with its king-sized bed draped in crisp white linens, private plunge pool, and direct access to the powdery sand. Ryan pulled her close for a celebratory kiss, his hands sliding down to cup her full ass. “We’re going to have so much fun, babe. Maybe we can finally relax and… you know, reconnect.” His 5-inch cock twitched against her through his shorts, a familiar but modest pressure that usually left her wanting more.

Chloe kissed him back, trying to lose herself in the moment, but her mind flashed to the tall, dark activities director. She pushed the thought away, laughing softly. “Yes, reconnecting sounds perfect.” But even as Ryan’s hands roamed, she felt that first forbidden spark smoldering deeper, her pussy already growing slick with unexpected arousal from a single glance across a crowded lobby.

Later that afternoon, they wandered the resort grounds. Ryan suggested checking out the welcome activities board near the main pool. Chloe’s heart skipped when she saw Marcus again, now standing confidently in the center of a small crowd, explaining the day’s schedule in that rich, resonant voice. Up close, he was even more imposing—his ripped physique on full display in board shorts that hinted at powerful thighs and an unmistakable bulge that made her breath catch. The size contrast hit her again: this man looked like he could overpower her completely, own her in ways Ryan never could.

Marcus’s eyes found hers once more, lingering this time with a knowing smirk. “Welcome, folks. I’m Marcus, your activities director. Anything you need—kayaking, snorkeling, private lessons—just let me know. I take special care of our guests.” His gaze dropped briefly to Chloe’s curves, then back to her face, the implication subtle but electric.

Ryan chuckled obliviously. “Sounds great. We might book something tomorrow.”

Chloe nodded, her cheeks burning, nipples tightening against her bra as a rush of heat flooded her core. She was loyal, hesitant… but that spark had already begun to flicker into something hotter, more dangerous. As they walked away, she stole one last glance over her shoulder. Marcus was still watching her, his expression promising unspoken adventures.

The vacation had barely begun, and already Chloe felt her prim resolve cracking just a little.


Poolside Tease



The late afternoon sun bathed the infinity pool in a golden glow as Chloe and Ryan made their way to the welcome mixer. Laughter and the clink of glasses filled the air, mingling with the rhythmic beat of island music. Chloe had changed into her new red bikini—the one she’d bought on a whim before the trip. It hugged her curvy 5’6” frame perfectly, the halter top barely containing her full DD breasts, the high-cut bottoms accentuating her thick thighs and the soft swell of her belly. She felt exposed, a little self-conscious, but Ryan had whistled appreciatively when she stepped out of the villa, telling her she looked incredible.

They found spots near the bar. Ryan ordered drinks while Chloe scanned the crowd, her blue eyes lingering a moment too long on the tall, ripped figure moving confidently among the guests. Marcus. He wore only board shorts now, his dark, chiseled physique on full display—broad shoulders, carved abs, powerful arms that looked like they could lift her without effort. The size contrast was impossible to ignore. Compared to Ryan’s average build and slight dad-bod, Marcus looked like a god among men.

Ryan handed her a fruity cocktail. “To a week of paradise,” he toasted, clinking glasses. His eyes roamed her body with clear appreciation, but the familiar warmth in her belly felt… different tonight. Muted.

Before she could respond, a deep, resonant voice cut through the chatter. “Well, hello again. Chloe and Ryan, right? I never forget a beautiful face.”

Marcus stood right beside them, towering over Ryan by nearly a foot. His charismatic smile flashed white against his dark skin as he extended a large hand first to Ryan, then to Chloe. When his fingers closed around hers, they swallowed her smaller palm completely. The touch sent an involuntary shiver down her spine, heat pooling low in her core.

“Marcus,” he said smoothly, his gaze locking onto Chloe’s blue eyes with an intensity that made her thighs clench. “Activities director, and tonight I’m making sure everyone has a good time. Especially our lovely guests in red.” His eyes dipped deliberately to her bikini, tracing the swell of her breasts and the curve of her hips before returning to her face. The look was shameless, hungry, and unmistakably dominant.

Chloe’s breath hitched. “Nice to see you again,” she managed, her voice softer than she intended. She could feel her nipples hardening against the thin fabric of her top, a flush creeping across her chest.

Ryan chuckled, seemingly unbothered. “Great timing. We were just talking about booking something fun tomorrow.”

Marcus’s smirk widened as he leaned casually against the bar, his muscular arm brushing Chloe’s shoulder. The contact was electric. “Plenty of options. But first, let’s get you both relaxed. Dance with me, Chloe? The mixer’s just getting started.”

Before she could protest, his large hand settled on the small of her back—possessive, warm—and guided her toward the open deck where couples were swaying to the music. Ryan watched from the bar, drink in hand, a small, curious smile on his face. He didn’t object. If anything, he looked intrigued.

On the deck, Marcus pulled her close. Not scandalously so, but close enough that she felt the heat radiating from his ripped body. One of his hands rested low on her hip, the other holding hers as they moved. He was a head taller, making her feel small, delicate, utterly feminine next to his powerful frame.

“You’re stunning in that bikini,” he murmured, his deep voice vibrating through her. “Most wives come here hiding behind one-pieces. You… you’re not afraid to show off what you’ve got. Thick thighs, full tits, that soft little belly. Real woman’s body. I like that.”

Chloe’s heart pounded. The vulgar compliment should have offended her—she was prim, loyal, a stay-at-home mom—but instead it sent a rush of slick heat between her legs. “I… thank you,” she whispered, her blue eyes flicking up to meet his. “Ryan picked it out.”

Marcus chuckled low, his breath warm against her ear. “Ryan’s a lucky man. But between us… I bet he doesn’t make you feel like this.” His hand slid a fraction lower, fingers grazing the top of her bikini bottoms. “I can tell by the way you’re breathing. Heart racing. Pussy getting wet already, isn’t it?”

She gasped softly, stumbling slightly in his arms. No one had ever spoken to her like that—certainly not Ryan, whose lovemaking was gentle and brief. Marcus’s words were filthy, direct, and they made her clit throb with need. “Marcus… I’m married,” she protested weakly, even as her body pressed closer, her full breasts brushing his hard chest.

“I know,” he replied, voice dripping with confidence. “That’s what makes it fun. Married white wives like you come here all prim and proper, but deep down you’re dying for a real man to take control. To stretch that tight little pussy with something a real man packs.”

Chloe’s knees nearly buckled. How did he know? Had he noticed Ryan’s modest size somehow? The size contrast hit her like a wave—Marcus’s massive bulge pressing against her stomach through his board shorts, thick and heavy even while soft. It dwarfed anything she’d felt before. Her mind flashed to what that 11-inch BBC would feel like, and fresh arousal soaked her bikini bottoms.

