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Chapter 1

The Man with the Really Big Fish

The repeating sound of crashing waves was lulling Laura to sleep as warm Jamaican breezes moved over her sun-starved body. Laura was lying on her stomach atop a colorful beach towel she'd bought in hotel the gift shop. Jack was lying next to her on his own new towel, the price tag still dangling from one corner.

Laura lifted her left eyelid a little and looked over at Jack. He was breathing quietly on his back. They were both suffering from a severe case of jetlag. They’d taken three planes, one Uber and one taxi to get to their hotel just outside Montego Bay, arriving late the previous night. By the time they’d gotten checked in and up to their room, they were both exhausted and cranky. They had barely said a word to each other as they stripped out of their clothes like zombies and fell into bed, almost instantly falling asleep.

After sleeping until almost noon, Laura and Jack had dragged themselves out of bed and got into their swimsuits. They went downstairs and took a bunch of grapes and two large bananas from the complimentary buffet, shoving the food into their drawstring bag before heading out to the beach. Unfortunately, upon exiting the hotel, they were confronted with scores of tourists and their squealing children. The cacophony hit them like a punch in the face. Jack had started to turn around and go back into the hotel, but Laura had smiled as she took his hand and turned him around. She dragged him along as she trudged down the beach in search of someplace quieter.

And now, a half hour later, Laura pried her eyes open, looking over at Jack. It took all of her will power not to close her eyes again. After a few minutes, knowing she had to move before she fell back to sleep, Laura struggled onto her back and propped herself up on her elbows. Laura looked out at the water from beneath lidded, sleepy eyes. She turned and looked down the beach at the hotel a quarter mile away, thankful to be away from the frenetic activity on the private beach behind the hotel. She and Jack had found a little strip of sand between the ocean and a dense tropical forest. There was no one around, and the only sounds were the breaking waves and the rustling of the palm fronds behind them. It was like their own private little spot.

As Laura looked out at the azure blue water, she suddenly noticed that her left breast was about to fall out of her new bikini. “Oh!” she said, looking down, a bulge of pale skin peeking out below the coral pink fabric. Laura sat up and clapped the sand off her palms, then pulled the triangle of fabric back down, centering it over her breast.

Jack opened his left eye to a slit and looked over at her. “What’s wrong?” he asked in a thick, sleepy voice.

“My suit,” Laura said, shooting him a slightly annoyed look. “I told you it didn’t fit me.” Laura fidgeted with her bikini top a little more, then said, “I never should have let you talk me into this one.” Laura shot him another look of mild, but genuine irritation.

Jack closed his eye, not seeming that interested in Laura’s swimsuit issue.

After a moment, Jack said, “Maybe your boobs are too big,” as he cracked a smile.

Laura gave him a smirk. “It’s not my boobs. It’s this suit. I think the straps are too short or something. I shoulda got that one-piece.”

Laura pulled at the spaghetti straps holding her top up, trying to stretch them a little. But the material didn’t want to yield to the alteration. Laura’s breasts weren’t overly large, but they were larger than average, and the small top didn’t seem up to the task of keeping them properly covered.

Jack watched out of the corner of his eye as Laura messed with her suit some more. “Just take it off,” he said sleepily. “They said it’s allowed.”

Laura looked over at Jack with a little half smile. “Oh, you’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“There’s no one around,” Jack mumbled, closing his eyes again.

Laura just shook her head, as if the suggestion wasn’t worth considering. But, after a few moments, Laura looked up and down the empty beach, thinking about it. The people down by the hotel were mere dots in the distance, and there was absolutely no one down the beach in the other direction.

After thinking about it for a few minutes, Laura looked over and said, “You think I should?”

“Why not,” Jack mumbled with his eyes closed. “We’ve got the whole place to ourselves.”

Laura knew going topless was allowed, but she was still a little nervous about it. She’d never gone topless. Growing up in the Pacific northwest, the opportunity had never actually presented itself. But the more she thought about it, the more she began to warm up to the idea. The idea actually excited her a little.

She twisted around and looked into the jungle behind them, as if there might be spies, or security cameras up in the trees. Laura turned back around. She wavered for a long minute, then said, “Ok.” After all, no one knew her here. It wasn’t like her nextdoor neighbor might walk by. Laura tried to think of it as pushing the boundaries of her comfort zone, something she rarely did.

Laura looked around one last time, then looked down at the soft, pale curves of her cleavage and the little bow knot between her breasts. It was the only thing keeping the triangles of synthetic fabric from separating and falling away. She pulled at one of the tails of the small knot, then let the little triangles move off to the sides, her full, natural breasts dropping slightly. Laura felt a small shutter of excitement move through her as her nicely-shaped breasts moved gently on her chest, her small nipples sitting high and soft. Laura shrugged out of the thin shoulder straps, then dangled her top above the sand and let it drop from her fingers.

Laura felt a strange sense of exhilaration. It was almost erotic. Laura eased back onto her elbows and tried to relax, nervous that someone might come along and see her. But, after a minute or so, Laura started to relax. She started to enjoy the feeling of being naked above the waist.

Laura smiled over at Jack and said, “This is kind of fun. I’ve never been topless before.”

Jack smiled and looked over at her through half-opened eyes. “You look good.”

Laura smiled at the compliment. “You think?”

“Mm hmm. You should go topless all the time,” he said, smiling lazily.

Laura let out a light laugh. “At work too?” she asked, smiling.

Jack chuckled.

Laura looked down at Jack. “Maybe you should take your trunks off,” Laura said, smiling playfully.

Jack chuckled again, closing his eyes.

“I did it. It’s only fair,” she said, smiling down at him.

But Jack didn’t respond, his smile fading as he seemed to drift off again.

As Jack’s smile faded, Laura’s eyes moved down his body to the flat front of his swimsuit. Jack’s penis wasn’t exactly miniscule, but it was nothing to write home about. Laura didn’t blame him for being bashful.

Laura turned to look out at the water. She sat there quietly enjoying the feel of the warm air blowing over her naked chest. She looked down at herself. Her nipples were swelling slightly from the lightly caressing wind, as well as the little sexual thrill she was feeling.  It was kind of exciting to be topless in public, she thought to herself, even if there was nobody around to see. Laura wasn’t exactly a prude, but she was fairly conservative, by nature. She rarely wore things to accentuate her figure, unless it was some kind of special occasion, a fancy dinner party or something. Laura could still remember the look on Jack’s face the first time they’d undressed in front of one another. He had seemed rather surprised at Laura’s strong, shapely body. On the flip side, Laura had been less impressed. Jack’s legs were much thinner than she had realized, and his soft midsection and small penis resulted in a less than heroic physique.

Laura looked back over at Jack as he lay there softly breathing in and out, apparently asleep again. She didn’t really mind if Jack wasn’t an Adonis. She wouldn’t have minded an Adonis, but there were more important things than physical appearance. Jack was intelligent and had a good sense of humor. And he could be very charming when he wanted to be.

Laura looked out at the ocean, feeling more comfortable now without her top. She took a big breath and let it out, her dark, shoulder-length hair blowing back in the breeze. She could feel the tension of the last six months slowing ebbing away. Laura relaxed back on her elbows, her breasts moving off to the sides of her ribcage as she squinted out at two huge cruise ships making their way slowly toward Montego Bay. The great behemoths were, no doubt, filled with tourists just like her and Jack. Laura wondered how many of those tourists were here to repair a damaged marriage, just like her and Jack. Probably more than a few, she imagined.

Laura looked over at Jack again as he began to snore lightly. She looked down at his chest and noticed his skin turning a little pink.

“Jack,” she said.

Jack snorted awake, his eyes red and bleary. “Huh!?” he said, looking startled and disoriented.

“Did you put on sunscreen?”

“Uh huh,” Jack replied sleepily, closing his eyes again.

“Well, you’re getting a little pink,” Laura said. “You should put more on, I think.”

Jack closed his eyes again without replying, seeming too tired to consider her suggestion.

Laura shook her head at him, then turned back to the ocean. She looked out for a long few moments, then said, “It’s so beautiful here.”

Laura looked over at Jack, but he made no response. He was breathing quietly again, his mouth hanging slightly open.

Laura looked back toward the waves, watching as they curled in long, thin cone shapes, then collapsed almost all at once. She squinted her eyes against the sparkling reflection coming off the water, mesmerized by the hypnotic rhythm of the collapsing waves. Laura loved the ocean. As girl growing up in a series of two-bedroom apartments with a single mom, Laura had dreamt of living in a little house by the sea, a cozy little place where she could watch the tumultuous north Pacific as a fireplace crackled and the wind howled outside. Unfortunately, Laura’s house was not a cottage by the sea. It was Jack’s two-bedroom condo just outside the Boeing factory, were she and Jack worked. That’s where they’d met. After getting married, Laura had moved into his condo. They did have a fireplace, but Jack didn’t like lighting it. He didn’t like having to clean out the ashes afterward.

Laura looked over at Jack again. “Maybe we should go for a swim.  It might wake us up,” she suggested.

But Jack was sound asleep, his mouth hanging open as he snored. Laura studied his teeth for a moment. They were perfect and as white as snow. He’d had them capped a few years back.

Laura looked down at his pink chest and shook her head again. She twisted around and was about to reach into her new beach bag for the sunscreen, when she saw something out of the corner of her eye, something out in the water. Laura forgot about the sunscreen as she turned to look. She saw something bobbing way out in the water beyond the breakers. Laura brought her hand up to her brow and squinted at the small, dark shape rising and falling with the swells. She studied the dark form for a moment, her nose crinkling as she tried to figure out what it was. At first, she thought it was a seal. But after studying the shape for a moment, Laura saw that it was a man, or at least, the head and shoulders of a man. He was moving up and down like a dark buoy, and there was something orange just off his right shoulder.

As Jack breathed in and out next to her, Laura silently watched the man bobbing in the ocean, wondering what he was doing out there. The man stayed where he was for a few long moments, then began moving toward the breakers. As he came through the furthest breaker, Laura suddenly remembered that she was naked above the waist. “Oh shit,” she muttered, reaching for her top. Laura shook the sand out and fed her arms through the straps, then leaned forward, hanging her breasts down into the triangles of fabric. She looked out at the water again, then quickly tied a small bow knot between her breasts. She fidgeted with her top, making sure everything was covered, then looked for the man again.

Laura scanned the area where she’d last seen him, then finally saw him surface from a torrent of white water. Laura shielded her eyes again, following the man’s slow progress toward shore. By now, she could see that the man was black, perhaps a local, she thought. Laura wondered if he lived somewhere down the beach, or perhaps in the jungle behind them.

When the man got into waist-high water, Laura could see that the little orange thing she’d seen by his shoulder was a fish. It was impaled on the end of the spear gun he was carrying. Laura continued to watch him as he got closer to shore. When the man was about thirty yards away and in thigh-high water, Laura took a double take. The man’s swimsuit was sticking to his body, outlining his genitals with startling clarity. His swimsuit seemed to be extremely thin, so thin that it was semi-transparent and clinging to his organ like wet tissue paper. Laura could see that the man was very well-endowed.

Laura looked quickly over at Jack, but didn’t wake him. Instead, she looked back at the man, directing her eyes down to his large penis as it shifted from thigh to thigh. Laura couldn’t help staring at it. She was astounded by how big it was. She’d never seen one that big before.

As the man got closer, Laura realized that his “swimsuit” wasn’t a swimsuit at all. It was a pair of boxer shorts, very thin boxer shorts, like they’d been through the laundry a thousand times. What is it with men and underwear, Laura asked herself. Why do they wait until their underwear are literally disintegrating before they buy new ones.

As the man was coming out of the water and about fifteen yards away, he raised a hand to Laura and smiled. Laura couldn’t think what else to do, so she waved back, though somewhat awkwardly as she glanced down at his shifting member. The man was tall and very well built, with a thick slab of chest muscle above a tapered, fat-free abdomen.

Laura looked around as the man approached, thinking that maybe his clothes were somewhere nearby. But she didn’t see anything. By the time she looked forward again, the man was just a few yards away and walking straight for her and Jack. Laura jabbed Jack’s right hip bone with her palm, whispering, “Jack!” out of the side of her mouth as she continued to smile awkwardly at the approaching man.

At Laura’s hard jab, Jack started awake and bolted up into a sitting position. “Hey!” he exclaimed, looking confused and a little angry. But then his attention was drawn to the approaching black man as he called, “Hello!”  The man had a big smile on his face as he stepped up to Laura and Jack, stopping directly in front of Laura, rivulets of water running down his athletic body.

Laura glanced over at Jack nervously, then turned back to the stranger and tried to smile up at him, trying hard not to look down at his groin. Laura tried her best to act casual and friendly, but it wasn’t easy with the man’s huge dick right in front of her.

“Hi,” Laura managed to say, keeping her eyes up on his face. It was a nice face, she thought to herself, open and friendly, with strong, symmetrical features.

Jack had obviously seen the same thing Laura had, but he seemed less taken aback as he began talking with the man casually. “Caught some dinner, huh?” Jack asked, smiling up at the man in that friendly, salesman way of his.

The man looked over at the motionless fish on the tip of his spear gun, then back at Jack. “Yes,” he said, looking over at the fifteen-inch Red Snapper he'd caught. He turned back to Jack. “I be eaten’ good tonight,” he said with a broad smile. The man could have been a spokesman for the Jamaican board of tourism. He seemed to be the epitome of Jamaican good cheer and friendliness.

As Jack nodded and began chatting with the genial Jamaican, Laura couldn’t resist looking back down at the man’s wet underwear and the outline of his penis. His “swimsuit” left nothing to the imagination. Laura could even see the thick ridge running horizontally near the end of his penis. Laura was shocked by the man’s size. She’d heard that black men were well-hung, and it certainly seemed to be true. At least, if this man was a typical example. As an engineer, Laura was good at estimating dimensions, and she figured the Jamaican’s penis was a good seven-inches long, and as thick as the bananas in her beach bag.

After taking a fairly long look, Laura shifted her eyes back up and tried to join the conversation Jack was having with the man. She broke in, asking, “Do you live around here?” as she looked around the beach. Laura figured he probably wouldn’t have wondered too far from home in just his underwear.

“Just down the beach, Miss,” the man said, looking in the opposite direction to that of the hotel.

Laura looked down the beach with him but didn’t see a house. For some reason, Laura pictured a bamboo hut with palm fronds for a roof, like something from Gilligan’s Island.

Laura turned her gaze up to the Jamaican man again as  he said, “The tide is very strong here.” He looked back and forth between Jack and Laura. “You should not swim here. It is very dangerous.”

“Oh,” Laura said, looking past him at the surf. “I’m glad you told us. We were thinking about going for a swim.”

The man looked down the beach toward the hotel. “It is better to go down by the resort, Miss. The tide is not so strong there.”

“Oh,” Laura said again. “Ok. Thanks for telling us.”

“Are you staying at the resort?” he asked.

“Uh huh,” Laura nodded, glancing over at Jack as if to include him in her reply.

“I work at the hotel,” he said, smiling, as if this was a nice coincidence.

“Oh ya!?” Laura said, smiling.

“Maybe I will see you there,” he said.

“Ya. Maybe,” Laura smiled, again looking over at Jack to include him. She brought her hand up to shade her upturned eyes and said, “We’re gonna be here almost three weeks. So, I’m sure we’ll run into each other.”

Laura looked up at the man, her smile frozen as she tried to think of something else to say. Jack looked up at the man too, seeming to have also run out of small talk. The two of them looked up, smiling politely, an awkward silence beginning to stretch out between the three of them.

Finally, as if sensing that the conversation had run its course, the Jamaican said, “Well. I better be gettin’ this poor fella in some ice.” He raised his spear gun slightly, the dead fish arching down limply from the tip.

“Well, it was very nice meeting you,” Laura smiled.

“Have a good dinner,” Jack said, looking up at the fish.

“Thank you!” The man said, raising his catch slightly. The Jamaican gave them a final nod, then turned and started walking up the beach.

When the man was down the beach a ways, Laura turned to Jack, wide-eyed, her mouth hanging open as if too astonished to speak. Finally, she said with a shocked expression, “Did you see that?”

Jack nodded, seeming just as shocked as Laura broke out laughing. 

“My God!” she said through her laughter.

Jack glanced down the beach at the man, smiling. “He seems to be fairly well equipped, doesn’t he?” Jack offered dryly.

“Fairly well!” Laura said, her eyes bright with amusement and shock. “That thing was huge!”

Jack nodded, looking down the beach again at the man’s receding silhouette.

“I noticed you took a nice long look,” Jack said, looking over at her.

“Huh?” Laura said, caught off-guard by the comment, like a girl caught with her hand in the cookie jar as her mother rounds the corner to the kitchen.

“I noticed you took a nice long look at the guy’s dick,” Jack repeated, holding her surprised eyes, his demeanor seeming rather cool all of a sudden.

Laura looked at him for a moment, not sure what to say. She hadn’t realized he’d seen her staring. Laura hesitated for a long moment, trying to come up with some plausible reason for her prolonged look at the man’s genitals.

Finally, out of desperation, Laura said, “Honey, he was right in front of me. Where else was I supposed to look.”

Jack said nothing, just gave her skeptical look, as if not buying her rather weak explanation. Jack looked out at the water, saying nothing. Laura could see that he wasn’t happy, a definite tension now hanging in the air. Laura looked out at the ocean too, trying to think of what she could do. She hadn’t meant to hurt Jack, but he was obviously feeling a little inadequate. How could he not be, she thought to herself.

They were both quiet for a long few moments as Laura tried to think of something to say. She could imagine how it must feel to watch your wife gawking at another man’s much larger penis. After a long few moments, Laura scooted onto the small strip of sand between their towels, then rolled onto her side, snuggling up to Jack. “I’m sorry,” Laura said. “I didn’t mean to stare. It just kind of took me by surprise. That’s all.”

Laura waited for Jack to say something. But Jack’s only response was to glance over at her, then look back out at the water like a hurt little boy. He was obviously pretty upset. What is it about men and penis size, Laura wondered. They’re always so worried about it.

Laura was quiet for a moment, giving him time to come around. But Jack still wouldn’t speak to her. She knew she had to do something. They couldn’t start their vacation like this. They were supposed to be there to heal their marriage, not make it worse. Laura stretched up and gave Jack a gentle kiss on the side of his jaw. “Come on. Don’t be mad,” she said softly.

But Jack still wasn’t responding. He was obviously going to milk this for all it was worth. Fine, Laura thought. She had screwed up, and it was up to her to make it right. Laura looked down at Jack’s swimsuit. Then she eased her hand down, running it lightly over his crotch, feeling his small penis inside. “Come on, Jack. Don’t be mad at me.”

Though Jack remained stoic, still looking forward, Laura sensed him starting to crack. Laura pulled the tail of the bow knot holding Jack’s swim trunks in place. “Is there anything I can do to make it up to you?” she asked quietly as she slid her hand into his suit. Laura began to caress Jack’s penis.  As it started to swell, Laura whispered, “Mmmm. I knew you couldn’t stay mad.”

Laura began to gently message Jack’s cock. This seemed to finally snap Jack out of his sulking. He sat up and looked around as he said, “Laura!”

“Oh, come on,” Laura smiled. “There’s no one around.” She began to pull on his dick with more purpose.

“Laura. What if somebody comes!?”

“Oh, don’t be such a baby,” she chided playfully.

Laura took her hand out for a moment and pulled the left side of her bikini up, freeing her breast. She deposited a dollop of saliva into her palm and put her hand back in Jack’s swimsuit. Jack tensed as Laura began pulling on his cock again. He closed his eyes, letting his head fall back slightly.

“Just relax,” Laura whispered.

But after a few more minutes, and just as Laura was starting to get into it, Jack opened his eyes again. As he did, he saw a couple walking along the water, coming toward them, maybe a hundred yards away.

Jack grabbed Laura’s hand and pulled it out of his swimsuit.

“What!?” Laura said, looking up at him.

“Someone's coming,” Jack hissed.

Laura looked over her shoulder and saw the couple. “Oh!” Laura said as she quickly pulled her top back down and sat back up, Jack making a new bow knot at the front of his suit.

As the couple approached, Laura combed her hair back with her fingers and took a couple breaths, settling herself. She’d gotten pretty worked up and her face was flushed. She and Jack sat there looking out at the ocean as the couple strolled past, waving over at them. Laura and Jack waved back, smiling casually.

Once the couple had gone past, Laura got to her feet and began quickly gathering up their things. “Come on,” she said with a note of urgency in her voice. “Let’s go back to the room.”


Chapter 2

A Romantic Evening

Later that night, Laura and Jack were sitting across from one another at a table for two in the hotel restaurant. They were outside on the softly-lit patio, the diners  around them chatting quietly to the sound of gently  breaking waves coming up from the beach.

Laura was relaxed and happy, her face glowing in the warm light of a small candle flickering inside a pear-shaped glass dome. Laura took a sip of wine and smiled over at Jack as she set the glass back down. “That was nice today,” she said quietly, thinking about their love-making session after getting back from the beach.

Jack looked up and smiled as he cut into his steak. Pausing, he looked over at her and said, “You were a wild woman.”

Laura laughed. “I was not,” she said, smiling broadly, her cheeks coloring slightly. “I was my usual ladylike self,” she said, arching her brows at him, momentarily taking on the persona of a woman of impeccable breeding and class.

Jack laughed lightly at Laura’s sudden air of refinement, as if she were a member of the British royal family and very much above displays of unbridled passion. 

But, the truth was, Laura had been a wild woman in bed. When they’d gotten back to their room after their encounter with the Jamaican man, Laura had dropped their stuff on the floor and had quickly stripped out of her bikini bottoms, not even bothering to take off her top before pulling Jack’s swimsuit down and throwing him on the bed. She had quickly straddled him, riding his small erection in a kind of frenzy of pent up passion.

Apparently recalling all this, Jack said, “Boy, show a girl a big Jamaican penis, and she loses all self-control.”

Laura gasped, her eyes going wide at his comment. “Jack!”  she said, acting shocked but at the same time smiling. “Keep your voice down.”

Laura looked around, hoping no one had heard Jack's comment. No one seemed to. There was a young couple  sitting five or six feet away, but they seemed only to have eyes for one another. 

Laura studied the couple for a moment. The girl was rather formally dressed in a gown, a fresh-faced beauty in her early twenties with long, auburn hair that was pinned up, as if this was some sort of special occasion. The young woman’s date, a handsome man of about the same age, was also formally attired, wearing a dark blue suit and a crisp, white shirt. The girl took small bites as she sat with the sort of perfect posture that might have been acquired at an English finishing school. Laura noticed her earrings, each one a single, perfect pearl suspended from a thin gold chain. They swung gently with the slight motion of her head.

Laura looked back at Jack.

“It’s true,” Jack said. “I haven’t seen you that worked up in months,” he said quietly before taking another sip of wine.

Laura just smiled demurely, making no comment. But it was true. Sexually speaking, the last six months had been a fairly dismal period for them. This was part of the reason they had come to Jamaica, to try to reignite the passion they’d lost after Jack’s “mistake”.

Laura took another sip of wine, then set her glass back down. She leaned across the table and whispered, “But that was pretty wild, wasn’t it?... On the beach today.”

“Ya,” Jack nodded.

“I mean, my God,” Laura whispered. “I guess it really is true what they say.” She looked around, then whispered, “You know, about black guys.”

“Ya, I guess so,” Jack said as he cut into his steak again.

Laura shook her head, still amazed at what they’d seen. She scooped up a forkful of rice.

As Laura chewed, a roar of laughter came from across the patio, female laughter. Laura looked over. There was a large group of young women sitting at two tables that had been pushed together to accommodate their group. The women were laughing and chattering happily. There was a pile of gift-wrapped boxes in the middle of the table, a woman in her late twenties seated at the head, as if she was the guest of honor. She was holding a lacy negligee above the box she’d just opened, smiling shyly as the women looked on with flushed, happy faces. The young woman examined the gift, looking pleased but somewhat embarrassed by the attention the other women were giving her.

Laura leaned over toward Jack. “Must be a bridal shower,” she whispered, smiling.

Jack looked over as the bride-to-be gently lowered the negligee back into the box.

Laura smiled, then turned back to Jack. “You got some emails. Did you see ‘em?”

Jack hesitated a beat. “Oh…Ya. Just work stuff,” he said, glancing up at her, then looking back down at his plate.

Laura nodded, then went back to her meal.

Jack worked for Boeing as a kind of corporate liaison to some of the bigger clients on the west coast. He often got calls and emails at all hours of the day and night from high-end customers, customers who didn’t want to wait to have their issues resolved. Laura was an engineer at Boeing. Currently, she was working on the structural upgrades that would be going into the tail spars of the 747. There were hundreds of the aging planes still in service, and Boeing was constantly making small improvements to prolong their working life.

Laura and Jack had met three years ago in one of the two huge cafeterias at the main Boeing facility in Seattle. A year after meeting, they had tied the knot down at the courthouse. Unfortunately, a year and a half after that, Laura had found a hotel receipt in one of Jack’s suits. After confronting him about it, Jack had confessed to sleeping with a beautiful saleswoman in his office. He had claimed that it had been a one-time slip and begged for Laura’s forgiveness. After two weeks of soul-searching, Laura finally agreed to come back to Jack on the condition that they see a marriage counselor. Jack had agreed.

And now, after six months of counseling, their fragile marriage seemed to be on the mend, though Laura’s sexual attraction toward Jack had never quite recovered from his infidelity. But today had given Laura new hope that maybe their sexual relationship was on the mend as well.

As Laura cut a piece off her lobster tail, Jack looked over her shoulder and said, “Oh, hey. There’s your boyfriend now.”

Laura looked up from her plate. “Huh?” she said, raising her brows at him, the candlelight catching her caramel-colored eyes.

Jack pointed with his chin across the restaurant, and Laura turned to follow his gaze. Over near the door to the kitchen was the man from the beach, this time, fully dressed. He was wearing a sort of waiter’s uniform, the only deviation from a standard waiter’s outfit being his pressed, black, knee-length shorts.

Laura looked back at Jack and smiled. “Ha ha. Very funny,” she said. Laura looked back at the man from the beach again, then turned to Jack. “He’s not my boyfriend. I just find him interesting because he has such a large penis,” Laura teased, grinning, her eyes sparkling with amusement.

Jack gave her a little smirk, and Laura broke out laughing.

But as Laura laughed, Jack said, “Don’t look now, but he’s coming this way.”

Laura’s laughter stopped abruptly. “Really?” she whispered without turning to look.

Jack nodded discreetly, and Laura stiffened slightly, a little nervous to see the man again after what had happened on the beach.

A few moments later, Laura heard someone say, “Hello!” in a cheerful, Jamaican accent. She turned and looked up, putting on a surprised expression as she said, “Oh! Hi!” as if completely surprised by the man’s appearance. Laura smiled up at the Jamaican man and said, “We were just talking about you!”

“Oh yes?” the man said, his brows going high as if surprised. He looked back and forth between Laura and Jack.

“Uh huh,” Laura said, looking over at Jack. “Weren’t we, honey?” She gave Jack a playful smile.

Jack met Laura’s mischievous eyes as he brought his napkin up and wiped his mouth. “Oh! Ya!” Jack said, setting his napkin back in his lap. “Actually, Laura was just saying how much she enjoyed seeing you today.” Jack shot Laura a little look.

Laura brought her own napkin up to hide her smile. After a moment, stifling her smile, Laura lowered the napkin and said, “Oh. By the way, I’m Laura, and this is my husband, Jack.” Laura looked over at Jack, then back up at the Jamaican with the large penis.

“I am Ajani,” the man said rather formally, putting his hand to his chest for a moment. “It is very nice to meet you both.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” Laura said, smiling up at him. “Are you a waiter here?” Laura asked, looking around at the couples lit by flickering candlelight, the rest of the patio minimally-lit by a half dozen wall sconces strategically placed on the posts of the patio.

“No, Miss. I do the room service deliveries.”

“Oh,” Laura said, she and Jack nodding politely as if this was very interesting.

But then, a rather long pause in the chit-chat began to develop as Jack and Laura tried to think of something else to say.

As Laura struggled to think of something, Jack finally broke the silence by asking, “How was the fish?”

“Fish?” Ajani said, looking down at Jack with a somewhat confused expression. Ajani seemed to think for a moment, then said, “Oh, yes! The fish!” Ajani smiled and nodded, obviously remembering about the fish he’d caught that day. “Oh, it was very good, Sir. Very good. The big ones are the best.”

Jack nodded, looking up at the man. “It was pretty big, wasn’t it,” Jack said, shooting Laura another look.

Laura shook her head subtly at him, but couldn’t keep from smiling. She could tell where he was going with this.

Jack pointed his chin at Laura and said, “Laura was really impressed at how big it was.” Jack shot Laura another look, then added, “She couldn’t take her eyes off it.”

Laura narrowed her eyes at Jack, giving him a look of warning, as if to say, Jaaaaack. Don’t start.

But Ajani seemed oblivious to the exchange between Jack and Laura. He looked down at Laura as she shot daggers at Jack. “Do you like the big ones too, Miss?” Ajani asked.

Laura looked up at Ajani, seeming somewhat at a loss, her eyes wide as she said, “Uhhhhhh…….”

As Laura looked up at Ajani, somewhat tongue-tied, Jack broke in, saying, “Oh, Laura absolutely loves the big ones. The bigger the better. That’s what she always says.”

Jack looked over at Laura, obviously enjoying himself. “Isn’t that right, honey?”

Laura shot Jack an I’m-gonna-kill-you look, then turned her face up to Ajani again. “Uh…sometimes, I guess,” Laura said, not able to think of anything else to say.

Jack broke in again, saying, “Oh, don’t let her kid you, Ajani. Laura was just saying how she wanted to try a really big one before we go back home.”

Laura narrowed her eyes at Jack again, her face tinging red.

“I would be happy to bring you one, Miss,” Ajani said.

Laura took her attention off Jack and looked at Ajani. “One what?” she asked.

“A big one, Miss. Like the one you saw today. It would be my pleasure to give you one. I'm sure you would like it.”

Jack was trying hard not to laugh. “That’s a great idea!” he said, looking over at Laura. “Maybe for your birthday, sweetheart,” Jack suggested.

“It is your birthday, Miss?” Ajani asked, looking back at Laura with surprise.

“Laura’s gonna be thirty in a few days,” Jack said, smiling over at her as if this was a special birthday for a woman.

“Oh! Congratulations, Miss.”

“Thanks,” Laura said, smiling shyly up at the Jamaican as he beamed down at her.

“I will bring you one for your birthday, Miss,” Ajani said down at her. “How big would you like?” Ajani held his hands out in front of him, well over a foot apart as he  asked, “Would this be big enough, Miss?”

Laura looked up at Ajani’s widely spaced hands and said, “Uhhhh…”

At this point, Jack could no longer hold it in. He broke out laughing at Laura’s expression as she looked at the distance between Ajani’s palms with big, shocked eyes.

But Laura's momentary look of alarm vanished as she turned her attention to Jack, the table shuttering as the toe of her sandal made sharp contact with his right shin.

Jack’s laughter instantly stopped as he winced in pain, Laura raising her brows at him as he reached down to rub his ankle. Laura turned her attention back to Ajani and smiled sweetly as she said, “That’s nice of you, Ajani. But I don’t think I need one that big.”

Ajani, looking slightly disappointed at her refusal, said, “Well. If you change your mind, Miss…”

Laura looked over at Jack pointedly as she said, “You’ll be the first one I call, Ajani,” again raising her brows at Jack in a silent warning.

At that point, Jack noticed someone over by the kitchen door who seemed to be trying to get Ajani’s attention. “I think someone’s waving at you,” Jack said, pointing his chin at the man by the kitchen.

Ajani looked back over his shoulder and said, “Oh!” He turned back to Laura and Jack and said, “I am sorry. I must go. It was nice to see you both again.”

“Nice seeing you,” Laura smiled.

Ajani gave them a slight bow, then hurried away.

When the room service man was gone, Laura leveled her gaze on Jack. “Ha ha. Very funny,” she said, seeing that Jack found the whole exchange greatly amusing. “You better watch out, Jack,” Laura said, cutting off a little piece of lobster. “I think that guy really wants to give me a big one.”

Jack chuckled. But his chuckle faded as Laura took the piece of lobster into her mouth and began chewing, her right brow arching high as she looked over at him, a little half-smile playing at the corner of her mouth.

✽✽✽

Later, as they undressed for bed, Laura said, “What a coincidence running into that guy again, huh?”

“What guy?” Jack asked, stepping out of his slacks and folding them neatly along the creases.

“You know, that guy from the beach,” Laura said as she unbuttoned her blouse.

“Oh right,” Jack said.

“What was his name again?” Laura asked.

Jack shrugged as if he couldn’t remember.

“Oh,” Laura said. “Ajami…No. Ajani,” she corrected herself. “That was it. Ajani. I wonder if that means something,” Laura said as she let her blouse slide off her shoulders, revealing the soft curve of her breasts inside a lacy, semi-transparent bra.

Jack shrugged again. “Maybe it means man with big dick,” Jack suggested, unbuttoning his shirt.

Laura laughed as she went over to put her blouse on a hanger. She hung it in the closet, then closed the door. Laura pulled down her skirt and laid it on the dresser, then sashayed over to Jack in her panties and bra. Laura reached up and put her hands around Jack’s neck. She went up on her tiptoes and kissed him, then pulled back, looking up at him seductively. “You better be good, Jack,” she whispered. “I wouldn’t want to have to trade you in for a Jamaican man,” she teased, smiling.

Jack gave her a little smirk, causing Laura to let out a light laugh.

Laura unclasped her hands from Jack’s neck and went over to her side of the bed. She pushed her panties down, then undid her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Laura climbed into bed as Jack finished undressing. A few minutes later, he slipped into bed with her. They each stretched over to click off their bedside lamp, causing the room to go gray with moonlight, the ever-present sound of crashing waves making its way up to their room through the open window.

Jack turned onto his side, facing toward the window and away from Laura. “Night,” he said in a tired voice.

But Laura didn’t say “goodnight” back. Instead, she nestled up to his back, pressing her soft breasts against his back and grinding her pubic hair into his butt.

But Jack didn’t respond to Laura’s not so subtle signals that she was again in the mood.

After a moment, Laura eased her hand over Jack’s midsection and found his penis. “Are you tired?” she whispered as she fondled his flaccid penis.

“Mm hmm,” Jack said.

“Really?” Laura said softly as she tried to tease him hard.

“Mm hmm,” Jack said again.

“Jaaaack,” Laura whispered, grinding into him some more, undulating like a snake. She wasn’t sure why, but she was still really horny.

But Jack just lay there like a lump. After a few moments, Laura whispered, “Come on, Jack. Don’t make me call Ajani.” 

She kissed the back of his neck as she continued to try to get him hard with her hand. But Jack wasn't responding at all. He just mumbled something she couldn’t make out.

Laura finally gave up, saying, “Ok. But you owe me one.”

Jack made another grunting sound, and Laura relaxed back onto her side of the bed, letting out a little breath of frustration.

But, after a few minutes, Laura and Jack were both sleeping soundly.

✽✽✽

The next thing Laura knew, she and Jack were back on the restaurant patio.

Laura pushed her plate away and sat back in her chair, letting out a big exhalation as she said, “I’m stuffed.”

“Me too,” Jack said, sitting back in his chair and laying his napkin over his empty plate.

Just then, Ajani stepped up and took their plates, asking, “How was your dinner?”

“Great,” Laura said, smiling up at Ajani, a little tipsy from the one glass of wine she’d had with dinner.

Ajani smiled as if pleased, then stepped away with their plates.

When Ajani was gone, Laura said, “Well…Shall we,” as she started to get up.

“I think we should probably pay the check first,” Jack said, smiling.

“Oh right,” Laura said through a light laugh. “Sorry. I think I’m a little drunk.”

Jack smiled at Laura’s inability to handle all but the smallest amount of alcohol.

The two of them waited in pleasant and sated silence for the check. After a few minutes, Ajani stepped back up to their table and, instead of handing them the check, handed Jack and Laura a small dessert menu. Jack took the menu, but Laura said, “Oh no. I couldn’t eat another bite.”

“You must, Miss,” Ajani insisted. “It is included with your meal.”

Laura hesitated for a moment, then let out a big breath. “Okaaaay,” she said through a rather dramatic exhalation, as if he’d talked her into it, though Laura did have a bit of a sweet tooth, especially after a good dinner. Laura took the menu and looked down the list of desserts. But as she scanned down the list, she noticed something rather odd. Every dessert featured chocolate in some way.

Laura looked up at Ajani and said, “No fair, Ajani. Chocolate’s my weakness.”

Ajani smiled, waiting patiently for them to decide.

Laura looked back down at the menu, reading down the list — chocolate cake, chocolate mousse, chocolate truffles… and on and on it went, every kind of chocolate delicacy a person could want.

Laura looked up from her menu. “Do you have anything cream filled?” she asked. “That’s my favorite.”

Ajani thought for a moment, then said, “I’m afraid not, Miss.” But then he said, “Oh! But we do have the special.”

“The special?” Laura asked, looking down the menu again. “Where is that?”

“Oh. It is not on the menu, Miss,” Ajani said. “It is something we offer only to our female guests.”

Ajani looked over at the table with the attractive, young couple. Laura followed Ajani’s eyeline to the pretty, auburn-haired girl with the pearl earrings and perfect posture. Laura’s eyes widened somewhat when she saw what the girl was doing. She was still seated across from her date, but her chair was angled away from him as she bobbed forward and back at the waiter’s groin, sucking the black man’s cock in full view of the whole restaurant.

“Oh!” Laura said, somewhat taken aback. Laura looked up at Ajani who said, “It is a service we provide to our female guests.”

“Oh, I see,” Laura said, looking back at the girl.

The waiter was standing with his hands behind his back, a healthy erection poking through the zipper opening of his waiter’s shorts. The girl was bobbing forward and back, her pearl earrings swinging in time with the motion of her head. Laura was a little surprised to see that her date didn’t seem all that bothered by what she was doing. In fact, he was watching rather intently.

Laura looked over at Jack and said, “What’a think? Should I try some?”

Jack shrugged as if not all that interested. “Have whatever you want,” he said, still perusing the dessert menu. “I think I’m gonna have the chocolate cake.”

As Laura was trying to decide, she heard a commotion coming from the group of women throwing the bridal shower. Laura looked over as the women began to chant, “swa-llow!...swa-llow!...swa-llow!...” Laura looked at the young woman at the head of the table. She was holding her waiter’s monster cock in both hands as his face twisted into a grimace, the bride-to-be gulping down the “special” as fast as she could. After a few long moments, the bride pulled back, gasping for air, her friends cheering uproariously at her achievement.

Laura smiled at the fun the little group of women seemed to be having. She turned back to Jack and said, “Maybe I will try some. I really like cream-filled desserts.”

“Might as well,” Jack said. “We already paid for it.”

Laura looked up at Ajani and said, “Do you think I could I see it first?”

“Of course, Miss,” Ajani said, reaching for his zipper.

Laura followed his hands down. Her eyes went wide as he wrestled his long, flaccid organ out through the opening, then let it hang down toward the floor. “My God,” Laura said. “I’m not sure I can eat all that!”

“Go ‘head,” Jack said. “It’s your birthday. Live a little.”

Laura looked from Jack back down at Ajani’ cock. After thinking for a few moments, she said, “Ok. I’ll try some. What the heck.” Like going topless on the beach, Laura figured it was a good way to stretch her comfort zone a little.

Laura turned her chair so that it faced Ajani as he stepped over to her, his heavy penis swinging slightly as he got in front of her. She hesitated, then reached out and took hold of his cock tentatively, the end dropping down. “Boy. It’s heavy,” she said, looking up at Ajani.

Ajani made no reply. He simply waited patiently as Laura worked up her courage.

Laura used her other hand to bring the drooping end of Ajani's dick up to her lips. She took Ajani's large organ into her mouth and began bobbing tentatively, trying to get used to the unfamiliar penis, a little self-conscious to be blowing some black guy in the middle of a crowded restaurant. 

Jack watched as Laura worked the waiter's huge cock, relaxing into her task, her lips pursing out around the thick shaft as she made quiet "Mmm" sounds around it. 

“How is it?” Jack asked after a little while.

Laura pulled back, her saliva shiny on the end of Ajani’s cock. “Um... good,” she said, looking over at Jack. “It just takes a little getting used to. It's a lot bigger than yours.”

Before Laura could turn her attention back to Ajani’s cock, she heard a deep groan at the next table. Laura and Jack looked over, Laura still holding Ajani’s slightly pumped-up penis. 

The girl with the pearl earrings was holding her mouth open as her waiter gripped his cock tightly. He was looking down at his penis with a grimace as he aimed it at the young woman’s open mouth and ejaculated into it, most of his cum making it in, but some splatting onto her lips and chin. When it seemed that the man’s cock was empty, the pretty woman closed her mouth and swallowed, bringing her tongue out to clean what was on her lips. After swallowing, the girl sat back in her chair and brought her napkin up, wiping the man’s semen off of her chin.

As the waiter stepped over to the young woman’s date to take a folded bill, a tip, Laura assumed, a loud buzzing sound permeated the whole restaurant, the sound so piercing and loud that Laura was forced to release Ajani’s cock to cover her ears.

✽✽✽

Laura awoke with a start to the sound of the hotel-provided alarm clock buzzing harshly.

“Fuck,” she muttered groggily as she reached for the clock and found the button on top. Laura pressed the button and the buzzing ceased. She pulled her arm back and slid her hand under the pillow, wondering who could have set the alarm.

After a moment, Laura looked over at the clock. It was displaying 5:45. Christ, she thought, squinting at the clock's digital display as she thought about the strange dream she'd just had. She could still taste the waiter’s penis. 

Laura lay on her side, looking into the semi-darkness of predawn. The sun hadn’t even come up yet. The room was shadowy and dead-quiet. After a moment, Laura realized she couldn’t even hear the waves down on the beach. 

As Laura looked over at the wall, her eyes began to slowly shut. But before they could, Laura felt Jack stir behind her, her lids coming up again at the motion.

After a moment, Laura felt Jack slide his hand onto her naked hip and let it rest there. She half turned and said in a sleepy voice, “Did the alarm wake you?”

Jack just grunted a response, apparently still too sleepy to engage in even the most minimal amount of conversation.

“You wouldn’t believe the dream I just had,” Laura said, still turned away from him and looking into the semi-darkness.

Jack made no response, aside from sliding his hand down and cupping her left ass cheek.

“Oh, so now you’re in the mood,” she said, smiling. “Where were you last night when I needed you?”

Again, Jack made no response. He forced his fingers between her warm thighs. 

Laura smiled again. “Jack. It’s a little early. Gimme a chance to open my eyes, at least,” Laura said, turning slightly as if to look back over her shoulder. But even if she could've craned around that much, the room was still too dark to see anything.

Jack moved his hand higher up between her thighs as Laura spread them for him. When his fingers found her vagina, Laura let out a long "Mmmmm" sound. 

Jack inserted two fingers and moved them in and out, Laura’s vagina already well lubricated from her dream.

“Mmm. That’s nice,” Laura said softly, her brows rising as his fingers slipped in and out of her.

After a few minutes, Laura started to undulate and sigh as Jack finger-fucked her from behind. After a few more minutes, he brought his fingers out and began using them on Laura’s clitoris as she opened her legs wide, the covers tented up high on her knee. 

Jack’s fast, light touches were soon making Laura whine as she continued to undulate quietly in front of him. Laura tipped her head back toward Jack with her eyes closed. “Ya… Just like that,” she breathed.

After a few minutes, and very nearly bringing Laura to a climax, Jack suddenly stopped.

“Jack,” Laura whined as she thrusted her pelvis forward and back, making humping movements in front of him.

Jack gently rolled her onto her stomach, Laura letting herself be repositioned. On her stomach, Laura smiled and stretched her arms up languidly toward the headboard, her ass pointed back at him.

“Give it to me, Jack,” she purred, arching her stomach down toward the mattress as she raised her ass higher. Laura writhed and undulated with need, waiting for penetration. She felt the tip of his penis lightly touch the outside of her pussy. Laura made another long “Mmmmm” sound.

“Come on,” she said, her voice taking on a note of desperation. “Put it in,” she breathed.

Jack worked the head of his cock between her pussy lips. As he did, Laura turned slightly and said, “Jesus. You feel really big.”

There was a slight pause before Laura heard an “Mm hmm,” come from behind her.

Laura relaxed her head back down onto the bed as Jack found her opening and pressed into her very slightly, Laura’s brows furrowing at how big he felt.

But when Jack pushed a bit harder, Laura’s head flew up off the bed as she said, “Owe! Jack, what is that!?” She craned around to look.

“It’s your birthday present,” Jack said.

Laura’s heart nearly stopped at the sound of Jack’s voice. Not because of the words he’d said, but because of where those words had come from. They hadn’t come from behind her. 

Laura followed the sound of Jack’s voice, and, to her utter terror, saw that he was sitting in the chair at the foot of the bed, fully dressed!

Laura twisted around to look back, her eyes going wide when she saw Ajani behind her. 

Laura took a breath to say something, but before she could, her breath was taken away as something unbelievably big went into her. Laura’s lungs seized up, her eyes wide with shock and surprise as Ajani penetrated her.

“What’s wrong,” Jack said calmly. “You don’t like your birthday present?”

But Laura was unable to respond, her mouth forming a silent “O” as Ajani let his cock sit inside her for a long moment, then began to fuck her. Laura took in a big lungful of air, but still couldn’t speak, more out of shock than anything else. She simply couldn’t believe what was happening. Her eyes bulged as Ajani’s big cock pushed in and out of her. Laura gripped the sheets with a stunned expression, her body shifting forward with each deep penetration. 

Finally, after regaining her senses somewhat, Laura tried to pull herself off of him. But Ajani’s cock was so long that she couldn’t. She was impaled on it and unable to get off. All she could do was grimace and take it, literally.

After a long few moments, when Laura was finally able to speak, she looked back at Jack who was sitting casually in the chair cattycorner to the end of the bed. “Jack!” she called back. “Don’t just sit there! Do something!”

But Jack’s only reply was to say, “Happy birthday, Laura. I hope you like your present.”

“What!?” Laura said in utter disbelief as her body continued to shift forward and back.

“I thought I’d get you something special,” Jack said. “After all, you only turn thirty once.”

Laura stared back at Jack as Ajani continued to push in and out of her. “Jack! Please!” she cried, her brows furrowing as she tried to take Ajani’s huge cock. “Please, Jack! He’s tearing me in half!!!”

But Jack didn’t respond. He seemed perfectly content to watch Laura struggle to take Ajani’s huge cock.

After a few moments, realizing that Jack wasn’t going to help her, Laura turned back to the headboard, trying her best to absorb Ajani’s thrusts, not sure what was happening, or why Jack was doing this.

“Oh……God,” Laura grunted as Ajani continued to force his over-sized cock into her.

After a minute or so, Laura turned back to Jack again. “Are you just gonna sit there!?” she demanded, her anger now outweighing her confusion.

Jack seemed to consider Laura’s question for a moment. Finally, he said, “Actually, no. I don’t think I will.”

Laura felt a wave of relief move through her as Jack rose from his chair, but without any particular urgency. She looked up at him, waiting for some sort of assistance as he came over to the side of the bed. But then, instead of pulling Ajani off of her, Jack reached into his pocket. Laura watched, horrified to see him pull out his cell phone, then point it at her.

“What are you doing!?” Laura cried up to him, her body shifting toward the headboard with each deep thrust.

“Just making little video,” Jack said as he looked down at the screen on his phone. “You know, a little souvenir of our trip,” he continued. “Something to show all our friends when we get back.”

Laura looked up at him as if he’d gone insane. “What!!?”

“Come on, Laura,” Jack sang out. “Smile for the camera.”

Jack aimed the camera at Laura’s incredulous face, then stepped back to get a wider shot of his pretty, white wife getting screwed by a well-hung Jamaican. After getting a wide shot, Jack stepped down the bed a little and aimed the cell phone camera at Laura’s bottom, training it on Ajani’s cock as it disappeared into Laura’s body, then reappeared a moment later.

As Laura grimaced and grunted, Jack zoomed in on Ajani's  cock. As he did, Jack smiled, noticing how it was coming out wet and shiny with Laura’s lubricant. He looked up at Laura and said, “Looks like you’re starting to like your present.”

Laura said nothing as she scowled at the headboard, shifting forward and back, forward and back. But, even though she wouldn’t give Jack the satisfaction of admitting it, he was right. She could feel herself starting to succumb. And as the minutes ticked by, Laura’s stressed expression gradually began to change, Ajani’s huge cock wearing down her resistance little by little. It wasn’t long before Laura was moaning, her brows high and arched as her mouth hung slackly down.

Jack trained his camera on Laura’s defeated face as she sighed and moaned to the fucking the black man was giving her. “That’s it, Laura,” Jack growled. “Take that big black cock.”

Laura turned her head slightly toward Jack, her will now completely gone, her lids drooping with pleasure. Laura turned forward again, her face tipping upward as she breathed in and out. 

After a few minutes, Ajani withdrew and turned Laura onto her back, Laura letting herself be repositioned without any resistance, her arms lying limply out to her sides as Ajani opened her legs and reentered her. Laura looked up at the ceiling in a kind of daze as Ajani resumed fucking her, Jack recording it all.

A few minutes later, the headboard was banging loudly against the wall as Laura held her arms up over her head in a gesture of surrender and submission, her fingers resting against the padded headboard as her breasts shifted and bounced.

“Ya,” Jack said, lowering his camera to watch, his penis pressing at the inside of his slacks. “Give ‘er that big, black dick.”

Laura didn’t seem to hear Jack. She was lost in her own world now as Ajani pumped in and out of her, pumping hard now, grunting above her like a beast.

“Oh God,” Laura said in a high, desperate voice. “I’m gonna cum!!!”

Laura clamped her eyes shut as she wrapped her arms around Ajani, her jaw muscles quivering as she dug her fingers into his flexing back muscles. Laura’s face scrunched up tight as her body began to shake. Laura held onto Ajani like a woman clinging to a life raft, her body bucking hard now. As Laura came harder than she ever had before, Ajani suddenly stopped pumping and stiffened, his black ass going tight and hard between her creamy white thighs.

Jack looked on silently, his phone aimed at Laura and Ajani as the black man ejaculating into his wife.

When Ajani’s ass finally relaxed, Jack smiled and lowered the camera phone a little to say, “Looks like Ajani gave you a birthday present too.” 

But Laura was too spent to reply. She let her hands fall away from Ajani and flop down onto the bed as his cock went soft inside her.

After a few long moments, Ajani came up off of Laura and  pulled out, his cum oozing from her stretched out vagina. As he got off the bed, Laura lay there, looking up blankly at the ceiling, her legs still spread as if waiting for someone else to mount her. 

As Laura lay there recovering, there was a knock at the door. Laura rolled her head and looked over in the direction of the door. “Who’s that?” she asked, a little frightened that someone might come in and see her with Ajani’s cum running down between her legs and pooling on the sheet.

“That’s the rest of your birthday present,” Jack said brightly as he lowered the camera and started walking over to answer the door.

“The rest?” Laura said between breaths.

But Jack was already around the corner and out of sight. Laura heard a few words exchanged between Jack and someone else. Then she heard the door close again. 

A moment later, Jack reappeared, leading three, large black men into the room, each of them wearing a hotel uniform of some kind. Laura rose up onto her elbows as the men came into view, her heavy breasts sliding from side to side as she struggled up. 

As Laura looked up at the three black men with confused eyes, Jack extended a hand toward her and said, “Well. There she is boys! There’s the birthday girl.”

The men smiled lasciviously as they looked down at her, a nervous expression coming onto Laura's face, as if three escaped convicts had just entered her bedroom, men who hadn't seen a woman in a very long time. The three black men released low growls of appreciation as they ran their eyes down Laura's soft, white body, almost seeming to lick their lips like three hungry wolves when they looked down at her splayed open vagina, Ajani’s cum still oozing out of it. 

Laura's nervous eyes swiveled down to the men's hands as they began undoing their pants, her heartrate accelerating when she caught sight of the long hump running down each man's pant leg. Laura watched as the men undid their pants and let them slide to the floor, her eyes going wide with disbelief  when she saw the three enormous cocks -- the rest of her birthday present.


Chapter 3

Room Service

Laura opened her eyes to a sun-drenched hotel room and the sound of crashing surf as Jack came around the corner wrapped in a towel, his hair still wet and messy from the shower.

“Oh. Hey. You’re awake," he said, looking over at her.

Laura looked at him for a moment, still a little disoriented. She hadn’t had one sex dream. She’d had two, the second one sprouting seamlessly from the first in what she learned later was called a “false awakening”.

Jack continued over to the dresser, saying, “It’s almost eleven. You must’ve really been zonked out.”

Laura struggled up into a sitting position and looked over at the alarm clock. “Wow,” Laura said. “I can’t believe I slept that long.”

“Jet lag,” Jack said, looking over at her.

“Ya. I guess so,” Laura said, rubbing her face and red eyes. She was really tired, like she really had been screwing four black guys all night long.

Jack pulled some underwear out of a drawer and turned to her. As he pulled his boxers up, he said, “You were having quite a dream.”

“Ya,” Laura nodded. But she thought it best not to elaborate. Luckily, Jack didn’t seem all that interested as he said, “Come on. Get up. Let’s go down and get something to eat.”

Jack went back into the bathroom.

When Laura heard Jack’s electric razor, she slid her hand down under the covers. Out of curiosity, Laura brought her hand down to her vagina and slid her index finger between her labia. Laura was shocked at what she felt. She was sopping wet.

✽✽✽

About forty-five minutes later, Laura and Jack were down in the restaurant having a late breakfast. As Laura ate her sausage and cheese omelette, Jack was on the phone with one of his clients. After a few minutes, he put up a finger to Laura as if to say, I’ll be right back, then walked away from the table, going out of the restaurant to finish his call in private.

When Jack got back about five minutes later, he sat down, saying, “Sorry about that.”

Laura looked over at him. “What’s up?”

“Oh, you know. The usual bullshit,” Jack said as he scooped up some cold eggs.

Laura nodded. It was clear that Jack didn’t want to discuss it. After a moment, Laura said, “So, what’a ya wanna do today?”

Jack thought for a few moments, then said, “I don’t know. What’a you wanna do?"

Laura thought, then said, “Why don’t we just go explore a little. You know, just check out the area.”

“Sure,” Jack said, taking a sip of coffee. “Sounds good.”

When they finished eating, Laura and Jack exited the lobby and started across the vast lawn in front of the hotel. They walked out through the tall wrought iron gates at the end of the circular drive and started walking down the two-lane road that had been dark when they had arrived late at night two days earlier.

As Laura and Jack hiked along, they found that the surrounding area was sparsely populated and semi-rural in nature, with rolling, green hills interspersed with dense rain forest. They saw small herds of goats and llama grazing on lush, green hillsides. They saw forbidding jungle, like something out of the movies, so dense and dark that one might become lost just a hundred yards in.

