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T
 hinking about her husband, Tadao, only brought her joy. Junko, a Japanese, angelic, and timid young girl, the future husband thoughts she had dreamed about had been fulfilled by Tadao. She loved him very much, and he, for his part, loved her profoundly and let it be seen. He always wanted to show her off with nice clothes, particularly short skirts, heels, and any manner of dress that emphasized her model like figure and beauty. Junko became seized with the prevailing passion for fashion; and when men looked her over she paid no attention, for it was only Tadao’s eyes that mattered. Together they passed the years in their love nest. She was pleased in being a submissive, obedient wife, always trying to please Tadao. For three years—they had been married in Tokyo—they lived in a special kind of bliss. As silly as it was she liked to compare herself to the dog Hachiko.

There’s a statue outside of Shibaya Station to honor the dog. Hachiko’s owner worked as a university professor in Tokyo. The professor commuted to work by train. Hackiko met the professor on his arrival back at the station every day at the same time. One day the professor died while he was at work. For ten years Hackiko showed up at the station the same time every day. Junko satisfied every whim and wish of Tadao’s. He was one of the youngest section-chiefs destined for greater things: one who could be director some day. Tadao knew Junko deserved credit and played a major role in his climb up the corporate ladder. He believed in the saying, “behind every great man is a woman.”

Junko was bored to death as she peered out the plane’s window. She looked at her watch and realized she still had a few hours before landing in Montego Bay, Jamaica. Tadao was deep asleep in the seat next to her with a purple airline blanket over his head. She was not sure what would be required of him when they landed; she was happy he was resting. She was delighted he insisted bringing her on the business trip with him. An old black man was sitting in the aisle seat. He gave her a penetrating look as she was getting situated prior to take-off. She knew it was her mini skirt. She was used to it and paid him no heed. Now she kept the airline blanket over her legs to prevent his occasional glances. Seeing her husband’s iPad mini in the seat-back made her feel stupid for forgetting her tablet. Well, I can just read whatever Tadao likes to read,
 she thought, pulling his iPad out.

Opening the Kindle app, she was surprised to see what looked like many erotica titles. She didn't know he liked erotica. Good maybe I can get some sex tips. More ways to please Tadao. Let me get a taste of what turns him on.
 To her surprise all the titles were Asian women that sought out sex with black men. The majority of the titles were written by the same author. When she was a few hundred words into My Hotwife
 she started feeling dizzy. She was so shocked! She knew if she read on she was entering uncharted territory—her hands were shaking—but she read on anyways. She felt guilty for invading Tadao’s privacy. She paused reading, closed the iPad, and leaned back in her seat. Her brain and loins were at a loggerhead—the brain wanted to lie, refuse to read more, refuse to believe, but her loins had other plans. She opened the iPad and read for half an hour.

Every once in a while her attention would be yanked in the direction of the grizzled old man one seat away. For an instant their eyes locked, and she knew he knew! But what did he know? He cannot see the iPad.
 She exited the Kindle app. Being she already invaded Tadao’s privacy there would be no harm looking at his emails. She became as shocked as before when she discovered he was communicating with the erotica author. He wrote the erotic author an email about what he thought was the perfect wife, the ideal wife. She was not that wife.
 Tadao wanted a wife that teased black men in front of him without his knowing and even taking it to the next level and having sex with them. Furthermore, he made it clear to the author that humiliation was out of the question, and he desired nothing more than being a prep/cleanup man. She was confused by the prep/cleanup thing but understood the main meaning. She kept thinking it could not be Tadao, then realizing it was. Junko didn't have a clue. She didn't know what kind of wife that made her. She opened a video attachment and jumped in fright when she saw her first ever black cock! Her jaw nearly fell to the floor! It showed a gorgeous Japanese woman giving oral sex to a young black man. She quickly exited the attachment and closed the iPad. But as she closed her eyes in an effort to forget the video, logic did not exist. It was the video that existed, only that, the image from the video she could not get out of her mind.

Junko felt a huge surge of sexual electricity shoot through her, it seemed to wrap around her body, slipped unapologetically between her legs, made her clit swell, and tingle as her panties became wetter than she remembered them ever being in her life. It felt like hot skin rubbing between her legs as she stood to exit her seat with the iPad. She moved by her husband without waking him. Her face became flush as she climbed over the large black man. She put her hair down so that he could not see the redness of her face. She found herself straddled on his leg as she attempted to move through the economy seats. In the briefest of moments, she found herself rubbing into his leg, her skirt hiked up, holding his shoulders. “Sumimasen, Sumimasen
 ,” she managed to squeak out in a hushed whisper.

He smiled and shifted to make more room. “It is quite all right. I do not mind at all,” he replied in a Jamaican ascent, giving her a slight nod reassuring her.

As her excitement rose, so did her guilt as she shakily stepped into the aisle. She almost lost her footing while moving into the small bathroom. After locking the door, she set the iPad in an upright position on the sink. Her fingers were shaking as she opened the attachment she so desperately wanted to watch. She inserted her fingers into her pussy while watching the girl sucking off what had to be the biggest most beautiful cock she had ever seen. As the girl’s excitement and passion mounted, so did Junko’s as she furiously rubbed her clit. When the cock erupted in an orgasm of stream after stream of white goo into the girl’s mouth, Junko’s pussy pulsated and she experienced a most exhilarating intense orgasm. She loved the thought of cum hitting her on the tongue, splashing her lips as in the two-minute video clip, even through she never had cum in her mouth before, and now she wanted to be like the girl in the video—a new crescendo of arousal claimed her body. Her panties were so soaked that she disposed them in the small trash receptacle. She felt different without panties.

She put the iPad in her purse. In her dizzy post-climax state, she managed to splash water on her face. Junko jolted upright and locked eyes with Tadao when she stepped out of the bathroom. “Oh, my god,” she said, falling into his arms. She shielded her eyes to hide her embarrassment.

“What is it, baby? You don’t look right. Is something wrong?”

“You shocked me. I thought you were sleeping.” She expected him to be mad, as if he knew what she had done.

Instead, all he said was, “Are you sick?”

Her confused mind searched until something rolled off her tongue. “Hai
 , I think it is air sickness from looking out the window.”

“Why don't you sit in the middle seat,” he said calmly. “I’ll take the window seat.”

“What?” Junko asked. “Sit next to that old black man.”

Tadao frowned. “Oh, he is harmless. I bet he’s a nice man. I’ll strike up a conversation,” he defended.

Junko just nodded her head. She couldn't bring herself to tell him that his fantasy, his perversion, was now a “1,000-pound gorilla in the room” in their relationship. “Hai, Hai,
 ” she said, following him back to the seat. The more she thought about it, the more intrigued she became. She wanted to please her husband.

Thankfully it was dark in the passenger cabin as her skirt had shimmied its way up her thighs. She never thought about pushing it back down into place when both of them appeared by their seats.

As the black man stood, Tadao extended his hand in a greeting. “I’m Tadao Hamoto and this is my wife, Junko,”

“My pleasure. You two are a beautiful couple,” he said, shaking Tadao’s hand and then stepping into the aisle so the two could get to their seat. “Jimmy, just call me Jimmy from Jamaica,” the old man replied as Tadao moved toward his seat.

“So sexy,” he whispered, in a low growl in Junko’s ear as he stepped toward her.

Junko turned her head away. It was the response a Japanese wife was suppose to give, but that deep voice of his—she had never been spoken to like that before. He made her hotter! It was then that she felt a huge erection pressing into her ass, being swallowed by her ass cheeks. She jumped slightly, her mind confused, her legs weak.

“Did I lose my iPad?” Tadao said, suddenly stopping and bending down to look in the seat back.

This caused Junko to step back, legs spread wide, as the cucumber size cock nuzzled into her ass cheeks. She felt the pressure and hardness spreading between her 36-inch ass. All she could do was breath in shuddering gasps.

“Relax, my dear,” Jimmy whispered. “Don't ruin the moment by thinking too much.”

Junko could not think of anything except Jimmy’s cock rubbing between her ass. She savored the touch as there was no doubt she knew what she wanted. She inhaled sharply as her breathing became pants, thinking she would not be able to stand much longer. The nerve endings in her clit sent a shock through her body so fierce it made her dizzy. As Jimmy stayed pressed into her, Junko’s nostrils flared and her panting increased. It was like she became a bitch dog in heat, ready to mate. “I have to sit down . . . Oh, I forgot I put it in my purse when I went to the bathroom.” She began to see stars and plopped down in the middle seat.

“Great! I thought I lost it,” Tadao said, oblivious to what just went on between the sixty-year-old black man and his thirty-year-old wife, now hotwife
 .

Through the darkness Tadao watched her features change. He saw color returning to her face. He marveled at how she could look so innocent at times, and at other times a complete slut. She looked like a slut in heels right now, and he loved it. She turned sideways while nudging her head into Tadao chest.

“I apologize Jimmy. My wife has airsickness,” Tadao said, holding her face while she squirmed sideways in her seat.

“'Tis all right. She is going to the right place. I know what da lovely woman needs,” Jimmy said in his heavy Jamaican ascent.

Junko stared at Jimmy. She began to find him handsome. His smile was charming within the face as dark as coal. His body lean and muscular with the build of a former athlete. His brown eyes were kind, but displayed his intense passion. Even the sprinkle of white stubble on his cheeks and chin were cute. Her words came out in a soft whispering pant, “What?”

“Jamaican Juice!”

“Where can I find it?”

“Reggae. Wherever there is Reggae there is Jamaican Juice. Anywhere along the beach at night. Usually in little huts,” he explained, his voice deep with a molasses like quality to it, thick and smooth.

“Mmm . . . Hai
 , I bet it is good!” She smiled, licking her lip in a way she knew drove Jimmy crazy. Junko had, of coarse, noticed Tadao fidgeting and adjusting his five-inch penis. She decided to pick up the pace by sliding her left knee up and presenting Jimmy with a close-up view of her glistening swollen pussy. She reached up and pulled Tadao into a kiss. “Thanks, I think I am feeling better.”

Jimmy gulped and looked at her dangerously but she just parted her legs wider while looking up at Tadao.

“That’s good because Junko loves to dance. Something healthy to give her energy is what she needs. So what do you do Jimmy?” Tadao asked, excited by his wife’s naivety, loving her all the more.

“I am an owner of a health club in Kingston. It is near the stadium. I mentor Olympic runners. I was the 1980 Silver Medalist,” he answered, while slowly dropping his eyes to Junko’s breast. He enjoyed the game she so skillfully played and wondered where it could go. “I will attend the Olympics in Tokyo. And I often go to Track events in Japan.”

“Honey, give him your card! Why it would be so cool having the Jamaican Track stars stay at our place. We live in Tokyo, you know,” she said. “We love sports and would love to extend Japanese hospitality.”

“Sure, honey, I would love that too!” Tadao was so excited by the thought, the fantasy.

“Why thank you. I will find my card later in my bag. I just started a small business of mentoring professional athletes. It is in the startup phase. I am hoping to expand internationally. Japan is a prime candidate with the upcoming Olympics. I am always looking for natural talent,” he said, eying Junko who nonchalantly managed to spread her legs wider. “How long will you be in Jamaica? Should you make it to Kingston, I will show you two around.”

“It is a quick business trip. We will have two nights and that is all. Our stay will not extend beyond Montego Bay. I have meetings all day at the hotel.”

As the two talked, Junko’s nipples happily joined in the game, tightening to pencil pointed nubs, causing her breath to gasp. Then Jimmy’s gaze moved up to her eyes, where he stopped, his tongue tip rubbing his lip.

A ripple of fear, excitement, and anticipation raced through her body. Is this what you want honey?
 She thought. Am I a good wife?
 She felt a desperate need to release the pressure that continued to build between her legs. But how?