From the bar, Ryan watched intently, his own cock stirring in his shorts. He didn’t look angry—just fascinated, a flush on his cheeks as he sipped his drink and observed his wife in the arms of the dominant black bull.

Marcus spun her gently, then pulled her back in, his hand now openly cupping her ass cheek. “Feel that?” he whispered. “That’s what a real cock feels like. Thick, heavy, ready to own you. By the end of this trip, you’ll be begging me to breed that married pussy. Fill you up with my superior seed while your husband watches and cleans every drop.”

A soft whimper escaped her lips. The verbal degradation, the ownership talk, the risky public flirtation right in front of everyone—it was overwhelming. Her body responded shamelessly, nipples diamond-hard, pussy clenching with empty need. She was still hesitant, still loyal on the surface, but the spark from the lobby had ignited into a roaring flame.

The song ended too soon. Marcus released her but kept one hand on her lower back as he walked her back toward Ryan. “Think about my offer for that private kayak lesson tomorrow,” he said loud enough for Ryan to hear, then leaned in one last time. “And wear something even smaller tomorrow, Chloe. I want easy access.”

He winked and sauntered off, leaving her trembling.

Ryan pulled her close immediately, his voice husky. “That looked… intense. You okay, babe?”

Chloe nodded, cheeks burning, thighs slick. “Yeah… he’s just very forward.” But inside, her mind raced with filthy images of Marcus’s massive BBC claiming her while Ryan watched. The prim, hesitant wife was starting to crack.

As the mixer continued and the sun dipped lower, Chloe couldn’t stop stealing glances across the pool. Marcus caught her eye again and smiled—that knowing, dominant smile that promised so much more.


Private Kayak Lesson



The morning sun sparkled off the calm turquoise water as Chloe and Ryan approached the small dock where Marcus waited beside two sleek kayaks. Chloe’s heart raced beneath her modest one-piece swimsuit—the most conservative option she’d packed—yet even that clung to her curvy figure, the fabric stretching across her full DD breasts and thick thighs. She told herself she’d chosen it for comfort during the activity, but deep down she knew it was a feeble attempt to maintain some shred of prim loyalty after yesterday’s poolside encounter.

Ryan kissed her cheek, his slight dad-bod pressing against her briefly. “Have fun, babe. I’ll relax by the pool and catch up on some reading. Text me when you’re back.” His voice carried a hint of excitement, eyes flicking toward Marcus with unmistakable curiosity rather than jealousy. The 5-inch cock in his swim trunks twitched faintly at the thought of his wife spending time alone with the dominant activities director.

Marcus stood tall and imposing at 6’4”, his ripped ex-athlete physique glistening with a light sheen of sunscreen. Board shorts hung low on his narrow hips, doing nothing to hide the heavy outline of his massive 11-inch BBC. He flashed that charismatic, knowing smile as he helped Chloe into the front seat of the tandem kayak, his large dark hands lingering on her waist far longer than necessary.

“Ready for your private lesson, Chloe?” His deep voice rumbled close to her ear as he pushed off from the dock, paddling with powerful, effortless strokes that sent the kayak gliding smoothly across the glassy water. Ryan waved from the shore, shrinking quickly into the distance.

Alone now on the vast turquoise expanse, the resort fading behind them, the air felt thicker, charged. Marcus’s presence filled the small space. Every time he leaned forward to paddle, his broad chest brushed the back of her head, and she could smell his clean, masculine scent mixed with the salt air.

He guided her technique at first—firm hands covering hers on the paddle, correcting her grip, his muscular arms caging her in. “Like this,” he murmured, voice low and intimate. “Nice and rhythmic. Feel how I control the motion?” His hips shifted behind her, and she felt it—the thick, heavy weight of his BBC pressing against the small of her back through the thin fabric separating them. Even soft, it was enormous, dwarfing anything Ryan had ever offered. The size contrast made her pussy clench involuntarily, a fresh gush of wetness soaking her swimsuit.

Chloe’s breath quickened. “Marcus… this is just a kayak lesson, right?”

He chuckled, the sound vibrating through her body. “Of course. But lessons come in many forms.” One hand left the paddle and rested boldly on her hip, fingers tracing the curve where her thick thigh met her ass. “Yesterday at the pool, I could smell how wet you got when I told you the truth. Your husband’s little white cock doesn’t satisfy you anymore, does it? Five pathetic inches that barely stretch that married pussy.”

She gasped, gripping the paddle tighter as heat flooded her cheeks and her clit throbbed. The open water made everything feel dangerously exposed, yet no one was around to hear. “I… I love Ryan,” she whispered, but her voice lacked conviction, her body betraying her with another rush of slick arousal.

“I know you do,” Marcus replied smoothly, his hand sliding higher, cupping the underside of one full breast through her swimsuit. “Loyal little wife on the outside. But inside you’re a size queen waiting to wake up. You felt my cock against you yesterday. You know it’s thicker than your wrist and longer than your forearm. Imagine what it would do to this tight white cunt.”

His fingers pinched her nipple lightly, rolling it until she moaned softly. The kayak rocked gently with their movements. Chloe’s blue eyes fluttered half-closed as waves of forbidden pleasure rippled through her. She should stop him. She was still hesitant, still the prim stay-at-home mom who had never cheated. But his touch, his voice, the overwhelming dominance of his ripped black body behind her—it was intoxicating.

“Marcus, please…” she breathed, not sure if she was begging him to stop or continue.

“Please what?” He leaned in closer, lips brushing her ear while his free hand dipped between her legs, pressing the soaked fabric of her swimsuit against her swollen pussy lips. “Please finger this needy hole while your husband waits back at the resort? Or please bend you over this kayak and stretch you open with my superior BBC until you forget his name?”

Two thick fingers pushed the swimsuit aside and slid along her slick folds, circling her clit with expert pressure. Chloe cried out, her back arching as the first real sparks of overwhelming pleasure hit her. No one had ever touched her with such confident skill. Ryan’s fumbling attempts paled instantly in comparison.

“You’re dripping for me already,” Marcus growled, voice thick with lust. “Such a greedy little married slut. Bet Ryan never makes you this wet. Never makes you squirt. But I will. I’m going to own this pussy, Chloe. Fill it with load after load of my thick black cum until your belly swells with my baby. Breeding talk gets you off, doesn’t it? I can feel you clenching around my fingers.”

His words—filthy, degrading, possessive—pushed her closer to the edge. He pumped two fingers deep inside her, curling them against her G-spot while his thumb worked her clit. The kayak drifted lazily, the only sounds her ragged moans and the gentle lap of water against the hull.