As they walked down a country road that skirted the rain forest, they happened upon a small, clapboard house with a rusty, tin roof and a covered porch. A Jamaican man was working under a pickup truck parked next to the house as a small girl, maybe eight years old, played on a porch, a crudely built doll house all set up with sparse furnishings. 

As Laura walked past the truck and stopped in front of the house, Jack lagged ten yards behind her, talking on his phone again. 

Laura stood at a knee-high, picked fence with small vines sprouting little purple flowers. “Hi!” she called over from the other side of the fence, smiling at the little girl as she played with her dolls, a Barbie and a somewhat battered Ken doll with no shirt.

“Hi!” the girl smiled back.

The girl was quite striking, with honey-colored skin and midnight-blue eyes, her dark hair a thick, unruly mass bursting from a pink barrette running from ear to ear on top of her head.

“That’s a nice doll house,” Laura said, looking at the small, two-story, cut-away house with little hand-made pieces of furniture.

“Thanks. My daddy made it for me,” the girl said, looking over at the man under the truck, his ratchet wrench making a clicking sound as he tightened or loosened something.

Laura followed the little girl’s eyes over to the Jamaican man’s feet as they protruded from beneath the front bumper of the truck. “Well, you must have a really nice dad to make you something so cool," Laura said. “I didn’t have a dad when I was your age.”

The little girl went back to her dolls, standing them in front of one another as they continued some mumbled conversation only the little girl knew about.

Laura looked up the road, then back at the girl. “Sweetie, do you know if there’s a town nearby?” Laura asked.

The girl looked up from her dolls and was about to reply when a woman with flaming red hair and cornflower-blue eyes stepped out onto the porch drying her hands with a dish towel. The woman was just as striking as the little girl, perhaps more so. She smiled over at Laura and then looked down at the little girl, saying “Are you making a new friend, Cecelia?”

“Uh huh,” the girl replied without looking away from her dolls.

The woman whipped the dish towel over her left shoulder and smiled over at Laura. “Staying at the resort?” she asked.

“Ya,” Laura said. “My husband and I were just exploring the area, and I was asking your daughter if there's a town nearby.”

“Oh. Ya,” the woman said, looking up the road. “It’s just a mile or so further. You can’t miss it,” the red-head said, smiling. “Nice day for a walk.”

“It’s beautiful,” Laura said, looking around at the forest and the clear, blue sky. “So is your daughter,” Laura said, looking down at the little girl. “She just gorgeous.”

“Thank you,” the woman said, looking down at the little girl proudly. After a moment, the woman looked up from her daughter and looked over toward the pickup truck up on jack stands. “Honey, come on! Your lunch is getting cold!” she called.

“Almost done!” the man called from beneath the truck.

While Laura had been chatting, Jack had passed her with his phone to his ear as if not noticing that she’d stopped. “Thanks for the directions,” Laura said as she turned to catch up with Jack. “Bye, sweetie!” Laura called to the little girl as she began walking to catch up with Jack who was thirty yards passed with his phone at his ear.

“Bye!” the girl called back.

As Laura started to walk, she heard the woman say, “Honey, go get your father out from under that truck.”

Laura smiled back at the wife, the two of them exchanging a little look, as if to say, men.

As Laura caught up with Jack, who was just putting his phone back in his pocket, she said, “Wasn’t that little girl gorgeous?”

“What little girl?”

“That girl playing on the porch,” Laura said, looking back.

“Oh. I didn’t see her,” Jack said.

“Was that the same client?” Laura asked, referring to his latest phone call.

“Ya,” Jack said.

✽✽✽

About ten minutes later, Laura and Jack came to the town. It was rather small, the road they were walking  on turning into the main road through town. After passing a corner store and a little cafe with rickety tables  out front, Laura and Jack happened upon a small open-air market. 

Laura saw a few other tourists, as well as quite a few Jamaicans picking through the offerings of the local farmers and fishermen. The tourists were more interested in the Chinese-made souvenirs, baseball caps and t-shirts and such. Laura walked along in her worn cargo pants and red Nikes, a gauzy, white blouse covering her pink bikini top. She sauntered casually along, looking at the various items being offered by the locals, Jack bringing up the rear again as he took another phone call. 

Laura shot him another in a long series of dirty looks, Jack answering her look with a helpless shrug of his shoulders, as if the non-stop telephone calls were beyond his control.

Laura turned back around, taking a breath, trying not to let her annoyance ruin their day. She stopped in front of one of the vendor stalls selling t-shirts. There was a large table piled high with folded t-shirts, samples hanging up on hangers so prospective customers could see more easily what was printed on them. Laura started looking through a stack of shirts, thinking maybe she’d get one for Gwen. Laura could hear Jack behind her, saying, “Yes. I understand that, but if you’d just let me…”

Laura turned to look back at Jack, scowling at him. Jack turned and took a few steps away as he continued his conversation. By now, Laura was nearly at her boiling point. She had a strong Irish streak and her temper could be volcanic if she was pushed too far. Laura took a breath, trying her best not to blow-up. But all she wanted to do was turn around and snatch Jack’s phone away and smash it into a thousand pieces.

But she resisted the urge. Instead, Laura looked up at the sample t-shirts hanging from a piece of twine. Most of them had some kind of beach image or funny saying printed on the front. As Laura looked them over, trying to find something for her friend, Gwen, she saw a white tank-top that she thought might make a good gag gift. The tank-top had writing across the chest in black, block letters, reading, “Don’t even try. I prefer Jamaican men”.

Laura took the shirt down and looked at it for a moment. Then she noticed something. There was a kind of hidden message built into the type-face. Particularly, the letter “n” in the word “men”. 

The “n” had been specially styled to convey a rather risqué meaning. It started out normally, with a short, straight line, followed by the hump. But when the hump of the "n" transitioned into the final downward stroke, the stroke continued down, going well below the rest of the text, dangling off the end of the sentence in a suggestive way. That final stroke of the "n" had obviously been styled to bring to mind a hanging penis. Not only was the stoke dangling down suggestively, it was also somewhat rounded at the end to suggest the head of a long, black penis.

Laura couldn’t help smiling at the not so subtle suggestion the text was trying to convey, namely, that Jamaican men were rather well-endowed.

Laura considered the shirt for a long moment, wondering if Gwen would get a kick out of it. As it happened, Gwen, her running partner, had dated a black man for a few months after breaking up with her long-time boyfriend for undisclosed reasons.

Laura and Gwen met most mornings at the park to run before work. After Gwen had started dating the black man, it wasn’t uncommon to see her getting out of her Prius rather gingerly, as if a certain part of her anatomy hadn’t quite recovered from the previous night. As Gwen would come limping over in her running shorts and sweatshirt, Laura would sometimes tease her friend, saying, “Rough night?” 

Gwen's usual response was to give Laura a little smirk and make no comment, leaving Laura to speculate as to the cause for her rather stiff gate as they started off on their run.

But, after a few months, Gwen broke it off with the black man and went back to her old boyfriend. Laura never got the whole story as to why, but she got the impression that Gwen had satisfied whatever curiosity she might have had about black men and was ready to settle down and start a family. Gwen married her good-natured accountant a few months later.

One thing Laura did notice, though, was that, after getting back with her old boyfriend, Gwen no longer winced when she got out of her car in the morning.

After hemming and hawing about getting the shirt, Laura finally decided against it, thinking it might bring up unwanted questions from Gwen’s new husband. Laura hung the shirt back up and continued perusing the various stalls and tables as she sauntered along, Jack followed behind with his phone to his ear.

After about twenty yards, Laura stopped again to look at a table full of handmade necklaces. An old Jamaican woman, the artist, was sitting behind the table, threading beads onto her latest creation. The woman’s rickety display table seemed to have been cobbled together with whatever materials she had at hand, large gaps showing through the mismatched boards that formed the tabletop.

As Laura looked over the dozen or so necklaces, the woman gave Laura a little smile and a nod. Laura returned the woman’s nod, giving her a shy smile. Laura looked back down at the handmade jewelry. The little necklaces were all similarly constructed, each starting with the same foundation of three colored strings woven together. And each necklace featured pretty much the same recurring materials — small bits of shell, sea glass, and other colored stones. But, though each little necklace utilized basically the same materials, their placement or color or emphasis was varied in such a way as to give each one its own unique look and appeal. It was like a skilled chef taking commonplace ingredients from your fridge and creating a variety of tasty dishes with them.

Laura was slightly taken aback that someone who looked so normal and ordinary could be so artistic. It was like discovering that the guy who cuts your lawn could paint like Picasso. Laura always thought that an artist had to look like an artist, a moody eccentric who wore all black and never smiled. But, apparently, normal people could be artists too. 

As a teenager, Laura had loved to draw and had had vague notions of becoming an artist herself. But, upon visiting her guidance counselor as a college freshman, she was convinced that it might be more prudent to save her artistic ambitions for her golden years and pursue a more realistic career path. So, Laura had chosen engineering, putting her dreams of being an artist on the back burner. Laura was nothing if not practical and pragmatic.

The nearest Laura had ever come to realizing her artistic ambitions was when she had bought a dilapidated houseboat five years ago. The previous owner had sold her the old barge for next to nothing, as it was due to sink any day. After pumping out the water and patching the hull, Laura had spent the next few years fixing up the charming, 1950’s houseboat. 

Each weekend, she’d tackle one of the tasks on a long list of them. One weekend, she might be carefully removing one of the original leaded glass windows to have it restored. And the following weekend, she might be crawling down into the bilge to track down some faulty wiring. To her, bringing that old boat back to life was her form of artistic expression. The boat had nearly been finished when she and Jack got married. But Jack hadn’t wanted to share the creaky old boat with her. He preferred his two-bedroom condo, with its over-sized microwave and even more over-sized flat screen tv. So, Laura had sold her little boat and moved in with Jack, a decision she still sometimes regrets.

Laura picked up one of the necklaces, a pretty little thing with an ocean-smoothed shard of canary yellow glass as its centerpiece. She held it high, letting the sunlight play off the little bits of iridescent shell, the yellow pendant of glass glowing like a precious jewel. She considered the piece for a long moment, then turned to look back at Jack. “I think I’m gonna get this one for Gwen,” she said, holding it up to him.

But Jack’s only reply was to hold a finger up to her, as if needing to concentrate on what the person on the phone was saying. He turned and stepped away, putting his finger in his free ear against the ambient noise around him.

Laura shook her head, then turned back to the woman. “How much for this one?” Laura asked, holding the necklace out to her.

The woman lowered her work-in-progress and looked up at the necklace. She studied it for a moment, as if calculating its worth based on the materials involved or the time it had taken to make. She smiled up at Laura, saying, “Three dollars, Miss.”

Laura looked at the woman for a moment. “Three dollars?” Laura asked, looking greatly surprised at the low price.

The woman nodded, still smiling shyly.

Laura just looked at the woman. “But it’s so lovely. Are you sure?” Laura asked.

“Just a bit of string and shell, Miss,” the woman said modestly.

“Oh, don’t say that,” Laura protested. Laura raised the necklace up to the light again, admiring the artful way it had been constructed, the various colors perfectly complimenting one another. “I would never be able to make something like this,” Laura said, looking down at the woman.

“You’re very kind, Miss.”

Laura shot the woman a friendly, but rather stern look, as if to say, you really should be charging more.

Laura reached into her pocket and pulled out a tangle of US currency. She teased a crumpled twenty out of the knot of bills, then stuffed the rest of the money back into her pocket. Laura tried to uncrumple the twenty-dollar bill with one hand as she held the necklace with the other. She laid the still somewhat twisted bill onto the table and said, “Thank you very much. My friend’s gonna love it.” Laura gave the woman a big smile, then turned to go, the woman looking down at the wrinkled twenty as if not quite understanding. But before she could say anything, Laura was already walking away.

As Laura walked along, she held her breast pocket open with a finger, then fed the little necklace down into the opening, where it lay almost imperceptibly against the soft warmth of her left breast. Laura continued down the road, looking casually at the other tables as Jack finally ended his call and trotted up to her.

Jack came up beside Laura like one car pulling alongside another car on the freeway. “You’re quite the negotiator,” he said, smiling over at her.

Laura glared over at him, giving Jack a look that would have made a Jamaican drug lord cross to the other side of the street.

“I think you’re supposed to get the price lower,” Jack continued, grinning at her.

Laura was about to say something she might regret. But she held herself in check. After a moment, she looked over at Jack and said, “I see you’re finally off your phone.”

“Sorry,” Jack said. “It was a really important client.”

Laura said nothing, but she was thinking, so what am I? Chopped liver?

Finally, Laura stopped and turned to Jack. “Jack, you do remember why we came on this vacation, right?” She waited.

“Ya. I know,” Jack said. “I’m sorry. I’m all yours for the rest of the day. I promise.”

Laura just looked at Jack for a long moment, trying her best not to start a fight. She tried to focus on the marriage counselor’s words — conflict is inevitable, but combat is optional. Finally, Laura said in an imploring tone, “Jack. I don’t wanna fight. Can we just have a nice day together?”

“Sure,” Jack said. “Here. I’m turning it off.” Jack took his phone out of his pocket and held the power button until the screen went dark. “Ok?” he said.

“Ok,” Laura said, smiling. She weaved her arm into his and started walking again.

✽✽✽

When Laura and Jack got back to their room late in the afternoon, Laura dropped her plastic bags just inside the door and rushed into the bathroom. A few seconds later, the loud sound of peeing could be heard all the way out in the room.

“Laura!” Jack called as he plopped onto the bed, apparently finding the sound of her urination objectionable.

“Sorry!” Laura called back as she continued to pee like a race horse.

When Laura was done, her relieved exhalation could also be heard out in the room. She came out of the bathroom, saying, “Sorry. I was about to burst.”

Laura walked over to a small air conditioner, her face bright red from the heat. She turned the air conditioner to “high”, then stood in front of it as it blew chilly air against her bottom. “My God, it’s hot!” Laura said as she unbuttoned her blouse and tossed it over onto the chair near the window, her deep cleavage moist with perspiration. Laura stood in front of the air conditioner in her bikini top and shorts, letting the cold air hit the back of her legs. Laura pulled her cargo shorts up and away from the back of her thighs to allow the cold air to go inside the leg openings and find her soaked panties. She smiled with relief as the cool air went up and caressed her nether regions.

As Laura cooled herself, Jack clicked on the tv, a low, voom sound coming from the back of the old, tube-style television as it came to life.

Still standing in front of the A/C, Laura said, “What’a ya say we order something up and stay in tonight?”

“Sure,” Jack said distractedly as he scrolled through the on-screen channel listing.

After a few moments, Laura tore herself away from the air conditioner and walked over to her side of the bed. “What’a ya feel like?” she asked as she picked up the phone’s receiver. Laura scanned down a laminated card listing the numbers for the various hotel services, then dialed zero, zero, two for room service. She looked down at Jack with the phone to her ear, waiting for what he wanted to eat. He seemed to have forgotten about her question as he scanned the tv listings.

After waiting a long few moments, Laura finally said, “Jack, come on. It’s ringing.”

“Oh!” He looked up at her, thinking, then said, “Anything. I don’t care.” Jack selected the listing for the sports channel. “Maybe a burger,” he suggested, not looking away from the tv.

Laura nodded down at him, still waiting for room service to pick up.

As Jack settled in to watch a football game, Laura said, “Oh! Hi. Um…This is room 505. I wanted to order something.” Laura listened for a moment, then said, “Ya. Could we get a couple of cheese burgers?”

Laura listened again. “Uh huh. And…Uhhh…” Laura thought for a moment. “…do you have Heineken, by any chance?” Laura listened. “Great. Could we get two of those, as well?”

“I want three,” Jack said, glancing up at her.

Laura looked down at Jack and made a face. She covered the lower part of the receiver and said, “Really, Jack? You had three beers at that little place.”

Jack didn’t respond. He just continued watching the game on tv as if he hadn’t heard her.

Laura huffed and uncovered the phone. “I’m sorry. Could you make that four Heinekens?” she said, shooting Jack a disapproving look as she listened. “Uh huh. That’s right. Room 505.” Laura listened, then said, “Thanks.”

Laura hung up the phone and looked over at what Jack was watching on tv. She made another face and said, “Pleeease tell me we’re not gonna watch football all night,” her voice weary and pleading.

Jack gave her a surprised look. “The Seahawks are playing.”

Laura huffed again, too tired to argue about it. Instead, she turned and sat on the edge of the bed to untie her Nikes.

✽✽✽

About twenty minutes later, there was a knock at the door. Laura hopped off the bed and padded over to the door, still in her bikini top and cargo shorts. “The food’s here!” Laura called through the closed bathroom door, hearing the shower running as she went by.

When Laura opened the door, a broad grin spread across her face. “Hey!” she said, looking up at the man from the beach. He was in his cute little room service uniform and standing behind a push cart with two large silver domes on top, two bottles of beer next to each dome.

“Good evening, Miss,” Ajani said, his smile just as broad as hers.

“Hi!” Laura said, stepping back and holding the door open for him. “How’s it goin’?” she asked as Ajani pushed the cart past her.

“Very good, Miss. Thank you.”

As Ajani brought the cart into the room, Laura looked down at herself, remembering how she was dressed, or rather, not dressed. She wondered if she should put her blouse back on. But she didn’t have time to decide before Ajani looked back at her and asked, “Is this good, Miss?” as he parked the food cart cattycorner to the foot of the bed.

Laura looked up from her bikini top, saying, “Huh?” She looked over. “Oh! Ya. That’s perfect,” she said as she started over to him, forgetting about her top.

Ajani lifted the two silver domes covering the food, releasing wisps of steam as two very large cheeseburgers were revealed. Beside each burger, on its own little side plate, was a dish of thickly cut steak fries. They looked like they’d been made from fresh potatoes and not just dumped out of a plastic bag into the deep fryer.

“Mmmmm,” Laura said, looking down at the food. “This looks great. Boy, the burgers are huge.”

Just then, Jack came out of the bathroom completely naked and scrubbing at his wet hair, his face partially covered by the towel, his small, pink penis wiggling like a jelly candy as he walked toward Laura and Ajani.

“Jack!” Laura cried, her eyes going wide at his uncovered body.  

Jack peeked out from under the towel and said, “Oh shit!” as he made a quick U-turn and rushed back into the bathroom, shutting the door behind him.

Laura looked up at Ajani, her cheeks tinged red. “Sorry about that,” she said, looking embarrassed. “I told him the food was here. I guess he didn’t hear me.”

“No problem, Miss.”

As Ajani reached into the inner pocket of his waiter’s vest and withdrew a stiff piece of paper, Jack came back out, this time wearing one of the hotel-provided terrycloth robes.

“Sorry about that,” Jack said as he scooted past Laura and Ajani, avoiding their eyes.

Laura shot Jack a look and shook her head like he was a child that needed constant supervision.

When Jack was by them and heading over to his side of the bed, Laura snatched one of the oversized steak fries and took a small bite. “Mmm,” she said, smiling as she chewed. “I love the thick ones.”

Ajani nodded, smiling politely as she smiled up at him, chewing. After a short pause, Ajani held the stiff piece of paper out to Laura, saying, “If you would please sign this, Miss.”

“Oh!... Sorry…,” Laura said, setting the uneaten half of her fry next to one of the burgers. Laura took a napkin and wiped the grease from her fingers, then took the bill from Ajani. She looked around for a good place to fill it out, then decided to just use the corner of the cart. Laura bent forward, setting the five by seven-inch card onto a small area of free space on the food cart. She scanned the receipt, looking for where to enter Ajani’s tip. When she found the tip box, Laura looked up at Ajani and said, “Do you have a pen, Ajani?”

But, as she looked up at him, Laura noticed Ajani’s eyes come quickly up from her breasts, which were practically spilling out of her top. Laura felt a small shutter of excitement run through her as Ajani averted his eyes. She waited as Ajani began patted all his pockets for his pen as he looked over her head. Laura could see the clicker of his pen peeking up out of his front pocket, but she didn’t say anything. She was rather enjoying his slightly flustered search for it.

Finally, after letting Ajani suffer for a long few moments, Laura pointed to his pocket and said, “Is that it?”

“Oh! Yes!...There it is,” Ajani said, seeming rather nervous. He fumbled the pen out of his pocket and handed it to Laura, careful not to look down at her cleavage again.

“Thanks,” Laura said, a little twinkle of amusement in her eyes as she took the pen from him.

Laura looked back down and studied the bill for significantly longer than she had to before filling in the tip, all the while, remaining bent over in front of him, rather enjoying the sexual tension now in the air. 

In truth, Jack’s affair had left Laura struggling with feelings of inadequacy and doubts about her physical appeal. But Ajani’s furtive look had done in five seconds what six months of marriage counseling had failed to do, somewhat restore her flagging self-confidence.

After entering a ten-dollar tip for Ajani, Laura looked up at him again and asked, “Just sign anywhere?” her face tilted upward as her heavy breasts strained the thin spaghetti straps of her top.

“Uhhh…Yes. Anywhere, Miss,” he said, glancing down into her big, brown eyes.

Laura nodded, then looked back down. She signed a blank area at the very bottom of the bill, then straightened back up. “Here ya go,” she said, handing the pen and bill back together as she combed her hair back out of her eyes with her other hand.

“Thank you, Miss.”

“Thank you,” Laura smiled, her double meaning surely going over the waiter’s head.

After a beat, Laura began walking Ajani to the door. She opened it for him and stepped back a little. “Well, it was nice seeing you again,” she said, holding the door.

“It was nice to see you, Miss.”

Laura looked over at Jack, saying, “I imagine we’ll be seeing a lot of each other. We’re gonna be here for almost three weeks, and we’re suckers for room service,” she said, looking back at Ajani and smiling.

“Yes, Miss,” Ajani said, his manner somewhat stiffer and a bit more forced than when he’d first arrived. He seemed nervous.

Laura held Ajani’s eyes for a moment, as if waiting to see if he had something more to say. But when he didn’t say anything, Laura looked over at Jack who was engrossed in the game. “Jack. Ajani’s leaving,” she called over, prompting him for some sort of polite farewell to the room service man.

Jack looked up from the game as if surprised Ajani was still there. “Oh! See ya, man,” Jack called over.

“Have a good night, Sir,” Ajani called back. But Jack had already turned back to the tv and didn’t seem to hear him.

Ajani turned his attention back to Laura.

Laura smiled, then looked down for a moment, the way people sometimes do before saying goodbye. But, as Laura looked down, she noticed the white room service receipt in Ajani’s hand. He had never put it back in his vest pocket. As she looked down at the bright white receipt standing out starkly against the black fabric of his waiter’s shorts, Laura noticed something that made her breath catch. Ajani’s penis was pressing hard at the inside of his shorts.

Laura looked up quickly, her cheeks going instantly hot. She tried to pretend she hadn’t seen his straining penis as she stammered, “Uhhh…Well…..Thanks again, Ajani,” trying to keep the surprise out of her voice, though it wavered noticeably.

“Have a good night, Miss,” Ajani said curtly as he turned away and began walking quickly down the hall.

Laura stood there for a moment, watching Ajani go down the hall, more than a little shocked at what had just happened. When Ajani was almost to the elevator, Laura came back into the room and shut the door, her face hot. Talk about a boost to her confidence, she thought to herself. Ajani probably saw a hundred women a day dressed like her. She had to believe he wasn’t getting a boner every time he made a delivery to a woman in a bikini. Laura couldn’t help feeling a little bit proud, as if her feminine appeal was alive and well. She felt a surge of confidence as she came back over to Jack.

Laura walked back over and took one of the side dishes of fries and the small bottle of ketchup they had included with the meal. She brought the fries and ketchup over and set it on the nightstand, then climbed up onto the bed and got comfortable. Sitting with her back against the padded headboard, Laura twisted around and glopped out some ketchup onto the side of her plate, then took a fry after dipping it in the ketchup.

Laura turned back to the tv as she took a bite. Laura ate her fry quietly as she watched the football game with Jack, still thinking about what had just happened. After finishing her French fry, Laura said, still looking at the tv, “You’ll never believe what just happened.”

“What?” Jack said, distractedly not looking away from the game.

Laura looked over at Jack as he kept his eyes on the screen. “I think Ajani was getting a hardon just now.”

“What!?” Jack said, turning to look at her.

“Ya,” Laura said, looking at him. “When he was leaving, I happened to look down, and I’m pretty sure he was…you know, excited. He was trying to hide it with the receipt, but I could see the tip of his penis pressing against his shorts.”

Jack continued to look over at Laura for a long few moments, as if needing time to process what she had just told him. Finally, he turned back to the tv and said, “Well, I can’t say I’m all that surprised.”

Laura looked over at him for a moment, furrowing her brows. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Jack kept his eyes on the game as he said, “Oh, Ajani, I really love thick ones,” Jack said in a high-pitched, mocking parody of Laura’s earlier comment.

Laura looked at him for a moment, then let out a laugh. “Oh, come on, Jack. You know I was talking about the fries,” she smiled.

“Uh huh,” Jack said, his tone both sarcastic and dubious. “I saw you bending over in front of him. You gave him a nice long look down your top, I noticed.”

Laura felt her face heat up. “Jack. I was filling out the bill,” she said defensively, though she knew he was right.

“Ya. Right,” Jack said again, casting a dubious glance at her. “You sure took your time doing it.”

Laura knew he was right about that too. She looked at him for a moment, trying to come up with some plausible defense. But she couldn’t think of anything. Laura remained quiet, turning her attention back to the game as a way of avoiding the accusation.

“And let’s not forget yesterday,” Jack continued.

“Yesterday?” Laura turned to look at him again.

“You know what I’m talking about. Staring at his dick on the beach,” Jack said, glancing over at her again.

“Jack. I told you. I was just surprised. That’s all.”

Jack didn’t respond. He kept his attention on the tv, avoiding her eyes as she looked over at him.

Laura waited for Jack to look at her, but he wouldn’t. Laura turned and watched the game. They sat there in tense silence for a few minutes. Trying to act casual about it, Laura inched closer to him, trying to get back into his good graces. 

After about five minutes, Laura was nestled up to him, hoping the ice between them was thawing somewhat. Every so often, Laura would glance over at him, but Jack kept his eyes forward.

Finally, Laura inched down in bed a bit and put her head on Jack’s chest. Wanting to break the ice somehow, Laura eased her hand into Jack’s robe. But when she found his flaccid penis, Jack straightened abruptly, forcing Laura away, her hand coming out of Jack’s robe.

“What’s wrong?” Laura said, surprised as he stiffened and bucked her off.

Jack glared at her and said, “Why is that you only seem to get horny after you see that waiter?”

“What!?” Laura said, looking at him incredulously.

“After staring at his dick on the beach yesterday you couldn’t wait to get back to the room and have sex,” Jack said. “Then last night after dinner. And now this. For the last six months, you’ve been like a cold fish in bed. And now, every time you see that fucking waiter, you’re like a bitch in heat.”

Laura recoiled at Jack’s words, her eyes wide as she looked over at him. “Oh! So, now I’m a bitch in heat!? Laura said, her eyes flaring.

Jack glared back at her. “Ya! And, I’m sorry, but when we have sex, I’d rather my wife wasn’t thinking about some black guy’s dick!” Jack glared at her for a long moment, then turned to the tv.

Laura just looked at him, wide-eyed, shocked by his accusation, but, at the same time, secretly feeling guilty at how accurate it was.

All Laura could think to say was, “Fine!!!” 

She turned away from him and slammed her back against the headboard, crossing her arms tightly over her chest, her jaw set as she glared down the bed at the tv.

The two of them didn’t speak for a long minute, until Laura finally snapped, “I’m going to bed.”

Laura got out of bed and pushed her shorts and underwear down, then undid her bikini top and flung it across the room. She ripped the bedding up and slammed down into bed, yanking the covers over her as she turned away from Jack.

Laura glared over at the wall as Jack continued to watch the game, his body stiff next to her. After a moment, Laura reached up and clicked off the light on her nightstand. She closed her eyes, but the football game seemed much louder now in the tense silence between her and Jack. After a few minutes, Laura finally shot around and snapped, “Could you please turn that down!?”

Laura scowled over at Jack, waiting until he picked up the remote. She slammed back onto her side as Jack lowered the volume. “Thank you!” she barked.

Laura yanked at the blankets again and looked off into the shadowy darkness, her jaw set as tears welled up in her eyes.


Chapter 4

Laura Makes a New Friend

The next morning, as Laura opened her eyes, she let out a small groan at the nagging little headache above her right eye. She had woken in the middle of the night, starving and thirsty while Jack lay passed out and snoring. Laura had eaten half of her cold burger and washed it down with the one beer Jack, by some miracle, hadn’t drunk. But now she was regretting it. Laura had some sort of intolerance to alcohol, inherited from the long line of drunks in her family.

Laura’s mom had been a functioning alcoholic for years, before finally dying of ovarian cancer a few years back. Family lore had it that Laura’s grandfather had been the real boozer of the family, not to mention a real brawler. He had finally met his end after picking a fight with the wrong guy in some dive bar in San Francisco’s infamous Tenderloin district. Laura had never met her grandfather, but family lore also had it that her sometimes volatile temper could be traced directly back to the scrappy Irishman, God rest his soul.

Laura looked over at Jack through bleary eyes. “Jack,” she croaked.

Jack didn’t move. He was breathing in and out, obviously still asleep.

“Jack,” Laura said again in a raspy, slightly pleading voice.

“Huh,” Jack grumbled, half waking.

“Do we have any aspirin?”

Jack muttered something indecipherable, then began breathing in and out again, apparently falling back to sleep.

Laura got up and padded naked into the bathroom. She glanced at herself in the mirror, then dug around in her toiletries bag, looking for something for her headache. When she found a small bottle of Advil, she murmured, “Oh, thank God,” as she tipped four pills into her palm. Laura popped the pills into her mouth, then bent down to the tap, slurping at the water. She straightened, then threw her head back to move the pills to her throat, swallowing them down.

Laura shuffled out of the bedroom and slipped back under the covers. She nestled up to Jack, her warm body spooning into his, her soft breasts pressing into his back. Laura wrapped her arm over Jack’s waist and brought her hand up to his chest, hugging him close as she closed her eyes, breathing quietly behind him.

After a few minutes, Laura could feel the pills taking effect, the throbbing at her brow growing less pronounced. Laura lay there, thinking about their fight the previous night. Though she didn’t like admitting it, Jack was right. She had been using the incident on the beach as a kind of aphrodisiac for their anemic love life. She never told Jack, but she had thought about the anonymous black man when they’d gotten back to their room that day. She’d used the mental image of his wet underwear like female Viagra. And now it had come back to bite her on the ass.

After a few minutes of thinking about it, Laura said, “Jack,” in a quiet voice.

Jack didn’t move or respond.

Laura hugged him a bit tighter, then whispered, “Jack” again, a little louder.

“Mmm,” Jack mumbled, waking.

“I’m sorry,” Laura said quietly, her voice soft and sincere.

Jack didn’t respond for a long moment. But then he struggled around to face her, looking over at her through sleepy, bloodshot eyes.

“I’m sorry about last night,” she said, looking over at him.

Jack met her eyes, but didn’t say anything.

“You were right, what you said,” Laura admitted quietly. “I’m sorry. I didn’t realize it bothered you so much.”

Jack, still bleary-eyed, looked at her for a moment, then said, “That’s ok. I don’t know why I went off like that.” Jack looked over at her for a long moment. “Maybe I just got a little jealous.”

Laura brought her hand down and gently cupped his genitals. “Jack, you have nothing to be jealous about. I was just…you know…messing around.” She held his eyes. “I thought you kinda liked it,” she whispered intimately.

“Ya. I know,” Jack said. He looked at her for a moment. “I think I was just in a pissy mood last night. The Seahawks were getting their ass kicked.”

Laura smiled. “Oh. Did they lose?”

Jack nodded.

Laura put on a sympathetic expression, saying, “Poor baby,” as she moved her hand up and down at his groin.

“Did I hear you ask if we had any aspirin?” Jack asked.

“Ya,” Laura said. “I woke up with a little headache. I got up and drank that beer last night.”

“Laura, you know you shouldn’t drink, especially on an empty stomach.”

“I ate half my burger.”

Jack gave her a stern look, but didn’t say anything more.

“Anyway, I found some Advil. I feel better,” Laura said.

After a few minutes of Laura’s gentle messaging, Jack was hard. Laura squeezed his cock gently and said, “Jack, let me make it up to you. You know, for last night.”

✽✽✽

Ten minutes later, Laura was lying over a pillow and looking forward at the headboard as Jack huffed and grunted behind her. “Oh, Jack!” she called back as the bed creaked and squeaked with Jack’s short, hard thrusts.

“You like that, don’t ya!” Jack grunted, slamming into her with his four-and-a-half-inch penis.

“Uh huh,” Laura breathed, her mouth hanging open as she looked at the swaying headboard in front of her.

Jack looked down at Laura’s nicely-shaped ass as he fucked her hard, his soft midsection jiggling with each short stab.

“Ya!...Give it to me, Jack!” Laura gasped, though her enthusiastic tone was somewhat out of proportion to the effect he was having on her. But that didn't matter.  Laura wanted to make up for what she’d done. And, as most women know, there’s no better way to make a man feel good than to compliment his performance in bed. So Laura let the compliments fly.

“Ya!... Fuck me, Jack!!!” she called back as the headboard tapped lightly against the wall. “Gimme that big dick!!!”

Laura felt Jack tense at her words for a brief moment, as if she’d found his weak spot.

“You like that big dick, don’t you?” Jack grunted.

“Uh huh,” Laura breathed, her short hair shuttering each time he slammed into her.

“I bet you’d like a big black one, wouldn’t you?” Jack huffed.

Laura was momentarily taken aback at Jack’s words. She froze mentally, not quite sure how to respond. After a slight hesitation, Laura said, “Uh huh,” hoping that was what he wanted to hear.

Apparently, she had guessed right, because Jack’s thrusts ramped up even more. Laura let out a cry of surprise as the headboard hit harder against the wall, the sound of slapping skin coming from behind her.

“Oh God!” Laura cried as she bounced off Jack's almost violent thrusts. She couldn’t help picturing a big black man behind her, a faceless, thrusting hulk of a man, pumping in and out of her. “Oh God yes!!” she called as she imagined it.

“Ya. You like that big, black cock. Don’t cha?” Jack grunted.

“Uh huh,” Laura breathed.

“Well then take it,” Jack grunted. “Take it all!”

But as Jack pounded away, and just as Laura was starting to get close, Jack’s phone trilled over on his nightstand. Laura paid no attention to it. But she was greatly surprised when Jack suddenly stopped. Laura craned around, looking back as Jack pulled out.

“Jack,” she said as he started crawling up the bed toward his nightstand, his stiff penis wagging from side to side.

Jack stretched for his cell phone, saying, “I just need to check who it is.”

Laura looked over as if not believing what he was doing.

But Jack didn’t seem to notice as he checked the caller id, then said, “Laura, I gotta take this.”

Jack worked himself into a sitting position on the edge of the bed, then swiped the screen to accept the call. “Hey, Kathryn!” Jack said, smiling into his phone. “I’m glad you called.”

Laura looked over at Jack in utter disbelief, still on her stomach with her ass in the air. She dropped her face heavily down onto the mattress and blew out a big breath of frustration.

“No, it’s fine,” Jack said. “I wasn’t doing anything.”

Laura lifted her head up and looked over at him like she couldn’t believe her ears.

“Yes,” Jack said. “I did check into that. Hold on a sec. Let me just grab my laptop.”

“Jack,” Laura said imploringly.

But Jack ignored her entreaty as he went over to a side table, his cock now bending down as his erection waned. Jack picked up his laptop and put it on his naked thighs as he sat in the chair by the window.

Seeing that Jack wouldn’t be coming back anytime soon, Laura struggled up and turned over, pushing the pillow out of the way as she sat against the headboard. Laura crossed her arms tightly over her chest and glared over at Jack like a pouting child.

“Sorry,” Jack said into his phone. “Just give me two more seconds. My computer’s booting up.” After another few moments, Jack muttered, “Shit.” He closed his laptop and said, “I’m sorry, Kathryn, but the wifi doesn’t seem to be working in the room. Can I call you back in like five minutes. I’ll just run down to the business center.” Jack listened for a moment, then said, “No. It’s no problem.” He listened. “Ok. Just give me a few minutes to get down  there, and I’ll call you right back.” Jack listened again. “No. Thank you.”

Jack ended the call and snapped his computer shut. He stepped quickly over to the dresser, his erection now almost completely gone. As he pulled a pair of boxers out of the dresser, Laura said, “You’re going now?”

“I have to, Laura. This could be a really big deal for the company.”

“But, what about…?” Laura said, obviously referring to how close she’d been to finishing.

“Oh. Ya,” Jack said. “I shouldn’t be too long. Just wait for me,” Jack said as he pulled on his underwear.

Laura just looked at him for a long moment, then huffed and said, “You never told me the client was Kathryn Lambert.”

“I didn’t?” Jack said, turning to her as he pulled a pair of pants out of the drawer.”

“No. You didn’t.”

“What difference does it make?” Jack asked as he stepped into his pants, then turned and grabbed a shirt out of another drawer.

Laura knew who Kathryn Lambert was. Anyone who read the papers knew who she was. Kathryn Lambert was the wealthiest woman in Texas. She had married a billionaire Texan, twenty years her senior and had inherited his fortune and his aviation company when he’d unexpected dropped dead on a treadmill at the age of fifty-two. A Baylor graduate and a former Miss Texas, Kathryn Lambert was now a smart, beautiful billionaire, known for getting what she wanted.

“Laura, I really don’t have time. I gotta get down there. Kathryn’s thinking about expanding operations down to the Bahamas and she wants to know what it would take to refit her 737’s for the longer routes. This could be a sweet deal.”

“That’s great. But, what am I supposed to do?" Laura asked. “How long are you gonna be gone, anyway?”

Jack buttoned his shirt up and went over to his nightstand and picked up his Rolex. He snapped it on then looked down at it, saying, “Uhhh…I’m not sure. I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

Jack pulled his shoes on and grabbed his laptop, then started for the door. Laura just watched as he disappeared around the corner, heading for the door. But after a moment, she didn’t hear the door open. And after another moment, Jack reappeared, emerging from the short entry hall and walking quickly back over to her. Laura brightened, thinking he was on his way back to give her a kiss goodbye. But when Jack got over to her nightstand, he grabbed one of the keycards off of it, saying, “Almost forgot.”

Jack slipped the card into his pocket, then started for the door again. “I’ll be back as soon as I can!” he called over his shoulder.

Laura heard the door whoosh open, then, a moment later, self-close with a sharp “click”. Laura just sat there, feeling utterly abandoned and more than a little frustrated, sexually. After a moment, she swiveled her shocked face away from entry hall and looked at herself in the dresser mirror. She shook her head, muttering, “Unfucking believable.”

Laura looked over at the alarm clock on the nightstand. It was almost ten. As Laura looked over at the clock, she noticed her phone sitting there. She reached over for it and, just out of curiosity, googled Kathryn Lambert. Laura scanned through Kathryn’s condensed bio, which was pretty much what she already knew. But then Laura looked at Kathryn’s picture. Laura made a face when she saw just how gorgeous the woman was — long, wavy chestnut hair; dark, intelligent green eyes; and a body like a you wouldn’t believe.

“Oh great,” Laura muttered. She tossed the phone onto the bed, the comely billionaire smiling up at her from the small screen.

Laura scooted back down in bed. She stayed in bed, fantasizing that Jack would come running back in, apologizing profusely for abandoning her. But by ten-thirty, Laura knew he wouldn’t be bursting back into the room to apologize. Laura threw off the covers and got out of bed. She would have preferred to lay there and feel sorry for herself, but she hated the idea that Jack would come back and find her waiting in bed for him like some insecure wallflower. Her feminine pride couldn’t bear that.

After taking a long shower, Laura took a couple more Advil, then threw on a robe and puttered around the room for a while. She went back and forth between looking out the window and flipping through the channels on the tv. But, when Jack wasn’t back by 11:30, Laura clicked the tv off and went over to the dresser. She tossed her robe onto the bed and got her bathing suit out. Laura put on her bikini and got her beach towel and sunscreen. She got a few other things and threw it all into her beach bag.

Laura came downstairs, then headed out the beachside exit of the hotel. She hadn’t actually been in the ocean yet. She figured a swim might do her good. But when Laura walked out the rear entrance of the hotel into the blinding midday sun, the light and heat hit her like a punch in the face. Laura squinted for a moment, letting her eyes adjust, then walked past the restaurant’s patio area, heading for the beach.

But when Laura stepped off the path and onto the sand, she let out a small “Owe!” The sand was scalding hot. Laura danced across the sand, muttering a series curse words as she made her way over to the line of hotel beach umbrellas the staff put out each morning. But the sand was like molten lava and, after about twenty feet, Laura couldn’t stand it anymore. She reached into her beach bag and yanked her towel out, then threw it down onto the sand. She jumped onto the towel, letting out a big breath of relief. “Jesus,” she said, looking down at the sand like it was some sort of cruel trap for unwary tourists.

Laura was close to the line of widely spaced umbrellas, but she hadn’t made it over to them yet. As her feet recovered, she looked for an unoccupied umbrella. When she spotted one thirty yards away, she reached down for her towel. She snatched it up, then took hopping steps through the scalding sand. But, after ten or fifteen feet, Laura had to stop and throw her towel down again. She jumped onto it and stood there for ten seconds or so, letting her feet cool down. When her feet were sufficiently recovered, Laura picked up her towel again and made a dash for the umbrella she had thought was unoccupied.

But, upon getting there, Laura saw that there were two pairs of flip flops sitting in the shade of the large umbrella, a pair neatly tucked beneath each thickly cushioned lounge chair. Flip flops, Laura thought as she looked down at them. Why hadn’t she thought of that. She should have bought a pair at the gift shop. Laura looked down at the left-behind flip flops, then out at the scores of people playing in the water. The owners of the flip flops were obviously out there somewhere. They had wisely staked their claim on this umbrella so people like her wouldn’t steal it. Laura looked around for another unoccupied spot, momentarily stealing the life-saving shade of the absentee owner’s umbrella

Laura saw a pair of empty lounge chairs about four umbrellas away. She went hopping over, using the same system as before, stopping for towel breaks when necessary. But it was the same situation when she got to the second umbrella. Only this time, a left-behind beach bag signaled that this umbrella was also spoken for, the beach bag essentially a “keep out!” sign left by the occupants.

Laura went hopping through the sand again, going from umbrella to umbrella, but never finding one that wasn’t already occupied or claimed with some left-behind article. Apparently, only the early bird gets an umbrella, Laura thought, kicking herself for not coming down sooner.

Laura was about to give up and go back inside, when she heard someone call, “There’s a free chair over here!”

Laura looked around, not sure where the voice had come from, or if it was meant for her. She heard it again.

“Over here!” someone called a little louder.

Laura looked in the direction of the voice and saw a very tan, very thin woman, waving at her from behind four-hundred-dollar Coco Chanel sun glasses. The woman was about five umbrellas away and all by herself, an unoccupied lounge chair to her left.

“Were you talking to me!?” Laura called, looking over at the woman.

“Yes!” the tan woman called back. “Come on! There’s a free chair right here!”

“Oh, that’s ok!” Laura called back. “I’ll just go back inside!”

“Don’t be an idiot! Come on! Get over here!” the woman called back, more of a command than a request.

Laura hesitated, then called, “Ok! I’ll try to make it!” as if it was World War II, and she was about to run for the next foxhole while passing in front of an enemy machine gun nest. Laura steeled herself, then danced over to the tan woman, letting out an “Owe!” with each painful footfall. Laura finally made it over and lunged into the shade of the woman’s umbrella, gasping with relief.

“Jeez!” Laura said as she caught her breath in the shade of her benefactor’s umbrella. “It’s really hot today, isn’t it?” Laura said, gasping.

“You have to get here early,” the woman said dryly, as if this was common knowledge to all but the most inexperienced hotel guest.

“Ya. I guess so,” Laura said.

Laura looked down and saw a pair of men’s sandals by the empty lounge chair. “Are you sure you’re not saving this chair for somebody?” Laura asked.

“Harry’s taking a scuba lesson,” the woman said. “He won’t be back for hours.” The woman patted the armrest of her absentee husband’s chair. “Please. I’m dying for some company.”

Laura put her stuff down next to the chair, saying, “Thanks. This is really nice of you.”

“Oh, don’t be silly,” the woman said, waving a hand. “I’m glad to have the company.” She pushed her sunglasses up on her head and stretched over, offering her dark brown hand to Laura. “I’m Meryl.”

Laura took the woman’s hand and said, “Laura. Nice to meet you.”

“You too,” Meryl said as she eased back into the thick cushion of her chair. She brought her sunglasses back down as she relaxed back, looking out at the ocean as Laura got settled. Meryl had the deep, dark tan of a woman who spent a little too much time in the sun. And, though Meryl looked to be quickly approaching fifty, she had less body fat than Laura. She was a little too thin, actually. Like a woman who exercises too much and eats too little.

Meryl turned to Laura. “So, what brings you to beautiful Jamaica?” she asked as she took a sip of something in a tall glass, a paper umbrella sticking up above the rim.

“Uhhh…” Laura hesitated. She didn’t want to get into the real reason why she and Jack were there — to repair a damaged marriage. Instead, Laura just said, “My husband and I are here on vacation.”

“Oh, ya. And where’s your husband?” Meryl said, glancing over at Laura.

Laura hesitated again, feeling her blood pressure spike at the question. “Um, he had to do a little work in the business center.”

“Oh. What does he do?” Meryl asked, looking over at Laura from behind her opaque glasses.

Laura looked into Meryl’s dark lenses and said, “Um, he works for Boeing.”

“Engineer?” Meryl asked.

“No. Actually, I'm the engineer,” Laura said. “My husband’s in sales.”

“He sells airplanes?” Meryl asked. “That must be a hell of a commission.”

Laura smiled. “No. He doesn’t sell them,” Laura said. “He’s more like a liaison. He deals with the clients who already own planes. You know, making sure their happy. Solving their problems and what not.”

“Oh,” Meryl said. “Like customer service.”

“Ya. Kinda, I guess.”

“And you’re an engineer?” Meryl asked.

“Uh huh,” Laura said. “We both work at Boeing.”

“Huh,” the woman said, “That’s convenient. You guys can carpool.”

Laura smiled again, saying, “Ya.”

Laura noticed the tan woman’s sunglasses move down her body, as if Meryl was silently appraising her figure. When Meryl brought her eyes back up, she said, “I never would have pegged you as a science geek.”

Laura gave her a quizzical look, as if not understanding the comment.

“You look more like an athlete, or something,” Meryl said.

“Oh,” Laura said, smiling. “I use to run in college. I still do a little running. You know, just to stay in shape.”

“Well, you’re doing a bang-up job,” Meryl said, her dark glasses moving down to Laura’s long, tone legs, then back up to her trim waist and the faint outline of her abdominal muscles. “I thought you might be here for the bikini contest.”

Laura looked at her for a moment. “Bikini contest?”

“Ya. You didn’t know?” Meryl said, looking down the beach.

Laura followed Meryl’s sunglasses to a skeletal, metal structure about three hundred yards down the beach. Laura hadn’t noticed it before. It looked like temporary bleachers made with metal pipes, like the temporary scaffolding she would sometimes see when the planes at Boeing needed some sort of exterior work done.

Laura squinted at the large banner waving above the temporary bleachers. She could just barely read the words “Hawaiian Tropic.”

“I guess they’re looking for models,” Meryl said, looking down the beach with Laura.

“Oh.” Laura looked over at Meryl, smiling. “Well, my husband will be happy to hear about that.”

Meryl returned Laura’s smile, then pointed her sunglasses at Laura’s full, natural breasts. “Honey, I don’t think your husband needs to look any further than you.”

Laura smiled shyly, lowering her eyes at the compliment. But, as Laura looked down, she suddenly spat, “Fuck!”

Meryl’s brows rose sharply at Laura’s exclamation. “What?” Meryl said.

But Laura ignored Meryl’s question as she pulled her top back down. With all the hopping around, it was just about to come all the way up. “God damn fucking suit!” Laura spat as she pulled it back down and centered it over her breasts.

After fixing her top, Laura looked over at Meryl, realizing that she’d been rude to the woman. “I’m sorry,” Laura said, embarrassed about her outburst and the fact that she’d been rude to a woman who’d been so gracious to her.

“That’s ok,” Meryl said. “Are you ok?”

“Ya," Laura said. "It’s just this stupid fucking suit. I’m ready to throw it in the fucking trash!”

Again, Laura looked over at Meryl with an embarrassed expression. She tried to smile, but instead, her eyes began to glisten with tears. Laura turned away, looking out at the ocean.

After a moment, Meryl reached over and put her hand on Laura’s. “Honey, are you ok?”

Laura kept her eyes on the ocean, tears welling up. She wiped them away and sniffled, then shot Meryl a sad smile. Laura wicked away more tears, then said, “I’m sorry. It’s been kind of a crappy morning,” as she sniffled again and wiped at her running nose.

Meryl patted Laura’s hand. “Don’t worry, sweetie,” Meryl said softly. “Everything’s gonna be alright.” Meryl gave Laura’s hand a little squeeze.

Laura sat there for a long few moments, occasionally wicking away more tears before they could spill down her cheeks. She wasn’t even sure where the emotions were coming from. She hadn’t felt that upset at Jack’s leaving. But now it was all pouring out of her for some reason. After a few more moments, Laura starting to get up, saying, “Maybe it would be better if I just left you alone. I’m really sorry.” Laura twisted around, bringing her feet down onto the sand.

She started to push herself up, but Meryl reached over and took Laura's wrist in a firm grip. “You sit back down,” Meryl ordered firmly.

Laura looked over her shoulder at her, then brought her legs back up onto the chair. She wiped at her runny nose and took a big cleansing breath. After she blew it out, she just sat there quietly, secretly happy that Meryl had made her stay. She didn’t want to go back up to the room and sit there alone. She really needed a friend.

Meryl gave Laura an empathetic smile and said, “If you think I’m gonna sit here all by myself, you’re crazy.”

Laura nodded, half-smiling and half-crying. “Ok …(sniffle)… Thanks.”

The two women didn’t say anything for a long few minutes. They just looked forward in comfortable quiet, watching as two squealing children ran into the small breakers, then ran back out again as if the knee-high white water was about to pull them out to sea.

Finally, out of nowhere, Laura said without looking over at Meryl, “My husband had an affair.”

Meryl looked over at Laura for a moment, then pushed her sunglasses up onto her hair, Meryl’s eyes full of sympathy for Laura’s confession.

But Laura kept her eyes forward, watching the squealing children, not wanting to meet Meryl’s sympathetic gaze.

“Oh,” Meryl finally said, her voice soft and sympathetic. “I’m sorry.”

Laura looked down at her hands, saying, “We’re trying to work through it. That’s the real reason we came here.”

Meryl nodded, giving Laura another sympathetic look.

Laura finally looked over at Meryl and said, “I thought it was going ok…” She hesitated for a long moment. ”But now I’m not so sure.”

Meryl reached over and patted Laura’s hand again. “I’m sure everything will work out,” Meryl said gently.

“Ya,” Laura nodded. But her tone was less hopeful than the word she'd spoken.

A little silence fell over the two of them. But then Laura suddenly smiled as one of the children playing in the surf tripped and went headlong into the water. The two women laughed as the little girl pushed herself up with a shocked expression, then went running off to her mother as if she’d just been mugged.

As the mother consoled the little girl, Laura looked over and asked, “You have kids?”

“No,” Meryl said, sounding slightly wistful about it. “You?”

“We were thinking about it. But it’s kind of on hold for now,” Laura said, looking over at Meryl and giving her another sad smile.

Meryl nodded, understanding.

Laura looked down at her bikini top. “Jack wanted me to get this suit.” She was quiet for a long moment, thinking about the day she’d purchased it with him, and how he had looked at her coming out of the dressing room.

Laura looked over at Meryl, smiling. “He said he liked the way my boobs look in it.” Laura laughed, then said, “What is it with men and boobs? Why are they so obsessed with ‘em?”

Meryl laughed, a spontaneous, genuine laugh that caused Laura to start laughing too. “It’s all they seem to think about,” Laura said, amusement coming into her eyes.

Meryl smiled, nodding. “Yep. Men love their boobs. That’s for sure.” Meryl looked down at Laura’s chest. “He’s right, though. That suit shows ‘em off nicely.”

Laura looked down at herself as if trying to decide. “Really?” she asked. “You don’t think it’s a little too…you know…Hey! Look at my breasts?”

Meryl laughed. “No. Not at all,” Meryl said. “You have a nice rack. Why not show ‘em off.”

“Ya, well…My husband doesn’t seem all that interested. At least not today.”

Meryl seemed to be about to say something. But, just then, one of the beach waiters came walking up, distracting her from whatever comment she was about to make.

Meryl looked up at the light-skinned black man wearing pressed, white shorts and a maroon polo shirt. “Oh, thank God!” Meryl said as she raised her nearly empty glass to the approaching waiter. “Eldon, sweetheart, where have you been! I’m almost on empty here.” Meryl rattled the ice at the bottom of her glass. “Be a dear and bring me another, will you.”

“Yes, Mrs. Aldridge,” the waiter said, smiling down at her.

The waiter started to turn. But, before he started walking away, Meryl looked over at Laura and added, “Oh! And bring my friend one, too.”

“Yes, Mrs. Aldridge,” the man said, turning back to her. He headed off toward the outdoor bar designed to look like a grass hut.

Laura said, “Uhhh…Thanks, but I really don’t want anything.”

“Oh, pish posh,” Meryl said, waving her hand as if shooing away sand flies. “Have a little drink. It won’t kill you.”

Laura thought about her grandfather, the one who had died in a bar fight after having one too many.

“Ok,” Laura said. “But, just one.”

Less than three minutes later, the beach waiter returned with their drinks. Laura was very impressed with the speedy service. She looked over at Meryl, wondering if she was sharing an umbrella with some sort of VIP. Maybe she was sitting next to the CEO of Revlon or the heiress to the Hershey chocolate fortune.

The waiter, a very handsome man in his early twenties, knelt down next to Meryl, sinking one knee into the hot sand. Laura winced as his bare knee burrowed into it. He must have skin as tough as elephant hide, Laura thought to herself. After kneeling down, the waiter removed Meryl’s drink from a cork-covered tray and handed it to her as she set her empty glass on the tray. The young man then stretched over with Laura’s drink, one identical to Meryl’s, a multi-colored concoction with a little umbrella sticking out the top and a wedge of orange forced down onto the lip.

The waiter remained kneeling on one knee as the two women tasted their drinks.

Laura tried to find an empty place on the rim of the glass, then took a sip. She made an “Mmmmm” sound as she swallowed.

Meryl looked over. “Good, huh?”

“Mmm. Delicious,” Laura said, taking another sip. She couldn’t even taste the alcohol. It just tasted like a fizzy orange juice with a tangy note of lime.

As the waiter remained on one knee to hand the check to Meryl, his non-kneeling knee was aimed directly at Laura, the waiter's baggy shorts hanging down from his thigh. As Laura took another sip of her drink, she happened to look into the waiter’s pant leg. Laura suddenly began to cough violently, spewing her drink out in a sputtering mist of alcohol and orange juice as she caught sight of the waiter’s hanging penis. Laura quickly sat forward, coughing and gasping for air as she brought a hand up to cover her mouth.

