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Chapter One

The white, open-top Range Rover slid to a halt in front of the one-room shack that served as a passenger terminal for the tiny airport. The logo on the door said Grand Coral Bay Resort and Spa in gold letters over a burgundy background. Amelia hefted her bag and pushed through the glass door, leaving the cool of the air-conditioned interior to step into the sweltering, salt-tinged air of the island’s late afternoon. The driver of the resort car stepped out and waited. She smiled up at the giant man, in his tan shorts and tight burgundy tank top, remembering his bright smile and bulging muscles from her last trip here.

“Hello, Christopher,” she said, trying to keep her voice light. “It’s good to see you again.”

His ready smile disappeared for just a moment as he squinted down at her, but then came back in full force. “Ah, Mrs. Travis. Welcome back to the Grand Coral Bay. You were here, what…six weeks ago? On your honeymoon. Are we waiting on Mr. Travis?”

Amelia wanted to scream at him that no, they weren’t waiting for that cheating asshole, but she kept her face calm, and held out her bag. “No. I actually think Mr. Travis is already here.”

Christopher’s eye’s widened in surprise, but he took her bag without comment. Slinging it over his shoulder, he opened the rear door of the Rover, and offered her his hand. The last time he’d done that, she’d been so lost in the glow of her wedding, and thrilled to be on her honeymoon, that she hadn’t noticed how large his hand was compared to hers, or how gracefully he moved as he guided her into the car. Now though, she took a moment to admire his strong legs and tight butt while he got into the driver’s seat.

“I didn’t see Mr. Travis on the guest manifest,” he said, looking in the rear view mirror to catch her eye. “Are you sure he’s already arrived?” He put on his seatbelt and started the car without shifting his gaze.

“Pretty damn sure,” Amelia said. “But knowing that sneaky bastard he probably used a different name.”

Christopher had just started to drive, but after the anger of her outburst, he stopped the car. “Mrs. Tr…Amelia,” he said, “why don’t you come up here and sit with me. We can talk on the way.”

She stared into the mirror, judging his offer while she met his dark eyes. She shook her head to clear it, then before Christopher could open his door to escort her around the car, she climbed over the seat and plopped down next to him. She stared through the front windshield at the waving palms and the narrow runway of the airport, but Christopher refused to shift the car into drive. When she glanced over, she saw him waiting, relaxed and at ease, his expression showing his concern.

“Fine,” Amelia said. “You want to hear it? I think…no, I know that Bill is cheating on me. Can you believe it? Just six weeks after we’re married, and he’s back in the place where we had our honeymoon, but this time bringing his slut with him.” The way Christopher’s mouth narrowed in distaste told her that he was on her side, and she relaxed into the leather seat. “I found out too late to stop him leaving, but I followed that prick all the way to the Bahamas to tell him that he can keep his whore, and that our marriage is over.”

That same big hand came back, but this time to rest lightly on her shoulder. “I’m very sorry, Amelia.” The comforting hand and the deep soothing voice were a shock to her, since she’d been alone in her anger and misery for the last twenty-four hours. She’d given up hope that someone else would share her feelings, but this imposing black man—no more than a friendly acquaintance from weeks ago—seemed to understand the depths of her feelings of betrayal. For one flashing moment, she imagined crawling into the driver’s seat and curling up in Christopher’s strong arms, letting him shield her from the world, but then she blinked back the tears flooded her eyes, and patted the hand on her shoulder.

“Thank you,” she said simply.

He gave her an understanding smile, and put his hands back on the steering wheel. As they drove, Amelia steeled herself for the coming confrontation. She hoped to catch Bill with his slut somewhere out in the open, so she could really let him have it. If there was one thing that her new husband hated, it was being embarrassed in public.

“Can I ask you to do something, Amelia?” Christopher said. The wind from their passage in the open-topped car was loud in her ears, but his deep voice cut through it cleanly.

“Sure.”

“Hold off on confronting your husband…at least for the moment. Let me talk to some people, and see if we can help you get through this.” He glanced quickly away from the road to meet her eyes. “You shouldn’t have to face it alone.”

She considered his words, weighing her need to tear into Bill’s cheating ass, against the loneliness she’d felt ever since she’d found out about Julie. There was no one among her circle of friends that she could confide in, since the little blonde bitch was her best friend’s younger sister, and Amelia had no idea who else was on her side. She’d felt betrayed by everyone close to her, not just Bill, so when Christopher offered her his support, she was in no position to refuse.

“All right,” she said, shouting over the wind from their passage.

His bright grin returned, and she sank back in her seat, trying to enjoy the ride through the tropical paradise, rather than retreat into the dark places she’d been haunting lately.

* * * * *

“Julie, this is Tanice, she’ll be taking care of you.”

Tanice looked up as her cousin ushered in her next client. The blonde woman who followed her was so typical of the tourists that came to the resort that she almost dismissed her as just another bag of spray-tanned cellulite and implants, but Naomi’s hostile eyes triggered her memory. She was that Julie.

“Good morning, Julie. Come on in.”

The short American girl wandered into the center of the room, looking around in wonder. She obviously wasn’t used to resort luxury. Her eyes went wide as she saw that the entire beach-side wall had been folded back on hinges, opening up the room to the swaying palm trees and light sea breeze. “So cool,” she said.

Tanice watched the younger woman take in the surroundings. Julie was short, and a bit on the round side. Her hair was bleach blonde and frizzy, damaged from too many chemicals, and her fake tan was just a little too orange to not be noticed. Her designer bikini was straight from the resort’s beach shop. The royal blue went well with her hair, but the top didn’t fit very well over her large fake tits, and the gold beach wrap around her hips clashed with everything. Her arms jangled with an odd mix of cheap and expensive jewelry, probably because her sugar daddy—Amelia’s cheating husband Bill—hadn’t given her enough of the good stuff yet.

“So if you’d like to get undressed, you can go behind the screen,” Tanice said. “There’s robes if you want.”

Julie looked around, then out at the stretch of empty beach outside. “Nah, I’m OK,” she said, slinging her oversized beach tote onto the floor and reaching behind her to work on her bikini top. When she untied the strings, the weight of her fake breasts came crashing down, and the top fell to the floor. Tanice winced at the obvious scars around the edges of her large areola.

When Julie had finally stripped bare, Tanice helped her up onto the massage table. The blonde girl moaned a few times as she settled her weight on the pad, and her round butt rose and fell like she was trying to hump the table. When Tanice draped a towel over her hips, the blonde hissed through her teeth, and drove her crotch even harder against the padding.

“Is something wrong, ma’am?” Tanice said.

Julie glanced back at her, looking guilty at being caught. “No. Everything’s fine. Wonderful. I’m just…I don’t know…sensitive, I guess.”

“You don’t look like you’re sunburned,” Tanice said innocently. “Is there something else that’s bothering your skin? I should know before we start so I don’t aggravate it.”

“Well, no. I don’t think there’s anything wrong with my skin. It’s more like an all-over thing. But don’t worry, it was bad last night, but it’s going away now.”

“If you’re sure,” Tanice said. She took a glass bottle out of the warming holder, and when Julie looked about as relaxed as possible, poured a stream of warm, lilac-scented oil down the girl’s spine.

“Oh my god!” Julie yelped, and Tanice smiled behind her back. The blonde’s hips went back into motion, like she was fucking some invisible man on the table under her.

“Ma’am?” Tanice said.

“Oh, crap, I’m sorry. This is so embarrassing,” she said. “It’s just…well I’m still so horny after last night.”

“Oh, really? You and your…husband?”

“My fiancé, Billy.”

“So you and you fiancé had a good night?”

Julie lifted up her head, and looked around, checking for eavesdroppers. “Actually, between us girls,” she said, “I had a terrible night.” She sighed dramatically, putting her head back down. “Have you ever had a guy who couldn’t…perform?”

“No, I can’t say that I have.”

“Really? Well neither had I, until last night. I mean, we had a couple drinks at the resort bar, but neither one of us was drunk. I put on my sexiest lingerie, and did like a strip tease and everything, to get him going, but his…you know…”

“Cock?” Tanice offered.

“Yeah, his cock. It just sat there like a limp noodle. Which was really weird, because guys always get hard for me. I mean, look at this body.”

She reached back and jiggled one of her lumpy butt cheeks, and Tanice held a hand over her mouth to keep from laughing. The woman clearly wasn’t active, and even at her age, her figure was losing its youthful tone. She might have been pretty as a teenager, but now, as Tanice squeezed her cottage cheese thighs, and pressed her palms into the extra padding around her waist, the lack of care was obvious.

“I tried everything, too,” Julie continued. “Like, you know, oral and stuff, and rubbing him between my boobs, but nothing worked. And all the time I was so horny, like I was tripping on Molly, but like, way more intense. Then he starts blaming me for his softy, like I don’t know how to suck a dick or something.”

“Men,” Tanice offered.

“I know! Christ, guys have it so easy. They’ve got one job, and when they can’t do it, they start blaming everything else. Still, it was weird because Billy’s never had that problem before. We’ve been fucking for like six months now, and he’s always been ready to stick it in. That’s one of the things I like about him. That and his bank account of course.”

The girl was really opening up, losing all of her inhibitions as she relaxed under Tanice’s magic hands.

“He’s not really the biggest in the tool department. Not tiny really, but he’s not breaking any records if you know what I mean.” She held out her hand, with her fingers just a few inches apart. “But at least he could get it up before. I must have sucked on his…you know…his cock, for an hour at least.”

“Maybe it was jet lag,” Tanice offered. “The islands can be a big change from…where did you guys come from?”

“Indiana,” Julie said. “And this sure is a big change, for me at least. But my Billy, he was here just a little while ago, and he never said anything about a…problem.” She giggled suddenly. “Maybe it was because he was with that cow last time. I’ll bet he couldn’t get it up for her, and now he’s just having a flashback or something.”

“So he was here before, but with someone else?”

“Yeah. With Amelia. Don’t get me started on that bitch. Billy just married her to get his foot into her daddy’s company, but he doesn’t love her. He wants to be with me. He told me just before we left that it’ll only be six months, maybe a year, before he can divorce that hag and marry me. Ouch! That hurt!”

Tanice hadn’t been able to take any more of this little slut’s rambling, and had jammed her fingers into a nerve cluster under her shoulder blade. “I’m sorry, ma’am. You’re just so tight. It must be the stress of, well, of everything you’ve got going.”

“Tell me about it—stress isn’t even the word. I’m kind of freaking out, thinking that Billy’s…cock…might not recover on this trip, and the timing is really important. I need that dick to do its job.”

“Well, you know there are other ways that a man can take care of a woman.”

“No, that’s not the job I’m talking about. I need fully-functioning male equipment.” She twisted her head to look back at Tanice, who put on her “concerned listener” face. “Can I tell you a secret, Tammy?”

Tanice had to stop herself from jabbing the little whore again. “If you want to, Julie. I won’t tell anyone.”

“I’ve been worried about Billy lately, with the stress of his job, and trying to keep his awful wife from finding out about us. Even though I’m so good to him—and I mean really good to him—I’ve been noticing him pulling away. Even this trip was because I forced him. So I’ve got a way to keep him forever, but it has to happen in the next three days or so.”

“You don’t mean…?”

“Yup, I’m going to get knocked up! Then he’ll be mine always.” She grinned over her shoulder at Tanice, and it was all that the masseuse could do to not slap the caked-on makeup off her smug face. “But if something’s wrong, and he can’t get it up, then I might lose him.”

“Well maybe he just needs to rest,” Tanice said. “I’m sure he’ll be fine by tonight.”

“He’d better be! I told him we’re not doing anything except getting room service and staying in bed. No drinking, no heavy meals, and no stress.”

“You should send him to me,” Tanice said. “I’ll get him nice and relaxed.”

Julie turned her head and gave the masseuse an odd look. “But I don’t want him relaxed, I want him excited.”

“I just meant that I could get rid of his stress, so he can concentrate on what’s important.”

“Hmm, maybe that a good idea…but, no, you know what? I’m just going to rely on the twins” —she caressed the side of her fake breast— “and Little Miss Kitty.”

Tanice winced, but kept up her smooth motions. “Well I’m rooting for you,” she said. “In fact, why don’t you let me send something along with room service. Maybe some champagne?”

“That sounds great, thanks, but I’m not letting Billy have any. No alcohol. I’ll just get lots of juice so he can keep up his strength.” She giggled, and laid back down on the table. A minute later, she was circling her hips, and soft moans were coming from her mouth. Tanice pressed firmly on her lower back to hold her still, and the bleach blonde looked up with a start. “Oh, sorry. That must be left over from last night. Just the thought of Billy and me…I’ll bet it’s hormones, since I’m right at that time in my cycle. I always get horny around this time. Do you think it’s a sign?”

“I’m sure it means something,” Tanice said. “I hope that tonight you get just what you deserve.”

Julie smiled and rested her head on her arms. “Mmm…me too.”


Chapter Two

“You can just set that there, thanks.” Julie’s voice said. There was some shuffling, and a clink of glass. “What’s that?”

“Ah, this was sent by Miss Tanice, ma’am,” Damian’s voice replied. “Our resident Obeah Man blessed this talisman, to encourage the spirits of fertility.”

“Shhh! Don’t let Billy hear. Go ahead and put it there so the spirits can watch us.” Her high-pitched giggle squealed out of the tiny wireless speakers sitting on the coffee table.

“That little cunt,” Amelia hissed.

“Please, just wait,” Tanice said, patting Amelia’s shoulder before sitting next to her on the couch. “There’s more than just a talisman on that cart.” She smiled, trying to take the edge off her guest’s anger.

Christopher came into the room, carrying a tray crowded with bottles, pitchers and glasses. “I didn’t know what anyone wanted, so I brought everything,” he said. He set the tray on the coffee table, while Julie’s off-tune humming came through the speakers. “Try some swticha if you don’t feel like drinking, Amelia. It’s an island cooler made with lime. Or there’s beer, or rum if you want something harder.”

Amelia was focused on the speakers, but she looked up as Christopher stopped talking. “Huh? Oh, something safe for now, thank you.” She missed his grin as her eyes went back to the table.

“Billy, baby, room service is here,” Julie’s nasal voice rang out.

“All right, all right. Coming already.”

The man’s voice made Amelia sit up straight and glare at the speakers. She hadn’t heard Bill since just before he took off on his “business trip.” She wanted to scream at him through the wireless connection, but didn’t want to look silly in front of Tanice and Christopher. “So where’s the microphone?” she asked. “Are all of the rooms bugged?”

“No, no. Nothing like that,” Tanice said. “It’s in the talisman that they got with their room service. Damian’s quite good with electronics.”

“What did you get?” Bill asked. His voice got louder as he came into the room.

“Dinner. Just something light, you know, to keep your strength up.”

“And champagne? That’s expensive.”

“Cheap asshole,” Amelia said.

“Don’t worry, the champagne’s compliments of the resort,” Julie said. “But I also got you some fruit juice. You know, for energy.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? Look, I told you, last night was a freak occurrence.” Bill’s voice got louder and more belligerent. “That’s never happened to me before, and it won’t happen tonight. I don’t need all of this special…whatever. Just pour me a glass of champagne.”

“Fine, baby. But come sit down here, and let’s have dinner. I have something great planned for desert, but you can’t have it yet.”

Bill grumbled, but the two seemed to be settling down to eat.

“What happened last night?” Amelia asked. “What was he saying about ‘never happened before?’”

Christopher chuckled, and sat down on her other side, the beer bottle looking miniature in his giant hand. “You remember yesterday, when I called Tanice from the airport? We came up with something to keep your husband and his mistress—”

“His whore,” Amelia said.

“Yes, well we had to keep them from enjoying themselves, until you could get here, and decide what you wanted to do. So Tanice talked with Alexander, the bartender. You remember him?”

Amelia nodded. “The one with all the hair.”

Tanice laughed and put a hand on Amelia’s knee. “Yes. He’s also a folk doctor—an Obeah Man—and a spiritual guides for the people on the island. He also knows a lot about potions and natural remedies. When your husband and Julie went to the bar last night, their drinks weren’t exactly pure island rum.”

Amelia stared at her. “What did he do? Did he drug them?”

“Not a drug, just a mixture of local plants. But yes, he gave them something that took affect once they went to their room. For the rest of the night, your husband could not get an erection, no matter what he did, and Julie was incredibly horny all night, but could never reach an orgasm.”

“You…so they…oh my god, that was…brilliant!” She hugged Tanice gratefully, and then sat back on the couch. “I’ll admit, I was frustrated when you talked me into waiting last night. I’d wanted to find Bill right away, because I didn’t want him to have even one night of happiness with that bitch before I tore him a new one. So when you told me to wait, I should have realized you had it under control, huh?”

“Well, you weren’t thinking clearly, sweetie,” Tanice said. “I could tell when Christopher brought you here that you were too tired, and too distressed, to handle things at that moment.”

Amelia nodded, seeing the wisdom of Tanice’s words. When Christopher had finally driven her into the resort last night, he hadn’t gone around to the front entrance. Instead, he’d driven to the back, where many of the employees had apartments or small bungalows. Tanice had been waiting for them at one of the cute cottages, and had invited her inside. She’d protested, wanting to find Bill right away, but before she’d said half a dozen words, her eyes started to droop. She’d been running on adrenaline for an entire day, and now that she’d reached her destination, and had found people who wanted to help her, all of that energy had ebbed away.

She hardly remembered being led to a big bed, and laid down on a soft mattress before she’d closed her eyes and lost consciousness. When she’d woken up today, it was already afternoon. Christopher had made her lunch, and told her that she would get to see what they’d arranged for Bill later that night.

So now she knew that her cheating husband and his bottle-blonde slut hadn’t had sex last night. That was fine with her, but it didn’t solve the issue of confronting him about his infidelity. “So, what’s happening tonight?” she asked. “Are you doing the same thing? Not that I’d mind, but…”

“No, dear,” Tanice said. “We’ve got something different on the menu tonight. And then tomorrow, you’ll be able to confront your husband face to face, I promise.”

Amelia looked at the lovely island woman, and then up at her imposing, handsome husband. “Does this kind of thing happen a lot at this resort? Because you guys seem to have a solution for everything, like it’s a plan you’ve put in place before.”