“Oh god… Marcus… I shouldn’t…” But her hips rocked back against his hand, chasing the building pressure. Her full DD breasts heaved, nipples rock-hard, soft belly quivering as the first orgasm of the trip built rapidly.

“Come for me, white wife,” he commanded, biting lightly at her neck. “Show me how badly you need a real man.”

The climax crashed over her without warning. Chloe’s body convulsed, thighs clamping around his wrist as she squirted hard for the first time in her life, hot fluid soaking his hand and the bottom of the kayak. She cried out loudly, blue eyes rolling back, long blonde hair whipping in the breeze as wave after wave of overstimulation ripped through her curvy frame.

Marcus didn’t stop, milking every spasm until she was whimpering and trembling in his arms. Only then did he withdraw his fingers, bringing them to her lips. “Taste how wet you got for BBC, Chloe. Clean them.”

She obeyed without thinking, sucking his thick digits clean, the tangy flavor of her own arousal mixing with the salt air. Shame and lust warred inside her, but lust was winning.

As they slowly paddled back toward the resort, Marcus’s massive bulge pressed insistently against her. “That was just a preview,” he murmured. “Tonight, after dinner, tell Ryan you want a moonlit beach walk with me. I’m not done with you yet. And neither is that greedy pussy.”

Chloe sat there dazed, pussy still pulsing, thighs slick with her juices. The hesitant, loyal wife had just shattered on a black man’s fingers in the middle of the ocean. Ryan would be waiting back at the villa, supportive and eager to hear every detail… or so she hoped.

The kayak lesson had crossed a dangerous line, and Chloe already knew she wanted—needed—more.


Nighttime Beach Walk



After a candlelit dinner on the resort terrace, Ryan leaned across the table and took Chloe’s hand, his voice gentle yet laced with unmistakable excitement. “You’ve seemed… different since that kayak lesson today, babe. More alive. If you want to take that moonlit beach walk with Marcus, I’m completely okay with it. In fact, I think you should go.”

Chloe’s blue eyes widened, her cheeks flushing under the soft lighting. She was still wearing the sundress from dinner, the thin fabric doing little to hide how her full DD breasts rose and fell with each quick breath. The memory of Marcus’s thick fingers buried inside her on the kayak, the way she had squirted helplessly while he talked about breeding her, made her pussy throb anew. “Ryan… are you sure? He’s so… forward.”

Ryan smiled, a small bulge already visible in his shorts. “I saw how you looked at him by the pool yesterday. And today… whatever happened out there, it turned you on. I love you, Chloe. If this makes you feel good, I want to support it. Just… tell me everything when you get back?”

His supportive words, combined with the subtle humiliation of admitting he knew she needed more than his 5-inch cock, sent a fresh ripple of arousal through her. The prim, hesitant wife she had been just days ago felt further away than ever.

She nodded, heart hammering. “Okay. I’ll go.”

Marcus was waiting near the beach path as arranged, his 6’4” ripped frame silhouetted against the moonlight. He wore only loose linen shorts, his dark, chiseled torso gleaming under the silver glow. The moment Chloe approached, he took her hand in his much larger one and led her down the soft sand, away from the resort lights.

The night air was warm and fragrant with salt and tropical flowers. Waves lapped gently at the shore as they walked in silence for a few minutes, the only sound their footsteps and the distant music from the resort.

Then Marcus stopped, turning her to face him. His large hands settled on her hips, pulling her close so her soft belly and heavy breasts pressed against his hard abs. “Your husband sent you to me like a good little cuck,” he murmured, voice low and commanding. “Smart man. He knows that tiny white dick can’t satisfy a woman like you anymore.”

Chloe shivered, her blue eyes meeting his intense gaze. “Marcus… this is crazy. I’m married. I have kids. I shouldn’t be here.”

“Yet here you are,” he growled, one hand sliding up to cup her full breast, thumb brushing her already-hard nipple through the dress. “Soaking wet again, I bet. Let’s find out.” Without waiting, he slipped his other hand under her dress, fingers tracing up her thick thigh until they reached her bare pussy—no panties. She had removed them after dinner, telling herself it was for comfort in the heat, but the truth was far filthier.

Marcus chuckled darkly as he found her dripping folds. “No panties for your bull? Such a shameless married slut already.” Two thick fingers parted her slick lips and pushed inside her in one smooth motion, curling instantly against her G-spot.

Chloe moaned loudly, knees buckling as she clung to his muscular arms. The size contrast was overwhelming—his fingers alone felt thicker and more filling than Ryan’s entire cock. He pumped them slowly at first, then faster, the wet squelching sounds mixing with the waves.

“Look at me while I finger-fuck this married white cunt,” he ordered, his free hand gripping her chin. “Tell me how much better it feels than your husband’s pathetic little prick.”

“It… it feels so much better,” she gasped, hips rocking shamelessly against his hand. “Bigger… deeper… oh god, Marcus, I’m already close.”

He added a third finger, stretching her deliciously, his thumb grinding circles on her swollen clit. “That’s right. This pussy was made for BBC. Ryan’s never made you squirt, has he? Never made you lose control like the dirty size queen you really are.”

The dirty talk, the risky exposure on the open beach where anyone could walk by, the verbal degradation of her husband—it all combined into an explosive cocktail. Chloe’s curvy body trembled, her long blonde hair whipping in the sea breeze as the orgasm built rapidly.

Marcus sensed it. He dropped to one knee in the sand, hiking her dress up to her waist. “Come on my fingers, Chloe. Squirt for your bull right here on the beach.”

His fingers thrust harder, faster, the heel of his palm slapping wetly against her clit. Chloe cried out, her blue eyes rolling back as the climax slammed into her. She squirted hard, clear fluid gushing over Marcus’s hand and onto the sand in powerful spurts. Her thick thighs shook violently, full DD breasts heaving as wave after wave of overstimulation ripped through her, leaving her gasping and whimpering his name.

Marcus didn’t stop until she was a trembling mess, then he stood, bringing his soaked fingers to her mouth. “Clean your mess, slut.”

She sucked them obediently, tasting her own tangy squirt mixed with his skin, her body still buzzing.

But he wasn’t finished. He pulled her down onto the soft sand with him, positioning her on her back. His massive bulge strained against his shorts as he freed his 11-inch thick BBC. It sprang out heavy and veined, the dark shaft throbbing, the head glistening with precum. The size was obscene next to her smaller white hand when he guided her fingers around it—she could barely close them.

“Feel what a real man’s cock is like,” he said, voice rough with lust. “Stroke it while I finger you again. Get used to it, because soon this BBC is going to ruin your pussy for your husband forever.”