Meryl looked over at Laura, pausing as she took the check from Eldon. “Are you ok?” she asked as Laura coughed and sputtered.

“Uh……huh,” Laura rasped, trying to clear her airway as she looked over at Meryl, teary-eyed.

When Laura’s coughing fit eased, Meryl went back to the business of settling the check. As Meryl filled in the tip, Laura sat back in her chair again. She scrunched down a little, trying to get a better angle on the opening of the waiter’s shorts. Laura peeked into the man’s billowing pant leg, her eyes going slightly wider as she focused in on the man’s impressive penis. It wasn’t as big as the man on the beach, but it was very respectable, from what she could see. Laura wondered why he wasn’t wearing underwear. Everything was just hanging out, literally.

Sensing Meryl handing the signed check back to the waiter, Laura scooted back up in her seat and brought her eyes up from the man’s pant leg. Eldon took the check from Meryl, but didn’t rise up immediately. He remained kneeling, as if knowing from experience that the transaction was not yet complete. Laura watched as Meryl reached into her beach bag and pulled out a thin bill-fold. She separated the supple leather and slid a one-hundred-dollar bill out. Then she tucked the bill into the young man’s waistband like he was a male stripper at a bachelorette party.

“Thank you, Mrs. Aldridge,” the young man smiled, the bill sticking out of his pants.

“Thank you,” Meryl said with a sly smile.

Then Laura saw something she couldn’t quite believe. As Meryl said thank you, she slid her hand smoothly into the waiter’s pant leg, the one Laura had been looking into. Laura watched, horrified, as Meryl took the waiter’s penis in her hand and held it for a moment, then smoothly extracted her hand, like a master pick pocket. As Meryl brought her hand away, the waiter rose up as if nothing had happened, Laura’s heart pounding at what she’d just seen.

As the waiter went back to the outdoor bar, Laura just sat there, her eyes wide with shock at what she’d just witnessed.

After a moment, Meryl turned to Laura and said, “So, what were we talking about?”

Laura shook her head numbly. She had no idea what they’d been talking about. She’d just seen a woman grab a waiter’s dick in front of about sixty people. Though Meryl had done it so smoothly and nonchalantly that Laura doubted that anyone else but her had noticed. Was that why the waiter wasn’t wearing underwear, Laura wondered. So rich, VIP guests like Meryl could cop a feel for a hundred bucks a pop.

When Laura didn’t say anything, Meryl looked over at her. Meryl, apparently noticing Laura’s stunned expression, said, “What’s wrong?” Laura must have looked like she’d just scene Bob Marley’s ghost strolling down the beach smoking a joint.

Laura hesitated, not quite sure what to say. Finally, she asked, “What’d you just do?” as if Meryl had just plowed her Mercedes through a bunch of fourth-graders crossing the street.

“What?” Meryl said, obviously not understanding. But then, after a moment, Meryl seemed to realize what Laura was talking about. Meryl looked over at the beach bar and the waiter who’s cock she’d just fondled and said, “Oh! You mean…”

Laura nodded, still wide-eyed.

Meryl smiled. “Oh, they don’t mind.”

“They don’t?” Laura said, flabbergasted.

“Of course not. It’s their job,” Meryl said.

Laura tried to focus on Meryl’s relaxed face. “Their job?” Laura asked, not sure she’d heard correctly.

“Ya. Of course,” Meryl said. But after a long moment, Meryl’s expression changed, as if she was starting to realize something. Meryl looked at Laura for a long moment, then said, “Laura…”

Laura looked over at her.

Meryl studied Laura for another long moment, then asked, “Um…..You do know about this place, don’t you?”

“Huh?” Laura said, still looking slightly shell-shocked.

Meryl studied Laura for a long moment, then said, “Laura, how did you hear about this resort?”

“Uhhh…” Laura thought for a moment, trying hard to focus on Meryl’s question. “Um…” Laura struggled for a moment, trying to recall. “Oh!” she finally said. “Some woman at work was talking about it.”

Meryl raised her eyebrows at Laura as if to say, and…

Laura saw Meryl’s questioning look and said, “What?”

“Didn’t she tell you what goes on here?” Meryl asked.

Laura looked slightly abashed as she said, “Well…I didn’t actually talk to her. I was…” Laura hesitated again. “…you know, just listening in on her conversation. She was telling another woman about it in the break room. She really seemed to like this place.” Laura thought for a moment, then said, “I heard her say that it changed her life.”

Meryl seemed to be trying to suppress a smile. She brought a hand to her quivering lower lip.

Laura saw Meryl struggling not to smile. “What?” Laura said.

Meryl’s expression turned more serious. She thought for a moment, as if trying to decide how to explain. Finally, Meryl leaned over her armrest toward Laura and said in a confidential tone, “Laura…this is a place where women come when they need…” Meryl hesitated again, thinking. “Um, when they need a little something……extra.”

Laura just looked at her for a long moment, obviously not understanding. “Extra?”

“Ya. You know, something more…” Meryl held Laura’s confused eyes as if waiting for Laura to get her meaning.

After a long moment, seeing the confusion in Laura’s face, Meryl brought her hands up and held them about ten inches apart, palms facing. “You know…more than their husbands can give them back at home.”

Laura looked at Meryl’s widely spaced hands, then, after a long moment, said, “Oh!” Laura’s eyes went wider still as she said, “Oooooooh!”

Meryl nodded, smiling. Seeing that Laura was finally up to speed. Meryl relaxed back into her lounge chair, giving Laura a moment to take this in.

After a few moments, Laura looked around at the half dozen young black men moving about in hotel uniforms. “So… all these guys are…” Laura whispered.

“Well, not all of them,” Meryl said. “But, most of the guys that work for the hotel are…available.”

“Available?” Laura said, thinking. “You mean……for sex?”

“Uh huh,” Meryl said, looking over at Laura.

Laura looked around at the men in white shorts and maroon shirts, then said, “Jeez.” She thought for a moment, then asked, “So, what? You can just call down to the front desk and order a black guy up to your room like you were ordering a pizza?”

“Uh huh,” Meryl said, laughing lightly at Laura’s analogy. “That’s right. You can even specify the size you want,” Meryl smiled, continuing the analogy. “But, don’t bother ordering a small,” Meryl added. “Black men don’t come in that size.”

As Laura took this in, Meryl seemed to notice something behind Laura’s left shoulder. Meryl said, “Look over there.”

Laura turned and followed Meryl’s eye-line to one of the changing booths spaced out on the beach at the edge of the promenade that separated the back lawn of the hotel from the sand. The booths were like little wooden storage sheds about the size of a large walk-in shower. Meryl pointed her chin at a woman who was exiting one of the changing booths. “You see that woman?” Meryl asked quietly.

“Ya,” Laura said as she watched a woman in her late twenties step out of  the windowless changing booth. The woman fit and pretty, and had glossy black hair tied into a heavy ponytail that swung as she walked through the sand. Laura noticed that the woman's face was flushed as she walked away from the booth, fidgeting with her bikini bottom. 

Laura and Meryl followed her for a few moments as she headed toward the row of beach umbrellas.

Finally, Laura looked over at Meryl and said, “Ya. So?”

“Keep watching,” Meryl said, looking back at the booth the woman had just come out of.

Laura turned back around. After a minute or so, one of the beach waiters came out of the booth, tucking in his shirt. It wasn’t Eldon. It was one of the other beach waiters, a rather rough looking man, someone she wouldn’t care to meet in a dark ally. Laura’s eyes were drawn down to a very large bulge in the man’s white shorts. Laura looked back at Meryl, wide-eyed. “Did they  just have sex in there?” Laura asked aghast.

Meryl shrugged her shoulders as she raised her brows high. “I don’t know what they did,” Meryl said. “But I’m pretty sure she wan't ordering a drink. At least, not one that comes in a glass.”

Laura turned back around and scanned the beach for the woman. She finally spotted the dark-haired woman as she joined a man Laura could only assume was her husband. Two small girls came running over from the water as the woman came under the umbrella and mussed her husband’s hair playfully, causing him to look up from the book he was reading. The woman sat at the foot of her lounge chair as her girls came rushing over, wet and happy.

Laura looked back at Meryl, her eyes still wide.

Meryl gave Laura a little smile, then eased back into her lounge chair as if satisfied that Laura was now fully up to speed.

Laura looked around at the half dozen black men in hotel garb, her mind reeling at her new insight, seeing the hotel in a whole new light. After a few moments, Laura looked back at Meryl. “So….women just grab a waiter and bring him into one of those little booths?”

Meryl looked over at her. “Well. You can, I guess,” Meryl said. “But most women are a little more subtle. Most women just wait ‘till there husband is out, then have a man sent up their room.”

“Oh,” Laura said. She thought about that for a moment, then said, “So…how does it work exactly? I mean, do you just call down to the front desk and say, Hi, I’d like a black guy sent up to my room?”

“Pretty much,” Meryl said casually.

“Huh,” Laura said, amazed.

Then Meryl added, “But most women use a little codeword.”

“A codeword?”

“Uh huh,” Meryl said. “If you want a guy sent up, all you have to do is call down to room service and say you want an order of Jamaican sausage.”

Laura looked at Meryl, unable to stifle a smile. “You’re kidding,” she said, her smile widening.

“I know. It sounds silly,” Meryl said. “But somehow that got started, and I guess it stuck.”

Laura took another sip of her drink. She could feel the alcohol starting to take effect. She started to feel a little giggly. Laura sat back and took another sip, a warmth moving through her body.  Laura suddenly sat up straight and looked over at Meryl, wide-eyed. “That’s why that woman said that!”

“What woman?” Meryl asked.

“You know, the woman from the break room,” Laura said. “The one who was talking about this place. She said it had changed her life.” Laura looked at Meryl, wide-eyed. “I always wondered why she said that. I thought maybe it had something to do with the spa, like maybe she lost a lot of weight or something.”

Meryl shot Laura a skeptical look. “I don’t think that was it,” she said dryly. Then, after a moment, Meryl said, “Trust me, Laura. Being with a black man can be a life-changing experience.”

✽✽✽

Two hours, and three more fruity cocktails later, Laura and Meryl were talking and laughing like two long-lost friends. Anyone observing them would have thought they’d known each other for years as they joked and laughed like childhood friends. In the last two hours, Laura had gotten the whole history of the hotel, and how it had become the place to go if you were a woman looking for a good time. And during those two hours, Laura, under her new friend’s dubious influence, had cut loose, downing nearly four of the strong drinks Meryl kept ordering.

When Eldon walked by, Laura followed the goodlooking  waiter as he passed, furtively looking up at his handsome features and remembering what she'd seen in his shorts. When he was out of earshot, Laura leaned over her armrest, and whispered with slightly slurred speech, “He’s kin’a cute.”

Meryl looked over her shoulder as Eldon slogged through the sand with his drink tray. Meryl looked back at Laura, meeting her somewhat unfocused eyes. “Ya. Eldon’s gorgeous, alright. Not the best in bed, but really nice to look at.”

Having lost all of inhibitions by now, Laura leaned even closer, her breasts dangerously close to spilling out of her small top. Laura lowered her voice to a husky whisper and said, “Who’s got a really big one?” Laura studied Meryl intently, waiting, then added, “You know, like a real monster.”

Meryl laughed lightly at Laura’s lusty gaze, then seemed to think for a moment. “Uhhh... Well, there’s this new guy I’ve been hearing about. I haven’t seen him yet. But he’s supposed to be gigantic. From what I hear, he’s hung like an African elephant.”

A wide grin spread across Laura’s flushed face. “Really!?” she whispered in an amazed voice.

“Mm hmm,” Meryl said, smiling at Laura’s intent gaze. “Actually, I heard he’s from Africa. He just started at the hotel, apparently.”

Laura nodded, smiling lasciviously, her imagination running wild as she pictured an African savage with a five-pound cock hanging out the bottom of his loin cloth. The image caused Laura to feel suddenly light-headed. She eased back into her chair, her head spinning, her drink tipping in her hand, threatening to spill. Laura lowered her drink into the sand and brought a palm up to her forehead, holding it there as she closed her eyes.

“I don’t feel so hot,” Laura said weakly, her face suddenly going a pale. Laura brought her hand down and gripped the arms of her lounge chair, which was whirling like a carnival ride and threatening to throw her off.

Meryl smiled over at Laura. “You’re not much of a drinker, are you, Laura?”

Laura shook her head, but then quickly stopped when it made her nauseous. “Oh, God,” Laura groaned. “I really don’t feel well.” Laura brought her hand to her mouth, her cheeks bulging somewhat. As Laura tried to stay perfectly still, her stomach on the brink of revolt, she felt something move in front of her and block the sun. Laura opened her eyes to slits and squinted up at the dark shape looming in front of her.

“Where have you been!?” Jack said, angrily. “I’ve been looking all over for you!”

Laura tried to focus on Jack’s face as he scowled down at her. She let out a small burp, then said, “I’ve been…” She tried to struggle up from her reclined orientation, but couldn’t. “…right here.”

“Are you drunk!?” Jack barked, looking down at her incredulously.

“Nooooooooo,” Laura said as she tried get her vision under control. Currently, she was seeing three Jacks. She tried to focus on the one in the middle. “Are you!?” she demanded, knowing that the best defense is a good offense.

Jack just looked at her for a moment. “You are! It’s two in the afternoon and you’re fucking sloshed!”

Meryl, trying to come to Laura’s rescue, smiled and said, “It’s my fault, I’m afraid. I was enjoying your lovely wife’s company so much, I guess I ordered one too many for us.”

“And you are?” Jack demanded, turning his angry eyes to Meryl.

“Meryl Aldridge,” she said, sitting forward and extending her hand.

But Jack ignored Meryl’s offered hand and looked back at Laura. Meryl let her hand fall back down, raising her brows at Jack’s lack of courtesy.

“Come on, Laura. Let’s go," Jack said. "I think we better get you upstairs.”

Jack reached down and took Laura’s upper arm in a tight grip, hauling her to her feet. Jack kept his hand clamped around Laura’s bicep as he grabbed up her things with his other hand. Jack started pulling Laura over the hot sand, Laura too nauseous and dizzy to put up any sort of resistance.

As Laura was dragged away like a misbehaving child, she twisted her head around and called, “Bye, Meryl!!......Les get ‘gether soooon!!!” as she raised her free hand back to her new best friend.

Meryl twisted around and smiled at Laura as she was pulled toward the hotel. “Ok!” Meryl called back. “You get some rest, sweetie!”

Meryl turned and looked out at the ocean, shaking her head and smiling. But, after a short moment, she turned back again and called, “Don’t forget to try the Jamaican sausage!!!...It looks like you could use some!!!”

“Okaaaaay!” Laura called back, though she wasn’t exactly sure what she was agreeing to.

✽✽✽

Later that evening, after Laura took five hour “nap”, she and Jack went down for dinner. Laura picked at her plate, her stomach not quite ready for solid food, as Jack shot her occasional glares and shook his head disapprovingly.

Catching one of Jack’s looks, Laura said, “I’m sorry,” her voice thick with penitence. “She just kept ordering those drinks. I didn’t realize how much I’d had until it was too late.”

Laura looked over at Jack, her expression deeply regretful, as if she’d just accidently run over his cat in the driveway. After a moment, Laura looked down at her plate of plain chicken and white rice with butter. Her meal had remained largely untouched, Laura occasionally taking a few grains of rice onto the end of her fork and taking it into her mouth gingerly, as if even the smallest amount of nourishment might spark a relapse of her nausea. Laura had thrown up several times up in the room.

After dinner, Laura suggested a walk on the beach, hoping it might put Jack in better mood, or at least encourage conversation. Jack had acquiesced, reluctantly.

Though the day had been scalding hot, it was wonderfully cool now as they strolled along the hard sand, inch-high sheets of water lapping at Laura’s bare feet as her sandals dangled from her fingertips. Jack opted to keep his shoes on, walking just out of reach of the water and far away from Laura.

Laura looked over at Jack six feet away and said, “I’m really sorry,” for about the hundredth time.

Jack’s only reply was to meet her eyes for a moment, then look forward again.

“I should never drink,” Laura continued, shaking her head.

This comment seemed to finally hit home with Jack. “You shouldn’t,” he said, angrily. “You can’t handle alcohol, Laura. I’ve told you a million times!”

“I know. I know,” Laura said, as if just as disappointed with herself as Jack seemed to be. “I was just having such a nice time. I guess I let my guard down.”

Jack looked over at her, but said nothing.

Laura took a sip from a plastic bottle of water, trying to rehydrate herself. She peeked over at Jack as she brought the bottle away from her lips. He looked so angry. She didn’t understand why, though. It wasn’t like she'd made a complete spectacle of herself, she thought. Well, not a complete spectacle. Jack did have to drag her off the beach. But it wasn’t like he’d had to carry her, she thought.

Laura took another sip of water, thinking, it wasn’t her fault. He was the one who had abandoned her, and right in the middle of making love. What was she supposed to do, just sit there in bed like a good girl until he deigned to come back and finish fucking her?

The more Laura thought about it, the more she thought it was her who should be angry, not him. But Laura kept her mouth shut, not wanting to aggravate the situation. After another twenty yards of silence, Laura turned to Jack and said, trying to change the subject, “So, what’a ya wanna do tomorrow?”

When Jack didn’t reply, Laura said, “You wanna take a surfing lesson?”

Jack didn’t respond for a long moment as Laura looked over at him, waiting.

Finally, Jack said, “I can’t.”

“Why not?” Laura said, looking over at him.

Jack hesitated for a long moment, then said, “I have to fly to Miami tomorrow and meet Kathryn.”

Laura stopped in her tracks, looking over at him. “What!!!?”

Jack turned to her and said, “She’s on her way down to the Bahamas and wants to meet with me and pick my brain about modifying the 737’s.”

Laura just stared at him for a long moment, a ticking time bomb counting down. Finally, after a long five seconds, Laura blew. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding!!!” she roared, fixing her angry eyes on him.

“Laura, it’s just for the day. I’ll be back by…”

But Laura threw up a hand like a traffic cop, stopping Jack midsentence. She just held her palm to him for a long moment, so furious she couldn’t speak. Then she turned and, without a word, started marching through the sand toward the lights of the resort.

“Laura!” Jack called.

But Laura just kept stomping through the deep sand, never once looking back.


Chapter 5

Taking a Shower with Ajani

In the morning, Laura awoke with an unbelievable headache, like a major blood vessel in her brain had burst. She struggled up onto her elbows. Jack’s side of the bed was empty. Laura looked over at her nightstand and saw a note on hotel stationary. She picked it up and squinted at it. The note read, Back at seven tonight — J.

Laura just looked at the note for a long moment. Then she crumpled it into a tight little ball and hurled it at the mirror above the dresser. But as the little ball of paper left her hand, she instantly regretted the violent motion of her arm as a shooting pain in her head made her wince. Laura brought a palm up to her brow and closed her eyes. She eased back down onto her pillow, her head throbbing as she drifted off to sleep again.

Laura woke up an hour later. She lay there for fifteen minutes, fantasizing about just leaving, packing all her things and hopping on the next plane back to Seattle. She would have loved to do it just to imagine the look on Jack’s face when he got back and saw that she was gone. That would show him, she thought. But, after fantasizing about it for a few more minutes, Laura dismissed the idea. It was childish. If Jack had to meet an important client, then so be it. She could entertain herself for one day. It wasn’t the end of the world.

Laura struggled out of bed and shuffled toward the bathroom, wondering what in God’s name was in the drinks Meryl kept ordering. When Laura got into the bathroom, she took four Advil, then turned around and set the shower to full cold. Laura stood outside the shower stall for a long moment, trying to work up the courage to step under the water. She took a big breath, then stepped over the rim of the bathtub, gasping as the ice-cold water hit her body. Laura gasped and hyperventilated, shivering uncontrollably as the water rained down on her. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!” she hissed through chattering teeth as she  turned around to wet her back while making tight fists.

This was one of the few things Laura had learned from her mother — an ice-cold shower is the remedy for all but the most severe hangovers. Laura shook and panted and cursed a blue streak as her body slowly acclimated to the freezing water. But after a few minutes, she finally started to acclimate, her breathing coming under control somewhat. Laura grabbed the shampoo with a shaking hand and washed her hair, then washed the rest of body.

Five minutes later, Laura stepped out of the shower, her body flexing and shaking as she dried her goose-pimpled skin, her nipples hard enough to cut glass. But as she scrubbed at her wet hair with the towel, Laura suddenly realized that she felt better. Her headache, though not completely gone, was much diminished. She hoped that the handful of Advil would finish the job. Laura was rather amazed that her mother’s remedy had actually worked. She looked upward and silently thanked her mom, wherever she might be.

A half-hour later, after blow-drying her hair and putting it into a six-inch ponytail, Laura came downstairs in her nylon running shorts and a cotton sports bra. She got a small expresso and made herself a fruit salad at the breakfast bar, then brought everything outside. Laura sat on a short rock wall facing the ocean as she ate her fruit salad and sipped her coffee while looking out at the water. It was a nice day for a run. It was warm, but not as hot as the day before.

When Laura was done eating, she dropped her plastic bowl and paper cup into a trash can, then did some stretches in the grass. After stretching, she walked out onto the beach and made her way over to the hard, wet sand at the water’s edge. Laura knelt down and laced her red Nikes again, double-knotting them for the run. She started jogging down the beach at a leisurely pace, letting her body warm up. After about half a mile at a warmup speed, Laura kicked on the main engines and cruised down the beach like a sports car in third gear, her long, strong legs carrying her easily over the wet sand, her short ponytail bouncing with each solid footfall.

✽✽✽

An hour later, Laura was running in the opposite direction, heading back to the hotel.

As the resort came into view a half mile away, Laura lit the afterburners for a nice little sprint to the finish line. But as she flew down the beach, her shoes soaked and splashing through the inch-high water, she looked over and saw the little beach shack she’d passed on her way out. But this time, there was a man standing on the front porch. He was raising a hand to her as she flew by like a thoroughbred racehorse. Laura smiled at the man, raising a hand to him as she strode by. But when she was about thirty yards past, she suddenly realized who it was. It was the room service guy. It was Ajani.

Laura came to a screeching stop. With her chest heaving, she turned around and looked over at Ajani, smiling. “Hey!” she said as she came walking back over, her breasts bulging from the scoop neck of her sports bra as she took deep, lung-filling breaths.

Laura walked over, trickles of sweat running down into her deep cleavage.

Ajani smiled down at Laura as she came up to the porch. “Hello, Miss.”

Laura stopped in front of him, her hands planted on her hips. “Hi!” Laura said between breaths, her chest expanding and contracting. “You live here?” she gasped.

“Yes, Miss.” Ajani turned to look at his modest home, then back at Laura.

Laura looked up at Ajani, who was standing a couple feet above her on a worn and splintery porch. Her forehead was glistening, and her cheeks and forehead were flushed. She looked around him at the rustic little house. In a way, it sort of reminded her of her little house boat, the one she had traded for Jack’s cookie-cutter condo in the suburbs. Ajani’s wooden house was rustic, but it also had an undeniable charm, the sort of place Laura imagined a castaway might build after being washed up onto a deserted island, perhaps using the debris from his wrecked ship as building material.

“I like your house,” Laura said, her breath starting to come under control.

Ajani’s home was small, maybe twenty feet across in front. It was about fifty yards from the water and nestled into the forest, the wall facing the ocean protruding from the dense jungle behind. Laura could smell the scent of smoke and figured he must have a little fireplace, though she couldn’t see the chimney. Ajani was standing on a porch that ran the length of the house, the weathered front door behind him flanked on either side by casement windows, each one flung open, light curtains fluttering in the breeze.

“Did you build it, yourself?” Laura asked, the engineer in her already evaluating the construction, wondering about possible deficiencies in the main, load-bearing members.

“No, Miss.” He looked back over his shoulder again, then back at her. “My grandfather built it many years ago.”

Laura nodded, smiling up at him. “It’s nice,” she said, though she was curious about the dimensions of the corner posts and whether the cross beams were adequately sized to support the roof, which was coated with hundreds of rough-hewn, wooden shingles, the weight of which would be fairly substantial.

After a moment, Ajani said, “You are a runner, Miss?” as he glanced down at Laura’s tone, somewhat pumped-up thighs.

“Ya. Gotta try and stay in shape,” Laura said, smiling as she put a hand to the just discernable ripples of her taught abdomen. Laura was being modest, of course. Her trim waist accentuated the fullness of her breasts and the smooth curve of her hips, giving her an athletic, hourglass figure that any woman would kill for.

Ajani nodded, smiling, his healthy, white teeth on full display. Doesn’t this guy ever stop smiling, Laura thought to herself. But she liked his smile. It was open and genuine, not like the salesman’s smile Jack would sometimes use on people, especially when he needed something from them.

As Ajani stood up on his porch, Laura’s eye line was pretty much at his groin. She glanced at it, remembering what she’d seen on the beach that day. But Ajani’s worn and loose-fitting shorts gave no indication of what lay beneath, or rather what hung beneath.

Laura looked up from Ajani’s crotch. He was shirtless, which Laura had noticed was the norm for Jamaican men, unless they were on duty at the hotel. Ajani’s lean upper body was quite something, almost as impressive as what was inside his shorts. Laura thought that Ajani had the sort of physique that would make a great Kalvin Klein ad. She could imagine him up on a Time Square billboard wearing a pair of pure white briefs. But, even as she imagined it, she knew that the Kalvin Klein marketing people would never be brave enough to display such an ad. The outline of Ajani’s seven-inch penis inside a pair of cotton briefs would depress most men to the point of suicide, possibly causing underwear sales to plummet overnight.

Laura let the image of Ajani in a pair of tighty-whities fade from her thinking as she brought her forearm up to wipe the sweat from her brow. “Well. I better get back and take a shower,” she smiled. “You can probably smell me from up there.” Laura waited a beat, then lifted a hand, saying, “I’ll see ya.”

Laura turned to go. But as she did, Ajani said, “I have a shower, Miss.”

Laura turned back around. She looked at him for a moment, then looked past him at his little house, thinking he must have some sort of rudimentary shower setup inside, or maybe in the back somewhere, perhaps an outdoor shower fed from an elevated water tank behind his house. 

Laura looked back at him. “Oh, no. That’s ok.” Laura said. “Thanks though. I’ll just go back to the hotel.”

Ajani, apparently seeing what she was thinking, turned to his house, then back to her. “No, Miss. Not here.” Ajani looked over at the forest to the right of his cottage. “It is in there.”

Laura looked over to where Ajani was looking at the jungle. She looked back at him, confused, a hint of concern coming into her eyes, suddenly uneasy and vaguely worried about the man’s motives.

“Oh, no. That’s ok,” Laura said again, not quite sure what he had in mind, but not entirely comfortable with whatever it was.

Laura started to turn again, but Ajani stepped down into the sand and said, “No. Please, Miss. It is very beautiful. You must see.”

Laura stood there, looking up at him for a moment, studying Ajani’s eyes. For the first time, Laura saw Ajani as a powerful man who could easily drag her into the jungle if he wanted. There was absolutely no one around, and her screams would go unheard. A vague feeling of fear came over her. Laura stood there for a long moment, looking for malicious intent in Ajani’s eyes. But his face seemed to be completely devoid of guile or malice.

Finally, Laura said, “Uh, ok. If it’s not too far.”

“It is not far, Miss,” he smiled. “I will show you.”

Ajani, perhaps sensitive to Laura’s apprehension, kept his distance as he walked her over to the forest. It looked to be virtually impenetrable, a thick wall of vegetation and trees that she didn’t see how they could enter without a machete, or a bulldozer. But then Ajani led her to a barely discernable break in the dense vegetation, the start of a narrow path into the tropical forest.

“Oh,” Laura said, seeing the entrance to the previously hidden path.

Ajani nodded, smiling. “Please. Follow me, Miss.” He held her eyes for a moment, then added, “But do not stray from the path.”

Laura nodded at Ajani’s somewhat ominous warning, then waited for him to lead the way.

Ajani stepped onto the narrow path, and Laura followed behind. Ajani kept his distance from Laura, staying several paces ahead as he led her into the cool darkness of the jungle. As they got deeper into the forest, the squawks and shrieks of jungle birds grew louder as the sound of crashing waves grew fainter. Laura jumped as something rustled quickly away in the undergrowth. She remembered Ajani’s words — do not stray from the path. Laura quickened her pace, coming right behind Ajani as she looked around, wondering what strange and exotic creatures might be watching them from the shadows.

After moving through about seventy yards of cool darkness, the sound of the ocean was a faint and intermittent whoosh as waves broke behind them back on the beach. Though she was sure Ajani had no malicious intentions, Laura suddenly realized that she was so far from the beach that, if she should scream, her cries would be swallowed up by the forest. She was now completely at Ajani’s mercy.

But Laura’s vague worries about attack and sexual assault flew from her mind as she stepped from the dark forest into dazzling brightness. Ajani smiled over at her as she stepped up next to him in a field of lush, green grass, the sun pouring down through a large break in the forest canopy. Laura looked around, wide-eyed. It was like the jungle equivalent of a desert oasis. The jungle surrounded a field of ankle-high grass which fronted a crystal-clear pool of water. And beyond the pool was a small waterfall, Ajani’s “shower”.

Laura looked up at Ajani, her eyes wide with astonishment. “This is amazing!”

Ajani nodded, looking over at the small body of water, as proud as if he’d made the place himself.

The overall size of the clearing was maybe half the size of a football field, the lagoon being roughly the size of an Olympic-sized swimming pool, but irregular in shape with small bulges that encroached into the surrounding grass, young trees overhanging the water here and there, providing little shady spots where dragonflies darted and dove above the calm water. Across the lagoon, a small waterfall spilled down in front of a jagged wall of moss-covered rock.

Laura looked around the clearing. It was like they had stepped into the garden of Eden. Laura looked over at the waterfall, a short, thirty-yard swim away.  The waterfall originated from within the vegetation high above, most likely the termination of a small creek or stream. The volume of falling water was just perfect for an outdoor shower, like someone emptying a picnic cooler of water over your head. The main sheet of water crashed down onto a narrow ledge that jutted out from the  wall and was  just wide enough for a person to stand on.

Laura looked around at the little paradise, marveling at it for a moment. She looked up at Ajani and asked, “Is it fresh?”

“Yes, Miss. Would you like to go in?”

Laura smiled and shook her head. “Oh, no. I don’t think so.”

“Are you sure, Miss?” Ajani said. “The water is very nice.”

“Oh, I’m sure it is,” Laura said, smiling. “But I’m not really dressed for it.”

“But you must, Miss.”

But Laura just shook her head shyly.

Apparently wanting to convince her how nice it was, Ajani reached for the clasp of his shorts, saying, “Wait. I will show you, Miss.”

Laura’s eyes went wide with surprise as Ajani pushed his shorts down. She was greatly relieved to see that he was wearing underwear. She wasn’t sure if they were the same ones she’d seen a few days ago, but they were just as thin, Ajani’s heavy penis swinging visibly inside.

Before Laura could say anything to stop him, Ajani was running down the path and diving into the water, Laura’s mouth dropping open with surprise. She watched as Ajani surfaced, then began swimming over to the other side of the pond. Ajani pushed himself up onto the narrow rock ledge that formed the floor of his “shower”, then turned to her, calling “Come, Miss!” as he waved her over.

Laura walked over to the edge of the pond and shook her head. “No thanks!” she called, smiling.

Ajani shook his head, giving her a playfully disappointed look. Then he held his hands out to her, palms first, in a just-wait gesture.

Laura crossed her arms over her chest, looking over at him, wondering what he was going to do. She watched as Ajani started inching his way to the right side of the ledge where the waterfall was. When he got over to it, he smiled over at her, then stepped under the heavy sheet of water. 

Laura smiled as the water crashed down onto him, soaking him instantly, like a fifty-gallon drum had been emptied onto his head in less than a second. After a moment, Ajani began to pantomime taking a shower, scrubbing at his face with his two hands, then under each arm as if holding a bar of soap. Laura watched, laughing as he pretended to shower with an invisible bar of soap. He moved his hand in small circles over his chest as if lathering himself. Then he brought the “soap” down to his midsection and did the same thing, his hand moving over the ridges of hard abdominal muscle.

But when Ajani’s hand continued down, Laura’s smile faded. She watched intently as Ajani moved his hand lower, just above the sagging waistband of his boxers. Ajani ran his hand over the subtle bulge of his lower abdomen, his fingers brushing over his waistband. Laura continued to watch intently, half-expected him to continue down to “wash” his private parts. But he didn’t. His hand went no lower. But, even though Ajani’s hands didn’t continue down, Laura’s eyes did.

Laura let her eyes go down to Ajani’s groin, the outline of his penis in sharp relief as his boxers clung to it like his underwear were made of Japanese paper. Laura studied Ajani’s large organ, her smile now completely gone, her eyes glued to his long, thick penis. Laura took her time looking, pretty sure Ajani couldn’t tell where she was looking with all the water crashing down on him.

As Laura studied the large male organ, she muttered, “Jesus.” 

Looking down at the drooping waistband of Ajani's boxers, Laura could see that the force of the water was substantial. The water was coming down in heavy sheets and trying to drag Ajani’s underwear down, each sudden surge of falling water inching them down a tiny bit more. Ajani’s boxer shorts were sagging and seemed to be barely staying in place as the waistband clung tenuously to the root of his penis. Laura watched intently as an occasional gush of water would hit just right and almost dislodge his scant covering. But each time she thought his underwear were about to come down, they stubbornly refused, always just barely hanging on to his cock. Laura felt like she was being teased by a sadistic Vegas slot machine, a machine that kept coming up cherry, cherry, ..… lemon, always just one cherry short of a jackpot.

After a minute or so, Ajani stepped out of the water and pulled up his sagging underwear, his penis bending visibly as his wet boxers dragged at it. He waved Laura over, trying again to get her to join him. But Laura just smiled and shook her head, holding herself protectively around the chest, like a young girl afraid to dive into the deep end of the pool.

Laura was about to wave goodbye and start walking back to the beach, when she suddenly thought about Jack, and how he had left without a word that morning, not even bothering to wake her up and say goodbye. Laura’s jaw tightened at the thought, her anger from the previous evening suddenly rising up in her again as she pictured Jack sitting across from a beautiful billionaire. Laura  could just see Jack turning on the charm and flashing that salesman's smile at her.

Laura looked back over at Ajani. He seemed to be getting ready to jump back in the water and come back over. “No! Wait!” Laura called. “I wanna try it!”

Ajani stepped back from the edge with an expression of pleasant surprise.

Laura knelt down and started undoing her laces. She pulled her shoes and socks off, then reached back and undid the elastic band around her ponytail. She put the band into one of her shoes and set them off to the side of the path. Laura rose up tall and straight, shaking her hair loose and running her fingers through it, combing it back. She stood at the edge of the lagoon for a long moment, wondering whether this was such a good idea. But then she thought, fuck it, and dove in.

Laura arced smoothly through the cool water, her dark hair flowing back in a smooth sheet as she glided beneath the surface. When she emerged, Laura was smiling broadly. After her long run, the water felt wonderful. Laura treaded water for a few moments, getting used to the temperature. She tipped her face upward, dipping her hair back into the water, then bringing it back out, all the hairs forming into one thick mass which hung down to her shoulders. She smiled across the water at Ajani.

“It is nice. Yes!?” Ajani called.

Laura nodded, a wide grin on her face. “It’s wonderful!” she called back.

Laura treaded water for a few more moments, her warm body cooling down as she waved her arms out to her sides and kicked gently. Laura spun around like a water ballerina, looking around, her breasts shifting and moving inside the stretchy cotton material of her sports top.

Laura spun back around to Ajani. “Is it ok to drink!?” she called.

“Yes, Miss!” Ajani called back.

As Laura was about move down in the water and take a sip, she suddenly remembered of news story she’d once seen about a German tourist eaten by a crocodile while vacationing in Australia. She looked over at Ajani with slightly panicked eyes as she called, “There aren’t any crocodiles, are there!?”

Ajani laughed heartily. “No, Miss!” he called. Then, after a beat, he called, “Just snakes!”

Laura’s eyes went wide. “What!!?” she called, spinning in the water, looking all around, sure a big, black anaconda was about come up between her kicking legs. But then she heard Ajani bellowing with uncontrolled laughter.

Laura spun back around to face him. “Ha, ha. Very funny!” she called, giving him a smirk.

Laura smiled and shook her head at Ajani’s little joke, then dipped her mouth down and took a drink of water. After taking a few gulps, Laura went horizontal and swam smoothly along the surface toward the shower ledge. As she got over to him, Ajani still hadn’t quite stopped laughing.

“Ha ha,” Laura said again, grinning up at him. “Here. Help me up,” she said, extending her hand as she found a foothold beneath the surface. Ajani reached down and Laura took his hand. But instead of climbing out, Laura pulled hard, yanking Ajani over the top of her and into the water.

Laura waited for him to pop back up to the surface, then said, smiling, “See any snakes?”

Ajani smiled, then came over to the ledge as Laura climbed out of the water.

Laura smiled down at Ajani as she extended her hand to him. Ajani took Laura’s hand and she pulled as he pushed off a protruding rock beneath the water. As Ajani rose out of the water, Laura couldn’t help peeking down at his soaked and semi-transparent boxers, his big male muscle hanging down between his parted thighs. When Ajani was up on the ledge, they stood side by side, looking over at the lush field of soft, green grass on the other side of the lagoon, the surrounding jungle enclosing the clearing like a great wall rising eighty feet into the air. Laura looked up through the whole in the canopy at the cloudless blue sky.

“Boy. This is really something,” she said, looking around.

Ajani nodded in agreement. After a moment, he looked over at the little waterfall and said, “Stand under the water, Miss.”

“Ok,” Laura said.

Ajani was between Laura and the waterfall. He pressed his back up against the jagged rock wall, trying to give Laura room to pass on the narrow ledge. Laura turned her back to the water and tried to inch by him. But her breasts made brief contact with his chest, the fabric over her erect nipples brushing across his skin. 

Laura went over to the far right of the ledge and stepped under the waterfall. She took a gasping breath as the heavy sheet of chilly water poured down onto her. She tensed for a moment, catching her breath, her mouth opened wide as the water crashed down onto her. 

After getting acclimated to the cold, Laura tipped her head back, letting the sheet of water came down onto her forehead as she ran her hands back over her head, smoothing her hair back.

After a moment, Laura tilted her face back down and turned to Ajani. “It’s great!” she called over the loud sound of crashing water.

Still facing Ajani, Laura tipped her face down like she was looking at her chest. She hunched her shoulders forward and let the heavy water hit against her upper back, letting it pound away the tension in her muscles. She stood there for a minute or so, then rolled her shoulders back again, standing straight and tall as the water came directly down onto the crown of her head, her soaked top sticking to her breasts as her distended nipples pushed against the stretchy fabric. Laura smiled over at Ajani through the falling water.

After a few moments, Laura took a little step backward, the main force of the waterfall coming directly down onto her chest. Laura suddenly let out a high-pitched cry of surprise as the water entered the deeply scooped neck of her sports bra and instantly filled it, her left shoulder strap stretching like a rubber band before it was pulled completely off her shoulder. In an instant, the left side of Laura's top was down below her breast. 

Laura quickly brought her hands up as she turned away from Ajani. She looked down at her pale breast, then pulled her top back up over it as the water crashed down behind her. After taking a moment to gather herself, Laura turned back around and made her way back over to Ajani, careful to avoid the main sheet of falling water.

Looking greatly embarrassed, Laura said, “Sorry about that," when she got back over to Ajani. "This top’s not really made to go in the water.” Laura looked down at herself to check her top again. But, as she did, her breath caught when she noticed Ajani’s underwear. His penis was now straining against the inside of his boxers. Ajani's downward arcing penis was  now well away from his body, and pressing so hard at the inside of his underwear that the slit in front was being forced open. Laura could see the slightly darker skin of his straining member.

Laura looked back up, her eyes wide as they met Ajani’s.   It was obvious by his embarrassed expression that he was well aware of his condition. Laura and Ajani just stood there, looking at one another, neither of them sure what to do or say.

After a long moment, not able to think of anything else, Laura finally said, “Uh...Maybe we should go back now.”

Ajani nodded without saying anything, clearly mortified.

They stepped off the ledge together and dropped down into the water. They began swimming over toward the path, Ajani seeming to hang back so Laura could lead the way. 

When Laura got over to the other side, she climbed out of the water and went over to her shoes just off the path. As she knelt down to put them on, Ajani climbed out of the lagoon. Laura couldn’t help peeking over at his groin as he went by, her eyes being pretty much level with his crotch. Ajani’s long penis was still arcing down like half of a downward-facing horseshoe, the thickly-ridged head clearly delineated beneath the thin fabric. 

When Ajani was past, Laura brought her eyes back down to her shoes and went about lacing them up, somewhat stunned by what had just passed in front of her face.

A minute later, when Laura rose to her feet, Ajani had his shorts on and was waiting behind her. Laura came over and gave him what she hoped was a sympathetic smile, then waited for him to lead them out to the beach. Laura followed along quietly as Ajani led her along the path.

A few minutes later, they emerged from the jungle and squinting into the bright white sand of the beach like they had just walked out of a dark cave. Laura was soaked, her nipples still hard and obvious as they pressed against the inside of her wet top. She wrapped her arms around herself, feeling a little self-conscious about them. Laura glanced down at Ajani’s shorts, but couldn’t tell if he was still excited. His shorts were too baggy. 

Laura looked up at Ajani. She could see the discomfort in his normally relaxed face. She wondered if she should say something, perhaps make light of the situation. But she decided against it.

After a somewhat awkward moment, Laura said, “Well…I guess I should be getting back.”

Ajani nodded, clearly still embarrassed. Laura didn’t really understand why, though. He’d obviously gotten a quick look at her breast before she was able to turn away. It was only natural that he would get excited to some degree. She would’ve been slightly insulted if he hadn’t.

“Thanks for showing me the waterfall,” Laura said. “It’s really beautiful.”

Ajani just nodded and gave her a forced smile, no longer his usual cheerful self.

Laura waited a moment, then said, “Ok. Well, I guess I’ll see ya.” Laura started to turn.

But, as Laura started to walk away, Ajani finally spoke, saying, “Please, Miss. One moment.”

He turned and ran back to his little house. Less than a minute later, he came running back over with a towel.

“Oh! Thanks,” Laura said as she took it from him. Laura patted her face dry, then ran the towel down her wet body, scrubbing at her top and shorts, trying to soak up bulk of the water. When she was done, Laura handed the damp towel back to him. “Thanks.”

“You are welcome, Miss.”

“Well…Thanks again, Ajani.” Laura looked over toward the path. “You have a really nice shower,” she smiled.

Ajani managed a little smile, then said, “Thank you, Miss.”

Laura smiled up at him for a moment, then said, “Ok…See ya.” She turned and started walking away. But, after just a few steps, Laura turned back again. Ajani was already heading back to his house when she called, “Hey, Ajani!”

Ajani turned back around, looking pleasantly surprised that she was still there.

Laura walked back over and stood in front of him. “Um…” Laura hesitated a beat, then said, “I don’t suppose your free this afternoon.”

“Free, Miss?”

“Ya,” Laura said, looking up at him. “Jack had to fly to Miami for the day, and I was just wondering…” Laura hesitated again. “I don’t suppose you’d want to show me around a little. You know, show me the sights. I don’t really know anyone else here.”

Laura saw Ajani’s surprised expression and quickly added, “Uhhh…I’d be happy to pay you. You know, as a guide.”

Ajani shook his head, smiling. “Oh, no, Miss. That will not be necessary. It would be my pleasure.”

Laura smiled. “Ok. Well, in that case. Maybe we could get something to eat later. My treat.” Laura could see that Ajani was about to object, but she cut him off before he could, saying in a firm voice, “No. I insist. You were nice enough to show me the waterfall. It’s the least I can do.” She said it in such a way as to end the discussion.

Ajani, apparently hearing the finality in Laura’s voice, didn’t try to object.

Laura reached out and touched him lightly on the forearm as she said, “Can you meet me in the lobby in about…” Laura thought for a moment. ”…an hour or so?”

“Yes, of course, Miss.”

Laura smiled as if pleased. She turned and started walking down the beach. But when she was about ten yards away, Laura turned and called, walking backwards, “Ok, then!...It’s a date!” Laura grinned broadly, then turned back around and continued walking down the beach.


Chapter 6

Laura Goes on a Date

As Laura walked along the beach, gradually drying in the warm sun, she thought about Ajani. She got the sense that he was all alone in the world. Even his porch, she noticed, had only one chair. He seemed like such a nice guy. Why didn’t he have anyone, she wondered. Laura thought about him as she walked back to the hotel, wondering why some woman hadn’t snatched him up. He seemed like the perfect man — sweet, fit, and sporting a cock that was probably heavy enough to drive a railroad spike. He was every girl’s dream.

When Laura got back to the hotel room, she stripped out of her running clothes and got into a hot shower. As she soaped herself, she was reminded of Ajani’s little pantomime of taking a shower. Laura smiled, remembering him scrubbing under his arm pits. Then she thought about what had happened, how his cock had seemed on the verge of ripping right through his thin boxers. She couldn’t help wondering what his erection might look like, wondering how long it might be, and how thick.

Laura moved the soap over her breasts, her nipples hardening as she pictured his thick, veiny erection, maybe ten inches long. Laura continued to run the soap all over her soft, pliable breasts as she pictured Ajani’s stiff, black cock coming out of his underwear, her breasts moving and yielding under the pressure of the slippery bar of soap.

Laura held the image of Ajani’s throbbing cock in her mind as she ran the soap down over her supple abdomen to her vagina. She pushed the bar of soap between her thighs as she spread her legs a bit, running the soap in and out, lathering her pubic hair. With her pubic hair thickly lathered, Laura dropped the soap and aimed the shower head off to the side.

As the shower stream missed her off to one side, Laura put her arm out straight and leaned forward against the tile wall. She brought her other hand down between her legs and began thrusting two fingers in and out of herself as she imagined Ajani standing in front of her on the shower ledge, his big, black cock pulsing in front of her, waiting for her touch. She saw herself go down onto her knees in front of him, the water crashing all around them as she took his cock into her mouth. Laura began to whine as she thrust her fingers in and out to the image. She began flicking her swollen clitoris as she watched herself bobbing hungrily on the big, black cock, unable to stop herself.

Laura’s fingers went faster as the sound of the shower obscured her low moans. Laura began moving her fingers faster and faster, her mouth hanging open as the sensation increased and intensified at an exponential rate. In less than a minute, Laura’s body tensed hard, a strangled cry squeezing past her tight vocal chords as she shook. Laura continued to pleasure herself until she could no longer stand it, a second orgasm making her knees go weak.

Laura breathed in and out, her eyes still shut, her legs trembling beneath her. She felt slightly light-headed as she continued to brace herself against the wall. Laura breathed in and out, her head hanging down as she recovered. After another long moment, Laura took her hand off the wall and straightened back up, her legs weak and shaky. Laura took one final breath, then reached up and redirected the shower spray back onto her, tipping her face up to it as the soap suds ran down her body.

✽✽✽

Laura was fashionably late meeting Ajani in the lobby. Her unscheduled masturbation session had required her to lie down, and she had dozed off. But when she stepped out of the elevator, Laura looked rested and refreshed. After apologizing for keeping Ajani waiting, Laura politely suggested that they rent a couple of mopeds so they could have more freedom getting around, adding that she had never ridden a moped and thought it might be fun.

Ajani had liked the idea and brought Laura to a place he knew, a place that had a good selection of well-maintained mopeds and scooters. But, once there, Laura had changed her mind, preferring to try one of the little Italian scooters. She chose a cute, powder-blue Vespa with a matching helmet. Ajani chose an orange scooter, but declined the helmet.

Armed with two fairly new scooters, Ajani led Laura through the streets Montego Bay, showing her the various sights of interest, taking her from one place to the next and filling Laura in on the relevant histories associated with each of their stops. Laura followed him through the winding streets wearing a pair of dark Ray-ban sunglasses and a big, happy smile. She found that she really liked riding the loud little scooters, every so often twisting her accelerator hard and buzzing past Ajani with a smile, then looking back at him as if to say, catch me if you can!

Laura and Ajani turned off a two-lane road and went through ancient-looking wrought iron gates, then putted up a long drive to what looked like an antebellum manor house of the old south. Laura pushed her kickstand down and dismounted her scooter, pulling her helmet off by the chin straps. “What is this place?” she asked, looking up at foot-thick colonnades fronting what looked like the exterior set for the movie, Gone with the Wind.

“It is an old sugar cane plantation, Miss.”

“Oh,” Laura said, hanging her helmet on one side of her handlebars.

Ajani and Laura strolled the grounds of the old plantation, going around the main house to explore the grounds before going inside. They passed an old barn with lots of period farming equipment. They strolled past what Ajani told her was the slave quarters, Laura looking over at him with surprise.

“They had slaves?” Laura asked.

“Oh, yes, Miss. Many.”

They looked inside the bare rooms where the slaves had been lodged, then continued on. When they came around the corner, though, Laura stopped in her tracks. She looked over at something she’d only seen in old movies — stocks.

“Oh my God,” Laura said, looking over at the medieval looking wooden framework used to hold a slave in place for a whipping. There were two horizontal boards laid one on top of the other, with three circular cutouts for the prisoners head and wrists.

“They used to whip the slaves?” Laura asked.

“Yes, Miss,” Ajani said solemnly.

“Those poor men,” Laura murmured, picturing one  of black men held in the device, forced to endure a punishment she couldn’t even imagine.

Ajani continued on, leading Laura to less tragic areas of the plantation. They went back around to the front of the main house, then walked down a vast rolling lawn that looked out over the ocean far below. They stopped and sat under a two-hundred-year-old Guango Tree and looked out at the view as Ajani told Laura the sad history of the plantation.

Ajani told Laura that the plantation owner, a white man in his fifties, had gone back to England to bring back his young bride, a raven-haired beauty of impeccable pedigree and breeding. At first, the couple had seemed happy. But the bride soon grew disillusioned. Apparently, though the husband’s plantation was large and impressive, his physical endowments were less so, and not up to the task of satisfying his young bride.

Ajani told Laura that one day the plantation owner had come home unexpectantly from a trip into town, only to hear his wife crying out upstairs. Thinking that she was  being accosted in some way, the husband grabbed his pistol and went charging up to save her. But as he burst into the bedroom, he discovered that his wife’s cries were not ones of distress, but ones of passion. The husband looked over at his marital bed only to see his new wife’s fingers digging into a strong, black back as one of his slaves pumped up and down between her pale legs

According to legend, Ajani explained, the wife’s cries of pleasure sent the plantation owner into a rage. He shot the two lovers on the spot, both the slave and his wife taking their last breaths while still coupled together.

“Oh my God,” Laura said. “That’s so sad.”

“Yes, Miss. It is a very sad story. But there is more.”

Ajani took Laura up to the mansion before finishing the story. As they entered the master bedroom where the plantation owner’s wife had died, Ajani told Laura the rest. He told her that the young wife’s ghost still haunts the mansion, her cries of pleasure still sometimes heard coming from the bedroom as the slave continues to make love to her for all eternity.

Laura looked up at Ajani, wide-eyed, then looked down at the big, four poster bed. “So, that slave has been making love to her for like two-hundred years now?” she asked.

Ajani nodded.

Laura thought for a moment, then said, “Boy, two-hundred years. Talk about staying power.” Laura flashed Ajani a playful smile.

Ajani gave Laura a confused look that made her break out laughing. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s get something to eat.”

Laura and Ajani exited the mansion and got back onto their scooters. They buzzed back down the long, winding drive, then stopped at the gate, Laura calling over, “Where should we go!?”

Ajani looked down, apparently trying to think of someplace as Laura waited, her scooter vibrating rather enjoyably between her legs. As Laura waited, she thought about the plantation owner’s wife and how she had died with a large black penis inside her. Well, Laura thought. There are worse ways to go.

Laura looked up as Ajani called over, “I know a place, Miss!”

“Oh! Ok!” Laura called back.

They revved their little 50cc engines and started off again.

Twenty minutes later, Laura was sitting at a picnic table beneath a mosaic of fluttering triangles of white nylon that protected the outdoor dining area from the sun. There were five other picnic tables around her, most of them full of locals eating from orange, plastic trays. Laura looked down her table and gave a Jamaican man and his daughter a shy nod.

Just then, Ajani returned, sitting across from her.

“The food will be right out, Miss,” he said, getting settled and nodding "hello" to their two table-mates.

Laura looked over at the long line of customers waiting at the four-foot, rectangular opening in the side of a small corrugated tin building no bigger than her hotel room, flames licking up inside the dark interior. There was a rather harried-looking woman scribbling down orders at the order window. But Ajani had gone around to the back, bypassing the line.

“You didn’t have to wait in line?” she asked.

Ajani smiled. “No, Miss.”

Laura smiled over at him. “What? Do you own the place?” she teased.

“No, Miss. It is My auntie’s place.”

“Oh,” she said, looking over at the woman at the order window. “Is that your aunt?”

Ajani twisted around. “Yes, Miss,” Ajani said, looking over at the woman scribbling down orders. “That is my auntie Jenna.”

Laura followed Ajani’s gaze, watching the woman jot down something on a small notepad and pass it back to the woman behind her. The other woman stepped back out of view, perhaps to give the order to the main cook who Laura couldn’t see.

Laura looked back at Ajani. “She looks like she’s got her hands full.”

“Oh, she does not mind, Miss,” Ajani said. “She likes to work. She has worked since she was a small girl.”

Just then, Ajani’s aunt waved her hand, seeming to be looking over at Laura. “I think your aunt’s trying to get your attention,” Laura said, looking over Ajani’s shoulder.

Ajani twisted around again and saw his aunt holding a tray high and gesticulating for him to come over, her gestures looking fairly urgent, as if she was afraid the hungry rabble might take the tray from her before he could get there.

“Excuse me, Miss,” Ajani said as he stood quickly and rushed over.

Laura watched as Ajani fought his way through the crowd and took the tray from his aunt, holding it high above the clamoring patrons. Laura let out a light laugh as Ajani flew the tray over the other patron’s heads, the crowd of hungry customers reminding her of a bunch of snapping crocodiles. 

Ajani, looking relieved to be away from the crowd in front of the window, carried the faded plastic platter back over and set it down. But as he was sitting down with his back to the order window, Laura saw his aunt waving Ajani back again.

“I think she wants you to come back,” Laura said, pointing at his aunt.

Ajani turned to look, then huffed as he stood back up. “I am sorry, Miss,” he said, taking Laura’s paper plate and setting in front of her. “Please. Eat, Miss. I will be right back.”

Ajani went back over, fighting his way back through the crowd to get over to the window, his aunt waving him closer. Ajani stood in front of his aunt as she held his forearm, keeping him in place like a little boy called to task for some misdeed. The middle-aged black woman talked and talked, occasionally looking over toward Laura, then directing her attention back on Ajani. All Ajani seemed able to do was nod as she talked and gesticulated for a good three or four minutes.