“No, we’ve never done anything quite like this,” Christopher said. He set his beer bottle down, and shifted around until his bare knee touched against Amelia’s leg. “We just have a…I don’t know what you’d call it…a sense of justice, maybe?” He looked to Tanice, and she nodded in agreement. “We, and by that I mean many of us here at the resort, don’t like certain kinds of people. Liars, manipulators, you know, the kind that think that they deserve everything, and will do anything to get it?”

“In other words, cheaters,” Amelia said.

“Yes, but maybe not in the sense you mean,” Tanice said. “People fly in here from all around the world, and we love sharing our islands with them, showing them the beauty, and helping them enjoy themselves. But sometimes we get tourists here who aren’t interested in sharing anything. They’re selfish, and small, and demanding, and they make the other people around them—the good people—miserable. Those are the ones we don’t like here. And while we still show them the hospitality that they’ve paid for, if we have a chance to tip the scales back toward the good people, we do it.”

“So you helping me get back at Bill, it has nothing to do with the fact that he’s broken our marriage vows?”

“No, dear,” Tanice said. She stroked Amelia’s chestnut hair. “We just don’t like that he’s broken your heart.”

“But isn’t that the same…?”

“Marriage to us is more about honesty and commitment than it is about idle promises made in a church. Christopher and I have been married for seven years, since we were both teenagers. We love each other, we’re committed to each other, and we’re honest with each other, and that’s all we need.” She smiled at her husband over Amelia’s shoulder.

“Wait, does that mean you guys have been with other people? And you each know about it, and you’re OK with it?” Amelia’s eyes went wide. She looked around the tiny bungalow, thinking maybe she’d gotten herself into a situation that she wasn’t ready for.

“Yes, we have,” Tanice said. She pulled her hand away, and her face got serious. “But it’s not anything cheap or sordid. We’ve had some incredible connections with some very wonderful people. We both know exactly what the other has done, but our commitment to each other is still just as strong. That lets us enjoy those other times without guilt.” She got up from the couch and moved around to take a seat on Christopher’s lap. He leaned down to give her a kiss, and patted her bare leg.

These two were so perfect as a couple, and so comfortable around each other that Amelia couldn’t believe what they were saying. How could they stand knowing that their spouse had been with someone else? “I don’t know, guys. When I married Bill, I thought it was going to be forever, and when I said those words in the church, they meant something.”

“Of course they did,” Tanice said. “Which makes you one of the good people. You have a kind heart, and you trust others. But the problem is, you put your trust in someone who doesn’t deserve it.” She waved her hand at the pair of speakers on the coffee table. There had only been background noise, as Bill and Julie finished whatever room service dinner they’d ordered, but now it sounded like they were moving on to whatever was next.

“You stay here, baby,” Julie’s voice said. “I’m going to change into something sexy for you.”

There was a smack, and a yelp, as Bill swatted her ass. “Make it something really slutty,” Bill said. “Something I can tear right off, before I fuck the living shit out of you.”

“Mmm, you know it, lover,” Julie said. Another loud smack, and her giggles faded out of range.

“Oh my god,” Amelia said, staring at the table. “Is that for real? He’s never talked like that around me.” Bill had always been so polite and considerate, even in bed. He’d never made any kind of crude comment to her. “Was that why he left me? Was he really looking for someone like her?”

The hand on her shoulder made her jump, but it was just Tanice, squeezing gently at her tense muscles. “Don’t even think that, Amelia. His lies had nothing to do with sex.”

“I need a drink,” Amelia said. This was far more overwhelming than she expected. The rage in her had died after her long sleep, and now she was just trying to understand. The problem was, each new discovery about Bill and his deceptions took her further from any kind of insight. If it wasn’t about sex, like Tanice claimed, then what was it?

Christopher lifted his wife easily up from his lap, and slid off the couch, setting her down behind him. He fiddled with the bottles on the tray, mixing the lime drink with clear rum and ice. He handed the large glass to Amelia with a kind smile, and she gulped down half of it before nodding her thanks.

“Tada! What do you think, baby?” Julie’s squeaky voice burst out, and all of them shifted their attention to the plain black speakers. “I got it just for you. See, watch this…easy access for your big hard cock.”

“God, I think I’m going to be sick,” Amelia said, finishing the rest of her drink, and holding out her glass. The chill of the ice shocked her mouth, but the warm burn of the rum trickled down her throat and settled in her belly. While Christopher mixed her another, she leaned back on the couch, letting Tanice hug her around her shoulders. She snuggled into the other woman’s soft body. “Do we have to listen to this?”

“Just wait,” Tanice said. “Alexander outdid himself tonight, you’ll see.”

“Ohhh, yes, baby. Get those clothes off, quick! God, I’m so horny for you, Billy!”

“Yeah, hold on. Just let me…hmmm, that’s weird…what’s…?”

“Look at that, lover. I knew we couldn’t keep your big man down.”

“I told you, last night was just a fluke. Jet lag or something. Well, don’t just stand there looking at it, suck it you little slut.”

“Mmm, you want me to suck your big cock, daddy? You want me to wrap my lips around your giant, throbbing dick, and—”

“Ouch! What the fuck Julie? What’d you do, bite me?”

Tanice’s body shook with silent laughter, and Amelia turned to look at her. “What’s going on?”

“Just wait,” she said.

“I swear I didn’t bite you baby. Let me have a look at it. Just come over—”

“Jesus, bitch, what are you doing?”

“I didn’t do anything Billy. I just touched it, not even hard.”

“Then why the fuck does it hurt?” Bill growled. “Get…no…stop it…get your hands away. What the fuck is wrong with you?”

“Billy, stop that. I’m not doing anything. What’s the matter with your dick?”

“There’s nothing the matter. See? It’s up and ready to go. It’s just that when you…oww! When you touch it, it’s so god damned sensitive that it hurts.”

“Your cock is sore? But how did that happen?”

“How should I know you dumb cunt. It just hurts like a mother every time I touch it.”

“So does that mean you can’t fuck me, Billy?”

“Jesus…are you for real? No, I can’t fuck you. It would fucking kill me if I tried to put it in. Why don’t…why don’t we just lie down for a little bit.”

“Sure, baby, we can snuggle for a little while, then maybe you can just slide it in from behind when you—”

“No, go put something on, Julie. It’ll never go down if you have those tits out and in my face. And cover up down there, too.”

“If you say so, Billy. I’ll put on a robe. Do you want, like, some ice or something.”

“No,” Bill groaned, “just let me lie here for a little bit. Ouch! Motherfucker!”

Amelia pulled away from Tanice’s embrace and turned to face her. “What did you do to him? It sounds like he’s in real pain.”

Tanice nodded at her. “Last night he was as limp as a noodle, tonight, he’s hard as iron, but so sensitive that every touch feels like fire. That girl will not get her wish tonight.”

“Who, Julie?” Amelia asked. “What wish?”

“Here, come sit with me. Let me work on all of this tension in your back, and I’ll tell you.”

Amelia looked down at the speakers. The noises from the other room had settled down to Bill’s hissing breaths and Julie’s whimpers of concern. Tanice relaxed at one end of the sofa, while Christopher had sat down at the far end. Her confused mind needed to find some refuge—a place for her to sort out all of the facts and feelings that she’d absorbed over the last two days.

She’d had doubts about these two resort employees when she heard that they slept around with some of the guests, but ultimately they’d been really nice to her. They’d kept her from making a fool of herself in front of her husband, given her a safe place to sleep, and arranged all of these…slightly bizarre interventions between Bill and his slut.

In the end it all came down to trust, and she really felt that she could trust this beautiful married couple not to hurt her, and to find a fitting way to give Bill what he deserved.

Once she’d made her choice, she felt much more at ease. She gave Tanice a grin, and sank down on the couch. “I remember those hands from last time,” she said, “and if you start working on me, I’ll probably pass out before you can say two words.”

Tanice giggled, and even the silent Christopher gave a deep chuckle. As Amelia turned her back to the masseuse, she took a closer look at her giant Bahamian host, seeing him in a completely new light. When she’d come to the resort on her honeymoon, her first impression of the big, dark skinned driver was that he was unnerving, and possibly dangerous, and she’d unfairly compared his muscular body to Bill’s softer, smaller frame. But Christopher had been so kind and friendly, both on their way from the airport, and later getting them settled, that her opinion had immediately changed.

She’d never been around a man with such a physical presence. Her father had a big personality, and used it to bully his employees, but he wasn’t an imposing man in any other way; just barely taller than her, overweight, and going bald. She had two gay friends who were probably as muscular as Christopher, but their bulk just seemed…cute, rather than striking like this island god. Then there was Bill, who was probably as fit as anyone in her circle of friends, but was already developing a pot belly, and hadn’t been to the gym since before they’d gotten engaged.

As she stared at Christopher’s round shoulders and veined biceps, she had another insight that she’d never considered before. Here in front of her was a frighteningly powerful man who didn’t actually frighten her, simply because she knew deep in her gut that he would never hurt her. The same couldn’t be said for her father, or Bill for that matter. She knew that her father had hit her mother several times, which is probably what led to their divorce years ago. And Bill sometimes got a look, especially when she disagreed with him, that scared her more than Christopher and all of his unknown strength ever had.

“Amelia? Are you all right?”

Tanice’s hands slid up her bare arms, giving her goosebumps, and jolting her out of her reflections. She shuddered, and shook her head. “I’m fine,” she said. “Where should I sit, or lay down, or whatever?”

“Lay down? So you’re looking for the full treatment, huh?” She laughed to show she was teasing. “Baby, put that pillow down…yeah, there.”

Christopher set a fluffy throw pillow on the couch, right against his tree trunk of a thigh. He patted it gently, and Amelia sank down, stretching out along the length of the sofa. Tanice’s weight settled on the backs of her legs as the masseuse straddled her, and strong hands pressed down in the middle of her back, starting to work in slow circles between her shoulder blades.

Just then, Julie’s voice squeaked out of the speakers. “Can we try again, Billy?” In the background the sounds of a porn video came through, but the couple had been quiet for quite a while.

“Ok, but just be gentle. Maybe just lick it or something.”

“Sure, baby. You know I love sucking on your big dick.”

Amelia snickered, and Tanice’s hands hesitated. “What?”

“Big dick my ass,” Amelia said, then laughed.

“Yeah, that’s it, doll. Suck that dick you little slut. I’m gonna…ow! Fuck! Stop! I said fucking stop!”

“Does it hurt again, baby?”

“Does it…? Of course it fucking hurts again! Why do you think I’m saying ‘ouch?’”

“I don’t understand it, Billy. I’m not doing anything different.”

“Well I don’t know what the hell is going on. Maybe I’m allergic to something. Something in these dirty third world islands is making me sick.”

Tanice hissed through her teeth, and her body tensed on top of Amelia’s. Christopher gave a very dangerous sounding growl as Bill insulted their home.

Amelia, her face pressed into the pillow, smiled as her husband’s behavior got more and more pathetic. She’d never realized just how much of an ass Bill was, and she was almost grateful to the little blonde bitch Julie for showing her his true colors. Just as Tanice’s fingers resumed along her spine, a sudden pinch, like a sharp cramp, hit her on her left side. “Ouch!” She squirmed on the sofa cushions.

“What is it? Did I hurt you?”

“What? Oh, no. Just a cramp.” She did some calculations in her head. “Crap, I think I’m ovulating.” She giggled at her own words. “Sorry. TMI?”

Tanice laughed as well. “Not at all. In fact that leads in nicely to the thing I was about to tell you.”

Julie and Bill had settled down to assorted muttering. The pain in her abdomen had eased, so Amelia sank back onto the pillow and let her body relax. “So tell me,” she said.

Five minutes later, Amelia’s back and shoulders were completely relaxed, but her mind was a mess. “That little whore,” she said. “That is the lowest thing I’ve ever heard, getting pregnant to break up someone’s marriage.”

“What did I tell you? Selfish and small. People like that make my blood boil.”

“And mine,” Christopher added.

Amelia tried to roll over, and Tanice lifted up off her legs. She twisted around until she was looking up at Tanice’s lovely face, and scooted higher so her head rested on Christopher’s thick thigh. “I’m done,” she said.

“Done with what? The massage?”

“No. Done with him. Done with my marriage. Hell, done with my life. I came here because I was furious at Bill, and wanted to tell him exactly what I was feeling, but I realize now that people like him, and like Julie, they’ll just never understand. I could yell at him for the next week, and he’d never learn a thing. I’ve never wanted to hit anyone before, but I thought of doing that, too. The problem is, he’d just play the victim and say that I was acting crazy and emotional. There’s nothing that I can do that will get me justice in this situation, so I’m giving up. I mean, even this stuff that you guys came up with, it’s clever and all, but what happens when they go back home, and that little skank get him to knock her up next month?”

“Amelia, honey, stop,” Tanice said. She took the other woman’s hands and held them gently. “Stop with all of that.”

Amelia flinched as Christopher’s hand stroked her hair, but his gentle touch got through to her, and she looked up to see the concern on his face. “None of this is your fault,” he rumbled.

Amelia let out an explosive breath. “I know that, really I do, but I’m so frustrated. I had such great plans for my life, and now they’re all crumbling down.”

“So you make new plans,” Tanice said. “Plans without your ass of a husband.”

“I’ve just spent so much time and energy on this plan. Christ, I’d even thought of starting a family with that man, can you believe it?”

Christopher’s hand was still stroking her hair, and for some reason, the giant man was stirring up some unusual feelings in her. She’d only known him for a short time, but he seemed to be everything that Bill wasn’t, and his solid presence was holding back some of her panic. She reached up to squeeze his knee, and he smiled down at her like some beatific, muscular Buddha.

“Billy, baby.” Julie’s voice crackled through the speakers. “I know your…big boy…isn’t feeling so good right now, but I’m really, really horny. Do you think you could…?”

“Are you kidding me? You want me to lick your sloppy hole when I could be having a real emergency here? What if this is is some kind of tropical disease, or parasite or something? Fuck it hurts.”

“Should we maybe call a doctor?”

“Some island quack? Hell no. He’d probably try some kind of voodoo shit on me instead of real medicine.”

“Well then what—”

“Just let me rest. Maybe it’ll get better. And turn off that porn; it isn’t helping the situation.”

“But Billy, what about me?”

“I don’t know…go diddle yourself in the bathroom if you have to. Just don’t do it in front of me, or it might get me hard again.”

“You are so mean.”

“Whatever. I bring you to this nice resort, and spend all kinds of money on you, the least you can do is stop being selfish when I’m in pain like this.”

Amelia couldn’t help it. She burst out laughing. The man that she had considered to be smart, driven, romantic, caring—everything she’d wanted in a partner—had just devolved into the most pathetic, weak, piece of human slime that she could ever imagine. He wasn’t a man in her eyes any more, he was a joke.

She rubbed Christopher’s leg as she looked back and forth between husband and wife. Now that she’d released herself from any care about her marriage or her relationship with Bill, something about this couple was making her feel more than just safe and protected. A glow was building in her belly—maybe from the rum, maybe not—and she squeezed her thighs together as she felt the first stirrings in her pussy. Was she really considering this?

After less than a second’s deliberation, she knew her answer. Yes she was.

“Tanice?”

“Yes, dear.”

“I was wondering if you’d…mmff—”

She fell back on the couch as Tanice pounced.


Chapter Three

The beautiful black woman’s lips found Amelia’s and her tongue slithered out into the surprised girl’s mouth. Lying under Tanice’s firm body, Amelia was surprised by the passion of her own response; moaning and hugging her tight, pulling them closer together. She hadn’t expected Tanice to respond first—she’d wanted permission to be with Christopher. She’d never kissed another girl before this, but she was learning quickly that it felt really nice. Tanice controlled the tempo of their kisses, and stroked Amelia’s body through her clothes, like most men would have, but there weren’t any silly power games going on between them. They both looked to please the other, and their passionate kisses showed it.

Christopher got up, leaving the couch to the two women, and Tanice took the opportunity to roll them onto their sides. Amelia looked into Tanice’s dark eyes and felt a real connection to this kind, friendly woman. “Do you guys…I mean, is it OK if…?” She blushed and looked away, but Tanice’s hand gripped her chin and pulled her back.

“It’s fine, sweetie. It’s more than fine. We’ll just be here for you, whatever you’re comfortable with, OK?”

Amelia was about to nod, when a scraping sound came from behind her. She looked over her shoulder, and saw that Christopher had pushed the coffee table out of the way. More interesting than that, he’d stripped off his tight tank top, showing off the broad planes of his chest and the tight ripples of his abs. “Oh, my god, you’re both so beautiful,” Amelia said.

Tanice pushed and pulled at Amelia’s body, until they were spooning on the couch, staring at Christopher’s incredible physique. A surprise hand cupped Amelia’s breast through her top, and she let loose an unintentional moan as fingers brushed over her hardening nipple. “You’re beautiful, too, dear,” Tanice whispered in her ear. “Don’t ever doubt that.”

Amelia settled back into Tanice’s embrace, strange feelings running through her body and mind. The masseuse’s touch was so sure and so sensual that her pussy was getting wet just from being felt up through her bra. At the same time, she studied the big black man in front of her, wondering what she would end up doing with him, and how it would feel. She realized that technically, she was now cheating on her husband, just like he was cheating on her, but in her mind the difference was worlds apart.

“Baby, don’t tease our new friend,” Tanice said. “Show her what you’re bringing to the party.” Christopher smiled, and reached for the button on his shorts. “Watch this,” she whispered in Amelia’s ear.

“Oh..my…god.” Amelia gaped as Christopher peeled his shorts down over his muscular legs. At first she saw the curls of dark hair, then the base of his dick, which seemed so wide that it couldn’t be real. As his tan shorts dropped lower, she saw the thick shaft, then more of it…then even more. It seemed to never end.

She’d seen her share of dicks before, including two black guys that she’d hooked up with in college, but she’d never really been fascinated with them like some of her female friends talked about. She liked cocks, especially for the way they could make her feel, and she always tried to please the ones belonging to her lovers. Ultimately though, they were just useful tools—part of the bigger picture of relationships, sexual pleasure, and emotional connections.