Chloe’s hand moved up and down the massive length in awe, the weight and heat of it making her mouth water. Marcus plunged three fingers back into her soaked cunt, pumping relentlessly as she jerked him off under the moonlight. Another orgasm crashed over her quickly, her squirting juices soaking his wrist and the sand beneath them while she moaned like a whore.

Only when she was limp and panting did Marcus tuck his still-hard cock away. He helped her to her feet, kissing her deeply for the first time—possessive, dominating, claiming her mouth the way he planned to claim her body.

“Tomorrow,” he whispered against her lips, “I’m texting you. Secluded cabana. You’re going to take this BBC for the first time while your husband waits anxiously back at the villa. And when you come back leaking my cum, Ryan’s going to drop to his knees and clean every drop while you tell him exactly how I owned you.”

Chloe nodded weakly, legs shaky, pussy still clenching with aftershocks. The hesitant, loyal wife was gone. In her place was a woman rapidly becoming addicted to the dominant black bull who had just made her squirt twice on a public beach.

She walked back to the villa on unsteady legs, already rehearsing how she would describe every filthy detail to Ryan… and how eagerly he would listen.

The kayak lesson had crossed a dangerous line, and Chloe already knew she wanted—needed—more.


The Secret Cabana Encounter



Chloe’s phone buzzed on the nightstand just after 9 p.m. She was still flushed from the beach walk, her pussy tender and slick from the two shattering orgasms Marcus had forced from her on the sand. Ryan lay beside her in bed, reading, but his eyes kept drifting to her with that same supportive, aroused curiosity.

The text was simple: Cabana 7. Now. Wear nothing under that sundress. Husband stays here.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was it—the line she had sworn she would never cross. She was a 32-year-old married mother, still supposed to be prim and loyal. Yet her thick thighs were already pressing together, fresh wetness coating her folds at the thought of Marcus’s 11-inch BBC.

“I… he wants me to meet him,” she whispered to Ryan, showing him the screen.

Ryan’s breath hitched, his 5-inch cock twitching visibly in his boxers. “Go, babe. I’ll wait right here. Just… come back and tell me everything. I want to hear every detail.” His voice was husky, eyes bright with voyeuristic hunger.

Chloe slipped out of the villa on shaky legs, the thin sundress whispering against her bare skin—no bra, no panties. The night air kissed her hard nipples and swollen pussy lips as she hurried along the dimly lit path toward the secluded row of beach cabanas.

Cabana 7 was the last one, tucked behind swaying palms, completely private. Marcus stood in the open doorway, towering and shirtless, his ripped dark physique illuminated by soft lantern light. His board shorts bulged obscenely.

“About time, white wife,” he rumbled, pulling her inside and sliding the canvas door shut. The cabana was luxurious—a wide daybed draped in white linens, sheer curtains billowing in the breeze, the sound of waves just yards away. “Strip.”

Chloe’s hands trembled as she lifted the sundress over her head, baring her curvy body: full DD breasts with stiff pink nipples, soft belly, thick thighs, and her smooth, dripping pussy. She stood naked before the dominant black bull, suddenly feeling small and utterly exposed.

Marcus’s eyes devoured her. “Fuck, look at you. Former cheerleader turned desperate MILF. Those fat tits, that juicy ass, that married white cunt already leaking for BBC.” He shoved his shorts down, and his massive 11-inch cock sprang free—thick as her wrist, veined, heavy balls swinging beneath. The size contrast was brutal next to Ryan’s modest 5 inches.

“On your knees,” he commanded.

Chloe dropped instantly, mesmerized. She wrapped both hands around the throbbing shaft, still unable to fully close her fingers. The heat and weight made her mouth water. She licked the fat head, tasting the salty precum, then stretched her lips wide and took him in. Marcus groaned, one large hand tangling in her long blonde hair as he guided her deeper.

“That’s it, suck your bull’s cock. Get it nice and sloppy for your first breeding.” He thrust gently, feeding more of his girth past her lips until she gagged, drool running down her chin and dripping onto her heaving breasts. “Ryan could never stretch your pretty throat like this. Pathetic little white dick doesn’t deserve this mouth.”

Tears pricked her blue eyes from the stretch, but she sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, worshipping the superior black cock that was about to ruin her. Marcus face-fucked her for several long minutes, the wet glucking sounds filling the cabana, before he pulled her off with a pop.

“On the bed. Ass up.”

Chloe scrambled onto all fours, arching her back and presenting her soaked pussy. Marcus knelt behind her, rubbing the massive head up and down her slick folds, coating himself in her juices.

“Beg for it,” he growled.

“Please, Marcus… please fuck me with your big black cock,” she whimpered, voice breaking with need. “I need it so bad. Ryan’s too small… I’m a size queen now. Please breed me.”

With a satisfied grunt, Marcus pushed forward. The thick head breached her entrance, stretching her married pussy wider than it had ever been stretched. Chloe cried out, fingers clawing the sheets as inch after thick inch sank inside her—slow, relentless, unstoppable. The burn was exquisite, pleasure bordering on pain as her walls clenched and fluttered around the invading BBC.

“Fuuuuck, so tight,” Marcus groaned, bottoming out with several inches still outside. “Look at that—your cunt is swallowing almost all of it already. Ryan’s tiny prick never reached this deep, did it?”

“Nooo,” Chloe moaned, pushing back greedily. “Deeper… please… own me.”

He gripped her wide hips and began to thrust—long, powerful strokes that made her full breasts swing heavily and her soft belly jiggle. Each thrust slapped his heavy balls against her clit, the wet smack of skin on skin echoing. Chloe’s eyes rolled back, mouth open in a constant moan as the massive cock rearranged her insides.

Marcus leaned over her, one hand wrapping lightly around her throat, the other reaching beneath to rub her clit. “This pussy belongs to me now. Say it.”

“It’s yours… my pussy is yours, Marcus!” she gasped, the words tumbling out between sobs of pleasure.

He fucked her harder; the daybed creaking beneath them. Chloe came violently within minutes—her first orgasm on his cock—squirting around his thickness, juices spraying onto the sheets as her walls spasmed wildly. Marcus didn’t slow, pounding through her climax, forcing her into a second, then a third in rapid succession. Overstimulation made her shake uncontrollably, tears of ecstasy streaming down her face.

“Gonna fill this married womb,” he snarled, hips slamming forward. “Gonna breed you deep, put a black baby in that soft belly while your husband waits like a good cuck.”

The breeding talk pushed her over again. Chloe screamed, squirting harder than ever as Marcus buried himself to the hilt and erupted. Thick, hot ropes of cum blasted against her cervix—load after heavy load, far more than Ryan had ever produced. She could feel her pussy swelling with the sheer volume, some of it already leaking around his shaft.