Finally, Laura saw Ajani break free of his aunt and start walking back over, shaking his head as if exhausted from the conversation. Though, to Laura, it had seemed more like a lecture than a conversation.

“I am sorry, Miss,” Ajani said, letting out a big breath as he sat down.

“That’s ok,” Laura said as Ajani took his plate off the platter and set it in front of himself.

As Ajani was about to start in on his meal, he noticed that Laura’s plate was still untouched, her can of Pepsi still unopened. “You should have eaten, Miss,” Ajani said.

“I wanted to wait for you,” Laura said, smiling over at him as she took her paper napkin and laid it in her lap. “It looks wonderful.” As Laura picked up her plastic fork, she said, “Oh! I wanted to pay.” Laura started to stand.

“Oh no, Miss. You are here with me. My auntie would not take your money. Please, sit. Eat.”

“Oh.” Laura hesitated, halfway to standing. She eased back down, saying, “Ok. Thanks.”

As Laura scooped some of the rice dish up with an undersized plastic fork, she asked, “So, what were you guys talking about? It looked like your aunt had quite a lot to say.” Laura looked over at him as she put a forkful of the rice dish in her mouth. But before Ajani could answer, Laura held her hand in front of her mouth, saying through her fingers, “Oh my God!” a expression of utter amazement coming onto her face.

Ajani looked over at her as Laura’s eyes rolled back, a look coming onto her face as if she was in the grips of an intense orgasm. After swallowing, Laura looked over at Ajani with a surprised expression. “What is this!?” she asked. “It’s amazing!”

“It is a common dish, Miss,” Ajani said, casually, as if not understanding what the fuss was. “It is Jamaican rice and peas with fish.” Ajani scooped up as much as he could hold on his small fork and took a bite.

“It’s sooooo good,” Laura said. She took another big bite, then another and another. After her run and a fairly intense masturbation session, Laura was ravenous. She ate wordlessly for a few minutes, seeming to forget all about Ajani, giving all her attention to her food. But after a few minutes, suddenly realizing that she was making a pig of herself, Laura looked up at Ajani, shooting him an embarrassed look. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m really hungry.”

Ajani smiled, obviously pleased that Laura was enjoying the food.

“Oh! I’m sorry,” Laura said. “I interrupted you before. What were you and your aunt talking about?” Laura looked over at Ajani as she scooped up more rice.

“Oh,” Ajani said. Ajani hesitated, as if reluctant to tell Laura about his conversation with his aunt. But after a moment, Ajani said, “She was telling me that you are very beautiful, Miss, and that I should treat you with respect.”

Laura was a little taken aback. “Oh,” Laura said, feeling herself blush. “She thinks I’m beautiful?”

Ajani nodded as he stirred his rice around then took another bite.

Laura looked over at the counter, and, after a moment, caught auntie Jenna’s eyes. The woman smiled warmly at Laura, giving her a little nod. Laura gave her a shy wave. “That’s so sweet,” Laura said, turning back to Ajani. Laura ate a few bites of her meal. “Is that all she said?” Laura asked. “It seemed like she was really giving you an earful.”

“An earful, Miss?” Ajani asked, apparently not familiar with the expression.

“I mean, it looked like she had a lot to say to you,” Laura explained.

“Oh. Yes.” Ajani said, as if remembering what the expression meant. “Um…” Ajani hesitated again, longer this time.

Laura waited, looking over at him, her brows raised.

After a long moment, Ajani said, “Um, she said that you look like a nice girl, and…” He hesitated again.

Laura waited.

“…And that you look like you would be a good wife, Miss.”

Laura’s brows rose even higher. She looked over at him for a long moment. “Oh,” Laura finally said. Laura felt her cheeks warm again. After a moment, Laura looked over at auntie Jenna and said, “Boy…She’s got it all worked out, doesn’t she? How many kids are we gonna have?” Laura teased, smiling.

Ajani gave her an embarrassed smile, like a young boy being teased by a pretty high school girl.

Laura laughed lightly at Ajani’s obvious discomfort. She reached over and patted his hand. “Sorry. I’m just messing with you,” she smiled. “You tell your aunt that if I weren’t already taken, I’d be very tempted.”

Ajani met her eyes briefly but couldn’t seem to hold them. He looked down at his food, stirring it around nervously as Laura smiled over at him in a friendly way, like they were old friends who knew how to press each other’s buttons. After a moment, Laura looked down at her plate again. She took a scoop of the rice, her eyes twinkling as she looked over at Ajani and chewed. She wasn’t positive, but she would have bet money that Ajani was blushing.

After a few quiet moments, Laura tried to break the tension by saying, “This is the nicest birthday I’ve had in a long time, Ajani.”

Ajani looked up from his plate with a surprised expression. He looked over at her for a moment, then said, “It is your birthday, Miss?”

“Mm hmm,” Laura nodded, taking another bite of the rice dish. “I think it might have slipped Jack’s mind,” she said after swallowing, a flicker of sadness coming into her eyes.

Laura looked down at her plate for a long moment. She finally looked up, forcing a smile as she met Ajani’s concerned eyes. “It’s no big deal,” Laura said. “I’m sure it just slipped his mind.” Laura smiled, a more genuine smile this time. “Don’t worry. I’ll make him pay when he gets back tonight. I might come out of it with a diamond necklace by the time I’m done making him feel guilty.”

Laura took another bite, then asked, “When is your birthday?”

“March tenth.”

Laura nodded, then thought for a moment. “Pisces, right?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“The fish,” Laura said. “That seems appropriate. The first time I saw you, you were coming out of the ocean.” Laura smiled over at him. “I’m thirty today. How old are you?”

“Twenty-seven, Miss.”

Laura nodded as if taking in the information, thinking for another moment. “So, do you like older women?” she teased.

Ajani smiled.

Laura set her plastic fork down and wiped her mouth with her paper napkin. She sat up a little straighter and looked over at Ajani for a moment, seeming to evaluate him. “Ajani, do you mind if I ask you something?”

Ajani shook his head, his fork hovering above his plate.

Laura hesitated for a moment, then asked, “Do you have a girlfriend?”

Ajani hesitated as if the question had surprised him. “Uh…no, Miss.” He looked down at his plate, picking at his rice, but not taking any.

“How come?” Laura asked, studying him.

Ajani hesitated again, then said, “I did have one, Miss,” Ajani said. “But she found someone more successful. She wanted to live in the town.” Ajani leaned in slightly. “She wanted a real shower,” he smiled. “With hot water.”

Laura laughed. “Ya, well. Your shower is a little cold,” Laura smiled. “And a little strong,” she added, looking down at her chest.

Ajani laughed. It was the first time Laura had heard him laugh. It gave her a great sense of accomplishment, and she wanted to do it again.

“So her new boyfriend is pretty successful?” Laura asked.

“Oh yes, Miss. He has his own bicycle repair shop,” Ajani said, as if this was the absolute pinnacle of success.

“Oh,” Laura said, suppressing a smile. “Pretty hard to compete with that.”

Ajani nodded solemnly in agreement.

Laura tried hard not to smile as she extended a hand and placed it on Ajani’s, saying, “Well. It’s her loss.” Laura’s hand lingered on Ajani’s a little longer than she had intended before she pulled it away.

About ten minutes later, Laura pushed her empty plate away, saying, “That was great. Thanks.” Laura arched her back, sitting up straight as she took a big breath. Laura started to stand. Ajani started to follow her lead, rising up from the bench seat. But Laura stopped him, saying, “No. Stay there. I just wanna go thank your aunt. I’ll be right back.”

Ajani sat back down as Laura went over and tried to get his aunt Jenna’s attention. After finally getting through the crowd, Laura thanked her for the great food. But then, as with Ajani earlier, auntie Jenna took Laura’s forearm in a firm grip and held her in place as she extolled all of Ajani’s many virtues. And like Ajani, all Laura could do was nod and smile politely as Ajani’s aunt went on and on about her nephew who would be perfect for her, obviously not noticing or concerned with Laura’s wedding ring.

When auntie Jenna finally released her, Laura came back to the table as exhausted as Ajani had been. But when Laura got over to the table, Ajani wasn’t there. She looked around, but didn’t see him anywhere. She looked over and saw both scooters still leaning up against one side of auntie Jenna’s establishment. After looking around a little more, Laura sat back down and waited, thinking maybe Ajani had needed to use the restroom, wherever that was.

Close to fifteen minutes later, and just as Laura was starting to get a little worried, Ajani come running up the road with one arm behind his back. When he got to the table, he was sweating and gasping for air. Breathlessly, he said, “I am sorry, (breath) Miss. I had to (breath) go to three stores.”

Laura looked up at him with concern in her eyes. He looked to be near collapse. “Ajani, sit down,” she said. “Why did you need to go to the store?

Ajani breathed in and out for a moment, then gasped, “First (breath) close your eyes, Miss.”

Laura half-smiled, half-smirked at him, as if this was some sort of trick.

“Please, Miss.”

Laura looked at him for a long moment, then closed her eyes, a smile spreading across her lips.

“Don’t peek,” he ordered.

“I won’t,” Laura said, her smile broadened.

Laura heard cellophane tearing, then, after a moment, smelt the unmistakable scent of sulfur.

A short moment later, Ajani said, “Ok, Miss. Open your eyes.”

Laura opened her eyes and looked down to see a single Hostess cupcake with a single pink party candle trying valiantly to stay lit in the breeze. Laura grinned happily at the tiny birthday cake.

“Happy (Breath) birthday, Miss,”

Laura’s eyes glistened with tears as she looked down at the little cake. “Thank you, Ajani,” she said, her voice filled with emotion and gratitude.

Ajani brought his two hands forward to shield the struggling flame of the candle. “Hurry, Miss. Make a wish.”

Laura tried to focus. She thought for a moment then took a breath and came forward, snuffing the little candle out with pursed lips. The people at the two nearby tables started clapping and smiling over at them. Laura smiled shyly over at the clapping strangers, then looked over at Ajani. “Thank you, Ajani,” Laura said again, smiling broadly. “This is so sweet.” Laura held Ajani’s eyes for a long moment, then looked down at the little birthday cake. “You wanna split it?” she asked.

Ajani reached down and brought the other cupcake up from the under the table. “I have my own,” he smiled, holding the cake up.

Laura let out a little laugh, then pulled the candle out and sucked the dark frosting off the end. She picked up the cupcake and raised it into the air as if about to propose a toast.

Ajani picked up his cupcake and touched it to hers, then said, “Happy Birthday, Miss.”

“Thanks.”

Laura brought the cupcake to her lips and took a big bite. As the chocolate cake mixed with the white cream in her mouth, Laura brought her hand up and said, “Mmmmmm. Cream-filled. My favorite.”

✽✽✽

An hour later, as they walked through the front gate of the resort, having returned the scooters a few blocks away, Laura said, “Well, I had a really nice time, Ajani. Thanks a lot for showing me around.”

“It was my pleasure, Miss.”

“And thanks for the birthday cake,” Laura said, smiling.

“You are welcome, Miss.”

But as Ajani said this, Laura suddenly stopped in her tracks and took Ajani’s upper arm, stopping him as well. Ajani spun around and looked at her.

“Ajani,” Laura said, giving him a rather stern look.

Ajani waited, looking slightly frightened as Laura narrowed her eyes at him like a mother about to be firm with a misbehaving child.

“I think we know each other well enough now that you can stop calling me Miss,” Laura said, maintaining her stern look. “Don’t you think it’s about time you called me Laura?”

“But the hotel does not allow the employees to address the guests by their first name.”

Laura smiled at Ajani’s perhaps overly stringent adherence to the rules of his employer. She pretended to think for a moment, then said, “Ok. Well, when you’re on duty, you can call me Miss. Otherwise, it would make me very happy if you’d call me Laura,” she smiled.

“Yes, Miss.”

Laura narrowed her eyes again.

“I mean, Laura,” Ajani quickly corrected.

Laura's expression softened. “That’s better.”

Having settled the issue, the two of them stood there looking at one another for a moment, neither of them seeming to know how to end their little “date”.

Finally, Ajani put out his hand formally. “I had a very nice time, Laura,” he said.

Laura almost laughed at Ajani’s formality. But she stifled her laugh and took Ajani’s hand, giving it a warm squeeze. “Me too,” she said. “Thank you so much for the wonderful birthday.” Again, Laura found herself holding Ajani’s hand just a fraction longer than she had intended.

When Laura released Ajani’s large hand, she asked, “Where you going now?”

Ajani looked over at the hotel. “To work, Mi…” He stopped himself just in time. “To work, Laura.”

Laura nodded, then looked down for a moment. She looked up again and said, “Well, I had a wonderful day.”

Ajani nodded shyly. Again, Laura would have sworn he was blushing. “Ok. I guess I’ll see ya ‘round campus,” Laura said. She held his eyes for a moment, then turned and started walking across the vast, green lawn, heading for the main entrance to the hotel.

Ajani just stood there, watching Laura walk across the lawn with a spring in her step.


Chapter 7

Laura’s Birthday Gift

When Laura got up to the room, she stripped out of her clothes and jumped into the shower for the third time that day, not counting her shower with Ajani. Ten minutes later, Laura came walking out of the bathroom naked. But as she rounded the corner of the short entry hall, Laura let out a high-pitched cry of surprise, bringing her hands instinctively up to her breasts and clamping her thighs tightly together.

“What!?” Jack exclaimed, jolting forward off the headboard.

“Fuck, Jack!” Laura shouted “You scared the shit out of me!” 

Laura took a big breath, her body relaxing out of its clenched state. “Jesus,” Laura said, dropping her hands from her breasts. “I thought you weren’t coming back ‘til seven.”

“I caught an earlier flight,” he said, looking back down at his phone. “What’s wrong?” he asked as he scrolled through his emails. “Got a big date?” 

“Ya. Right,” Laura said, her face warming slightly. “I should,” Laura said as she started walking over to the dresser. “It would teach you right for leaving without a word this morning. You could’ve at least woke me up to say goodbye.”

“You were snoring like a chainsaw,” Jack said, smiling. “I couldn’t have woke you if I’d tried.”

Laura turned and gave him a little smirk over her shoulder. “I’ll have you know I’ve never snored in my life.”

“Ya, right,” Jack muttered, going back to his emails.

“So did you get everything worked out with Kathryn Lambert?” Laura asked as she took a pair of panties from the drawer. But as Laura lifted the panties up, her eyes went wide. There was box with a silver bow nestled into her underwear. Laura looked down at the box, then turned to look at Jack, her eyes wide with surprise. “I thought you forgot!” she grinned broadly.

“How could I forget with you reminding me every ten minutes,” Jack said, laying his phone down on the bedspread.

Laura gave him another smirk, then turned and took the box out of the drawer. The box was thin and light. Laura was sure it had to be some kind of lingerie. She turned to Jack, still naked. “Can I open it?” she asked excitedly.

“Sure. It’s your birthday, isn’t it?” Jack put his hands behind his head and leaned back against the headboard, as if eager to see her reaction.

Laura shook it and felt something soft moving inside. “I think I know what it is,” she smiled.

Laura stepped over and sat on the foot of the bed. She ripped the wrapping off like a kid on Christmas day, shredding the paper and tossing the bow on the floor. Laura opened the box, smiling broadly with anticipation. But when she saw what was inside, her smile instantly fell, a look of confusion coming onto her face.

“Oh,” she said, her disappointment audible. Laura put the box on the bed and lifted the white tank-top out, looking confused, as if this was some sort of joke. She looked over at Jack, waiting for an explanation.

“Read it,” he said, smiling.

Laura held the tank-top up by the shoulder loops and let it unfold. She read the words she already knew would be there — “Don’t even try. I prefer Jamaican men” — the final stroke of the letter “n” dangling down like a long, black penis.

Laura looked over at Jack, thinking this had to be a joke.

“I saw you looking at it the other day,” he smiled, as if proud of his ability to remember Laura’s interest in the shirt.

Laura didn’t quite know what to say. As she looked at the tank-top again, Jack suddenly broke out laughing.

Laura looked over at him, then slowly cracked a smile. “You jerk!” she grinned. “I thought this was my real present! I’m gonna kill you!”

Laura tossed the shirt aside and started crawling up the bed on her hands and knees, her breasts hanging down and swinging heavily as she made her way up to him. Laura straddled Jack's waist and started pinching his right nipple through his shirt. “Where’s my present!” she demanded as she squeezed his nipple hard.

“Owe! Owe! Laura!” Jack cried, trying to pull her hand off.

“Where is it!?” she demanded again, not letting up, her breasts swinging above him as he struggled to get away from her pinching fingers.

“It’s at home!” he called, “It’s at home! Stop!” he laughed.

Laura stopped instantly, looking stunned. “At home?” she said, her disappointment back again. “Why didn’t you bring it?” Laura sat back on Jack’s groin, looking greatly disappointed and hurt.

“How could I bring it?” Jack asked. “You would have seen it.”

Laura just looked at him for a long moment. “Oh. Right,” she said vaguely, as if that made sense, kind of.

“I’ll give it to you as soon as we get home,” Jack said up to her as she looked down at him, obviously very disappointed. “I’m sorry,” Jack said.

Laura looked down at him for a long moment, then finally said, “That’s ok,” trying to shake off her disappointment. After another rather long moment, Laura did manage to shake it off. After all, she could have discovered her gift in the luggage, she supposed. But why didn’t he just wrap it, she wondered. But after thinking about it for a moment, Laura decided to give Jack the benefit of the doubt.

Trying to be a good sport about it, Laura climbed off of Jack and hopped off the bed. She picked the tank-top up off the floor and said, “Well, I guess I should try it on, at least.” She flashed Jack a playful smile and pulled the t-shirt on over her bra-less breasts. It was a little too small for the size of her breasts. It hugged her full breasts snugly, her nipples pressing hard against the thin material of the Chinese import garment.

“What’a ya think,” Laura smiled, sticking her chest out, the risqué text going across her breasts. “Is it me?” she asked, raising her brows playfully.

“Looks good,” Jack said as his eyes moved over the words printed across Laura’s chest. “Is it true?” he asked with a crooked little smile.

Laura looked down at the black letters. “Of course, honey,” she smiled. She climbed back onto the bed and came over to him on all fours again, her naked ass shifting. Laura brought her lips to Jack’s ear, then asked in a whisper, “You know why I prefer Jamaican men?”

Jack shook his head slightly.

Laura’s warm breath wafted into Jack’s ear as she breathed, “Because they have really big…” Laura paused for dramatic effect. “smiles.”

Laura pulled back, smiling broadly.

Jack chuckled. “Is that so?”

“Mm hmm,” Laura nodded, giving him another seductive look. “I can’t resist a really big… smile.”

Laura knelt down bedside Jack, then started undoing his pants, Jack’s body seeming to stiffen as she did.

“Uhhh, Laura,” Jack said, sounding not all that enthusiastic about what she was doing.

“Ya,” Laura said as she pulled the end of his belt out of the buckle and reached for the clasp of his slacks.

“Um…. I’m pretty beat,” Jack said.

“You will be when I’m done with you,” Laura smiled up at him. She undid the clasp of his pants and pulled his zipper down, then started working his pants down. Laura made an “Mmmm” sound as Jack’s flaccid penis came into view. “That’s what I’m looking for.” Laura dipped down and took Jack into her mouth.

“Seriously, Laura. It’s been kind of a long day,” Jack said plaintively.

Laura pulled up from his penis just long enough to say, “Uh huh. And it’s about to get about six inches longer.” 

Laura smiled up at him, then went back to work on his penis, deliberately overstated the length of his erection to flatter him a bit. Laura began bobbing up and down at Jack’s groin, making quiet, little “Mmm” sounds around his small penis.

But after a few minutes, Jack still hadn’t responded. He was still as soft as when she’d started. Laura stopped and rotated her face up to him. “Are you ok?” she asked.

“I’m just a little tired.”

“Just try to relax,” Laura said softly.

Laura dipped back down and tried for a few more minutes. But Jack still wasn’t getting hard. Laura tried various techniques she knew Jack liked, but nothing seemed to be working. After five more minutes, he was slightly pumped up, but still too small and soft to even jack off, let alone take inside her.

Finally, Laura stopped again and looked up at him, her eyes a mixture of concern and confusion. Jack was no stallion in bed, but he could usually get it up without too much trouble.

“Sorry,” Jack said, looking embarrassed.

“That’s ok,” Laura said, still not quite sure what was going on. She looked at him for a moment, wondering if he was still mad about the previous night. After she had stomped off the beach and come back up to their room, Laura had refused to speak to Jack for the rest of the night.

“Are you mad at me?” Laura asked softly. “You know, for last night.”

“No. That’s not it,” Jack said, reaching down for his pants.

Laura sat back on her calves and watched as Jack worked his pants back up, thereby, bringing to an end any possibility of sex.

Laura looked up at him, feeling confused and rejected.

“I’m just really tired,” Jack said, zipping up his slacks. Jack fastened his clasp and synched his belt, then picked up the remote and turned on the tv. Laura sat back on her calves half-naked as Jack started flipping through the channels and not looking at her.

After a long moment, Laura began working her way off the bed. She went over and got a pair of panties out of the dresser. She pulled them on and padded over to her side of the bed, then climbed up. Laura sat next to Jack, looking down at the tv. They watched in tense silence, Laura feeling like something was wrong, but not knowing exactly what.

But, after a few minutes, Laura finally scooted down the bed and nestled up to Jack, taking his non-remote hand and bringing it over her head so she could rest her head on his chest.

“So, no problems in Miami,” she asked quietly as they watched some 70’s movie Jack had chosen.

“Nope,” Jack said.

“So, Kathryn’s gonna send those planes up for modifications?” Laura asked.

“I think so,” Jack said.

“That’s good,” Laura said, looking down at the tv, but not really watching the old cop movie.

“Yep,” Jack said.

But as Laura lay there trying to get more than “Nopes” and “Yeps” out of Jack, she picked up a whiff of something. Laura inhaled through her nose, trying to identify the unfamiliar smell. It smelt like… soap, but not the soap they were using.

Still looking down at the tv, Laura asked, “Did you take a shower?”

Jack looked down at the top of her head. “Of course.”

“No. I don’t mean this morning,” Laura said. She sniffed  him again. “You smell like hotel soap.”

Laura didn’t like the smell of the little bars of soap the hotels gave you, so she had packed four bars of Irish Spring for their trip. But Jack didn’t smell like Irish Spring. He didn’t even smell like the little bars of soap in their bathroom. He smelled like some other brand of soap, some flowery kind of smell she didn’t recognize.

Jack seemed to think for a long moment. “I washed my hands a few times,” Jack offered as a possible explanation. “Maybe that’s it.”

Laura brought her nose close to his shirt and sniffed again. “Ya…Maybe,” she said.


Chapter 8

Ajani’s New Suit

The next morning, Laura woke up with an idea. It was a little before seven, and Jack was still asleep. Laura eased out of bed and took a quick shower. For the sake of stealth, she did without the blow-dryer, coming out of the bathroom with wet hair combed off to the side in a thick wave. Laura went quietly over to the dresser and got dressed in her usual cargo shorts and t-shirt outfit. After lacing up her running shoes, Laura walked quietly across the room, looking over at Jack to make sure he didn’t wake up. As Laura headed for the door, she made one last stop at Jack’s suitcase. She dug around, then saw what she was looking for — Jack’s spare swimsuit.

It was seven-thirty when Laura emerged from the beachside entrance of the hotel. It was still cool and quiet as the hotel staff went about hosing down the sidewalks and setting up for the day. Two men were pulling maroon beach umbrellas out of a storage shed and loading them onto a push cart as Laura walked by heading for the beach.

The gentle morning breakers kept Laura company as she made her way up the beach, heading to Ajani’s little cottage, Jack’s yellow swimsuit dangling from her fingers. When Laura got to Ajani’s house ten minutes later, she stepped up onto the uneven planks of the porch and knocked softly on the door. Laura waited. There was no answer. She knocked again, just slightly louder this time. Still no answer. Laura brought her ear close to the door and listened. Nothing. Either Ajani was already gone, or he was still asleep. Laura felt a slight pang of disappointment as she took her ear away from the door and started to leave.

But, as Laura was about to step down off the porch, she heard the door creak open behind her. Laura turned and saw Ajani’s sleepy eyes peeking around the edge of the door as if she might be the Klu Klux Klan come to drag him away for sharing a Hostess cupcake with a white woman.

“Oh!” Laura said, wide-eyed, seeing that she’d woken him. “I’m sorry. I was hoping you’d be up.”

Ajani looked out at her, bleary-eyed, but said nothing, as if still half asleep.

“I’m sorry, Ajani,” Laura said again. “I’ll come back later.” She turned to go.

“No. It is fine, Miss,” Ajani croaked, his voice thick with sleep. “Is there something that I can do for you?” he rasped, squinting out at her.

Laura looked at his sleepy face, suddenly remembering that he had worked the previous night. She felt bad for waking him. Laura glanced down, noticing his naked right hip peeking out from behind the door as he kept his lower body out of view. Knowing what was behind the door, it took Laura a moment to look back up.

“Um…I’m sorry,” she said as she looked up from his hip bone. “I just wanted to bring you something.” Laura stepped back over to the door. “For yesterday.” Laura held Jack’s spare swimsuit up to show Ajani.

“Oh!” Ajani said, looking surprised. He started to step out from behind the door, but stopped just as his groin was about to come into view. “Please. One moment, Miss,” Ajani said, holding up his index finger. He moved behind the door somewhere and out of view.

Laura waited, looking over at the door. Perhaps not wanting to seem rude, Ajani had left it ajar about twelve inches. After a moment, curious about the interior of Ajani’s house, Laura took a small step and peeked inside. Ajani was on the right somewhere, but she could see some of the left side of his house. Laura saw the foot of a high, old-fashioned bed with a rather ornate steel footboard, like the bed might have been an antique from the early 1900’s, perhaps passed down from his grandfather. The bed looked out the left-hand window. Laura thought it must be nice to wake up and look out at the ocean.

Near the foot of the bed, on the left wall, Laura could see a low, rickety-looking dresser with six drawers. There was a photo of a woman and a young boy on top of the dresser. The boy had the same inquisitive eyes and broad smile as Ajani. The woman had her arm resting on young Ajani’s shoulder. The only other objects on the dresser were a dish of loose change, a set of keys on a tiny globe keychain, and what appeared to be a very old issue of Playboy magazine. Well, Laura thought to herself, looks like Ajani’s probably not gay.

As Laura looked back up at the photograph, a movement caught her eye. She looked to the right and saw that there was a small tilting mirror on the dresser. She looked into it and noticed that she could see Ajani over on the right side of the house. He was turned away from the mirror, but she could see his ass and the right side of his pelvis. Laura moved her head a little, trying to get a look at Ajani’s penis. But it was just out of view. Laura saw Ajani pull his shorts up and start to turn toward the door. She turned and took two quick steps over to the edge of the porch, facing the ocean.

A short moment later, Laura heard Ajani swing the door open and say, “I am sorry, Miss. I was not dressed.”

Laura swung around, trying to make it appear that she’d been looking out at the water the whole time. “No problem,” Laura said. “The ocean is pretty this morning.”

Ajani looked out at the water for a moment, then said, “Yes, Miss.” He looked back at Laura and said, “Please. Come in.” Ajani stepped back holding the door open wide.

“Oh! No. I don’t want to bother you,” Laura said. “I just wanted to bring you this.” Laura raised the swimsuit again to show him. She took the waistband and splayed it open, showing him the front. “I bought it for Jack, but he doesn’t like it. I was wondering if maybe you could use it.”

Ajani look down at the suit, looking slightly puzzled.

Laura froze at his bemused expression, instantly and belatedly realizing what a bad idea this had been. Laura cringed inwardly at the highly inappropriate gift. Who gives a swimsuit to a man she hardly knows, she thought to herself. Laura began to mentally berate herself as poor Ajani seemed to be trying to think of something polite to say.

“I mean…” Laura stammered, now feeling extremely awkward about the gift. “It’s just that I noticed you don’t seem to have one,” Laura said, trying to explain. But this only made it worse. Who was she to make that sort of observation. The man had the right to wear whatever he pleased. Jesus, Laura, she thought to herself. How on earth had she ever thought that this was a good idea.

When Ajani seemed to struggle to come up with something polite to say, Laura knew it was time to beat a hasty retreat. “Uhhh…I’m sorry,” she said, looking up at Ajani, who obviously felt as awkward as she did. “This was a stupid idea.” Laura lowered the swimsuit, saying, “I’m just gonna get going. I’m sorry I woke you.”

Laura turned and was about to step down off the porch when she heard Ajani say, “No. Please, Laura. Wait.”

Laura turned back around as Ajani came out onto the porch.

“Thank you, Miss,” Ajani said, reaching for the suit. Ajani took the suit gently, then held it up, spreading it out like a big, yellow butterfly. He studied it carefully for a long moment, then said, “It is a very nice one, isn’t it?”

Laura perked up a bit. “I thought so. But, Jack doesn’t like the color.”

Ajani looked at her with exaggerated, almost theatrical surprise. “Oh no, Miss. It is very nice color! Very nice.”

Laura, perking up even more at Ajani’s apparent enthusiasm, took the suit back and opened it so Ajani could see the inside. “Look,” she said, showing him the inside. “It’s got this really nice mesh liner for your...” Laura hesitated. “You know, for your…”

“Oh yes! I see,” Ajani said, looking in at the built-in, mesh underwear. “Very nice! Very nice!”

Laura almost laughed at Ajani’s slightly overdone enthusiasm. He was obviously trying to make her feel better about her little gift.

Ajani took the suit from her and studied it carefully, as if looking for all the high-end features it might have. “I like the stripes very much!” he said, turning it to look at the double white stripes going down each side.

Laura smiled happily. “Ya. I thought it was really nice.” Laura reached for the suit as she said, “Here. Let me just check something.”

Ajani relinquished the swimsuit, and Laura spread it open, then brought the suit down and pressed it against Ajani’s shorts, checking the fit. Laura looked down at the swimsuit as she held it in place, her expression turning to one of concern. Laura frowned down at the suit and said, “I think It might be a little small.” Laura studied the suit for another moment, then looked up at Ajani. “Jack’s a medium. You look like you might be a large.” She looked back down. “Maybe even an extra-large.”

Laura took the suit away and considered for a moment. “I wonder if maybe you should try it on.”

“Oh,” Ajani said, seeming slightly taken aback by the suggestion. He hesitated a beat, then said, “Yes. Ok.”

Laura handed Ajani the swimming trunks, then stepped back away from the door. “I’ll wait here,” she said. As Ajani nodded and stepped back inside, Laura thought to herself, of course you’re gonna wait outside, you idiot. Laura shook her head slightly as Ajani disappeared behind the door again.

Laura turned and stepped over to the edge of the porch again. She looked out at the ocean while she waited. The ocean was glassy and still as small anemic waves broke softly and quietly. After a few minutes, Laura heard the door open. She turned, her brows raised expectantly like a mother waiting for her son to come out of the department store fitting room and show her his new school clothes. 

But, when Laura looked over at him, she saw that Ajani was hiding his lower body behind the door again. She looked up at him. “What’s wrong? They don’t fit?” she asked, her expression going from expectant to disappointed.

“Oh, no, Miss,” Ajani said. “They fit.”

Laura looked at him, waiting. There was obviously some sort of problem. Finally, she said, “Can I see?”

Ajani hesitated for a beat, then opened the door a little wider and stepped out from behind it.

“Oh!” Laura said, her eyes going wide at the sight of the grapefruit-sized bulge in the front of Ajani’s suit. “Oh, my,” Laura said as she studied the large bulge in the front of Ajani’s new suit. The suit itself was a bit tight on him, but the main problem was his cock. It was simply too big for the suit. Laura wondered if they made special swimsuits for well-endowed men, something she had never considered before. Then she thought, if they didn’t make such suits, she should move to Jamaica and start a business. She could make a fortune.

Laura studied the giant bulge for a few moments, then looked up at Ajani apologetically, saying, “I guess they’re a little snug in the crotch.” 

She looked back down, then, after a moment’s consideration, said, “Well, on the bright side, it might help you find a new girlfriend.” Laura smiled up at him, but Ajani didn’t seem amused. On the contrary. He seemed to be in a fair amount of discomfort.

“Sorry,” Laura said, giving him an apologetic look.

Laura looked back down, trying to think of some way to salvage the situation. But, aside from cutting a big hole in the front for his dick to hang out of, there was no solution. His penis was simply too big. 

Finally, Laura looked up and said, “Well, that sucks,” planting her hands on her hips. After another moment of thinking about it, Laura finally looked up and said, “Well. So much for that idea. I guess you better take ‘em off. I’ll just bring ‘em back.”

Ajani nodded, looking rather relieved.

Laura stepped back over to the edge of the porch as Ajani stepped behind the door again. She looked out at the ocean, feeling a little disappointed that her gift hadn’t worked out. But as she stood there waiting, Laura suddenly realized she hadn’t heard the door close. Laura turned back around and saw that it was wide open still, Ajani out of view off to the right.

Laura looked over at the door for a long moment, trying to resist. But she couldn’t. She took two quiet steps back over, easing her soft running shoes onto the wooden planks like a Ninja assassin. Laura looked into the house and over at the mirror on the dresser, her eyes going as big as saucers when she saw Ajani. This time he wasn’t turned away. 

Laura’s heart began to thump as she looked down at Ajani’s long, rubbery penis. It was swinging and oscillating as he worked the tight-fitting suit down his thighs. Laura held her breath as she watched his heavy organ swing and flop like a dead sea serpent.

A few moments later, when Ajani had worked the suit down to his feet, he was straightening back up when he saw Laura. She was standing just inside the doorway. She was looking over at him, her hand on the edge of the door, as if needing it to steady herself.

Ajani went to cover himself with his hands. But before he could, Laura said, “No." She held his eyes for a long moment, then said, "Don’t.”

Ajani let his hands move away from his genitals. Laura held his eyes for a moment longer, then looked down at his thick penis. She stared at it wordlessly, seeming mesmerized by the gently swinging organ. After a long few moments, Laura looked back up, holding Ajani's eyes as she eased the door closed.

✽✽✽

Forty-five minutes later, Laura came bursting into her hotel room, looking wild-eyed and panic-stricken.

Jack looked up from the chair by the window, about to say “Hi” when Laura made a quick left into the bathroom and shut the door without a word.

Jack paused from pulling on his shoes. He studied the empty hallway, a puzzled look coming onto his face. After a moment, his puzzled look turned to one of concern. Laura hadn’t even looked at him before disappearing into the bathroom. Jack got to his feet and went over to the bathroom door. But as he reached for the knob, he heard the distinctive little click of the push-button lock being pressed.

Jack tried the knob anyway. It was, indeed, locked. Jack jiggled the knob, then said through the door, “Are you ok!?”

“I’m fine!” Laura called out quickly, the pitch of her voice considerably higher than normal.

Jack stood there for a moment, looking at the locked door. He brought his ear close and listened for a moment. There was dead silence coming from inside the bathroom. It was as if Laura was standing perfectly still and waiting for him to go away. Which, in fact, she was.

Finally, Jack shrugged his shoulders and started walking back over to the chair to lace up his shoes.

When Laura heard Jack walk away, she blew out the breath she’d been holding, then eased herself off the door. Laura went over to the toilet and sat down on the lid. She covered her face with trembling hands, not quite able to believe what she’d just done. She’d just screwed Ajani.

Laura sat there, the incident playing over and over in her mind as she tried to figure out how it had happened. One minute, she was spying on him in the mirror, and the next minute she was inside his house, staring at his dick. The next thing she knew, she was on her knees in front of him.

Laura shook her head at the thought, seeing herself in front of him, her head bobbing at his groin.

Forcing the image out of her mind, Laura brought her hands down and stood. She went over to the sink and ran the cold water. She splashed water onto her face several times, then leaned on the counter, feeling like she was going to be physically ill. Laura breathed in and out as water dripped from her face, trying to figure out how she could have done something so stupid. She tipped her face up and looked into the mirror, her panicked eyes staring back at her. Jesus fucking Christ, Laura, she screamed mentally. What the fuck did you do!!!?

Laura straightened up and looked down at her t-shirt. “Oh fuck,” she muttered, seeing the wet spots down at the bottom of her shirt where Ajani had cum onto it. 

After sucking Ajani's cock over by the sink, Laura had risen up and pulled him over to the bed, pushing her shorts and underwear down before climbing on top of him. After riding him for all of a minute, she had cum violently. Twenty minutes later, as she took Ajani on her back, Laura had cum again just before Ajani pulled out and spewed warm cum up onto her stomach and shirt.

Laura looked down at the cum stains, then pulled her shirt off. She balled it up, then looked around the bathroom for somewhere to hide it. Not seeing anyplace, Laura squatted down and opened the cabinet under the sink. She shoved the shirt behind a small plastic bucket of cleaning supplies, then shut the cabinet door, figuring she could get it later. 

Laura rose up and looked at herself in the mirror again. Her shorts didn’t have any cum on them as they had been on the floor when Ajani was cumming all over her. Her bra looked okay too. Laura undid it and let it drop to the floor. Then she undid her shorts pushed them down with her underwear. Naked, aside from her Nikes, Laura examined herself, looking for signs of what she’d just done. There was dried semen on her lower abdomen and semi-dried semen in her pubic hair. Ajani had cum a lot, like a man who hadn’t had sex in quite a while.

Laura turned and started the shower going. She pulled off her shoes and socks as the water got hot. Then she got in the shower. Laura scrubbed herself thoroughly, like a serial killer trying to remove all traces of her last victim’s DNA. Laura scrubbed herself raw, then washed her hair. 

As she was about to shut off the water, she thought of someplace else she should check. Laura brought her hand down to her vagina and ran her fingers in and out, rinsing herself out just in case. She was pretty sure Ajani hadn’t cum inside her, but it didn’t hurt to give herself a little rinse. But, as Laura moved her fingers in and out of herself, she was slightly taken aback. She was a noticeably stretched out. She wondered how long it would take for her to go back to normal. She had absolutely no experience with larger men and had no idea how long it usually took.

Laura shut off the water and stepped out of the shower, her skin pink and squeaky-clean. She dried herself thoroughly and put on one of the hotel-provided terry cloth robes. Laura went over and sat on the toilet lid again. She sat there for a long few minutes, trying to work up the courage to leave the bathroom and face Jack. Would he be able to see the guilt in her eyes, she wondered. Would he be able to smell another man on her?

After delaying for as long as she could, Laura stood and went over to the door. She stood there for a long moment, took a deep breath, then gripped the knob. But when Laura swung the door open, she let out a startled cry. Jack was standing right there, his nose just inches from hers.

“Didn’t you already take a shower?” Jack asked, looking into her wide-open eyes.

Laura just stood there for a long moment, her eyes darting back and forth between his like a trapped animal. Finally, she found her voice and said, “Uhhh…Ya,” as she squeezed past him. “But I got all sweaty,” she said as she walked purposefully over to the dresser, not looking back at him.

“Where’d you go, anyway?” Jack asked, still standing over at the bathroom door. “When I got up, you were gone.”

Laura froze mentally as she opened her underwear drawer. Fuck, she thought. Why hadn’t she come up with a plausible lie on the way back to the hotel. Laura dug around in the drawer as she tried to think of one. Finally, she said, “Uhhhhhh…I had to run an errand,” the standard lie used by adulterous wives the world over.

Laura pulled fresh panties and a bra out of the drawer, then a new tee-shirt and a pair of shorts. She came back over and squeezed past Jack with her bundle of clothes against her chest. Laura went inside and shut the door in Jack’s face, the little lock making the click sound again.

“Why do you keep locking the door!?” Jack called into her.

“Jack, could you just give me a minute!?” Laura called out, adopting the irritated tone of voice wives employ to put their husbands on the defensive, and hopefully make them less willing to pursue an unwelcomed line of questioning.

Fortunately, Laura’s tone had the desired effect. Jack shook his head as if to say women, then went back to his chair again.

Hearing him move away from the door, Laura started getting dressed, grimacing as she pulled up her panties. The panic and accompanying adrenaline rush that had disguised the pain up until now had worn off, and she was starting to feel the after effects of taking such a large penis into her relatively normal-sized vagina.

Actually, this wasn’t precisely true. Laura’s vagina wasn’t normal-sized. It was somewhat over-sized, at least according to a gynecologist she’d seen years ago. When Laura was in her early twenties, she was fairly active sexually, but was having trouble climaxing with her partners. She could make herself climax, but she was having trouble during intercourse. Laura finally went to see a gynecologist about the problem. After asking Laura several questions about her sex life and partners, the female gynecologist had examined her. Once Laura had dressed, the doctor had sat Laura down and told her that she was perfectly normal in every respect but one. Her vaginal canal was somewhat larger than average.

Laura had been a little shocked to hear this. She had always assumed that she was pretty much normal, vaginally speaking. But, apparently not. The doctor had said that it wasn’t a big deal and gave Laura some tips on how to enhance her chances of climaxing during intercourse. The gynecologist had recommended various positions that might help, and, of course, the possible need for manual stimulation during sex. 

After listening attentively to what seemed like the standard advice a woman in her situation might get, the doctor’s demeanor seemed to change somewhat, becoming noticeably less matter-of-fact and clinical. The doctor had leaned forward somewhat and lowered her voice to a more intimate volume as she made one final recommendation. The doctor had almost whispered when she suggested that Laura might want to find a partner who had a bit more to offer in the penis department, saying that this would go a long way toward solving her problem.

Laura could still remember being slightly taken aback by the doctor’s suggestion, as if to choose a boyfriend based on penis size was a practical strategy. And even if she had wanted to, she had thought, what was she supposed to do, take out an ad? — Girl seeks man with nice eyes, a good sense of humor, and a ten-inch cock. Smaller men need not apply.

And so, ever since that doctor’s visit, with each new boyfriend, Laura found herself hoping to be pleasantly surprised the first time she reached into his pants. Unfortunately, it seemed that well-hung white guys were few and far between, and she kept catching the small fish. So, in time, Laura just accepted her lot and did her best with whatever equipment her partner had to offer. 

Though now, as she gently pressed at her swollen labia, she had to admit that the gynecologist had been right. She’d never cum so hard and so fast in her whole life.

Laura finished getting dressed, then dug her soiled t-shirt out from under the sink. She wrapped it in her other clothes and brought the little bundle out of the bathroom. Trying to act nonchalant, Laura put her cum-stained shirt and the rest of her things in the pillowcase she’d been using as a dirty laundry hamper. Then, again trying to act casual about it, Laura put the pillowcase in the back of the closet and shut the door, making a mental note to throw the t-shirt away later when Jack wasn’t around. Luckily, Jack was severely allergic to handling dirty laundry, so the chances of him finding her soiled things were about as good as him finding a winning lottery ticket on the beach.

With the evidence of her crime now taken care of, Laura began moving nervously around the room, making the bed and tidying up, still too wound up with guilt and adrenaline to sit still.

“What are you doing,” Jack finally asked, after watching Laura buzz around for five minutes like Mary Poppins on amphetamines.

“Huh!” Laura said, looking over at him. When she realized what he meant, she said, “Oh!...Just cleaning up a little.”

“Laura. We’re in a hotel. Remember? They have people for that.”

“Ya. I know,” Laura said, fluffing the pillows and pulling the sheets tight enough to bounce a silver dollar off the bed. “But that’s no reason to be slobs.”

Jack just shook his head as he looked back down at his phone.

Laura stayed in constant motion, moving here and there, never stopping in one place for more than five seconds.

Jack finally looked up from his phone to watch Laura fidget and fluff and fold. “What’s wrong?” he asked. “Why are you so wound up?”

Laura looked over her shoulder as she headed into the bathroom again, calling, “I’m not wound up! I’m just straightening! Why should the maid have to do everything!” she called from the bathroom.

“Oh, I don’t know!” he called back. “Because she’s the maid!”

Laura looked around the bathroom, looking for anything she might have missed earlier. After a moment, she said, “Oh!” and got a clean towel off the rack. She wiped out the bathtub until it was spotless and dry, then she came out and went into the closet again. She stuffed the wet towel into the dirty laundry pillowcase, then came back out. Laura looked around, then took a big breath as she ran a hand through her hair, as if finally satisfied with the state of room.

“What? You’re not gonna wash the windows?” Jack said, looking up at her.

Laura managed a little smirk, then said with some urgency, “Come on. Let’s go eat.” It hadn’t been so much a suggestion as a statement. They would be going down to eat now, whether Jack liked it or not.

Jack shrugged and said, “Sure,” still seeming a bit perplexed by Laura’s hyperactive state.

When they got downstairs, the line for the restaurant was huge, the hostess informing them that it would be at least forty-five minutes before they could be seated. Laura simply couldn’t wait that long. Laura was almost always ravenous after sex, especially good sex. She needed calories, like, right now.

Laura pulled Jack out of line and drug him outside to a little snack bar by the pool area. They got two prepackaged sandwiches and a couple small bottles of orange juice. They took the food over to the beach and scored one of the hotel umbrellas just as a couple was walking away from it. Laura plopped down in one of the lounge chairs. She inhaled her ham and cheese sandwich and gulped down her orange juice, then sat back into the lounge chair. She let out a long exhalation as she sank into the thick padding, a delayed post-orgasmic stupor coming over her like a lead blanket. She was sated sexually and nutritionally, and now all she wanted to do was lie there and not move.

Laura fell into a deeply relaxed state. She felt like she weighed three-hundred pounds, her body growing heavier with each breath, like a woman falling under the spell of a hypnotist’s soothing and melodious voice. The next time Jack looked over, Laura’s arms were hanging limply over her armrests as she lay sound asleep.


Chapter 9

A Quick Trip to the Lady’s Room

Later that night, Laura went into the bathroom to change for bed. She stripped out of her clothes and pulled on her over-sized “bedtime t-shirt”, her idea of a nightie. Laura brushed her teeth, then shut the bathroom door and locked it. She went over to the toilet and sat down, then pulled down her underwear. She brought her fingers down to her vagina and pressed lightly. She was still a little tender. She eased two fingers into herself. She was still a little stretched out, though not as much as earlier. Laura knew it was still too soon to risk having sex with Jack. She hoped the three bourbon and waters he’d had at dinner would put him out of commission.

Laura brought her hand back up and sat there for a few minutes. Her panic from earlier that day had gradually subsided, but her guilt was just as intense as when she’d come rushing into the room. She still couldn’t get the image out of her mind. She could still see Ajani’s over-sized cock pumping in and out between her legs. Laura pushed the image out of her mind, then stood and pulled her panties back up.

Laura said a silent prayer that Jack wouldn’t want to have sex, then came out of the bathroom. She got under the covers and turned away, saying, “Night,” as she reached up and clicked off her bedside lamp. Laura lay there, praying to God that Jack wouldn’t nestle up to her. Please, she thought. Please. Luckily, Jack seemed to be completely engrossed in the football game on tv. After a few minutes, when nothing happened, Laura’s tense body relaxed. She let out a silent sigh of relief and nestled her cheek into the pillow.

✽✽✽

The next day, Laura and Jack lounged out on the beach most of the day, Laura dozing under a hotel umbrella when she wasn’t reading one of the paperbacks she’d brought. Jack messed around on his laptop when he wasn’t checking out the smattering of topless women sunbathing or walking by.

By that evening, Laura was pretty much back to normal, vaginally speaking. But she still resisted Jack’s advances when they went to bed, claiming to be too tired. She figured it was better to play it safe and wait one more day, just in case. Laura had heard that men could be fairly discerning when it came to detecting interlopers. It wasn’t very likely, but it was possible Jack might be able to sense that something was a little different down there.

But by the next morning, after giving herself one last check in the bathroom, Jack was given the green light for his usual morning quickie. Jack usually woke up with a hardon, and Laura usually let him roll on top of her for a three-minute quickie. 

As Jack grunted on top of her, Laura lay there looking up at the ceiling, thankful that there hadn’t been any long-term effects from her mistake with Ajani. She held Jack lightly as he pumped away with his little four-and-a-half-inch penis. After a few minutes, Jack groaned and stiffened as Laura ran her hand gently down his back in a soothing gesture. Jack planted his seed, completely unaware that another man had recently been working his property, and with a much bigger plow.

Afterwards, Jack and Laura lounged in bed the whole morning, Laura hopping around on YouTube, watching mostly art videos as Jack watched tv. As Laura watched a video on drawing human anatomy, she thought about Ajani. She hadn’t seen him around the hotel since that day. She was glad. She just wanted to pretend that it had never happened. Over the past couple days, the guilt had been almost unbearable. She had come close to confessing more than once. But each time, she had chickened out. But now she was glad she hadn’t told Jack. The guilt, like the panic, had gradually subsided. And now, it was like a bad dream, a dream she just wanted to put behind her and forget about. 

As she lay there, watching another drawing video, Laura tried to tell herself that everyone makes mistakes. Jack had made a mistake six months earlier. And now, so had she. They were even, she tried to tell herself. In a strange way, Laura was kind of glad it had happened. It actually made her feel more empathetic toward Jack. She knew now that anyone could slip-up. All it took was just the right circumstances.

When Laura’s drawing video ended, she searched for another one. As she scrolled through the hundreds of videos on offer, Laura silently decided that her mistake with Ajani would stay a secret. People carry secrets, she thought to herself. Jack probably would have never told her about his slip if she hadn’t found that hotel receipt. And besides, Laura knew that if she told Jack what had happened, it would be the final nail in the coffin. She knew their floundering marriage wouldn’t survive if she told him.

Having made her final decision on the matter, Laura snapped Jack’s laptop closed and looked over at him. “Come on,” she said, slapping him lightly on the thigh. “Let’s go get some lunch.”

A couple hours Later, as they were finishing lunch, Laura looked across the restaurant and happened to see Ajani coming out of the kitchen. She was a little surprised to finally see him. She watched over Jack’s shoulder as Ajani made his way quickly through the crowded restaurant and went past the hostess stand into the main promenade. As Laura watched him leave, she suddenly felt like she needed to talk to him. She needed to clear the air between them and apologize. It had been her who had instigated what had happened, and she needed to tidy-up the mess she’d made. More importantly, she needed Ajani to understand that it had been a spur of the moment thing and couldn’t happen again.

After a brief hesitation, Laura reached over and gave Jack’s hand a quick squeeze as she scooted her chair back, saying, “I’ll be right back.”

Jack looked up at her with a surprised expression. But before he could say anything, Laura was already up and walking away from the table. She weaved her way through the restaurant, then exited where Ajani had, going out into the main promenade of the hotel, a twenty-foot-wide marble corridor lined with small shops.

When Laura got out into the hustle-bustle of the promenade, she scanned through the dozens of people headed here and there, a flurry of activity as guests headed out to the beach or strolled along, looking at the window displays of jewelry, or clothing, or a multitude of other merchandise on offer. Laura searched the sea of people for black, hotel uniforms. She finally spotted Ajani about thirty yards away as he entered the main lobby, the central hub to which all roads led.

Laura hurried after him, her running shoes squeaking on the highly polished stone floor. When she caught up with Ajani, he was halfway across the lobby. Laura came up behind him and briefly took hold of his upper arm to stop him.

When Ajani turned and saw that it was her, he smiled broadly. “Laura!” he said, beaming down at her, momentarily forgetting hotel protocol and using her first name, something that didn’t escape Laura’s notice.

“Hi,” Laura said, keeping her voice carefully neutral, trying not to give away any sense that she was more than just a hotel guest conversing with one of the staff. Laura glanced around as people and luggage and carts moved past them going in every direction. She looked up at Ajani and said in a low voice, “Um…Can I talk to you for a minute.” Laura looked around again, feeling rather obvious just standing there as everyone else moved through the space with a purpose or a destination.

“Yes, Miss. Of course,” Ajani said.

Laura looked around at the frenetic activity swirling around them, trying to find a place they could talk. She noticed a ten-foot potted palm over in a corner, out of the throng. Laura took Ajani’s elbow and gently led him over to it. Laura stepped somewhat behind the palm as Ajani followed, the two of them partially obscured by the thick branches and wide fronds.

Laura looked up at Ajani, searching his eyes for a long moment, as if trying to decide how best to start. “Ajani, I just wanted to talk to you about what happened the other day,” she finally said, trying to keep her voice low, though, she would have needed to shout to be heard over the chaos of activity around them.

“Yes, Miss,” Ajani said, his expression turning a bit more serious, perhaps seeing the concern in Laura’s eyes.

Laura just looked up at him for a moment, then said, “Um…I just wanted to apologize.”

“Apologize, Miss?” Ajani said, concern now coming into his expression as well.

“Ya. You know, about what happened the other day.”

“Oh,” Ajani said, his expression morphing into something less readable, perhaps a flash of disappointment, as if he had expected a more positive reunion with her.

“Ya,” Laura continued. “I really don’t know what came over me that day.” She searched back and forth between his gentle eyes. “I don’t know. I guess it was just one of those things. You know?” She looked up at him, hoping he could accept her rather vague explanation.

Ajani said nothing for a long moment, as if not quite understanding. Finally, he said, “Yes. Of course, Miss.”

Laura could see the hurt in his eyes. “Ajani, I really do like you, but…” She searched his eyes for a moment. ”I hope you understand. That can’t happen again.” 

Laura waited, looking up at him. His sadness was palpable. “It’s not you, Ajani. Really,” she added quickly. “You’re a very sweet man. I really mean that, but…” Laura looked out from behind the palm fronds, then turned back to him. She gave his arm a gentle squeeze through his white shirt. “You understand, don’t you.” Laura searched his eyes again, hoping he did. But all she could see in his eyes was the pain she seemed to be causing him. It was obvious that that day had meant much more to him than she realized.

But, after a rather long moment, Ajani seemed to pull himself together. She watched him force a smile and say, “Yes, Miss… I understand.”

Laura studied his face for a long moment. Though she barely knew the man, it was clear what he was doing. Just like the other day, when he had tried to make her feel better about a gift that had been so inappropriate and ill-considered, Ajani was again trying to make her feel better as he forced a sad smile.

“Are you ok?” Laura asked gently, almost forgetting where they were, that there were dozens of people all around them. At that particular moment, they seemed to be all alone, the hubbub around them fading into a muted background noise.

“Yes, Miss. I am fine.” Ajani gave her another fake smile.

Laura studied his face again. She knew he was lying. Laura looked into his sad eyes, knowing she had done this to him. He was a sweet, gentle man, and she had taken advantage of him for her own selfish purposes. After a long moment, Laura’s expression abruptly changed, going from one of concern to one of determination. She couldn’t leave him like this. She had to at least give him something for what he had given her. She couldn’t send him away like this.

Laura turned away from Ajani and scanned the lobby, looking for somewhere they could go. She looked past all the guests and staff moving randomly here and there like bees buzzing inside a hive. She ignored all the activity as she searched for someplace that would suit her purposes. After looking around for a few moments, Laura spotted just what she was looking for — the alcove which led to the restrooms.

Laura turned back to Ajani, her eyes now bright with an idea, something she hoped would make him happy before she sent him away.

“Do you have to be anywhere right now?” Laura whispered, looking up at him.

Ajani looked down at her, obviously confused. But then he shook his head. “No, Miss. I was on my way to the break room.”