But now, as she saw Christopher’s beautiful coal-black cock spring up in front of him, all of her opinions changed. Here was an object worthy of being worshiped. Her pussy tingled at the thought of what that monster could do, and she licked her lips, imagining how it would taste—how the warm, throbbing skin would feel on her tongue.

Tanice’s laugh interrupted her spiraling fantasies. “I think she likes it, baby,” she said, and Christopher gave one of his rumbling chuckles. He took the base of his dick between his fingers, and wagged it at the two women on the couch. Amelia sucked in a sharp breath, and squirmed in Tanice’s arms. “Bring it here,” Christopher’s wife demanded. She took Amelia’s hand in hers, lacing their fingers together, and when the giant man stepped into range, Tanice guided the white girl’s hand to his bobbing pole.

There was no electric shock, when Amelia’s fingers curled around the warm shaft—no heavenly choirs and rainbows—but it still made her suck in a sharp breath. It was her first new cock in years, and her instinct was to explore every inch of it, getting a feel, so to speak, for dealing with something this big. Tanice seemed to understand her need, guiding her fingers from the curly hair at the base, along the smooth underside, then back over the veiny top. When their entwined hands took a firm hold of him, Amelia’s fingertips couldn’t touch around his girth.

She looked up at his face, dying to know what it felt like for him, but all she saw was his lazy smile and hooded eyes. Tanice untangled their grip and took her hand away, leaving Amelia to explore while she went after the other girl’s clothes.

Amelia stroked Christopher’s cock, while her shorts and tank top were being dragged off her body. She rubbed the round head, getting her fingers slippery with the fluid leaking from the tip, just as her bra was unclasped, letting her heavy breasts hang free. As she tugged at his dark pole, trying to drag it closer to her parted lips, her panties were slowly sliding down her legs. By the time his cock was in front of her, making her go cross-eyed as she stared down it’s length, Tanice had stripped her bare.

“Give it a taste,” Tanice said, pushing firmly on the back of Amelia’s head.

Amelia inhaled, taking in the scent of him—so different than her husband—then aimed it at her parted lips. Her pink tongue touched the black head, and she moaned at the taste of her first new dick in years. She pulled Christopher closer, and used her tongue to do the same thing she’d done with her hand: explore every part of this exciting, possibly dangerous, new toy. She circled the wide head, then traced a wet path down the dark length of him, leaving shiny trails over his skin.

She sucked in a sharp breath as Tanice’s fingers found her soaked pussy, attacking her from behind. Unlike the fumbling and poking of most men, the masseuse’s touch was gentle and sure, teasing Amelia’s flesh and making her squirm. She jumped when a stiff finger found her entrance and glided up inside her wet channel.

She paused long enough to moan her approval, then returned her attention to Christopher’s cock. She’d covered every bit of it, discovered every bulge and wrinkle, until she’d come back to the round head. She lapped her tongue over the hole at the tip, licking up his leaking juice, while she pondered how to fit this monster into her mouth.

The problem was solved for her, when Tanice slid a second finger into her. Amelia gasped, and instinctively lunged for the cock in front of her, opening her lips and sliding them over the warm skin. Her jaw felt the strain as he slid past her teeth, but she was determined now, on a mission and almost desperate to repay this generous, sexy couple for the kindness they’d shown her. Wrapping her fist around the base of Christopher’s dick, she strained forward, sinking her face over his shiny-wet pole.

His big hand brushed at the side of her face, and she tensed, waiting for him to grab her head and force her onto his dick. That’s what Bill had done every time she’d given him a blowjob. He would grab handfuls of her hair and pull her back and forth over his cock, making her take it all the way into the back of her throat until she gagged. If Christopher tried something like that, his huge dick would probably kill her. Raising her eyes to try to see his face, she was relieved to see his lazy smile, instead of the maniacal grin of her sadistic husband.

She relaxed as his fingers slid over her skin, caressing her cheek and neck, even sliding down to her hanging breast. He didn’t pull or grab or try to take control of her mouth, and Amelia sighed in wonder at how such a strong man could be so gentle. A flick of Tanice’s finger over her sensitive clit brought her back to the present, and she tightened her lips around the head of the magnificent cock filling her mouth.

The relentless woman behind her worked at her pussy with all of the same skill that she worked at a client’s stiff shoulders, finding places that sent sudden jolts of bliss through Amelia’s body. She squeezed her thighs together, trapping Tanice’s hand, with two fingers deep into her channel, and one strumming over her clit. Groaning in amazement at the pleasure she felt from another woman, she bobbed her head forward, taking more of Christopher’s pole inside her mouth.

It became a game, or maybe more of a personal challenge—the closer Tanice’s fingers got her to cumming, the more of Christopher’s cock she tried to take. Her hips rolled as Tanice played her pussy like an instrument, and her jaw widened as she stuffed more dick into her mouth. The spongy, smooth head of his cock wedged into the constriction of her throat, and she almost choked. She savagely repressed her gag reflex and tried again, taking his black dick deeper than she’d taken any other man. His fingers stroked her cheek and her hair, encouraging her to try for more, but not trying to force her.

His wife was the one using force, fucking her from behind with several fingers, while her other hand roamed over Amelia’s chest, pinching her hard nipples and squeezing the full mounds of her breasts. Amelia found her self dancing to Tanice’s rhythm, sliding back from Christopher’s dick each time the fingers pulled out of her pussy, and taking him back, as deep as she could, each time they plunged back in. The sensation was mind-blowing, like being fucked by two very different cocks, and she kicked herself for never trying a threesome before this.

Tanice’s hand got more insistent, moving faster in Amelia’s dripping cunt. Sloppy wet sounds came from her pussy as the black girl fucked her, and similar noises came from her mouth as she sucked and slurped on Christopher’s rigid pole. Spit leaked from the corners of her lips as she swirled her tongue over his warm skin. She loved the taste of him, so different from the sightly sour flavor of her husband, and the smell of him was going right to her brain; musky and so completely male.

A hard trust from Tanice made her whimper around her mouthful of cock. Would it be impolite of her to cum? She didn’t know what the etiquette of a threesome was, but she was getting right to that point where anything more could send her right over the cliff. She moaned louder, letting her lover know how good those fingers felt, and Tanice’s thrusts into her pussy sped up. Stiff fingers stretched Amelia’s tender hole, and rubbed maddeningly over her inner flesh. Tanice’s hand slapped up against Amelia’s mound, mashing the sensitive lips, while an insistent thumb rocked back and forth over her clit.

Christopher made a noise—a grunt of pleasure from above—as he towered over her, feeding his cock into her eager mouth. His hand twitched, and he curled his fingers behind her head, unconsciously pulling her deeper onto his cock. Amelia’s eyes opened in surprise as the head of his dick plugged into her throat, cutting off her breath. Surprisingly, instead of panicking and struggling to get away, she gave into it—gave into everything that was happening to her. As she sucked hard on the invading dick, Tanice’s fingers speared into her from behind, and all of the tension that had built up inside her suddenly exploded.

She jerked like she’d been shot, all of the muscles in her lower body cramping up and then letting go. She whined around the thick gag of Christopher’s cock, and squeezed at his legs hard enough to sink her nails into his skin. Waves of heat radiated out from her clit and her abused pussy, her muscles squeezing around Tanice’s fingers in time with her twitching legs.

“That’s it, sweetie,” Tanice whispered in her ear. “Let it out.”

Amelia hummed around the mouthful cock as her belly trembled through her orgasm. Tanice refused to stop, rubbing Amelia’s hypersensitive clit one moment, then plunging more fingers into her contracting hole the next. She teased and played with her new toy, refusing to let Amelia come down until she’d exhausted every bit of her pleasure. Amelia trembled one last time, then her body sagged bonelessly onto the cushions.

Christopher’s comforting cock slipping out of her mouth to bob in front of her face. “Oh, shit. Stop…please…no more…”

Behind her, Tanice chuckled, and finally relented. She pulled away from Amelia’s twitching pussy, only to reach around and rub her wet fingers over the white girl’s parted lips. Pressing into her mouth, she forced the exhausted woman to taste her own juices. Amelia sucked gently on Tanice’s fingers, savoring the flavor of her pussy, and for the first time in her life wondering if other women tasted the same.

“Baby? Billy?” The soft words came from the coffee table, making all three of them turn to look. “Are you awake? How are you…?” A loud snore rasped out of the speakers, followed by Julie’s heavy sigh.

“Looks like their night is over,” Tanice said. She got up from the couch and turned off the wireless speakers.

“Good,” Amelia said.

“And ours is just beginning.”

She might be new to threesomes, but Amelia knew that one orgasm, no matter how incredible it had been, wasn’t going to be enough for this sensual couple. Christopher still hadn’t cum, and Tanice still had her clothes on, so there was definitely more in store. Trying to focus her eyes, she looked up into Christopher’s handsome face. He grinned, but then walked away, taking his beautiful body and delicious cock out of her reach.

Tanice hugged the smaller girl from behind. “Let’s move into the bedroom,” she whispered in Amelia’s ear. “There’s more room for us to play.”

Amelia groaned at having to lift her tired body from the couch, but she was motivated by the chance to get hold of Christopher’s giant dick again. Tanice took the naked white girl by the hand and led her through the door to the bedroom.

Christopher wasn’t there. Amelia looked around in disappointment, but then remembered the other idea that had been floating through her mind. The feel of Tanice’s tight body against her earlier, the gentle kisses, the knowing caresses, all of it had primed her to return the favor. She wanted to know for the first time what it was like to play with another woman’s body; to suck on a soft breast, and thrust her tongue into a hot, wet pussy.

She spun around to face Tanice, almost dancing in anticipation. “Let’s get you naked,” she said, and Tanice grinned at her. Together, they managed to strip off Tanice’s tight shorts and her resort tank top. Her bright red bra and panties were striking against her dark skin, but this wasn’t a time for lingerie—while Tanice reached behind her back to unclasp the bra, Amelia tugged the panties down her thighs. Tanice’s shaved pussy came into view, the puffy lips dewed with her moisture. Amelia caught the scent of Tanice’s excitement and licked her lips.

She hugged the black girl to her, kissing her hard as their naked bodies melted together. With no clothes in the way, Amelia was free to explore, her hands dancing over Tanice’s warm skin, caressing and squeezing, pinching her thick nipples and grabbing whole handfuls of her firm ass. She got to be the aggressor this time, taking deliberate steps toward the giant bed, forcing Tanice to back up her legs hit the low edge.

With an unconscious growl and a sudden push, Amelia dumped her new friend onto the bed. Tanice let herself be guided, falling back with her arms over her head, and her legs open wide. The dark lips of her pussy split, the wet, pink insides on display, and Amelia dove after her target.

Christopher came back into the room just in time to see their newest playmate crawl between his wife’s legs, and and bury her face between Tanice’s thighs.

Amelia didn’t waste any time, going right after the slippery lips of Tanice’s pussy. She burrowed her tongue into the warm crease, licking up the other girl’s juices. Tanice’s moan of pleasure sent a shiver through Amelia, proud that it was her mouth that made her lover feel so good. She tried to remember all of the times that someone had gone down on her, and what had felt the best. Not that her list of spectacular lovers was that long, but it gave her some idea of where to start.

Being on the giving end this time was incredible, but it was also scary. What if she couldn’t do it right? What if this passionate, experienced couple were disappointed with her amateur skills? She kicked herself mentally for getting into that mindset—that was the old her, the one that had given in to the likes of her husband, and believed every critical thing he’d ever said about her. She was a new person now, reborn at the moment Tanice first kissed her. She forced herself to forget all about past experiences, and let the sensuality of the moment take over. She wanted to feel, not think, so she let herself go, licking at the smooth flesh under her tongue, circling gently over the nub of Tanice’s clit, and dipping into her tight hole.

Still, she was alert to all of Tanice’s reactions—her groans and twitches—as she tried to figure out what felt good for her lover, and what needed improvement. Tanice helped by getting a hand in Amelia’s hair and gently steering her mouth to the spots that felt the best.

After all of the kindness that Tanice and Christopher had shown her, she wanted to make both of them feel as wonderful as she did. All of her cares about Bill and his cheating had disappeared, and she felt free. She wasn’t even sure what she was going to do tomorrow about her asshole of a husband; all she knew was that tonight she was going to lose herself in the kind of pleasure that she hadn’t felt in years.

With newfound urgency, she pressed her face into Tanice’s wet slash, grabbing at her thighs to pull herself closer. She flicked her tongue over the other woman’s clit and felt her response. Amelia knew just how good that felt, and did it again, moaning to herself at the same time Tanice moaned.

Amelia shifted on the bed, getting her knees under her, and lifting her ass in the air to get a better angle on Tanice’s pussy. She stiffened her tongue and thrust it deep into the wet hole, circling around to touch every part of her insides. Lost in her exploration, she jumped when a pair of strong hands clamped onto her hips. She tried to move, but she was held perfectly still, totally exposed in this position.

Amelia screamed soundlessly into Tanice’s pussy as a broad, wet tongue slithered over her defenseless hole. The bed shifted as Christopher’s weight joined them, kneeling behind her, and planting his lips on her slippery flesh.

Caught between two forces now, giving and receiving at the same time, Amelia lost herself in the wonder of her new friends. As she licked at Tanice, making her squirm and sigh, Christopher’s tongue sent shocks of pleasure through her body. Warmth built in her belly as his thick tongue invaded her pussy and fucked into her like a tiny wriggling cock. She sped up her own efforts on Tanice’s cunt, making wet, slurping sounds as she sucked on the swollen lips, and teased her clit with merciless jabs of her tongue.

Tanice got both hands on Amelia’s head, pressing her tight between her brown thighs, while her husband held Amelia’s hips in his iron grip. Unable to move, and caught between two fires, Amelia felt the warmth inside her building beyond more than just a pleasant glow. Her belly trembled and the muscles in her legs twitched as she felt the rise of her second orgasm of the night. Desperate to please Tanice before her own pleasure overwhelmed her, Amelia tried to ignore Christopher’s talented attentions, and got back to the pussy that was literally in front of her nose.

Tanice’s hips rose and fell in gentle fucking motions, as she ground her pussy against Amelia’s mouth. The rhythm built relentlessly as Amelia matched each of Tanice’s moves with a firm swipe of her tongue. She’d figured out the code for licking a woman’s pussy, and put all of her new knowledge into getting Tanice to cum. It needed to be fast, because in spite of her attempts to ignore him, Christopher was playing her own pussy with a skill beyond her own. Contractions rippled through her lower body as his soft lips and thick tongue covered all of her slippery flesh. She could feel the juices flowing out of her, trickling past his lips to dribble down her legs.

“Ah, yes, sweetie…right there…oh yes!”

Tanice’s hips rose off the bed and she mashed Amelia’s face against her mound as she came. Amelia rode the rolled coaster of the other girl’s orgasm, her mind glowing with satisfaction at what she’d done, but before she had any time to pat herself on the back, a jolt of electricity zipped through her, flashing out from her own fiery pussy. Christopher had found the magic combination to her pleasure and was unleashing it with his full fury.

Moaning into her mouthful of pussy, Amelia closed her eyes as the lust of the moment flooded her brain, and rolling waves of orgasm crashed through her body. She surrendered to all of it, letting the pleasure overwhelm her, and trusting her two rescuers to keep her safe. Her pussy flooded with warmth, and Christopher lapped up the sudden gush of liquid that flowed out of her. She felt all of her strength drain away on the tide flowing from her pussy, with only Christopher’s comforting grip keeping her in place, as her legs tried to collapse under her.

Another pair of strong hands reached under her arms, and pulled her up. Her breasts dragged over smooth skin, until they bumped into the mounds on Tanice’s chest, and then the two pairs of firm tits mashed against each other as Amelia collapsed bonelessly on top of her other lover. Soft lips kissed at her face, and Tanice’s tongue licked at her mouth, lapping up all of her own juices.

“Oh, god, I can’t believe what you two are doing to me,” Amelia said. She looked back over her shoulder to see Christopher’s giant, dark body kneeling behind her, his beautiful cock standing up proudly from his crotch. “I’ve never felt anything like this. It’s…it’s almost like I’m dreaming, and I’m afraid I’m going to wake up any second.”

Tanice took her by the chin, and turned her head back so that she looked down on the smiling masseuse. “It’s not a dream, sweetie. It’s just a reality that you’ve never felt before—the kind that we love showing to people who visit our islands. Once you’ve had a little more, you’ll wonder how you lived without it for so long.”

“A little more…? Are you going to…oh, fuck…oh my god…”


Chapter Four

Amelia laid on top of Tanice’s firm body, still recovering from her last orgasm. She felt wonderful, floating on a cloud of pleasure after cumming hard on Christopher’s tongue, so she was slow to resist when Tanice wrapped her up, hugging her tight while a pair of big hands gripped between her legs. Irresistible strength moved her knees apart, and the warm night air rushed in to cool the moisture on her naked skin. Once again she was helpless and exposed, her pussy springing open as Christopher split her legs even wider. She looked down at Tanice’s smiling face, just as she felt Christopher shuffle up behind her.

“Please be gentle,” Amelia said, as his meaty shaft slid over her butt, settling in the crack of her ass.

“Shhh, sweetie. It’ll be fine,” Tanice said, caressing Amelia’s cheek and brushing back strands of sweaty hair from her face. “We’ll stop if you want. It’s your choice.”

Amelia remembered the size of Christopher’s dick, how dangerous it had looked, swollen and dark, like a spear. It had filled her mouth completely, bigger than any cock she’d had before. She could imagine the pain that it might cause, but she could also guess at how incredible it might feel. Her night in this tropical bungalow had brought her so many new sensations, and so far all of them had been amazing—beyond anything she could have expected. So now, feeling the iron bar of Christopher’s cock sliding in the crease of her ass, she chose to ignore her fears and remember the good. She knew instinctively now, that these two would keep her safe as they introduced her to their magical world of freedom and sex.

Her fears fell away, and she looked deep into Tanice’s dark eyes. “Please. I want it.”

Tanice grinned in delight, and kissed her. Amelia kissed her back, relaxing in the other girl’s embrace. Between her spread legs, Christopher’s hands caressed her thighs, her ass, the backs of her knees, every bit of sensitive skin that he could find, while the dark club of his dick fucked gently between her round cheeks.