Marcus stayed buried deep through the aftershocks, grinding slowly, making sure every drop stayed inside. When he finally pulled out, a thick river of white cum poured from her gaping, ruined hole.

“Stay just like that,” he ordered, snapping a quick photo of her well-fucked pussy leaking his seed. “Now get dressed and go back to your husband. Let him see what a real man did to his wife.”

Chloe pulled the sundress back on, the fabric immediately darkening where cum continued to drip down her thighs. Her legs were jelly, her mind hazy with lust. She had been thoroughly claimed—her prim loyalty shattered, her body now addicted to BBC.

As she stumbled back toward the villa, cum still oozing from her freshly bred pussy, she knew Ryan would be waiting on his knees, eager to perform his first sloppy creampie cleanup while she described every filthy thrust.

The secret cabana encounter had changed everything.


Morning After and Cleanup



Chloe slipped back into the villa just after midnight, her legs still trembling and her sundress clinging damply to her thighs. The walk from the cabana had been a hazy, cum-soaked journey—thick globs of Marcus’s load steadily leaking from her freshly fucked pussy with every step. By the time she reached the door, the insides of her thick thighs were slick and shiny, and a wet patch had formed on the front of her dress where more seed continued to drip.

Ryan was waiting exactly as she had left him, sitting on the edge of the bed in just his boxers, his 5-inch cock already hard and tenting the fabric. His eyes widened with hungry anticipation the moment he saw her flushed face, messy blonde hair, and the obvious evidence of what had happened.

“Oh my god, babe…” he breathed, voice thick with arousal. “You really did it.”

Chloe stood before him, biting her lip, the last remnants of her prim hesitation melting away under the weight of what she had become. “I did,” she whispered, voice husky from screaming. “He fucked me, Ryan. He fucked me so hard.”

Ryan’s breath hitched. Without a word, he slid off the bed and dropped to his knees in front of her, eyes level with her cum-glazed thighs. “Show me,” he said softly, almost reverently. “Please.”

Chloe lifted the hem of her sundress slowly, revealing her swollen, well-used pussy. The puffy lips were red and gaping slightly, still stretched from the massive BBC that had ruined her. Thick, pearly white cum—far more than Ryan had ever produced—oozed steadily from her hole, running in slow, obscene rivulets down her inner thighs.

Ryan groaned at the sight, his cock twitching hard. “Fuck… look at that. He really filled you up.”

“He did,” Chloe said, gaining confidence as she watched her husband’s eager reaction. She reached down and spread her pussy lips with two fingers, pushing more of Marcus’s load out so it dripped directly onto Ryan’s waiting tongue. “Eleven inches, Ryan. So thick I thought he was going to split me in half. I came over and over—squirting everywhere while he pounded me. He called me his married white slut the whole time.”

Ryan leaned forward and dragged his tongue up her thigh, collecting a long strand of cum before moving to her dripping cunt. He lapped hungrily at the messy creampie, sucking greedily as more seed flowed into his mouth. The taste was salty, thick, and musky—completely different from anything he had ever tasted from his own loads.

Chloe moaned softly, one hand resting on his head as she continued the filthy recount. “He made me beg for it. Made me say my pussy belongs to him now. Then he bred me, Ryan. Pumped load after load right against my cervix. He kept talking about putting a black baby in my belly… and I came so hard when he said it. I squirted all over his balls while he was still coming inside me.”

Ryan whimpered against her pussy, licking deeper, his tongue pushing inside her stretched hole to scoop out every drop. The humiliation of cleaning another man’s cum from his wife’s well-fucked cunt only made him harder. His own small cock leaked precum onto the floor as he devoured the sloppy seconds.

“His cock was so much bigger,” Chloe continued breathlessly, grinding her hips against Ryan’s face. “I could feel every vein, every ridge. When he bottomed out, he was hitting places you’ve never reached. I felt so full… so owned. He made me stroke it first, and I could barely wrap my hands around it. Then he fucked me like an animal—hard, deep, relentless. I lost count of how many times I came.”

She gasped as Ryan sucked hard on her clit, the overstimulation making her thighs quiver. Another small trickle of Marcus’s cum oozed out, which Ryan eagerly swallowed.

“He took pictures,” she added, voice dropping to a filthy whisper. “Of my pussy leaking his load. He said it’s proof I’m his now. And tomorrow… he wants more. He wants to fuck me openly at the pool party.”

Ryan pulled back just enough to look up at her, his face glistening with cum and her juices. “I want that too,” he admitted, voice shaky with lust. “I want to watch him claim you. I want to clean you again afterward. God, Chloe… you look so fucking hot like this—ruined and dripping with another man’s seed.”

Chloe smiled down at him, a new dominant edge entering her tone as the size queen inside her fully awakened. “Then keep licking, cuck. Clean every drop of my bull’s superior cum out of my pussy. Taste how much better he breeds me than you ever could.”

Ryan dove back in with renewed fervor, licking and sucking until her pussy was as clean as he could make it. When he finally pulled away, his lips and chin were coated, and his cock was throbbing painfully.

Chloe pushed him onto his back on the bed and straddled his face, lowering her still-sensitive cunt onto his mouth for one final round of cleanup. As she rode his tongue gently, she described the breeding talk again in vivid detail—how Marcus had growled about knocking her up, how she had begged for his black baby, how her body had betrayed her completely.

Ryan came untouched, spurting weakly into his boxers while moaning into her pussy, the ultimate humiliation and arousal combining into an intense orgasm.

When Chloe finally climbed off, she curled up beside him, both of them breathing hard. Her hand lazily stroked his softening cock as she whispered, “This is only the beginning, Ryan. I’m addicted now. Marcus owns my pussy… and you’re going to help me get more of it.”

Ryan nodded, eyes glazed with submissive bliss. “Anything you want, babe.”

As they drifted toward sleep, Chloe’s mind was already racing ahead to tomorrow’s all-day pool party—where Marcus had promised to claim her openly in front of everyone. The thought made her pussy clench with fresh need, even after the thorough fucking and cleanup.

The morning after had sealed their new dynamic: Chloe as the shameless BBC-addicted hotwife, Ryan as her eager creampie-eating cuck, and Marcus as the dominant bull who now controlled their vacation… and perhaps their future.


All-Day Pool Marathon



The adults-only pool party was in full swing by mid-morning, the infinity pool deck pulsing with loud music, flowing drinks, and the scent of sunscreen and lust. Chloe stepped out onto the tiled area in a tiny white micro-bikini that left almost nothing to the imagination. The thin triangles barely covered her stiff pink nipples, and the bottoms were little more than strings that disappeared between her thick ass cheeks and framed her smooth, puffy pussy lips. Her curvy 5’6” body—full DD breasts, soft belly, and thick thighs—jiggled enticingly with every step. Long wavy blonde hair cascaded down her back, and her blue eyes sparkled with shameless hunger.