“Good,” Laura said with a sudden enthusiasm, her eyes shining up at him. Laura looked back over at the alcove and whispered, “Wait here until you see me go down that hallway.” She looked up at him. “Give me a couple minutes, then follow me in. Ok?” Laura waited, looking up at him, her eyes as eager and excited as if they were about to embark on a daring daytime heist.

But Ajani still seemed confused. “Miss?”

“Just meet me, ok?” Laura said, giving his forearm another squeeze.

“Yes, Miss.”

Laura flashed him an excited smile, her eyes twinkling. She turned and weaved through the bustling crowd, jig-jagging her way over to the wide, dead-end hallway that lead to the restrooms. Ajani watched Laura disappear into the alcove. Then, after about a minute, he followed. When Ajani came into the cave-like alcove, Laura was standing near a rack of tourist brochures opposite the bathroom doors. She was leafing through one of the brochures, one advertising tethered parachute rides over the ocean.

As Ajani entered the alcove, Laura looked up from the brochure and said, “Oh, sir!” as if she’d never met him before.

Ajani came over to her and was about to speak, but Laura scowled slightly and shook her head sharply, stopping him. Laura just stood there, holding the brochure, as if waiting for something. After a few moments, a woman stepped out of the lady’s room. As the woman came out, Laura looked up at Ajani and said, “Sir, is this safe?” as she turned the cover of the brochure to him. The cover showed a young woman fifty-feet in the air as she dangled beneath a maroon parachute being towed by a speedboat.

As Ajani looked down at the brochure, the woman from the restroom passed by on her way out to the lobby. When the woman was out of sight, Laura dropped the brochure on the floor and took Ajani’s hand. She pulled him along as she stepped over to the lady’s room door and went inside. Laura had looked inside the restroom beforehand and knew that the only occupant had been the woman who’d just left. The lady’s room was now empty.

“We don’t have much time,” Laura whispered as she led Ajani past a long counter with four wash basins and a twelve-foot-long mirror. Opposite the line of sinks, were four toilet stalls, the one at the end being an over-sized, handicap stall. Laura led Ajani quickly over to it and pulled him inside. She placed Ajani behind her and shut the door, sliding a small chrome latch into a slot to lock it.

Laura turned back around to face Ajani. She started undoing her shorts, saying in an urgent whisper, “We have to be quick. Jack is waiting for me in the restaurant.” Laura looked up at Ajani’s confused face. “Come on,” she whispered. “Pull your pants down.”

Ajani, still looking slightly confused, nodded and began undoing his shorts.

Laura unzipped her shorts, saying, “This is the last time though. Ok?”

Ajani nodded again as he too unzipped, trying to catch up with Laura.

Laura smiled up at him, as if excited by the clandestine nature of their tryst. Laura pushed her shorts down and stepped out of them. She was careful not to let her shorts touch the floor, even though it was immaculate. It was so clean that Laura wondered if there was a bathroom attendant that might be returning soon. Laura stretched around Ajani, her breasts brushing up against him as she hung her shorts on a chrome hook above the toilet. Laura started working her panties down, wiggling left and right as she pushed them down over the gentle curve of her hips.

Ajani pushed his shorts down, his underwear going with them as he let them drop down to the floor and pool around his feet. Laura got a very close look at his swelling penis as she bent down for her underwear. She resisted the strong urge to take him into her mouth, knowing they didn’t have time for preliminaries. She rose back up with her panties and reached around Ajani again, draping them over her shorts as his penis pressed against her. Aside from her Nikes, Laura was now naked below the waist.

Laura reached down for Ajani’s cock and began working blood into it. It felt very big in her hand. “Christ, you’ve got a big dick,” she whispered as she looked down at it flopping thick and heavy from her pulling hand.

When Ajani was hard enough, Laura turned toward the door and put her palms flat against it, her arms bent slightly at the elbows like she was being arrested by the police. Laura bent forward, bringing her ass back to Ajani as much as the confined space would allow. Laura spread her legs and turned to look back over her shoulder. “Ok,” she whispered.

Ajani looked down at Laura’s firm, round bottom for a long moment. Laura ran almost every morning, and it showed. She had a very nice ass, firm and high and shapely. As Ajani stared at her bottom, Laura craned around again. “You ok?” she whispered, her brows raised as she tried to look back at him.

“Oh! Sorry, Miss,” Ajani said.

Laura couldn’t help smiling at the “Miss”. It seemed a bit formal considering the circumstances. “Ajani, we really need to get going. Jack is gonna start to wonder where I am.”

“Yes, Miss," Ajani said, taking hold of his cock.

Ajani bent at the knees to bring the tip of his dick lower. Laura was five-seven, but Ajani was over six feet tall. And,  with his erection being around ten inches long, he had to scrunch down to get it into position. Ajani dropped well down, then moved forward a little, bringing the head of his cock to Laura’s already wet vagina. Once in position, he rose up slightly, pressing at the outside of Laura’s pubic mound, prompting Laura’s eyes to widen as she took a breath. Laura breathed in and out as Ajani began working the head of his cock between her pussy lips, her mouth dropping open even further as he worked the tip in and found the slippery flesh inside.

Ajani ran the head of his penis up and down, wetting himself, then went down to her opening. He straightened his legs a little, rising up, the tip of his penis applying a bit of pressure to Laura’s opening. Laura tried to breath evenly, her palms warming the stainless steel under her hands. Ajani rose up a bit more, Laura’s vagina resisting his entry, not quite ready to let him in. But then, Ajani suddenly popped into her, Laura taking a sharp breath as the thick ridge of skin made it past her inner labia.

Laura took slow, even breaths as Ajani began to push. “Oh God,” she breathed as his cock went in, her brows furrowing. As Ajani continued to push into her, Laura’s ass rose somewhat as he partially lifted her with his cock. Laura came up onto the balls of her feet. “Oh God,” she murmured again, her eyes squeezing tight as he went deeper.

When Ajani was well inside her, he began to pump in and out, slowly and gently. Laura’s wet vagina made squishing sounds in the quiet of the empty bathroom as Ajani’s cock moved smoothly in and out. Laura’s brows arched high at the feel of his large cock pumping in and out. After a few moments, Laura let her cheek rest against the cool metal of the stall door, her face sliding ever so slightly up and down the surface as Ajani fucked her.

“Oh fuck,” Laura breathed, her eyes half-closed, her fingers gripping at the door but finding no purchase.

But just as Ajani began to fuck her a little harder, Laura heard the bathroom door open.

Laura’s eyes went wide at the sound of two women entering the bathroom in the middle of an animated conversation, their heels clicking loudly on the tile floor. Laura instantly brought her hand back, putting her palm against Ajani’s hip, stopping him, his cock halfway inside her.

Laura kept her hand against Ajani’s hip bone, both of them remaining perfectly still as they listened to the two women on the other side of the door. The two women were chatting at the counter while they checked themselves in the mirror, one of the them saying, “Jesus. I look like shit,” as she picked at her windblown hairdo with her fingers. The woman with the mussed hair opened her purse and started digging around in it. She pulled a hairbrush out and began repairing her hair as the other woman refreshed her lipstick.

After fixing her hair, the woman started to tuck the brush back into her purse. But, as she did, she seemed to sense that there was someone else in the bathroom. She turned slowly around and looked over at the four stalls, looking down them and then stopping at the handicap stall, the only stall with a closed door. Apparently sensing that something was amiss, the woman bent down slightly and looked into the twelve-inch gap under the stall door. The woman saw Laura’s red Nikes facing the door. And between Laura’s widely spaced shoes, the woman saw Ajani’s large black work shoes peeking out from beneath his pooled shorts and underwear.

The woman with the hairdo straightened back up and looked over at her friend, giving her a little smile.

A moment later, Laura’s blood ran cold when she heard the hairdo woman say, “You two better hurry. I just saw a busload of senior citizens pull up. You’re probably gonna have a lot of company in about ten minutes.”

Laura’s eyes went wide at the woman’s words. Was she talking to her, Laura wondered. Laura went rigid with fear, but remained perfectly still and silent, like a bunny in the underbrush, determined not to give itself away until absolutely necessary.

As Laura remained frozen against the door, Ajani’s cock pulsing inside her, she heard a different voice say, “Don’t worry, sweetie. We’ll keep watch for you...But you really should hurry.”

Laura heard the hairdo woman say, “Go stand by the door, Gloria. Let us know if anyone is coming.”

Laura heard heels clicking across the floor, then the sound of the bathroom door opening a little. “Ok,” the second woman said. “All clear.”

Laura heard the hairdo woman whisper, “Ok, sweetie,” as if giving her the go ahead.

But Laura remained perfectly still and silent. She wasn’t sure what to do. The women obviously knew she was in there with someone. They were even offering to be her lookouts. But she wasn’t sure she could do it. She’d never had sex with an audience before. Well, almost never. In high school, Laura had had sex in the back seat of her boyfriend’s car at a drive-in theatre. She could still remember people walking by the car as it rocked and squeaked. Laura had been mortified to hear people giggling, some of them making crude comments as they passed by the car on their way to the snack bar.

As Laura remained frozen with indecision, she felt Ajani’s cock move slightly, pushing up into her a little bit. She wasn’t sure why he’d done it. Perhaps he had needed to relieve a cramping leg muscle. But, whatever the reason for the movement, it caused Laura to let out an involuntary sound, a kind of high, female sound that escaped her lips before she could stop it. This was all it took to break Laura’s indecision. She brought her hand away from Ajani’s hip and let her weight come down on his cock. Ajani began to pump again.

The women outside exchanged a look as Laura began to sigh quietly behind the stall door. Laura tried her best to take Ajani’s fucking discreetly, like a lady. But it wasn’t long before Ajani fucked the discretion right out of her. Within just a few minutes, Laura’s quiet sighs had turned into full-blown moans that reverberated off the walls. And, as Ajani got into a rhythm, Laura’s moans got steadily louder. After not all that long, Laura no longer cared about discretion, or the two witnesses outside the stall door. She wouldn’t have cared if there was local news crew out there. All she cared about was Ajani’s cock.

Laura grunted and breathed in time with Ajani, the two of them creating a synchronized harmony of carnal pleasure, Laura’s high-pitched sighs meshing perfectly with Ajani deep-throated grunts.

It wasn’t long before the stall door was banging and clanking against the little slide lock. The interconnected partition walls of the four stalls began to shift and strain and creak as Laura was forced up against the stall door with each hard thrust from behind, the heels of her shoes coming up off the floor as her ass was lifting by Ajani’s cock.

After just five minutes, Laura was crying out, her cries echoing off the tile walls. The woman guarding the door finally had to close it for fear that Laura would be heard out in the lobby. The two women looked nervously at one another, knowing this was getting a little out of hand. 

But, after a couple more minutes, Laura’s cries reached a high, desperate crescendo, one that a woman makes when she reaches her breaking point. A moment later, all the women heard was Laura breathing in and out behind the door. The two women gave each other a relieved look, knowing the deed was complete.

As Laura breathed in and out, recovering with her face pressed up against the metal door, she heard the sound of the women’s clicking high heels again, then the whoosh of the outer door as it closed behind them. Laura remained bent over for a long moment after the women were gone, Ajani’s cock still hard as stone inside her. 

Laura slowly straightened, Ajani pulling out as she did. Laura continued to brace herself against the door, holding on to it for support as her legs trembled, her inner thighs wet with her splattered lubricant.

After a long moment, Laura turned slightly, her mouth hanging ajar as she took in air. “Can you hand me a little bit of toilet paper, Ajani?”

Ajani pulled a handful off the roll and handed it up to her.

Laura took the tissue and brought the wad down between her legs, mopping up the moisture between her thighs and blotting at her wet pubic hair. Laura turned all the way around, looking weak and depleted, her hair disheveled. She reached around Ajani and tossed the wet toilet tissue into the commode. Then she let her head fall against Ajani’s chest as if too weak to hold it up.

After a few moments, Laura looked up at him, smiling weakly.

Ajani smiled down at her as if pleased that she was obviously satisfied.

After another moment, Laura tried to straighten up. “I’m really sorry, Ajani, but I have to get back.”

“Yes, Miss,” Ajani said, smiling.

Laura couldn’t help smiling again at the “Miss”. She could tell he was playing with her. Ajani’s sense of humor was as dry as the Sahara. But she could see that he was feeling better now. And that’s all she wanted.

Laura gave him a playful swat on the ass for the “Miss”, then said, “Can you hand me my underwear?”

Ajani turned and got Laura’s shorts and underwear off the hook. He handed her the panties and waited as she worked them on before giving her the shorts.

“Thanks,” Laura said. She stepped into her shorts and started working them up. As she did the clasp and zipper, Laura looked down at Ajani’s erection, feeling bad that she couldn’t do something more for him. “I’m sorry. I wish we had more time,” she said, feeling guilty about leaving him like that.

“It is ok, Laura. You must go.”

Laura looked down at his erection again. “Here. At least let me help you get your pants back on,” she said, squatting straight down. Laura took Ajani’s shorts and underwear in her hands and rose back up, pulling his clothes up his legs. She stopped just below his erection and looked up at him. “Can you kind of…” Laura waited as Ajani tried to bend his erection off to the side so she could get his shorts up over it. She got them up, but there was too much penis to get the zipper up.

Laura couldn’t help smiling at his predicament. “I think you might have to wait a few minutes,” she said, smiling up at him.

“Yes, Miss,” Ajani said, seeming to take the situation in stride. “You go, Miss. I will be fine.”

“Are you sure?” Laura said, feeling really guilty for leaving him like this.

“I will be fine, Miss. You should go.”

Laura seemed torn. She hesitated, then finally said, “Ok. I’m really sorry.”

Laura looked up at him for a long moment, then suddenly went up on tip toes and gave him a little kiss. She was surprised at how different his mouth felt compared to the white men she’d dated. Laura held his eyes for a moment, then turned and unlocked the door. She peeked out, then turned back to Ajani. “Bye,” she whispered, smiling, a little twinkle in her eye, like they were co-conspirators in some illicit undertaking, which they were.

“Goodbye, Laura.”

Laura smiled at the “Laura”, then turned and hurried across the bathroom, leaving poor Ajani to fend for himself. She felt bad about that. But she figured, if worse came to worse, he could always say that he was the bathroom inspector.

A minute later, Laura was striding through the restaurant, making a beeline for her table. As she came rushing over, her face still glowing, Laura saw that Jack was playing with his phone casually, as if he hadn’t even noticed she’d been gone so long.

As Laura slid down into her chair, breathless and flushed, Jack asked distractedly, still looking down at his phone, “What happened to you?”

Jack looked up from his phone as Laura took a big breath and got settled, laying her napkin into her lap.

“Uhhh…” Laura said as she caught her breath. “…I had to use the lady’s room.”

Jack looked at Laura for a long moment, seeming to notice her flushed face and slightly disheveled hair, then chuckled, saying, “Must’a been a big one.”

Laura hesitated a beat as she picked up her fork, then said with her eyes down on her plate, “Uh, ya…It was, kinda.”


Chapter 10

Laura’s Addiction

The following day, Laura woke up racked with guilt over what she’d done. Not more than two hours after her resolution to stay away from the well-endowed waiter, she had screwed him in the lady’s room. Not just that, she’d screwed him as people listened outside the door, probably smiling at her moans and the banging stall door. Laura shook her head thinking about it. What was she turning into, she wondered. She had just wanted to make Ajani feel better. But now, she felt worse.

As Jack was taking a shower, Laura muttered, “Fuck,” mad at herself for doing it again. After silently reprimanding herself, Laura tried to regroup, telling herself that that was absolutely the last time. Her little fling with the well-hung room service guy was over! She had made that clear to Ajani. And now it was time to stop all this nonsense. Laura made another silent resolution to stay away from Ajani. She didn’t care how nice he was, or how big his dick was. It wasn’t worth throwing away her whole marriage!

Laura tried to put her second mistake behind her and focus on the future. She had slipped twice now. But it wasn’t the end of the world. If at first you don’t succeed, try, try again. She figured the best thing would be to stay busy for the rest of the trip. She figured this would have the double benefit of keeping her mind off Ajani, as well as hopefully helping her and Jack bond by doing things together.

Laura remembered the little activities brochure they’d been given upon checking in to the hotel. She rolled onto her side and opened her nightstand drawer. She took out the little, twenty-page booklet and started leafing through it, looking for things that she and Jack could do together. 

Laura was a little surprised at just how much there was to do. The brochure was chock full of stuff, activities offered by the resort, as well as other touristy things they could do in town. Laura got a pen out of the nightstand and started circling anything that looked even remotely fun or interesting. After circling a bunch of stuff, she called down to the activities woman and signed up for everything under the sun, everything from snorkeling classes, to indoor rock climbing, to day excursions into Montego Bay. She even signed them up for one of those speedboat parachute rides. She didn’t care what it was, as long as it kept her busy and away from Ajani. She simply couldn’t afford another slip-up.

✽✽✽

Over the next five days, Laura did stay busy, either with Jack or without him. Each morning, she got up early and went for a four-mile run on the beach, always going in the opposite direction to Ajani’s little beach house so as not to be tempted to stop, or see him accidently. After her run, Laura would take a long hot shower, then get dressed and go off with Jack to do whatever activity she had scheduled for that day.

One day, they took a bus with a bunch of other guests to a large shopping area in town. They had strolled around, window shopping mostly. Laura had bought a few things, a new blouse and one of those wristwatch gizmos that keeps track of your heart rate and tells you how many steps you’ve taken. Jack bought a pair of nice sunglasses and a t-shirt, his first apparently. Jack wasn’t exactly a casual-Friday type guy. A polo shirt tucked into pressed shorts was his idea of casual.

Another day, Laura and Jack had taken a helicopter tour of the coastline, the two of them strapped into the back of an old Bell UH1, flying along at five-hundred feet above the water. Laura, a trained aeronautical engineer, couldn’t help giving the old aircraft a quick once over. Not seeing any major problems with the Vietnam-era Huey, they had climbed aboard. Though the chopper had proven to be sound, Laura had been less impressed with the Jamaican pilot. He had come precariously close to the cliffs a couple of times, and she had never been so happy to be back on solid ground.

And now, on the fifth day of her recovery program, Laura felt like she was well on her way to kicking the “Ajani habit”. This was how she had begun to think of it, as an actual addiction. Ajani was a sweet guy, but the truth was, she was largely attracted to him sexually. She’d never been with a larger man, and to say that she enjoyed his big penis was an understatement. Laura had fallen instantly in love with it, mentally kicking herself for not trying black men years ago. 

Laura could see how some women could get addicted to a large penis. She’d heard of such women, “size queens” they called them. Curious about the subculture, Laura had Googled the topic and found that some of these women actually considered it a true addiction, right up there with gambling and heroin. 

Laura wasn’t sure if she was a full-blown “addict”, or not. But she did know that she really enjoyed a large penis. Often, as Jack was sleeping quietly next to her, Laura would fantasize about “big ones”. And it wasn’t always Ajani she thought about. Many times, the men in her fantasies were just faceless black men with huge cocks. Laura would turn away from Jack and imagine various scenarios involving black men as she quietly fingered herself. It wasn’t an ideal situation. But it was either that or fall off the wagon again.

Laura knew that she would eventually beat her little “addiction”. She just needed to stay strong until she went back to Seattle and her normal life. But until then, as long as she kept busy and stayed away from Ajani, she was sure she could kick her little habit. Like they say in Alcoholics Anonymous, she just needed to take it one day at a time.


Chapter 11

Falling Off the Wagon

But when Laura woke up on the sixth day of her “recovery”, she was going through serious withdrawals. She wasn’t sure why they had come on so strong on this particular morning, but she woke up craving a black cock like a crack whore craving cocaine. It was like waking up starving after a five-day fast. Her cravings were so intense that she seriously considered slipping out of bed and making a quick visit to Ajani’s house. But Laura resisted the strong temptation. She stayed in bed and tried to ride it out.

Laura looked over at Jack and considered waking him early for his morning quickie. She knew he wouldn’t be able to satisfy her cravings completely. But he might be able ease them a little. But, after thinking about it for a moment, Laura didn’t wake Jack. She knew it would just leave her feeling frustrated and unsatisfied, like going to McDonalds and ordering a single limp French fry, when all you really want is a big Quarter Pounder. It was true. Once you go black, it's hard to go back.

Laura lay there, trying her best to endure her withdrawal symptoms. She flopped around in bed, rolling onto her right side, then back onto her left, back and forth, back and forth, not able to relax or get comfortable. And with each change of position, Laura would let out another frustrated huff. 

Laura finally flopped onto her back, looking up at the ceiling in desperation. She couldn’t take it anymore. Laura rolled onto her side, facing away from Jack as he snored quietly. She brought her hand down to her vagina and was about to start masturbating quietly. But she stopped herself. She’d been trying to ween herself off of this crutch. Laura didn’t have anything against masturbation, per se, but she didn’t think it should be used as a replacement for a healthy sex life.

But after about ten more minutes of tossing and turning, Laura finally gave in. It was either masturbate or go downstairs and grab the nearest black guy and drag him into the lady’s room. Laura turned away again and brought her hand down under the covers. She flicked at her clitoris as she fantasized.

Laura’s fantasies had been growing more and more extreme over the last week, like an addict that needs a bigger dose of their drug to get the same high. As she flicked furiously at her clit, Laura saw herself down in one of the little changing rooms on the beach, the sound of breaking surf and children playing as she sucked a big, black cock. The man she was bobbing on was just another faceless black guy with a big dick. In the fantasy, Laura was bent at the waist, sucking the man’s cock as another black man screwed her from behind. Laura’s mouth fell open to the image, the tip of two fingers brushing quickly over her clit. Laura’s fingers went faster and faster as she imagined the man behind her groan, filling her white vagina with cum as she continued to suck the other man's cock.

Laura’s brows rose high as she got closer. But just as she was about to cum, Laura felt Jack stir behind her. Laura quickly brought her hand up as Jack shifted position. Laura waited, breathing in and out, hoping to God that he would drift off again. Unfortunately, he didn’t.

As Laura lay there, breathing heavily, Jack turned and spooned into her, draping a hand over her waist as he said, “Morning,” in a sleepy voice.

Laura cursed her luck and Jack’s poor timing. She had literally been a few seconds from finishing. Laura hesitated a beat, then pretended to wake up. “Morning,” she said, trying to make her voice sound like she was just waking up too.

“What time is it?” Jack asked.

“Uh…” Laura said, looking over at the clock on the nightstand. “Almost ten-thirty.”

“What time is the scuba class?” Jack asked.

“Eleven-forty-five,” Laura said. “But they said to get there a little early to get the equipment.”

Laura had signed her and Jack up for a beginner scuba class. Laura knew Jack wouldn’t mind taking the class. The female instructor was the same one who had taught the snorkeling class they had taken a few days earlier. The woman was seriously sexy. Jack had been drooling over her during the whole class.

Jack backed away from Laura, giving her a little smack on the ass as he started to get out of bed. “We better get ready,” he said.

“Ok,” Laura said.

Jack came around the bed and was about to go into the bathroom. But Laura just lay there, figuring she could finish masterbating when Jack went into the bathroom.

“Come on,” Jack smiled.

“I’ll be right in,” Laura said, staying under the covers.

Jack smiled down at her, then came over and threw the covers off. “Come on you lazy bum,” he said, taking Laura’s hand and pulling her out of bed.

Laura reluctantly followed as Jack dragged her into the bathroom.

By the time Laura and Jack got showered and into their suits, Laura’s sexual frustration had eased somewhat. Coming down the elevator with Jack, Laura hoped the class would take her mind off black cock for a while. Laura and Jack had a light breakfast down in the restaurant, then headed out to the beach to find the class. They slogged through the deep, white sand looking for the class, then saw four couples standing around the curvaceous scuba instructor on the beach right behind the hotel. The pretty instructor saw Jack and Laura walking over and waved, her large breasts shifting inside a thin wet suit that looked like a latex one-piece swimsuit a girl in a James Bond movie might wear. Laura groaned inwardly as they walked over to shapely instructor.

When Laura and Jack walked up a few minutes late, they saw that all the husbands were right up in front of the class, the wives in back, shooting each other looks as they shook their heads at their husbands. With Jack and Laura’s arrival, everyone was accounted for, so the class was led over to the rental place to get their equipment. Once outfitted with what seemed like fifty pounds of gear, the instructor led everyone back to the beach.

Laura wasn’t all that big on scuba. She didn’t like activities that had an element of danger, and she had heard stories of poorly prepared tourists dying after quickie scuba training. But there hadn’t been any other classes or activities that day. The only other thing offered that Laura and Jack hadn’t already done was a senior’s shuffle board class. But Laura drew the line at pushing a plastic puck with a stick for four hours. She’d sooner get gangbanged by every black guy in the hotel than submit to that sort of torture.

The group of scuba students gathered around the Playboy playmate instructor and dumped all their gear into the sand. They formed a loose semi-circle around the instructor, the men again pushing up to the front. Jack tried to step up front with the other husbands, but Laura held his elbow and gave him a look of warning, as if to say, don’t even think about it. Jack got the message and stayed by her side, though it was clear he wanted to be up front with the other men.

As the curvy instructor began going through the equipment, Laura tried her best to follow along. But she was having a hard time concentrating. After waking up with serious withdrawal symptoms, and an aborted masturbation session, Laura was feeling a little foggy and out of sorts. Usually, when she felt her black cock cravings coming on, she could just make a quick trip into the bathroom and she’d be fine. But that was going to be a bit of a problem. She needed to run upstairs and masterbate real quick. But each time she was about to excuse herself, there was some important piece of scuba training she needed to hear. So, she kept delaying. And the longer she delayed going upstairs, the more unfocused and inattentive she became.

After about ten minutes, Laura was hopelessly behind the rest of the class. As the other students nodded at some important piece of information the instructor was imparting, that information flew right over Laura’s head like she was a six-year-old sitting in on an Algebra class.

Laura looked back at the hotel and up at her room on the fifth floor. It was so close. She needed desperately to get up there for just five minutes. Then she'd be able to concentrate. But each time she was about to go, the instructor would move on to some other piece of equipment, or some other important safety tip. It was a cruel catch twenty-two. Laura needed to masturbate in order to be able to concentrate. But if she went up to masturbate, she would fall even further behind.

Laura finally decided to just stay put and do her best to follow along. Laura looked over at Jack, hoping maybe he could help. She looked over at him like the dumb kid looking over at the smart kid during a pop quiz. “What did she say about this big gauge?” Laura whispered, looking down at a pair of gauges attached to some hoses that went to God knows what. 

But Jack didn’t seem to hear her as he listened raptly to the supermodel instructor in her thin, one-piece wet suit, the front zipper opened almost to her belly button. Laura didn’t really blame Jack. Laura wasn't into girls, but she half-wanted to screw the instructor, herself. 

As Laura followed Jack's eyeline to the instructor's amazing cleavage, the students all nodded at some piece of information she'd just imparted as they followed along attentively. But Laura hadn’t caught any of it. Laura looked back down at her air tank and all the tubes and dials and valves, not sure what any of it did.

Laura looked back at the hotel again, wondering if it was too late to switch to the shuffle board class. But, as she looked back at the hotel, Laura happened to see Ajani. He was walking at a brisk pace along the wide cement path that ran between the beach and the hotel. He was carrying his little tray with one of those large silver domes on top. He seemed to be headed for the bungalows.

The “bungalows” stood apart from the main hotel. They were for the rich people and far too expensive for her and Jack. Laura imagined that Meryl probably had a bungalow, probably with her own jacuzzi tub and outdoor pizza oven. Laura had heard hushed rumors of pizza ovens from some of the other guests.

Laura followed Ajani with her eyes as he walked smartly toward the bungalows in his cute, black uniform. But in her slightly sex-crazed state, all Laura really saw was Ajani’s big, swinging dick bouncing off his thighs inside his shorts. Laura’s cravings, the ones she’d so successfully kept at bay for the last five days, rose up in her like a giant sea snake rising up from the ocean depths.

Laura watched as Ajani disappeared into the warren twisting paths that ran through the little village of exclusive bungalows. Laura turned back to her classmates just as the instructor was warning them never ever to forget what she'd just told them. It could very well save their lives. Again, the class nodded solemnly, thankful that they’d been paying attention.

Laura looked up at Jack again. “What’d she say?” Laura asked, a note of panic coming into her voice.

But Jack didn’t seem to hear her, more interested in the instructor’s hanging breasts as she bent low to show the class how to change the “buoyancy compensator”, whatever that was.

After a few final words, the pretty instructor gave the class permission to start getting suited up. Laura watched the other students and copied them without really knowing what she was doing. Laura started shrugging into her vest thingy, but the hoses got all tangled up. As she tried to untangle them and get her arm into the hole, Laura saw Ajani come walking by again, now moving in the opposite direction, the empty tray under his arm as he strolled along with the loose-limbed gate of a man at ease with himself and the world.

Laura stood there with her vest thingy hanging from one shoulder, all her hoses kinked and tangled, now, that pathetic kid from elementary school. The one who never showed up prepared for class and who was always just copying what the other kids did without really knowing why. 

Laura looked down at her vest and all the other equipment that she had no idea how to operate. She let out a breath of despair, knowing it was hopeless. If she went into the water, she would surely die. Laura’s shoulders slumped in defeat.

Laura looked over and watched Ajani disappear back into the hotel, knowing there was only one logical thing to do... go get laid.

Laura looked up at Jack and said, “You know, my stomach doesn’t feel so hot.”

Jack looked over at her as he zipped-up his vest. “Really?”

“Ya,” Laura said, giving Jack her best “queasy” look. “I wonder if it was that shrimp I had at lunch,” Laura said, furrowing her brows at him.

“I told you not to eat that,” Jack said.

“I know,” Laura said, trying to look regretful. She put her hand to her stomach. “I wonder if maybe I should go upstairs and lie down for a while.”

“You feel that bad?”

Laura knitted her brows together and said, “I mean, I don’t think I’m gonna die or anything. But I’m not sure I should go out there if my stomach is kind of iffy.” Laura looked up at Jack as if waiting for his opinion.

“Ya. Maybe you’re right,” Jack said. “You want me to come with you?”

“No. That’s ok,” Laura said. “I’ll just go upstairs and get in bed.”

“You sure?” Jack glanced over at the other students as they began putting on their tanks.

“Ya. You have fun,” Laura said, giving his upper arm a little squeeze.

Laura started untangling herself from her vest. As she set it onto the sand, Laura said, “Would you mind bringing my stuff back for me?”

“Sure.”

“Thanks,” Laura said. She looked back at the hotel and then up at the balcony window of their room. “Maybe I’ll watch you from the window if I’m feeling better later.”

Jack looked up with her at the large sliding glass window of their room. There was no balcony, but there was a kind of faux balcony just outside the window, a waist-high, glass barrier topped with a railing that guests could lean on and look out at the ocean.

Jack looked back down at Laura. “Ok. Well, you go get in bed. I think it's better if you stay on your back.”

“Ok,” Laura said. "I'll try that."

Laura gave Jack a little peck on the cheek, then turned for the hotel and began walking away, her hands held protectively over her tummy. But after a couple steps, Laura turned back and asked, “Oh! How long is the class, again?”

“Uh…I think it ends around three,” Jack said. “Why?”

“No reason,” Laura said. “Just wondering.”

Laura turned again and began walking gingerly across the sand, as if not wanting to jostle her “sensitive” stomach.

Forty-five seconds later, Laura’s hands were no longer on her stomach as she speed-walked across the lobby, heading for the elevators. When she got over to them, Laura stabbed repeatedly at the “Up” button, muttering, “Come on, Come on.” When the elevator finally arrived an unbearable thirty seconds later, Laura rushed in and repeated the process, stabbing at the “5” button until the doors finally started to close.

When the elevator dinged up on the fifth floor, Laura exited the elevator at a trot. She pulled her key card out of the front of her bikini bottoms and slid it into the lock of her room, then rushed inside. Laura made a beeline for the hotel phone on the nightstand, fully intending on calling down for a big order of Jamaican sausage and gorging herself.

But when she got over to the phone, Laura hesitated. She just stood there, looking down at the phone, wondering if maybe she should take a moment. Afterall, she had lasted nearly a week. Did she really want to start all over again. She was going to have to kick this thing at some point. Was it really worth it, she asked herself. Was she really willing to risk her whole marriage for a couple hours of meaningless sex. Sure, Ajani was a sweet guy. And sure, he was hung like a bull. But was it really worth it.

Finally, after a long ten seconds of soul searching, Laura mumbled, “Yes. Yes, it is,” as she reached for the phone.

Laura dialed room service, then perched down onto the edge of the bed, waiting nervously as the phone rang several times. After the six or seventh ring, Laura started to wonder if she’d chosen a bad time to order Jamaican sausage. Maybe this was the busy time, she thought. Maybe all the wives had been waiting patiently for their husbands to go out and play golf, and now they were hogging all the black men. Laura imagined white women around the hotel tapping their manicured nails anxiously as they waited for their orders of Jamaican sausage.

On the ninth or tenth ring, a man finally answered the phone, singing out, “Room service! How may I help you?” in a cheerful Jamaican dialect.

“Oh!.....Uh, Hi,” Laura said, a little surprised someone had finally picked up. She hesitated a beat, then said, “Ya. Um…I just wanted to order something.”

The man asked Laura what she’d like. Laura hesitated again, then said, “Um…I was just wondering, do you guys have something called…um…Jamaican sausage?”

Laura listened to the man’s cheerful reply in the affirmative.

“Really?” Laura said, a little surprised. She half expected that Meryl had been pulling her leg. But then Laura added, “I mean, not real sausage,” attempting to clarify. “You know…the other kind of Jamaican sausage.”

Again, the man replied in the affirmative, asking Laura if she’d like an order sent up now or if she’d like to reserve something for later that evening.

“Um…Now if possible,” Laura said shyly.

Laura waited, hearing the man’s muffled voice calling out something into the din of clanking dishes and kitchen noise. After a few moments, the man came back on the line and asked Laura how many orders she’d like.

Laura’s eyes widened at the unexpected question. She hadn’t even considered more than one order. Laura was speechless for a moment as she considered the possibilities, her fantasy from earlier popping into her mind. Finally, Laura said, “So, I could have more than one order?”

Again, the man responded in the affirmative.

Laura was just horny enough to briefly consider having two orders. But then she dismissed the idea, figuring she’d better learn to walk before she tried to run. “I think just the one order will be fine,” Laura finally said. She listened as the man told her that someone would be sent right up.

“Oh. Ok,” Laura said. “Thank you,” a little surprised at how easy it had been to order a black man.

She was about to hang up when she suddenly remembered the most important thing. She quickly said, “Oh! Wait!” She listened to make sure the man was still on the line, then said, “Um…Can you have Ajani bring that up? I think he’s working today.”

Laura listened again to the happy-sounding man. His good humor was starting to make her less nervous about the whole transaction, as if this sort of thing was commonplace and nothing to be embarrassed about. The man asked Laura to hold the line for a moment. She could hear him cover the mouth piece as he yelled over to someone. Laura waited for a good minute, listening to the muffled shouting back and forth. The man finally came back on the line and told Laura that Ajani would be available to deliver her order.

Laura said, “Oh. Ok. Thanks.” But, as she was about to hang up again, Laura said, “Oh! Hey! Can I pay him directly? Or…” Laura didn’t want this little purchase showing up on their bill. She could just see the look on Jack’s face when he saw a five-hundred-dollar charge on the checkout bill for an order of “Jamaican sausage”.

Laura listened as the man explained how this sort of thing was normally handled with a cash transaction. When the man finished explaining, Laura said, “Oh. Ok. Thanks.”

Laura hung up the phone, her fingers trembling slightly. She took a big breath, grateful that this part was out of the way. Now all she had to do was wait. Hopefully, she wouldn’t have to wait too long. Jack’s class wouldn’t be finishing for a few hours, but she didn’t want to cut it too close. It was possible that Jack might come back early to check on her. The last thing she needed was for Jack to walk in while Ajani was stuffing a big helping of “Jamaican sausage” down her throat.

Laura looked in her purse to see how much cash she had. All she had was sixty dollars and some loose change. Laura went down and got five hundred dollars out of the ATM, then came back up to the room. She had no idea what the going rate would be for a black stud, but she hoped five-hundred would cover it.

Laura went into the bathroom and brushed her teeth, then washed her face and brushed her hair. She gave herself a quick once over in the mirror. Laura had to give Jack credit as she turned to look at herself in the mirror. Her new bikini did show off her body nicely. Laura came out of the bathroom and perched nervously on the edge of the bed, wondering how long an order of Jamaican sausage usually took. Laura looked over at the little alarm clock on the nightstand. It was a little after one. If Ajani got there in say ten minutes, she’d have maybe an hour and forty-five minutes. That should be more enough time, she thought. Then she smiled to herself. Of course it would be enough time. After nearly two hours with Ajani, she probably wouldn’t be able to walk.

Five minutes later, there was a discreet knock on the door.

Laura hopped up and padded over to the door. When she opened it, Ajani was standing there, tall and straight, and with that big, goofy smile of his.

“Hi!” Laura said, her grin just as big and goofy as his.

“Hello, Miss.” Ajani said, looking very happy to see her.

Seeing him standing there, Laura’s nervousness instantly vanished. She was a little surprised at how happy she was to see him. Seeing him again made her realize just how much she missed him. Laura stuck her head out the door and looked down the hall in both directions before reaching out for Ajani’s wrist. Laura clamped her hand around his wrist and yanked him inside, Ajani’s head whipping back slightly as she pulled him into the room.

Laura pulled Ajani over to the bed like she was leading a champion race horse to the breeding stall. When she got him over next to the bed, Laura turned to him and without any preliminaries began unbuckling his belt. “I’m sorry, Ajani,” she said as she pulled the end of his belt out of the buckle and began undoing the clasp of his pants. “I tried. I really did. This is the very last time. I promise,” she said, undoing his clasp with anxious fingers.

“I am very happy to see you again, Miss,” Ajani said as Laura worked somewhat frantically at his pants, trying  to get at his cock.

Laura smiled up at him briefly, then brought her attention back to his pants, anxious to get his dick out.

But as she was about to pull his zipper down, Laura said, “Oh!” remembering the money. She turned and went over to the nightstand, picking up the stack of twenty-dollar bills. “Is five hundred enough?” she asked, bringing the money over to him. “I can get more if it’s not,” Laura said, holding it out to him with a slightly frenzied look in her eyes, wanting to get back to his zipper.

Ajani looked down at the thick stack of bills. “It is too much, Miss.”

Laura’s expectant expression relaxed. She smiled up at him as she stuffed the bills into the front pocket of his shorts. “Believe me, Ajani. You’re worth every penny.” Laura did a quick calculation in her head: $500.00 divided by ten inches equals fifty dollars an inch. That seems very fair, she thought to herself.

As Laura shoved the money into Ajani’s pants, she could feel the thick muscle hanging there. Laura felt a shutter go through her at the feel of his heavy cock.

Laura pulled Ajani’s zipper down, then pushed his shorts and underwear down. She reached for his penis. The feel of that big cock in her hand sent a wave of relief through her, as if she was a drowning woman and someone had just thrown her a life preserver. Laura dropped to her knees. She smiled up at Ajani, then took him into her mouth.

Laura brought her head forward and let Ajani’s still soft member bend and compress as she stuffed it into her mouth, getting in as much as she possibly could, her cheeks bulging with black cock. Laura just held him in her mouth for a long moment, as if savoring him. But then Ajani began to swell. Laura pulled slowly back, sucking on the expanding shaft as it came out of her mouth. Laura let it come all the way out of her mouth and flop down. She wrapped her hand around the root of his cock, the bulk of it arching down out of her hand.

Laura smiled up at him again and said, “God, I love your cock.”

Laura took him in again and began bobbing on Ajani’s quickly swelling penis. Laura rocked forward and back on her knees, her eyes closed and her brows arched as she sucked Ajani’s stiffening dick, finally able to satisfy her cravings. 

As Laura sucked, she reached up and pulled the right side of her bikini down below her heavy breast. She reached up for Ajani’s hand and pulled it down to her exposed breast as she made eager “Mmm” sounds around his cock. Ajani cupped her breast, squeezing and kneading the soft mound of flesh. Laura made muffled sounds of pleasure around Ajani’s cock as he pushed his hand into her breast, moving it over her chest. Laura undulated before him as she sucked greedily, her nipple hardening as Ajani pinched and twisted it lightly.

Ajani hunched over and pushed the other side of Laura’s top down, Laura making a muffled “Mmm” sound to signal her approval. Ajani cupped both breasts, fondling her as she sucked his cock to the sound of the breaking surf and the high-pitched squeals of children playing down on the beach.

After a while, Laura pulled back to catch her breath, her cheeks flushed with arousal. She took some breaths as she held Ajani’s stiff dick in both hands. Ajani’s cock was rock-hard and pointed directly at her face. Laura gazed at it as she caught her breath. “It’s so fucking big,” she said, her eyes wide with amazement as she looked at it. Laura took a few moments to gaze at the large erection, then came forward again, running her mouth down the side of the shaft, kissing at the big, black dick lovingly as her soft lips played along his dark skin, the engorged veins bulging. When Laura got to the root of Ajani’s cock, she gave the shaft a playful bite, pulling her lips back to show straight, white teeth pressing lightly into the shaft. Laura swiveled her smiling eyes up at Ajani, his cock between her teeth.

Laura released him from her light bite, then lifted the shaft to an almost vertical orientation, bringing her mouth down to his balls. She held his cock up out of the way as she sucked at his scrotum, taking each testicle partially into her mouth, one at a time. Laura sucked at his balls, then kissed his scrotum with full, pursing lips, her tongue coming out to push lightly at his ball sack. Laura pushed his balls around with her tongue then sucked at his scrotum again. 

When she was done exploring his ball sack, Laura lowered the shaft gently. She kissed and licked the head of his cock, then pulled back to ask, “Is this ok?” before bringing her lips back to the tip of his cock.

Ajani nodded, his lips parted as he breathed in and out to Laura’s skilled mouth and tongue.

Laura met his eyes for a moment, then looked back down. She held the base of his penis in her left hand, then pulled with her right, milking out a bead of precum. She brought her face forward and licked the cum off with exaggerated care, taking her time, her tongue arcing down, soft and warm as it moved up the dome of dark skin. She swallowed, then cleaned the tip of his dick with her tongue, her saliva making his black skin glisten.

Laura looked up at him again. “Is there anything you want me to do?” she asked softly as she teased the opening of his dick with the pointed and stiff tip of her tongue, Ajani arching as she tickled the sensitive spot.

When Laura pulled her tongue back, Ajani’s tense body relaxed again.

“What do you like?” Laura asked, looking up at him.

Ajani didn’t say anything, but Laura could tell he wanted to ask for something. “What?” she said, holding his eyes. “What do you want me to do?”

Ajani hesitated, then asked, “Can you take more?”

“More?” Laura asked, pulling back slightly to look at his ten-inch erection. Laura looked at it for a moment, then said, “Ummm… I don’t know. You want me to see how much I can take?” Laura asked.

Ajani nodded shyly, as if embarrassed to make the request.

“Ok,” Laura said, looking back down at his large member.

Unlike some women, Laura enjoyed performing fellatio, and, after years of practice, had learned how to relax her throat and dampen her gag reflex.  She could easily take all of Jack’s erection into her mouth. But Ajani was a whole different ball game. She obviously couldn’t take all of him. But she thought she might be able to take five inches or so. Laura took a breath, then opened as wide as she could. Ajani was much thicker than Jack. She tried to relax her throat as much as she could and eased forward, taking Ajani into her mouth.

Laura held Ajani’s cock in both hands and eased slowly forward. But after getting a couple inches past the head, Laura made a kind of dry-heaving motion and quickly pulled back. Without looking up at Ajani, Laura took a couple of breaths and tried again. She came forward, taking him in again, trying hard to stifle her gag reflex. She got a little more in on the second try, but had to pull back again as she started to gag, thick saliva dripping from Ajani’s cock as she pulled it out. Laura breathed in and out, catching her breath for a third try.

Seeing her struggle with his larger cock, Ajani said, “It is ok, Laura.”

Laura looked up at him. “No. It’s ok,” Laura said as she breathed in and out. “I want to.”

When Laura got her breathing under control, she tried again. She opened wide and brought her head slowly forward, relaxing her throat as much as she possibly could. She slowly took him, very slowly, concentrating hard, fighting her body’s reaction as the head of Ajani’s cock hit the back of her throat. Laura inched forward, her eyes wide as his cock went into her mouth and entered her throat. Laura kept going, determined not to gag. Laura felt Ajani’s cock start down her throat. She fought the strong urge to gag him out. Laura went forward a tiny bit more, then stopped, maybe half of his cock now in her mouth. Laura held him there for a long moment, her eyes wide and beginning to water. Then she quickly pulled back, coughing and gasping as Ajani’s cock came out of her mouth like a carnival sword swallower pulling  a thick dagger from her mouth.

Laura sat back on her haunches, coughing and gasping, her eyes watering as she continued to hold onto Ajani’s saliva-covered cock. After a few moments, when she’d caught her breath, Laura looked up at him with a rather proud expression. “How was that?” she smiled.

Ajani smiled. “Very good, Miss.”

Laura grinned up at him like a young girl who’s just won a gold metal at the local track meet. She looked down at the huge cock in her hands and said, “That’s quite a mouthful.”

Ajani let out a little chuckle as Laura smiled up at him playfully. That was the second time she’d made him laugh. She was keeping track. Laura held his eyes for a moment, then suddenly rose up, saying, “Come on. Get undressed. It’s my turn.”

Ajani reached for the first button on his vest as Laura went around behind him, saying over her shoulder, “I’ll be right back. I just have to check somethin' real quick.”

Laura covered her breasts with her forearm and hand as she went over to the big sliding glass window. She  peeked out the gap in the billowing daytime curtains. Laura looked down at the water, looking for the scuba class on the off chance that Jack had come out of the water to check on her. After searching for a minute or so, Laura saw a pair of scuba students come up to the surface together and remove their mouth pieces. They talked on the surface for a moment, then dove back down. Laura scanned the beach, looking for Jack, but she didn’t see him anywhere. She had to assume he was still under the water. He’d probably been paired with the buxom instructor since Laura had left Jack without a diving buddy. This would make it even less likely that Jack would want to leave the class early to check on her.

Laura came back over to the bed, dropping her arm from her breasts. “I thought I told you to get undressed,” she teased as she came back over, her breasts shifting and bouncing slightly as she walked over to Ajani.

“I am trying, Miss,” Ajani said, as he let his vest slide off and fall to the floor.

Laura came over, saying, “Here. Let me help.” Laura started unbuttoning his shirt. “What did I tell you about calling me Miss?” she smiled as she undid the top button.

Ajani smiled.

“I’ll teach you to call me Miss,” she smiled, reaching down for his erection and giving it a firm pull. Laura let go of him and knelt down. She started unlacing his shoes, purposely letting the top of her head bump up against his erection. Laura pulled off his shoes and socks, then gave his cock a couple quick sucks before rising to her feet. 

Laura pushed her bikini bottoms down, her hips shifting left and right as she pushed them down her thighs, then let them fall down to the carpet. Laura pulled the tail of the small bow knot holding her top together, then let it slide off her shoulders and fall to the floor as Ajani did the same with his shirt.

The two of them stood naked in front of one another, their faces close. “You ready to go to work, stud?” Laura smiled, reaching down for his cock again.

“Yes, Miss,” Ajani said, returning Laura’s relaxed smile.

At the “Miss”, Laura gave him a stern look, as if to say, don’t test my patience.

Laura turned to the bed and raised the covers. She slipped into bed, the feel of crisp, clean sheets sliding across her skin. The maid had apparently been there while she and Jack had been down in the restaurant. 

Laura held the bedspread up for Ajani, and he got into bed with her. Laura lowered the bedding over them, then rolled on top of him, smiling, his erection sandwiched between them. Laura looked down at him for a long moment, then closed her eyes and kissed him, her kiss lingering as her tongue slipped between Ajani’s full lips and intertwined with his. The kiss went on and on, turning into a series of small, gentle kisses, Laura almost pulling away, but then pressing her lips back onto his, their mouths moving and exploring each other. 

After the protracted kiss, Laura pulled back, seeming slightly winded, or overwhelmed. “You have a nice mouth,” she whispered.

“Thank you,” Ajani said quietly.

Laura studied him for a long moment, her eyes going back and forth as she looked into his. Then Laura suddenly rolled off of him onto her back, pulling Ajani on top of her as she spread her legs, all done in one smooth maneuver.

Ajani held himself above her on his elbow, looking down at her pretty face and into her intelligent eyes.

After a moment, Laura, looking up into his eyes, said, “Let me put it in, ok?”

Ajani nodded and rose up, suspending his body over Laura's, his cock hovering above her abdomen. Laura curled forward somewhat and reached down. She took hold of him and stretched down, trying to get the head of his penis to her vagina. Laura worked the head of his cock between her pussy lips. Laura was extremely wet. She moved the tip up and down, lubricating him. Then she moved the tip lower, bringing it down to her opening. Looking down between her legs, Laura gently notched him into place.

Still holding him as she looked down between her legs, Laura said, “Ok.”

Looking down at himself, Ajani pivoted his hips and pushed gently, Laura’s lips parting. “Oh God,” she murmured as she watched his large, black cock go into her. Laura breathed in and out as Ajani slowly pressed into her. With an expression somewhere between amazement and wonder, Laura watched as Ajani gently penetrated her, his thick shaft running through her light grasp.

But, as Ajani went deeper, Laura’s face began to tighten. “Oh…….God,” she grunted, her brows furrowing as his big cock pushed deeper.

After a long thirty seconds or so, Ajani was well inside her. Laura brought her hand away and lay her head back. She looked up at the ceiling, breathing in and out as Ajani began to fuck her. “Oh God,” she breathed as he went in and out with slow, controlled motions, letting Laura get accustomed to him again. But Laura noticed that each time she was with Ajani, her body adapted a little more quickly. Within a few minutes, Laura’s face was again relaxed. She brought her hands up to Ajani’s sides, holding him lightly along his ribcage as he pumped in and out.

“Ya,” Laura said, quietly. “Just like that.”

Ajani pumped in and out gently.

“Oh my God,” she smiled. “That feels so good.” Laura looked up at the ceiling as Ajani fucked her to the rhythmic sounds of the crashing surf. The sound of the collapsing waves reminding Laura of just how close her husband was. Jack was right outside the window, she thought to herself, as a black man pumped in and out of her married pussy. For some reason, the idea excited her a little.

It wasn’t that long before Laura’s vagina was well-loosened and Ajani was dipping smoothly in and out of her, the mattress squeaking quietly as Laura’s body shifted up and down the bed slightly, her breasts moving gently in time with Ajani’s thrusts.

“Oh God,” Laura murmured up to Ajani as she shifted beneath him.

Ajani rose up above her, locking his arms straight down, his rippled abdomen flexing with each thrust. Laura brought her head off the pillow and looked down, watching Ajani’s thick muscle disappear into her, then reappear, shiny and wet with her lubricant. She watched for a few moments, then let her head ease back onto the pillow, her lips parted as she breathed in and out, wondering how she ever thought she'd been satisfied with a small penis.

Laura met Ajani's eyes, her face relaxed and serene as he pumped in and out of her with what seemed like effortless power and control, like he could go on forever.

But after a few more minutes, Laura’s serene expression began to change, her face tightening. A moment later, Laura grunted, “Oh fuck,” her face scrunching as she tensed and arched up off the bed, her whole body going stiff. Laura’s abdominal muscles flexed hard beneath her supple, lightly tanned skin, her fingers digging into Ajani’s sides. Laura’s body vibrated with tension as Ajani remained stationary, his cock planted deep inside her. 

After a few long moments, Laura relaxed back down, letting out a great sigh, her face going slack as she eased back down onto the sheet, endorphins flooding into her bloodstream. Laura’s hands fell away from Ajani. She lay there, her arms out to her sides as she breathed in and out with her eyes closed, her face relaxed and with a look of utter contentment. 

After a few long moments, Laura opened her heavy eyes and looked up at Ajani, smiling weakly up at him. After a moment, Laura brought her hands up again, taking Ajani’s hips lightly in her fingertips. She pulled gently, starting him pumping again, Laura’s mouth falling open.

Ajani began to fuck Laura again, going a bit harder this time, a bit faster. Laura held his eyes, silently urging him on with her intent gaze. Soon, Laura’s body began to bump up the bed with the harder thrusts, her soft, liquidy breasts sloshing sharply with each deep stab. With her eyes locked on his, Laura began to spur Ajani on, saying, “Ya. That’s it. Fuck me, Ajani,” her voice going slightly hard as she took control, took charge of him.

Ajani increased his pace again, his balls swinging heavily as he fucked her harder, his face growing more focused, like an athlete concentrating hard.

“Ya!... Give it to me!” Laura ordered, her jaw set as she looked up at him. “Yes!!...” she hissed. “Give it to me!!!...Gimme that big, black cock!!!” she demanded, her brows furrowed, her eyes hard as she looked up at him. But as the words left her lips, Laura’s expression suddenly turned apologetic, as if she’d gone too far. “I’m sorry,” she said up to him, her body still bumping up the bed. “I didn’t mean to…”

But Ajani just shook his head, knowing that she meant no offense.

Laura’s face relaxed as he gave her a reassuring look. Laura continued to shift up and down the bed as she looked up at his concentrating face. After a few moments, Laura asked, “Do you like it when I say stuff like that?”

Ajani nodded as he continued to pump.

Laura gave him a little nod of understanding. Laura knew that most men liked it when a woman verbalized her pleasure during the act. So, given Ajani’s consent, Laura let her words come out relatively uncensored.

“Ya,” she said, locking her eyes on his, her jaw setting again. “Give it to me, Ajani!... Fuck me, you big, black stud!!!”

Spurred on by her command, Ajani began to fuck Laura with even more force, Laura bumping up the sheets even more sharply, her breasts now bouncing and swirling on her chest. “That’s it!” she grunted, her teeth clenching. “Fuck me!!!......Fuck my white pussy. Gimme that big, black dick!!!”

Ajani reacted to Laura’s words almost instantly, like a stallion reacting to the crack his rider’s whip. Ajani began to fuck Laura even harder, as if to show that his strength and stamina had yet to be tested.

Laura cried out with surprise at his more forceful stabs. “Oh fuck!” she cried as her breasts began to bounce and slosh up and down wildly. “Oh God! Oh God!!...Oh GOD!!!!” she cried out.

The headboard began to bang against the wall, the whole bed shifting and moving under them, Laura’s cheeks shuttering with each hard stab.

“Don’t stop!!” Laura cried. “Oh fuck!!!... Don’t STOP!!!!!!!”

Laura’s face suddenly scrunched up tight again, her brows knitting together as she squeezed her eyes tightly closed.

“Oh FUUUUUUUCK!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

Laura reached up for Ajani and pulled him down on top of her as he continued to pump in and out. She dug her fingers into his strong back, the bedspread rising and falling as his ass went up and down between her spread legs. 

