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      It had been years since I was on a vacation by myself, I was so nervous but I felt the excitement finally coursing through me as I felt the plane leaving the ground.
    

    
      I was flying half way across the country, no longer trapped living in a landlocked state or the dead-end marriage that had landed me there. The divorce was messy and stressful and I decided that this vacation was exactly what I needed.
    

    
      I closed my eyes and let dreams of seeing the ocean again take me away. I was already wearing my new bikini under my denim booty shorts and flowy tank top that showed my sides and a hint of my bikini top. Nearly my entire outfit was unacceptable according to my ex-husband. Exactly why I chose to wear it. I had lived long enough feeling powerless and self conscious and most of all unsexy. 
    

    
      I did feel a little naughty when I tried it on in the store’s changing room. Just leftover stigma 
      from my
       marriage. The bottoms were cheeky and rode high on my hips, showing off a good amount of my shapely ass. The top cupped my full tits with a healthy amount of cleavage and sideboob.
    

    
      I was ready to be on the beach, letting the sun kiss my skin. I was even more excited about the resort. It had its own personal beach and came highly recommended by my friend Tracy who came here last year for her ‘sexual awakening’—her words not mine—after her own divorce.
    

    
      Not that I was against having a little fun with a guy on my vacation but I told myself I was just going to let whatever happens, happen. 
    

    
      I was enjoying the attention from some of the guys at the airport though. No ring on my finger and no boring husband at my side meant I was getting a lot of attention, especially in my skimpy outfit. If only they could see what I had on underneath. If guys were already reacting like that then I couldn’t wait to strut my stuff later on the beach.
    

    
      Whatever happens, happens. I had to remind myself.
    

    
      I didn’t want to put too much pressure on guys and sex because then if things didn’t turn out, my vacation would be ruined.
    

    
      Still, the attention I was already getting was nice.
    

    
      I think I’m going to start dressing like this more often.
    

    
      I checked in at the resort and hurried up to my suite where I dropped off my bags and stripped out of my shorts and tank top.
    

    
      I had to fight the need to cover up as I walked back down the hall and towards the elevator. I had never gone out in public wearing so little as the tiny bikini I had on and it was nerve racking. Then the doors dinged open and a tall handsome man stood in front of me already inside the elevator. We both just stared at one another for a moment, and the way that he looked at me said that I had absolutely nothing to worry about.
    

    
      His hungry eyes shot my confidence through the roof, probably because he was so nice to look at himself. He was tanned and shirtless, a towel thrown over one shoulder and wearing swim trunks. His body was covered in lean muscle like you would imagine a seasoned athlete would be.
    

    
      We met in a smile as I boarded the elevator and forced my eyes forward to look at the elevator doors instead of continuing to admire the stranger next to me.
    

    
      Tracy had said that this resort tended to have rather attractive guests. It seemed kinda silly to think that one resort would have more attractive people than another but maybe she was right.
    

    
      “You headed to the beach?” I asked him. His attire made it obvious but I wanted to make conversation.
    

    
      “Yeah, you?” His voice was deep and soft.
    

    
      “Yeah. So are 
      you here
       alone?” I asked. “Sorry, that sounds creepy umm…Hi, I’m Stephanie.” I held out my hand.
    

    
      The guy just chuckled, “Hi, Stephanie, I’m Wyatt. And yeah I’m headed to the beach alone but I’m not staying here alone if that’s what you’re asking.” Wyatt looked at me out of the corner of his eye as I watched his mouth turn up in a smile.
    

    
      “Oh, are you here with friends or…?” I asked hopefully.
    

    
      “My wife actually.” Wyatt held up his hand, showing the ring on his finger.
    

    
      “Oh, well that’s fun.” I lied, hiding the disappointment in my voice. “How long have you two been together?”
    

    
      Wyatt looked like he was thinking about the answer, “Three days.”
    

    
      “Oh wow. So is this your…?:
    

    
      “Honeymoon,” Wyatt finished. “Yep.”
    

    
      “So where is she then? Your wife I mean.”
    