She positioned herself back in her seat. “I’m going to get a nap. I may need my energy for the beach, tonight!” She smiled at Jimmy while putting a blanket over her legs and up toward her stomach.

Jimmy registered her dilemma, his face flaming with desire. “Yes, I think Jamaican Juice will cure you.”

“Jimmy, let me give you my card,” Tadao said, reaching into his pocket for his wallet.

Jimmy managed to raise his armrest next to Junko to the stowed position while Tadao removed his wallet. Tadao didn't notice but Junko did.

As he handed the card over the seat Junko took it. “This is my email. You can give it to the entire Track Team,” she said, while smiling and giggling. “I would love to stay up on post Olympic activity with the fastest runners in the world!”

“Now, young lady, are you trying to make your husband jealous,” Jimmy admonished, while covering himself with a blanket.

“No, it is quite alright. I welcome it. It will keep her English skills up and pave the way for Japanese hospitality before the Olympics in Japan, the host country.”

Comprehension doomed on his face. “Don’t worry. I’m glad I introduced your remedy. This is your first step. A gentle introduction.”

And after he finished talking, Junko touched Jimmy’s leg with hers while smiling at her husband. She knew Tadao would fall asleep soon because of the drinks he had earlier. She reclined her seat back and pretended to sleep.

A warm, large hand wrapped around her knee, and then began sliding slowly up her thigh and under her skirt. She jumped slightly but pretended to sleep. Now they were skin to skin
 , she thought. His fingers were thick and she parted her legs when he brushed her moist pussy. She wanted to give him full access. She took a deep breath as his fingers eased their way around her engorged, wet lips. She knew the taboo of what she was doing, along with the past hour, gave her a feeling this was going to be unlike any experience she had ever had. Junko had to fight the urge to rock her hips and move in to his touch. He found her clit and began rubbing in a slow, lazy circle in a way that sent chills across her body, as her mind fantasized about the cock in the video. She reached her hand toward his cock.


My God!
 He had managed to slide his pants down, freeing his 10-inch weapon. Other than a couple young woman gropes, she had never touched another cock besides Tadao’s. Her heart pounded with the new found creation. She wanted to feast her eyes on what she now considered a beautiful, sensual, piece of man art. As she moved the massive shaft slowly in her hand, she knew being an obedient wife could fill her needs on an entirely new level.

She could not take the built up within her. Jimmy sensed her need by her breathing and pulsing clit. He rubbed and stroked her clit fast but gently, just as he had done hundreds of times. Her climax crashed down upon her, causing her to arch in the seat. She grabbed a small pillow and bit down on it to stifle her scream, unsure if Tadao heard her or if, somewhere in her mind, she wanted him to see her.

 

As the passenger cabin lights came back on Junko took a deep breath, and told herself that it was time to return to reality. Tadao was patient and kind the entire flight.

“Honey, you still don't look right.”

“I don't feel myself,” Junko replied? She was stretching the truth, but only a little. She had come down with a severe case of “Jungle Fever,” but was feeling better than ever. She pulled the back of Tadao’s neck as she leaned into a kiss, their lips softly exploring, their tongues venturing to discover each other as if they never kissed.

 

“You two are great. I’ve enjoyed the flight,” Jimmy said, standing to get his bags from the overhead bin. He made way for Junko to brush past him.

“We hope to see you in Tokyo before 2020. The invitation is open,” Tadao said, while reaching for his carry on luggage.

“And here is my business card, Junko, thank you,” he said, handing her the card. He managed to give her a full lip kiss that lasted a few seconds. Tadao failed to see the extent of the kiss due to Jimmy's large frame obstructing his view.

“Arigoto, Arigato,
 ” she said, bowing slightly.

 

“See I told you he was a nice man,” Tadao said, while walking down the concourse.

“You were right! I promise to trust your judgement. He was very pleasant.”

Tadao was pleased how Junko had fallen into character with Jimmy. Even the expression after a little kiss made her look different and the way she spoke made her sound like a new woman. He was astonished. They say travel changes a person,
 he thought. How was she so naturally good at this? She was gorgeous, and today she oozed sex appeal and charm.


With her insides quivering, Junko giggled while holding Tadao’s arm as they walked through Sangster International Airport. She had never seen so many black men before, all with their eyes on her. She was her normal self, except she made sure to give a little extra wiggle to her walk, and a little peak up her shirt when they stopped at a bookstore.
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I
 t was a short shuttle ride from the airport to their Five-Star Hotel on the beachfront property over looking Montego Bay. Junko was shocked by the poverty she saw outside the shuttle window. The women looked tired, and overworked, and the children played in tattered clothes, and in bare feet. The men looked the most impressive and aroused her curiosity.

The hotel was beyond anything Junko and Tadao could have imagined, the website did not do it justice. The room was not ready, and the manager apologized over and over. He made up the deficiency by giving them a hundred-dollar drink voucher to use at the bar, which suited Tadao because his American and German business counterparts were waiting in the bar lounge. Junko could not help but notice the handsome Jamaican men walking through the resort but was careful to downplay her gazing. Tadao noticed the bulge in their shorts and wondered how Junko could not notice as bulge after bulge walked by them. He turned to see Junko looking at him, he blushed knowing she had caught him gawking at the bulge of the bellhop pushing a cart with their bags.

“Mr. Hamoto, here is the bar. I apologize for the inconvenience of your room. I shall stand just outside the bar by your luggage. I will be notified as soon as the room is ready and will let you know,” the nineteen year old bellhop said, “Mr. Hamoto, I see Japanese tourist all the time. I must congratulate you on such a lovely wife.”

“Thank you.” Tadao appreciated the compliment, along with the attention, he gave his wife. He was much taller than him, black like coal, built like a running back, and he gave him a five-dollar tip.

“My name is Junko,” she said happily, throwing her head back and giggled. She then extended her hand towards him. Before today, she never would have taken a closer look at a black bellhop. He was well over six feet tall and his pressed white shirt emphasized his dark skin and powerful physique.

“Dexter, ma’am, it is my pleasure,” he said, engulfing her small hand as she extended her other hand around his in the greeting. “Please enjoy yourself at the bar.”

“Thank you for the compliment,” Junko said, looking up into his lusting brown eyes. She blushed, trying not to stare at his sculptured shoulders and chest. She felt an electric shock within her during the handshake. There was a faint manly smell on him as if he was exuding male mating signals to her. Or perhaps her primal sexual senses that she always processed were awakened. She wished for a deeper sniff.

Tadao whispered in her ear softly that he saw his business partners. She pulled him into a kiss. “Thanks for bringing me!” she said. “Now introduce me to your associates. I promise to be a good wife.”

To Tadao, as he headed into the barely lit lounge holding Junko’s arm, she was a vision. She was a vision anew since arriving in Jamaica. Her hair was a luxuriance of a soft brown, with a lightness and a few curls hanging off her shoulders. Her Japanese face—perfection! Not even another decade would alter it. He was sure of that. In her burgundy mini skirt, her white blouse, her red heels, she was an angel. Tadao found the very sight alluring beyond belief. It was obvious the others in the lounge did too as all eyes were upon her. That was fine . . . fine! He liked to have his wife observed. This evening he was a serious businessman, representing his company in a multimillion dollar computer networking deal for a hotel chain that extended through the Caribbean Islands, Puerto Rico, and Florida.

“Tadao, if I had a wife as lovely as yours I would be bringing her along on all my business trips,” Bill Thompson, from the U.S. Branch, said, “A pleasure to meet you Mrs. Hamoto.”

“Oh, thank you for the compliment.” She shook his hand.

“And I second the compliment!” Erich Vonhouse, the German affiliate said.

“Well . . . this must be your Jamaican host.” She tilted her head. “I want to pick your brain on shopping locations. I don't have much time.”

“Bobo Tibbs, the owner of this great hotel, I go by Bobo,” the tall Jamaican replied, keeping her hand enclosed in his after the handshake. “I will tell you all the places you don't want to go. Please let us sit down and have some drinks.”

After the drinks arrived, Tadao, the American, and the German immediately began talking business. “Well, all I’m saying is we may want to start looking at a five-year cycle. Maybe we need to . . .” Tadao began.

With his Jamaican ascent and impressive vocabulary, Bobo focused his attention in a sidebar conversation with Junko. He described himself as an entrepreneur with fingers in lots of pies. At the top were hotels along the beach. At the bottom was seedy bars. She was the perfect wife of a Japanese businessman.

Across the lounge, Dexter stood uncharacteristically alone. He shot discreet glances to Junko, who in return gave him discreet smiles and glances.

Again with perfect clarity Bobo saw the eye game being played between Junko and the bellhop—saw her squirm into the cushion.

“Mrs. Hamoto, please listen to me.” His authoritative tone had her attention snapping back to him and almost made her jump.

“Yes Sir,” she said. Feeling her cheeks warm, she quickly crossed her legs and folded her hands in her lap.

He stared at her in silence. It was probably ten seconds, but it felt like a lifetime. His gaze traveled over her face and down to the hint of cleavage she showed in her silky blouse. Although she tried to remain calm, his stare made her nipples pointed, and he noticed it. He saw her looking at the bulge in his pants. She was unaware the effect she had on him. Junko licked her lips, trying to remove some lipstick. His eyes watched her tongue intently, like a wild cat preparing to pounce. Taking a breath, he steadied himself. His words came out in short whispering bursts. “You do unthinkable things to me. I want to help you. You know I can’t wait for you to taste Jamaica.”

Junko felt Dexter before he spoke to Tadao. The little hairs on her arms raising as her skin goose-pimpled from excitement. She watched the extremely tall, young man come toward her, his hair cropped close, body lean and muscular. “Here is your key card, Mrs. Hamoto. I will escort you with your luggage whenever you are ready.”

“Be sure to take care of Mrs. Hamoto, our guest of honor, Dexter,” Bobo said. “I want all of her needs met on her short visit.”

“Of course, Sir,” he replied, then stepped back, letting the owner of the Caribbean hotel chain finish talking with the guest.

Lost in the moment, Junko saw Tadao give her a look that implied she should go check out the room. She saw Dexter waiting and at the same time saw Bobo’s pants had grown a sizable tent in the crotch. She eyed him nervously, but lustfully, feeling embarrassed that he understood her hidden, primordial thoughts, thoughts she did not know existed hours ago.

“I will make it quick so you can get to your room,” Bobo said simply. “Jamaica can be dangerous, and I suggest you stick to tours/schedules. There is an exclusive club, an association actually, called Jamaican Juice,
 that I am part owner. A good friend of mine in Kingston is majority owner. Here is my card. It will get you in the door. There is a cover charge, along with initiation fee. I think it is what you are looking for and is safe, clean, and respectable. It is located at a five-star hotel down the strip. Are you interested?”

The lustful heat smoldering in his eyes drove Junko crazy as he waited for her reply. “Yes.”

“This contract is very important for your husband. Perhaps you can help.” His eyes glittered when he looked at her, familiar, welcoming, as if they shared a delicious secret.

Junko caught her breath as he moved close to her. His breath warm and sweet, tickled her neck as he whispered in her ear, “ask Dexter to show you his puppy.” He helped her up from the chair.

“Arigoto, Arigoto,
 ” she said. The way he said puppy with a hint of Jamaican flavor on the tongue, had her heart racing.

After giving Tadao a kiss, with all eyes on her, she exited the lounge, following Dexter as he pushed the cart.

Again, she made sure to give a little extra wiggle to her walk for Tadao and his business associates.

 

Despite the ceiling fans, the night air was filled with heat and the rustle of the hotel surrounded Junko as she made her way to the elevator with Dexter. His excitement came across in waves as he squeezed into her in the crowded elevator. Smelling his aroma made honey from her pussy leak down her leg. She stood frozen, too nervous to say or do anything while she studied his chiseled body.