Laura suddenly screamed, a high-pitched, desperate cry that she was sure could be heard by guests in the adjacent rooms, if not the whole floor. Laura began to buck wildly as she held onto Ajani, her arms wrapped tightly around him. Ajani rode Laura’s bucking body as she screamed again. Laura quickly buried her face in the crook of Ajani’s neck, trying to muffle her cries. She pressed her mouth against his dark skin, her teeth digging into the muscle at the side of his neck as tears of emotion came into her eyes.

When it was finally over, Laura’s arms fell away from Ajani. They landing with a heavy thud as she breathed in and out, her head spinning. Laura lay there, her chest rising and falling as she recovered, her body shaking all over.

After a long few moments, Laura mumbled, “Holy fuck,” as her chest rose and fell, rose and fell.

✽✽✽

Nearly an hour and half later, Laura was lying on her side, breathing in and out, her hair sticking to her forehead. She looked over at Ajani, her cheeks glowing as she caught her breath. “Boy,” she said, between breaths. “I heard that black men had staying power, but this is ridiculous.” Laura gave Ajani a weak smile.

Ajani returned her smile, but otherwise made no comment.

A few minutes later, after catching her breath, Laura lay there relaxed and content, looking over at Ajani, studying him quietly.  

"Ajani,” she finally said.

“Yes, Miss.”

Laura gave him a little smirk for the “Miss”, then said, “Do you ever mind doing this?”

Ajani gave her questioning look.

“You know, this,” Laura said, looking at the space between them. “Having to have sex with the guests.”

Ajani seemed slightly taken aback by the question. After a slight hesitation, he said, “I do not have to.”

Laura drew back slightly, looking at him. “You don’t?”

“No, Miss.”

Laura raised her cheek off the pillow and came up on one elbow. “Wait,” she said. “I don’t understand. When I called down, I told them I wanted you specifically.”

“Yes, Laura. They told me. That is why I came.” Ajani held Laura’s confused eyes as she tried to understand.

“So…” Laura hesitated. “…let me get this straight. You’ve never done this before? You know, slept with a guest for money.”

“Yes. That is right.”

Laura just looked at him for a long moment. “Oh,” she finally said. Laura couldn’t help feeling a little flattered. Laura rested her cheek back down onto the pillow and looked over at him. They lay there on their sides, looking over at one another, not saying anything, Laura thinking. Ajani must actually like her, she thought to herself. She wasn’t sure if this was good, or just an unwanted complication. Laura could tell by the way Ajani was looking at her that this was more than just sex to him. But Laura wasn’t looking for anything permanent.

Trying to lighten the mood a little, Laura looked down at Ajani’s resting penis as it curved over his thigh and pointed down at the sheet like a sleeping serpent. She smiled playfully down at it and said, “So, that’s a Jamaican sausage, huh?”

Ajani followed Laura’s eyeline down to his large, sleeping member. “Yes, Miss,” he said, smiling over at her.

"Most of my boyfriends had more like Vienna sausages." Laura shot Ajani a playful smile.

Ajani gave Laura a questioning look.

"They're these tiny hotdogs," she said, holding her finger and thumb about two inches apart.

Ajani nodded as if understanding.

Laura looked back down at Ajani's large penis, then gently took hold of the inert muscle. It overflowed her small hand as she hefted it a couple of times.  "Feels like a good two pounds of meat.”

Ajani made no reply to Laura’s playful observation. He just lay there as Laura supported his heavy organ.

Laura looked up at him. “Jack’s is really small when he’s soft. It hardly weighs anything,” she said quietly.

Ajani nodded, but made no comment. He looked down at his cock as Laura held it gently, like a new pet. After another moment, Laura gave Ajani’s soft cock a few gentle pulls as she said, “I think I might be developing a taste for Jamaican sausage.” Laura’s eyes sparkled with quiet amusement as she looked over at Ajani.

“Is that so?” Ajani said, feigning surprise.

Laura nodded, smiling. “I think maybe I’d like another helping.”

Ajani smiled.

Laura gave him another gentle pull. “Unless you’re only good for a couple hours,” she added in a teasing voice.

Ajani started to reach for her. But as he did, Laura’s eyes went wide. “A couple hours!” she said. “Shit! What time is it?”

Laura quickly released Ajani’s cock, letting it slap back down onto his thigh as she turned over and looked at the clock. Laura looked over at the clock. It was almost two-forty-five! “Oh fuck!” Laura said as she turned back to Ajani. “Gimme a second.”

Ajani started to nod, but Laura was already hopping out of bed. She rushed over to the bathroom and came back out an instant later, pulling on one of the hotel bathrobes. Laura strode over to the sliding glass window as she synched the robe tight. She stepped through the billowing curtains and began looking frantically for the scuba class. She clenched the tubular guard rail as she scanned the beach, praying to God that the class hadn’t finished early. Laura’s heart was pounding. Laura looked for the class, terrified that it had already ended and Jack was about to slide his keycard into the lock and walk in.

But, after an anxious few moments, Laura finally saw two of the scuba students standing in chest-high water. They had their masks pushed up on their heads as their mouth pieces hung down against their chests. Laura looked for the rest of the students, but didn’t see any of them, including Jack. She looked out past the breakers, hoping to God he was still in the water, and not in the elevator on his way up. Laura scanned the water. She saw dark shapes below the surface, small bubbles trailing behind each shape. At least some of the students were still under water. Laura looked all along the beach, but didn’t see Jack anywhere.

Laura let out a big breath of relief as she realized that, aside from the two students standing in the breakers, the class was still going on. Of course, it was possible that Jack had already come out and was returning their gear, but Laura doubted it. She knew Jack. If he was paired with the buxom instructor, he’d want to stay in the water as long as he possibly could. Laura took another relieved breath.

Laura stayed at the balcony, trying to calculate how much time she had. She tried to estimate the time she would have if Jack was to come out of the water at that very moment. Laura thought about it. Even if Jack and the instructor were the first ones out, Jack would surely have to wait as the instructor did a head count to make sure all the students were accounted for. Then, Laura supposed, there would be some sort of wrap-up debriefing once all the students had gathered on the beach. The instructor would bring the class back to the rental place to return all the equipment. Plus, it would take Jack longer since he had to return her gear as well, probably requiring two trips. Then Laura considered Jack, specifically. Knowing him, he’d want to chat-up the curvy instructor for a while. Laura added more time for flirting. Laura added up all the times in her head, estimating that she had at least thirty-five minutes before Jack walked through the door, and that was if he walked out of the water at that very moment.

Figuring she had at least thirty-five minutes, Laura deducted five minutes as an added safety margin, giving her an absolute cutoff time of thirty minutes. Ajani had to be dressed and out the door no later than three-fifteen.

Laura relaxed. She was about to step away from the window and rejoin Ajani in bed, when she felt him come up behind her.

“Hey,” Laura said, smiling and half-turning her head back to him. “Did I say you could get outta bed?”

“You said you wanted another helping,” Ajani whispered, pressing into her from behind.

Feeling his erection against her back, Laura said, “Boy. That was fast.” She craned around and smiled. “Now, get back in bed. I got plans for that thing.” Laura started to turn around, but found that she couldn’t. Ajani was holding her in place, his hands gripping her hip bones.

“Come on, Ajani,” she smiled. “Stop messing around.” Laura tried to push back away from the window. But, again, Ajani wouldn’t let her. Laura tried to look back, a confused expression coming onto her face. Then she felt him lift her robe up. “Ajani!” Laura said, turning her head, twisting around as she tried to push off the railing and force them back into the room. Laura felt him insert his erection between her thighs.

“Ajani! Stop that!” she said back to him, panic coming into her voice.

Laura tried to push back again, but he wouldn’t let her.

“Ajani, I’m serious,” she said, her voice taking on a firm, no-nonsense tone, like she wasn’t messing around anymore.

Laura checked for Jack again as Ajani slid his cock between her thighs. “Ajani, this isn’t funny,” Laura said firmly. ”Let me back in!”

“No one can see me, Miss,” Ajani said calmly.

Laura, still trying to push back into the room, strained and twisted around, trying to look behind her. It was true, she realized. Ajani was almost completely obscured by the billowing curtains as they wafted around her. She was like the nervous director of a school play, sticking her head and upper body through the closed curtains to look out at the waiting parents. Ajani was just a vague shape behind the semi-transparent day curtains. Laura relaxed a little. 

But then Laura felt Ajani push his penis all the way through her thighs. She looked down, terrified that the head of his cock was going to pop out the  front of her robe. Luckily, the end of Ajani’s cock couldn’t make it that far. But the idea that it was just behind her robe really excited her. All she would have needed to do was part her robe, and everyone down on the beach would see his black cock poking out between her pale thighs. Talk about pulling back the curtain.

Excited by the idea, Laura eased her right hand down and slid it into her robe below the sash. Bending forward slightly, Laura felt around for the head of Ajani’s cock. When she found it, a shiver of excitement ran through her. Laura teased the big, smooth head of Ajani’s erection, caressing it with her fingertips, feeling a rush of excitement as she fondled him in full view of anyone who might be looking up at her at that moment. Laura let her fingertips play over the smooth dome of flesh as Ajani squirmed behind her to her feather light caresses.

Laura brought her hand out and deposited a dollop of saliva onto her fingertips. She eased her hand back down. Laura used the slippery saliva on the head of his cock. She teased the opening of his penis and the area just below, a spot she thought of as a man’s clitoris. Ajani squirmed behind her to her skillful touch.

As she worked his sensitive glans, Laura felt some precum leak out of him. Laura made an “Mmm” sound as she found it and smeared it all around. “I think someone’s getting a little turned on,” she smiled. Laura turned slightly and said, “Ok. Foreplay’s over. Let me back inside.” Laura gave his cock a final squeeze then brought her hand out of her robe as Ajani pulled back, bringing his cock out from between her thighs.

When he was all the way out, he took a step back. Laura took a step backwards and was about to turn around when Ajani stopped her again. Still facing the window, Laura felt Ajani put his hand between her shoulder blades and gently press her forward. Quickly realizing what he had in mind, Laura’s eyes went wide with fear. She craned around, saying, “Ajani, no! Absolutely not!” as she tried to push back into the room.

“It is ok, Laura. No one can see me,” he said quietly.

Under Ajani’s gentle pressure at her shoulder blades, Laura came down onto her forearms, resting them on the tubular railing topping the glass balustrade. “Are you sure?” Laura whispered.

“Yes, Miss.”

Laura tried to look back again. Ajani was not only obscured by the curtains, he was further into the room now as Laura bent at the waist. Laura turned forward again, nervous and excited at the thought of what they were about to do. “Ajani, I don’t know about this,” she said, her voice wavering with fear. 

But Laura didn’t try to stop him. Instead, she waited, exhilarated as adrenaline pumped into bloodstream. Laura felt Ajani bring the tip of his cock to her vagina. She fought the strong urge to force him back into the room. She knew she could push him back if she really wanted to. But the truth was, she didn’t want to. She wanted him to do it.

Laura looked down at the people walking along the esplanade and playing on the beach, trying to fight her natural urge to retreat from view. Laura tensed slightly as she felt Ajani begin to work the tip of his cock between her labia. “Oh Christ,” she said, her voice quivering as she looked down at the scores of people below.

Ajani pushed into her. Laura whimpered at the feel of his cock going into her again. “Oh God,” she murmured, like a woman at the apex of a roller coaster ride, bracing herself for the heart-stopping plummet down the tracks. Ajani began to pump gently in and out of her. Laura tried to relax, tried to tell herself that no one could see what she was doing. She looked down at the people, all of them oblivious to what was occurring behind her. After a few long moments, Laura began to relax. No one was looking up at them. No one even seemed to notice her as a black man fucked her from behind.

“Oh God,” Laura murmured again, beginning to succumb to the feel of Ajani’s large cock.

After a few more minutes, Laura began to sigh softly as the gentle breeze blew her hair across her forehead. She listened to children’s laughter floating up from the beach, and the stern calls of their parents as they tried to reign them in. 

Laura looked out at the ocean from beneath drooping eyelids  as gulls cruised by her window, Ajani’s cock sliding smoothly in and out of her. Laura sighed quietly as she looked down at the sunbathers and sand castle builders and strolling couples, her body bumping slightly forward with each gentle thrust from behind. It was like some kind of erotic daydream, but it was really happening. 

As Laura bumped forward, the pleasure building with each gentle thrust, she followed a young boy as he ran into the waves with a Styrofoam boogey board. But, as the boy launched himself onto a three-foot breaker, Laura froze. The boy had just passed Jack! And Jack was waving up to her!  

Laura’s heart nearly stopped as she murmured, “Ohhhhh shit!”

Jack was still in his diving gear and standing in waist-high water, his mask pushed up on top of his head as he raised a hand up to Laura. Laura could see his wide smile even from seventy-five feet away.

Laura’s heart began to pound. Ajani had apparently not heard her “Oh shit”, because he was still pumping away. Laura wanted to signal him, but she was afraid to look back at him for fear that Jack might follow her eyeline. She didn’t even want to move her lips, for fear that Jack might see them moving. Laura could see Jack’s wide smile clearly and figured if she could see his mouth, he could surely see hers.

Laura tried to say, “Ajani,” without moving her lips, like a novice ventriloquist. But he didn’t seem to hear her. She tried again. But he just kept fucking her as if lost in his task.

Laura tried to keep her expression neutral, but it was getting more difficult as things went from bad to worse. Despite the circumstances, Ajani’s cock was doing its job. Laura could feel herself getting closer by the second. She tried to fight off her impending orgasm. But as she tried not to cum, Laura suddenly noticed the quizzical look in Jack’s eyes as he looked up at her. Laura panicked, about to force Ajani back into the room, thinking Jack was able to see the subtle bumping forward of her body. But, just as she was about shove hard against the railing, Laura realized the cause of Jack’s puzzled look — she wasn’t waving back!

Afraid her delay might have already made Jack suspicious, Laura quickly raised her right hand to him. Thankfully, Jack’s expression instantly brightening, telling Laura that she had just barely averted disaster. 

Laura tried to smile down at Jack as Ajani’s huge cock continued to plow in and out of her, causing her other problem to become more urgent. Laura smiled awkwardly down at Jack as she fought back her climax, which was dangerously close. Ajani was about to make her cum right in front of Jack!

But just when Laura thought she couldn’t hold out any longer, Jack was joined by the buxom instructor. As he turned to her, Laura drove her body backwards into the room, forcing Ajani to uncouple from her as they both crashed down onto the floor.

As the two of them lay sprawled out on the floor, Laura gasped, “Jack’s out there!” Laura breathed in and out, trying to catch her breath, as if she’d just dodged a sniper’s bullet. She was shaking at the close call.

Ajani said nothing, apparently as shocked as her, his erection bending over as he sat on the floor with his legs spread, Laura between them.

“Oh, God,” Laura said, getting up and sitting heavily onto the end of the bed. Laura brought her trembling hands up and covered her face. She breathed in and out into her palms, trying to calm herself.

Finally, she brought her hands down, looking like she was in a slight state of shock. “Oh God,” she said again. “That was close.”

Laura sat there gathering herself for a moment as Ajani rose to his feet in front of her, his erection bending down, a gentle arc, pointing down at the carpet.

“I am sorry, Laura,” Ajani said.

Laura looked up at him. She could see that he really was sorry. He seemed more traumatized than her. “It’s ok,” Laura said. “You didn’t know.” Laura breathed in and out, gradually calming down. Laura looked back down at the floor as her breathing came under control. After a few moments, she felt her heartrate start to come back down.

Laura looked back up at Ajani’s distraught expression. Laura couldn’t help smiling. “It’s ok, Ajani. Really. It’s not your fault.”

Ajani nodded, but her words didn’t seem to make him feel any better. He looked like a little boy who’d accidentally hurt the family dog by playing too rough with him. Laura almost started to laugh. She smiled up at him and patted the bed. “Come on. Relax,” she smiled. “Sit down.”

Ajani nodded, then sat gently down next to her, as if he didn’t feel he deserved to sit down after what he’d done.

Laura looked over at him. She couldn’t help it. She let out a little laugh as she asked, “Are you ok?”

Ajani nodded again, but looked a little shaky. After a moment, he looked over at her and said, “Maybe I should leave now, Miss?”

“What?” Laura said, smiling at his obvious distress. Laura patted his naked thigh. “It’s ok. Really.” She held his eyes for a moment, trying to reassure him, but he didn’t seem convinced. Finally, Laura said, “Listen, fella. I paid good money for you, and I expect to get my money’s worth.” She smiled playfully.

Laura looked over at the clock. It was about ten to three. If she stuck with her thirty-minute time limit, that would give her until three-twenty. As an added safty margin, she subtracted another five-minute buffer from that, giving her an absolute cut-off time of three-fifteen. Ajani had to be dressed and out the door no later than that.

Laura looked over at Ajani. “Come on,” she said, standing and undoing the sash of her robe. “We’ve got enough time.” Laura let her robe slide off her shoulders. She faced the end of the bed and bent at the waist, resting her forearms on the mattress. She smiled back over her shoulder, giving her bottom a little side to side waggle. “Come on, stud. Mount up.”

Laura’s little Playboy bunny waggle was apparently all it took to get Ajani going again. His cock sprang to attention. He stepped up behind her.

“That’s a good boy,” she said, smiling as Ajani took hold of his cock and brought it to her waiting pussy.

Five minutes later, Laura was bouncing off Ajani’s hard thrusts.

Laura’s breasts were swinging and jostling beneath her torso as she supported her upper body on her elbows and gripped the bedspread. “That’s it,” she grunted. “Fuck me!!...Fuck me good!!!” 

Laura cried out with surprise as Ajani slammed into her like a Mac truck. After catching her breath, Laura called, “Oh God yes!!!” as she bounced off of his powerful thrusts.

Laura looked over at the clock as Ajani slammed into her. Almost three, she thought. Time was getting short. She needed to hurry things along. Knowing that most men love it when a woman compliments their equipment, Laura let the compliments fly.

“Oh GOD!!!” she cried up to the wall. “It’s is so fucking BIG!!!!!!!!!”

It seemed that even Ajani wasn’t immune to a woman’s appreciative cries, because he responded immediately, grabbing onto her hips and slamming into her like a freight train. Laura cried out again as Ajani grunted and breathed like a bull, Laura’s head whipping back with each hard stab, like a woman getting rear-ended at a stop light. “OH FUCK!!!!” Laura cried, her heavy hair swinging and swishing as she bounced off of Ajani’s cock. “Ya!...Give it to me!!!...Fuck me!!! FUCK ME!!!!!!!”

Laura held onto the bedspread, trying to absorb Ajani’s punishing thrusts.

After a few minutes, she called back, “Grab my hair!”

Ajani hesitated, but then seemed to know what she wanted. He reached up and gathered her swinging hair, then held the six-inch ponytail with just his left hand as he gripped her hip with his right. Ajani fucked Laura hard as he held her hair tautly, like the reins of a horse.

“Ya. Like that,” Laura gasped as he pulled back on her hair and continued to fuck her hard. Laura grunted and breathed, her face tilted upward as Ajani held onto her thick mane.

“Ya!” Laura called up to the wall. “Ride me!...Ride my white pussy!!!!!!”

Ajani kept ahold of Laura’s hair as he slammed into her, his heavy balls swinging and very nearly contacting the outside of her pussy as he got his cock even deeper somehow.

“Slap my Ass!” Laura gasped, her mouth hanging open now.

Again, Ajani hesitated for a short moment, but then did as he was told. Still holding onto Laura’s hair, Ajani gave her ass a little slap with his other hand. Laura gasped. “Oh God!” she cried. “Do it again!!”

Ajani slapped Laura’s pale ass again as he pulled back on her “reins” and fucked her hard.

“Harder!!” she demanded.

Laura let out excited cries with each slap of Ajani’s hand as she bounced off his hard thrusts, her breasts swinging in small circles and colliding with one another.

“Ya!...Ride me!!...Ride me you big, black STUD!!!!!!!!” she yelled.

Ajani rode Laura hard as he pulled back on her hair, occasionally smacking the side of her ass.

“Oh God!!...Here it comes!!!!” Laura called up to the wall as she bounced off Ajani’s thrusts.

Oh fuck!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!” she yelled. “I’m cumming….I’m CUMMING!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

Laura's body suddenly went wild. She convulsed on the end of Ajani’s cock like she was having some kind of seizure. Laura screamed, gripping big handfuls of the bedspread. She came down off her elbows, dropping down onto the bed. She buried her face in the covers to muffle her cries. Laura’s mouth hung open against the bedspread as she shook and bucked for another long few moments, her vagina spasming hard around Ajani’s thick dick.

When it was finally over, Laura lay there, her face still buried in the covers, her chest down on the bed with her ass high in the air, still impaled on Ajani’s cock. Laura breathed in and out, recovering as Ajani’s cock pulsed inside her.

After a long couple of minutes, Laura lifted her head slightly and swiveled her eyes over to the clock. They had ten more minutes.

Laura mustered all her strength and struggled up onto her elbows again, her head hanging down loosely. “Go ‘head and finish,” she said. “But, let me know when you’re close.”

Ajani nodded behind her and began to thrust again.

Ajani began pumping in and out of her, Laura grimacing as he started to fuck her again. She could have used a little more time, but they were already pushing their luck. Ajani fucked Laura with fast, short strokes, apparently trying to finish as quickly as possible. Laura’s face scrunched up at his fast, shallow fucking, praying to God that Jack didn’t come back earlier than her estimate. After a couple minutes, Laura looked over at the clock again — only eight minutes.

As Ajani fucked her brains out, Laura couldn’t help thinking about the plantation owner’s wife, and how that had turned out. Fortunately, Ajani seemed to have perfect control of himself. After maybe three more minutes, he said, “Laura…” in a tight voice.

“Ok,” Laura said.

As Laura straightened up, Ajani pulled out. Laura turned and perched on the edge of the bed. She took his hair-trigger cock into her hands and began jacking him off frantically, holding the base of his erection with her left hand and pulling with her right. It was like jacking off a horse.

Ajani’s face twisted into a grimace as she worked his highly sensitive penis with her quickly moving hand, Ajani’s cock still wet with her lubricant. Laura worked his big, stallion cock at a fevered pace, her thin bicep flexing as her small hand moved up and down his big dick.

Laura looked up at Ajani’s scrunched-up face as she stroked his massive dick. “Come on, baby,” she whispered, knowing they only had a few more minutes. Laura started to use both hands, working them independently as she tried to make his big organ erupt.  

“That’s it,” she breathed. “Let it out, baby,” she said, both hands pulling on his cock.

Laura was breathing heavily. It wasn’t easy jacking off such a big dick. As a matter of fact, it was a real workout. Laura’s breasts shifted and swung with the effort, a fine mist of perspiration showing at her hairline as she tried to keep her hands in constant motion. Her biceps were beginning to cramp up.

“Come on, baby” she said, breathing heavily. “Let it out.”

Ajani’s cock went dry. Laura bent forward, bringing her mouth down to the head. She pursed her lips and released a thick dollop of saliva. She smeared it all around, then resumed jacking him off. “Come on,” she grunted. “Almost there.” Laura didn’t want to look back at the clock, but she knew they were cutting it way too close. Jack could walk in at any moment to see her jacking off a huge black cock.

But then Laura felt Ajani flinch hard. She dove down onto his cock, clamping her lips around the head just in time to catch the first strong jet of cum. It pumped into her mouth as Ajani groaned deeply. Laura gulped his cum down and kept pulling on his cock, eager for more. She pulled with both hands, her mouth over the head of his dick. Ajani let out another animal grunt as he pumped more into her waiting mouth, her cheeks bulging. Laura drank it down, then gasped for air around the head of his dick. She kept pulling on him, a fevered excitement coming over her at the idea of swallowing a black man’s cum. She wanted more. She wanted every drop. She sucked ravenously as she continued to jack him off with both hands, Ajani beginning to struggle and whimper with sensitivity. But Laura didn’t care. She was too wound up. She needed more. She wanted it all. Laura kept pulling and pulling as she bobbed on his cock, Ajani’s face twisting in pain as she tried to milk his big stallion dick. Finally, he had to push Laura’s head away. But she kept pulling on his cock. Cum spewed up in a lazy arc, falling onto Laura’s left breast. She kept pulling as Ajani struggled to get away. But Laura was too fevered, her eyes hot with arousal as she milked one last ejaculation out of the huge cock, Ajani’s cum splatting warm and wet between her shifting breasts.

Laura finally stopped pulling, her chest heaving as she breathed in and out, still holding Ajani’s failing member in her hands. It bent down in defeat, as if she had finally conquered the big thing. Laura’s mouth hung open with a combination of intense arousal and exhaustion. Finally, Laura released Ajani’s cock. She sat on the edge of the bed, breathing in and out, her whole body shaking. 

After a few long moments, Laura looked over at the clock. It was three-thirteen — just two minutes to spare.


Chapter 12

Laura’s Punishment

When Jack came in ten minutes later, Laura was still in the shower.

He came into the bathroom and called over the shower door, “How ya feeling?”

Laura opened the door and stuck her head out. “A lot better!” she smiled.

“Good,” Jack said as he turned and pulled his trunks down in front of the toilet, pee arcing down from his shriveled penis. 

Laura slid the shower door closed again and continued her shower.

A little while later, when Laura came walking out of the bathroom in one of the hotel robes, Jack looked up and said, “I saw a shark!”

“Really!?” Laura said as she paused scrubbing at her wet hair.

“It was just a little one,” Jack said. “It was a Nurse shark, I think.”

Laura nodded and started drying her hair again as she went over to the dresser. “Ya wanna get something to eat?” Laura asked as she pulled a pair of panties from the drawer. “I’m starved.”

“Sure,” Jack said.

Laura turned and started pulling on the panties under her robe when Jack said, “What’s all this money for?”

Laura looked over as Jack picked up the stack of twenties from her nightstand. Laura’s mouth hung open for a long moment. She hadn’t seen Ajani put the money back. She was more than a little taken aback.

Jack riffled through the bills as if wanting to get an idea of how much there was as Laura stood there, not sure what to say.

Finally, Laura said, “Oh, right! I went down and got a little cash. We were running low.” Laura turned back to the dresser, her heart pounding as she pulled out a bra. Why had Ajani given back the money.

Jack set the cash back on the nightstand and said, “I’m gonna take a shower.”

“Ok,” Laura said, her face burning as she kept her eyes down on the dresser. When Jack was in the shower, Laura came over and picked up the cash. She looked at it for a moment, then put it in the drawer of her nightstand.

✽✽✽

Later, Jack and Laura ate down in the restaurant, Laura eating quietly, hardly able to look at Jack for the guilt she was now feeling.

Halfway through dinner, Jack asked, “Are you ok?”

“Huh?” Laura said, looking up from her plate. “Oh. Ya,” she said, forcing a smile. “I’m fine.” But she wasn’t fine. She was disappointed with herself. She’d gone nearly a whole week without succumbing to her little “addiction”. And now she had to start all over again, like a recovering drunk going on a bender.

Laura tried to put the afternoon out of her mind. She ate quietly and nodded over at Jack as he told her about his scuba lesson.

Later, as the waiter was taking Laura’s empty plate away, she noticed that Jack kept looking over to her left. “What?” she asked as she turned to follow Jack’s gaze.

“That couple keeps looking over here,” Jack said. “I think they’re looking at you.”

Laura followed Jack’s eyeline to a couple across the restaurant. But when she looked over at them, the couple looked down at their plates as if not wanting to meet her eyes. Laura studied them for a moment, feeling like she knew them from somewhere. But she couldn’t place them. The couple was younger, maybe in their early or mid-twenties and smartly dressed, like two young professionals. They looked so familiar.

Laura looked back at Jack. “They look familiar,” she said.

Jack shrugged and sat back in his chair, waiting for the check.

As Laura wiped her mouth with her napkin and laid it on the table, she suddenly realized where she’d seen the couple. She’d seen them that morning when she and Jack were on their way down to the restaurant. As Laura and Jack had left their room, the couple was being led into the room right next to theirs with a cartload of luggage, obviously checking in. Laura’s blood ran cold. That couple’s room was just on the other side of Laura’s headboard, a headboard that had been banging against the wall of their room for close to two hours that day.

Laura stiffened as she realized they must have heard everything. How could they not have. Laura’s face began to burn as she recalled the banging headboard, not to mention all the things she’d yelled as Ajani fucked her brains out, a lot of it using the word “black”. From what she'd shouted and screamed, it wouldn’t be that hard to figure out that it hadn't been a white man screwing her senseless.

Laura kept her eyes down on the table as she fidgeted with her napkin, hoping to God the check would get there soon.

“Oh wait!” Jack said. “Isn’t that the couple in the next room?” Jack looked over at Laura.

Laura looked up at him. “I don’t know.”

“Ya. I think it is,” Jack said, looking over at the couple. “Maybe we should invite them over for a drink,” Jack said, looking over at Laura.

Laura’s eyes widened. “No.”

Jack’s expression turned surprised. “Why not? It might be fun to hang out with another couple.”

“Let’s go,” Laura said, starting to stand.

“Laura. Can we at least pay the check?”

“Oh. Right,” Laura said, sitting back down.

Just then, Laura saw the couple out of the corner of her eye rise from their table. After a moment, the couple passed Laura and Jack’s table on their way out. As the couple passed, Laura kept her eyes down, the woman glancing at her as they went by.

Jack nodded to the couple as they passed, the woman smiling down at Laura as they nodded back.

✽✽✽

That night, as Laura and Jack lay in bed, Laura was overwhelmed with guilt, not just because she’d fallen off the wagon. But, also because people had essentially witnessed her falling off, or at least, heard her in graphic detail. 

The fact that other people had heard everything she’d done made it worse, somehow. Laura was mortified that the couple had heard everything, all her shouts of “Fuck me!...Fuck me!!!”, not to mention all her ecstatic cries referring to the size and color of Ajani’s cock. Laura didn’t know how she could ever face that couple should they meet in the hallway, or, God forbid, be trapped in the elevator together. Lying there, all Laura could think about was all the times she’d called out for Ajani to fuck her with his “big, black cock!!!”

As Laura lay there, mentally berating herself, she felt Jack snuggle up to her. Laura froze. Oh fuck, she thought to herself. There was absolutely no way she could have sex with Jack this soon after Ajani. It would be at least a day or two before her vagina would be fully recovered.

Laura felt Jack’s small erection pressing against her bottom as he spooned into her. Jack slid his arm over her waist, his hand going up into her baggy "sleeping" t-shirt and finding her left breast.

Laura squirmed as if not interested, saying “Jaaack.”

But Jack persisted. “Come on,” he breathed behind her, nuzzling her neck and grinding his erection into her bottom.

“Jack, I’m still not feeling all that great,” Laura said, plaintively, hoping to nip his advances in the bud.

“Oh, come on,” Jack said, his words slightly slurred from the three bourbon and waters he’d had that evening. “Your stomach can’t be that bad. You ate like a horse.”

Laura kicked herself mentally. She had eaten a lot. She’d been ravenous after her afternoon with Ajani.

Jack brought his hand down to Laura’s pubic mound, running his finger up the junction of her labia, trying to burrow in. Laura reached for his hand, saying, “Please Jack. I’m really not…”

But Jack ignored her, keeping his hand down at her vagina. He got his finger between her labia. Laura went rigid with panic. She couldn’t let him get inside her, not even his fingers. He would no instantly that something was wrong. Laura’s heart began to pound as Jack brought his index finger down to her opening. But, just as he was about to press it into her, Laura quickly turned to him, forcing him to take his hand away. She rolled Jack onto his back and got down under the covers, bringing her head down to his groin.

Laura took Jack's erection into her mouth and began bobbing up and down, the covers rising and falling with the motion of her head. Laura knew that if she could make him cum he wouldn’t be interested in intercourse. She bobbed up and down beneath the covers at a fevered pace, struck by how small Jack’s penis felt in her mouth now. Compared to Ajani, it was quite a downgrade.

Laura worked Jack’s small erection feverishly, trying to make him cum. But she knew Jack viewed oral sex as a precursor to intercourse and would soon grow impatient. She had to make him cum before he did. Laura bobbed up and down hungrily, making enthusiastic “Mmm” sounds around his cock, trying her best to bring him to orgasm before he pulled her off and tried to climb on top of her.

But, after about five minutes, he hadn’t cum. And after a few more minutes, Jack tried to pull her off. Laura resisted, trying to keep her mouth on his erection, trying to finish. But now Jack was even more ready to go, and unwilling to wait. Jack wrenched her off of his cock and pulled her up the bed, putting Laura onto her stomach. Laura made more weak protestations, but Jack was too wound up now. He got behind her and raised her ass. Laura panicked, trying desperately to think of some way to stop him. If Jack got inside her, he would no instantly that something was amiss.

“Jack, please,” Laura said as she tried to push herself up and turn over. But, Jack held her in place.

Laura felt Jack’s erection at outside of her vagina. He slid the tip between her labia and moved it up and down to wet himself. Laura struggled, but Jack held her in place as he brought his cock to her opening. She couldn’t let him get in. Laura tried desperately to think of something. Then it came to her.

Laura twisted her head around and whispered, “Wait.”

Jack hesitated, the tip of his cock just one small push away from discovering her deception.

Straining to look back at him, she said, “Not there.”

Jack hesitated again, his inebriated state possibly making him slow to understand.

“Let’s do it in the other place,” she whispered.

After a moment, Jack seemed to understand. “I thought you didn’t like that,” Jack said, his cock still poised to enter her vagina.

“I kinda feel like it tonight,” Laura said. “Do you mind?”

Jack was quiet for a beat, as if considering her request. For a brief moment, Laura wondered if he could see through her subterfuge. Was he figuring it out, she wondered, her heart pounding as she imagined it all becoming clear to Jack — the sudden departure from class, her ravenous appetite at dinner, the staring nextdoor neighbors.

But then, after a rather long moment, Jack said, “So that’s where you want it, huh?” his voice taking on a salacious note.

“Uh huh,” Laura said, her voice hopeful that he’d take the bait.

Finally, Laura felt Jack move out of her vagina, bringing his cock higher, to her other opening. Laura exhaled a silent breath of relief. But then her eyes squeezed shut as Jack began to push into the much tighter orifice. Laura grimaced as he went in, her teeth clamped tightly together.

“Is that what you want,” Jack growled as he slowly penetrated her.

“Uh……..huh,” Laura tried to reply through her gritted teeth.

A few moments later, Jack was grunting and breathing behind Laura as she gripped the sheets, her face scrunched and tense.

“You like it there, don’t ya?” Jack grunted.

Laura unclenched her teeth just long enough to manage an “Mm hmm,” never so glad that Jack had a small penis.

“It’s so tight,” Jack grunted as held Laura’s hips and breathed in and out, the bed squeaking quietly.

But, after a minute or so, Jack groaned, Laura squeezing her eyes tight as he released into her. A moment later, Jack’s spent penis popped out of her tight opening, as if rejected by her body for not meeting the size requirement.

Jack fell off to the side and lay there breathing heavily. As he breathed in and out, recovering, Laura lay on her stomach, thankful that Jack was out of commission for the night. Jack worked his way up to his pillow and fell heavily onto it. Laura turned onto her side, facing away from him. Within a few minutes, Jack was snoring. 

As Jack slept, Laura lay there, looking into the darkness, glad at what had just happened. It was an appropriate punishment for her crime, she thought to herself.


Chapter 13

Laura’s Apology

The next morning, Laura woke up sore in two places. She made a face as she walked gingerly into the bathroom to pee. When Laura came back out, she got back in bed and reached for the activities brochure as Jack slept. Laura had taken her punishment and now it was time to start over. Her little program of staying busy had worked for almost a week, and she was sure it could still work. She just had to stick with it.

Laura got comfortable, sitting against the headboard as she flipped through the brochure, hoping there was something they could do that day. As she looked through the brochure, she saw all the stuff that she’d already circled and done, or stuff she’d crossed a line through, activities they hadn’t been interested in. But then she saw something she’d somehow missed before, a group tour going to someplace called Dunn’s River Falls. It was a full-day excursion that included a bus ride to and from the falls, as well as a picnic lunch. And it was for that day. Perfect! she thought.

Laura picked up the phone to call down and see if there were any spots left. As she waited for the activities desk to answer, Jack began to stir. After a moment, he opened his bloodshot eyes and looked sleepily up at the ceiling.

“Morning,” Laura said as she held the phone to her ear, still waiting.

“Morning,” Jack growled hoarsely, turning his head slightly to look over at her, his eyes red and his thick, razor-cut hair disheveled.

“Oh. Hi,” Laura said, looking away from Jack’s hungover face as the activities woman picked up. “Um…This is Laura Barnes in room 505. I was just wondering if there are any spots available for that Dunn’s Falls thing today.”

Laura listened for a moment, then said, “Oh!” She looked over at the clock. “No, that’s fine,” Laura said. “Can you put me and my husband on the list?” Laura listened again. “Great! Thanks.” Laura listened again. “No. We’ll make it,” she said, looking over at the clock again. “Ok. Thanks!”

Laura hung up the phone, then hopped out of bed, grimacing a little as her feet hit the floor. Laura threw the covers off of Jack and said, “Get up!” She turned and rushed toward the bathroom, calling back over her shoulder, “Jack, get up!  The bus leaves in twenty minutes!”

✽✽✽

About an hour later, Laura and Jack stepped out of a small bus with ten other couples. After a half-mile hike through the jungle, they all came trudging up to Dunn’s River Falls. 

Jack plopped down into the grass, sweating profusely and still hungover. It hadn’t been a difficult hike, but Jack wasn’t in great shape to begin with, and the three large bourbons from the previous night weren’t helping his stamina any.

As Laura looked up at the “Falls”, her expression was one of mild confusion. It wasn’t what she had expected. To her, a waterfall was falling water. This was more like a wide, gently descending stream, where the water flowed over a series of gentle humps and hollows. It was so gentle that it looked like something Walt Disney might have created for a jungle-themed water park. The humps reminded Laura of ski moguls, but in this case, the moguls were made of stone instead of snow. The water flowed down the gentle incline of humps and shelves, then emptied into a turquoise pool at the bottom. There were already quite a few tourists there. Many of them were making their way up the bulbous mounds of rock as the water flowed gently down, not strong enough to impede their progress up the falls.

Laura smiled over at Jack, who had gotten his breath back and was now standing next to her. She looked over at him and said, “Nice, huh?” Laura looked back at the water fall, eager to go check it out. “Come on. Let’s go,” Laura said kicking off her shoes.

Laura pushed her shorts down to reveal her pink swimsuit bottoms. She let her cargo shorts slide down, then picked them up and folded them neatly. She brought her shoes and shorts over by a tree and set them at its base so she’d remember where they were. Laura pulled her t-shirt up over her head. But as she did, she let out a high-pitched cry of surprise as she came completely out of her bikini top, her breasts falling out the bottom as her top slid up. Laura quickly turned away from her group, hunching over and covering her breasts with her forearms as she ran behind the tree. Laura cursed like a sailor as she pulled her bikini back down, then pulled her t-shirt off. When Laura came back over to Jack, she glared at him.

“What?” Jack said.

“This is the last time I let you pick my bathing suit,” Laura scowled.

Jack bent down to pull off his sneakers and socks. He brought them over to where Laura had put her things. Jack was already wearing his swimsuit, and he left his polo shirt on to protect his peeling upper body from the sun.

Laura took Jack’s hand and they wading across the pond to get to the base of the falls. The water was fairly low at that time of year and only came up to Laura’s bottom. When they got over to the base of the falls, they hesitated, looking at how other people were climbing the falls. But after a few moments, Laura started making her way up as Jack followed her lead. They moved slowly and carefully up, making their way over the rounded mounds of stone and through the little ponds of clear water that had formed in the depressions.

After going up about halfway, Laura and Jack stopped to look out at the view.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” Laura said, looking out into the treetops full of squawking birds.

“Ya,” Jack said, looking around. “This was a good idea,” he said, looking over at her.

Laura smiled, then turned and started climbing again, Jack following behind as she led the way on her hands and her feet, climbing up like a primate. When Laura and Jack were almost at the top, they found a little pool of water that was just big enough for both of them. Laura pulled Jack over, then let go of his hand as she eased down into the bathtub-sized depression. Laura looked up at Jack who was still standing. “Come on,” she said, scooting over a bit. “It’s big enough for both of us.”

Jack eased down into the depression with her, the curve of the bottom forcing them together, the water coming up to their chests. Laura let her hand rest on Jack’s thigh beneath the water. She smiled over at him, then lay back along the sloping stone, looking up at the pale blue sky above. The cold water felt wonderful after the long, hot bus ride. And it was doing wonders for the more tender areas of her anatomy.

Laura relaxed back on the cool, rough stone, just looking up into the sky for a few minutes. She was glad they had gotten away from the hotel for a while. And, though she liked Ajani, she was glad to have gotten some distance from him, as well. Laura felt like a problem gambler stepping out of a dark and smoky casino and into the fresh air. She could breathe again.

After a few minutes, Laura sat forward. She watched the other couples making their way up the falls or lounging in one of the little depressions. Why couldn’t she just be like those couples, she wondered. Why did she have to keep screwing some waiter like, as Jack had so eloquently put it, some bitch in heat. Sure, the sex was amazing, but there’s more to life.

As Laura relaxed next to Jack, she thought about everything she’d done behind Jack's back. Like most engineers, Laura was a sensible, pragmatic person by nature. This had served her well, growing up with an alcoholic mother and trying to stay focused in school. But her practical nature had also left her somewhat lacking in the varied experiences that life could offer. Laura wondered if her little fling with Ajani had just been some sort delayed reaction to that, a way sowing some wild oats she hadn’t been aware of. Or was there something more that kept drawing her back to the sweet-natured Jamaican, something more than just the size of his penis. She really wasn’t sure. But one thing she was sure about was that it couldn’t go on. If she was going to have any chance of making her marriage work, she needed to stop seeing Ajani. Period.

Laura looked over at Jack and said, “This is fun,” as she squeezed his thigh under the water.

“Ya,” Jack said, looking over at her.

“How’s your headache?” Laura asked.

“Better, I think,” Jack said, as if just realizing his hangover had abated somewhat.

“It’s the cold water,” Laura said.

Jack looked over at her quizzically.

“My mom always took cold showers when she had a bad hangover.”

“Oh,” Jack said. He looked out over the forest. “She might be onto something.”

The two of them were quiet for a few minutes, both of them looking out at the forest and the sky.

But after a while, Laura looked over at Jack and said, “Jack?”

Jack looked over at her.

“Can I ask you something?”

“Uh huh.”

“And I need you to tell me the truth,” Laura added. “I won’t be mad, but I need the truth. Ok?”

Jack studied her for a moment, then said, “Ok.”

Laura thought for a long moment, then said, “Why did you sleep with Jennifer?”

Jack looked surprised at the question.

“I mean, what did she have that I didn’t?” Laura added, trying to clarify.

Jack’s expression morphed quickly from surprise to what seemed like mild irritation. “Laura, do we really have to get into this again? Can’t we just enjoy ourselves?”

“No. I’m really curious. What did Jennifer have that I didn’t?”

Over the last six months of marriage counseling and the long talks into the night, this was the one thing Laura never quite understood. She looked over at Jack, waiting.

“Laura, can we please not get into this right now.”

“No. I really need to know,” Laura said. “Am I not sexy enough or something?” Laura looked at him. “Do I need to go out and buy a bunch of lingerie to keep you interested?”

Jack seemed to struggle for an answer. “Laura, you’re fine just the way you are.”

“Well, if I’m so fine, then why did you sleep with Jennifer?”

“It was just a mistake. I’ve told you over and over.” Jack looked at her imploringly. “Can’t we just move past it?”

Laura thought about that. And then she thought about Ajani, and all of her mistakes over the last week or so. She was quiet for a long few moments.

Finally, Laura said, “Ok. We can start over. But I have one condition.”

Jack waited.

“Swear to me that it was just Jennifer, and just that one time.”

Jack seemed to hesitate slightly, but then said, “I swear.”

“You promise?” Laura said, holding his eyes.

“I promise. Cross my heart and hope to die.”

Laura studied him for a long, long moment, searching his eyes. Finally, she said, “Ok.”

“Now, can we put this all behind us?” Jack asked.

Laura smiled, then turned so her body faced his. She wrapped her arms around his waist and hugged him hard. “Yes,” she said as she held him tight for a long, long moment. She pulled away, smiling and happy, truly happy after a long six months of doubt and insecurity.

Laura turned forward again and looked out at the jungle, feeling as though a great weight had been lifted, and that everything really was going to be alright.

But then a tension entered her body. She wondered if she should confess and tell Jack all the things she’d done with Ajani, get everything out there so they could truly start fresh.

Laura thought about it for a few minutes, then decided she just couldn’t. She couldn’t tell Jack what she’d done. She knew him. He would want all the details, and she knew he wouldn’t be able to handle those details. She couldn’t imagine many men who could. 

Laura peeked down into the clear water, looking down at the front of Jack’s swimsuit. The simple truth was that she had slept with Ajani not because he was sweet, or kind, or any of that. She had done it simply because Ajani had more inside his swimsuit than Jack. She wasn’t proud of it. But that was the simple truth. Laura, for whatever reason, had needed to know what it was like to be with a bigger man. That was the plain truth. There was no way she could tell Jack that. It would destroy him, and almost certainly destroy their marriage.

After a long few minutes, Laura turned to Jack and said, “I’m sorry.”

Jack turned to her with a surprised expression. “What for?”

Laura hesitated. “I don’t know… For everything, I guess.”

Jack smiled. “Me too, sweetheart. Me too.”


Chapter 14

Car Talk with Meryl

A few days later, on their last day in Jamaica, Laura and Jack were lounging in bed, though it was quickly approaching noon.

Laura hadn’t seen Ajani since that afternoon. She and Jack had stayed busy over the last couple days, going into town one day to explore and buy a few last-minute gifts. It was easier now not to think about Ajani, Laura realized. Ever since their talk at Dunn’s River Falls, Laura felt closer to Jack.

Laura snapped her laptop shut and rubbed at her eyes. Tired of laying around, she finally dragged herself out of bed, saying, “I’m gonna go for a run.”

Jack glanced up from the USA Today sports page as Laura went into the bathroom. After peeing and brushing her teeth, Laura came out and started getting into her running clothes.

Laura pulled on a pair of running shorts, then brought her sports top down over her naked breasts. She picked up an elastic band from the dresser and pulled her hair into a ponytail, fitting the elastic tight against the back of her head, her glossy ponytail arcing down thick and heavy. As Laura pulled on her shoes, she looked up and asked, “What are you gonna do?”

“I don’t know,” Jack said, laying the paper down on his lap. “Maybe go down to the pool for a while,” he said through a long yawn.

“That’s a good idea. You should get outta the room for a while.” Laura synched her laces, then came over to Jack’s nightstand. She took one of the keycards, then bent down and gave Jack a kiss. “I’ll see ya later.”

“See ya,” Jack said, raising the sports section up again as Laura tucked the key card in a small pocket of her shorts and headed for the door.

When Laura got downstairs, she took a banana and a coffee from the buffet. She ate the banana and took a few sips of coffee as she decided on how far to run. She usually ran an easy four miles. But today, in honor of their last day, Laura decided to do a 10k, about six miles. She fiddled with her new wristwatch thing, setting it for three miles. She would turn around when the alarm went off. That would give her about the right distance.

Laura weaved through the beach umbrellas and made her way down to the hard sand. She did some stretches, then started off at an easy jog, of course, going in the opposite direction to Ajani’s little beach house.

✽✽✽

An hour later, Laura came slogging up the sand, headed for the rear entrance to the hotel. She trudged through the deep sand, her face glowing, her thighs pumped up and burning from the final quarter-mile sprint through the soft sand.

As Laura zigzagged through the maroon beach umbrellas, she heard her name being called.

“Laura!”

She stopped and looked around, then saw Meryl waving to her from the same umbrella they had shared a week before. Laura smiled and waved back. She started toward Meryl, wondering if that particular umbrella was her umbrella, reserved for her and only her by a well-compensated hotel staff. Meryl seemed like the type of woman who got what she wanted.

Laura came walking over, her Nikes wet and heavy with sand. “Hi!” Laura said, smiling down at Meryl.

Meryl sat up a little. “Hi, yourself! You really are a runner,” Meryl said, as she looked down to Laura’s strong, and now, tan legs.

“Ya," Laura said, smiling. "I try to be,” she said, her chest expanding and contracting as she caught her breath.

“Have a seat,” Meryl said, patting the cushion of the unoccupied lounge chair next to her.

“Ok,” Laura said as she took a couple big breaths. She sat heavily onto the chair, her full breasts bouncing slightly as she plopped down.

Meryl relaxed back into her chair and let Laura get her breathing under control.

After a few moments, Laura asked, “Where’s your husband?”

Meryl pointed with her chin at a small gathering of people about fifty yards away. “He’s taking another scuba class.”

Laura looked over at the small group of mostly men gathered around the same curvy, female instructor who had taught Jack’s class. “Oh, ya,” Laura smiled. “My husband took her class a few days ago. He really had fun.”

Meryl looked down the beach at the group of novice scuba divers. “I think Harry has a little thing for the instructor. This is the third class he’s taken with her.”

“Ya,” Laura smiled. “I think my husband likes her too. She is pretty hot.”

Meryl nodded. “Ya. What I wouldn’t give for a body like that.” Meryl looked over at the scuba students as they began shrugging into their equipment. “Oh, hell,” Meryl said, looking over at Laura. “Let the guy have his fun. I know I am.” She shot Laura a conspiratorial smile.

Laura looked down at her lap, slightly embarrassed by Meryl’s admission. After a moment, Laura looked up again and asked, “Meryl…Do you mind if I ask you something?”

“Shoot,” Meryl said, her expression open and receptive as she looked over at Laura, her sunglasses pushed up on her head.

Laura hesitated a beat, then said, “Um…Does your husband know…” Laura hesitated again. “You know, what you do here?”

Meryl gave Laura a rather indulgent smile, then looked back over at the group of scuba students. “Harry doesn’t really want to know.” She looked back at Laura. “You may find this surprising, but we have a good marriage.” Meryl looked at Laura for a long moment, then continued. “Harry realizes that there are some things he just can’t give me…..no matter how big his bank account is.”

Laura nodded, understanding completely as she recalled her various encounters with the well-endowed room service man.

“So, Harry and I have a kind of understanding,” Meryl continued. “He doesn’t mind…as long as I’m discreet about it.”

Laura nodded again, thinking about this for a moment. “I’m sorry,” Laura finally said. “I shouldn’t have asked you that. It’s really none of my business.”

Meryl reached over and patted Laura’s hand. “Don’t be silly, sweetie. You can ask me anything you like.”

Meryl took her hand back, then studied Laura for a long moment. Finally, she said, “Can I ask you something?”

“Shoot,” Laura said, smiling, trying to imitate Meryl’s open and friendly manner.

Meryl smiled a Laura’s imitation of her, then held Laura’s eyes for a moment. “Did you ever try the Jamaican sausage?” she asked.

Laura froze at the unexpected question, her cheeks instantly warming. Laura didn’t say anything, but her expression must have given her away, because a little smile came to Meryl’s lips. “So, how was it?” Meryl asked.

Laura didn’t bother trying to deny what she’d done. Instead, she gave Meryl’s question some thought, then finally said, “Uhhh…Well… it was different. That’s for sure.” Laura turned to look at the ocean, not able to maintain eye contact with Meryl.

Meryl said nothing. She just continued to look over at Laura, apparently waiting for the real answer to her question.

Laura tried to resist Meryl’s steady gaze. She could feel Meryl waiting for the truth, not willing to let her off the hook that easily. Finally, Laura looked back over at Meryl and said, “Ok. It was great. Is that what you’re waiting to hear!?” 

Laura looked away, a little angry and rather ashamed of her admission.

Meryl reached over and gave Laura’s hand another pat. “Laura. I’m not trying to make you feel bad.”

“Well I do feel bad,” Laura snapped. “It’s not Jack’s fault he doesn’t have a…you know…” Laura hesitated. “…a big one.”

“Of course, it’s not,” Meryl said. She looked over at the group of scuba students, then back at Laura.  “It’s not poor Harry’s fault either. It’s just a fact. Like being born with blue eyes. It’s no one’s fault.”

Laura said nothing, feeling guilty that, given the choice, she would prefer a man with a big penis.

Meryl looked over at Laura. “Honey, don’t beat yourself up. The simple fact is that black men are just better built for sex.” Meryl thought for a moment. “It’s like my Ferrari. It’s built for speed. It’s not the most comfortable car in the world, but if you wanna go fast, it’s the car you wanna be in.”

Laura looked over at Meryl with a slightly shocked expression. “You have a Ferrari?”

Meryl laughed at Laura’s incredulous expression. “The point is that most of the time, you don’t need a Ferrari. Most of the time, a Volvo is just fine. It’s safe and reliable and comfortable, and all a girl really needs ninety percent of the time.” Meryl paused for a moment. “But every once in a while, you wanna go fast. Every once in a while, you wanna feel the power of that big twelve-cylinder motor. Ya know?”

Laura nodded rather reluctantly, then turned and looked out at the ocean again. She thought about that for a moment, then looked back at Meryl. “But…what if you wanna go fast all the time?”

Meryl laughed lightly. “Well, therein lies the dilemma.” Meryl looked out at the ocean rather wistfully. “Whether to trade your Volvo in for something with more power, or stick with something comfortable and reliable. Women have been wrestling with that question for eons.” Meryl turned to Laura and smiled. “That’s something only you can decide.”

Meryl turned back to the sea. The two women were quiet for a few minutes as Laura considered that.

But Laura’s musings on the subject were brought to an abrupt halt when Meryl suddenly looked over and said excitedly, “Oh, hey! Did you hear?”

“Hear what?” Laura said, looking over at her.

“Last week. You didn’t hear? Some woman was getting banged senseless in the lady’s room!” Meryl said, smiling broadly. “You know, the one right off the lobby!”

Laura’s face went instantly hot. “What?” she managed to say, her voice cracking slightly.

“I can’t believe you didn’t hear about it,” Meryl said, wide-eyed. “Everyone in the hotel must know by now.”

Meryl sat up and leaned over her armrest toward Laura, looking excited to relay the details. “Ya. One of the hotel guys was banging some woman’s brains out right up against the stall door. A girlfriend of mine saw the whole thing!”

Laura couldn’t speak for a long moment. “Really?” she said, sure Meryl could see the guilt written all over her face.

But Meryl seemed so excited by the event that she apparently didn’t notice Laura’s guilty expression.

“Ya!” Meryl said, brows high. She lowered her voice and said, “My girlfriend said the woman was taking it so hard that the guy nearly banged her right through the stall door! He was really givin’ it to ‘er.” Meryl smiled broadly. “Can you imagine!?” Meryl said, breaking into a laugh.

Laura laughed nervously along with her, pretending to find the incident just as amusing. But inside, Laura was mortified, knowing that she was now the hotel slut, a woman who needed black cock so badly that she’d take it anywhere she could get it, even if it meant getting banged against a stall door with people watching.

Just then, one of the men from the scuba class came flopping up in his scuba gear and fins. He was a round, pink little man, wearing a Speedo of all things. Laura looked down at his bathing suit. It featured a small American flag going across the pouch for his penis. Laura thought the suit was a poor choice. Not only did it accentuate his small package, it seemed rather disrespectful to the American flag.