    
      “Sitting in our honeymoon suite with her face buried in her computer, working.” Wyatt paused and I took over.
    

    
      “Isn’t the whole point of a honeymoon for you two to spend together?”
    

    
       “You don’t have to tell me that. I mean even when I get back to the room at night I thought she would…ya know…be waiting for me. But no, even then she can’t pull herself away from work. Sorry, you probably don’t feel like hearing about my marital problems.”
    

    
      “Oh no, it’s fine. 
      I’m actually
       recently divorced myself.” I paused and came to a realization. “That’s not to say that you’re…I didn’t mean that you two are going to…sorry. I can just stop talking now.” I concluded.
    

    
      “It’s fine. It’s kinda fun watching your chest get all red.”
    

    
      “It 
      does
      …” I was just about to correct him when I looked down to see the flushed skin above my cleavage. “Oh.”
    

    
      The elevator doors opened and he walked out. I watched him walk away, once again admiring his 
      impressive
       form before I realized that this was my stop too.
    

    
      I couldn’t believe it. A honeymoon with no sex. I mean at least that’s what his words implied.
    

    
      I followed Wyatt and signs that led to the private beach. As soon as I stepped outside the smell of the salty ocean air filled my nostrils and the sun warmed my skin.
    

    
      The beach was gorgeous and dotted with equally gorgeous bodies. Ok, I guess Tracy really was right. I had never seen so many attractive people wearing such little clothes. And then I noticed something. Some of those attractive bodies were wearing nothing at all.
    

    
      I looked to the side to see a metal sign that had a bullet point list of rules for the private beach. No littering, no pets, no open flames, no persons under the age of 18 and finally…clothing optional.
    

    
      That definitely wasn’t mentioned in the brochure. Not that it was a problem, it was just…unexpected.
    

    
      I tried not to stare as I made my way through the people to claim my own spot on the sand, laying out my towel and basking in the sun.
    

    
      I thought for a moment what it might be like to suntan naked, let the sun kiss every inch of my nude body. The idea was thrilling. I was sure that nobody would notice. Maybe just my top. I could slide it off and then put it back on before I got back up and it could be my little secret.
    

    
      I untied the straps and freed my breasts, immediately feeling the warmth of the sun on my chest, the ocean breeze against my sensitive nipples.
    

    
      It took a few minutes for my nerves to calm down but before long I felt confident in nothing but my skin.
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      “Didn’t think you had it in you.” The voice was deep, familiar.
    

    
      Upon hearing someone I rushed to cover my exposed chest.
    

    
      I opened my eyes and they had to adjust for just a moment to the bright sun.
    

    
      It was Wyatt. And Wyatt’s rather large penis was right in front of me, hanging heavy between his huge, muscular thighs.
    

    
      He was toweling off from being in the ocean and it was hard to keep my eyes off of his member as it swayed with its weight.
    

    
      I know all penises are different but I would have never guessed they could get so…big!
    

    
      He was the biggest guy on the beach. Not that I was examining all of the penises but I’m pretty sure I would have noticed one as long and thick as Wyatt’s.
    

    
      I didn’t think that just seeing a penis could turn me on but the heat between my legs said otherwise and good thing I was covering my boobs or he might have seen my nipples get hard. It was more than just the penis though, it probably also had something to do with the gorgeous muscled man that it was attached to. Now that Wyatt was naked I was surprised that his legs and ass were just as tan as the rest of him. He must have been coming out here naked every day. Who wouldn’t with a body like that? He probably enjoyed the looks that he got with his toned body and big cock.
    

    
      That’s when my mind raced back to Wyatt’s new wife who was sitting up in their room letting her husband be ogled by all the women on the beach when she could have him all to herself.
    

    
      What a shame, letting a guy like that go to waste…and on your honeymoon no less. I thought back to my own honeymoon. One of only a handful of times that my ex and I actually had decent sex.
    

    
      “Mind if I lay out next to you? The beach is pretty crowded today.” Wyatt asked.
    

    
      I looked at several open spots across the sand but wasn’t going to turn down having this stud lay out next to me. I had already gotten an eyeful 
      of
       him. I wanted to see more. I told myself that I would just look. There is no harm in just taking a look.
    