Junko smiled up to him as he leaned over her entire body to help with the keycard to open the room. Her hands shook so badly she could not think. She flushed, thinking she was going to faint as she looked for a place to sit. It took every taut muscle in her body to not wobble with each step and make it to the couch.

“Ma’am are you okay? Let me get you some water,” Dexter said.

“Oh, oh, I don’t know what has come over me,” Junko said, shocked out of her mind as she looked in her purse for a tip. What was it Bobo told her to say? Oh, yea, the puppy.


Dexter brought a glass of water over to her sitting on the couch. He made no attempt to make any advances to her, or to try and kiss her. He would have liked nothing in the world more, but out of respect for hotel guest, he absolutely wouldn't do it. In a way, she was just a fantasy for him, and just having her glances at the lounge was a gift he would cherish forever.

After drinking a sip, she looked up at him. “Ca. . . Ca . . . Can I see your puppy?” She managed to say.

Dexter swallowed, and Junko watched as he unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants. His underwear remained on. “How did you know the Jamaican name for penis? This is all I have thought about since seeing you.”

Startled, she lifted her head to look up at him. “Really? Me too.”

He grinned back at her, white teeth smiling. At last he could take it no longer and pulled his underwear down, setting free a nine-inch semi-erect black cock that bumped her on the chin.

“Oh god!” She moaned out loud. The moans increased along with her heavy breathing. For the first time she saw a black cock. She reached out and touched it with a finger.

Dexter took her hand and placed it on his cock. That was all the coaxing she needed. She used both hands to hold and wrap around the cock, as she lovingly began licking the head and entire cock. Junko became crazed as she began pumping back and forth with both hands on the black meat. She had never been so excited in all her life. More than anything she wanted a black cock inside her pussy in addition to what she had in her hand. But there was no way she could remove herself from the beauty before her.

Then to Dexter’s complete surprise, he felt her lips and tongue on the head of his erection, at first tentative, but almost immediately she became like a starved baby sucking a bottle with real urgency and, from the sound of her breathing and involuntary sounds, she was hungry.

Dexter reached down with both hands around her head and with gentle force cupping the back of her head he began fucking in and out of her greedy mouth. She continued to suck, actually taking in more length of his cock into her mouth. Never ever had she wanted to suck cock so bad, so desperately. Each time she plunged inward to take more black cock, she moaned deeply with satisfaction. He was so long that she used both hands in a pumping motion, in rhythm with the movements of her mouth. She could feel her pussy drip with excitement.

Dexter groaned, deep and guttural, and then released spurt after spurt of Jamaican Juice into her mouth. She erupted in a climax of own when the first hot juice hit the back of her throat. She didn't swallow the thick semen because she wanted to feel the warmth, texture, and savor the taste. The cum came out the sides of her mouth and onto her hands. Without even thinking, she opened her mouth to show Dexter what she had done.

He gave a coy smile of approval, and she kept her eyes locked on his as she swallowed his load. She began lapping up the cum from her fingers and lips. The thick, white juice was everywhere, and she licked him like a kitten scouring a dish for the last drops of milk. Then placed her lips back on the black meat to see if she could milk out a few more drops.

“I hate to run off,” he said honestly, trying to force himself to remember his job again. She was so starved and in need of sex.

“I know. Arigoto, Arigoto.
 I needed that. What you gave me.” She smiled wantonly, thinking of what a heyday it would be to spend an entire night with a man like Dexter. And with her husband participating. She looked up at him silently then, wishing he could fuck her, and knowing he would not. “Thank you for tonight . . . and for the warm drink.” She smiled, and he touched her lips with his fingers.

As he left, he wandered if something like this would ever happen to him again, and as he started to shut the door he hated himself for not having kissed her. Much to his astonishment, Mr. Tibbs entered the room as he was leaving.

 

For an instant, Bobo hesitated, not sure what he should say. As he walked toward her, she moved from the couch to the bed. All he saw was her face, her eyes begging him, just as they had in the lounge.

“I suppose this is business,” she said softly, while staring at the outline of his large cock inside his dress slacks.

“Always. Always business. You could say that. Was Dexter’s service adequate? He is so young.”

“Hai, Hai
 .” Junko was surprised how calm her voice sounded.

“Do you want more?”

She quickly understood what “more” meant.

“Please,” she replied. She kept her manners, despite something more powerful than anything she ever felt stirring in her. Her breast felt taut with desire that resonated in her pink slit between her thighs. She became aware of an urgent need that ignored the fear of Tadao catching her. In a sense she wanted him to catch her. Because of the intense erotic truth revealed to her, she felt a metamorphosis taking place—a transformation into the woman of Tadao’s desires. She was holding true to her name Junko, which in Japanese translated to obedience. She had only one man in her life, and now dropping to her knees, Bobo unzipped his pants with a frantic urgency driven by the thought of what he had wanted to do to her since laying eyes on her.

The Jamaican hotel owner stepped out of his thin slacks, revealing what looked like a black cylinder sticking out his boxers. He yanked the waistband down and his thick black monster spilled out.

The eight-inch thick puppy bobbed in front of her, rigid and twitching, and Junko wasted no time grabbing it with both hands; she tried to feed it in her mouth but the girth was too large. Instead she licked the precum off the tip.

“Have you ever fucked anything so thick?”

“Never.”

“Ever fuck black before?”

“No.”

“Don't worry. I will make you ready.” And before she could respond, Bobo picked her up and slid her on the bed. She pulled her skirt up as he kissed the inside of her thigh. She shuddered as his lips moved inward. When his tongue slipped into her pussy and found her clit, Junko gripped the bedspread as her back arched. Her toes curled, and her ass rose off the bed, exposing her cunt to his hungry mouth. Bobo sealed his lips against her slit, pressing his tongue into her opening, then sliding it upward to tease the clit above.

An unimaginable climax surged through her body, not the long, slow orgasm with Tadao, but an intense heat like a furnace that burns anything when it is opened. She wanted him inside of her. As Bobo lifted his head, a knowing smile on his wet lips, he gently spread her legs apart.

She only had to wait a few seconds before Bobo shoved the coke-can thick cylinder of black meat inside her. She couldn't help but scream out loud because she wasn't expecting to be so completely filled, so stretched. He grabbed her ass cheeks and began fucking her as if he were a human jack hammer.

“Hai! Hai! Hai!”
 She screamed as her breathing became quicker and louder.

As Bobo impaled her passage, she let herself surrender, let her wet, tight pussy relax as a gargantuan climax overtook her. Her knuckles whitened where she gripped the bedspread, and she clenched her jaw. Junko twisted and rattled, bucked and squirmed, but the Jamaican man with snow covered hair was relentless, torturing her into wave after wave of bliss. She was out of her mind in pleasure. She came and came. When he slowed his pace, Junko wrapped her legs around his meaty waist and pulled him into her mouth, slathering him with deep kisses. His flickering tongue echoed the movements between her legs.

After Bobo’s hot juice flooded her pussy she had her last orgasm and fell asleep. While listening to her light snores, Bobo withdrew the deflated black cylinder.

As she laid in the dark she drifted into a dream. Bobo stood up very quietly, looked down at her sleeping like a little girl, and leaned down and kissed her ever so gently. He returned to the lounge and ordered a round of drinks.

 

It was nearly nine at night when she woke up. After showering and applying makeup, she went back to the lounge. All she had was a small purse. She wore a short, white cotton skirt, a small tee shirt that exposed her belly, and strap on red pumps.

Seeing Junko, even after all the alcohol he drank, Tadao was back to real life, to the one thing that mattered to him—his wife. “You look great, baby! I’m glad you came down,” he said, giving her a kiss and embrace.

“I got a nap. I feel much better,” she said, looking at Bobo. “It was just what I needed. Maybe what I craved.”

Bobo looked up and smiled when he saw Junko. He excused himself from the others and took a step toward her as she came to him. “I’m delighted you can join us,” Bobo said warmly. “Or are you going to check out my other hotel I mentioned earlier?” He embraced her waist while talking to her.

“Sure. I think it will be fun.”

Tadao looked at his wife nestled in Bobo’s embrace. He felt such a sexual jolt of excitement and adrenaline that it almost blinded him. Junko saw her husband’s look of approval as she cuddled into Bobo.

“Tadao, I can see your wife is your secret business weapon,” Erich Vonhouse said.

She darted an inquisitive look at the German, silently and shyly making him imagine her intentions.

“Okay the night is young,” Bobo said in conclusion. “Give my card to any cabbie and tell them Jamaica Juice.”

“Thanks Bobo,” Junko said, as she reached up behind his neck to pull him in for a kiss on the cheek. She smiled and strolled over to Tadao.

“I don’t mind staying. I can shop tomorrow.” She smiled at Tadao. “It doesn't matter. Honest.”

Then for a moment, not knowing where the vision came from, Tadao saw Junko in a Jamaican nightclub: saw her dancing and grinding on the dance floor with large Jamaican men, sandwiched between two black bulls. He shook his head. Oh, am I drunk. “
 No, you go check out Mr. Tibb’s other hotel.”

“Thanks, honey,” she said, putting her arms around him and kissing him. “I love you.” He had just given her the greatest gift of all, his blessing.

“I love you too, sweetheart,” he said as he held her tight. “Do whatever you want. Go dance Reggae . . . have fun . . .” He grinned wickedly at her and she threw her arms around his neck. She had totally taken him by surprise with the night shopping, but not as much as she had surprised herself or him. If anyone had ever told her she would go to a club full of black men, she would have laughed. And now she wanted so badly to see the nightlife.

“You’re sure?” She looked at him tenderly.

“Yes, please . . . I want you to go shake your booty!”

“Arigoto
 for waiting,” she whispered softly, wanting to get to the club and do just what he said.
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A
 fter maneuvering her way, with the help of a Dexter look alike bellhop escort, through the first floor of the large hotel, she arrived at a private elevator in the manager’s office. Junko was excited and could feel her heart beating against her rib cage. Her escort used a key to open the elevator.

“You are on your own ma’am. The elevator will take you to where you want to go,” the bellhop said, taking a few steps back as if the elevator was off-limits to him.

While riding up to where . . . she did not know, she thought of the pace of events of the past hours. It was like a fire started, a sexual fire, and once started it spread so quickly. Maybe she always processed the tender, and Tadao’s iPad was just the spark that started a small fire that erupted into a full blown brushfire. Was Tadao the arsonist?


She exited the elevator in a corridor that led to one door, a green door. Her heels made a distinct clicking as she walked toward the door. She pushed a buzzer by the door. A metal plate the size of a paperback book on the door opened.

“Your referral. Who gave you a referral?” A man with a thick Jamaican accent asked.

Junko became frightened; she wanted to run back to Tadao. “I . . .I . . . let me see,” she said weakly, barely hearing her own voice. She dug in her Luis Vuitton Purse for Bobo’s card. By mistake she handed him Jimmy's card.

“One moment, please,” he said, sliding the metal plate closed.

Junko found herself standing and waiting. She was put on hold. She could remember—vaguely—her father warning her about strange places. Right now she felt very scared. Scared
 , she thought. I’m pretty damn scared. How did I end up here?
 She looked back down the corridor toward the elevator. She jumped when the window opened. The metal clicking bringing her back to reality.

“I’m back,” she heard him say, a playful note in his deep voice. “Mrs. Hamoto, Jimmy sends his congratulations on finding the Jamaican Juice
 Association. He has waived the initiation fee. You have Carte Blanche of the facility and all services. He hopes after learning about the association you will consider the position of President of the soon to open Japanese Chapter.”

Her mind was getting filled up with questions, about what she was suppose to do and about the “association,” and with images of what was behind the green door. She could only nod, release a humming sound, curious that Jimmy’s name, the root of her lust, emerged, but at the same time aroused at whatever would come. After he opened the green door, she smelled the aroma of a Black Adonis of a man as his large hand went to the small of her back. He slowly brought his lips to her ear and whispered, “let me take you to the lounge.”