Meryl smiled as the man came toward them. Laura figured this must be the “Harry” she’d heard so much about. Laura rose from Harry’s lounge chair, saying, “Well. I should get going. It was really nice seeing you again.”

“You too, sweetie,” Meryl said, smiling up at her. “You take care.”

“You too,” Laura said.

When Laura was about ten yards away, she stopped and looked back. Meryl was up out of her chair and holding Harry’s hand at arm’s length as she looked down at his outfit, seeming to appraise it. Laura could tell from Harry’s smile that Meryl was being complimentary. Laura smiled, instantly recognizing Meryl’s adherence to rule number one for a good marriage — a well-timed compliment is the cure for ninety-nine percent of all marital difficulties. Laura watched as Meryl gave Harry a little kiss on the cheek and slapped him on the bottom as he waddled back toward the ocean.

Laura smiled, then turned and started walking toward the hotel.  


Chapter 15

Jack’s Earrings

When Laura got up to the room, Jack wasn’t there. She looked for a note, but didn’t see one anywhere. Then she remembered Jack saying he might go down to the pool. Laura went into the bathroom to take a shower. 

While she was in the shower, Laura hunched over and brought her fingers down to her vagina. She felt around and was relieved to find that she had finally recovered from her  two-hour session with Ajani a few days earlier. Laura let out a big sigh of relief. Ajani had really done a number on her that afternoon, and she was beginning to think her vagina wouldn’t close back up completely. It seemed to take a little longer each time she was with him. But her private parts were finally back to normal, thank God.

When Laura got out of the shower and began drying herself off, she thought maybe she’d treat Jack to some afternoon sex. She’d been putting him off ever since her emergency foray into anal sex a few nights ago. Since their talk at the falls, Laura felt like they had passed some kind of hurtle in their relationship. She felt closer to him now, like their little heart to heart at the waterfall had finally dissipated some lingering anger or resentment she’d been feeling. For the first time, she actually felt like things were going to work out. And what better way to celebrate than with a little “afternoon delight”.

Laura hummed the song, “Afternoon Delight” as she got ready in the bathroom, brushing her teeth and blow-drying her hair. She came walking out of the bathroom naked and squeaky clean and in a good mood. She was kind of excited. She was looking forward to an afternoon of intimacy. A weight seemed to have been lifted off of her. She felt hopeful and happy. And these feelings were making her a little horny. She couldn’t wait to get Jack in the sack and screw his brains out, make love like they had when they’d first started dating, all the baggage of the last six months put behind them.

Laura went over to the dresser and opened her underwear drawer, looking for something special to wear. But as she dug through her drawer of plain, cotton underwear, she found that it was slim pickings as far sexy attire went. Laura didn’t own any lingerie, aside from a few lacy bras she wore on special occasions. She picked up the one lacy bra she’d brought and considered it. But then she thought of something even better.

Laura dug around in the drawer, then said, “Oh good,” when she found the t-shirt she was looking for. It wasn’t just any t-shirt. It was a cropped t-shirt that came to just below her breasts and read “Property of the Seahawks” across the chest. Laura had bought it as kind of a gag when she and Jack first started sleeping together, knowing how much Jack loved the Seahawks. She had thought at the time that it might be fun to wear to bed. But when Laura had come walking out of the bathroom wearing the shirt and a pair of dark blue panties, Jack had gotten a raging hardon. 

Laura had been a little surprised at just how much Jack had liked the outfit. After Jack  humped her like a mad man, Laura found out that he had a serious thing about cheerleaders, and apparently, the shirt and panty combination had given her that cheerleader vibe he liked so much.

Laura put the shirt aside and looked for the bottom half of the outfit. Unfortunately, she hadn’t thought to bring the blue panties she usually wore. Laura dug around for something else. She considered her regular underwear, but they didn’t seem right. Jack was probably sick of them anyway, she thought. Laura dug around some more, then pulled out a pair of thin, summertime pajama shorts. She’d had them for years and they had shrunk substantially after hundreds of times through the wash, coming way up on her thighs, to the point where she needed to be careful not to expose herself unintentionally.

Laura wiggled into the thin, cotton shorts and looked at herself in the mirror above the dresser. The shorts didn’t even cover her ass all the way, the lower part of her butt hanging out the bottom. Perfect, she thought as she turned sideways and stuck her ass out like a fifty’s pinup girl. Laura got her Seahawks t-shirt and put it on, the bottom of her shirt just barely covering her breasts. Laura looked at herself again, her fists on her hips. Not bad, she thought. Laura gave her shoulders a little shimmy to watch her breasts move from side to side beneath the thin, cotton shirt.  Laura smiled. This outta do the trick!

As Laura combed her hair back with her fingers, checking herself in the mirror, the phone on the nightstand rang, a little red light blinking above the keypad. Laura turned to look at the phone, then came over quickly and picked up the receiver, thinking it was probably Jack.

“Hello,” she said, smiling, expecting to hear Jack’s voice at the other end.

But Laura’s smile faded when she heard a woman’s voice on the line, asking to speak to Mr. Barnes.

Laura said, “I’m sorry. He’s not here. This is Mrs. Barnes. Can I give him a message?”

Laura listened for a long few moments, then said, “What?” as a look of confusion came onto her face.

She listened for a few more moments, then said, “I’m sorry. But that’s not possible.”

Laura listened for a long minute, the blood draining from her face. “Are you sure?” she finally asked. Laura listened, then nodding numbly. “Ok…I’ll tell him,” she said in a quiet, vague voice, like she was in a mild state of shock.

Laura hung up the phone without looking, almost missing the cradle. She turned and leaned against the side of the bed, looking shell-shocked and pale. As she looked down blankly at the floor, Laura heard the sound of the door’s electronic lock whir and click. She looked up. The door was out of her view, but Laura looked over anyway, waiting for Jack to come around the corner.

When he came into view, Jack started slightly as he caught sight of her. “Oh!” he said. “I didn’t know you were back.”

Jack was wearing his swimsuit. He tossed his towel onto the chair by the end of the bed and asked, “How was the run?” He went over and tossed his key card onto the dresser, then looked over at her. His eyes got slightly bigger as he noticed her sexy outfit. “Wow,” he said, running his eyes down to her short pajama bottoms tight against her pubic mound and barely covering the neat triangle of curls that lay beneath.

Laura looked over at him, her eyes glistening as tears began to form.

Jack’s smile quickly faded. “What’s wrong?” he asked as he took a step toward her.

But as he took a step, Laura’s expression hardened, stopping him in his tracks. Jack stood at the foot of the bed and waited.

After a rather long moment, Laura said in a calm and carefully neutral voice, “The Miami Marriot just called.”

“What?” Jack said, his face falling slightly.

“Ya,” Laura continued. “Apparently, you left a pair of earrings in your room.” Laura’s voice was cold and even.

“Earrings?” Jack smiled nervously. “What room?”

“Room four-seventeen,” Laura said. “The maid found them in the bathroom.”

Laura waited for Jack’s reaction. But, like most good salesmen, Jack had a flawless poker face. He barely flinched.

“Laura, I really don’t know what you’re talking about,” Jack said, managing to look both amused and incredulous at the same time.             

“Oh really,” Laura said. “So, you didn’t stay in room four-seventeen at the airport Marriot the day you went to meet Kathryn Lambert?”

Jack laughed nervously, then stammered, “Of course not. Why would I get a room?”

Laura ignored the question, saying, “Apparently, this resort is owned by the same company that owns the airport Marriot. When they found the earring, they got your name from your credit card bill, then finally tracked you here.”

Jack’s mouth opened as if he wanted to say something, but nothing came out.

“I don’t suppose Kathryn Lambert owns a pair of star-shaped, emerald earrings, does she?”

Laura stood there, waiting.

“I don’t know,” Jack said, defensively.

“Well, maybe we should call her and check,” Laura said, turning to the nightstand. She picked up the phone. “What’s her number?” Laura looked over at Jack, her finger poised over the keypad.

Jack said nothing, looking like a man who’s just stepped on a landmine and knows he’s about to be blown to bits.

After a long moment of waiting, Laura slammed the phone back into its cradle and shouted, “On my birthday, Jack!!!...You screwed Kathryn on my fucking BIRTHDAY!!!!!!””

Jack just looked at her.

Laura glared at him, waiting. Then her eyes went big with a realization. “That’s why you couldn’t get it up when you got back!”

Again, Jack seemed at a loss for words.

“She must’ve really worn you out!!” Laura shouted, fixing him with a cold look. “Don’t tell me you actually got it up twice!!!” Laura shouted, her voice dripping with sarcasm as she looked down at the front of Jack’s swimsuit. “She must really be something.”

“Laura, please…I can explain,” Jack said, holding his hands out to his sides.

Laura started toward Jack, then whooshed by him. She picked up her shoes and plopped down in the chair by the window. Laura brought right ankle over her knee and jammed her shoe onto her foot, Jack’s eyes going down between Laura’s legs, her right labia clearly visible. Jack looked up from her exposed vagina as Laura uncrossed her legs and reached down for her other running shoe. He just watched helplessly as Laura yanked on her other shoe, then stood without doing up the laces.

Laura stormed past Jack on her way to the door, not even looking at him.

As Laura reached for the door, Jack said, “Laura,” in an imploring voice. He looked at her incredulously. “Laura! You can’t go out like that.”

Laura pulled the door open, then shouted, “Watch me!!!”

Laura left the room and strode down the hall toward the elevator, her shoe laces swinging and slapping on the beige carpet.

Jack hurried over and came out into the hallway as Laura marched away. “Laura!” he called.

But Laura didn’t look back. She didn’t even break stride until she reached the elevator doors and slammed her palm against the “down” button, the doors opening instantly as if the elevator had been waiting for her. Laura stepped in and turned around. She hit the “L” button as Jack hurried down the hall after her.

When he got to the closing elevator doors, he said, “Come on, Laura!...Can’t we talk about this!!!”

Laura looked at him through the closing gap and said, “I’m done talking, Jack.”

When the elevator doors opened down at the lobby, Laura rose up from synching her laces and strode across the polished stone floor with her jaw set. Her eyes were focused on the large opening which led out to the beach, so oblivious to her surroundings that she didn’t notice the double takes as men got short glimpses of her pale breasts as they bounced and swung inside her short t-shirt.

Laura emerged from the hotel and marched through the deep sand, heading for the water. When she got to the wet sand, she turned right and strode purposefully down the beach, heading for Ajani’s house. As Laura stomped down the beach, all she could think of was how Jack had promised, swore to her that it had only been once, that it had just been Jennifer. In her mind’s eye, Laura saw Jack in bed with the beautiful billionaire, saw the woman’s long, lustrous hair bouncing and swinging as she rode Jack on top of crisp white sheets, Jack smiling up at her lovely face. Laura pushed the image out of her mind as she stomped down the beach toward Ajani’s house.

Laura marched through the sand, looking straight ahead, a laser-like focus in her eyes. She fully intending to screw Ajani’s brains out in retaliation. She’d show Jack. She was gonna fuck Ajani until she couldn’t take anymore. Then she was gonna come back and tell Jack all about it. She’d give him every last detail, how big Ajani was, and how many times he’d made her cum. Everything! By the time she was done with Jack, he would be quivering shell of a man.

But as Laura stomped down the beach, planning her revenge, her pace suddenly slowed as she thought about everything she’d done. What right did she have to be angry, she asked herself. Laura continued down the beach, thinking, recalling everything she’d done with Ajani. 

Then Laura stopped walking as she recalled what she’d done just a few days ago. She had let Ajani fuck her in full view of about a hundred people, one of them being her husband. She had no right to be angry. If anything, she was worse than Jack. At least he’d gone to Miami to fuck someone. She’d fucked Ajani right in front of him. Laura just stood there for a long few moments, torn between her guilt and her anger, her anger pushing her toward Ajani, while her guilt tried to pull her back to Jack.

But after a long few moments, Laura’s anger finally won out. She started walking again, her pace gradually increasing as she marched down the beach. It was Jack who had drawn first blood, she thought. He had screwed Jennifer six months ago. He probably would have gotten away with it if she hadn’t found that hotel receipt. And who knows how many times he had gotten away with it. For all she knew, he might have been screwing around the whole time they were married. Besides, she thought, what kind of man would sleep with another woman on his wife’s birthday.

Laura stomped down the beach, taking big strides as she made her way to Ajani’s house. She’d show Jack how it feels! Her feminine pride was deeply wounded. Well now, she was going to wound Jack’s male pride. And there’s no better way to hurt a man than to screw a bigger man and then tell him all about it. She’d tell Jack how she came and came, how she begged for more of that big, black cock, how she couldn't get enough of it!

As Laura got closer to Ajani’s house, her mind swirled with revenge fantasies, each one crueler and more sadistic than the last. She imagined Jack chasing after her and somehow finding Ajani’s beach house. She saw Jack bursting in as Ajani rammed his big, black cock in and out of her. She could just see Jack staring in disbelief as some black guy fucked her brains out. Laura’s fury fueled her imagination even further. She saw herself taking on a whole gang of black men, getting gang-banged, a big, black cock in her mouth as another one rammed in and out of her married pussy, two more huge dicks in her hands. She saw herself taking the men in every possible way, all as Jack looked on helplessly.

Laura’s revenge fantasies faded as she arrived at Ajani’s house and bounded up onto the porch. “Ajani, it’s me!” she called as she pounded on the door, her face set hard with anger and hurt.

Laura waited, her chest heaving with emotion.

But after a few long moments, there was no answer.

Laura pounded on the door again. “Ajani!” she called through the closed door.

Laura waited. But there was still no answer.

Laura went over to one of the windows and put her hands up to the glass, looking through the thin curtains. There was no one inside. Laura could see the bed with its old-fashioned headboard of spiraling steel. She could see the small stone fireplace in the corner. But she couldn’t see Ajani. The house was empty.

“Fuck!” she hissed as she turned away from the window and stepped over to the front edge of the porch.

Laura looked up and down the beach. But Ajani was nowhere to be seen. Laura’s tense, bunched-up shoulders slowly dropped down in defeat and despair. Laura stood there, deflated, suddenly feeling very tired, her emotions having completely drained her. She needed to sit down.

Laura looked behind her at the single rickety wooden chair on the porch. She went over and dropped down onto it, the weathered, straw seat creaking as it took her weight. Laura bent forward, bringing the points of her elbows down onto her thighs as she buried her face in her hands, her anger suddenly turning to sadness, tears welling up. Laura wasn’t sure if she was crying because of what Jack had done, or because of what she had done, or simply because Ajani wasn’t there. Ajani seemed like the only friend she had, and she really wanted to see him.

After a few minutes, Laura brought her hands away from her face and sniffled. She wiped at her eyes and looked out at the ocean, her fantasy of revenge now just that, a fantasy that would never be realized. Not that she could have gone through with it. Sure, she would have had sex with Ajani. But she could never be so sadistic as to come back and give Jack all the details. It might be over between her and Jack, but she could never be that cruel.

After a few more minutes, Laura took a deep, cleansing breath and stood up. She gathered herself, then stepped off the porch into the deep, soft sand. Laura looked at Ajani’s little beach house one last time, then turned and started walking back to the hotel.


Chapter 16

Laura Gets Caught Spying

But as Laura began walking down the beach, she heard something. She stopped and listened. After a moment, she heard it again. It was faint, but unmistakable. It was the sound of men laughing. Laura looked around. She couldn’t figure out where it was coming from. The beach was completely empty in both directions. Then Laura heard it again. She looked toward the sound. It was coming from inside the forest. That’s when she saw it, the little path leading to the waterfall.

Laura walked over to the path and stopped. She looked into the jungle, waiting for the sound to repeat. Laura stood there for a long moment, listening. Then she heard it again, faint laughter coming from inside the rain forest. Laura stepped closer, drawn to the sound like a siren’s song, the deep-throated laughter luring her into the forest. She took a couple steps along the path, then stopped, not sure she should keep going. Laura began walking into the cool darkness of the jungle.

Laura walked cautiously down the narrow path, remembering Ajani’s warning — do not stray from the path. Laura followed the sound of men’s laughter, moving quietly through the forest like a girl in fairytale being drawn into a dark and mysterious world. The narrow path, carpeted with fallen leaves, was soft and spongy under her feet. Laura approached silently. Soon, the sound of the crashing surf faded behind her, gradually replaced by the sound of falling water and men’s laughter.

When Laura came to the edge of the clearing, she stopped and stepped to the side, getting behind a large fern. Laura peeked out through the thin fronds and saw three black men in the pool. One of them was Ajani. The men were playing like boys, chasing and dunking one another like three teenagers in a backyard swimming pool. 

As Laura looked out over the grassy field, she noticed a blanket. It undulated atop the thick carpet of green grass, which formed a kind of lumpy cushion beneath it. All around the blanket, Laura saw cast off clothing. She saw shorts and t-shirts, shoes and underwear, all strewn about as if the men had stripped quickly, in a hurry to get into the water. Laura didn’t blame them. It was warm in the clearing as the sun shone down through the whole in the canopy.

Laura brought her attention back to the men. She found Ajani in the water. She watched as he chased down one of the other men, then rose up on the man’s shoulders, pushing him down below the surface. Laura laughed quietly as Ajani beat a hasty retreat from the man he’d just dunked. Ajani splashed away from the man, then pushed himself up onto the narrow “shower” ledge. He turned toward the other two men, his long, rubbery penis swinging into view as he faced them. Laura looked down at his member swinging between his thighs. His cock hadn’t even had a chance to come to rest before Ajani turned toward the moss-covered rocks behind him and started to climb up the wall.

Laura looked on with concern as Ajani carefully scaled the jagged stone wall, wondering what he was doing. When he was about ten feet above the lagoon, Ajani balanced on a protruding rock and turned to face the water. He looked down at the other two men as they treaded water, looking up at him. Ajani stood there for a moment, then let out a great yowl as he leapt off the wall, his long legs kicking in the air as he descended, then crashed down in front of the other two men.

Laura laughed quietly.

As Ajani surfaced, one of the other men swam over and climbed up onto the shower ledge. Laura recognized the man. It was the waiter from the beach, the one Meryl had fondled that day. He climbed up the rock face, apparently intending to do the same thing as Ajani. But when he reached the rock Ajani had jumped from, he went past it, climbing maybe five feet higher. He found his own ledge to perch on, then turned to face the water. Laura looked down his body at his penis. It was a bit smaller than Ajani’s, but still quite respectable. Laura looked back up at his face as he looked down at the water for a moment, then jumped. His jump was much less flamboyant than Ajani’s, though. He just dropped down like a stone with his arms at his sides, sliding into the water like a blunt knife.

As he went under the surface, Laura watched the third man climb from the water onto the shower ledge. Laura was struck by how powerfully built he was. His back was broad and muscular, and his neck was pretty much non-existent, the muscles of his upper back going all the way up to the base of his skull. Laura looked down at his powerful ass and thick thighs as he climbed out of the water like some kind of mythical beast. She’d hate to meet that guy in dark alley, she thought to herself.

When the hulking black man got up onto the shower rock, he turned to the other two men and raised his arms triumphantly, as if he was declaring himself the winner in some contest Laura was unaware of. But as the muscleman held his arms high in victory, Laura’s eyes went wide in disbelief. “Oh my God,” she mumbled, stunned and astonished by the size of the man’s penis. It was gigantic!

Laura stared in disbelief as the man’s enormous cock hung down to the middle of his thighs like an obese, black Boa constrictor. His dick looked like it weighed five pounds! 

Laura’s mouth dropped open slightly, her eyes wide as she watched the man’s enormous cock swing pendulously between his muscular thighs. As the muscleman held his arms high, seemingly declaring himself the winner in some unknown contest, Laura wondered if this was a contest of penis size. If so, this man was the clearly winner. His cock was much longer and fatter than either of the other two men’s. It was quite possibly the biggest dick in all of Jamaica.

But when the man turned and started climbing up the wall, Laura realized that this wasn’t a contest of penis size. It was one of daring. Each man was trying to outdo the last, going higher up the wall before jumping into the water. Laura watched as the hugely endowed black man climbed higher than both of the other men, his enormous cock still visible between his legs as he climbed with his back to Laura. Laura found herself a little worried for the man as his cock swung precariously close to the jagged rocks.

When the man was about twenty-five feet up the wall, he turned toward the water and looked down. Laura waited, a little nervous for him. He was awfully high up. The man just stood there, looking down, apparently trying to work up the courage to jump. Though his cock was huge, he seemed to be somewhat lacking in the balls department, because he delayed for quite some time. As Laura waited for him to work up the nerve to jump, she took the opportunity to study his penis some more. The scale of it was simply jaw-dropping, like some mad scientist had grafted an elephant dick onto his body.

But, as Laura stared at his cock, the man finally jumped from the ledge, his heavy member lagging behind the rest of his body due to its great mass and resulting inertia.  Laura followed the man down into the water, a great roar of cheers coming from the other two men as he went under.

As Laura waited for the muscleman to surface, a little worried that he might be dragged to the bottom by the weight of his penis, she was surprised to her name called — “Laura!!!”

Laura almost jumped from her hiding place at the sound of her name. She looked toward the sound and saw Ajani smiling over at her. He had somehow spotting her behind the fern. He began swimming over as Laura reluctantly stepped out from her poorly chosen hiding place.

Embarrassed that she’d been caught spying, Laura looked over at the path and briefly considered running away before Ajani could get over to her. But he was already climbing out of the water before she could decide. Laura caught a brief glimpse of Ajani’s penis as he got out of the water, then quickly covered himself. He came trotting over, smiling broadly, his hands over his genitals.

“Laura!” he called as he came jogging over. When he got to her, Ajani kept his hands low and smiled shyly, like a young boy caught skinny-dipping in his parent’s pool. “You are here!” he said, seeming very happy to see her.

Laura gave him an embarrassed look. “I’m sorry, Ajani. I didn’t mean to spy. I heard you guys and…” Laura paused, looking over at the other two men, then back at Ajani. “…I just wanted to say goodbye.”

“Goodbye?” Ajani said, his happy expression quickly morphing into surprise, then, just as quickly, into sadness.

“Ya. We’re leaving tomorrow, and I just wanted to say goodbye,” Laura said, quickly dismissing her plans for a revenge fuck. If Ajani had been alone, she definitely would have done it. But with his two friends there, it threw a bit of a monkey wrench in her plans.

“Oh,” Ajani said, casting his eyes downward, seeming instantly despondent that Laura would be leaving soon.

Laura stood there, waiting for him to say something. But Ajani seemed at loss for words. Finally, after waiting a few long moments, Laura said, “Well… I guess I better get back.”

Laura started to turn, but then turned back around and said, “It was really nice getting to know you, Ajani.” She looked at him for a long moment. “I really mean that.” She just stood there  for a moment, waiting to see if Ajani was going to say something.

But Ajani didn’t seem to know how to respond. He just stood there too, looking at her with those big, sad eyes of his.

Laura finally said, “Ok. Well...Bye.” She turned to go.

“Laura!”

Laura turned back to him, her brows raised.

“Please, Miss. Come and swim with us before you go,” he said. He looked up at the bright sun coming down. “It is so beautiful today. And the water is very nice.”

Laura looked up at him with surprise, then peeked over at the other two men. They were standing in a shallow part of the pool, the water coming up to abdomens as they quietly watched the exchange between her and Ajani.

After considering for a moment, Laura smiled shyly as she shook her head. “Thanks, but I should get back.” She looked over at the other two men again and said, “Besides, you’re with your friends. I don’t want to intrude. I just wanted to say goodbye.”

Laura reached out and briefly touched his wet forearm, giving him a wistful smile. “I’ll see ya.”

Laura began to turn again.

“No! Please, Laura,” Ajani said. “Just come in for a little while. One last swim before you go back to America.”

Laura couldn’t help smiling. She couldn’t remember ever hearing someone refer to the US as “America”. Laura’s smile faded as she thought for a moment. She peeked over at the other two men again and said, “Are you sure your friends wouldn’t mind?”

“You are my friend too, Laura.”

Laura smiled, taking this as a great compliment. Laura thought for another moment, then said, looking down at herself, “I didn’t bring a suit.”

A broad smile spread across Ajani’s face. “We do not have suits either!” He looked down at his hands.

Laura let out a little laugh. “Ya. I noticed,” she said, smiling down at Ajani’s hands as they hid his penis from view.

Ajani laughed, then said, “You can wear this,” as he looked down at Laura’s pajama shorts and thin t-shirt.

Laura glanced down at herself, thinking.

Seeing that Laura was wavering, Ajani brought his hands up and clasped them together in a begging gesture. “Pleeease, Miss.”

Laura’s eyes went wide as she looked down at his uncovered penis. “Ajani!”

“Oh! Sorry, Miss,” he said, quickly bringing his hands back down.

Laura considered for another long moment, then said, “Ok. Maybe I’ll come in for a little while. But I can’t stay long.”

Ajani broke out in a wide grin. “Thank you, Miss!”

Laura’s expression went playfully stern.

“I mean, thank you, Laura,” he corrected.

Laura smiled.

Ajani turned and ran back down the path, then dove into the water. When he emerged, he treaded water and turned back in Laura’s direction. “Come, Laura. Come and meet my friends!”

“Ok!” Laura called raising her hand to him.

Ajani spun in the water and started swimming over to the other two men as Laura walked over to the edge of the pool. She stood there for a moment, remembering her revenge fantasies, particularly the ones involving a gang of black men. This seemed like the perfect opportunity to live out those fantasies. Laura looked over at the three men, wondering if she should do it just to get even with Jack. But she quickly dismissed the idea. She couldn’t do it. It was one thing to fantasize. But it was another thing to actually do it. In the end, she just didn’t have the guts.

Laura knelt down and started pulling at the knots in her laces. She pulled her running shoes off and carried them back over to the blanket, setting them neatly onto it. Laura came back over to the edge of the lagoon. She looked over at the men standing together in waist-high water. They were looking over at her, waiting patiently. 

Laura smiled over at them, then dove in.


Chapter 17

You’re It!

Laura arced through the cool water, then rose up into warm sun. She broke the surface with her face tilted upward, her dark hair flowing back in a thick sheet that  hung to her shoulders. Laura treaded water for a moment, enjoying the cool water. The temperature was perfect. She looked over at the waiting men, then went horizontal, aiming herself at them. She swam smoothly over in long, languid breast strokes.

When Laura got over to the men, she saw the large rock ledge they were standing on. She found her footing and climbed up onto it. Laura rose up out of the water, standing tall and straight as she smiled at the men and combed her hair back. The water only came up to her belly button, and Laura’s thin t-shirt clung to her well-formed breasts like wet rice paper, the slightly darker skin of her nipples and areolae clearly visible through the soaked fabric.

Laura nodded shyly as the men took furtive looks down at her chest. She could feel that her nipples were hard and pressing against the inside of her shirt. After a rather long moment, Laura finally turned to Ajani, raising her brows at him as if waiting for the introductions to be made.

Ajani, perhaps somewhat distracted by Laura’s body, started slightly at her expectant look, saying, “Oh! Sorry, Miss.”

He turned to the man on his left and said, “This is Eldon, Miss.”

Laura turned to the man Meryl had groped that day. “Hi,” Laura said, smiling over at him as she extended her hand. “I think we’ve already met.”

Eldon gave her a quizzical look.

“On the beach. Remember? I was with Mrs. Aldridge.”

Eldon seemed to think for a moment. “Oh, yes!” he finally said, nodding and taking her hand. Laura wasn’t sure if he actually remembered her, or if he was just being polite. Laura smiled over at Eldon as they shook hands. Then she looked over at Ajani again.

“And this is Nuru, Miss,” Ajani said, looking over at the heavily-muscled and heavily-hung man to his right.

Laura turned to the man, trying hard not to look down into the water at his enormous penis.

“He is from Nigeria,” Ajani added. “He was a soldier. But now he works at the hotel.”

“A soldier, really,” Laura said, looking up at the muscular, black man, her brows raised as if impressed.

Laura smiled up at Nuru as she extended her hand to him. He seemed to be a bit older than the other two men, maybe in his early thirties, Laura guessed. And he was very dark skinned, perhaps the darkest black man she’d ever met.

When Nuru took her small hand, Laura said, ”It’s very nice to meet you, Nuru,” her words sounding almost formal, as if she was the wife of the US Ambassador to Nigeria, welcoming an honored guest to her dinner party. Laura waited for some sort of reply, but none came, aside from a small nod. Laura looked over at Ajani with a question in her eyes.

Seeing her quizzical look, Ajani said, “Oh! I am sorry, Miss. Nuru does not speak English. He has just arrived recently.”

“Oh,” Laura said, turning back to the African as he kept her fixed in his intense gaze, a gaze that made her slightly nervous. She was glad the other two men were there. 

Laura gave him a shy nod, then dropped her hand from his. Unable to resist any longer, Laura followed her hand down, peeking briefly into the clear water at the man's penis, her eyes widening involuntarily before she quickly looked back up. 

Laura stood there, hoping the men hadn’t noticed her rather alarmed reaction to the size of Nuru’s member. But, as she stood somewhat awkwardly in front of the men, Ajani startled Laura by touching her on the shoulder and saying, “You are it, Miss!”

Laura looked up at Ajani with a surprised expression. But before she could say anything, Ajani dove off the ledge into the deeper water and started splashing away. As she watched Ajani swim off toward the right side of the pond, the other two men jumped in as well. They also sped away from her, all three of them heading off in different directions. Laura watched the men splashing away, realizing that a game of tag had been initiated, and she was apparently “it”.

“Hey!” Laura called, grinning at the escaping men as they instantly reverted back to the three rambunctious boys she had been spying on earlier. “That’s not fair!”

Laura hesitated for a moment, not sure if she should partake in the game. After all, she was the only woman, and her “playmates” were three naked black men. But after a moment’s consideration, Laura decided that it would be rude not to join in. So, she surveyed the scene, trying to decide who to go after. Naturally, she chose Ajani, mostly because he was the only one she felt comfortable “tagging”.

Laura set her sights on Ajani and dove in. She pulled smoothly through the water, her small feet scissoring mechanically like a dainty propeller, her smile showing each time she turned her head to the side to take a breath. This was just what she needed to take her mind off her troubles with Jack — a wholesome game of water tag. 

The game conjured up memories of Laura’s vagabond childhood, growing up in a series of apartment complexes. Each complex usually had a pool. And she could still remember playing Marco Polo with the other latch-key kids, only coming in when called to a dinner of macaroni and cheese or fast food take-out, her eyes stinging and red from the chlorine.

Laura was much smaller than the men, but she was also much faster. The men were splashing noisily and rather ineffectually through the water. Whereas, Laura, having done three summers in Junior Lifeguards, barely made a ripple as she stroked smoothly and efficiently along the surface, her strong, trim body cutting through the water like a dolphin as she came after Ajani. 

Laura was barely breathing hard as she came to within a few strokes of Ajani's thrashing and splashing feet. Laura smiled broadly as she was about to reach for his ankle. But just then, someone grabbed her ankle, bringing her to an abrupt stop as Ajani splashed away unaware of how lucky he’d been.

Laura turned as Eldon released her foot and started splashing away in the opposite direction like a puppy wanting to play. She pushed the hair away from her face and called, “Hey!” grinning from ear to ear.

Laura went horizontal and gave chase, moving through the water with graceful power as Eldon flailed like a child. He was easy prey. Laura quickly caught up to him and began laughing as she grabbed for his foot, Eldon kicking up a barrage of white water, trying to blind her as she reached for him.

Laura laughed uncontrollably as she tried to get through the tumult of white water and tag him. Finally, not messing around anymore, Laura kicked hard and lunged for him with her arm outstretched, reaching blindly into the eruption of foamy, white water. Unfortunately, Laura propelled herself a little too strongly, overshooting the mark significantly. Her hand came up high between Eldon’s thrashing legs and brushed down Eldon’s wiggling penis, halting her laughter instantly, a little jolt sexual excitement moving through her when she realized what she’d just touched.

The shock of accidently touching Eldon’s genitals caused Laura’s attack to pause just long enough for him to get some distance. Laura watched him getting away, somewhat outraged. She’d tagged him. Sure, it wasn’t exactly a conventional spot to tag someone, but still. 

“Hey!” Laura called, scowling at him. “Ok. Now you’re really gonna get it!” she shouted.

Laura’s expression turned to one of determination as she went horizontal and buried her face in the water, coming after him like a navy destroyer. Laura pulled strongly through the water, her feet a blur as they churned a small wake behind her. Laura caught up to him, and this time she wasn’t laughing. Laura came up to his kicking feet, determined to teach him a lesson. She stretched her arm out and catapulted herself between his legs, her hand sliding up his thigh until she found what she was looking for. Laura wrapped her other arm around his thigh, locking herself to him as she held his six-inch penis for a long moment and said, “Now, you’re it!”

Laura unwrapped her arm from Eldon's thigh and let her fingers slide loosely down his penis before turning and accelerating quickly away from him. But as she made her escape, Laura discovered that her acceleration was a little too quick for the light elastic waistband of her pajama shorts. The elastic lost its grip on her hips, and her shorts slid halfway down her ass. 

Laura let out a little cry of surprise and stopped, pulling her shorts back up as she treaded water. She got her shorts up as Eldon came splashing toward her. She went horizontal and started swimming again, barely getting away as Eldon lunged for her. Laura gradually opened up a gap between her and Eldon, accelerating more smoothly this time so her shorts had a better chance of staying on.

When Laura had enough distance from Eldon, she stopped and pulled up her shorts again, taunting him with a triumphant smile. Laura treaded water, grinning over at Eldon as he caught his breath. When he tried for her again, Laura swam a wide arc around him, then stopped again, smiling confidently. Eldon came after her again, but Laura did another wide arc around him and  treaded water comfortably out of reach. Eldon tried a couple more times, but then gave up. Laura was literally swimming circles around him. As Eldon gasped for breath, Laura gave him a wide grin and a teasing little finger wave as she treaded water out of reach.

Eldon finally had no choice but to go after an easier target. He looked around, then went swimming after Nuru way over to the left side of the pond as Laura swam over to the right to join Ajani.

Ajani was sitting on a submerged boulder on the far right side of the rock wall. Laura swam over. The boulder Ajani was sitting on was like a gently sloping bench seat of stone, just wide enough for two people. “Can I join you,” Laura asked, smiling up at him as she treaded water.

“Yes. Of course, Miss,” Ajani said, scooting over to make room for her.

“Thanks,” Laura said, stroking over to him.

Laura looked for a way up onto the smooth boulder, but the gently sloping ledge had no good handholds. Laura extended her hand to Ajani. “Can you help me?”

Ajani reached down and pulled Laura up as she tried to use her free palm against the rough surface of the boulder to help push herself up. Laura made her way up with Ajani’s help, then turned to face the main lagoon as she got up into a sitting position next to him, holding onto his left thigh as she scooted close. “Thanks,” she said again as she got settled next to him, her hand still on his thigh.

Ajani smiled over at Laura as she snuggled up next to him like a girl wanting to get closer to her boyfriend on the couch. They sat pressed against each other, their shared body heat warming the junction between them, the water coming up to just below Laura’s breasts. Laura took a moment to catch her breath, wiggling her bottom a little to get comfortable.

Laura looked down into the water past her dangling feet. “It’s a lot deeper here,” she said, looking down. She couldn’t even see the bottom. She looked back up and shot Ajani a playful smile. “I wonder if there are any snakes down there,” she said, remembering Ajani’s little joke from before.

Ajani smiled, apparently remembering the joke, as well.

“This is fun,” Laura said, smiling over at him. “Thanks for inviting me.”

Ajani smiled and nodded over at her as if to say, you’re welcome.

Laura held Ajani’s eyes for a moment, then looked over at Eldon from Ajani's private little spot far away from the other two men. Eldon was trying to corner Nuru over on the other side of the lagoon, the two of them splashing around like kids. Laura smiled over at Ajani as if to say, would ya look at those guys.

As Laura turned back to watch the other men, she peeked down into the water at Ajani’s penis. She could see that it was somewhat swollen and hovering just above his thighs.

“Speaking of big snakes,” Laura said, giving Ajani a playful smile, then looking back down at his penis.

Ajani followed Laura’s eyes down to his penis, then shot her a shy look, but didn’t say anything. Laura smiled at Ajani’s awkwardness, then turned her attention back to Eldon as he tried to trap Nuru in a shallow part of the lagoon. 

After watching the other two men for a few minutes, Laura peeked down at Ajani’s penis again, noting that it was a bit higher than before, now well away from his thighs and pointing up at a thirty-degree angle. Laura began sliding her hand slowly up Ajani’s thigh. When her fingers found the base of his cock, she wrapped them gently around it. 

Laura looked up at Ajani as his body tensed slightly at her touch. “Is this ok?” she asked quietly.

Ajani looked over at her and nodded, his face weak, his lips slightly parted, like a teenage boy being touched for the first time by a pretty girl.

Laura gave him a shy smile, then moved her hand lightly up his stiffening shaft.

Laura felt Ajani tense again. She looked forward as she stroked him lightly, her fingers riding along his skin in a series of feather-light touches.

Laura looked over at him again. “Just look forward,” she said quietly. “I don’t want those guys to know.”  

Ajani nodded stiffly, his breathing going shallow. Laura smiled at Ajani’s tense expression, then turned to look out at the lagoon again, trying to make it look as if nothing was happening should the other men look over. She wanted this to be private, just between her and Ajani.

Ajani looked across the pond at the other two men as they splashed around in the shallows. But his eyes were unfocused and unseeing, his attention fully occupied by Laura's gentle touches.

It wasn’t long before Ajani was fully erect, the head of his cock just below the surface of the water. Laura looked down at it. She started to jack Ajani off with more purpose, her jaw tensing as she gripped his large cock firmly.

After a few moments, Laura looked up at Ajani, studying his face as she jacked him off beneath the water, her hand tight around his cock, her bicep flexing as she pulled.

As Laura jacked Ajani off, she felt his hand slide onto her thigh, his fingers burrowing between her legs. Laura spread them for him, Ajani's dark hand moving up her inner thighs to her vagina. Ajani pulled the crotch panel of Laura’s shorts away as she raised up slightly off the rock. Laura’s mouth fell open as Ajani worked a finger between her labia and penetrated her.

Laura bit down lightly on her lower lip as she continued to pull on Ajani’s cock as he pushed his finger in and out. Laura closed her eyes and breathed in and out, the two of them no longer aware of the other men.

After a few minutes, Laura was making a weak sound, her eyes half-closed as she got closer, Ajani working her vagina skillfully as she tried to keep pulling on his cock. But then, something pulled her out of her reverie, the sound of someone splashing toward them. Laura opened her eyes fully and tried to focus as Nuru came charging toward them. 

“Oh shit,” Laura said, snapping out of her altered state at Nuru’s fast approach. Apparently, Eldon had finally tagged Nuru, and now he was coming for her and Ajani.

Laura released Ajani’s cock and slid down off the rock, Ajani following her down into the water. Laura looked around for the best route of escape, but Nuru was already on top of them, just a few yards away. Laura had no choice. She grabbed Ajani and pushed him out in front of her, using him as a human shield as Nuru got over to them. Laura couldn’t help laughing as she steered poor Ajani around, keeping him between her and the muscular African. The water boiled around them as Laura moved Ajani around like a puppet, laughing uncontrollably, determined not to be tagged, even if it meant sacrificing poor Ajani.

But it was clear that Nuru had no interest in Ajani as he tried to reach around him and get to her. “What’s wrong with him!?” Laura cried through her laughter as she offered Ajani up like a sacrificial lamb.

But Nuru wasn’t interested in her offer. He continued to grab at Laura as her shirt floated up around her, her pale breasts shifting and bouncing as she moved Ajani around and tried to avoid Nuru’s grasping hand. Nuru seemed determined to tag her, his eyes going down to her exposed breasts as he reached for her. From the fevered look in Nuru’s eyes, Laura got the feeling that this innocent game of tag had gotten a little more serious, and that she should get out of there as quickly as possible. That’s when she suddenly remembered how deep the water was right there.

Laura planted her feet against the rock behind her and said, “Sorry, Ajani,” as she shoved him hard into Nuru. As Ajani crashed into Nuru, Laura took a deep breath and dropped under the water, her shirt nearly coming up over her head as she pushed off of Ajani’s butt, driving herself straight down. Laura aimed herself at the bottom, then blew out as much air as she could spare, trying to reduce her buoyancy. She pulled hard through the water, kicking feverishly down into the darkness. When she felt the sandy bottom, Laura blew out a little more air and started making her way under the two men like a Navy Seal.

As Laura tried to make her way stealthily along the bottom, she turned to look up, sure that Nuru was about to come for her. But as Laura looked up at the men backlit by the sun, she was shocked by what she saw. Nuru had a raging hardon. It was wagging back and forth as stiff as a shotgun barrel, and nearly as long. Apparently, Laura had been right about the look in Nuru's eyes. He seemed to have more on his mind than just tagging her. Ajani’s erection had waned somewhat, but he too was noticeably pumped-up.

Laura continued along the bottom, trying to get to the center of the pond where she knew she could outswim the men. A few moments later, Laura broke the surface, taking a big, gasping breath of air. She breathed in and out as the two men spun in circles, looking for her like a magician’s assistant who has just vanished into thin air.

When the men finally saw her twenty yards away, Laura grinned over at them triumphantly. “What’s wrong, guys!” she called in a teasing voice. “Can’t even catch a girl!?”

But when the two men locked their eyes on her, Laura realized that her haughty tone may have been a mistake. The two of them went horizontal and launched toward her like two torpedoes. Laura let out a surprised cry as both men came after her. Laura turned and began kicking hard, shouting back over her shoulder, “No fair!!!...That’s two against one!!!”

But as Laura sped off across the pond, she was horrified to feel her shorts coming down again. Fuck, she thought as her shorts came down to the middle of her bottom, the cleft of her ass now visible as she pulled hard through the water, her feet scissoring and churning up a frothy wake. But she didn’t dare stop, not with the wild look in the men’s eyes. What in God’s name had she gotten herself into! 

Laura continued to swim hard, her shorts inching down as she tried to get away, her tone bottom, no doubt, making a tantalizing target for the two black torpedoes looking to deliver their “payload”.

Fortunately, now that Laura was in open water, she was able to stay ahead of the men. She swam with smooth power as Nuru and Ajani thrashed inefficiently through the water. When she got a comfortable distance away from them, Laura stopped to quickly pull up her shorts. 

But as she pulled her shorts up, Laura saw that the situation had just gone from bad to worse. Eldon was heading straight for her, coming from the opposite direction. He was joining the pack, as well. Now, all three of them were after her!

Laura let out another high-pitched cry, then went horizontal again, aiming herself perpendicular to the men’s double-pronged attack. She kicked hard for the shoreline as her shorts started to inch down again, the sight of Nuru’s huge erection making her wonder whether this game had taken on a whole new objective. Oddly though, Laura couldn’t deny feeling a strange mixture of fear and sexual excitement. The idea of being chased and possibly caught by three well-endowed black men was kind of turning her on. As Laura’s shorts continued to move lower, she couldn’t help wondering what might happen should the men catch her with her pants down, so to speak. 

Laura swam hard for the safety of the grassy bank. But as she neared it, Ajani suddenly came in front of her, intercepting her escape route. Laura came to a screeching stop just feet away from him. Ajani smiled at her, as if to say, gotcha! Laura flashed him a quick smile, then changed course, accelerating for the other bank, her shorts now well down her bottom, her flexing ass moving along the surface as she sped away from him.

Laura was just a few yards from the other bank when Eldon suddenly came out of nowhere, blocking her. Laura put on the brakes and gave her shorts a quick tug before changing course again. She tried for the gap between Ajani and Nuru. But the men saw her plan and closed ranks, blocking her that way too. Laura turned without stopping. She swam for another gap, one that had opened up between Ajani and Eldon. But again, it was too late. Laura turned again and tried to go for the shower ledge. But couldn’t make it in time. Each route she took was blocked before she could get to safety. Laura kept turning and swimming, turning and swimming. But there were three of them and only one of her. No matter what she tried, they kept intercepting her.

Laura swam in circles like a fish caught in a closing net. And each time she turned, the men closed the net a little more, slowly and methodically hemming her in. Laura continued to swim around and around as the men herded her over to a secluded part of the lagoon. Finally,  she had nowhere else to go. She was trapped.

Laura treaded water, panting from the chase, the men close around her. Laura looked up at the men, her shorts so far down now that brown curls peeked up above the waistband. Laura reached down and pulled her shorts back up as she treaded water. The men were breathing heavily as they pressed in around her, their bodies forming the walls of a watery prison cell.

Laura spun around to face Ajani. “Ok. You got me,” she said, smiling, formally capitulating like a general whose forces have been outmaneuvered.

Ajani met Laura’s smiling eyes. She waited a few moments, then said, still smiling, “Ok, Ajani. You got me. Now let me out.”

As Laura waited to be released, she suddenly noticed that Ajani wasn’t treading water. He was standing. In all the excitement, she hadn’t realized how shallow this part of the pool was. Laura pointed her toes down, reaching for the bottom. She could feel it. Laura stood on the balls of her feet, her chin jutting up above the water, her feet in constant motion, like an inexperienced ballerina trying to stay up on her toes. 

Laura danced around on her tippy toes, looking up at Ajani, waiting. She could feel her shirt floating up again, exposing her breasts to the men. She reached up and pulled her shirt back down, then put her hands out to her sides to help keep her balance. To let her calves relax, Laura began bobbing up and down, her mouth going down into the water for a moment, then coming above the surface again so she could take a quick breath.

After bouncing up and down a few times, Laura decided to turn on the charm. She balanced up on her toes and flashed Ajani her best smile as she said, “Ok. You’ve had your fun, Ajani. Now let me out.”

But Ajani didn’t fall for it. He shook his head, smiling down at her. “I am sorry, Miss. But we have caught you. You belong to us now.”

Laura let out a spontaneous little laugh. “Oh really?” she smiled, her brows high with surprise. “And what, pray tell, are you guys gonna do with me? Now that I…belong to you?”

But Ajani’s only reply was to cock his head slightly and shrug his shoulders, as if to say, you’ll just have to wait and see, won’t you.

Laura smiled and dropped back down in the water, resting her calves for a moment, her shirt floating up again. Laura studied Ajani as she bobbed up and down, intermittently exposing her breasts to the men, an undeniable sexual tension beginning to develop between her and the three black men. That’s when Laura felt Nuru’s erection brushing against her bottom as she bounced up and down. Laura felt a little shot of adrenaline go through her as the tip of his hard cock played over her shorts.

Laura came up onto her toes again and held Ajani’s eyes for a long moment. Then she said with a slight smile, “So…you guys think you can hold me, do you?”

Ajani nodded confidently.

Laura looked at him for another long moment, then said, “Well…..we’ll just see about that!”

And, almost before the words were out of her mouth, Laura dropped down in the water and lunged for the gap between Ajani and Eldon, her feet slipping in the soft sand as she tried to pry the two men apart. She grunted and strained beneath the water as she tried to get through the gap. But she couldn’t separate them. Laura felt hands reach down for her and pull her back up to the surface, Ajani’s hand going into her billowing t-shirt and finding her left breast as he pulled her up.

Laura came up gasping, her hair hanging down in her face. The men released her like anglers easing their catch back into the water. Somewhat winded from her hasty escape attempt, Laura breathed in and out as she began bouncing up and down again. She pushed the hair out of her eyes as her shirt floated up to the surface like a jelly fish, her pale breasts bouncing beneath the surface, her nipples distended and hard. Laura didn’t say anything about the groping she’d received. She accepted it as part of the game. For the moment, she was their captor, and as such, the men had certain rights. The spoils of war, she figured.

Laura bobbed up and down for a few moments, catching her breath as she shot Ajani a private little smile, conceding that he’d won the first round. But Laura’s smile instantly disappeared as she suddenly made a second attempt, this time, dropping down and faking toward the same gap before pushing off of Eldon and going for the opposite gap. She planted her feet on Eldon’s and used him as leverage, trying to push through the gap between Ajani and Nuru. But when she was halfway through, Ajani and Nuru pressed into her, pinning her in place, her upper body on the outside while her ass and legs remained on the inside.

Ajani and Nuru drug her back up again, but not before groping her breasts thoroughly as Eldon’s fingers went up into her shorts. Laura popped to the surface, coughing and gasping, her hair down over her eyes again, a little shocked at how blatantly the men had taken liberties with her body. Laura breathed in and out as she pushed her hair away again. She would have liked to say that she was outraged by the men’s roving hands. But the honest truth was she liked it.

Laura bounced up and down again, eyeing Ajani as she considered her situation for a few moments. It was obvious what the men wanted. And by now, she wanted it too. But there was just one problem. She didn’t want this turning into a free for all. She needed to take control of the situation before it got out of hand. She needed to establish some kind of order. Right now, the men were like three wild stallions. She knew she couldn’t break them, but she needed to at least get them under control. As any good equestrian will tell you, when you’ve got that much muscle between your legs, you need to take charge of it. Otherwise, things could quickly get out of hand. Laura needed to take charge of the situation. She needed to get the psychological advantage, somehow. But how?

That’s when Laura felt Nuru’s cock against her ass again. As the African teased her with his dick, Laura suddenly got an idea. She stopped bouncing and balanced on her toes again. She smiled up at Ajani and said, half turning her head back to Nuru, “I think your friend kinda likes me.”

Ajani followed Laura’s slightly turned head and looked over her shoulder at the muscular African. “Yes, Miss. I think he does.”

Laura shot Ajani a conspiratorial look, then spun around in the water. She smiled up at Nuru and said in a flirtatious, slightly teasing tone, “Is that true, Nuru?  Do you kinda like me?” 

Laura held Nuru’s eyes for a moment, then looked down into the water at his massive erection. She looked back up, making her eyes big and innocent as she said, “You know…it was my birthday last week.” She looked back down at his cock. “Do you have a present for me?”

As the African looked down at her, seeming somewhat confused by Laura’s sudden change in demeanor, Laura reached out, taking hold of the huge cock. “Boy,” she smiled. “That’s quite a spear you've got there.” She gave the dense muscle a little squeeze, then said, “Are all African men so… well-armed?”

The African’s brows rose up as Laura fondled his cock, trying hard to hide her astonishment at how big it felt. Laura waited a moment, then said, “Mind if I take a closer look?”

Without waiting for a reply she knew wouldn’t be coming, Laura dropped straight down, her thick, brown hair moving away from her head in soft swirls as she brought her face down to Nuru’s cock. Laura hovered in front of Nuru, face to face with his enormous appendage. It was like going nose to nose with a Great White shark and trying not to shit your pants.

As the men looked down at her, Laura eased forward, bringing her lips closer to the tip of Nuru’s dick, as if she intended to kiss it. Laura held her position with the flowing motions of her outstretched arms, like a beautiful mermaid about to perform fellatio. Laura’s lips came forward, just a fraction of an inch away from the end of Nuru’s cock. She puckered her lips out and came forward a little more. But just as her lips were about to make contact, Laura’s hands suddenly shot down to Nuru’s feet.

Nuru’s erection grazed Laura’s left cheek as she reached down and clamped her hands around his ankles. Laura planted her feet in the sand and pushed up with all her strength, using her strong, runner’s thighs to heave the man up off the bottom. Laura grunted beneath the water as Nuru’s buoyancy worked against him, and he rose up off the bottom. As Nuru moved upward, Laura pushed forward as hard as she could, like an offensive lineman trying to break through the defensive line and get at the quarterback. Nuru’s rising body spun around his high center of mass, falling onto the other two men as Laura released his ankles and shot beneath him into open water.

By the time the men had disentangled themselves, Laura was rising up to the surface twenty yards away and stroking toward the shore. A few moments later, as the men came clamoring after her, Laura calmly climbed out of the water and onto the path. Laura turned to look over at the men, a little smile of victory playing on her lips as she planted her fists on her hips, her wet clothing sculpting her shapely body for them. “Lose something, guys?!” she called over, grinning.

As the men splashed over, Laura turned and sashayed over to the blanket, her three stallions now a bit more tame and ready to be mounted.

By the time the three men came rushing over, Laura was scrubbing at her hair with one of their towels. “Hey, guys,” Laura smiled, pausing for a moment as she peeked out from under the towel. “What took ya so long?”

Laura went back to drying her hair. As she did, Laura peeked down at the three black cocks, her heart thumping hard at the thought of what she was about to do.

After scrubbing at her hair for a few moments, Laura brought the towel down and said, “Well. This was fun guys. But I really should be getting back.” Laura ran her fingers through her partially dried hair, combing it back in a thick wave. “Jack must be wondering where I am.”

Laura went back to drying herself, bringing the towel down and running it over her wet t-shirt, soaking up the excess water as she pushed it over her breasts. Laura’s soft, natural breasts moved and deformed under the pressure of the towel as she glanced down at their cocks again. Eldon and Ajani were “pumped up”, but not fully hard. Nuru, on the other hand, seemed raring to go. His dick looked as hard as a chunk of coral as Laura continued to run the towel over her shirt, letting the friction of the terry cloth drag it up to reveal brief glimpses of her breasts.

Laura brought the towel down her tone midriff to her pajama shorts, the texture of her pubic hair showing through the thin, wet cotton. She looked down at herself as she scrubbed at her pubic mound and said, “I’m so wet.” 

She smiled up at the men, hoping they’d caught her double meaning.

By the time Laura was done “drying” herself a couple minutes later, Eldon and Ajani had caught up with Nuru. All three men were fully hard. Laura looked down at the men’s protruding members, her brows arching high in mock surprise. “Boy. You guys sure know how to make a girl feel wanted.” 

Laura flashed the men a playful smile as she brought her eyes up from their erections. Still maintaining her little charade that she needed to get back to the hotel, Laura looked back down and said, “That’s a very tempting offer,   guys, but I’m not sure how my husband would feel about it.”

Laura wasn’t really sure why she was keeping up the pretext that she was going somewhere. It was silly. The men weren’t idiots. They obviously knew what she was doing. Still, she was grateful that they were playing along. She needed a little time to work up to this. After all, it wasn’t every day that a girl took on three black guys.

Laura stepped over to her shoes and picked them up, then sat down on the blanket. She brought her right knee up and put on her shoe. But as she started lacing it up, Laura let her left knee fall off to the side, her thighs splayed open as she did her laces. She could feel the men looking down between her legs, but she pretended to be unaware of it. The idea that the men were looking down at her partially exposed vagina was unbelievably exciting to her. Laura could feel herself getting wet, her fingers trembling as she tied the bow knot on her shoe. Laura repeated the process for her left shoe, this time, letting her right knee fall off to the side, her swelling labia peeking out at either side of the bunched-up crotch panel of her shorts.

By the time Laura had her shoes on, her heart was pounding out of her chest. She tried not to show her excitement  as she stood and said, “Well…I guess I should be getting back.” Laura looked over at the men, her cheeks now glowing. She was so horny she could hardly stand it. Laura stood there for a long moment, wondering what to do next. Then she noticed the little rivulets of water on the men’s bodies. The warm sun had partially dried the men, but they were still a little wet.