Remembering how they’d handled her earlier, Amelia stopped moving and leaned down to kiss Tanice’s neck. “Hold me down,” she said in her ear. “Keep me still.”

Without any questions, Tanice tightened her arms around Amelia’s body, pinning her arms to her sides, and squeezing her so tight that she gasped. The black girl’s strong legs wedged between Amelia’s, spreading them open even wider than before. Tanice’s ankles locked over hers, pinning her legs to the bed. Amelia moaned as she was completely immobilized by the stronger woman.

She buried her face in Tanice’s hair as she felt Christopher shuffle around on the bed behind her. His python of a cock lifted up from her ass, and she waited in delicious anticipation for its next touch. After all of the ups and downs and emotions of today, she was about to be fucked by this very nice, but very large and strong black man, and the idea almost made her cum without even being touched. She was going to cheat on her cheating husband, and feel the monster of all dicks pressed up inside her, while his beautiful, sexy wife cuddled her and kissed her.

She’d felt so low when she’d discovered Bill’s affair with Julie—like she wasn’t worth anything, and that no one wanted her—but these two almost-strangers had changed all of that. They’d taken her in, and helped her deal with Bill’s betrayal, but best of all, they’d made her feel wanted again.

“Hurry,” she panted, squirming in Tanice’s tight grip.

She jumped as something touched between her legs. Was that his cock, or just a finger? It rubbed against her swollen lips, parting them to glide through her wet insides. Definitely not a finger. The anticipation was killing her, but she held still in Tanice’s arms, giving herself over to their care. The smooth, blunt head of his cock nestled between her folds, soaking in river of moisture leaking from her waiting hole.

He slid down, rubbing his dick over her clit, and she held back the urge to bite Tanice’s neck. Sparks crackled though her nerves. “Please,” she moaned.

He flicked up and down, cruising between her lips until the crown of his dick caught on her entrance. Like a missile that had locked onto its target, he stopped playing around and thrust forward, filling her hole with the tip of his cock. She gasped as the round head tried to squeeze into her tight channel, stretching her relentlessly.

“Oh god, he’s doing it,” she panted into Tanice’s ear. She tried to relax and let him in. “Fuck, it’s too much…”

“No, baby. Don’t think about that. Just relax, and think about how good it will feel. Trust me, I know.”

He forced his way in, the head squeezing completely into her helpless hole—taking her like she’d wanted. Her fears once again melted away, leaving her with the incredible sensation of being truly fucked for the first time in her life. The raw, primal feeling of opening up her innermost being and accepting a strong man inside her, was like she was seeing colors for the first time. Every ripple and ridge on his dick rubbed against some part of her insides as he pressed forward, claiming depths inside her that had never been explored before.

“Oh fuck yes,” she panted. Tanice held her tightly, not letting her squirm away, forcing her to relax and accept. Christopher grunted from above her as another inch of his cock bulled its way in. Amelia was thrilled that she could take him; she wanted to give the big man as much pleasure as he and his wife had already given her. Even if she got no pleasure from his dick, she would have been happy to let him use her body, but fortunately for her, his cock was lighting up all the nerves in her pussy.

Christopher’s big body forced her legs wider, and the stretching in her thighs echoed the stretching in her cunt, like her body was being permanently reconfigured for a kind of sex she’d never imagined before. It certainly beat Bill’s huffing and grunting on top of her, his pencil of a dick hardly causing a ripple of pleasure. She felt every bit of her new man, all of her attention focused on her pussy and the flesh that filled it.

Tanice loosened her grip around Amelia’s body, and she moaned in protest. But the masseuse slid her hand between their sweat-damp bellies, and her fingers found Amelia’s forgotten clit. At the same time that Tanice rubbed her sensitive little button, Christopher gave a gentle thrust, and the tip of his weapon nudged her cervix. The surprise of that sudden pressure in her belly—the realization of how deep he was inside her body—combined with the sudden strumming of her clit, sent her screaming into her third orgasm of the night.

Her hips jerked as the ripples of pleasure rolled through her, and her stretched cunt slid back and forth on Christopher’s dick. Her inner muscles tightened and released around the hard core of his cock, and each contraction sent a new shock of delight through her. Tanice kissed her face and neck as she kept up her assault on Amelia’s clit.

“Oh shit, I can’t take any more,” Amelia gasped. Like someone had cut her strings, all of her limbs went limp. Her cunt loosened its stranglehold on Christopher’s cock, and all of her tension flowed out of her, like a wave sinking into the sand.

Tanice caressed Amelia’s shaking body. Christopher got his hands around her slim waist, and pulled his cock back, and back…and back. It seemed to take forever, and she felt a yawning emptiness as he retreated. When just the tip propped her open, he paused. Amelia sighed in frustration—she wasn’t in the mood to be teased. He either needed to pull out and let her rest, or get back to business. Breaking away from Tanice’s kisses she looked over her shoulder at the big man, kneeling so proudly over her prone body a smirk twisting his full lips.

“You bastard,” she hissed. “Fuck me.”

Tanice laughed in Amelia’s ear as she heard the desperation in the white girl’s voice. She locked her gaze with Amelia’s, while her husband sank his fingers into the flesh of her hips. Amelia’s eyes opened wide as Christopher followed her orders, and pressed the wet length of his dick back into her needy hole. She yelped as her insides rearranged once again, and groaned as he found the entrance to her womb for the second time.

It was dangerous having his bare cock nuzzling at the gateway to her uterus. Hadn’t she just felt the cramp that said she was ovulating? One splash of cum this deep inside her and she could end up having a black man’s baby. The thought made her shiver with both fear and excitement. She wasn’t sure that she was ready to be a mom, but she’d surrendered all responsibility to her wonderful new friends. If she was unlucky enough—or lucky enough?—to get Christopher’s cum inside her, she would worry about the consequences later. For tonight, all she wanted to do was please, and be pleasured by this exciting couple.

She put all thoughts of unprotected sex aside as Christopher dragged his cock back with a wet slurping sound. It felt like he was pulling her insides along with it. She leaned in to give Tanice a hard, passionate kiss, then got ahold of the black girl’s breasts and pinched lightly at her dark nipples. The freight train of Christopher’s cock came roaring back into her, and she clamped down hard on Tanice’s tits. “Oh fuck, that’s good,” she panted.

“I know it is, sweetie,” Tanice said. “Relax and enjoy it.”

Amelia tried to follow her friend’s advice, letting her mind and body open up to all of the pleasures of getting fucked. Christopher’s hands were warm as he held her hips, his tight grip holding her pussy in place as it adapted to its new role. Opening herself to his thrusting tool wasn’t just a matter of survival any more; now she could enjoy the smooth glide of his cock in and out of her pussy, and feel the building pressure as he rubbed against all of her magical spots.

She knew that for all of his size and strength, and his air of danger, Christopher was still being gentle with her; not pounding at her like Bill was wont to do, and being mindful of how deep he went, so he wasn’t bashing into her cervix. Once again she felt that surge of emotions, that feeling of protection and care, that turned her on almost as much as the dick fucking her from behind.

Another orgasm was rising up in her, and she felt a brief flash of guilt that she was getting all the attention. She would just have to trust that the other two were enjoying themselves as well. Her breathing got more ragged as Christopher sped up his thrusts, and Tanice’s hands squeezed at her ass. Her breath came in ragged pants, and her hands clutched handfuls of the colorful blanket. She was almost there, just one more stab of his cock and she would—

She groaned in disappointment as Christopher pulled completely free of her pussy. Empty and frustrated, she fought against his iron grip, trying to lift her hips and get his dick back inside her. In a panic, she looked over her shoulder and saw his white teeth flash. Was he teasing her? Holding back because he knew she was on the brink yet again?

“Oh, shit, baby. Yes, get it in there.”

Amelia spun her head back around, to see Tanice with her eyes shut tight, biting her bottom lip. Christopher’s hips pressed against Amelia’s ass, like he was still fucking her, and she finally realized what was going on. He’d taken a break from her tight hole, and dropped his cock down a couple of inches to slip into his wife. Tanice’s face relaxed and she opened her eyes, looking up at the envious white girl.

“Damn…he…is…a…bellyful,” she gasped, in time with each thrust of her husband’s cock.

Amelia grinned and kissed Tanice on the nose, enjoying the reactions of the other girl almost as much as getting fucked herself. Both of them were rocked by Christopher’s thrusts, and she could almost feel him inside her, like her pussy was linked to the one below, and they were sharing the pleasure of his dick.

Husband and wife knew exactly how to please each other, and in less than a minute, Tanice was gasping and clutching at Amelia’s back while she came on her man’s cock. Amelia rode the wave of rolling bodies, fascinated by the look on Tanice’s face as her orgasm swept through. She looked beautiful as she gave in to her pleasure, and Amelia wondered if she had ever looked like that.

Tanice sank back to the bed, relaxing in the afterglow of her cum, and Amelia was all ready to roll off from her and cuddle, when suddenly Christopher’s vice-like hands were back on her body.

“Is he…? Oh, god,” she groaned as her favorite giant cock came back to visit her. This time, as his crown parted her lips and the stretched feeling grew inside her, she greeted it like an old friend. There was no fear in her, only desire. After watching Tanice’s lovely face as she came, Amelia was ready for that kind of pleasure to take her again. Christopher wasn’t as gentle this time, using his muscular body to drive his cock relentlessly in and out of her. She was so wet that his dick slid smoothly through her sensitive tunnel, stirring up her pleasure with no discomfort.

She looked down at Tanice again, about to say something about how good Christopher’s cock felt, but the other women was staring over her shoulder, watching her husband as he fucked their new playmate. Tanice must have seen something that Amelia couldn’t, because her expression changed to alarm. She suddenly lifted her leg from under Amelia’s, and pushed at Christopher’s body.

“That’s enough, baby,” Tanice said, as Christopher’s dark cock popped out of Amelia’s stretched pussy. Ignoring Amelia’s groan of protest, Tanice pushed her off, sliding out from under Amelia’s pale body and getting to her knees.

Amelia lay on her side, confused, watching as Tanice took hold of her husband’s wet cock and stroked it, while whispering something in his ear. Had she done something wrong? Something that had made Tanice stop the wonderful fuck she’d been enjoying? She laid back on the mattress, feeling a chill down her front as the sweat evaporated from her skin. She absently reached between her legs and fingered her pussy, wondering if she’d been permanently stretched out by Christopher’s monster, and then deciding she didn’t care if she had. Now that she knew what a real dick felt like, she’d never accept something like Bill’s midget again.

“That was close,” Tanice said to Amelia. “Come over here, sweetie.” Christopher laid down on the bed, while his wife stroked his dark cock. Once he settled onto the mattress, she leaned over to suck on the round head.

Close? What was she…oh, shit. Bareback sex, fertile womb, big dangerous sperm-spitting cock…yeah that might have been close. As much as she’d decided that she would leave her fertility up to these two, she was just a little glad that Tanice had stepped in and rescued her from a uterus full of cum. Still, she would have liked to know what it felt like, having Christopher’s hose pulsing and spraying into her belly.

Curious to see what would happen next, Amelia got to her knees and inched closer. She yelped in surprise as Christopher caught her around the ankle, and dragged one of her legs up and over the mountain of his body. Her legs split wide to straddle his chest, facing toward his feet where Tanice bobbed her head smoothly up and down over his upright cock. Amelia was slightly jealous that Tanice’s years of practice let her to take a lot more of her husband’s dick down her throat than Amelia had. She would have to ask the other girl for lessons.

She sat astride Christopher’s chest, absently rubbing her pussy over his hard muscles, smearing her juices over his skin. She yelped as he slid his hands under her ass, and his strong arms hauled her backward…right to his waiting tongue. He settled her pussy over his mouth, and his wide tongue swiped at her sensitive flesh, soothing the places that had been stretched and abused by his cock. Amelia sighed, and squirmed over his face, getting his active tongue to hit all of the best spots.

Tanice, meanwhile, had crawled up to straddle Christopher’s thighs, and was in the process of squatting over his black spear. She opened her pussy with her fingers, and placed the tip at her pink entrance. Looking up to give Amelia a grin, she sank down smoothly on his pole, taking his full length inside her, until her ass settled onto his thighs. Her face screwed up in discomfort for just a moment, but then she relaxed and sighed as she took him to the root.

Tanice reached out her hand, and Amelia took it. They held onto each other as they ground their pussies on the cock and tongue of the giant man underneath them. They seemed to get the same idea at the same time, and leaned forward to lock their lips in a frantic kiss. Tanice grabbed Amelia’s tits, and she returned the favor. Christopher’s tongue slithered deep inside her, and she moaned loudly into Tanice’s open mouth.

The energy of their three-way connection built rapidly. Amelia felt herself on the brink of another tremendous orgasm, as she mashed her cunt against Christopher’s lips. She slid her hand down Tanice’s belly, to find the place where husband and wife were joined. She circled the base of his cock with her fingers, still amazed that the giant pole had been up inside her, poking at her womb. Tanice’s juices soaked her hand as she played with both of them, stroking Christopher’s cock when it emerged from her pussy, and pressing into Tanice’s clit as she slammed down on her husband’s shaft.

Underneath the two gyrating women, Christopher’s solid body started moving as well. His tongue roamed everywhere, exploring Amelia’s pussy, then finding the sensitive crinkle of her asshole. She clutched at Tanice for support as he circled the sensitive opening several times before stiffening his tongue and pressing it inside. A shout of unexpected pleasure escaped her, as he tongue-fucked her ass with shallow strokes.

Christopher’s hips were working as well, driving up to meet his wife’s descending pussy. The wet, slapping sounds of flesh meeting flesh got louder and faster. Tanice’s hips moved in a blur, her tits bouncing on her chest as she fucked her husband hard. Christopher’s hot breath puffed against Amelia’s pussy and ass as he panted in excitement.

After their years of marriage, Tanice must have recognized the signal that her husband was ready to blow. She grabbed a fistful of Amelia’s hair, and the same time that she slid completely off from the giant spike of Christopher’s cock. She pulled urgently, bringing the white girl’s face right over the tip of the wet, throbbing black cock. Amelia’s eyes were wide , and her mouth was open in surprise, but she didn’t struggle against Tanice’s grip. From her new place in the line of fire, she saw the first flex of his balls, the first pulse of the round tube on the underside of his dick. Tanice let go of Amelia to jab both hands at her overheated pussy, bringing herself off while she watched Amelia take Christopher’s load.

Amelia hadn’t expected anything like this, thinking that Christopher would cum inside his wife. She’d already had some nasty thoughts of licking her pink pussy clean. But instead, she found herself staring at the tip of a thick black hose just as someone turned on the faucet. Christopher pulsed under her fingers, and she instinctively aimed him at her mouth—it would be such a waste to let him cum all over his stomach. He’d been so good to her, and brought her so much pleasure that she really, really wanted to return the favor.

It turned out that she wasn’t quite fast enough, and her lips were just an inch from his cock when he exploded. A hot jet of cream hit her in the chin, followed by another that coated her lips and tongue. She finally reached him, wrapping her lips around the spurting tip and taking shot after shot of thick, salty, slightly bitter cum in her mouth. She hummed happily as she sucked out more and more cream.

He tasted wonderful in a way that was hard to describe—not like any kind of food or drink that she could name, but he tasted exactly like she imagined a man should; like power and sex. She’d always cringed at Bill’s sour taste, but Christopher was musky and creamy and slippery as she rolled his essence around in her mouth. She glowed with pride that she’d been a part of this, making her first black cock—a beautiful, giant, perfect black cock—so excited that it would shoot its tasty load.

His shaft still pulsed under her fingers, each throb of his dick adding more of his gift to the pool in her mouth. She swallowed a mouthful as her lips threatened to overflow, then went back to milking him of whatever was left. Finally, his body shuddered under her as the last dribbles oozed from the tip of his dick, and Amelia pulled off him with a loud pop.

Instantly Tanice was there, arms wrapping around her neck, lips crushing against hers. A forceful tongue invaded her mouth, and she opened wide, letting Tanice share what they had both created. It had taken a team effort to get this load out of Christopher, and Amelia was happy to split it with her new lover. They swapped cum and spit, pressing their bodies together and sharing in the glow of the most incredible sex of Amelia’s life.

As excitement settled into contentment, and lust ebbed into an afterglow of pleasure, Tanice finally released her, and the two of them collapsed onto the bed. Amelia curled up at Christopher’s side, resting her head on his chest. She practically purred as his arm curled around her, holding her tight while she listened to his steady heartbeat.

“Jesus, you guys are incredible,” Amelia managed to say, after she’d caught her breath. “I’m not even thinking about Bill any more. He can go fuck his slut until his tiny dick falls off for all I care.” She touched Christopher’s chest, tracing her fingers over his muscles while she gazed down at his strong, handsome features. Behind her, Tanice stroked Amelia’s sweat-damp hair, pulling it back from her flushed face.

“Oh, he’s not getting off that easy,” Tanice said.”We’ve got more planned for Bill, don’t you worry. But until then, the night is still young.” She took Amelia’s hand and laced their fingers together. Sliding down from Christopher’s chest, they found the warm tube of his cock, resting against his stomach. Amelia felt it twitch as they touched it, then start to hardening under her fingers. She turned to Tanice in astonishment.

“Again?” she gasped.

Tanice grinned. “We can’t let you get off that easy, either. Can we?”


Chapter Five

The resort’s motor launch slowed to a crawl as it approached the plain wooden dock.

“Look at that, Billy,” Julie said, sitting up in her seat, and flipping up her sun glasses. “Look how beautiful this island is, and it’s all ours for the rest of the day.”

“Yeah, great,” Bill said, looking at the tiny bump of sand rising up from the gentle blue water.

Maybe a hundred yards in diameter, the island had a grove of waving palms in the center, with a rocky shore to one side, and wide, white-sand beach to the other. A path from the small dock led to a circular picnic area, with tables and a large fire pit. There was even a tiny outhouse painted in bright Caribbean colors off to the side.

The Grand Coral Bay owned the island, which sat about half a mile offshore from the hotel, renting it out to groups for weddings or large reunions normally. Today, though, it belonged to just the two of them.