Junko turned to look at him and couldn't help but become excited as she gazed into his green eyes as big as nickels, shimmering with lust. It was as if a magical current had passed directly from the Jamaican man into Junko. She was not on hold
 anymore and was sure events would speed up with Ferrari like speed.

“Welcome to Jamaican Juice,
 an association where all your needs are fully satisfied, and your addictions are met,” he said as he held open a large wooden door to reveal a beautiful softly lit room that was decorated with paintings of famous black athletes. The atmosphere was cool and inviting.

Junko stepped through the large door and saw all eyes turn toward her and then go back to their previous attentions. The association was home to an elite group of people. People who had a taste for black cock, and had the money to pay for it. The vetting process, along with a $5,000.00 initiation fee plus yearly membership cost kept all but the most exclusive couples outside its lounges and internet domain. The association members tended to be attractive middle age couples. The wife is usually recruited first and the husband joins later.

Everyone was dressed in stunning, sexy outfits, particularly the women. Clothes that accentuated figures, revealed key body assets, and left little to the imagination. Junko felt secure in her attire. She loved to watch people, to study them, and this was the most enticing people watching she ever experienced. She saw a gorgeous blond with the lightest blond color of hair and the prettiest blue eyes ever watching her from a stool at the bar. Junko guessed the blond to be about the same age as herself. Suddenly, black cock was the furthest thing from her mind as she took in the stunning woman. She moved toward a vacant stool next to her.

“Hi,” the blond said. “I’m Elsa.”

Elsa’s eyes wondered over her, and Junko was at a loss as what to say. The woman captivated her.

“Junko,” she managed to say as evenly as possible. “Do you mind if I join you? Can I sit here?”

Elsa smiled to Junko as she stretched her hand out to her, interlacing her hand with Junko’s and squeezed. Her body was perfect, with small breast that could be revealed from the side. Junko could smell the woman’s intoxicating perfume, and see the welcoming twinkle in her eyes. Nothing was left to Junko’s imagination in her skimpy skirt.

“Be my guest. But only if you join me all the way,” answered the young blond.

Junko smiled, not knowing the English slang she used. “I’ll do my best,” she said, easing to the stool as her skirt moved higher.

“You know in my country you would be a rare jewel! You are so exotic!”

“Oh, what country?”

“Sweden.” Elsa smiled seductively. “And you? What country?”

“Japan. . . and in my country men and women would not take their eyes off you. You would be the exotic one!” Junko fired back.

The two sat on the stools which were in a position to overlook the entire lounge. Within minutes a tall, black as coal, bartender that moved like a panther came toward the two. He wore thin white shorts that one could see through. His massive cock moved from side to side as he walked behind the bar. The head of his cock was outlined against the white fabric, and the two of them could even see the veins.

“Would you like a drink or something?” He asked the two women.

“Thank you, Jeff,” Elsa replied. “Junko, what would you like? I’m buying.”

“Th-thank you . . . whatever you are drinking,” she stuttered out.

“Are you with Mrs. Hamoto?” The bartender asked.

“Yes, I sure am,” she responded, thinking she could break Junko’s pinpoint concentration on the bartender’s groin.

“In that case, Elsa, everything is on da house. And you two are on deck whenever ready,” he smiled and made his cock jump as it grew harder.

Junko’s world started to spin. Her knees knocked together. If she had not been sitting on the stool she would have collapsed. She failed to hear the conversation between Elsa and the bartender. A mixed drink, a Black Russian, appeared in front of her. She paused for a moment. She had never had a Black Russian, in fact she rarely drank.

Tipping her head back she gulped down half the sweet, dark liquid. Maybe the liquid courage will help,
 she thought. Help with what?
 Taking a breath, she gulped down another large sip then licked the milk-like coating from her upper lip. Her eyes fixated on Elsa. She flushed once again with a mixture of excitement and embarrassment. But there was something else at play too that she couldn't quite place. She found herself wanting to touch, to kiss, this woman she just met. Junko began squirming in her stool. She told herself maybe it was the bartender or the alcohol. I’ve never had feelings for a woman before.
 Everything had been a first on this trip. Would Elsa be a first?


“Where is your bracelet?” Elsa asked. “Yea, like mine. See.” She held out her arm and showed her a gold plated bracelet with the words JAMAICAN JUICE attached to it. “This shows I am a dues paying member of the association. It is a requirement to wear when visiting any lounge or participating in association activities. So you are not a member? Yet? Am I right?”

“I guess not. Tell me more about the association.”

“For starters, you are here because you were referred by someone who is an exclusive member.”

“What are the benefits? What do you get? Can I get a bracelet?”

“Yes, of course, all members get a bracelet. The country chapter president gets a necklace with the words JAMAICAN JUICE on it.” There was a bursting eagerness in her explanation. “Oh, you are so cute. Why, baby, you get the power to fulfill your burning desire all over the world. In places like Orlando, Washington D.C., Paris, and Los Angeles. The pleasure of being satisfied by the finest black athletes, an elite group of thoroughbred black bulls, in the best physical shape, free of disease, and able to do whatever you want!”

Maybe it was the drink, but Junko found herself listening but not catching the meaning. Elsa’s voice hypnotized her. It was sexy, but somehow musical and soothing. She found herself focusing more on her golden brown tan legs than her words.

Junko wandered why she seemed to travel. “So why do you travel?”

“My husband is the Swedish Ambassador to the United States. I travel wherever he goes,” she shrugged. “Believe me, I take advantage of my Jamaican Juice
 Association Membership. I like to say I have a bang-up time!”

“Junko stared at her. “I---I don’t understand.”

Elsa laughed. It’s really quite simple, my dear.” Her blue eyes met Junko’s and the lust in them made Junko’s heart stop for an instant.

The bartender set a tray with a Jamaican Cigarette, a marijuana blunt rolled thin, and lighter on the bar in front of Elsa. “Whenever you are ready Elsa,” he said. “Room #9.”

“Thank you, Jeff.” The upcoming excitement was unbearable to her, finally Elsa said, “Junko . . .” She took a deep breath, picked up the cigarette and lighter, and took Junko’s hand. “Come with me baby. I want to show you Montego Bay from the balcony.”
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J
 unko took a deep breath, held Elsa’s hand and walked through a sliding glass door to the balcony. The view of Montego Bay, as well as the lights of the skyline surrounding the bay, was breath-taking. The tropical breeze blew Elsa’s light hair as she lit the cigarette.

“You ever have gangee before?”

“No.”

“Well, there is a first time for everything. Just take a big inhalation and hold it. It will wake up the concealed part of your desires even more.” Elsa turned, handing her the cigarette, and stood close to her.

Junko stood there a moment, staring at her lovely face. She did as she was told. Elsa was standing so close as they passed the cigarette back and forth that their legs touched. Time seemed to stop, and Junko felt Elsa’s lips moving closer. She smelled her sweet breath on her face as Elsa’s fingers made their way to the back of her head. And then, as if in slow motion, her lips on hers, slightly open and moist. Bending her head forward, she attempted to open her lips with her tongue, only to find Elsa pulled her warm mouth away, leaving her there, with mouth slightly open, wanting to taste Elsa.

“What does prep/clean-up mean?” Junko asked. The thought seemed to come out of the blue to Elsa, but to Junko it had been on her mind for hours because she always thought of Tadao.

Elsa moved her fingers to Junko's lips. Junko immediately began lightly sucking and licking her fingers, and her body was instantly on fire.

Elsa grinned at Junko's strange question and said, “Let's go--I’ll teach you about prep/clean-up.”

 

Junko faithfully trailed behind Elsa, holding her hand, watching her ass, like a puppy following its mother, as she led her down a hallway lined with rooms with green doors.

When they entered room #9 the two saw a large circular bed, mirrors everywhere, even on the ceiling. On the floor was an ice bucket with an opened bottle of Pink Champagne.

Junko watched Elsa, her eyes filled with questions and excitement.

“Okay, baby, pour me a glass of champagne,” Elsa said lightly. “And put the large cushion from the bed on the floor. You are going to be on your knees my dear. Go ahead and drink some champagne too.”

There was a short silence after the two downed the champagne like a whiskey shot, and the Elsa tried to continue but instead stepped over her face with legs spread. Junko looked into her eyes and she knew instantly. Junko’s eyes were glazed. As if under a magic spell, she ran her hands up her velvety legs. Elsa wore no panties. For the first time in her life, Junko looked up at a beautifully manicured patch of blond hair above dewy pink pussy lips. The juice from her labia flowed down her leg. Junko grasped and felt her heart skip a beat. She found herself thrilled by how erotic Elsa’s pussy looked and how much the sight excited her. Oh god, why had I never done this before.
 Elsa’s scent was stirring: sweet and enticing; powerful and addicting. Elsa ran her fingers through Junko’s hair, placed her hand on the back of her head, and guided her into her wetness. As the warm gooey slickness greeted her tongue, almost instantly, Junko erupted into a climax with a shrill cry that echoed off the mirrored walls. Junko was in heaven in her own new focused world. Her mind marveled at her new discovery. While she lapped and assaulted the first cunt of her life, Kyle, a six-four Jamaican Olympic Hurdler stood naked over Junko in a passionate kiss with Elsa.

“Look at Kyle, baby, look at Kyle,” Elsa said, pushing her head away from her snatch.

Junko blinked, then looked at the black cock that Elsa had her hand wrapped around. Just the sight of Elsa’s white fingers, with her wedding ring and red nail polish, contrasted against the long, thick black cock, sent Junko into her second orgasm without touching herself. She felt the climax rolling through her entire body in waves. At that moment, her motions were not hers to control—it was if she became, once again, a bitch in heat reacting only on instinct.

Junko’s eyes locked on Kyle, and she felt him touch her mind by the power of his ten-inch black cock.

“Get him ready for me. Get him ready,” Elsa said, while holding the black meat and sitting on the bed. Junko slid over with the cushion. “You want to be a prep/clean-up girl do you?” She whispered in her ear. “Is that what you want?”

“Please!” Junko grasped.

“Take it,” Elsa said, moving her willing head to Kyle’s cock. “Get that black cock as hard as steel. Then rub it around my pussy.”

Time appeared to stop while Kyle fucked Junko’s mouth. When she felt the cock swell in her mouth to what she considered full power she removed it from her mouth.

Hypnotized, Junko rubbed the cock head over Elsa’s moist, pink pussy. Elsa screamed. Junko’s face was inches away as she rubbed the hard black meat all over her pussy. Elsa spread her cunt lips open with her left hand to flaunt her wedding ring. Then without instructions Junko placed the mushroom head into her wet cunt. She moved her head back to watch the the black on white movement.

“What do you want Mrs. Hamoto?” Kyle asked with a baritone edge to his voice.

“This!”

Elsa surrendered, her head moving back and forth, her breathing in loud pants, and her fingers touching Kyle’s nipples. She could not take much more. She wanted to be filled with his hot juice.

Kyle moved in and out at a moderate place while stroking Junko’s face with his large hand. He wanted her to have a good view, a good show, and he was prepared to feed her if instructed.

Junko placed one hand on Kyle’s manhood as it moved in and out and at the same time she moved up to kiss Elsa’s nipples. She lightly bit her nipples while she managed to hit her clit with her thumb with Kyle’s forward stroke. The chorus of moans grew louder, both Elsa and Kyle, as the two reached a pinnacle of sexual abandon.

Orgasm rose inside Kyle and Elsa, enhanced by Junko, huge and inevitable.

“Oh god! Don't stop!” Elsa screamed. She felt him swell inside of her, pushed Junko’s head lower, his girth growing suddenly larger as spurt after spurt of thick white cream hit her womb. He pulled out of Elsa’s lovebox and managed to fire two shots of juice into Junko’s mouth. Junko put a lip lock around Kyle’s cock in anticipation of more cum.