Laura looked up at them. “Come ‘ere," she said. "The least I can do is help dry you guys off before I go.”

The men hesitated slightly, but then Ajani stepped forward, the other two men following suit. The men came over rather tentatively and stood in front of Laura. They seemed to have lost their earlier assertiveness. Laura almost smiled as they stood in front of her like three shy elementary school boys standing naked and aroused in front of a pretty high school girl.

Laura gave the men a little smile, then went around behind them. She ran the towel briskly over their backs and butts and legs, performing her task with the brusque efficiency of a mom drying her three boys after their bi-weekly bath. When she was done, Laura rose back up and gave Ajani's ass a playful swat as she came back around in front of them. Laura went about drying their chests and arms with the same no-nonsense effeciency as she'd used on their backsides. 

After finishing with the men's upper bodies, Laura looked down. She hesitated at the sight of the three large erections, her heart thumping hard as she looked down at them. After a noticable pause, Laura dropped to her knees.

Laura didn't bother with the men's legs, going straight to what she was most interested in. She ran the towel over each man's cock, trying hard to keep her hands from shaking. This was especially difficult when she got to Nuru's cock, which was simply breath-taking in scale. She figured it was at least fourteen-inches long, and extremely thick. She had to force herself to remain calm as the gigantic phallus wagged stiffly beneath her towel.

When Laura was finally done drying the men, she sat back on her calves to take in her handiwork. She looked down the barrels of the three huge cocks and said with a smile, “Now I know what it feels like to be in front of a firing squad.”

Laura grinned up at the men as she set the towel aside. 

Laura looked back down, taking in the men's impressive erections. The men happened to be lined up in order of size, Eldon on the left, Ajani in the center, and Nuru on the right, their dicks going from big, to bigger, to Holy shit!!!

As Laura sat back on her calves, taking the men in for a moment, she noticed a bead of precum oozing from the tip of Nuru’s cock. The man was seriously hard, the gnarled network of veins bulging with blood as his erection pulsed in time with his heartbeat.

Laura watched, somewhat mesmerized, as the precum slowly oozed out, forming into a large bead. It wasn’t long before the bead was too heavy to maintain its spherical shape and began to elongate, stretching down as thick as honey. But, just as the three-inch string of cum was about to detach, Laura suddenly came forward, lightly grasping Nuru’s hips as she extended her tongue to catch the stretching filament of cum before it could drip down. Laura collected the thick liquid onto her tongue, then continued up to the tip of Nuru's dick, licking the dome of dark skin languidly as she closed her eyes, a moment later, making an “Mmmmmm” sound as she swallowed.

After a long moment, as if savoring the taste of what she'd just ingested, Laura opened her eyes. She looked up at the men. They seemed somewhat taken aback by what she'd just done. Laura gave the men a slightly embarrassed look as she said, “Sorry. It didn’t seem right to waste it.”

And with this small but significant gesture, the ice was finally broken. Laura held the men’s eyes for a moment, then brought her attention back to Nuru's erection. She came forward and started to suck on the plum-sized head of Nuru’s uncircumcised cock, her full lips pursing out  as she sucked at the smooth dome of jet-black skin peeking out beyond Nuru's foreskin. 

Laura worked the end of Nuru’s monster cock with gradually increasing comfort and enthusiasm. Within a few minutes, like a woman falling in love, Laura was kissing Nuru’s cock tenderly between gentle sucks, her pink lips plump and moist on the big head, the foreskin shifting and moving as she bobbed quietly on the huge, black cock.

After a few more minutes, Laura sat back on her calves again, her face flushed with arousal as she breathed in and out. She looked up at the men, flashing them a playful smile as she said  between breaths, “Actually...(breath, breath)...I'm sure Jack won't mind...(breath)...if I’m a little late getting back.” 

Laura grinned up at the men, then came forward. She  took Nuru’s erection in both hands and began bobbing on it again. Laura worked Nuru's enormous member, her mouth stretched wide as she tried to take in the head.  Laura made enthusiastic "Mmm" sounds as she gripped Nuru's dick in her widely spaced hands, her fingers barely able to get around half of his immense girth. 

After a few more minutes, Laura pulled back again. She breathed in and out for a moment, catching her breath, Nuru’s cock still in her hands. Laura looked at it with amazed eyes. “It’s so fucking big,” she said, not quite able to believe the scale of Nuru's cock. Laura looked wide-eyed at Nuru’s enormous organ, then turned her gaze up to the men as if looking for confirmation of her rather obvious observation. But the men just looked down at her blankly, as if not nearly as impressed as she seemed to be.

Laura looked back down at the giant cock in her hands. She dove back onto it, running her lips down the shaft, the fat veins feeling like thick twine under his skin as she kissed down the side of his cock, almost seeming to worship the big phallus. Laura ran her mouth back up the shaft and bobbed on the head, sucking like a wild woman, her saliva running down the shaft as she slurped and sucked and licked, devouring the man. She couldn’t get enough. She was overwhelmed, enthralled by the scale of Nuru's cock.

After a while, Laura pulled back again, gasping for air. “Fuck” she said, her chest heaving now. Laura breathed in and out like a wild animal as she stared at the huge, black cock in her hands. “I can’t get enough of it,” she said between big breaths, her chest expanding and contracting.

As she caught her breath, Laura raised Nuru’s cock up as if wanting to examine it more thoroughly. She pointing the shaft up at a forty-five-degree angle and looked at Nuru’s low-slung ball sack. “My god,” she muttered, staring at his scrotum. Nuru’s ball sack hung down below the shaft a good four inches, stretched out by the weight of his huge testicles, each one as big as a of billiard ball. 

Laura looked up at Nuru, giving him a you’ve-got-to-be-kidding look. She looked back down, shuttering to think how much cum was stored up in those bull-sized testicles.

Continuing to hold his cock up, Laura brought her lips to the underside of the tapered shaft, thicker at the root than at the tip. She kissed her way down the fourteen-inch cock, bringing her mouth down to his low-hanging balls. Laura kissed and sucked at his heavy scrotum, enraptured by the size and weight of his balls. Laura tipped her face up and sucked at Nuru’s balls, letting the shaft run all the way up her face and rest on her forehead. After satisfying her hunger for black balls, Laura licked her way back up the shaft, then sat back onto her haunches again, her face hot, her vagina soaking the crotch of her shorts.

Laura looked up at the men, her cheeks glowing with intense arousal. “Sorry,” she said in a wavering voice. “I just need a minute.” Laura breathed in and out as she sat on her calves, her hands trembling as they rested on her thighs.

After a few long moments, Laura came up onto her knees again. She scooted over in front of Ajani. Laura took Ajani into her mouth, his penis more familiar to her. She was more relaxed as she bobbed quietly on his more manageable cock, occasionally swiveling her eyes up to him, their connection still intact as he looked down at her with warm, kind eyes, Laura making quiet “Mmmm” sounds around his cock.

After a few minutes, Laura scooted over to Eldon. As she took him into her mouth, Laura was very much aware of the decrease in size as she went down the line of men. But, what really struck her was just how small Jack’s penis was, even when compared to the smallest of the three men in front of her. Compared to Eldon’s thick, eight-incher, Jack’s penis seemed like that of a boy, not a man. She couldn’t quite believe the change in her perspective. Jack’s penis had once seemed normal and perfectly adequate. But after seeing what she’d been missing, she wasn’t sure how she could ever go back to white men.

Laura sucked Eldon’s cock for a while, then began moving from man to man, servicing each one in turn, trying not to linger on any one man for too long, trying to be fair to all the men. Laura moved from cock to cock in no particular order, sucking each one for a few minutes, then moving on to the next. Laura couldn’t help thinking of an all-you-can-eat buffet as she gorged herself on black cock, her mouth moving hungrily from one dick to the next, her pelvis beginning to undulate with arousal.

As Laura sucked Ajani’s cock, Nuru hunched down, bringing his hand to her right breast. The men liked feeling her up as they waited for their turn. Laura liked it too. She liked being felt up by the men as she gave head. After a few moments, Eldon joined in, hunching down to take her left breast. Laura signaled her pleasure, making enthusiastic “Mmmm” sounds around Ajani’s cock. 

After a few minutes, the two outside men pulled at Laura’s shirt, trying to get it off of her. Laura pulled back from Ajani's cock and raised her arms as the men stripped her shirt off and tossed it aside. Laura came forward again, taking Ajani back into her mouth as the other men kneaded her warm breasts and pinched at her hard nipples, Laura continuing to make “Mmmm” sounds at their groping hands.

Laura reached up for Eldon and Nuru’s cocks as Ajani held his erection in her mouth. She started jacking off the outside men as they continued to grope her. Laura couldn’t help thinking that someone walking into the clearing at that moment would have been rather shocked by the scene — a pretty white woman down on her knees, servicing three black men at once.

Laura undulated with excitement, her hips moving forward and back, pantomiming intercourse as she pictured a forth black man fucking her from behind. In her mind’s eye, she saw a large, black man on his knees behind her, thrusting into her as she serviced the other men. The idea of doing four black guys at once made her whine with arousal, her abdomen flexing as she continued to undulate her hips forward and back. After a few minutes, Laura suddenly pulled back from the men and gasped, “Squeeze in. Ok?”

As Laura breathed in and out, she reached up and forced the men together, bunching them up until their shoulders were pressed tight against one another. The men angled their bodies toward her, holding their cocks so that their three erections formed a broad arrow aimed at Laura's mouth. “Ya. Like that,” she said, her voice thick with arousal.

Laura began working the three cocks again, the tips now so close that there was only a small gap between them. Laura moved seamlessly from one to another, devouring the men, sucking voraciously. Laura moved from cock to cock, running her mouth back and forth along the row of black dicks, nearly able to suck them all at once. Laura’s mouth was in constant motion, sucking and licking and slurping at the men’s engorged members, her chest heaving as a kind of unbridled lust took her over. It was as if she no longer had control over herself. It was as if the men had driven her into a kind of feeding frenzy. 

The men too seemed to get caught up in Laura’s animal lust. They began prodding and slapping at her with their heavy dicks, shoving them into her mouth or smacking her lightly across the cheek with them, one man forcing his cock into her mouth only to have another one take its place a moment later, the three black dicks engaged in an endless jousting battle for her hungry mouth.

As the feeding frenzy continued, Laura seemed to reach some kind of breaking point. As the men forced their cocks into her mouth, Laura spread her knees apart and reached down between her thighs. She grabbed the crotch of her shorts and wrenched it away from her vagina, stretching the thin material nearly to the point of tearing as she tried to gain access to her sopping vagina. 

The stretched-out crotch panel of her shorts hung down from her engorged labia as Laura began thrusting two fingers in and out of herself, her lubricant squishing and splashing out of her and onto her inner thighs. Laura whined and undulated as the men fed her their cocks, her saliva dripping down as her fingers stabbed furiously at her sopping vaginal canal.

After only a minute or so, Laura pulled back and gasped, “Fuck. I can’t stand it,” as she rose to her feet and started pushing at her shorts, desperately trying to get them down. 

When Laura got her shorts down, she stepped out of them and looked up at Ajani, her eyes red with arousal as she reached for his hand. Laura pulled him down on top of her as she lay back, spreading her legs. She reached down for his hot organ and guided it to her dripping hole, letting go as he pushed in. Laura gasped with relief as he went into her, sinking his cock almost all the way in. “Oh God,” she breathed, her head spinning.

Ajani began pumping hard and fast, his cock squishing in and out of her sloppy vagina, her copious lubricant splashing out of her. “Oh fuck,” she whimpered, pivoting up into him as he drove down into her. “Oh God yes,” she breathed as they worked together, both of their bodies undulating as they got into sync.

“Oh God!” Laura called up to the sky, oblivious to the other two men watching. “Oh God yes!!!” she called. Laura wrapped her arms around Ajani, her chin jutting up over his shoulder as she held him. “Fuck me! Oh GOD!!!!”

Laura held Ajani tight as he pumped, her red Nikes hovering above the blanket and swinging with each hard stab.

In less than a minute, Laura cried out, her eyes clamped tight. “Oh fuck! I’m gonna cum!!!” Laura’s face scrunched up tight, her brows knitting. “OH FUUUUUUCK!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

But then Laura’s eyes opened wide, an expression of shock and disbelief coming onto her face as her body started to buck wildly. Laura wrapped her arms around Ajani, her short nails digging into his back as she bounced off the blanket like ten-thousand volts were running through her body, her strong abdominals flexing so hard that she seemed to be trying to buck him off. Laura wrapped her legs around Ajani as she held him in a death grip, her body going wild and completely out of her control. Laura buried her face in the crook of Ajani's neck and squeezed her eyes closed, tears of emotion forcing their way out and running down her temples. Laura bit down hard on the side of Ajani's neck as she tried to ride out the violent orgasm, her body tensing and arching over and over again as her vagina spasmed around Ajani's ten-inch cock. 

For the next thirty seconds, Laura held on for dear life as she came and came and came. When it was over, Laura lay there breathing in and out, still hugging Ajani as aftershocks moved through her body causing her to shutter for a moment. When the aftershocks finally subsided, Laura was trembling and in a slight state of shock. 

After a long few moments, her grip on Ajani finally eased, the tension in her body slowly leaking away as pleasure endorphins flooded her brain like an injection of heroin. After a few more moments, Laura’s arms slipped from Ajani’s back, falling limply onto the blanket with a heavy thud. Then her ankles untwined, her knees falling open and jutting out from beneath Ajani’s dark body.

Laura breathed out a barely audible, “Holy fucking Christ.”

✽✽✽

Twenty minutes later, Laura was looking up into Ajani’s gentle eyes as he huffed and breathed above her. Laura looked down between them at his rippled abdomen and plunging cock, then looked back up, meeting Ajani's eyes as she shifted up and down the blanket. With her sexual needs more than satisfied, Laura turned her attention to Ajani's needs.

“Come on, Ajani,” Laura breathed, holding his eyes as his ass rose and fell between her lightly-tanned thighs.   “Don’t hold it in, baby. It's ok.”

Laura not only wanted him to cum. She wanted him to cum inside her. For some reason, she found the idea exciting. There was something about the taboo of a black man ejaculating into a white woman that really turned her on. 

Laura looked up at Ajani as she bumped off of his firm thrusts. "Come on, Ajani," she whispered. "Give it to me."

Ajani's expression turned confused as he looked down into her soft eyes.

"It's ok," she whispered. "I want you to."

Laura's yearning eyes and gentle words of encouragement seemed to have the effect she was hoping for. She felt Ajani ramp up the power of his thrusts.

“That's it,” she said, holding his eyes. “Give it to me, baby."

Laura’s soft breasts shifted up and down her chest as she took his harder thrusts. “Ya. Like that,” she said as she bumped up the blanket more abruptly, holding Ajani lightly at the sides of his ribcage. 

Laura looked down again. "Your cock's so big," she said, looking down at it, watching as it moved smoothly in and out of her. "I love how big you are," she whispered.

Laura looked back up at him as Ajani began fucking her a bit harder. “That’s it," Laura said. "Fuck me with that big thing." Laura's cheeks jiggled slightly with each solid stab as she  bumped up and down the blanket. 

It wasn't too long before Ajani’s face began to twist into a grimace. Laura could see that her stallion was coming down the homestretch. "Come on, baby," she grunted. "Fill my white pussy. I want it all."

Ajani grunted and breathed, getting closer with each thrust.

But, just as Ajani seemed on the verge of giving Laura what she wanted, she suddenly felt another orgasm coming on. Laura's expression turned to one of surprise as she said, “Oh fuck. I think I'm gonna cum again.” 

Laura was surprised. She'd already cum three times. She hadn't expected to cum again, not so soon. 

Laura’s face tightened as her red Nike’s swung and swayed in the air, her ass rolling up off the blanket with each deep thrust from Ajani. “Oh God,” Laura grimaced, her voice going high and tight as she got closer. 

But Ajani seemed to be right on the verge, himself. Laura looked up at him with pleading eyes. “Wait, Ajani...Not yet,” she begged as he plowed in and out of her.

Ajani tried to keep going, his white teeth clamped tightly together as he breathed in and out like a wild beast.

“Oh God, here it comes," Laura grimaced. "Oh God!...Oh God!!.......OH GOD!!!!!!!!!!!"

Laura's eyes rolled back as she began to shake and tremble, a wave of pleasure washing over her. But, just as that wave began to crest, she felt Ajani try to pull out. Laura wrapped her arms around Ajani and pulled him back down. Laura held him in a strong embrace as she shook and trembled,  Ajani struggling to break free before it was too late. But Laura held him tight, wanting desperately what he was trying to deny her. Ajani suddenly stiffened and let out an animal groan. Laura smiled when she felt him ejaculate, his ass flexing again and again and again as he flooded her receptive vagina with his black man's seed.

A few moments later, having filled Laura to overflowing, Ajani went limp and heavy on top of her. He breathed in and out, his chest pressing down against Laura’s breasts as they bulged out to the sides. After a long moment, Laura eased her grip on him and ran her hand up and down Ajani’s back in a soothing motion as she smiled over his shoulder. 

When Ajani finally rose up onto his hands, Laura was still smiling. She held Ajani's eyes in a silent exchange  between the two of them, an exchange that surely escaped the other two men's notice. Laura took her hands away so Ajani could pull out.

Laura grimaced as he withdrew. She was still sensitive. As the tip of Ajani's cock came out, a large volume of cum surged from Laura's wide-open vagina, as if his semen had been under pressure from her temporarily expanded vaginal canal. Ajani sat back onto his haunches, looking depleted and weak, his cum slowing to a steady ooze as it came back out of Laura's stretched vagina.

Looking a little shaky, Ajani moved out from between Laura’s legs and collapsed onto his butt, his legs extending out on the blanket in a wide “V”, his long, limp cock draped over his balls and pointing down at the blanket like a dead sea serpent.

Laura started to struggle up onto her elbows. But before she could, Eldon knelt down, taking Ajani’s place between her still-spread legs. Before Laura could say anything, Eldon was already coming down over her with his cock in his hand. Before she knew it, he was inside her and jack-hammering away at her still-sensitive pussy. Laura’s face scrunched up at the hard, fast fucking. Eldon was up on his elbows, his palms cupping  her shoulder blades. Laura took Eldon’s Jack Rabbit thrusts, her body jolting up the blanket with each hard stab, her slightly confused, slightly pained eyes fixed on the sky as Eldon’s balls slapped against her ass.

Laura bounced off of Eldon’s hard, fast stabs, her breasts jiggling and jostling like two half-spheres of Jello. Eldon looked down at Laura’s bouncing, swirling breasts as he fucked her like a man jacking-off to a folded-out Playboy centerfold, a series of sharp “Uh!” sounds escaping Laura’s parted lips — "Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!...”

It couldn’t have been more than two minutes when Laura opened her scrunched-up eyes only to see Eldon’s expression turn pained, his face beginning to twist into a grimace. Was he gonna cum already, Laura wondered. Laura looked up at Eldon’s twisted face as she bounced up and down the blanket. He was, she thought to herself. He was gonna cum already. As Laura jiggled and bounced beneath him, she wondered if it was because he was getting what she’d heard called “sloppy seconds”.  With her warm, freshly fucked vagina, well lubricated with Ajani’s cum, she must have felt pretty good to Eldon.

As Laura’s breasts bounced wildly, like a topless girl riding a mechanical bull, she felt another orgasm starting to build. 

“Oh…..G…..od!” Laura tried to say, her still sensitive vagina beginning to succumb to the onslaught. “Oh…..G..G…OD!!!” she tried to say again, her cheeks shuttering with each violent stab. “I’m….g…..na……cum,” Laura tried to say above the loud slapping sound coming from between her legs.

Laura suddenly cried out as Eldon continued to pound away at her spasming vagina. As Laura came, Eldon suddenly stopped, ramming himself deep as he let out a deep, animal groan, his hot cum filling Laura's vagina for the second time in the last five minutes.

A long ten seconds later, it was all over. Laura lay there, breathing in and out, feeling like she’d just come rolling to a stop after a short, but very bumpy, roller coaster ride. 

Laura looked up into the sky, surprised at the speed and violence of the event. After a few moments, Laura felt Eldon’s cum leaking past his shrinking cock. Without having exchanged a word, Eldon started pulling out of her. Laura raised her head a little, trying to make eye contact with him as he withdrew. She wanting to at least make eye contact with the man who had just fucked her brains out. He hadn’t met her eyes the whole time he was on top of her. 

But, as Laura tried to meet Eldon’s eyes, he seemed to be trying to avoid hers. Laura wondered if he was a little embarrassed about his surprisingly quick finish.

But then Laura saw Eldon finally meet her eyes. But as she started to smile at him, Eldon quickly looked away. Laura looked at him for a moment, confused. But then she suddenly realized why he wasn’t meeting her eyes. Eldon wasn’t embarrassed for himself. He was embarrassed for her.

Laura felt her stomach drop, suddenly seeing herself as Eldon must see her, just another white woman who had come to Jamaica for the sole purpose of having her carnal needs satisfied by a black man, needs her husband wasn’t “equipped” to satisfy. To Eldon, she was just another white woman eager to spread her legs for a big, black cock. 

Laura felt suddenly ashamed. She had become just like all the other women who came to this place. She had become just another married, white woman who needed more than her husband could give her, as Meryl had so succinctly put it. Laura was taken aback by the realization of what she’d become in just three short weeks. What was she doing?! She was screwing three black men in the middle of the jungle, for Christ sake!

Laura started to get up. She couldn’t do this. She had to get out of there. But as Laura struggled up onto her elbows, Nuru stepped up to bat, the third man in the lineup. Laura froze, her eyes going wide as she looked up at the fourteen-inch erection hovering above her. She wanted to get up. But she couldn’t seem to move. All she could do was stare at Nuru's enormous cock. 

Laura realized at that moment that she was no different than all the other women who came to this place. To her everlasting shame, Laura realized that she was just as much a slave to her carnal needs as all those other white women, just as much a product of thousands of years of genetic programming, programming that drove females to seek out the biggest and most sexually potent males. 

After a long moment, Laura lay back again, spreading her white legs for the big African.

Laura’s shame and embarrassment of just a few moments ago vanished completely as she looked up at Nuru’s rippling erection, pulsing with anticipation. It was right out of every white woman’s steamiest wet dream, dreams of jungle savages and captured white women. Laura’s heart began to pound as she looked up at the powerful African, a real-life jungle savage about to make her wet dreams come true.

Laura stared at Nuru’s monster cock, the ultimate symbol of male sexual power. Laura’s breathing went shallow and fast as her vagina secreted lubricant in such great amounts that she could feel it running out of her and moving down cleft of her ass. Laura spread her legs wider, inviting the black man to mount her, seduced solely by the size of his cock.

Laura waited with bated breath for big African to come down on top of her, no longer caring about her shame. All she cared about was getting that big thing inside her. 

But as Laura waited, Nuru suddenly spoke. Laura was a little taken aback to hear Nuru say something. It was the first time she’d heard him speak. Unfortunately, whatever he’d said was in his native tongue, and Laura had no idea what he was trying to tell her. It sounded like some sort of command. She just looked up at him, not sure what he wanted her to do. As Laura looked up at him with confused eyes, Nuru repeated himself, the deep base of his voice sending a shiver up her spine, like he had stimulated some auditory g-spot in her female brain.

After a slight hesitation, Laura said, “I’m sorry, Nuru. I don’t understand.”

Laura shot a questioning look over at Eldon and Ajani sitting in the grass just off the edge of the blanket. They seemed just as perplexed as her. Obviously, Nuru hadn't been hired by the resort for his communication skills. Laura looked at his enormous erection and had a pretty good idea why he was hired. When word got out about Nuru and his fourteen-inch cock, white women would be forming a line all the way around the hotel to get their turn with the muscular African.

Laura looked back up at Nuru.

He repeated the same order a third time, this time with a bit more force, as if he was growing impatient with her lack of understanding or the fact that she had not yet complied with whatever he was telling her to do.

Laura gave Nuru another questioning look, having absolutely no idea what he wanted. But as she looked up at him, Nuru made a circular gesture with his outstretched index finger. Laura frowned at his finger as he traced a circle in the air a second time. Laura suddenly got it. “Oh!” she said. Laura rolled over onto her stomach and raised her ass, presenting herself to him.

Looking back at Nuru over her shoulder, Laura said, “Like this?”

Nuru nodded, going mute again.

Laura continued to look back at him as Nuru knelt down behind her. When he was on his knees, Laura turned forward and waited, her heart pounding, not at all sure she could take his monster cock. Laura brought her chest down low as she raised her ass higher for the African, her breasts squashing against the blanket, smooth white flesh bulging out to either side of her chest. Laura let her knees slide apart as much as she could, trying to open herself as much as possible.

Laura felt Nuru scoot up close behind her. She gripped the blanket in both hands, bracing herself to be mounted by the hugely-endowed black man. Laura waited anxiously, wondering how much pain she would have to endure before she got to the pleasure.

After a long, agonizing moment, Laura finally felt the pain. She gasped with surprise. It wasn’t the pain she’d been expecting. It was a sharp sting against her right ass cheek. Laura looked back just in time to see Nuru flick his cock against her ass again — smack! Laura gasped again, but not from the light sting. She gasped with excitement as an electric thrill ran through her body. Laura continued to look back as Nuru held the base of his erection and flicked his huge cock at her bottom like a cop’s Billy club — Smack! Smack!! Smack!!!

Laura turned forward again, her mouth dropping open as Nuru spanked her with his dick, each slap prompting a little gasp of excitement to burst from her parted lips. Laura began to undulate with excitement as Nuru spanked her with his giant cock.

“Ya,” she smiled. “Whip me!...Whip me with that big, African dick!”

As Nuru "whipped" her, Laura found herself thinking of the stocks she’d seen at the old sugar cane plantation, and those poor slaves who had endured a much worse kind of whipping at the hands of white men wielding leather bullwhips. And now, two-hundred years later, it was as if she was paying for the sins of those white men. In some strange way, it was as if Nuru was getting his revenge on those men as he whipped one of their own with his own “bullwhip”. So, as Laura panted and writhed with pleasure, those long-dead slave owners were likely spinning in their graves with each slap of Nuru’s big, black cock against Laura’s wagging, white ass.

After a few minutes, Nuru had literally whipped Laura up into a kind of sexual frenzy. She writhed and undulated with anticipation, now needing his cock more than anything. Laura breathed in and out, her bottom moving up and down in anticipation as Nuru brought his cock to her sopping hole. Laura’s mouth dropped open as he worked his big dick between her swollen labia and found the dripping-wet flesh inside. He ran the tip of his cock up and down, wetting himself as Laura writhed like a snake, never wanting anything so much in her whole life. Laura only wished that those sadistic slave owners could be there to watch as Nuru took his revenge for his ancestors, screwing a beautiful white woman who could have been a long-lost descendent of  one those whip-wielding white men.

But it seemed that Nuru wasn’t quite done torturing Laura as he commenced teasing her mercilessly, running his dick up and down her pussy as she begged and pleading for him to put it in.

“Oh God, please,” Laura said, her mouth opened wide with unsatisfied need, her brows angled upward to a peak as she begged for relief.              

But, after a long few moments that seemed like an eternity, Laura gasped, “Oh God, thank you,” as Nuru started pushing the head of his cock into her. 

But Laura’s relief was short-lived as Nuru pushed deeper,  her smiling face tightening as she gripped the blanket in both hands. “Oh…..God,” she grunted, her eyes clamping down tight. Laura’s jaw muscles flexed and quivered as the giant cock went into her. “Oh………fuck,” she hissed, her cheek sliding up the blanket as Nuru forced his cock into her.

When Nuru had a few inches inside her, Laura panted uncontrollably, feeling like she was about to rip in half. Perhaps sensing Laura’s difficulty, Nuru stopped for a moment. Laura tried to catch her breath, waiting for her vagina to adjust. 

But then, she had a terrifying thought. Nuru’s cock, she remembered, had a very distinct taper to it. It was shaped like a blunt spear that grew thicker toward the root. The tip of Nuru’s dick was the narrowest part. Laura knew it was only going to get worse as the shaft grew gradually thicker, the root of his cock nearly as big around as a can of soda. 

Laura seriously considered aborting, knowing that if she was having trouble taking just the tip, there was no way on Earth she could take the rest of his cock. But before she could voice her concerns, Nuru began to push again. 

Laura’s teeth clamped down tight as Nuru resumed,  her forearm muscles flexing like thin, steel cables as she squeezed the blanket. “Oh………..God,” she grunted, barely able to get the words out as she held her breath, her voice strained and tight as she tried to take the gargantuan cock into her body.

After a long minute or so, having somehow gotten about half of his dick inside her, Nuru mercifully stopped again, giving Laura another break. Laura took quick, staccato breaths, like a woman trying to gather herself for another push during a difficult child birth, Nuru’s cock so tightly wedged into her that her normally full labia were now stretched as thin as rubber bands.

Nuru gave Laura a few long moments to catch her breath, then, to her great relief, started to slowly withdraw, his cock such a tight fit that her inner labia sucked at it, the friction nearly turning her inside out. When Nuru was almost all the way out, he stopped, leaving just the head inside her.

Laura let out a great breath of relief that the thicker part of his cock was out of her, at least for the moment. But, as Laura relaxed a little, her grip on the blanket easing somewhat, Nuru suddenly pushed back into her. Laura’s eyes went instantly big with surprise, her whole body tensing at the unexpected insertion. Laura’s lungs locked up, temporarily paralyzed by the shock of his reentry. Laura couldn’t breathe, her mouth forming a silent “O”, her eyes bugging out.

Nuru held his position for a long moment, then slowly pulled out again, Laura’s pink flesh sucking at his cock as if not wanting to let it out.

With just the head still inside her, Laura took a big, gasping breath. She breathed in and out, trying to recover from the single stroke of Nuru’s mammoth cock.

But after a short pause, the African pushed back into her.

Again, Laura’s eyes went big as her body shifted forward, absorbing the thrust like she was being penetrated by a baby elephant. Laura’s breath froze again as Nuru remained motionless inside her, now getting almost ten inches into her. There was another short pause, then Nuru withdrew again. 

He held his position for a moment as Laura once again caught her breath. Then he pushed back into her, Laura’s eyes going wide again. But this time, after just three stokes of the giant cock, Laura went rigid, her whole body tensing hard as she squeezed the blanket, her knuckles turning white with the force she was exerting.

Laura climaxed silently, her lungs locking up again, her eyes as big as saucers as she shook and trembled. A long thirty seconds later, as her orgasm began to subside, Nuru pulled out again, leaving just the head inside her.

Laura sucked in a giant lungful of air, then breathed in and out, not quite able to believe that Nuru had made her cum with just three single strokes of his cock.

As Laura breathed in and out, trying to recover, she could smell the soft, green grass below the blanket. The scent reminded her once again of where she was. She was getting fucked right out in the open, where anyone might happen along and see. 

Still wearing her running shoes, and with her clothes strewn about, it might have appeared to an onlooker that Laura had been abducted by these men, dragged into the forest during her morning run and stripped naked. And that now, the beautiful white tourist was being ravaged by the three black men, forced to submit to their will as her husband awaits her return back at the hotel, blissfully unaware of  her situation. Of course, this perception would have been completely inaccurate, as Laura's lust for the men was just as strong as their lust for her.

After a few moments, Nuru started to push back into her. Panicked at the thought, Laura shot her hand back, planting her palm against his hip. “No!” Laura said, trying to look back. “Not yet! Please!”

Thankfully, Nuru must have known the word “no” and heard the pleading tone of Laura’s voice, because he stopped. Laura took a great breath of relief, eternally grateful for his act of mercy. Laura let her cheek fall back down onto the blanket, cushioned by the thick grass beneath. 

After a couple minutes, Laura took a big breath and struggled up off her squashed breasts, supporting her upper body on her forearms. She looked down at the blanket, trying to gather herself for another insertion, her heavy hair hanging limply around her face. 

After a moment, she looked back over her shoulder and said, “Ok. I'm ready,” in an already fatigued voice, as if he'd been screwing her for an hour already.

Nuru must have also known the word “ok”, because he resumed, Laura’s face going tight again as he pushed back into her. 

Nuru continued to use his single stroke technique, trying to get Laura accustomed to his immense size one stroke at a time. With each insertion, Laura would grit her teeth and shift forward. Then, with each withdrawal, her vagina would suck at Nuru’s cock, pulling her backwards. But as time went on, the little pauses between thrusts grew smaller and smaller. And, after about ten minutes, the pauses were hardly noticeable. After fifteen minutes, Nuru was fucking Laura without much problem. And, though Laura’s face wasn’t completely free of tension, it was much more relaxed, as if she was fast approaching the threshold all women crave, the threshold between pain and pleasure.

Twenty minutes after Nuru started, Laura was sighing contently, her breasts hanging down and swinging gently as she remained up on her elbows, finally able to enjoy Nuru’s cock. But just as Laura was starting to enjoy herself, Nuru’s big hands gripped her around the waist. Before she knew what was happening, Laura was spinning in the air, the sky coming into view as Nuru flipped her onto her back like her hundred and twenty pounds was nothing.

Laura looked down at Nuru, surprised at the sudden position change. He came up between her legs, his giant erection looking like the cannon of a battleship jutting up between her spread thighs. Laura looked up at him as he came over the top of her, his face blank and impassive as he reached down for his cock and prepared to reenter her. There was no exchange between their eyes, no secret communication, as there had been with Ajani. It was clear that, for Nuru, this was just an animal act — the male mounting the female to perform a natural function.

Laura looked down her body as Nuru balanced his torso on one hand and guided his cock back into her with the other. Laura was astounded to see it go in. She couldn’t believe something that big could fit inside her. Of course, he couldn’t get it all in. But she was shocked to see just how much she could take. It had to be a good ten inches, she figured.

As Nuru began to pump, Laura let her head fall back into the soft grass beneath the blanket, her mouth dropping open as Nuru began to fuck her, breathing and grunting like a jungle beast.

✽✽✽

Forty-five minutes later, Laura was gasping for air as she lay sprawled out on her side, Nuru sitting back on his haunches, his cock just as hard as when he'd started in on her an hour ago.

Laura breathed in and out, her hair stuck to her forehead, her face bright red. Nuru had fucked her nonstop, only now giving her a break. After her fifth orgasm, Laura had lost track of how many times he’d made her cum. 

Laura tried to lift her head up, just barely managing to get it a few inches above the blanket. She looked weakly down at Nuru by her feet. “Jesus...Aren’t you ever gonna cum?” she gasped. 

Laura dropped her head back onto the blanket, her chest heaving as she breathed in and out.

Nuru, obviously not understanding, looked at her blankly, like a robot built for just one purpose, to drive a woman insane.

Laura closed her eyes, still recovering from the last orgasm he’d given her.

The other two men were sitting quietly on the sidelines, like a polite audience watching a tennis match. Laura opened her eyes and looked over at them for a moment, then closed her eyes again. After another minute or so, Laura felt Nuru lift her upper leg, scissoring her open as she lay on her side.

Laura opened her eyes and looked down at him from beneath drooping eyelids of exhaustion. “Nuru, please,” she said weakly. “I don’t think I can take anymore.”

But Nuru either didn’t understand her or didn’t care. He raised her leg high and straddled her lower leg, his heavy balls sliding up her thigh as he scooted to her vagina, preparing to do her sideways.

“Oh Christ,” Laura breathed as he brought his cock to her horribly stretched out vagina.

Laura didn’t try to stop him. She didn’t have the strength. She lifted her head and looked down impassively as Nuru pushed back into her, his cock now going in as easily as Jack’s. “Oh God,” Laura murmured as Nuru’s fat erection sank back into her.

Laura’s limp body began to shift up and down the blanket again as she looked over at the other two men vaguely, not really seeing them, not really seeing anything. She was completely exhausted. But as Nuru got back into a rhythm, Laura started to come back to life, her brows rising high again, unable to resist the pleasure Nuru was giving her.

“Oh God,” Laura breathed, a look of contentment coming back onto her face, despite her fatigue. Laura began to sigh and moan again as gravity pulled her breasts down toward the blanket, her upper breast shifting gently with Nuru’s thrusts.

After a few minutes, Laura looked down between her widely spread thighs. She watched the giant, black cock go in and out of her, Nuru’s heavy balls sliding up and down the powdery smoothness of her inner thigh.

“Oh God,” Laura murmured weakly, looking down at Nuru’s giant cock, two-thirds of it coming out of her wet and shiny with her juices.

Laura swiveled her face back up and looked forward again, her cheek shifting on the blanket. As she looked vaguely over at the other two men, Eldon suddenly stood up. Laura saw that he was hard again, his cock wagging as he came over. She watched as he got onto the blanket, then lay down in front of her, rolling onto his left side to face her.

In a daze of pleasure and exhaustion, Laura couldn’t figure out what Eldon was doing. But then Laura’s eyes went wide as he scooted up the blanket and unceremoniously stuffed his cock into her mouth. Laura made muffled sounds of surprise as Eldon held his erection in her mouth, obviously wanting her to suck it. Laura was so surprised by the abrupt act that she just lay there for a moment with Eldon’s cock filling her mouth. At first, rather indignant at the presumptuous way he had imposed himself, Laura resisted. But after a moment, as if it was her natural inclination, like a baby brought to a breast, Laura began to suck. She sucked Eldon's cock as Nuru continued to pump between her wide-open legs, her left Nike balanced up on his shoulder.

Though she had resisted initially, the longer Laura sucked Eldon’s cock, the more she started to like it. It had always been a secret fantasy of hers to take two men at once. She had never imagined it would be two black men, though. But that made it even more exciting.

Laura reached out and took Eldon’s cock in her hand. She began jacking him off as she sucked. But after only few minutes, true to form, Eldon began to tense. What? Again, Laura thought to herself. Even Jack had more staying power than this guy.  

Laura continued to jack Eldon off and suck his cock as her body shifted up and down the blanket, his body growing more tense by the second. After another minute or so, Laura felt Eldon’s hands on the back of her head, his fingers weaving into her hair as he shot his load into her mouth. 

Laura drank Eldon's cum down as she continued to jack him off. Eldon groaned and ejaculated a second time. Laura gulped it down, her body still shifting as Nuru continued to fuck her through the event. Laura tried to milk out a third ejaculation, but Eldon was whimpering now and trying to pull away, his hands pushing at Laura’s shoulder as he tried to pry his sensitive cock out of her mouth.

Laura finally released his cock, and Eldon pulled out of her hungry mouth. Laura gasped for air as he fell away from her and rolled onto his back, his semi-hard dick arching off to the side as he breathed in and out.

As Eldon lay recovering, Nuru suddenly stopped pumping. He pulled out and turned Laura onto her stomach, rotating her leg down off his shoulder like the big hand on a clock. Laura lay with her chest down on the blanket, her ass high and waiting. Laura hardly reacted when she felt Nuru go back into her, partly out of fatigue, and partly because she was getting used to the size of his cock. Laura waited for him to start pumping again. But he didn’t. Laura was about to look back when she cried out with surprise as her whole body came up off the blanket. Laura’s eyes went as big as saucers as she looked down at the blanket moving away from her. Nuru was lifting her up into the air with his erection!!!

Laura reached back for something to hold onto as she hovered out in front of Nuru, his big hands wrapped around her waist. “Nuru!” Laura called as she protruded from his groin like a carved bust of a topless woman at the bow of an old wooden sailing ship. 

“Nuru, please!!!” Laura called, grabbing onto his wrists as he held her upper body out in front of him at a forty-five-degree angle, his knees bent to counter her weight. 

Ignoring Laura’s panicked entreaties, Nuru started fucking her in midair. Laura cried out as Nuru started pumping, her legs instinctively stretching back to counterbalance her upper body. Laura wrapped her legs partially around Nuru’s thrusting ass, like a frog about to stroke through the water. She held onto his wrists as she looked forward, wide-eyed with shock, her body jolting forward with each hard stab of his giant cock.

“Oh GOD!!!” Laura cried out as Nuru stabbed into her over and over again, Laura’s breasts jumping and bouncing as he drove his cock in and out of her, his huge balls swinging like lead weights between his widely spaced thighs. 

Laura bounced off of Nuru’s thrusting cock like a rag doll, her eyes wide with shock and disbelief as the jungle jumped up and down in her vision, her head whipping forward and back, her hair shuttering with each hard stab.

But, despite Laura's desperate cries, it wasn’t that long before she began to succumb to the African's thrusting cock. Within a few minutes, Laura's tongue was hanging out as she flailed at the end of Nuru's huge dick, her breasts bouncing and swinging as her eyes rolled back with rapturous pleasure.

But then Laura’s eyes went big again as Nuru pulled her  up into a vertical orientation. She looked down with terrified eyes as her legs dangled down either side of Nuru’s fourteen-inch cock, her Nikes hovering two feet above the ground. She was perched directly on top of his erection, like a girl trying to mount the big end of a black baseball bat.

Laura took a big, gasping breath as Nuru lowered her down his tapered cock. After taking what felt like a foot of it, Nuru’s cock wedged into her, stopping her descent. Laura tried to breathe as the tip of Nuru’s erection pushed at her insides, causing a bulge to appear at her lower abdomen. She looked down at the bulge, her eyes wide with shock at how far he was inside her. 

But then the bulge disappeared as she rose back up, Nuru’s hands now cupping her bottom as he lifted her back up his dick. Her eyes went big again as he lowered her back down the monster erection. Laura went back up. Back down. Back up. Back down. Up, down, up, down, up, down, as Nuru pleasured himself with her body.

As Laura went up and down Nuru's cock, her limp hair rising and collapsing, she felt something begin to happen inside her. She could feel a pressure building. The pressure continued to build as Nuru rode her up and down his dick like she was on a pornographic carnival ride. It wasn't long before the pressure became unbearable. Laura couldn’t take it anymore. She screamed, the scream of a woman being thrown off a cliff and falling to her death. Knowing what was happening to her, Nuru lifted Laura completely off his cock. As he did, a torrent of clear fluid gushed from Laura's vagina, her mouth forming a silent “O” of shock and surprise as her body purged itself, a dam bursting inside her.

A few moments later, as Laura's ejaculate slowed to a trickle, Nuru lowered her back down, letting Laura's weight bring her down until her abdomen bulged out again, Laura's eyes going wide as she took the monster cock into her body. She took more gasping breaths as Nuru began moving her up and down his dick again. After a few trips up and down, Laura screamed again, and Nuru quickly lifted her off his cock, another torrent of fluid dumping out of her like a trap door had been opened up inside her.

Laura had barely stopped cumming when Nuru lowered her back down. He ran her up and down a couple times, until Laura’s eyes rolled back and she began to shake and convulse. He lifted her up again, and she drenched his cock for the third time. 

He lowered her back down, hardly giving her a chance to finish cumming. Laura came again, then again, then again as Nuru repeated the process over and over until Laura simply couldn't cum anymore.

By the time Nuru was done with her, Laura was barely conscious, her drooping body still impaled on his cock as she begged weakly for mercy, her words barely audible as her head hung loosely down. 

Nuru finally took pity on her. Using his cock like a forklift, he gently lowered Laura’s limp body down onto the blanket. Laura reached down weakly for solid ground as Nuru set her onto her stomach. Laura melted down onto the blanket, a sigh of relief leaving her lips as she lay sprawled in front of him, her arms outstretched, her body inert and defeated. 

Laura’s chest was down on the blanket, but her ass was still in the air, hanging off of Nuru’s still-hard cock. Nuru wasn’t quite done with her. He began fucking Laura’s limp, exhausted body. 

Even in her semi-conscious state, Laura could tell by his fast, shallow thrusts what he intended to do. But at this point, she really didn’t care. Laura took his thrusts compliantly and passively, every ounce of her strength now gone. 

Laura’s soft hindquarters rippled with each sharp thrust as she waited for Nuru to finish. She didn’t care if he came inside her. He could cum wherever he wanted, as long as he came. She simply couldn’t take anymore.

Laura’s lifeless body jolted forward with each sharp stab, her face unreactive and impassive. Nuru fucked her for a minute or so, then gripped her hips, his coal-black fingers digging into her soft, white flesh as he bore his teeth in a grimace. The African flexed his powerful ass and pumped the first stream of thick semen into her. He grunted and flexed over and over and over, Laura hardly reacting as the muscular African filled her vagina for the third time that day. 

Nuru pumped so much semen into her that Laura was sure it was making its way into her womb and flooding whatever eggs might be waiting for fertilization. When Nuru couldn’t get any more into her, he pulled out and gripped his still-hard organ. Laura felt his warm cum splat onto ass and the outside of her splayed-open vagina as he hosed her down until her bottom was nearly covered in a thick, translucent glaze of cum.

By the time Nuru’s cock finally started to arc down, his cum was oozing down Laura’s backside and pouring out of the gaping pink tunnel that was once her vagina.

A moment later, Laura finally collapsed, her knees giving way as her cum-covered ass slowly came down. She took a big breath of relief just before everything went black.

✽✽✽

When Laura finally opened her eyes, the warm sun had turned to cool shade, and all she could see in front of her was black. 

Laura was spooned up against one of the men, his dark back warm against her pale breasts as her arm draped loosely over his waist. After taking a moment to orient herself, Laura raised her head with a great effort and squinted at the man she was holding. It was Ajani.

“Ajani?” she said in a raspy, barely audible voice.

Ajani stirred slightly, but otherwise didn’t respond.

Laura tried to gather her strength, then said, “Ajani?” in a hoarse, slightly louder voice.

Ajani stirred again, then, after a moment, turned laboriously to face her. He looked as groggy as she felt. Ajani lay on his side, looking over at Laura. He smiled warmly and said, “You are awake, Miss.”

“What time is it?” Laura rasped. The jungle was cool and still now.

“It is almost night, Miss. You were asleep for a long time.”

Laura nodded at the information, then laid her head back down. She lay there, trying to gather herself. After a long minute, Laura struggled up into a sitting position. She brought her knees up and rested her face onto her hands, not quite believing what she’d just done. Laura brought her face out of her hands and looked around for the other men. They were nowhere to be seen.

“Where did those guys go?” she asked, looking over at Ajani.

Ajani worked himself up into a sitting position as well, then said, “They left, Miss.”

Laura nodded, glad the other men were gone, like a woman who wakes up and is glad to see that her one-night-stand has already snuck away without waking her.

Laura looked over at Ajani for a long moment, not sure what to say, wondering what he must think of her. Now that the heat of the moment had passed, Laura felt a profound sense of embarrassment and shame. One day had completely destroyed everything she thought about herself. Her eyes began to well with tears.

Seeing Laura’s eyes begin to glisten, Ajani laid a hand gently onto her shoulder. “It is ok, Laura. Do not cry.”

Laura said nothing as tears spilled down onto her cheeks.

Ajani rose up quickly and got a large beach towel off the grass. He came back over and gently draped it over Laura’s shoulders.

“Thanks,” Laura said, sniffling as she pulled the towel around her naked body. She wiped at her wet cheeks and  runny nose. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, apologizing for her emotions.

“It is ok, Miss,” Ajani said gently. “Don’t worry. Everything will be ok.”

Laura nodded, sniffling again.

Ajani let Laura take her time as she work through whatever it was she was working through in her head.

After a few minutes, Laura seemed to recover somewhat, saying, “We should get dressed,” as she looked around for her clothes.

Laura got up and started gathering her things. Then  she took her clothes and the towel over to the edge of the lagoon. She dipped a corner of the beach towel into the lagoon, then tried to discreetly clean herself as Ajani made a point of not looking. He put on his shorts as Laura got dressed over by the water. When Laura came back over, Ajani stood and gave her a smile. Laura tried to return his smile, but without much success.

Ajani led Laura out of the clearing and onto the path. Then he took her hand. They walked along the path without saying anything, the mood between them seeming to have turned rather somber. The jungle too was somber and subdued in the shadowy twilight of late afternoon, the bright squawks and clicks of the birds replaced by the rustling of nighttime creatures in the underbrush.

When Laura and Ajani emerged from the forest, the sun was low on the horizon and setting fast. Ajani led Laura over to his porch as she followed along like a lost child. Laura eased down onto the sand in front of Ajani's house and looked out at the ocean and the setting sun.

“I will be right back, Miss,” Ajani said.

Laura didn’t respond. She just kept looking out at the ocean.

When Ajani came back about five minutes later, he gently draped a light quilt over Laura’s shoulders. “It will be getting cold, Miss.”

Laura looked up at him. “Thanks,” she said quietly, pulling the blanket around her.

Ajani sat down next to her.

After a few minutes, Laura smelt smoke. She turned to look back at Ajani's little house.

“I made a fire, Miss.”

Laura nodded and turned back around.

They watched the orange sunset in silence, Ajani occasionally shooting a concerned look over at Laura.

Laura could feel him looking over at her, but she didn’t want to meet his eyes. She kept her eyes on the sea, her brows furrowed in thought.

Laura didn’t say anything until the sun was almost gone. Finally, without looking over at Ajani, she said, “It’s over between me and Jack.”

Laura continued to look straight ahead, Ajani saying nothing. He waited for her to continue, but she didn’t.

After a long few moments, Laura glanced over at Ajani and said, “I’m really sorry you had to see me like that. I can’t imagine what you must think of me.” Laura looked away from him, embarrassed.

Ajani smiled warmly at the side of Laura’s face. “I think you are very brave, Miss...And very beautiful.”

Laura looked down at the sand. She could hear the fire take hold in the fireplace as it crackled and popped, the smell of smoke drifting down to her. After a long moment, Laura looked back up, the setting sun just barely peeking up over the horizon.

Laura stayed silent for a long few moments, then said, “I guess your aunt was wrong.”

Ajani looked at her for a moment. “Miss?”

Laura glanced over at him. “Your aunt said I looked like a nice girl. Looks like she was wrong about me.” Laura gave Ajani a sad smile, then turned away.

Ajani smiled broadly. He waited a long moment, then gently brought Laura's face to him. Laura looked over, waiting.

“My auntie is never wrong, Miss,” he smiled.

Laura studied him for a long few moments. “Really?” she  finally said, hope coming into her voice.

Ajani nodded, smiling.

Laura looked back at the ocean as the sun melted away, a cool breeze suddenly washing over the two of them. Laura heard Ajani’s curtains flutter behind them. She looked back and saw the warm glow of the fireplace lighting the interior of his little cottage by the sea.

Laura turned to Ajani. “Would it be ok if I spent the night?”

Ajani just smiled.


Chapter 18

One More Helping

A few weeks later, Laura was sitting beneath a tattered and fluttering beach umbrella in front of Ajani’s cottage, her skin now lightly tanned where her bikini didn’t cover it.

Laura clicked away at her laptop keyboard, finishing a report to her boss, Helen. After entering the final set of figures into a spreadsheet, Laura shot the report off to the Boeing server, then closed her laptop and set it on the blanket next to her. 

After Jack went back to Seattle, Laura arranged to work remotely, telling Helen that she’d met someone and wanted to get to know him a little better. Helen had been happy to oblige, wishing Laura all the best and telling her to take her time.

Laura stretched over and grabbed her drawing pad. She flipped it open to the sketch she’d been working on for class. She had found a little drawing class in town, and their homework assignment was to try to draw water in as many forms as possible. Laura had already done a sketch of the waterfall, which hadn’t turned out that great. Now she was trying to draw the breaking waves, but with about as much success as the waterfall. Laura didn’t mind, though. All things take time, she knew.

Laura took a sip of Coke, then pushed the sweating glass back into the sand, the ice melting down to smooth little slivers. She erased part of her drawing, then studied the waves again, trying to figure out what she’d done wrong. As she studied the water, Laura saw a shape emerge from the ocean. She smiled. Laura looked back down at her sketchpad and added a little figure in the water, scribbling in a dark little shape that was supposed to be Ajani bobbing on the surface. Then she drew a vertical line off to one side, a small arc to represent a fish on the end of Ajani’s spear gun, though she saw no fish.

Laura worked on her drawing as Ajani made his way through the breakers. When he finally got into shallow water and started over to her, Laura set her sketchpad aside and smiled, putting her hand up to her brow as she watched him walk over. Laura looked down at the familiar shifting of his penis inside his boxers. She brought her eyes back up as he came slogging over to the blanket, looking disappointed.

Ajani planted the handle of his spear gun into the sand, looking a little dejected as he plopped down onto the blanket next to her, the slit in his underwear opening a bit.

“No luck?” Laura said, looking up at the empty spear gun.

Ajani shook his head, scowling at the ocean as if it had a personal grudge against him.

“Too bad,” Laura said, putting on a mock expression of sympathy while she tried not to smile. “You used to be good with that thing,” she teased.

Ajani shot Laura a sullen look which prompted her to let out a little laugh.

Laura turned onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow as she faced him, her breasts shifting inside her t-shirt. She looked down at Ajani’s wet boxers and into the partially open slit. She could see the slightly darker skin of his penis, nicely outlined by his clinging underwear.

Laura looked up from his boxers and said, “Honey, don’t you think it’s time we got you a real swimsuit?”

Ajani looked down at his boxers. “Why? What is wrong with this one?”

Laura smiled and said, “Ajani.” She looked into the slit at his dormant organ and said, “What if that thing falls out when you’re swimming around out there? Some fish might bite it off.”

Ajani glanced over at her, smiling as if the idea was ridiculous.

“Don’t smile,” Laura said. “I’m serious.” She looked down at his penis again. “That thing would make a pretty nice meal for a hungry Barracuda.”

Ajani laughed.

“Or what if…” Laura thought for a moment, trying to come up with another example. “Ok…What if some sea snake sees that big thing hanging out of your underwear and comes swimming over thinking it’s his long-lost cousin. Then what are ya gonna do?” Laura asked, raising her brows at him.

Ajani smiled broadly, shaking his head as Laura arched her brows at him.

After waiting a long moment for Ajani’s response, Laura got back into a sitting position and picked up her sketchpad. She started working on her homework again. As she fiddled with her drawing, she said, as if taking charge of the situation, “We’ll go shopping for a new one after lunch.”

Ajani said nothing, just glanced over at her, seeming amused by her concern over what he wore to go fishing.

The two of them sat there in companionable silence for a while as Laura worked on her drawing. When she felt like it was about as good as it was going to get, Laura closed her sketchbook and set it on her laptop, glad to have her homework done.

Laura let out a big breath as she wrapped her arms around her knees and looked out at the water for a few moments. Then she looked up at the barbed end of Ajani’s spear gun, her stomach beginning to growl. “Speaking of lunch,” she said. “What do you intend on feeding me? You struck out again, and I’m starving.”

As Ajani seemed to consider her question, Laura added, “And don’t say Jamaican sausage. I already had that for breakfast. And every night this week, I might add.”

Ajani pretended to ponder the issue for a moment, then said, “I am sorry, Miss. But Jamaican sausage is all I can offer you until payday.”

Laura suppressed a smile at the little routine they had perfected over the last few weeks, her playful way of initiating sex. She looked up and down the empty beach, then went onto her side and scooted closer to him. Laura scooched down the blanket until her face was even with Ajani’s boxers. She looked around again, then pulled the slit open and fished Ajani’s penis out. 

As Ajani's penis came to attention in her hand, Laura smiled up at him and said, “Ok, fine. I guess one more helping won’t kill me.”

The End
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