    
      But now I was thinking about sex and stealing a glance at the hunk of man next to me made my mind race with so many naughty ideas. Maybe I offer to rub some suntan lotion on his muscle rippled body.
    

    
      Of course that would mean lotioning that thick cock of his too.
    

    
      Oh goddamn I could already picture what it would feel like, having him pulse in my hands as I lathered his size between my silky hands. He would no doubt get harder and harder. I wondered just how big he actually got.
    

    
      And it would be rude of me to leave him sporting such a big, unwieldy erection. Good thing I knew just how to take care of him. Unlike his ungrateful bride sitting back at the hotel.
    

    
      I needed to stop.
    

    
      My heart was about to beat out of my chest just thinking about it. It had been so long and to have my first time as a newly single woman with a guy like Wyatt was such a sinfully sweet fantasy.
    

    
      I stole a glance at the stud laying next to me. Wyatt was stretched out on his towel, eyes closed, letting his gorgeous body soak up the sun.
    

    
      I needed to know what he felt like.
    

    
      I tested the waters, brushing a hand against his hulking arm as I pretended to stretch. He didn’t wince or pull away. That had to be a good sign, right?
    

    
      A few moments later I tested him again, this time letting my hand linger for just a few seconds on his firm muscles.
    

    
      “What’s up?” Wyatt asked at my touch.
    

    
      “Oh, sorry, nothing. I…didn’t even notice.” I pulled away, feeling silly. It was like I was a giddy, horny teenager all over again and Wyatt was the guy I had been crushing on all summer.
    

    
      “It’s fine. Your hands actually feel kinda nice.”
    

    
      I had barely even touched him, what does he mean my hands feel nice?
    

    
      Wait!
    

    
      Was Wyatt flirting with me?
    

    
      Did he want my hands back on him?
    

    
      I mean why else would he say that?
    

    
      My mind continued to swirl in a lust filled spiral as I slowly began to trace a finger along the defined muscles in Wyatt’s shoulder and bicep.
    

    
      He didn’t move an inch, just let my fingers slowly explore his strong arms.
    

    
      I slowly traced my way onto his chest.
    

    
      “Wow, that actually feels really good.” Wyatt said, his eyes still closed.
    

    
      I couldn’t believe what I was doing. Feeling 
      up a married
       man on a nude beach. If I wasn’t so fucking horny at this point I might have stopped to think about my actions. But my sex starved brain said to hell with it. If his newlywed wife wasn’t going to admire his incredible body then someone ought to. And why shouldn’t that someone be me?
    

    
      And besides I was just enjoying the feeling of his muscles, it’s not like we were fucking or anything. I was just enjoying the feeling of a real man beneath my curious touch and I’m sure if Wyatt had a problem with any of that he would have said something.
    

    
      But no, he said that it felt good and isn’t that what being on vacation is for? Feeling good.
    

    
      My hand continued across his chest and slowly wandered down to his chiseled abs. The guy felt like his every muscle was chiseled out of stone. He was perfect.
    

    
      I couldn’t be sure but it felt like Wyatt’s breathing had gotten just a little heavier. It was hard to tell though. Then my hand brushed past where his waistband would normally sit if he weren’t stark naked lying next to me.
    

    
      He tried to play off his sharp inhale as my hand playfully swirled across his hip.
    

    
      It felt like the more I danced that sensual line that was just inches away from his cock, the more he became mine to play with. He didn’t have a single protest and I could tell that all of his attention was placed right where my fingers touched his sun-warmed skin.
    

    
      Like he was just aching for me to reach out and wrap my hand around his big dick. The poor guy was probably about to explode with sexual frustration after not getting any sex on his own honeymoon.
    

    
      Fuck it.
    

    
      Whatever happens, happens.
    

    
      That’s what I told myself as I stopped my teasing and wrapped a hand around his thick shaft.
    

    
      In unison we each let out a heavy, lust filled sigh. The tension was broken. I now knew what it felt like to have his big cock in my hand. He felt even thicker than I thought he would and his girth only grew as he throbbed at my touch.
    