Elsa screamed, not in pain, but with unending ecstasy. “That’s it baby. You clean him up,” she managed to moan.

Kyle's body spent. He stepped back as Junko continued to milk the cock clean. His cock softened. “Would da ladies like another hard cock?”

“Hmm . . .” Pluck! The sharp plucking, smacking sound as Junko released her suction cup lip-lock from Kyle’s cock was her answer.

“If dat is your wish.”

But Junko failed to hear Kyle because she was mesmerized by Elsa’s freshly fucked pussy—a gooey delight! Elsa stretched her legs wide as she watched Junko inspecting her pussy. Junko drew nearer imagining what it would be like to eat Elsa’s pussy. This is what Tadao craves!
 She thought. I long for the day I can show him my freshly fucked pussy!
 She loved him more just thinking about it. Her thoughts along with the beauty before her brought more heat and moisture to her pussy. Elsa wrapped her hands around Junko’s head.

“Go ahead. Eat me,” Elsa coaxed her. “That is what you want.”

Junko groaned a deep guttural sound of pleasure as she flicked her tongue on the gooey delight. She dived in aggressively, sucking and licking with her tongue.

“Do you like it?” Elsa peered at Junko with need and excitement.

Junko peeked up at her coquettishly, licking her lips.

“Why don’t you crawl up on the bed and let me eat your pussy. I can be a prep/clean-up girl too,” she whispered. And she knew that she had never uttered those words to anyone before.

Junko wasted no time at all in getting over top of Elsa in a sixty-nine position. The two of them were pulsing with lust and excitement as they feasted on each other’s pussy. She laughed softly, she could not believe how easily and comfortable she felt in 69 with Elsa. With a purring sound from deep in her chest Elsa moved slowly, licking Junko’s clit in lazy circles, causing an instant orgasm. Her knees collapsed as she gave in and laid on top of Elsa.

“Not now, baby, time to get fucked!” Without warning Junko felt ten inches of black cock enter her pussy. She managed to get back on her knees over Elsa and turned to see a large Jamaican man with braids driving his weapon slowly in her hungry pussy. It was so sexy seeing the sight before her: Elsa licking her clit and the black meat at the same time. There was only one word for it, HOT, and Junko erupted into a continuous orgasm. With her ass up, she lowered her head, wrapped her hands around Elsa’s leg, and screamed with pleasure as she rocked her hips in motion with his stokes. Her legs trembled yet she held her position.

He pulled his cock out of Junko, and Elsa attempted to suck it with her head thrown over the edge of the bed. Over and over he inserted more cock into her mouth. She choked, and he removed it, and Elsa quickly guided it back into Junko’s pussy.

He reached down and began playing with Junko’s breast as Elsa sucked on his balls. He lifted her breasts and twisted her nipples. Her eyes were crying and she was moaning while conforming to the size.

“Oh! Ladies, I can't take much more. Where da you want my juice?” He asked, out of respect for his clients.

“In her pussy!”

The semen release in her pussy may have happened in ten seconds, or fifteen, Junko remembered it like a series of photographs--the globs dripping from her pussy onto Elsa’s tongue. Time ceased to exist for Elsa and Junko as the Jamaican man exited the room. Elsa murmured into Junko’s lips kissing her with a mouth full of cum. During that kiss, the two danced with their tongues and exchanged Jamaican Juice back and forth.

Elsa whispered, “You make me horny, hungry, and thirsty. I have to get back to my husband in the hotel lounge. Let's smoke the rest of the gangee and get going.”

Junko stood, helping Elsa up. “Where are you staying?”

Elsa leaned in close to whisper in her ear, “the Diamond Resort, the same place you are staying. I saw you in the lobby when you checked in. You probably didn't notice me because you had a serious case of ‘Jungle Fever.’ I saw you checking out the bellhop!”

Junko giggled like a nervous schoolgirl. “Come on, let's hurry. I want to fuck my husband.”

“That's my girl!”

The two looked into the mirrors all around them, combed their hair, fixed their short shirts and went out to meet their husband.
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T
 adao had been waiting for his wife for the last couple hours. He had been unable to think of nothing else. The thought of her dancing with all the black men that would surely hit on her was a turn on. He slowed his drinking after inviting Adam Bjornson, the Swedish Ambassador to the United States, to join his group. There was no question in his mind but that Ambassador Bjornson was going to be the next Prime Minister of Sweden.

Tadao Hamoto glanced again at the probable Prime Minister-to-be, sitting two lounge seats away from him, next to Bobo, and wandered what he was thinking.

Adam Bjornson’s mind was on his wife's insatiable sexual appetite and how a man eighteen years her senior would be able to stay up with her. Fortunately, and unknown to her, the majority of their love making was Viagra-assisted sex. He was a man of results. The thought of her out and about only meant they would have an incredible sexual romp under the sheets tonight. His mind kept returning to the wonderful moments they shared together. He loved Elsa as he had never loved another woman.

Tadao saw Junko, arm-in-arm with what had to be a blond model, move fluidly, sensually into the lounge. He averted his eyes because he was pleased to be watching his associates checking out his wife. The men were too drunk to stand when the two women approached. Junko and Elsa were to stoned on gangee to notice.

“Elsa, I see you have a friend,” Adam said. He motioned for her to sit on his lap.

“Ah, yes. She is from a Japan and has invited us to join them at the Tokyo Olympics in 2020. Adam, this is Junko,” Elsa said. She noticed the men in cushion seats around her husband as introductions were made. She sat on her husband’s lap.

“My pleasure, sir. Your wife is lovely. You are very lucky.” Junko sat on Tadao’s lap. Her voice was pleased. “I had a good time, honey. Thanks. She gave Tadao a deep kiss with her tongue. “I met Elsa and she taught me a few things.” She looked him in the eye and kissed him again.

The American and German were thrilled by the two sexy women and attempted to position themselves for a view up their skirts. Elsa obliged by flashing both men a quick peek. Junko remained reserved with one leg folded over the other.

Junko said evenly, “I want to thank you Mr. Tibbs for your referral to the Jamaican Juice. I enjoyed myself with Elsa,” Junko confided. Without thinking, she shifted on Tadao’s lap, faced Bobo, and spread her legs slightly as her skirt moved up higher. Then she began to lightly caress her thigh, stroking her fingernail across her soft skin.

Adam noticed the simple act that was drawn out purposefully by Junko and he found himself hypnotized by the gorgeous Japanese woman. He wandered what it felt like—what it felt like to Junko, holding her pussy hostage to the older black man, the hotel owner.

“I am grateful I could be of assistance,” Bobo said, nodding to Elsa. “My pleasure ma’am, and did you join Mrs. Hamoto at the Jamaican Juice?”

At the mention of Jamaican Juice, Elsa shifted on her husband's lap to face Bobo, legs spread, giving him and Tadao a no panty view of her moist pussy. “Yes! I loved it! I think you could say we got her fill.” She giggled, offering her bracelet hand to Bobo to shake. With tender motions, she began to stroke back and forth with her fingers around Adam’s neck. Her lips were parted and her eyes were glazed over with a look that Junko recognized from her session with Elsa—a look of hunger and desire, alive with a need that was previously new to Junko, but one she now shared. It was a look that conveyed a feeling that had found its way into Bobo’s head and his loins.

Bobo sat back, smiling and enjoying the up-skirt peeks on both his right and left, wondering how he could fuck the little Swedish Blond. He started thinking about her nude body under his, relinquishing herself. “I want to offer full services at my hotel. Should anyone here need anything feel free to stop by my office.”

Elsa was not listening to him. She was staring at the cylinder like erection along the side of his slacks.

Junko felt excitement begin to build in Tadao. Elsa is driving him crazy,
 she thought.

“I’m going to call it a night,” Erich Vonhouse said, standing up. “We have a full agenda tomorrow.”

Everyone else in the group stood. Through a dim, misty haze of the effects of the gangee, Elsa heard the conversations come to a conclusion. She had not understood what they were saying, for their words were blurred by the lust that gripped her. She thought she heard Adam’s voice and managed to drop her arm, and run her hand across Bobo’s erection, while talking to Adam. Junko and Tadao witnessed the nonchalant act.

Then, slowly, in her stoned state of mind, a thought began to surface in Junko’s mind. One she found intriguing, and she was afraid to face because the thought may apply to herself. She wants more!


Bobo Tibbs took one long last look at his guests as they departed the lounge. The silent look he gave Junko and Elsa clearly stated his intentions.
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J
 unko and Tadao slept till eight-thirty in the morning. Tadao felt like a teenage boy; he had made love to Junko three times throughout the night. The image of Elsa flashing her pussy to him and Bobo remained ingrained in his mind. The memory of her brushing Bobo’s cock, without her husband knowing, was enough to keep Tadao in a state of constant arousal. And Junko took a liking to Elsa!
 He thought with delight. Perhaps Elsa’s behavior turned her on. She seemed more turned on than normal and even swallowed his semen twice, something she had never done before. She was wetter and more turned on than any time in their marriage.
 Jamaica opened up so many possibilities, and he plunged his mind into his fantasy world with reckless abandon.

Junko barely stopped to think about how different her new sexuality was, how out of character compared to her usual reserved demeanor. Tadao seemed pleased with the change—more than once he commented on the previous night’s sex. He said she seemed sexier, more attractive, and lively. Oh, if only he knew.
 Strange as it seemed, but she liked it, she began to see the world differently. Everywhere she looked, she saw black men and found herself drifting along in a constant fantasy world. It was invigorating and debilitating, a tantalizing obsession she could not get out of her mind. Tadao was usually included in her fantasies, but not all the time.

 

It was brunch and Tadao and Junko were sitting at the veranda, overlooking the Caribbean Sea, at their hotel discussing recreation plans with a local tour guide for their quick business trip. Typical, Junko wore a pair of white hot pants, flip-flops, and purposely wore her hair disheveled.

“How long will you and your lovely wife be staying in Jamaica?” Amos, the guide asked, eyeing Junko.

“Tomorrow will be our departure. I want today to be Junko’s day,” Tadao answered, noticing Junko shifting in her seat. “I have business today and want Junko to have a day she will never forget.”

“How was da first night in Montego Bay?” asked Amos in his thick Jamaican accent. “Did you dance reggae?”

Junko looked at Amos quickly. She was an extremely attractive brown-eyed Japanese with a toned body from working out. Two years before, she modeled lingerie for a large clothing chain. The competitive nature of modeling ensured a short career. She looked at both men as if sizing them up.

Amos, the Jamaican tour guide, was larger than the majority of Japanese men. He was tall with dreadlocks that hung down his back, pulled together with colorful beads. His dark black complexion and extremely cinnamon colored eyes reminded her of an African warrior statue she had seen in a museum. She took him for a thoroughbred Jamaican man, in the best physical condition possible. He seemed to be built for stamina and endurance. There was no denying his natural beauty. Similar to Japan, where society values men as the bread winners, men’s status is elevated over women. He exuded confidence and a sexual energy that tingled Junko. He smiled at her now and she looked away from his face and let her eyes trail down his torso to his loose shorts, his large feet in sandals and back to his eyes again.

“No, I was tired from the flight. Had a few too many drinks in the hotel bar,” Tadao answered. His wife looked at him. As he watched her she slipped off her flip-flop and stretched her leg out before her, pointing her toes in Tadao’s direction. For Junko, the leg move signaled that it was play time. Time to become the perfect wife. Her pussy started to leak like a faucet.

“Well, would you like to reggae on the shore?” Amos asked. He eyed Junko again and, shifting in her chair, she looked curiously at her husband. She flexed her tired toes, more in Amos’ direction. What appeared as an innocent scene registered crystal clear in a part of Amos’ mind.