Ryan followed a few paces behind, wearing baggy swim trunks that did nothing to hide his growing erection. He carried their towels and a pitcher of rum punch, eyes already scanning for Marcus.

The tall, ripped bull was impossible to miss. Marcus stood at the edge of the pool like he owned the entire resort, 6’4” of dark, chiseled muscle glistening under the sun. His board shorts bulged heavily with the outline of his 11-inch BBC. The moment his sharp eyes landed on Chloe, a predatory grin spread across his face.

“There’s my married white slut,” he called out loud enough for nearby guests to hear. Several heads turned. Chloe’s cheeks flushed, but instead of shame, a fresh gush of wetness flooded her pussy.

Marcus didn’t waste time. He strode over, pulled Chloe against his hard body, and kissed her deeply—possessive and filthy—right in front of everyone. His large hands roamed openly over her ass, squeezing the soft flesh while his thick bulge pressed against her soft belly.

Ryan watched from a lounge chair only ten feet away, cock throbbing as other guests whispered and stared.

“On your knees, right here,” Marcus ordered, voice carrying over the music.

Chloe’s hesitation was long gone. She dropped to her knees on the warm tiles beside the pool, eyes locked on Marcus as he shoved his shorts down. His massive black cock sprang free, heavy and already half-hard, drawing gasps from onlookers. The size contrast was obscene—eleven thick inches compared to Ryan’s pathetic five.

“Suck it,” Marcus commanded. “Show everyone what a good BBC whore you’ve become.”

Chloe wrapped both hands around the base and took him into her mouth, sucking greedily. Wet, sloppy sounds filled the air as she bobbed her head, drool running down her chin and dripping onto her heaving tits. Marcus gripped her blonde hair and fucked her face with deep, deliberate thrusts, the fat head bumping the back of her throat.

“Look at your husband while you choke on my cock,” he growled.

Chloe’s blue eyes flicked to Ryan. He was openly stroking himself through his trunks, face flushed with humiliated arousal.

Marcus laughed. “Pathetic. Your wife’s mouth feels better than your little dick ever did in her pussy.” He pulled out, strings of spit connecting her lips to his glistening shaft, and hauled Chloe to her feet. “Bend over the lounge chair. Ass up for your bull.”

She obeyed instantly, bracing her hands on the chair and arching her back so her ass and dripping pussy were on full display. Marcus yanked the bikini bottoms aside and rubbed his massive cockhead up and down her slick folds.

“Tell everyone who this pussy belongs to,” he demanded.

“It’s yours, Marcus!” Chloe moaned loudly. “My married white cunt belongs to your big black cock!”

With one powerful thrust, he buried half his length inside her. Chloe cried out in ecstasy as her walls stretched obscenely around the thick invasion. Marcus didn’t ease in—he slammed forward until nearly all eleven inches were sheathed in her tight, spasming pussy. The brutal stretch made her squirt instantly, a clear arc of fluid spraying onto the tiles.

“Fuuuuck, yes!” she screamed, not caring who heard. “So deep… so much bigger than my husband!”

Marcus began pounding her without mercy—long, punishing strokes that made her full DD breasts swing wildly and her soft belly jiggle. The wet slap of his heavy balls against her clit echoed across the pool deck. Guests watched openly now, some stroking themselves, others filming discreetly on their phones.

Ryan sat transfixed, hand moving faster inside his trunks.

Marcus gripped Chloe’s hips hard enough to leave marks. “Beg me to breed you, slut. Tell your cuck husband how badly you want my black baby.”

“Please breed me!” Chloe wailed, voice breaking as another orgasm ripped through her. She squirted again, soaking Marcus’s thighs and the chair. “Pump your superior cum into my womb! Knock me up while Ryan watches!”

The breeding talk sent her over the edge repeatedly. Marcus fucked her through four squirting orgasms in rapid succession, her body convulsing and gushing each time. He finally roared and buried himself to the hilt, flooding her with the first massive creampie of the day. Thick ropes of hot cum blasted directly against her cervix, filling her so completely that it immediately began leaking out around his shaft in creamy white rivers.

He stayed inside her, grinding deep, then pulled out with a wet pop. A heavy flood of cum poured from her gaping hole onto the tiles.

“Clean her, cuck,” Marcus ordered Ryan.

Ryan dropped to his knees without hesitation and buried his face between Chloe’s trembling thighs, lapping up the sloppy creampie while guests cheered and laughed. Chloe moaned, pushing back against her husband’s tongue as she described every thrust in filthy detail.

But Marcus wasn’t done. He flipped Chloe onto her back on the lounge chair, spread her legs wide, and drove back into her cum-filled pussy in one stroke. The second round was even rougher—overstimulating her swollen clit with his thumb while he railed her. She came again and again, squirting uncontrollably, her screams echoing as multiple creampies were pumped into her over the next hours.

Throughout the long afternoon, Marcus claimed her openly in every position: bent over the bar, riding him reverse cowgirl in the shallow end of the pool with water splashing around them, even pressed against the glass railing overlooking the ocean while other guests watched from below. Each time he filled her with another load, Ryan was there on his knees afterward, eagerly performing sloppy creampie cleanup while Chloe verbally degraded him.

“You’ll never satisfy me again,” she panted between orgasms, riding Marcus’s cock in full view of everyone. “Your little white dick is useless now. Only BBC can make me squirt like this.”

By late afternoon, Chloe was a trembling, cum-drenched mess—bikini long discarded, body covered in a sheen of sweat and drying cum, pussy swollen and leaking steadily. She had lost count of her orgasms and the number of times Marcus had bred her. Her soft belly felt bloated from the sheer volume of seed inside her.

Marcus finally pulled her close for a deep, claiming kiss while she sat impaled on his still-hard cock. “Say it loud, slut.”

“I’m your owned BBC whore!” Chloe cried out shamelessly. “Breed me whenever you want. My husband is just my cleanup cuck now!”

The crowd erupted in applause and cheers.

As the sun began to dip, Marcus whispered in her ear, “Tomorrow’s snorkel trip. I’m pulling you away to a hidden cove. Be ready to get fucked even harder while your husband watches from the boat.”

Chloe could only moan in agreement, already craving more.

The all-day pool marathon had broken her completely. She was no longer the prim, hesitant wife—she was Marcus’s shameless, addicted, breeding-obsessed BBC slut, and Ryan was happily along for the humiliating ride.