    
      He was speechless and so was I, like if we just didn’t say anything our naughty playtime wouldn’t have to come to an end.
    

    
      Then I realized that we could only go so far out here in front of everyone. Most people were keeping to themselves but if Wyatt got much harder his size would make things a little too obvious.
    

    
      I took my hand off of his penis and propped myself up, looking for a solution to our little privacy issue. Wyatt looked up at me when he felt my touch leave him. Good, that meant he wanted more. And he was going to get it.
    

    
      I stood up, not caring that my big boobs fell free from my undone bikini top.
    

    
      I looked back to see Wyatt following close behind, struggling to hide his half erection. It was already quite a lot for him to try and keep concealed. And to think…I did that to him with just a touch. My naked body strutting in front of him probably helped too.
    

    
      The way he looked at my mature curves told me that I still had it. I couldn't wait to show him what else this naughty milf was hiding.
    

    
      We snuck away into a private shower at the edge of the sand. I flipped the lock and removed my top the rest of the way leaving my heavy tits free to be admired. And he did just that.
    

    
      Wyatt massaged his big hands into my breasts. It had been years since I was handled like that. Since a man was truly hungry for my body. His warm mouth made contact with one of my stiff nipples and it was bliss. He really was hungry for me. I must have made more of an impression on him than I thought because his mouth and hands couldn't get enough of my boobs.
    

    
      I let him play for a bit because it felt so fucking good. Then his stiff dick pressing against my hip reminded me of what I really wanted.
    

    
      It was time to see if my skills were still up to par. Not that my skills had ever been tested by something so massive.
    

    
      Now that I had him fully erect, Wyatt's penis mirrored his body. It looked so big and strong and he felt even harder than his muscles had under my fingers. Now that he was swollen with arousal his cock was a shade darker than his tan skin and he was wrapped in veins that pumped along with his racing heart.
    

    
      I reluctantly pushed him away from suckling my tits and placed both hands on his firm chest. Once again my hands slowly slid down his body as I sank to my knees. A knot welled up in my throat as I stared down his monster cock. It was intimidating. There was no way I could take all of it but goodness did I want to try.
    

    
      I took his rod in my hands and slapped his head against my outstretched tongue. The slapping wet sounds reminded me of sex and it made me ache. I couldn’t help but think that this big dick could quell that ache in an instant. But I was too focused on testing my throat against his size first.
    

    
      I sucked his velvety head into my mouth and ran my tongue on the underside of his cockhead. I could feel the shiver pulse through him as my mouth slowly teased at his tip. His core tightened and it made his head throb in my mouth and a tiny pearl of precum landed on my tongue.
    

    
      Now I was hungry for him. And I was eager to show him that I could give him the pleasure he deserved. That I wasn’t going to let his king cock go unnoticed.
    

    
      I opened wide and slowly slid down his shaft. My mouth was full and I was salivating for what comes next. I didn’t have time to ready myself though before Wyatt pressed past my tight throat and was hot and bulging down my neck. Apparently I was being too slow for him as he started to pound into my helpless throat.
    

    
      “Oh fuck Stephanie. Nina barely ever makes it past my head.”
    

    
      I felt pride swell in my chest and my enthusiasm only grew to pleasure his perfect dick. Not only was I giving him the blowjob that his wife was too busy for, but I was also better at giving head then she was. A lot better.
    

    
      It made me feel like such a slut. So like the good slut I am, I started to bob up and down on him faster and faster, feeling my throat constrict around his immense size.
    

    
      Then he started to moan. I fucking love when a guy makes noise for me. My little reward for letting him use my throat. Not that I wasn’t getting a little pleasure of my own. My pussy was drooling with its own anticipation. A tingle traveled between my thighs and my pussy was humming just from me choking on cock.
    

    
      I love my horny brain sometimes. Just choking down cock was going to make me cum. Having an orgasm just from mental stimulation is mind bending and I could already feel my legs trembling beneath me.
    

    
      I needed more praise, more words that told me I was cucking his wife with my slutty milf body. I pulled off of his cock and looked up at him, squeezing both of my big tits in my hands.
    