Tadao was of medium height; though he was in great shape for his age, which was thirty-five, he was not fat; he had typical Japanese features which neither distinguished or set him apart from the crowd. He was dressed in Khaki shorts and white polo shirt. His hair, which he kept very short, was black and thick, and only at the temples touched with white; and his brown eyes, which once might had been attractive, were now pale and tired. There was so many interesting traits about the man on whom Junko’s eyes rested, but because he was her husband she gave him her casual glance. Everyone seemed to like him. His coworkers respected him. He worked hard along with them. He had no patience with slackness or inefficiency. She wandered what the Jamaicans would say of him. From a business standpoint his career was a success, he was the youngest CTO (Chief Technical Officer) ever appointed in the large international computer networking company. He kept himself fit and was very proud of his skills on the Racquetball Court, had won a few tournaments, and had just shown himself easily susceptible to not handling his alcohol.

“Perhaps we will reggae on the beach. I heard there are plenty of parties on the beach,” said the businessman Tadao.

“I danced reggae last night. That is why my leg is sore,” Junko said, noticing that Tadao caught the mischievous glance shared by her and Amos. She was doing exactly what Tadao thought she should be doing.

“And where did you dance reggae ma’am?” Amos asked with curiosity. “Da is, but the fun starts late in the night,” the guide said, answering Tadao’s question.

“The Jamaican Juice,” Junko answered.

“Did you say Jamaican Juice?”

Junko was sure he understood her. “That is correct.”

“How did you like it?”

“I had a great time. I--tasted Jamaica!”

“That is an exclusive club. Invitation only. Did you encounter any Stulla?”

“Stulla?” Tadao inquired.

“The Stulla is a very sexually competent man, which is what is found at beachside reggae,” Amos answered his curiosity and laughed.

She took a deep, shaky breath and said, “Oh, really? I was with a little blond from Sweden. I think she may have bought the . . . what did you call it . . . out in the young men.”

It took a couple of seconds for Junko’s words to sink in to Amos. “The Stulla.”

Tadao sat there quietly listening, studying her, saying nothing.

“We can go to the beach tonight, honey. It sounds like fun!” said Junko playing the role of supportive wife. “Seeing the Stulla, that is.” An idea occurred to her. She pondered it a moment. Then, a voice in her head told her that her little plot might be discovered.

“Okay, mon,” Amos said to him. “I look forward to seeing the two of you tonight.”

Amos looked over at Junko without smiling and now she smiled at him. The talking stopped and there was silence. Then Amos spoke and made no attempt to tone down his rather strong Jamaican accent: “da tis a saying in Jamaica, the only way to get rid of the temptation is to just give in to it.”


“Amos, did you run track when you were younger?” She asked. “The Jamaicans were fast in the Olympics at Beijing.”

“Da will be faster in Tokyo at the next Olympics.”

The drinks were brought and Tadao signed the bill. “They hold all the records, you know.”

“The Jamaicans?” She inquired.

“No, the blacks,” said Tadao. “It started with Jesse Owens back in the thirties and is true to this day, that is, the blacks hold all the sprinter records. It is a genetic thing. It’s in the genes. How else could a country the size of Brooklyn set so many world records.”

“Mr. Hamoto, sprinting is the national sport of Jamaica. All Jamaicans sprint—it is our passion. Everyone wants to be a sprinter. We focus on Track from a very early age. We have talented athletes that work hard, have competent coaches, and are in a system that fosters Track development. It is not genetics. Perhaps the Stulla is in our genes.”

Amos’ dark eyes grew darker as he slowly moved them from the drinks on the table, and he fixed them on Tadao Hamoto. They stared unwinking. Tadao liked people to look him in the eyes. He held that big, powerful man with his cold level gaze for show, for everything to Tadao Hamoto was showmanship.

Amos began to speak, in a low voice, as though he were ashamed of offending his client. He went back and said the same thing over again. “Da will be fast in Tokyo. Da are training hard.”

Tadao looked out toward the Caribbean. A little fantasy passed through his mind. He seemed to smile.

“l wonder, ma’am, if I may ask. What tis the drink you are drinking?” he asked at last.

“Oh, it’s a Chocolatini, made from coconut rum and chocolate milk. I love chocolate! Dark chocolate, white chocolate, I love it all,” she answered, licking the Carmel syrup off the side of the glass and smiling again. “Interesting, about the blacks. . . Honey, what will I do today while you attend meetings?”

Junko’s interest was exercise and this was agreeable to Tadao because it always enhanced his status to be seen with such a fit, attractive woman. She looked at her husband, who sipped his scotch, with the bright eyes of a pedigree Golden Retriever looking at her master. He sensed her need for activity and turned to Amos.

“Amos, Junko is an exercise buff, somewhat of a fanatic lately with this cross-fit faze. She enjoys getting out away from the hotel. What do you suggest?”

It was on account of this request, to which Tadao revealed a rare insight into his wife, that got Amos thinking. One of Amos’ duties was to see to all the client’s needs during their stay on the island. He was known as “The Man in Jamaica” that fulfilled all needs.

“Interesting you mention this. I am flying to Kingston today to look at some health clubs. I am thinking of setting up a club modeled after one in Kingston. Ma’am, if you are interested you may accompany me. Perhaps, I can learn a thing or two about cross-fit.”

Though she pretended to not show her excitement, she was unable to prevent the smile that rose to her lips. Being a woman of tact, she sought to include her husband. “Yes, I would like that. Is there any way you can join us, honey?”

“No, there is no time in my schedule,” he answered. “Amos, I will pay for the added fuel and cost if you can arrange a low-level fly over of the island for Junko. And take care of her for the day,” he asked eagerly, though he knew the services his agency provided.

“You have my word that the entire trip will be devoted toward your wife. The club in Kingston is located next to Usain Bolt Stadium, and she can watch the Olympic Team train on the blue track. My only fear is that with her—gorgeous appearance—well, shall we say I fear a runner will injury himself by not taking his eyes off her.”

So great was her surprise and excitement that if Junko had not been sitting she undoubtedly would have been weak at the knees. She could smell her own special scent, one she acquired on the plane, and thought Amos could smell her too, all the way over from his lawn chair.

After Amos downed his brandy in one swallow, his white teeth flashed a smile.
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T
 adao walked out of the hotel holding his wife’s hand. Despite the trip being a business trip, his appearance seemed to say: “I’m a tourist and on vacation.” She was wearing a short white sundress with running shoes and a small backpack flung over her shoulder. When his company car picked him up the word would spread about his attractive wife. He let his eyes linger where they wanted to linger, then she smiled lasciviously and said, “How do I look?”

He smiled back. “Amos was right. The Jamaican Olympic Team will break a leg watching you!”

She raised an eyebrow. “Oh, don’t be silly! You know how I love the Olympics. I may get to meet the future fastest man in the world!”

The youthful valet, standing outside the hotel, eyes all glued on Junko. Tadao liked the attention she attracted. Perhaps too much attention . . . in a way she brought it on herself, didn’t she . . . Those blacks whose looks she now seemed to prize
 . But he knew he could never put such thought into words. So he quickly dispelled them. Why my Junko is so innocent! She pays no attention to blacks. After all I am a man filled with hot fantasies. Why ransack my brain thinking she shares the same fantasies?


Tadao looked at his wife and kissed her. “I hope you meet some future Gold Medalist. Just be careful of the Stulla!” He smiled.

The return smile on her face was genuine, altogether pleasant with her sexy features, her clear brown eyes, her rich black hair. “You are right honey. About the genetics in black runners, that is. I googled it and learned about the ACTN3 gene and center of gravity theory. It made for interesting reading.”

“Is that right? I think I remember reading something along those lines. On the other hand, I like Amos’ theory better, that is, passion, discipline, hard work, and talent is why they dominate in the sport. I will go with your take on it all after today. You do the research.”

All at once Tadao was aware of his company car approaching the valet parking area. She flung herself into his arms and with a touch of excitement she pressed her lips to his. Then he wrapped his arms round her and pressed his lips to hers. Yes, a very fine wife . . . Tomorrow they’ll still be talking about what a sexy, gorgeous woman she is!


 

The view of Jamaica from the air left Junko speechless, just endless turquoise blue of the ocean and lush green of the interior. The ocean was always in sight. It was easy to just literally forget the world and enjoy the amazing views. Her ears popped as the plane began its descent into Kingston. Unlike a commercial flight where a smiling attendant reminded you to fasten your seat belt, this flight was met with Amos glancing to see if her belt was still on.

In the airport lounge, Amos offered a smile, his white teeth in direct contrast to his dark skin. The smile was brief. “I have two escorts, members of the Jamaican Olympic Team, who will take you to Usain Bolt Stadium.” He spoke slowly and enunciated his words clearly through his obvious accent. “The team trains on what is called the Blue Track before it gets too hot. You will be welcome to watch the runners, exercise in the gym, and have full use of the state of the art facilities.”

“Thank you, Amos, I will enjoy it. I appreciate your hospitality.”

“I am friends with the owner of the gym,” Amos said. “The stadium is closed to the public. It will be just you and the runners.”

“What about you?”

“I have a meeting to attend. Give me a few hours.”

“Okay.”

“You’re really curious, you know that?” Amos asked her.

For a moment she stood transfixed, the sea-breeze blowing her hair, looking at Amos, biting her lip. “Yes, it’s real and does not go away, my---” She stopped in mid-sentence when two tall, six-foot five young Jamaican men, wearing a track uniform in the yellow, green, and black national colors, stepped forward. She twisted as they approached. They both had long hair in braids. But no shoes?

Junko immediately noticed the bare feet and forced her gaze back to their faces. They both smiled a huge smile that highlighted the white teeth in the black face covered by dark sunglasses. She sensed the pure masculinity of the young men.

“Mrs. Hamoto, Mrs. Hamoto?”

She was checking out the two men and did not realize Amos was speaking to her.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she replied, as if startled.

This is Cody and Deon. They are the youngest members of the 2017 Jamaican Track Team,” Amos said. “This is Mrs. Hamoto.”

They both held out their hands.

She gave them both a hand, a demure smile on her lips, and stepped into the double handshake. “Please, call me Junko. Congrats! On your selection to the team!” She started laughing and could not prevent herself from thinking of why they wore no shoes.

“Well, if you don’t mind. I will catch a taxi, the most dangerous part of this trip. Jamaican taxi drivers are the most aggressive in the world. I believe you are in good hands, literally, as it looks.”

“Thank you, Amos.” She stepped forward and kissed Amos on the cheek. A vitality flowed through her with a radiance that dazzled the two runners.

“See you in a few hours,” Amos said, as he turned and walked away.

Her eyes turned to Deon and Cody, the bare-feet men, fascinated by the long limbs. “Why, if I may ask, no shoes?” She laughed and they laughed too. Their laughter was frank and boyish.

“Junko, we have been running all around Jamaica bare-foot since we were small boys. And we often train bare-foot. When you run without shoes, oh, the feeling of running on a synthetic running track with spiked shoes is awesome!” Exclaimed Deon.

“Did you know an Ethiopian won the 1960 marathon Gold Medal while running barefoot?” Cody stated.

“I remember the comedian, Robin Williams, joking about that in a stand-up skit,” she answered, thinking about his battle with depression and the dead comedian. “So tell me, what else makes fast sprinters in Jamaica?”

“Fish, yams, and bananas!” answered the excited Deon.

“It is like a regular daily dose of steroids,” said Cody. “Now, we must be going so we can start our gym workout. You are our coach today, Miss Junko!”

Walking to the parking lot, she thought the two had a sort of spring as though their eager feet itched to break into a sprint. She was smiling. Her eyes shone with the joy of excitement of indulging in a wild escapade, an oddity unlike her suburban housewife life.

With his lips drawn back from his teeth all the way to the gumlines, Cory looked at Deon, who was staring at the yellow 1972 Volkswagen Beetle with the top cut off. No question what they were thinking about.