Bill had gone to complain about the food from last night, saying that it had made him sick. The resort manager had made her apologies, and offered atonement with free rounds of golf, or complimentary spa treatments. Julie hadn’t wanted any of those things, though—she just wanted some alone time with Billy and his dick, so she could put her plan into effect. That friendly masseuse from yesterday had mentioned the private island, and told her how sometimes she and her husband would duck out there for alone time, so Julie had gotten the manager to let them have it for the day. She’d even managed to bargain for a cooler full of food and drinks.

The launch pilot jumped to the dock and tied up the boat, then offered his hand to Julie. Bill jumped off the boat first, making it rock, and she almost lost her balance, but the strong grip of the resort employee saved her.

“Thanks,” she said, and he gave her a blinding grin while tipping his cap. Bill had already headed for the picnic area, and Julie slung her beach tote over her shoulder as she hurried to catch up.

“Baby, this is so romantic!” she squealed, hugging him from behind. He patted her hands, but kept walking, dragging her along.

“So this is it?” he asked. “Just these tables, and some trees?”

“And a beach. And a picnic. And us, baby.”

“Hmmph. After whatever they did to the food last night, I expected a palace out here, with gold fountains and a dozen servants.”

“No, Billy. I want you all to myself today. I want to do all of those nasty things that we talked about, out here in nature, under the tropical sun.” She reached down to rub his cock through his shorts, ecstatic that it had finally stopped hurting this morning.

“Yeah, well after last night, I’m more ready for a nap than anything.”

“There are hammocks strung between the trees over there, sir, if you’d like to relax.” The boat driver had carried up the rest of their supplies and set them down on the picnic table. Julie quickly pulled her hand away from Billy’s dick, moving around the table to set her bag next to the rest of their stuff.

“Yeah, sounds good,” Bill said, starting to walk away.

Julie rummaged through her bag and found Bill’s wallet, slipping out a twenty. “Here you go,” she said, smiling at their nice boat pilot. “The resort manager said that we didn’t need a chaperone out here, right?”

“Yes, ma’am. You’ll have the island to yourselves, until you call for a pickup, or until just before sunset. I’ll have to come get you, so you’re not out here in the dark.”

“That sounds great,” she said, handing him the money. “And…um…just a quick question. Can anyone see us from the resort over there?” She pointed across the blue water, where the white and burgundy buildings of the hotel and spa sat on the opposite shore.

“If someone had binoculars or such,” he said, “but if you go through the trees to the other side, there’s nothing but sand, and no one can see from the hotel.” He gave her a grin, and, very audaciously to Julie’s mind, looked her up and down before turning back toward the dock. “Enjoy your day, ma’am,” he said over his shoulder, “and call if you need anything.”

She watched his tight ass move under his tan shorts, until he’d jumped back into the boat. She was getting wet at the prospect of having Billy all to herself in a tropical paradise. She spun around in a full circle, taking it all in. Her man sure knew how to show her the good things in life, things that she’d never get working her boring receptionist job back in Indiana.

Now all she had to do was seal the deal. All of her calculations said that she was fertile for another day or two, and if she could just get one good squirt of Billy’s sperm inside her, she’d be set for the rest of her life.

Whistling tunelessly, she untied the straps of her halter top, and let the fabric fall away from her tits. She lifted each one, looking critically at the pale skin, and frowning at the stretch marks along the sides of her implants. Of course it wouldn’t matter how she looked after today, since who expects a pregnant woman to not have a few stretch marks? She pressed a finger into the pooch of her belly, wondering exactly how big she’d get with a baby in there.

Flopped her big sun hat on her head, she tucked a towel under her arm, and grabbed a couple of water bottles, setting out to follow Bill toward the trees. The grove of palms formed an oasis at the crown of the island, the feathery leaves rustling in the slight breeze. The sky was bright blue, with tiny cotton puffs of clouds floating through, and the sun felt warm and wonderful on her bare back.

Bill was standing next to a red and yellow canvas hammock strung between two palm trunks. His back was to her, and he didn’t turn around as she approached. Dropping her supplies on the sparse grass, she padded up beside her man and reached out to take his hand.

“So baby, did you want to take a nap, or is there something else I can talk you into?” She pressed her bare tits against his arm as she leaned closer.

Bill squeezed her hand so tight that she winced. His face was bright red, and his body was stiff and trembling. Julie thought for a second that he was going to turn on her. “What is that bitch doing here,” he growled, and Julie’s brow crinkled as she tried to understand what he was talking about. What bitch? Was there someone else here? The manager had promised that they’d have the island to themselves. She pulled her hand free of his crushing grip, and moved around him to see what had gotten his attention.

There were other people here, damn it. Two very large black men, and two very busty black women lounged on the white sand beyond the trees. She had just realized that they weren’t wearing any clothes, when another woman suddenly appeared, walking out of the gentle surf. Also naked, she was the only white person in the group. Something about her was familiar, and when she flipped back her wet hair, Julie was almost sure that it was…

“Amelia?”

* * * * *

He was up there. She could see him, standing among the palm trees, watching them…watching her. She stood tall, showing her husband the body that he had abandoned. His cow stood beside him, her sagging udders jiggling as she tugged at his arm. Putting them out of her mind, she walked up the beach and joined her friends. Tanice and Christopher lounged on a big blanket, their beautiful bodies on full display. Next to them, Tanice’s cousin Naomi and her husband Damian sat on a fallen tree trunk, sipping at their bottles of fruit drink.

“They’re up there in the trees,” Amelia said calmly, as she picked up a towel and dried the salt water from her skin. Her nipples puckered and hardened, either from ocean wind on her wet skin, the sight of Christopher’s magnificent cock lying along his thigh, or just the excitement of having Bill see her in this situation. She knew that he was spitting mad, and that made her warm inside.

“We know,” Christopher said. “Things are going to escalate quickly now, Amelia. Are you sure you want to go down this path?”

“Yes. Absolutely sure.”

He smiled up at her, showing all of his white teeth. Even though it was an intense situation, she had a feeling that the giant man was enjoying it. “Fine,” he said. “Just be careful. He’ll be unpredictable, and you can’t give him a chance to hurt you, do you understand? You let Damian and me handle him.” He glanced over at his friend and winked.

“I will. I promise.” She finished toweling off, and moved onto the big blanket. Tanice scooted over and held up her arms. Amelia sank down between her new friends and cuddled up to the naked woman, giving her a fierce kiss before lying back in the warm sun. Even though it felt wonderful snuggled between two warm bodies, she couldn’t relax, knowing that Bill wouldn’t be able to restrain himself.

“He’s coming,” Naomi said.

Amelia sighed and sat up. Now she’d get to say what she’d wanted to for days, and she’d have support and protection from her new friends while she did it, but her burning desire to make Bill pay had dried up and blown away on a Caribbean wind. She would much rather have him disappear, and leave her alone to make love with her new friends.

Amelia looked over her shoulder to see Bill stomping down the slope from the palm grove. Julie stumbled after him, frantically trying to pull up her bikini top. When he was half way to them, she saw the anger on his face and got to her feet. Christopher and Damian also got up, and Bill’s steps faltered as he saw the size of her protectors. He skidded to a stop in the sand, looking back and forth between the two big men, and then past them to where Amelia waited.

“Amelia, what the fuck are you doing here?” Bill shouted.

“I should ask you the same thing,” she called back. “I followed you and your slut from Indiana, after someone heard you bragging about your affair. I can’t believe you came back to the place where we had our honeymoon.” Her voice had very little emotion in it. Even her insult to Julie was more from habit than anything. “Obviously our marriage meant nothing to you.”

The slut in question finally stumbled to a stop behind Bill. She wouldn’t look at Amelia, but her eyes devoured the two naked, dark-skinned gods standing in front of her, lingering for a long time on their hanging cocks. “Billy, what’s going on?” she whined. “Why is she here?”

Bill brushed her away. “Quiet, Julie.” His jaw clenched tight, and his face turned a darker shade of red. “So if you followed me, then what are you doing with these people?” he asked. “Are you fucking around, too? Is that it? Looks like I’m not the only one who broke their vows.”

“I’m not the one who lied, and betrayed a trust,” Amelia said. “I’ll be totally honest with you about what I’ve done, not try to sneak off and hide it like you did. I’ve found new friends, Bill; new lovers that give me more satisfaction than you ever did. And unlike your whore, my friends aren’t lying to me or trying to trap me.”

Bill’s glare faltered as her words sunk in. “What do you mean?” he asked. He turned to where Julie cowered behind him. “What trap?”

“Why don’t you tell him, Julie?” Tanice spoke up for the first time. “You had no problem blabbing to me about how you were going to get your man.”

“I hope you like changing diapers, Bill,” Amelia added with a smile.

“What the…?” He looked completely confused now, his head whipping around from his wife to his mistress and back. “Diapers? Julie are you…?”

“No…no,no, Bill, I’m not,” she stammered, inching away from him.

“Oh, but you were going to be before you left the island, right?’ Tanice said. “Wasn’t that the plan?”

“That’s not what I said!” Julie screamed. She tried to take Bill’s hand, but he yanked it away. “Billy, baby, you have to believe me. That’s not what I was talking about.”

“You…that’s why you said no condoms…said you were safe and you…” His face clouded, and he took a step toward his cringing girlfriend. “You little bitch.”

“Bill, stop right there!” Amelia yelled. When Christopher had warned her that things would move quickly, she’d assumed it would be against her, not his own mistress. Christopher and Damian were already heading toward him, and when Bill turned around at her shout, his eyes went wide, and the color drained form his face.

“Wait, wait, guys,” he said, holding up his hands in surrender. Seeing her chance for safety, Julie scampered down the hill and stood behind Damian’s bulk.

Amelia sighed again. This drama could play out for hours, but she just wanted it over. “Just stay right there, Bill, and don’t move.” She stepped forward until she faced her husband, flanked by her giant ebony guards. “I’m going to tell you some things, things that you won’t like, and you’re going to stand there, and listen to me. You’re going to agree to everything that I say, and you’re not going to argue or fight, because trust me, you’ll lose in either case.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Bill said. “I’m not going to stand here and listen to you give orders. You’re not in charge here. These people that are helping you, are employees of the resort that I paid a lot of god damned money to stay at. Let me tell you what’s going to happen, bitch. After I get off this island and back to civilization, all of your ‘friends’ are going to be out on their asses, and the resort’s gonna get hit with one hell of a lawsuit. Then I’m going to take everything you’ve got, along with everything your family owns, including daddy’s business. Julie here will swear that you’re the one who cheated on me, and who was so crazy that you threatened my life.” He glared at Christopher like he was daring the bigger man to attack him.

Amelia shook her head. His belligerence had seemed like confidence when she’d first met him, but now it just seemed pathetic. He had no power any more, over her or over this situation. She felt what it was like to be on the strong side of their dynamic for once, and it felt really good. “Shut up, Bill,” she said.

Her husband’s mouth dropped open in disbelief. Julie even turned around to stare.

“Let me lay it out for you, husband,” she said. “You’re not going to do any of the things you just threatened. In fact, you’re going to apologize to me, and to these nice people, for what you just said.”

“If you think I’m going to do any—”

Amelia held up her hand to cut him off. “I think you’ll do exactly what I said, dear, and I’ll tell you why. You seem to think that you’ve covered your tracks, that you can lie about me, and get Julie to back you up, and everyone will believe you. What you don’t understand is that the opposite is true here. I’ve got the video of you two getting off the plane, holding hands and kissing. I’ve got pictures of you at the resort. And I’ve even got pictures of you here on this romantic, isolated island.” She pointed up into a lone palm tree next to their blankets, at the black camera mounted twenty feet above them.

“There’s five more around the island, but I’m not telling you where they are. All under the control of those employees that you just insulted.” She waved her arm to take in all of the glaring islanders watching this unfold. “You can be sure that none of us are going to show up on any of the videos. It’s all you, Bill, whoring around with my best friend’s sister on a tropical island. Now who’s going to believe whom?”

Bill’s face lost all of its arrogance. He spun around, scanning the upper trunks of the nearby trees for more cameras. Julie, from her safe place behind Damian, was also looking around. When neither of them found what they were looking for, they turned back to the icy-calm, naked woman that they both thought they had fooled, but who had suddenly become their worst nightmare.

“You might have cameras, but I have one too,” Bill said. He reached into his pocket, then frowned. He pulled his hand out, and patted at the front and back of his shorts. “Where’s my phone, Julie? What did you do with it?”

“I didn’t do anything, Billy,” she said, peaking from around Damian’s back. “Go get mine if you can fix this. It’s back at the picnic area.”

Bill spun around and was about to run back to the other side of the island, when Tanice stopped him. “You won’t find it,” she called out. “Neither of you will. Our friend saw to that when he dropped you here.”

Julie looked terrified, moving away from Damian now, while still keeping her distance from Bill. “What are you going to do? Don’t hurt me, please.” She took a step toward Amelia, but didn’t come any closer. “Mia, please, I’m sorry. I didn’t want to hurt you. It’s just that Bill and I are in love, and—”

“Love?” Bill said. “When did I ever say that. Jesus, what made you think that I loved you?”

“You mean you…?”

“Oh, Christ. Really? Come on, Julie, I mean, someone like you? Seriously, it was a fling. I just wanted someone who would do all of that stuff that I couldn’t ask her to do, at least until I got a foot in her daddy’s company.”

Julie burst into tears. Bill seemed to realize that he’d said too much, when Christopher growled and came toward him, flexing his strong hands. He tried to back away, but tripped in the sand, and landed on his ass. He stared up in horror as Christopher towered over him.

“Baby, hold on,” Tanice said, coming up next to Amelia. “As much as I’d love to see you smash his pathetic face, we’re here to help our friend Amelia, not hurt her husband. He can’t do anything to us except talk, and his words have no power here.”

As Christopher backed away, his wife went over to the sobbing Julie. “And you, little whore, stop crying. No one here has any sympathy for you. I heard you admit your true nature on my massage table. You deserve much worse than what you’re getting here.” Julie’s back stiffened at her words, and her crying stopped.

Amelia felt drained. This was more chaotic than she’d expected, mostly because Bill was turning out to be a bigger asshole than she’d ever dreamed. How had he charmed her enough that she’d agreed to marry him? God, she’d even let him have sex with her. She was shaking with pent up anger and frustration, when Tanice’s cousin Naomi stepped up behind her, and hugged her from behind, her dark arms circling Amelia’s waist and giving her a friendly squeeze. She sighed and leaned back into the taller woman, feeling her anxiety melting into the sand at her feet. All of the people at this resort seemed to know exactly how to turn away the bad stuff, like it was part of their training or something. She stroked Naomi’s arms as they crossed over her belly, and waited, calmly now, for the situation to play itself out.

Christopher and Tanice had rejoined the group on the blanket. Julie stood to the side, her eyes darting from person to person like a frightened rabbit waiting for a wolf to pounce on her. Bill sat on the sand, staring at his toes, not moving for the longest time. Finally, when the silence was getting uncomfortable, he looked up at Amelia.

“So what now?” he asked.

“Now? I guess I’m going back to enjoying my vacation. The one I didn’t know I was going to take, but which has been infinitely better than the last time I was here,” Amelia said. She spun around in Naomi’s grasp, and gave her a kiss on the cheek, then broke away to head back toward the ocean. She needed to wash all of this emotional filth off from her.

“What about us?” Bill called after her. “Are you going to bring the boat back so we can get out of here?”

“No boat,” Tanice said. “Not until sunset, like you arranged. You’re going to have to stay here, and deal with the consequences of what you started.” She looked over at where Julie stood. “Both of you will. I don’t care where you go, or what you do on the island, but you will not hurt each other, and you will not raise your voices. We want peace and quiet while we relax, do you understand? And if you can’t handle that, the boys here will be glad to help you.” Both Damian and Christopher gave the frightened pair a predatory grin.

Amelia walked into the rolling surf, feeling the warm water slapping against her legs. She wasn’t sure what had just happened back there, but she finally felt free. Whatever Bill did from now on was his problem. Of course she’d still have to deal with the legal issues of getting him out of her life, but those were details for another day. Right now, she felt the same way she had when she’d backpacked across Europe after college. The future was stretched out in front of her, with no set plan, and no expectations.

She looked over her shoulder, and saw the beautiful bodies of her Bahamian friends and realized that she had at least one expectation in front her. She ran her fingertips down her belly, and between her thighs, rubbing lightly over her smooth pussy. Closing her eyes, she brought up the memories from last night, of passionate Tanice, and strong, thick Christopher, while she pressed harder against her mound.

“They’re gone.” Tanice’s voice came from behind her. Amelia gave one last rub of her fingers over her clit, and then turned back to where the others waited.

She looked off to her left, up the beach from their spot, and saw Julie kneeling in the sand, clutching a towel against her chest. She didn’t seem to be crying—she just stared out into the low waves that washed onto the shore. Bill had disappeared.

Naomi and Damian were back on the fallen trunk, drinks in hand, like nothing had happened. Christopher stretched out on the bright blanket, while Tanice waited for her with open arms. Amelia stepped into the island woman’s embrace, and rested her head on Tanice’s shoulder.

“So, did that go like you expected?” Tanice asked her.

“It…no, not really,” she said. “I expected more yelling.”

Tanice squeezed her a little tighter. “Well at least Julie’s little scheme is over with. Did you see how he reacted?”

Amelia wanted to glance up the beach to where Julie sat, but she stopped herself. The blonde bitch had made her own bed, so to speak; there was no reason to feel sorry for her. “Yeah, Bill seemed really horrified at the prospect of having a kid,” she said. “Which is funny, because we’d talked about it while we were engaged, and he acted like he was all for it. I guess that was part of his plan.” She leaned back in Tanice’s embrace and looked into her friend’s dark eyes. “You know, when he brought it up, I was really excited about the idea of getting pregnant—I’ve wanted a family for a long time—but whenever I would daydream about it, I never imagined Bill as the father of my baby. I’d fantasize about celebrities, or cute guys at work, but not my own fiancé. Strange, huh?”

“Not really. You probably knew, in the back of your mind, that he wasn’t the man for that job.”

“You know what’s even weirder?” She’d decided to blurt out this truth and see how her new friend reacted. “When all of this pregnancy talk came up, I started thinking about it again, and this time it was…well, it was Christopher I was seeing.” She blushed and looked away. Even though they’d shared some very intimate moments last night, admitting that you wanted to have a baby by your lover’s husband was a little out there.