Resort Excursion Risk



The group snorkel boat bobbed gently on the turquoise water the next morning, the sun already hot on everyone’s skin. About twenty guests chatted excitedly as the captain steered toward the reef. Chloe stood at the railing in a skimpy red bikini that barely contained her full DD breasts, the bottoms riding high on her thick thighs and framing the swollen, still-tender lips of her well-used pussy. Her long blonde hair was tied back, blue eyes hidden behind sunglasses, but nothing could hide the constant flush on her cheeks or the way her nipples poked visibly against the thin fabric.

Ryan stayed close, his dad-bod looking modest next to the other men, a permanent semi pressing against his swim trunks from the knowledge of what was coming. Marcus, as the activities director leading the excursion, moved confidently among the guests in nothing but tight board shorts that did nothing to conceal his massive 11-inch bulge.

Halfway to the main reef, Marcus caught Chloe’s eye and gave a single commanding nod toward the side of the boat. Her heart raced. She slipped her mask and snorkel on, pretending to adjust it, then slid into the warm water with the rest of the group. Ryan followed, but Marcus quickly steered the boat a short distance away from the main snorkel spot.

“Stay with the group,” Marcus told the captain loudly. “I’m taking a few guests to a private cove for a better view.”

No one questioned the tall, authoritative black man. Within minutes, he had Chloe and Ryan in a smaller inflatable dinghy, paddling toward a secluded rocky cove hidden behind a cluster of large boulders and overhanging palms. The main boat drifted farther away, voices fading until only the gentle lap of waves remained.

The moment they reached the shallow, sandy bottom of the hidden cove, Marcus hauled Chloe out of the dinghy and onto a flat rock ledge just above the waterline. Ryan was left sitting in the small boat only twenty feet away, forced to watch helplessly.

“Time to get properly ruined again,” Marcus growled, ripping Chloe’s bikini top off and tossing it aside. Her heavy breasts spilled free, nipples already rock-hard. He shoved the bottoms down her thick thighs and kicked them away, leaving her completely naked in the bright sunlight.

Chloe’s blue eyes were glazed with lust. “Please, Marcus… fuck me hard. I need your BBC.”

Marcus shoved his board shorts down, his massive black cock springing out thick and veined, the head already glistening. The size contrast was stark and humiliating in the open air—his 11-inch monster dwarfing anything Ryan could ever offer. He spun Chloe around, bent her over the rock, and slammed into her soaked pussy in one brutal thrust.

Chloe screamed in ecstasy, the sound echoing loudly across the water. “Oh my god! So fucking big!”

Marcus gripped her hips and began pounding her with savage force—deep, punishing strokes that made her full ass ripple and her soft belly press against the warm rock. Each thrust drove the fat head against her cervix, the wet slap of his heavy balls against her clit ringing out clearly.

From the dinghy, Ryan watched with wide eyes, stroking his small cock slowly, unable to look away as his wife was railed mercilessly by the dominant bull.

“Listen to her moan for me, cuck!” Marcus shouted toward Ryan. “This is what a real man sounds like when he fucks your wife.” He reached around and rubbed Chloe’s swollen clit roughly, forcing her into the first shattering orgasm within seconds. She squirted hard, clear fluid spraying onto the rock and into the shallow water as her walls clamped and spasmed around the thick BBC.

“Again!” Marcus demanded, never slowing his pace. He fucked her through the orgasm, then a second, then a third—each one louder and wetter than the last. Chloe’s screams of “I’m cumming! I’m squirting!” bounced off the rocks and carried over the water toward the distant snorkel boat. Anyone listening would know exactly what was happening.

The rough overstimulation made her legs shake violently. Marcus yanked her upright by her hair, one strong arm wrapping around her throat in a light chokehold while he continued slamming into her from behind. His free hand mauled her swinging breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples.

“Tell your husband how much better I breed you,” he snarled in her ear, loud enough for Ryan to hear every word.

“Your cock is so much better!” Chloe wailed, voice hoarse. “It’s ruining my pussy! Ryan’s little white dick will never satisfy me again. Breed me, Marcus! Fill me with your black cum! Knock me up in front of him!”

The breeding talk sent her spiraling into another squirting climax. Marcus roared and buried himself to the hilt, pumping the first thick load deep into her womb. Hot, heavy ropes of cum blasted against her cervix, filling her so full that it immediately began squirting back out around his shaft with every thrust.

He didn’t pull out. Instead, he flipped her onto her back on the rock, spread her legs wide, and drove back in, fucking his own cum deeper into her. The second round was even more brutal—long, grinding strokes mixed with rapid jackhammering that had Chloe’s eyes rolling back and her body convulsing nonstop. She lost control completely, squirting in powerful arcs that splashed into the sea while she screamed his name.

Ryan sat helpless in the dinghy, jerking his pathetic cock furiously as he watched the size contrast on full display: Marcus’s dark, muscular body dominating his curvy white wife, the massive black shaft stretching her pussy obscenely with every thrust.

Marcus came a second time, flooding her again until her soft belly looked slightly swollen from the volume. Creamy white cum bubbled out of her gaping hole and ran down into the water.

Only then did he pull out, his cock still hard and shining with their mixed juices. He turned Chloe’s head toward Ryan.

“Wave to your cuck husband while my cum leaks out of you,” he ordered.

Chloe managed a weak, blissed-out smile and waved, her body trembling, pussy visibly pulsing and dripping heavy globs of cum.

Marcus laughed darkly. “We’re not done yet. One more load before we go back.”

He pulled her into the shallow water so only her upper body rested on the rock, then fucked her standing up, the waves lapping at their joined bodies. The risky exposure—knowing the main boat might drift closer at any moment—made everything more intense. Chloe came twice more, squirting into the sea while moaning loud enough for the echoes to carry.

When Marcus finally emptied his third load into her, he held her impaled on his cock for a long minute, grinding deep and whispering filthy ownership promises in her ear.

“Tonight is the last night,” he told her as he slowly withdrew, another flood of cum pouring from her ruined pussy. “I’m coming to your villa. I’m breeding you one last time in your marital bed while your cuck husband cleans us both. And then I’m making sure you stay addicted long after this trip ends.”

Chloe could only nod weakly, legs shaking, body covered in sweat and cum, her mind completely broken and owned.

Marcus helped her back into the dinghy, where Ryan immediately dropped his head between her thighs and began lapping up the fresh creampie right there on the water, the taste of multiple loads mixing on his tongue while the boat slowly made its way back toward the main group.

The risky snorkel excursion had pushed every boundary. Chloe’s loud, shameless moans had likely been heard by half the boat, and her addiction to Marcus’s BBC was now total and irreversible.