“We forgot to take my father’s fishing tackle from the back seat,” Cory said, tilting his head down and peered toward Junko through wrap-around dark sunglasses—so dark they were nearly black.

“It’s okay. I don’t--” She began, and then stopped short. She had just remembered something. Now she was even more excited—a flash of the past rushed out at her. She remembered joy-riding in a Volkswagen Beetle as a teenage girl while vacationing in Hawaii. “I can sit on someone’s lap. It’ll be fun. No big deal!”

In the mid-morning hours, Junko found herself riding past the banana plantations and bungalows on the sea. A pleasant sight. A light rain began and something curled in the pit of her stomach and heated. Was it desire or was it hunger? Her sexual fantasies of the track team overshadowed being in a VW bug with a barefoot driver en route to watch an Olympic Track Team train in a new stadium. It was better to live on the edge than go over a cliff,
 she thought. Could Robin Williams live on the edge? Or did his notoriety prevent him from taking chances? Prevent him from being the man he played in Patch Adams. Barriers
 ? Feeling Deon’s hard cock on her ass she closed her eyes. She squirmed around on the cock to show her acceptance but he did nothing but smile as they pulled into the parking lot of the stadium.
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W
 hen Junko walked into the health club, attached to the stadium, Cody said, “Mrs. Hamoto, we have someone that wishes to see you. He has been waiting.”

Junko hesitated, then said, “All right, Cody, I am following you.” She hurried behind Cody and Dion past a set of closed doors into the gym lobby, and started looking at the trophy display case and pictures of past Olympic Teams. Two minutes later Jimmy, the man from the plane, stepped into the lobby.

Junko went utterly still. Her mouth parted, closed, and parted again. The lust flooding her was indescribable. When Jimmy glanced at Junko he found her looking at him, a look of mischievous smirk transforming her angelic features with a look of pure, filthy intent.

She turned to look at him with lustful eyes. “Please, Junko, come into my office.

“Hai, Hai.
 ” She stared at him and then smiled. “This is your gym?” She couldn't stop smiling and she shook her head, still looking she'll-shocked.

“Yes, it is,” he answered, smiling, “it is fantastic you can interview for the position of Japan Chapter President for the Jamaican Juice Association.” They stepped into his office, and locked the door, and a moment later Junko was kissing him with her legs wrapped around him, overwhelmed with passion.

Holding Junko by her ass cheeks, Jimmy moved her toward the sofa to set her down. She would not stop kissing him. He pushed her from kissing him, and she immediately pulled her sundress off her body.

“I think Cody and Dion warmed you up. Your job will be to train them. Are you interested?”

For her part, Junko nodded her head. She begun to writhe on the couch. Jimmy's hands roamed over her body and lightly massaged her breast. She was moaning constantly now, sharp pants and tiny cries of approval at every lick or kiss. Her hands moved back and forth, sliding over the first massive meat she ever felt.

Jimmy gasped softly, and his eyes widened. She smiled and bit the corner of her lip as she pulled the sweat pants down.

“How did you get so nasty so fast?”

She just licked her lips as the thick, black cock bounced in front of her face. She grabbed him at the base and reached her tongue out to lick the head before trying to put the entire thick meat in her mouth.

Jimmy gasped as he looked down at her, his eyes burning like they were on fire.

Junko gave her best nasty smile as she looked up at whom she felt was her sexual master, licked her lips and then slid her mouth down the length of coke can thick cylinder, her lips sliding over every inch of the very satisfying black cock.

He growled his approval. With his meat in her mouth, she sucked, slurped, and moaned around his girth. He placed his hands on her head and moved his hips slowly in and out, sliding his cock in her soft, warm mouth.

She placed her palms on the back of Jimmy’s ass to steady herself, pleased with the moans and pleasure escaping his lips. She felt nasty and empowered to give her mouth. She entered a frenzied state and all she wanted was his load of juice.

“Baby, you are just too good! I want to fuck you, but I promise to feed you, okay?” He said, pushing her head back.

“Hai, Hai,
 ” she answered, agreement, consent, and encouragement all expressed in her breathless, word. “Hai
 .” She nudged her legs wider for easier access while sliding up on the sofa. She was weak and drifting, hot and ready. Somehow he made her feel utterly feminine, vulnerable, and yet powerful.

Jimmy curved one hand under her entire ass. He used the other hand to take his index finger to rub the most sensitive part of her, gliding smoothly, shatteringly over her clit.

“Oh, Oh!” She inserted the head of the big black cock and clasped his shoulders, needing some anchor to help her handle the tidal wave of sensation. He pushed up on her ass with one hand while working his sensual magic with the other, all the while while inserting more and more of his thick manhood. Her hips rose instinctively to accommodate him. Junko arched like a wrestler, her fingers digging into him. She considered herself lucky to have found such pleasure.

He wanted her. She understood. She wanted the thick presence of him deep within her. Junko shuddered and whimpered in her semi-restrained state, pushing her hot pussy in rhythm with his slow torment. She moved her hands to his kinky hair and pulled his head into a kiss. As she sucked his tongue she reveled in her dirty wantonness.

He was so hard and getting close to blowing his load that it set Junko over the edge into an orgasm. At the same time, Jimmy pulled out of her and moved his meat to her mouth to feed her. He emptied spurt after spurt of thick ropes of cum on her tongue. She did not swallow his load immediately because she wanted to savor the taste as long as she could. Finally, she swallowed it all so she could refocus on Jimmy, milking his cock with intent, making sure she got every drop.

“You’re so beautiful, sexy, and natural,” Jimmy said as he held her. “Do you want to be the President of the Japanese Chapter of the Jamaican Juice Association?” He kissed her temple after putting his sweat pants back on.

Junko curled up in the middle of the sofa, a contented, highly satisfied woman basking in the afterglow of the best fucking of her life. She had a permanent smile on her face.

“What will I do?”

“I will give you a password to a secure website for chapter presidents. The website details how to increase membership in the association. Your job will be to merely facilitate, help out, Japanese women like yourself who show an inclination toward black men. Everything is done online. Take your time deciding. And of course the fringe benefit is you will get all the dark meat you want in Japan.” Jimmy grinned.

Junko looked at Jimmy with interest and different eyes now. She sat there digesting what he had said, and she slowly said, “What about my husband?”

“Oh, your husband will love it. The website addresses how to train a cuckold. You need to remember everything that happens in the Jamaican Juice Association is through eager participation. Members are willing participants. There is a section in the site devoted to training a husband. My experience is most member husband’s are turned on by their wife’s activities. Jamaican Juice fills a small niche for a certain man and woman.”

There was a long silence, and then Junko said excitingly, “You have my interest. How much time do I need to put into it?”

Jimmy shrugged. “Whatever you want. There are bonuses and stipends based on membership. Just look over the website and get back to me.” He gestured toward a door. “Deon and Cody will be going to Japan soon for a Track Meet. They are young and all they know is Track. They are showering . . .”

Junko’s mouth was suddenly dry. “Where--” She could not get the words out. “Where—where are they?”

Cody and Deon, wearing white towels around their waist, walked through the office door and, in spite of herself, Junko could not help staring at the two young men. Something happened inside of her when she saw them. Outwardly, she was a prim and proper wife of a prominent Japanese businessman. But inside she was addicted to black cock, severely addicted.

“Gentlemen, I believe you already met Junko. She will, I hope, run the Japanese Chapter of the association. Now I have some business to attend. Think of her as your trainer,” Jimmy told them. “I will send you an email with the link. We will need some translations soon.”

“How can I thank you?”

“I have something for you.” Jimmy walked over to her, reached out with a necklace, and put it around her neck. “This is a special necklace worn only by chapter presidents. Members recognize your position and you are garnered with special privileges and status.”

“Jamaican Juice.
 I saw a woman named Elsa wearing a bracelet that said Jamaican Juice,
 ” Junko said. “I like it.” She nodded pensively, and then looked at him. “I want to be the chapter president and help those that seek passion and fulfillment, to those that really want it . . . yes, I would really like that . . .”

He looked at her and nodded. “Yes, Elsa, from Sweden. The bracelet is for associates, while the necklace is only for chapter presidents. I must go. I will see you in Japan.” He smiled as he looked at her, and pulled her closer and took her in his arms, kissing her.

Junko knew that the kiss did not mean the end. Out of some odd loyalty, wearing the necklace, Junko knew her life took on a new beginning.

Jimmy exited the office.

 

Deon and Cody were watching her, wrapped in towels.

For one fleeting moment, Junko thought of Jimmy, and then she forgot everything except Deon and Cody before her.

The two were insatiable. They were athletic, lean and hard, and she vowed to make them part of her body. She was caught up in a frenzy, carrying her on a rising wave of pounding excitement that she knew would only end with their release hot fluids. For the second time, she removed her sundress.

“Like the view?”

“Love it!” Exclaimed Cody.

“Get used to it. I will be sending you plenty of Japanese women,” she said, taking on her duties as chapter president. “You need to be ready for Tokyo.”

The two moved in unison toward her. She snapped the towels off. In that moment she was the center of their world. They eyed her hungrily. Their hands were on her breast and ass. Her arms reached up Cody’s shoulders, while Deon was behind her. Deon pushed her ass with his hard cock. This pushed her pulsing pussy tight up against Cody’s growing cock. She was like the cream in an Oreo Cookie. They pressed into her. All she felt was big hard cock as she struggled to absorb all the passion coming from their touch. She wanted to scream with wild joy. Cody stared into her flushed, happy face. “You love this, don’t you?”

“Hai
 .”

There was an excitement in her eyes, an excitement at how she wanted to please both of them. When she could take it no longer, she dropped to her knees, again, confirming her new position and status in the association.

And two hard organs took turns fucking her mouth. She was no longer Junko from Tokyo. She was the chapter president training two young bulls in something they had never known before. After an hour and multiple orgasms for herself, two orgasms a piece for Cody and Deon, the christening of the President of the Japan Chapter of the Jamaican Juice Association was complete.

Her work had begun.
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T
 adao Hamoto was a happy man. Notwithstanding his wife's over zealous efforts to please him, it was her that gave him the most joy in life. He shrugged a polite and amused smile as Junko told him about the Jamaican Olympic Track Team. He was pleased to hear her excited, animated version of her events of the day. He had a considerate and generous disposition and listened attentively before falling asleep.

Junko heard Tadao snoring. As she snuggled under the covers, she started to remember the passion, the animal-like lust, in all her encounters since arriving in Jamaica. The night was worst for her at times. The dark . . . . the quiet. There was a clawing need to relive the sensations of her stadium visit. Sensations she instinctively knew needed to be felt, to relive passion again, before she departed Jamaica. Images floated in her head and Amos’ words, “come on down by the beach, toward the sound of Reggae, by the bungalows,”
 ran through her head like a recording. Could she handle the excitement, although—if earlier was a sample and she thought it was—she left the hotel with a quenching, with her brain desiring more.

 

When Junko arrived by the bungalows on the beach, she saw Elsa sitting on a stool at an outside bar of an open cabana settled under some Palm Trees. She wore a bikini top and a short skirt that flaunted her conditioned legs. She was surrounded by two tall Jamaican men. They looked six-foot four and were full of muscles. The bar area was dimly lit by a series of small Christmas lights overhead. A large speaker played the reggae that she heard from the hotel. The place was full, and it had a fascinating blend: Black Jamaicans, white women tourists, and a few husbands. There was plenty of dirty dancing all around, not just in the dancing area.

Elsa’s skirt exposed her bare ass as she stood up. “Junko! Junko!”

“What a surprise.” Junko’s voice was a bit breathless. “I see you have two friends.” She yearned to go to the larger man, to be shielded in his arms by his strength. Nothing could prepare her for the hunger his appearance awoke. So large and intense and strong.

“My god, ma’am! I didn't know you were a chapter president!” The ramifications flooded Elsa’s imagination. She was gleaming.