When Tanice suddenly held her at arm’s length, Amelia cringed, thinking that she’d stepped over the line, but when she peeked at Tanice’s face, it was lit up with a broad grin.

“That’s a wonderful idea!”


Chapter Six

Amelia was stunned, as Tanice took her by the arm and led her back to the blankets. Had this woman just offered up her husband for stud service? How could she let Christopher get another woman pregnant? And the bigger question was, did Amelia want him to actually do it? She’d just blown up her marriage, and while she had a great job and could support a baby by herself, was now really the time that she wanted to start a family?

She thought about all of the times in her life that she’d hesitated, or followed other people’s advice, and how it had never gotten her what she really wanted, so now, faced with this epic, life-altering decision—one that she had about three seconds to figure out—she went with her gut. It was her call to make, regardless of what other people would say, and she wasn’t going to hesitate any more.

Relief washed through her as she made up her mind, and she hurried to catch up with Tanice, who had fallen to the blankets next to her husband, and was whispering in her ear. When Christopher looked up at her and raised his eyebrows, Amelia nodded firmly in reply. Without thinking about it, her hand crept over the smooth skin of her belly.

She heard a noise, like a strangled growl, and looked over to her right. Damian was leaning back on the fallen palm trunk, his legs spread out in front of him, with Naomi kneeling on the sand between. His dark cock stood straight up from his lap, and his wife licked at the thick shaft. A shiver of lust went through Amelia’s body, as she saw this couple showing their love for each other. Her pussy warmed, and her moisture started flowing as Naomi opened her mouth and took Damian’s beautiful cock inside.

“Maybe she wants to join them instead.” Tanice’s voice startled her from her voyeurism, and she looked back at the couple that had changed her life so much in the last two days.

“Come down here, sweetie,” Tanice said, holding out her hand.

Amelia took it, and knelt on the blanket, feeling the fine sand shifting under knees, and then under her hip as she laid down on her side. Her breasts pressed into Tanice’s as the two women faced each other. Christopher’s big body moved up behind her, so warm and comforting against her back. He was like a shield, or a fortress wall, that would protect her from all the bad things, letting her concentrate on the good.

Like getting pregnant.

Jesus, was she really going to do this? Let this giant black man cum inside her fertile pussy? Get her pregnant with a black baby? She’d have to go back to Indiana and face her parents, her sister, all of her friends. How would she explain it?

She wouldn’t.

She didn’t owe anyone an explanation. It was her decision, and she’d made it already. This second-guessing wasn’t doing her any good. Shrugging off all of her doubts, she reached behind her and found Christopher’s magnificent cock, which was already lengthening and stretching even as she wrapped her fingers around the smooth shaft. She’d fallen in love with his dick last night, after all of the pleasure it had given her, but now, as she considered what it was about to do for her, she was in absolute awe. All he had to do was push this inside her, slide it back and forth a few times, and fill her with his seed. Then suddenly she would be a mom.

“Oh, shit,” she breathed. Overwhelmed by the magnitude of it, but ready to embrace it as well.

“Are you sure about this, Amelia?” Tanice’s face was calm, not concerned or nervous in any way, and she wondered if the beautiful black woman had watched her equally beautiful husband knock up other silly white tourists like her? She decided that she didn’t care. Christopher was hers for right now, and that was all that mattered.

“Very ready. Incredibly ready.” She leaned in to kiss Tanice full on the mouth, while she pumped Christopher’s hard length. His big hand rested on her hip, and he leaned down to kiss her bare shoulder. She moaned into Tanice’s open mouth and closed her eyes, ready to get started, just like she’d said. The black girl moved closer, sandwiching the white girl between her and her husband. Amelia lifted her leg onto Tanice’s, opening herself up to her island lovers.

Christopher’s cock pressed between her open thighs, and while she kissed Tanice, the other woman was reaching between Amelia’s open legs, on a quest to find her husband’s black baby-maker. Between the two of them, they maneuvered his giant pole into place, and pressed the tip against her pussy. She was soaked already, and as Tanice dragged the head of his cock through her lower lips, her juices ran down her leg to soak the blanket.

She remembered last night, how she had hesitated quite a few times before Christopher had taken her from behind, but now she couldn’t get him inside her fast enough. She knew what was coming next, and tried to relax her muscles as Tanice lined up his dick. Once again there was that incredible feeling of being forced open. All of her previous experience told her that her pussy wasn’t meant to be abused that way, but with Christopher it felt so natural, that she couldn’t imagine sex without it.

She groaned and squeezed Tanice’s breast as hard black cock plowed its way incessantly into her depths. She closed her eyes, determined to remember every bit of this experience, since it would change her life in ways that she couldn’t imagine. When she was back in Indiana, enduring the looks and whispers that would inevitably follow her, she wanted to be able to put her hands on her swollen belly and remember the feeling of Christopher’s cock as it headed for her womb.

“Oh, fuck, I want this,” she gasped in Tanice’s ear. “I want his baby so badly.” Tanice hugged her tighter, and gave her a tender kiss on the forehead.

As the other woman leaned down to suck on Amelia’s pink nipple, she glanced over her shoulder and saw Damian and Naomi. Tanice’s cousin and her husband were still sitting on the fallen log—or rather Damian was sitting on the log while Naomi bounced on his lap. Her legs were wide open, and Amelia could see the other man’s big cock as it cruised up into her spread pussy. Both of them watched the threesome on the blanket through lust-shrouded eyes.

Amelia yelped and clutched at Christopher’s leg, as his monster reached the end of the line, and nuzzled against her cervix. The feeling of being stuffed, and having her insides pushed around by his dick, had her on the edge of cumming in seconds. She was giving her body to this strong black man, trusting him to be confident and gentle, to use her as he wanted, but to still give her what she needed.

As his cock pulled back, it felt like he was dragging her insides along with it, but then he pushed in again, sliding his shaft over her sensitive flesh, and everything felt right again. Tanice’s fingers played with her pussy, as Christopher started fucking her slowly and rhythmically from behind. Shocks of pleasure ran through her nerves each time Tanice found her clit, and then deeper, inner waves of sensual joy rolled through her as her body was impaled by Christopher’s spear. This was the kind of bliss that every woman should know, and she regretted that it had taken her this long to figure it out.

Amelia reached out for Tanice’s pussy, wanting her friend to feel as good as she was at that moment. The black girl sucked in a harsh breath as pale fingers slid over her slick flesh, and then coasted up inside her. Amelia matched each thrust of Christopher’s cock with a stab of her fingers into Tanice’s cunt. Everyone was breathing hard as the three bodies got into a rhythm as natural and graceful as dancers on a stage.

Looking over Tanice’s shoulder again, Amelia saw that Naomi was now draped over the fallen log, her large tits swinging under her as Damian pounded her strongly from behind. For a moment, Amelia thought of asking the other couple to join them, but then a hard press of Tanice’s fingers on her clit brought her back to the moment. She had everything she needed right here with her two amazing new friends.

“You’ll look so beautiful with a big, pregnant belly,” Tanice said, just as she rubbed Amelia’s clit again.

“Oh, fuck…” Amelia moaned, her mind getting into the image.

“Wait until you feel your baby moving inside you.”

“Shit…more…”

“Your tits—your big, beautiful breasts—will swell up with milk to feed the new life that you created.”

“Oh my god…!” Each of Tanice’s words had been punctuated by rubbing at Amelia’s stretched pussy, and that last one had sent her over the edge. She grabbed at Tanice’s shoulders as her body went rigid.

“That’s right, sweetie. Cum for me,” Tanice said. She moved from Amelia’s cunt to rub her fingers over her twitching belly. “Open up your womb to take my man’s seed.”

“Fuck yes,” Amelia gasped. “I want it…please.”

“And you’ll get it,” Tanice said. “Won’t she, baby?”

While he’d been driving his cock into her from behind, Christopher had stayed pretty silent. He’d been a warm presence at her back, and a warm pressure deep in her belly, but now, as his wife started talking to Amelia, drawing out her fantasy, he got more active. He leaned down so that his breath panted in her ear, and his grunts of pleasure rumbled up through his chest. “I’m going to fill her pussy with my seed. Knock up this little white girl like she’s begging for.”

Amelia couldn’t take it any more. She squirmed and twisted between the two black bodies, sweaty skin sliding on skin. Christopher stopped as she ruined his rhythm, and grunted as she pulled her warm pussy off from his dick. She spun around, accidentally elbowing Tanice in the breast, but desperate to turn so that she was facing her man; her baby’s daddy. As much as she loved kissing and playing with Tanice, it was Tanice’s husband who was the most important person in Amelia’s life at that moment.

“God…please, Christopher…please fuck me…” she said, getting her hands on the round bulges of his shoulders and trying to drag him on top of her. Behind her, Tanice made room as the white girl laid back on the blanket, and her husband rolled over to cover her with his big body. Thin pale legs spread out on either side of his hips, and small, white hands clutched at his back.

Chuckling to herself, Tanice helped the two by reaching between her husband’s legs and finding his slippery-wet cock. As Amelia rocked her hips and begged for Christopher’s dick, Tanice once again lined up her husband’s tool with a white girl’s pussy. He’d stretched her out enough that his cock slid in smoothly, and plunged right to the bottom of her cunt in one stroke.

Amelia looked up at the face of her man as his beautiful dick came back to her. The fullness in her belly was so comforting, the rhythm of his strokes like a clock, ticking down the seconds before she became a mom. It felt so safe and so right, lying under the security of his body. Nothing could hurt her here; the only thing she could feel was joy. Joy in the way his dick made her feel, churning inside her sensitive pussy, hitting all of the right pleasure spots, but also joy in her thoughts of the future, of being pregnant and having a new life to love and care for. And that joy was especially sweet because she was doing it on her own, for herself. She never would have discovered these feelings if she’d still been with Bill, or with any man really. Christopher might be her perfect lover, but being a mom was all on her.

Of course she still needed the big, sweet black man to finish his part. She’d already surrendered her body to him, now she just needed to trust him to get the job done. She lifted her hips from the blanket, meeting each thrust with one of her own, even though it drove his cock even deeper inside her. She winced as he bumped into her cervix, but then found her pace, and matched his thrusts without any pain. She wanted him as close to her womb as possible, keeping the business end of his cock where it would do the most good.

Her hands roamed over his back and shoulders, down over his hips and onto his rock-hard ass. The muscles moved under her fingers, his cheeks hollowing with each thrust. Everything felt so whole, so connected. They were two parts of a machine, intertwined in their actions and purpose. Every move of his muscular butt drove his dick back and forth in her pussy, and by tugging rhythmically at his hips, it was almost like she was fucking herself with her own cock.

“Please, baby, cum in me,” she said, trying to get him to speed up. “Give it to me.”

He grinned down at her, those impossible white teeth shining in his dark face, his eyes sparkling as they gazed into hers. His thrusts came faster, the wet sound of his cock churning up her pussy filling the air around them. He propped himself on his hands, getting down to the work of spilling his seed. Amelia lifted her legs around him, cradling him between her thighs. She gazed down her sweaty, flushed body, catching sight of his black dick as it rose out of her, and then felling every bit of it as she watched it plunge back in.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped, as Christopher gathered her legs, bending her back and lifting her hips so that he had a straight shot to her womb. His cock was a machine now, a piston driving in and out of her in a blur. She dropped her head back to the blanket, and concentrated on his cock, feeling the friction as it slid through her stretched lips and rubbed her inner walls. Picturing the scene inside her, she flexed her muscles, imagining her pussy as a tight hand that gripping his dick and squeezed it as it fucked into her.

Christopher grunted at her efforts, and she felt something building inside her. It was almost here—her moment was approaching fast, and the thought of it was turning her on just as much as the friction in her pussy. He lifted her like a doll, shifting her ankles up to his shoulders, and pressing her legs back so that her knees mashed into her breasts. Her pussy tilted up, a long, tight tube with a straight shot to her waiting womb. His breath came in ragged pants, and every once in a while he would lose his rhythm as his thrusts got more chaotic.

Amelia laid under him, wrapped up just as tightly as she’d been last night, unable to move as he took possession of her body. The constant nudging of his cock into the spongy ring of her cervix was an undeniable reminder of what was about to happen; what she desperately wanted to happen.

“Fuck..I can’t take any more…please…please…cum in me…give me your baby…!”

She gripped the stone pillars of his muscular arms, riding the pounding of his hips and the battering thrusts of his cock. His shaft swelled even larger in her expanded hole, and she saw him grit his teeth as the pleasure of her pussy overwhelmed him.

Knowing that her delivery of potent sperm was on the way, was all the spark she needed to cum. She screamed, long and loud, as her tightly-wrapped body went rigid in his grip. Her pussy opened wide, then clamped down fiercely on his invading cock, forcing him to thrust even harder through her constricting muscles. He plunged deeper than ever before, crushing the head on the entrance to her womb. His eyes locked with hers, full of lust and power, but also a gentle concern—he knew what he was about to do.

“Take it,” Christopher growled, and made one last thrust into her. He held still, all of his muscles bulging under the tension as his cock leapt inside her.

She wanted to remember every little bit of this moment, but she was so completely overwhelmed by the intensity of it that she almost passed out. Her mind disconnected from the moment, and everything felt raw and primal. Her big strong man was breeding her, pumping his essence into her, where her body would cherish it and nurture it, as it merged with her own essence to make a new life. The question of having children had always been something that she’d put off until sometime in the future, but that future was suddenly here. Christopher’s cock—pulsing inside the tunnel of her cunt, spewing his semen directly into womb—was making everything very, very real.

And she loved it.

She felt so open and accepting; so full of love for everyone around her. For Naomi, and Damian, and Tanice, and especially Christopher and his potent baby-making cock. In the middle of her darkest moment she’d found them, and, if everything went according to nature, she’d soon be joined to them for the rest of her life.

Christopher loosened his grip on her, and she felt Tanice’s soft hand brushing the damp hair from her face. Sounds started coming back to her, of the ocean and the wind through the palms. She opened her eyes into the bright tropical sunshine, and saw her new friends smiling down on her.

“I love you both,” she said, hugging the giant man on top of her with all of her remaining strength. Her legs were still bent far back onto her chest, and her pussy was still stuffed with Christopher’s dick, but she felt completely relaxed and safe, like she was snuggled under the covers at home on a lazy Sunday morning.

“We love you, too, sweetie,” Tanice said. “So how was he?” She smacked her husband’s ass loudly, and he growled at her in mock anger.

“I just…it was…wow…”

Tanice smiled. “Yeah, sometimes he does all right.”

“I don’t want to move,” Amelia said with a contented sigh. “I’d be happy staying like this forever.”

“Well it would be hard to explain to the resort manager why my husband wasn’t coming to work, but I understand the feeling.”

For a second, she almost forgot what they’d just done, but then it came back to her like a lightning bolt. “Do you think it…that we…did it work?”

Both of them laughed, and Amelia’s flushed face got ever redder. “The only way to know is to wait,” Tanice said. “Of course there’s ways you increase the odds.” She stood up over them and took Amelia’s ankles off from her husband’s shoulders, holding them up in the air. “We need to make sure that it goes where it’s supposed to,” she explained.

Next to the trio, Naomi and Damian clapped loudly. “I’m sure that did it,” Damian said. “She’s probably pregnant all ready.” He was talking much louder than he needed to, and all three of them turned to look.

Naomi leaned in toward the group. “Your little Billy is up among the trees. He’s been watching everything, since you guys first started.”

“Watching and jacking off,” Damian said. “Pathetic.”

That was precisely how Amelia felt about her husband, but she didn’t want thoughts of him to interfere with the bliss she was feeling at the moment. Her pussy throbbed around Christopher’s shrinking cock as she lifted her hips, trying to get all of his precious essence to run down into her womb. She’d seen how much cum the big man produced, and she was sure that he’d filled her up with more than enough to do the job, but she still didn’t want to waste a drop.

Would she feel it, the moment that it happened? Probably not, but she could imagine the whole process taking place inside her belly, the millions of wriggling sperm seeking out her defenseless egg, straining to jab themselves into its helpless body just like their creator had jabbed himself into her helpless pussy. She rubbed her tummy, and looked up to see Tanice smiling down at her. “Thank you,” Amelia said. She looked between her raised legs to where Christopher was settling back on his heels, his cock still plugging her hole. “And thank you,” she added. The big man chuckled and almost looked a little embarrassed at her gratitude.

“Whoa!” she shouted, when Christopher’s shrinking dick finally fell out, and a rush of cum streamed out of her. She slapped her hand over her pussy, trying to hold everything in. Tanice lifted up higher on her raised ankles, as Amelia used both hands to seal his cum inside her, hoping that she hadn’t ruined her plans by letting some of it escape. Christopher helped by pushing his thick thigh under her raised ass to support her.

Amelia let her head fall back and closed her eyes, content to let her body do the work of procreation while she relaxed and enjoyed the sun.

“Now that’s just sad,” Naomi said from off to the side. Amelia almost lifted her head to look around, but resisted the impulse; if it was about Bill and Julie, she’d let the others handle it. They’d done such a good job so far.

“The poor girl’s crying. Not that I feel sorry for her, but she’s been out there in the sun for a long time, with no water and no shade.”

“I think she’s too afraid to go near Bill to get her stuff,” Damian said.

“Well she may be a bitch, but that’s just cruel,” Naomi said. “Baby, come help. I want to go get her at least some water and some sun block. Pasty white girl will fry to a crisp if she’s out much longer.”

Damian chuckled and the two of them got up. Amelia peeked from behind hooded eyes to see that they were still completely naked as they walked up toward the grove of trees.

Amelia must have drifted off, because when she woke up, her legs were no longer in Tanice’s firm grip. Instead, they were draped over Christopher’s hips as he cuddled on the blanket with his wife. They were kissing and touching each other with such tenderness that Amelia suddenly felt like an intruder. These two couples had a real, permanent life here on the island, and dealt every day with people like her; flaky tourists who flew in and roiled everything up, then disappeared when their vacation was over. She started to feel bad for dumping all of her problems on them, and disrupting the fairy-tale lives that they’d built in this tropical paradise. Just as she was thinking of ways to slink away with some of her dignity intact, Tanice happened to glance over and see that she was awake.