Final Night Ownership and Tease



Their last night at the resort arrived with a warm, humid breeze drifting through the open villa doors. Soft lantern light flickered across the king-sized bed where Chloe and Ryan waited. Chloe lay naked on her back, thick thighs spread, her curvy body still marked with faint bruises and love bites from the week’s relentless use. Her full DD breasts rose and fell quickly, pink nipples stiff with anticipation, her soft belly quivering. Between her legs, her pussy was swollen, puffy, and already glistening with fresh arousal.

Ryan knelt beside the bed in only his boxers, his small 5-inch cock leaking steadily into the fabric. His eyes were wide with submissive excitement, knowing this final night would cement everything they had become.

A firm knock sounded at the door. Marcus stepped inside without waiting, towering at 6’4”, his ripped dark physique on full display in nothing but loose shorts. The moment the door closed, he dropped them, letting his massive 11-inch BBC swing free—thick, veined, and already hardening at the sight of the married white wife waiting to be claimed one last time.

“On your back, legs wide,” he ordered Chloe, voice deep and commanding. “Show your cuck husband how a real man takes what’s his.”

Chloe obeyed instantly, pulling her knees back to her shoulders, exposing her dripping cunt completely. “Please, Marcus… breed me deep tonight. I need to feel you own me one more time before we leave.”

Marcus climbed onto the bed, the mattress dipping under his weight. He rubbed the fat head of his cock up and down her slick folds, teasing her swollen clit until she whimpered. Then, with one powerful thrust, he buried nearly all eleven inches inside her in a single stroke.

Chloe’s head snapped back, a loud moan tearing from her throat. “Fuuuuck! So deep… so much bigger than Ryan!”

Marcus set a brutal rhythm immediately—long, heavy strokes that made her full breasts bounce wildly and her soft belly jiggle with every impact. The wet, obscene sounds of his thick cock slamming into her cum-hungry pussy filled the villa. Ryan watched from inches away, stroking his pathetic dick as he witnessed the brutal size contrast: Marcus’s dark, muscular body dominating his wife’s curvy white frame.

“Tell him,” Marcus growled, never slowing. “Tell your husband how my BBC feels compared to his little white prick.”

“It’s ruining me!” Chloe cried out between moans, her blue eyes rolling back as the first orgasm built fast. “Your cock reaches places he never could… stretches me so full… I’m a size queen now. Ryan’s five inches feel like nothing after you!”

She came hard within minutes, squirting around the massive shaft, clear fluid spraying onto Marcus’s abs and the sheets. Marcus fucked her straight through it, pounding harder, his heavy balls slapping wetly against her ass.

Ryan leaned in closer, mesmerized. “She’s never cum like that for me,” he whispered, voice trembling with humiliated arousal.

Marcus laughed darkly and pulled out suddenly, his cock glistening with her juices. “On all fours now. Face your cuck.”

Chloe flipped over, ass high, presenting her gaping, dripping hole. Marcus mounted her from behind like an animal, gripping her wide hips and slamming back inside. The new angle let him hit even deeper, the fat head battering her cervix with every thrust. Chloe screamed in ecstasy, pushing back to meet him, her long blonde hair whipping as another squirting orgasm ripped through her.

“Beg for my seed,” Marcus demanded, one hand slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red print. “Beg me to breed this married womb while your husband watches.”

“Please breed me!” Chloe wailed, voice breaking. “Pump your thick black cum into me! Knock me up! I want your baby growing in my belly while Ryan raises it!”

The filthy breeding talk sent her spiraling again. She squirted violently, soaking the sheets as her walls milked Marcus’s cock. He roared and buried himself to the hilt, flooding her with the first massive load of the night—thick, heavy ropes blasting directly against her cervix, filling her so completely that cum immediately began leaking out around his shaft.

He kept thrusting through his orgasm, pushing the seed deeper, then pulled out with a wet pop. A flood of pearly white cum poured from her ruined pussy onto the bed.

“Clean her, cuck,” Marcus ordered.

Ryan dove forward eagerly, burying his face between Chloe’s trembling thighs. He licked and sucked greedily, swallowing load after load of the superior black cum while Chloe moaned and described every sensation.

“Taste how much he filled me,” she panted, grinding back against Ryan’s tongue. “That’s what a real breeding feels like. Your tongue will never replace that cock.”

Marcus watched with a satisfied smirk, stroking his still-hard BBC back to full thickness. Once Ryan had cleaned her as best he could, Marcus flipped Chloe onto her back again and slid back inside her cum-slick pussy in one smooth thrust.

The second round was slower but no less intense—deep, grinding strokes that kept her on the edge of overstimulation. He leaned down, capturing her mouth in a possessive kiss while he fucked her, then broke away to growl against her lips.

“You’re mine now, Chloe. This pussy, these tits, this body—owned by BBC. After you go home, I’ll be visiting. You’ll sneak away or bring your cuck along, but you’ll always come back dripping with my cum.”

Chloe nodded frantically, another orgasm building. “Yes… I’m your owned BBC slut. My marriage is yours to use. Ryan knows his place—he cleans and watches.”

Ryan whimpered in agreement, still licking stray drops of cum from her thighs.

Marcus fucked her harder again, forcing one final shattering, squirting climax from her exhausted body. As she screamed and gushed around him, he came for the second time, pumping another huge load deep into her womb until her soft belly looked visibly bloated with his seed.

When he finally pulled out, Ryan was right there, eagerly cleaning both of them—first sucking the cum from Chloe’s overflowing pussy, then licking every inch of Marcus’s spent cock clean, tasting the mix of his wife’s juices and the bull’s thick load.

Chloe lay there panting, body trembling, a blissed-out smile on her face. She reached down and stroked Ryan’s hair as he worked.

“This vacation changed everything,” she whispered, voice hoarse but satisfied. “I’m addicted to you, Marcus. I’m your shameless white slut now. We’ll find ways to keep this going back home—hotel meetups, you coming to our house when the kids are away. Ryan will clean me every single time.”

Marcus stood, pulling his shorts back on, his muscular frame towering over them both. He leaned down and gave Chloe one last deep, claiming kiss.

“Good girl. I’ll text you the flight details for my next visit. Be ready to get bred again the moment I land.” He glanced at Ryan with a smirk. “And you—keep that tongue ready. Your wife’s pussy is my property now.”

With that, he left the villa, leaving Chloe and Ryan alone in the cum-soaked bed.

Chloe pulled Ryan up and kissed him softly, tasting Marcus on his lips. “I love you,” she murmured. “But I need this. I need him.”

Ryan nodded, eyes shining with complete acceptance. “I know. And I love watching you become his.”

As they lay tangled together, Chloe’s hand resting on her cum-filled belly, she smiled into the darkness. The vacation was over, but her awakening as Marcus’s owned BBC slut had only just begun. There would be many more nights of risky, filthy breeding ahead—and she couldn’t wait.
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