 

Junko wondered what spell was just cast over Elsa. “No big thing. Just appointed yesterday. The Japan Chapter,” Junko exclaimed. “Tell me what that means to you.” She said in a teasing way.

Elsa raised her glass in a toast. “Gentlemen, this is my good friend Junko, and please give her whatever she wants.”

“Thomas,” the large man said, taking Junko’s hand. “And this is Earl.” His smile deepened and his eyes lit up with the introductions.

“The pleasure is mine,” Junko replied, and stepped into Thomas. He wrapped his arms around her. She responded by rubbing her hands over his arms.

The bartender appeared and when he saw Junko he said, “All drinks are on the house. What would you like ma’am?”

“Ah,” Junko said, smiling at Elsa. “I want whatever she is drinking.” She glanced at Elsa. “You still have not answered my question.”

“You, my love, are a queen bee. I must always call you ma’am and do whatever you say. All members, male and female, serve you.”

A flicker of startled recognition awoke in Junko’s lustful eyes. “Really? She smiled softly at that, at the enticement in her voice, at the pure, hungry look to please her in her blue eyes.

The bartender set a round of drinks down for everyone.

Junko leaned in close to Elsa and whispered, “I want a similar experience as the other day—but one exception.”

“What?” Elsa asked slowly, her voice low and sexy.

“It just is not fair that I am having all the fun. I want you to figure out how to plug my pussy.”


But why?
 She put one finger in the drink they shared with straws and then licked the finger, as though holding a silent exchange with her.

At the sound of that long-silent voice, Junko finished sucking half the drink, smiling. “I want to take a late night snack to my husband!”

“Oh?” She invested the word with naughty intonation and curiosity. “I’ll take it as a personal honor,” Elsa added. “Earl, do you have a little gangee for us?”

“Why yes I do,” he replied, producing a small joint.

After the four smoked the joint, Earl titled his glass of rum and began sucking on Elsa’s lower lip. Thomas picked up Junko and held her by her ass while they engaged in a passionate kiss.

“Okay, boys and girls, let’s go to Bungalow #9,” Elsa said, while putting the rubber pad her drink rested on in her small purse.

Once inside the darken hut, Thomas set Junko on a small cot. Elsa quickly straddled Junko's face, covering her mouth with her soaking wet cunt. Junko wanted Elsa’s juices on her lips, chin, and face. She wanted to ensure Tadao could taste everything when she got back to the room. Soon Elsa was rocking on Junko’s face and with each thrust Junko’s tongue smudged up into Elsa’s little gapping wet hole. The sight of the glimmering gold Jamaican Juice
 necklace on Junko’s neck excited Elsa. She shuddered and enjoyed a hard intense orgasm, squeezing her legs around Junko’s head to keep herself in place. Junko could hardly breath, but loved it. She absolutely loved it. And while rhythmically stroking two solid, rock hard black cocks! She noticed Thomas’ was thicker but shorter than Earl’s, while Earl’s was longer and leaking from precum.

Elsa wanted to please Junko so badly. Obtaining the status of chapter president was what she lived for, and she would do anything to please a voting member of the board.

“What do you want ma’am?” Elsa asked.

“I want Earl and Thomas to fuck me. Did you figure out how to do it?” Junko pleaded.

Elsa gave her a deep soulful kiss. “I did.” She wanted to be fucked too, but Junko was priority number one.

Elsa moved between Junko’s legs over the edge of the cot and knelt down. She rubbed the head of Earl’s cock up and down her dripping slit, her clit electrified at every pass.

“Hurry baby. I can’t take it. I want to feed my husband.”

Junko hips bucked as Earl rammed his cock into her, paused, and then began slamming her with powerful thrusts. She cried out as his balls slapped against her ass. Elsa was sucking Thomas as best as she could to facilitate his quick orgasm when his turn came. Earl’s pounding was relentless. It was too much, and Junko came hard with each thrust. It was also too much for Earl, and he shot his load deep into Junko’s love canal.

Earl pumped Junko for a few more strokes, then slid his cock out of her cunt and traded places with Thomas. Ecstatic to have his turn, Thomas pushed his thick meat in her still hungry cunt. His girth put pressure on Junko’s clit making her moan and scream. She used her fingertip to circle her clit to take her mind off the splitting fullness.

Elsa focused on Thomas as he pumped in and out of Junko, each stroke getting easier as she adapted to the thickness. Elsa prided herself on the ability to make any man cum within two minutes, if she so desired. If Junko wanted juice,
 she thought, then I will get her juice.
 She began kissing Thomas, working him with her tongue, twisting his nipple with her right hand, and cupping his balls in her left hand. She felt him tense up, and she pushed his ass in deep to Junko as he exploded in her cunt.

Elsa knelt down next to Junko. She removed the he rubber drink pad and a Kotex from her purse. She placed the rubber pad like a seal over her soaked pussy. While holding the rubber pad securely with a good seal, she secured the Kotex tightly over it. “There, my princess, that will hold for a little while.”

“Okay, Domo
 , I will meet you in the lobby in the morning,” she said. And like Cinderella that would turn back into a servant girl at midnight, Junko was on her feet and gone.

 

Tadao saw it was one o’clock in the morning when he looked at the digital clock on the nightstand. He had been asleep a little while after he stopped thinking about his wife, wakened and then slept again, woke suddenly, frightened by a dream of being in a boat bobbing over large sea swells, and lying flat on the bed as the room spun around him, he realized that Junko was not in the bed. He lay awake thinking about her for two hours before falling back asleep.

At four o’clock his wife came in the room, removed her clothes, and cuddled up to him. She removed The Kotex but held the rubber pad in place with one hand.

“Honey, I saw the Stulla down at the beach,” she whispered in his ear.

“Oh?” He replied with curiosity.

“I danced reggae with a large black man. Then I was sandwiched by another man. There hard cocks rubbed me in the front and the back.” She reached down and felt his solid hard on.

“What did you do?”

“I let them rub up against me and I danced! I was really excited,” she whispered in his ear while removing the pad. She moved up and mounted his face.

The juices were streaming out her cunt into Tadao’s mouth. She instructed him to lick her clit as she ricocheted and shook. Tadao stayed in place while the thick goo dropped on his tongue and face. He found her clit and brought her to an orgasm. He pushed her on her back and mounted her, fucking her harder than he ever fucked her until he exploded—and exploded and exploded with cum.

She leaned up and saw the cum all over her. She put some on her finger and put her finger in Tadao’s mouth. After sucking her finger, he covered his face on her gooey stomach, cheerfully gulping his own seed. When he was done they nestled in each other's arms.

Then there were the odors he thought he smelled. There was a different taste in his mouth from all the juices, an acidic combination to her salvia along with a smell he recognized from college in the states—marijuana, that was it!

“Are you okay?” he asked her.

She murmured and muttered, “Yes, yes, yes. I’m better, really,” and Tadao felt a portion of his thoughts leave him.

“You were gone . . . um . . .” he said in the darkness, unsure of how much reality he could stand.

“It was fun. I watched Elsa give a Stulla a blow job. It was erotic,” she replied, kissing him and entwining her legs around him. She could feel him growing hard again.

And obedience was the root of her love toward Tadao—and meant to keep him happy—to keep him satisfied, she would show him how she was a perfect wife.
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A
 glow of morning sunshine poured into the open lobby and streamed onto the luggage where Adam, Tadao, and Elsa waited. A moment later a bellhop emerged with a message.

“Mrs. Bjornson, Mr. Tibbs has a gift for you and Mrs. Hamoto in his office,” Dexter announced.

“I don’t know what is taking Junko so long,” Elsa replied.

“Why don’t you run to the office and see him,” Adam said.

“Junko is still getting ready,” Tadao said. “Why don't you pick her gift up for her. We could be late for the airport.”

Elsa turned her head around and met Dexter’s smile. “Perhaps you should check on Mrs. Hamoto.” She shrugged expressively.

“I just left her room,” he replied in a low tone to Elsa. “She forgot a bag.” Dexter’s gaze traveling over her elegant figure.

For a moment excitement stopped Elsa’s voice, but she mastered herself and grinned at Dexter. “I’ll be right back.” This will have to be a two-minute quickie
 , she thought.

 

As he waited, a twinge of curiosity pierced Tadao’s mind and he excused himself to go to Mr. Tibb’s Office.

Carrying two small candy boxes, Elsa strode to where Tadao stood.

“Have you seen Junko?”

Elsa, her lips sealed together, reached an arm behind Tadao's neck and pulled him into a kiss unlike any kiss he ever experienced. He felt the gooey fluid exchange and knew what she had done. “I really want to visit you and Junko in Tokyo. Maybe when the track team visits.”

The blood rushed in his head, buzzing in his temples, the implication of Elsa’s words clear.

Junko and Adam turned the corner and saw Tadeo and Elsa. Junko appeared, gliding up to Tadeo, her beautiful face as alluring as ever wearing her new necklace, only Elsa knowing her new status

“We need to get going. The shuttle is waiting,” Adam said.

“Here is a gift from Mr. Tibbs,” Elsa said, her eyes glittering. “I think it is chocolate.”

“Oh,” Junko said softly, her gaze dwelling with loving fascination on Elsa’s lips. A smile broke on her pretty face. “I love chocolate, all kinds, but the darker the better.”

 

It all seemed like a dream, and perhaps it was. Perhaps none of it was real. The plane encounter, the bellhop . . . Bobo . . . the Jamaican Juice
 Association . . . Elsa . . . all of it. She was still the same woman that loved her husband, Tadao was still the same devoted husband, it was just that suddenly it all felt different.

Sitting in their seats on the plane, they both smiled at the memory of Jamaica, and that walk down the concourse, when Tadao took Junko’s hand, and she had a light in her eyes and a swingle in her hips.


 





Special excerpt Akako’s Addiction





Chapter One



A
 kako Kurosawa sat in the window seat of the Shinkansen, the high speed train known as the Bullet Train, looking out over the rice fields. She removed a small box of See’s Candy from her Louis Vuitton handbag, both a gift from her father. The box said assorted chocolates on the outside. She found the candy deceitfully alluring and chewing one she thought of her father. He was a company man, the CFO (chief financial officer) of a large Japanese conglomerate called Miyobo. He never ate chocolate and the thought of putting something sweet in his mouth to wet his appetite made him ill. Akako found it was a pleasant combination, the chocolate and green tea. “There is no dignity in eating sweets,” her father would say.

Dignity and reputation, along with status, the hallmark traits instilled in her by her father and Japanese culture. She had a habit of holding her handbag to her nose and inhaling her status. But she was on the verge of going against everything she had learnt in her nineteen years of a privileged upbringing in Osaka. She was desperate to keep this trip a secret.

The trip was a huge adventure, Akako thought excitedly. And at nineteen, she remained blissfully unaware of the raging hormones coursing in her loins. There was something about Caucasian men she found exotic. In the back of her mind she knew she would never marry a Japanese man—a huge blow to her father. This trip to Yokota Air Base, to experiment with her English, was supposedly a trip to visit her girlfriend in Tokyo and tour temples. The visit with her girlfriend part of the story was true. After changing train lines in Yokohama, she would meet Yuki, her girlfriend, at Mos Burger in the city of Fussa, next to the air base. It was fun to get away from the tight knit community of her affluent suburban life, a life that saw everything . . . even the secrets kept in human hearts.

It was seven thirty at night and Akako was waiting for Yuki at Mos Burger when her DoCoMo phone chirped. It was Yuki with a text. She read the Japanese characters in the message. “CANNOT MAKE IT, FRIEND WILL GET YOU ON BASE, SORRY,” the text read. She was texting a reply when she received another text, “HE IS ON THE WAY.” Again she went back to typing her response when Yuki sent her final text, “HE IS BLACK!”

She put the phone down with something like horror.
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