“Hey, you,” she said, smiling. Christopher reached out his giant paw and rubbed her leg, smiling as well.

All of her doubts disappeared like smoke, and she found herself grinning back at them like some kind of love-starved idiot. “Hey,” she said, then laughed at her own awkwardness. “You guys, I just have to say…well, I mean I just couldn’t have found two more caring, sweet, sexy people in the world, and all that you’ve done…it really means everything to me.”

They didn’t look upset or annoyed after her little confession, which was a relief. “We’re happy to help, sweetie,” Tanice said. “And all of that stuff about caring, sweet and sexy…that goes for you as well.”

“Oh, and not for us?” Naomi and Damian had come back from their errand, walking up the beach from where Julie had been sitting earlier. Amelia spared the quickest glance over her shoulder to see the blonde bimbo sitting under a beach umbrella rubbing lotion on her bare arms.

“Of course for you guys,” Tanice said. She got up from the blanket to hug her cousin, and her cousin’s husband in turn. “We’d be lost without you two.” She looked back down the beach. “How did it go?”

“About what you’d expect,” Naomi said. “Bill was all full of bluster when we went up the hill, threatening to sue, and to have us arrested for kidnapping, but we just reminded him that all of the camera’s were under our control, and who would believe him after we showed that he was here cheating on his wife? He got a little upset at that, and I thought he might actually attack us, but once Damian took a step toward him, he backed off.”

“Ran off is more like it,” Damian said, grinning.

“Yeah, that’s Bill,” Amelia said. “But what about Julie? She might not be safe around him. I mean, not that I care that much, but I wouldn’t want her to get hurt.”

“She’s fine,” Naomi said. “We brought her half of their supplies and told her to hang out where we could see her. Can you believe the little slut asked if she could join us?”

“Seriously?” Amelia said.

Damian nodded, and reached down to wag his hanging dick. “Couldn’t take her eyes off it the whole time we were talking to her.”

“Well we know Bill hasn’t been keeping her satisfied,” Tanice said.

“And you know, if it had been any other situation, I might have felt sorry for her,” Amelia said, “but that little bitch schemed to ruin my marriage and tried to trap my husband by getting herself pregnant.” She rubbed her own belly, wondering if she sounded like a hypocrite, but then deciding she didn’t. “No matter how pathetic she seems, I’m not cutting her any slack.”

“Good,” Christopher chimed in. He reached out to put his big, brown hand over Amelia’s smaller, paler one as it rested on her stomach.

All of their talk about Bill and Julie’s misery had dragged Amelia away from the peaceful bliss of just a few minutes ago. She sighed, knowing that the outside world of cheating husbands and failed marriages was her true reality, and that the fleeting nirvana she’d found with Tanice and Christopher and his baby-making cock was destined to be no more than a pleasant memory.

Still, there was no reason she couldn’t add a few more of those memories to keep her warm during the cold Indiana winters…


Chapter Seven

Amelia shifted her legs off from Christopher’s lap and sat up. She knelt up next to her lover, looking around at the tiny island. Julie was watching them intently from her spot down the beach, and when Amelia looked up into the grove of palm trees in the center of the island, she thought she saw the flash of Bill’s red shorts behind one of the curved trunks.

Knowing that she had the full attention of her audience, she leaned over and gave Christopher a deep kiss. Her hand slid down his rippled abs to rest lightly on his languid cock, while his paw covered one full cheek of her pale ass and squeezed it firmly.

Her pussy respond as she wrestled with Christopher’s wriggling tongue in her mouth. His dick was responding as well, lengthening down his thigh as she caressed the soft skin. With a groan she broke away from him and looked around at the other three. Her chest heaved with her excitement, and her hand clenched around Christopher’s cock, pumping up and down its growing length. “Let’s give them another show,” she said.

All of them laughed, and looked around at either Julie or Bill. Naomi dropped to her knees in the sand, and lifted her husband’s black cock to her waiting lips. Tanice joined Amelia and Christopher on the blanket, kissing her husband once on the lips before heading south. She glanced up at Amelia. “Ready for another round?” she said, before sticking out her tongue to lick at the tip of Christopher’s dick.

Both women went after his cock, kneeling on either side of him, their lips brushing against each other’s as they kissed at the hard shaft. Christopher leaned back on his elbows, gazing down at them like an indulgent sultan watching two harem girls compete for his favor. He parted his legs as his wife reached down to fondle his balls, then groaned as she went after them with her lips and tongue. Amelia took that as her cue to open her mouth wide and engulf the swollen head, licking at the tasty fluid leaking from the tip.

As Amelia leaned over to bob her head on Christopher’s dick, she arched her back and raised her ass in the air, pointing her parted cheeks and the wet pussy below right where Bill lurked among the trees. She wanted to show him what he would never have again. Christopher must have figured out her game, because he covered her backside with a possessive, dark-skinned hand, rubbing over her ass and sliding an occasional finger into her wet crease. She groaned around the head of his cock and wagged her tail, leaving no doubt how much she enjoyed her black lover.

The thick, dark cock between her lips was as hard as she’d ever felt it. Her magical island stud was always ready, no matter how intensely he’d cum before. That was a precious gift, considering how often Bill used to finish like a jackrabbit, then roll over and ignore her. Tanice was so lucky to have this cock ready whenever she wanted, and attached to such a great guy as well.

Amelia tried to show her appreciation by wrapping both hands around the base of his shaft, and plunging her face down onto his dick, shoving it further down her throat than she’d ever gone before. Spit ran down his shaft and coated her hands, making her slippery grip glide easily over his smooth skin. She gagged slightly as his cock wedged into the tightness of her throat, pulling back and gasping at the feeling. It was one thing to feel her pussy stretch around his girth, and quite another to feel it in her neck.

She looked down at Christopher’s strong features, new feelings of gratitude welling up. She thought she could still feel his cum warming her insides. She grinned at him and went back to work, opening wide, and not letting her pesky gag reflex get in the way of pleasing her lover. Remembering Bill watching from the hill behind her, she bobbed her head like a cock-crazed slut, and made loud, wet slurping sounds, hoping he could tell how much she loved this black dick.

Tanice moved away from licking her husbands balls, and came up to join Amelia, kissing the other girl’s cheek and cupping her hanging tits. “You’re getting good at that,” she whispered in Amelia’s ear, and heard the girl moan in reply around her mouthful of cock.

Amelia pulled away from Christopher’s pole, to give Tanice a passionate kiss. “I had good teachers,” she said. She wagged the shiny-wet shaft in front of Tanice’s face. “You want a taste?”

“Hmm, something better I think.” Tanice stood up and turned around, so her round ass was facing her husband. “Hold it steady,” she said, and squatted down over him.

Amelia did as she was told, watching the dark lips of Tanice’s pussy open up as she descended, and aiming the black crown of Christopher’s cock at the pink target she revealed. When the tip nuzzled into the wet slit, Amelia made sure it was lined up in the right spot, and then watched in awe as Tanice’s experienced pussy took her husband in, inch by excruciating inch. Christopher’s eyes went wide as he watched the sexy show of his wife sinking down onto his cock.

“That’s it. Fuck her with that giant cock!” Amelia said, for Bill’s benefit. She didn’t look over her shoulder, but she hoped that he was still watching.

Tanice looked at her in surprise, since Amelia wasn’t usually that loud. Once she realized what the other girl was doing though, she grinned and let out a noisy moan, then reached up to maul her own tits. She whipped her head around, sending her dark hair flying as she bounced on her husband’s cock. “Of fuck, baby, you feel so good in my cunt! Your big dick fills me up like no one else!”

Amelia smiled as Tanice got into the act. Bill could only dream of having two hot women worshiping his cock and acting like sex-starved bimbos. Seeing his wife do it for some other guy must be driving him crazy.

She didn’t realize how crazy, until she heard a commotion from down the beach.

“Get away from me, Billy! Stop that!”

Julie was trying to pull away from Bill, who had her by the arm. Her bikini top was around her waist, the string broken, while Bill tried to pull down his red shorts. Amelia couldn’t see her husband’s face, but Julie definitely looked scared.

Tanice had stopped bobbing on Christopher’s dick, settling down onto him with his pole all the way inside her. Her husband had his hands on her waist, watching the drama unfold down the beach, his bulging arms ready to lift her off if he needed to.

Amelia stared at the scene in open-mouthed shock. She’d been so smug, putting on this show for Bill—it had felt like a fitting revenge for what he’d done to her—but she never thought he would act like this in response. He may have been cruel to Julie in private, but to actually assault her in front of the rest of them? She was just about to get up and confront him, when Damian dashed past. Naomi followed him, but turned to the other three as she went by. “Don’t worry, he’s got this,” she said.

It was nice to have the assurance, but it wasn’t like the three of them on the blanket were going to ignore Julie’s screams and start fucking again. Amelia stood up, wringing her hands in front of her as she saw Bill get his shorts down around his thighs, exposing his skinny white ass. He had a hand in Julie’s hair, and it looked like he was trying to force her mouth onto his dick. Tanice slid off from Christopher’s lap, and sat on the blanket, while her husband rolled to his knees, ready to join the fight if need be.

Damian was getting close to Julie and Bill, and the bleach-blonde bimbo saw him coming. “Help, please,” she called out, tugging harder against her attacker’s grip. Bill looked up just in time to see the large, naked, angry black man bearing down on him, and what little color he had in his pasty face drained away. He let go of Julie’s hair and tried to run away down the beach, his half-mast shorts making him hop and waddle over the white sand.

“Should we do anything?” Amelia asked.

“Let it be,” Christopher said, sinking back to the blanket and putting his arm around his wife’s shoulders. “Naomi and Damian will handle it.” He held out his other arm, and Amelia sat down on his other side, feeling the comforting weight drape across her. She leaned in to put her cheek against his sun-warmed chest, her eyes still focused down the beach.

“I didn’t mean for anything like that to happen,” she said. She was on the verge of crying, after being so incredibly happy just a minute ago.

“You can’t blame yourself for Bill,” Tanice said. “He’s more of sick fuck than we originally thought.”

“He never showed that side around me, which I guess is a good thing, but it also makes me wonder what might have happened later on if I hadn’t caught him.”

“Don’t worry about that,” Christopher said, his deep baritone vibrating through his chest. The vibrations felt so soothing that Amelia pressed her cheek tighter against him. “You’re free of him now. And we’ll make sure he doesn’t do anything else.”

Damian had given up his pursuit, letting Bill scamper back up into the trees. Naomi comforted the crying Julie, while the blonde girl tried to retie her bikini top. Damian came back to their spot, his face grim.

“I’m calling the boat,” he said. “Naomi’s going to take Julie back to the resort alone, then I’m going to find that little shit and chase him on board if I have to. As much as I’d like to do something move violent to him, I figure we’ve got enough from the cameras that he won’t do anything stupid.” He pointed up to one of the palms, where a wireless camera was pointed down the beach.

“Should we go too?” Amelia asked.

Tanice put a hand on her shoulder. “No, lets stay here, away from them. You should relax and enjoy the sun while you can.”

Amelia face was filled with doubt. “I’ll try,” she said.

Damian pulled on his shorts, then gathered his things and headed through the palm grove toward the dock. Tanice went to where their supplies sat and returned with a chilled bottle. “Here,” she said. “It’s rum punch. Might as well drink it now, since you won’t be having any alcohol for the next year or so.”

Amelia shuddered as she was suddenly reminded of what they’d done. Her pussy was full of Christopher’s cum, and after nine months of growing a baby in her womb, she was going to be a mom. She took the bottle from Tanice, but only drank small sips, already worried about what was happening inside her body.

Christopher had rearranged the layout of their beach spot, dragging the fallen log so that they could sit on it or lean against it and look out over the bright blue ocean. He shuffled their blankets and then sat down, his arms out wide and his legs apart, his face tilted up to the sky. He looked like a lion basking in the sun, confident of his dominion over everything around him. Amelia felt her insides stir, her pussy getting wet as she considered this man that she’d chosen to mate with.

She was interrupted by Tanice sneaking up behind her, and hugging her around the waist. “See anything you like?” she said in Amelia’s ear. Her hand slid up to cup Amelia’s naked breast, and her whole body pressed against the white girl’s back. “The day’s not over yet,” she said.

Amelia considered it. Could she really go another round with that big, baby-making dick after everything that had happened? She was exhausted emotionally. After being pulled in a dozen different directions today, could she allow herself to relax and enjoy the moment, without all of the extra baggage? The feel of Tanice’s hands on her skin, and the building warmth in her belly told her that she could.

She spun around in Tanice’s arms and gave the beautiful woman a kiss, then dropped to her knees in the sand, and crawled onto the blanket where her perfect lover waited. His coal-black cock rested against his thigh, and she didn’t waste any time going after it. Her long hair trailed along his legs as she moved up his body, and he jerked as her hand wrapped around his shaft. He grinned down at her, with same that look of lustful hunger mixed with tenderness that had melted her insides the night before. She lowered her eyes submissively and went back to her study of his perfect cock. Flipping her hair back so he would have a better view, she aimed his shaft at her mouth and opened wide.

She moaned at the taste of him; a heady mix of her own pussy, Tanice’s sweet juices, and his musky cum. The memories of how that flavor got there had her sucking hard at his inflating shaft. After her mostly boring sex life back home, she was giving in to her inner slut, and going after every experience she could get.

She twitched when she felt hands on her upturned ass, and Tanice’s wet tongue delving between her spread cheeks. No one had ever licked her there before, and she switched her attention to the new feelings from her exposed asshole. Tanice licked all around the crinkly rim, and tickled the surrounding skin, showing the new girl the proper way to have your ass eaten.

Amelia gave up on trying to manage Christopher’s dick while she was flooded with these amazing new sensations from behind her. Pumping his shaft lazily with one hand, while she closed her eyes and groaned at the strange feelings running through her; the awakening of nerves she didn’t even know she had. She jumped when Tanice stiffened her tongue, and sent it delving into her tight hole, pushing aside the muscles of her sphincter and working its way into her back passage.

“Oh, fuck that is…that’s so good…oh shit…”

Each new wriggle or thrust of Tanice’s tongue brought a new shock of pleasure and a new understanding of her own body; how every part of her could be sensual. She almost collapsed when Tanice’s fingers found her open pussy and quickly thrust inside. The mix of being finger-fucked in her cunt and tongue-fucked in her ass had her ready to cum in an instant. She laid her head down on Christopher’s thighs, his cock rubbing in her hair, and pushed her ass back, seeking more pleasure from the woman behind her. Her backside rose and fell like a boat on the ocean, waves of pleasure building inside her until one last thrust of Tanice’s fingers, along with one last lick at her rosebud, sent her over the edge.

She gripped Christopher’s dick like it was her lifeline, as she fell to the blanket, her legs rippling with spasms, and a constant stream of moans coming from her mouth. Tanice’s fingers still played with her pussy, brushing her clit just enough to keep prolonging her orgasm. Amelia panted through the contractions in her belly, amazed once again at how good these two were. After just three days, they could make her cum faster and harder than any of her former lovers. She groaned in disappointment as Tanice’s talented fingers left her, but after her legs stopped shaking, she was glad for a chance to catch her breath.

Soft kisses trailed up her leg, and over her butt as Tanice moved up her body. Amelia twisted around until she was face to face with the woman who had just given her so much pleasure. “Mmmm, you’re wonderful,” she said, before cradling Tanice’s beautiful face in her hands and kissing the same lips that had just been pressed against her asshole.

“So are you,” the black woman replied. “You’re doing so well, Amelia, staying strong after everything that’s happened.”

Amelia kissed her again. “That’s not what I meant, but thank you,” she said. “I was talking about your skill at pleasing women. I think that’s something you should teach me.” Not waiting for a reply, she took Tanice by the shoulders and guided her until she was lying back on the blanket, legs open, making room for Amelia to crawl between.

Tanice moaned as Amelia took the first lick at her wet lower lips. She lifted her hands over her head and closed her eyes, enjoying the sun and the breeze and the white girl tonguing her needy pussy.

Amelia paused to look back over her shoulder, seeing Christopher still leaning against the log, lazily stroking his monster cock as he watched the two women. “Get over here, you,” Amelia said. She got to her knees between Tanice’s legs and shook her ass at him. It was the same invitation that she’d given Bill just a little while ago, but that that time it had been to tease, this time it was for real.

Not waiting for him to respond, she turned back to the dark swollen lips and bright pink insides of the pussy in front of her. She tried to remember everything that Tanice had done to her, and then set out to show her teacher what a good student she was.

Just as she plunged her tongue deep into the other girl’s hole, a blunt, smooth something touched her pussy, sliding up and down the wet furrow. She hummed into Tanice’s cunt as Christopher knelt up behind her and tried to fit his spectacular cock into her soaked channel. She pushed back hard as his steel pole applied pressure against her protesting muscles, gasping as he finally forced his way in. She buried her face between Tanice’s thighs, using her tongue and fingers to play with her slippery folds, while Christopher’s long black dick slowly filled her.

Finally, his hips pressed against her ass, and his cock reached the very bottom of her pussy. She thought she could feel him up to her waist, he was so deep inside her body. She sighed in pleasure as once again she was stuffed by her new man’s dick. That feeling had become her favorite thing in the world, and she reveled in it now, rotating her hips to get his cock into every crevice of her stretched hole. Tanice’s hand in her hair got her attention, pulling her lips back to the task in front of her, but she still swung her ass back and forth as Christopher soaked his cock in her depths.

She had just started to explore Tanice’s puckered asshole with her wet finger when Christopher’s hands fell on her hips, and his fingers dug into the soft flesh. She gasped, her hand jerked, and her probing finger pressed right through Tanice’s relaxed sphincter. Amelia’s apology died on her lips as she heard Tanice’s groan of pleasure, and felt her push back on Amelia’s finger, seeking more penetration of her back passage. Christopher started fucking into Amelia with gentle thrusts, and she mimicked his motions by fucking Tanice’s rear hole. It was like the husband’s sexual energy passed right though their new playmate to end up in his wife’s ass.