    
      “I bet my tits are better than hers too, aren’t they?” I said, looking past his spitty, messy cock and smiling up at him.
    

    
      “So much better. Your tits are perfect.” Wyatt stammered.
    

    
      “And I’ll bet my pussy is tighter too.”
    

    
      “Oh fuck.” It was all he could manage as I started lightly wringing his dick with both hands, using my own spit to lube my stroking. 
    

    
      It didn’t even matter if my pussy was tighter. I would damn sure fuck him better than Nina ever would. Because I wanted him and unlike her I was actually doing something about that. I was slowly making him mine even if it was just for a few moments when his cock was buried deep in my throat.
    

    
      “Tell me Wyatt, does your ungrateful wife ever swallow your cum?” I turned up the heat, I knew he wouldn’t mind. Normally a guy hates it when you insult his wife but things were a little different when you were busy devouring his cock over and over.
    

    
      “Fuck no. She hates it.”
    

    
      “Well I love the feeling of a man cumming in my throat. So let me do what your wife never will.” I said as I plunged his dick back in my mouth. I sucked him off like a cock hungry slut because that’s exactly what Wyatt had made me.
    

    
      Feeling him push in and out of my throat was driving me wild. I knew he was getting close to cumming when he started bucking his hips and his moans grew more frantic. Like he couldn’t help himself, like he was losing control as I sucked him off.
    

    
      I felt myself about to cum in my tiny bikini bottoms so I quickly took him as deep as I could and glucked down his cock over and over until my throat was sore and burning. 
    

    
      I was cumming.
    

    
      I was cumming hard from nothing but a dick choking me and the feeling of being a slut milf that sucks off married men.
    

    
      Now I just needed to top it off with this alpha male unloading inside of me.
    

    
      I felt his balls clench and the thick ridge under his cock began to pulse as hot cum filled and soothed my used throat.
    

    
      He needed to cum so bad. I could tell by how much he was spewing into me. Powerful blasts of unending cum. 
    

    
      I’ve never taken a load so big but I forced myself not to come up for air until he was finished. One final thrust and he was spent. I swallowed every last drop, the taste of sweet, salty nut still lingering on my lips and tongue as his cock left my throat gaping and empty.
    

    
      Wyatt took another handful of my breasts as he smiled down at his little cumslut. Me.
    

    
      I love when a man knows what he wants and the way that Wyatt looked at me said he wanted me. And at this point I was his for the taking.
    

    
      Then a knock came at the shower door and it brought me back to reality. I had just sucked a married man’s cock and if the two of us stayed in here much longer people were bound to start talking. Like I said before people mostly kept to themselves on the private beach but a few people were bound to have noticed the busty milf and the hung stud hurrying to the private showers together. Our age difference said that we were definitely not a couple and the last thing I needed was for gossip to start spreading among the resort guests.
    

    
      As much as my pussy was begging to be taken by the big cock hanging in front of me, it was probably best to cut our sneaking around short.
    

    
      Another knock came at the door and I couldn’t help but begin to worry. I hurried to stand and put my bikini top back on, the soft fabric bristling against my nipples that were so sensitive after my orgasm. Wyatt followed suit and wrapped his towel around his waist, hiding his cock but not the fact that he was still half erect.
    

    
      Wyatt opened the door to the spacious shower and gave a curt nod to the couple that was waiting at the door as he walked past them.
    

    
      I spotted the guy’s stiff cock that said the two of them were probably eager to have some fun of their own. A nude beach will do that to you. I would know.
    

    
      I walked past them both with a sultry wink.
    

    
      “I should probably get back to Nina. I said I would come back for the two of us to have lunch.”
    

    
      “Promise you’ll think of me? Because I won’t be able to stop thinking about you big boy.” I gave his cock one last adoring squeeze through the towel around his waist.
    

    
      “Fuck Stephanie. I don’t think I’ll be able to stop thinking about you either.”
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      As promised I spent nearly the rest of that day locked in my suite rubbing my pussy over and over. Using my vibrator on my clit until I was too painfully sensitive from cumming my brains out thinking about Wyatt.
    