Amelia had no problem being used as a conduit between the couple. She was getting all of the pleasure she could handle, and she desperately wanted to please the two people who had done so much for her. She worked two fingers into Tanice’s pussy, found the smooth nub of her clit with her tongue, and tried her best to transfer the sensations of Christopher’s pumping cock through her own body and into the girl in front of her. When Tanice’s thighs squeezed around her head, Amelia knew she must be doing something right.

No one said anything. Only sighs and grunts filled the air, along with the sound of a lone seagull that had flown out to the island. Sweat ran down Amelia’s neck from the afternoon sun, dribbling around her front to evaporate from her hanging tits. She panted harshly into Tanice’s humid pussy, as the giant man behind her churned up her wet hole. His hips battered into her ass, rocking her relentlessly. The tip of his cock brushing over her cervix had felt odd at first; uncomfortable at times, and at other times a little painful. Now though, she pushed back on him just to feel it, the sensation becoming so special to her because it only came from her big island lover and his magnificent black cock.

A flutter of the muscles in her belly told her that she was getting there, that it wouldn’t take much more for her to cum around his driving dick. She wanted him to cum too—to fill her hungry pussy with more of his fertile seed. And Tanice needed to cum as well. The lovely, caring island woman was the driving force behind everything good and pleasurable in the last few days, and Amelia desperately wanted to thank her for it. She nipped at the soft skin of Tanice’s inner thigh, just as she added a third finger into her tight pussy. Tanice groaned and clamped her legs tighter around Amelia’s head.

The end came when Christopher wet one of his blunt fingers in her flowing juices, and pressed it into the exposed ring of her asshole. The electric reaction from that touch crackled through her like lightning, and she screamed as it touched off the biggest orgasm of her life. As every muscle tensed, her spasming hands drove her fingers hard into Tanice’s pussy and ass, setting her off as well. Amelia rode her bucking hips, feeling Tanice’s holes squeeze and relax around her fingers, just as her own pussy throbbed chaotically around Christopher’s shaft. Her legs would have collapsed under her if he hadn’t held her up with his strong hands.

Slowly, her breathing calmed, and her body stopped shaking, although occasional ripples of pleasure would radiate out from her stuffed pussy. She eased her fingers out of Tanice’s two holes, kissing tenderly at the abused flesh. Tanice unlocked her legs from around Amelia’s head, and fresh ocean air rushed in to cool the sweat and dry the juices coating her face.

Through all of the women’s orgasmic gyrations, Christopher had never stopped, rocking slowly back and forth in Amelia’s warm channel, keeping his cock hard and ready for whatever was going to happen next. Amelia was so in love with the feeling of him inside her that she never wanted him to stop. He could keep fucking her in the boat on the way back to the resort, and while she packed her bag in their bungalow, and even on the plane as she flew back to Indiana—she would gladly risk embarrassment or arrest as long as she could have him and his cock and this feeling, forever.

She shook her head, coming back to reality. Christopher didn’t belong to her. As much as she loved him, he belonged to Tanice, whom she also loved. She’d never felt passion like this for Bill or any other lover. It was sad that she would eventually have to leave, but if everything had worked out, and nature did its job, she would have a permanent reminder of her second trip to the Bahamas. Maybe though, she could…?

Amelia looked up at the woman who had been so kind to her, and given her so much in just three short days. She hated to do it, but she was going to ask for one more favor. “Can I have him?” she asked. “To myself. Please? One last time?”

Christopher stopped fucking her, and for a moment Amelia thought she’d crossed a line.

Tanice smiled at her. “Of course, sweetie. But don’t give me that ‘one last time’ crap. You’re not leaving us yet, and I’m sure you’ll come back to the islands again, right?”

Amelia grinned at the thought. She’d already started planning her next trip, sometime last night. “Right,” she said.

“Good. Enjoy him,” Tanice said, getting up from the blanket and heading on wobbly legs toward the cooler of drinks they’d brought.

Now that she had permission, Amelia knew exactly what she wanted. She pulled away from Christopher, groaning as his cock left her, but she quickly turned around and laid back on the blanket, her legs spread wide, and her arms held up to her black lover. “Come here,” she said. Her breathing was ragged as she watched his god-like body looming over her, his mighty spear of a cock leading the way. “Take me.”

She welcomed him into the cradle of her thighs as he covered her completely. She felt so open and accepting, so feminine, as this big alpha male settled his weight on top of her, letting her feel his power but also showing her his gentleness and restraint. He could crush her with his bulk, but he held himself up on his elbows, claiming his control without having to hurt her to do it. She was safe, and cherished, and totally in love with him at that moment.

His shoulders blocked out the sky above her, and her world became nothing but warm dark skin and ocean breezes. He leaned down to kiss her hungry lips, and she wrapped her arms around his bull neck, trying to press herself as tightly against him as she could.

His cock slid between them, resting on her belly. She lifted her hips to trap it, pressing her mound against the hard shaft, and grinding her clit on the bulging underside. He moved his hips in tiny thrusts, dragging his pole between the wet lips of her pussy, spreading her moisture over their skin. His thick tongue slid in and out of her mouth, matching the rhythm of his cock, and she moaned into him as she imagined what was coming next.

He pulled his cock back, until the round head was soaking between her spread lips, then pressed forward with gentle jabs until he found the right spot. He caught her hands, and pinned them over her head as he rose up over her. Looking down to catch her reaction, he pressed his cock into her entrance.

She knew what to expect, but this time as his crown stretched her inner muscles, instead of tensing up with anticipation she relaxed and let him in. It was organic and beautiful, the way his cock seemed to merge with her rather than forcing its way through. She was so open to this in her mind, that her body naturally followed. Before she knew it, his lower belly pressed against her mound, and she was full to her deepest limit with black cock.

She lifted her legs around his hips, pulling him in, keeping his warm, pulsing dick buried to its full length. She squeezed her inner muscles, using every method available to stop him from pulling away from her. She knew that he would eventually, that the whole premise of fucking included the “out” as well as the “in,” but for just a little while she wanted to feel like her body was merged with his, that they were one being, indivisible. She wanted to be as much a part of him, as he was a part of their baby growing in her womb.

He lowered himself, his taut muscles in perfect control, until his broad chest flattened the mounds of her tits. His full lips found hers, and they rested like that, sharing each others’ breath. As beautiful and perfect as it felt to her, she wasn’t disappointed when his hips moved—he was a man after all, and they were built to attack, to fuck. His cock eased back just an inch, then pressed forward again. His public bone mashed against her clit and she groaned.

She opened her legs even wider as he moved again. Backing out further and coming back harder. She’d begged him to take her, and he was going to do it. “Yes, baby,” she said.

As his strokes got longer and more deliberate, he brought her hands together over her head, and captured them in one giant black paw. His other hand roamed her body, touching up and down her sides, cupping her breast, and pinching her pink nipples. His lips nipped at her tender neck as she gazed unseeing into the tropical blue sky.

All of the sex she’d had since chasing Bill to the Bahamas had been incredible. She’d loved the threesomes that she’d shared with Tanice and Christopher—discovering how all the combinations of hands, lips, tongues, pussies and cock added up to breathtaking pleasure. She’d also liked having Naomi and Damian around, and the excitement of being sexually free in front of other people. But now she was back in the realm of the familiar—just her and her lover, pleasing and taking pleasure in just themselves—and it was so beautiful she wanted to cry.

This was what she should have felt with every partner she’d had before. Now that she knew that men like this were real, and sex like this was possible, she knew it was what she’d deserved before. Why hadn’t Bill, and the dozen or so guys before him, ever understood that? She wondered if she was getting too emotional, maybe caught up in the hormonal changes from ovulating. It was hard not to think of Christopher as a god among men, mostly because he put every other man she knew to shame.

She tensed her arms against his grip, making a half-hearted attempt to break free from his strength. She wasn’t normally a submissive woman, certainly not in business or outside a relationship, so what made it so delicious to be held helpless like this, while a giant man forced his cock inside her? This idea of being taken by an alpha male was new to her, but she was seriously enjoying it. He was in charge now; of her pleasure, of his pleasure, and whether he would choose to cum inside her again. It took away all of her concern, left her mind to bask in her emotions, and left her body free to feel every jolt of nerve-jangling friction as his cock slid through her tunnel.

It came down to trust she decided, giving up on her struggles at last. She trusted Christopher and Tanice, even though she’d only know them for a few days. They’d proven themselves to her, over and over again, in a way that Bill never had. She knew that for all of his strength, Christopher would never hurt her, and even if he did step over the line, his wonderful wife was there to rein him back. Bill hadn’t had any of those restraints, which was why their times together had often been filled with tension.

She would much rather have it this way, she decided, kissing at the sweaty skin of Christopher’s neck and lifting her hips as much as she could to meet his. “I love you, Christopher,” she said in his ear. “Fill me up again. Cum in me, baby.”

Although he was a passionate man, his presence had always been very calm and even-keeled, never going over the top, like both Amelia and Tanice had. But her words must have spurred something in him. Her let go of her wrists, and got both of his big hands around her slim waist. Holding her bottom half still, he sped up his thrusts, whipping his cock in and out of her like a piston. She smiled up into the blue sky, running her hands over his bulging shoulders and down his muscular arms while her lover used her body and her tight pussy to pleasure himself.

He was using her to get off, and she loved it. Both of them wanted the same thing; his cum in her womb. She clamped down on his shaft with all her strength, and glowed inside when she heard him gasp. She followed up with a long, load moan of her own, as his cock churned up her insides, and the base of his cock mashed into her clit over and over. She slid her hands down to his hips and pulled him into her, encouraging him to fuck her faster and harder.

Her own pleasure was building, and she rode the peaks and valleys of lust that built up in her belly. “Cum, baby…cum, baby…cum, baby…” she chanted, just in case he hadn’t figured out what she wanted. His panting breath was loud in her ear, and she heard an occasional growl rumble up from his chest. His hands gripped her tighter, moving her like a boneless rag doll, holding her open pussy in place to line up the spot where he would deposit his seed. She felt like a breeding hole, a target for his lust, a wet, fleshy masturbation machine whose only purpose was to please the man on top of her, but at the moment that was fine with her. “Do it, lover,” she gasped. “Cum…please…now…!”

Her back arched off the blanket and she dug her nails onto his dark skin, as his relentless fucking and the dream of another bellyful of cum sent her over the edge. Her eyes went wide as she felt his shaft swell inside her, the throbbing of his cock straining against the contracting inner muscles of her pussy. He bumped against her cervix one last time and held still, only the flexing of his dick denying that he hadn’t turned into an onyx statue. The muscles in his neck strained, and his teeth clamped tight as he unloaded his sperm inside her for the second time.

Amelia’s hips rolled under her giant lover, pressing up against his hard body, straining against his weight. His cock was no longer a separate presence, stuffing her belly; it merged with her, the fullness inside her becoming her new normal. This was how she wanted it to be, always. She lifted her legs over Christopher’s hard ass, crossing her ankles to lock him tight. She couldn’t let him get away, at least until her body could do without his comforting presence.

Long before that happened, Tanice was there, bending over them, kissing Amelia’s sweaty forehead, then her husband’s nose, then back to Amelia’s cheek. “God you two,” she said between kisses, “that was beautiful.”

“No, you’re beautiful,” Amelia said after finally catching her breath. “And you’re beautiful,” she said staring up into Christopher’s face. “And this place is beautiful and the world is beautiful, and—” she couldn’t help it, as tears streamed down her cheeks “—our baby will be beautiful.”

Christopher’s expression went soft, and Tanice made a noise like she was holding back her own tears. “Yes, sweetie,” she said, “you’ll have a beautiful baby.”

Amelia just nodded, too happy and content, and exhausted to say anything more. She felt the tropical sun on her face, Christopher’s body like a security blanket covering her, and simply wanted to sink into the sand and stay like this forever.

Bill and Julie, and her upcoming divorce could all wait their turn. She was simply too happy to care about anything but her new friends, and the baby that she hoped was even now growing inside her. With a contented sigh, she closed her eyes and drifted off.


Epilogue

“Knock, knock.” A sandy blonde head poked around the edge of Amelia’s office door. “Can I come in?”

“Jackie! How are you? I haven’t seen you in ages.”

Her visitor came inside and closed the door quietly behind her. Tall and thin, Jackie stood awkwardly while her best friend came around her desk to give her a hug. When Amelia finally pulled away, Jackie held her at arms length and looked her up and down.

“You look good, Mia,” she said. “Better than I expected after…you know, everything.”

“You mean after my husband of less than two months ran off with your sister to the Bahamas, and I chased after them?”

At first, Jackie looked horrified as her friend brought up her recent trouble, but then she noticed the gentle smile on Amelia’s face, and she relaxed just a bit. “Um, yeah. About that, Mia, I really had no idea what Julie was up to. You should have heard the lectures she got from mom and dad, and from me.”

“I know, Jacks. I believe you. Trust me, it’s OK.”

Jackie let out a huge sigh. “Wow. Good. Because you know I’ve been avoiding you for the past three weeks, not wanting to face you after what she did. But it got to be too much, and I just had come see you.”

Amelia gave her a reassuring smile and then hugged her again. Jackie finally gave in and hugged her back. “Seriously, girlfriend, it’s fine,” Amelia said. “I got the chance to get a lot of perspective on my life while I was there in the islands, and Bill and Julie are far down my list of current concerns.” She put a surreptitious hand over her belly while she watched her friend’s pretty face.

“So you’re saying we’re good?”

“Jesus, woman, how many times do you need to hear it? Yes, we’re good. Come on in. Sit down.” She ushered Jackie into her office and sat her on the couch in the corner. She grabbed a couple bottles of water from her mini-fridge and then plopped down beside her. “So what happened to Julie after her dressing down? Where is she now?” she asked.

“Gone. She went to stay with my aunt in Chicago for a while. None of us wanted her around any more, and she got fired from her job.”

“That’s too bad,” Amelia said. “I mean, I never wanted to see her again, but in a way, I kind of had her to thank for showing me exactly what kind of man Bill was.”

“Yeah, that shocked me, too. He always seemed so nice, and you guys seemed like a great couple.”

“He just knew how to lie really, really well,” Amelia said. “I guess when it comes down to it he was nothing but a con man. He wanted to get control of daddy’s company, and saw me as the way to do it. You know, I should probably thank him as well, since he showed me how gullible I used to be. I trusted him too much, and I gave up too much of myself to be in that relationship. I won’t do that again.”

Jackie stared at her, and then burst out laughing. “Oh, my god. I expected you to be a complete wreck, and I was feeling guilty for not being there to support you, but…damn, woman, you’ve changed.”

“More than you know,” Amelia said. She debated opening her desk drawer and showing her friend the plastic tester with the pink plus symbol in the little window, but she wanted to wait until her divorce from Bill was final before revealing that she was pregnant.

“So what happened to Bill,” Jackie asked. “My dad heard from your dad that he wasn’t contesting anything in the divorce?”

“Nope. We go back to our separate lives with only what we had coming in. It’s like it never happened, which is fine with me. According to a source of mine, he’s moved down to Phoenix, and is hanging around the golf courses and resorts down there. Probably looking for his next victim.”

“Yuck. That’s just pathological. It’s too bad you can’t like, tattoo his forehead with ‘cheater’ or something, to warn all of the other women of the world.”

Amelia smiled. “Don’t worry, I’ve got that covered. My source is actually a private investigator, who’s going to give me monthly updates on what my weasel of an ex is doing.”

“Seriously? Isn’t that kind of…I don’t know, stalkerish? I thought you said you were done with him, Mia.”

“I am, but some friends of mine pointed out a while ago that there are small, selfish people in the world that tend to hurt the good people around them. My friends have a very acute sense of justice when it comes to things like that, and I guess it just rubbed off on me. I don’t care what happens to Bill in Phoenix, but I’m not going to let him ruin some good woman’s life. If he steps out of line, he’s going to regret it.”

“Wow. Good for you,” Jackie said. “I would have just slashed his tires, then binged on a couple gallons of ice cream, and forgotten all about him.”

They laughed, but Amelia gave her friend a serious look. “You know you’re just as strong as I am, don’t you?” she said. “Nothing like this ever has to happen to you.”

Jackie nodded somberly, but then her face lit up again. “Thanks, but you realize that I would actually have to have a husband, before I could have a cheating drama that tested my inner strength, right? Maybe some day. You know, I’m just glad you guys didn’t have kids—that’s a whole other level of stress that you would have gone through.”

“Yeah, that was good luck for me,” Amelia said. “Still, I’m sure I’ll be a mom some day.”

“Yeah, me, too. Without a ring though, it’s just not in the cards right now.”

“Oh, come on, Jackie. Who said you have to be married to have a baby? What, are we living in the 50s?”

“Don’t tell me you’re thinking of being a single mom? Come on, Mia, do you know how much work that is?”

“I think I’m up for it,” Amelia said. “If I find a guy I can trust, I don’t think I need a marriage certificate to have it mean something. You know, ‘been there, done that?’”

“Whoa, this thing with Bill really has changed you. I have to say though, I kind of like it.”

“Good, because I just thought of something I want to ask you.” She turned on the couch, and took her friends hands in hers. “I’m signing the final divorce papers on Thursday, and to celebrate, I’m going back to the Bahamas for three weeks. I leave on Saturday. Why don’t you come with me?”

“Seriously? I mean, I can probably swing the vacation time, but…you really want to go back to the place where everything fell apart?”

“What better place to celebrate?” Amelia said. “Besides, the resort there is absolutely gorgeous, and the people are incredible. Who knows, maybe you’ll meet a guy there.”

“Yeah, right. I’ve done vacation flings before, Mia, and they always make me feel…hollow.”

“Well maybe this time it will fill you up. Like I said, the people there are really great, not your typical resort crowd.”

“Well I…fine…I’ll go. I need some sunshine in my life.”

Amelia hugged her best friend tight, and then, before Jackie could pull away, kissed her firmly on the lips.

“Whoa. What was that?”

“I’m just happy. We’re going to have so much fun!” Amelia got up and grabbed a framed photo off her desk. Sitting down very close to Jackie she showed her the picture. “These are the friends I’m going back to see. This is Tanice, who’s a magician at giving massages, and Christopher, her husband. And this is Naomi. And I really want you to meet her husband Damian. I think by the end of the three weeks you guys will be great friends…”
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