    
      When I stepped out to grab dinner at the all inclusive dining hall of the resort I hoped that I might bump into my stud but alas he didn’t make an appearance. I pictured him probably off begging Nina to put down her computer and fuck like newlyweds are supposed to on their honeymoon.
    

    
      Just the thought was absurd, that a guy like Wyatt would have to beg anyone to fuck him. The guy was beautiful. I know it’s not the best adjective for a man but he really was. His face, his body, his cock. He was more than enough to keep any woman happy and he was being wasted on Nina.
    

    
      Earlier I had gotten off to the thought of being better than Wyatt’s new wife but now all I wanted to do was give her a piece of my mind.
    

    
      Then I thought more about it and perhaps I should be thanking Nina. If she hadn’t left Wyatt sexless then he wouldn’t have been mine for the taking.
    

    
      I didn’t have another encounter with my secret lover but I had a plan. There was a good chance that Wyatt would be down at the beach again tomorrow, so all I had to do was go down there and wait.
    

    
      The thought of possibly having another naughty hookup left me aching as I tried to get some sleep.
    

    
      I woke up early, ready to start the day. When I saw that it was only five-thirty in the morning I decided to hit the gym for a little bit before grabbing breakfast and enjoying the beautiful weather and hypnotic crashing of waves on the sand.
    

    
      To my surprise the gym was empty when I got there.
    

    
      Then I felt my heart nearly stop. I pushed out one last rep on the leg press machine when I saw Wyatt come striding into the small gym. He was wearing a muscle shirt and gym shorts that showed off his toned body. But I had a secret. I knew what that gorgeous body looked like underneath all that. I knew that the biggest cock in the whole resort was tucked away in those shorts.
    

    
      I just about went to approach him before I saw a perky brunette come jogging down the hall after him.
    

    
      Nina.
    

    
      It had to be.
    

    
      She was fairly attractive. A cute face with long, brown hair pulled back in a tight ponytail. Tiny boobs in a sports bra that showed off her toned stomach and a tiny ass in her high-waisted yoga pants.
    

    
      I didn’t have the tone she did but then she didn’t have nearly as many feminine curves as me. She had a stern look on her face. I wondered for a moment if that was because Wyatt had let our sneaking around slip or if she just always looked like that.
    

    
      I settled on her probably always looking like that, like everything around her bothered her for no apparent reason.
    

    
      It took a moment before the two of them realized that I was at the far side of the gym. Nina didn’t pay much attention to me, probably a good sign,  but as soon as Wyatt saw me he stared for a good few seconds. Probably thinking about how he was going to maneuver around the gym with his wife and his new milf lover being in here at the same time.
    

    
      I knew exactly how I was going to handle it. I was going to have so much fun with him. I was already wearing skin tight gym shorts and a sports bra so now all I had to do was put myself in precarious and suggestive positions while I worked out.
    

    
      I started with some deep squats right in front of him. The shorts already cupped my ass so tight and each time I stood up I could feel my ass jiggle. I knew I had Wyatt's strict attention so I continued my little squat show.
    

    
      Next were hip thrusts, a weighted bar across my hips and my back leaned against a bench as I thrust the weight into the air. Wyatt stole a glance at my flexed ass every free moment he got. Honestly I was surprised Nina hadn't noticed that I was practically throwing myself at her husband. She was too busy on the treadmill with headphones in either ear.
    

    
      This next one was just for fun because I always feel silly when I use the thigh machine at the gym. The one that makes you spread your legs for the whole gym to see. Even better, I was starting to get worked up watching Wyatt grow flushed and sweaty with his own weightlifting.
    

    
      I made sure to make eye contact as I spread my legs open. I decided it would be fun to add a little extra something so I bit my bottom lip and rolled my hips pretending to be 
      pleasured
       by the machine spreading my legs. When I knew Wyatt was looking I even pressed my fingers into my pussy as I spread my legs open again for him. This time I wasn't pretending. The pleasure was real. Working out had my blood pumping and putting on a show for my stud in full view of his wife was thrilling. My pussy was throbbing and when I pressed into myself I shuddered with pleasure, making my thighs clench in and dropping the weight plates on the machine.
    

    
      The noise of the dropping weights drew Nina's attention and Wyatt darted his eyes away from me just in time.
    

    
      Nina stepped off the treadmill and walked up to Wyatt who looked more nervous than ever.
    

    
      "I'm going to head back to the room. I have a video call I need to be on." Nina said.
    

    
      Wyatt breathed a sigh of relief.
    

    
      I couldn't believe it. She was clueless, leaving her hulking, sweaty husband alone with me.
    

    
      I was already worked up so the second Nina was out of sight I took Wyatt by the hand and dragged him off to the locker room to help relieve the ache that had been nestled between my legs since the day before. Thank goodness for the gym being empty this early in the morning.
    

    
      The whole night before I had been back and forth on whether or not I should actually fuck Wyatt or not. In the moment as I dragged him to the locker room my body made the decision for me. I had to have him. It was only a matter of freeing his stiffening cock from his gym shorts to convince him that he wanted me just as much.
    

    
      He already felt familiar between my hands and my pussy was already soaked to know what he felt like down there so I said to hell with foreplay. I normally expect a guy to eat my pussy before we actually have sex but there was no time. We were alone for now but with all of the gorgeous bodies at this resort there was no way that the gym stayed empty for long.
    

    
      Even though I knew he would devour my vulva like never before I needed his cock more. I wasn’t sure how much longer Wyatt had at the resort but I was hoping there was a lot of time to let him eat me out later.
    

    
      I quickly jerked his dick the rest of the way hard and yanked my own gym shorts down before bending over and presenting my swollen pink pussy to him.
    

    
      Like I said before, Wyatt is a man that knows what he wants and he didn’t waste a second before probing between my lips with his fat cockhead.
    

    
      “Ughh! Good boy!” I groaned as he pushed into me. My body only let him go so far because I was still stretching for him. 
    

    
      Goddamn he was big. I was already sore as he pushed into my deep spots. Then he wrapped both his hands around my small biceps, forcing my back to arch up as he took me the rest of the way. His dick was incredible, filling every inch of me perfectly. Forcing my pussy walls apart like never before.
    

    
      A shudder of pain swirled through me but I didn’t mind because not far behind was a mind melting orgasm. The center of my brain buzzed with static as he fucked me senseless.
    

    
      I’ll never be sure but to me it felt like he was fucking all of his frustrations out on me. He was being so rough, like he had been waiting for my pussy, like he deserved my pussy. And with a cock like that he did.
    

    
      “Fuck me…like you want to fuck Nina.” I whimpered, begging for more punishment from his thick cock.
    

    
      With that Wyatt held my face down against the counter I was bent over and started railing me, banging and bruising my hips against the rounded edge with his pounding. Then without warning he pumped me full of his cum but the fucking didn’t stop. Wyatt rutted me like a wild animal until his own orgasm was through. I’d say that I came again but I don’t think that I ever actually stopped cumming from the first time.
    

    
      I hurried to pull my shorts back up before I leaked a puddle of cum out of my used pussy.
    

    
      “Wyatt?” Nina’s voice echoed through the still empty gym and we both froze.
    

    
      I pushed Wyatt deeper into the locker room and motioned for him to stay before I nonchalantly walked out to Nina who was still calling her husband’s name.
    

    
      “You mean that big guy you came in with?” I asked, looking Nina in the face while my pussy leaked her husband's cum into my tight gym shorts.
    

    
      “Yeah.”
    

    
      “I think I saw him leave and head out to the beach.” I lied.
    

    
      “Thanks.” Nina turned to walk out.
    

    
      “You better be careful letting a guy like that out on a nude beach alone.” I teased.
    

    
      Nina just rolled her eyes and walked away.
    

    
      I couldn’t care less what that bitch thought as I walked back into the locker room and cleaned my pussy juice off of her man’s big dick with my tongue. Her loss. And as long as Nina wasn’t fucking Wyatt, I would be.
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