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The Cuckold Collection
Early in 2020, I decided to start a new series of original stories, focusing more on the ‘cuckolding’ types of relationship rather than just the ‘hotwife’ aspect, which my ‘No Angels’ and ‘Cerulean Erotica Presents’ series explored, albeit more ambiguously in some books than in others.
I came up with six different themes that I wanted to explore and after I completed the first book, ‘Size Matters,’ a friend of mine inspired another story and so ‘Ex Appeal’ became the second in the series.
So, ‘The Cuckold Collection’ was conceptualised during Size Matters and
then Ex Appeal was the book that really stamped this series as one I was driven to write. Ex Appeal gave me an idea of how events would develop through the four books to follow, and now I’ve arrived at the third book, ‘Dark Curiosity’. I really hope you enjoy this new story as much as I enjoyed writing it.
If you’re not already aware of my other books, feel free to check out my other series; ‘No Angels’ (six novels and two shorts), ‘Cerulean Erotica Presents’ and ‘Sexy Season Shorts’, all available from your favourite eBook retailers.
Thanks for reading!




Chapter 1
“So I’d like you all to stand and raise a toast to the happy couple,” Scott said, finishing his best man’s speech. “To Joe and Alexandria!”
I stood up and raised my glass, as did my girlfriend Kelly and the rest of the guests in the room. It had been a wonderful wedding ceremony. The church was beautiful and the venue we were in now for the reception was equally lovely. The wedding breakfast we’d just enjoyed had been fantastic and the speeches had been hilarious.
Joe was one of my best friends, but I was glad that he’d chosen his other best friend, Scott, to do the best man’s speech. There was no way I’d have been able to get up there and deliver those funny yet heartfelt words as well as Scott had.
With the speeches finished, the DJ lowered the lights in the room and invited people onto the dance floor. With a push of a button, he set the disco lights running and the smoke machine pumping and as the music started up, the dance floor began to fill up with guests, partying amongst the moving multi-coloured beams of light.
”Let’s dance,” Kelly tugged on my arm. “Come on, Damon. You never dance with me.”
“I can’t dance,” I reminded her. “Three years we’ve been together. You know I have to be paralytically drunk to dance. I’m only on my third beer.”
“Well, you better get yourself to the bar and get us both a drink then,” my girlfriend replied. “I’m going to find Amy or Laura. They’ll dance with me but don’t think you’re getting away with it. There’s no way I’m going to be the only girl at the wedding who’s not dancing with her man.”
Amy and Laura were Alexandria’s cousins and had been the bridesmaids today. Kelly was friends with both of them and had been since school. I’d been best mates with Joe and Scott for almost the same length of time, so today was like one big family party. I watched my girlfriend as she wandered over to the dance floor, thinking to myself that while the bride and bridesmaids certainly looked gorgeous today, my girlfriend somehow outshone them.
I was of average height and Kelly was an inch taller than me, so quite tall for a woman. She was very slim and petite though, which made her look smaller than she actually was sometimes. However, she did have curves. Her breasts were of average size but looked larger on her narrow frame, especially in the tight gold-coloured mini-dress she was wearing tonight that also showed off her narrow waist and ample hips and ass. She’d had a fresh spray tan today, so her legs were beautifully bronzed and the high-heels she stepped across the dance floor in made her calves look toned and shapely.
I watched as she found Alexandria, a much shorter woman than her and noted how the two contrasted. Alexandria’s hair was brown but dyed blonde on the tips, whereas Kelly’s hair was long and straight and raven-black. As they started dancing, you could see that my girlfriend had rhythm - dancing sexily and turning heads around her - whereas the bride was simply side-stepping awkwardly in time to the beat.
“Are you having a good time?” Joe asked me. I hadn’t noticed my best friend - the groom - sneak up on me with two fresh beers in hand.
“Hey, I should be buying you drinks,” I took a bottle from him. “Not the other way around. But yeah, it’s a great party. I’m proud of you.”
“Thanks, Damon,” Joe sat next to me and put his arm around my shoulder. “It means a lot. Thanks for the gift too. We needed some new luggage for the honeymoon.”
“Yes, Pam and Brian told Kelly what to buy,” I said, happy that he liked the present. Pam and Brian were Alexandria’s parents and Kelly was closer to them than she was to her own mother and father. “Pam had everything organised: who was getting what and where from.”
“That’s Pam for you,” Joe noted with a grin. “She likes being the one in charge. I can’t wait for our honeymoon tomorrow. This is nice but I don’t like all the fuss and attention. I’ll be glad to get away from it all for a week.”
“I can’t wait for our vacation too,” I replied. Joe and Alexandria were going to Thailand for their honeymoon just the day before Kelly and I were going to Barbados. “Kelly is super excited about it.”
We’d had it booked for over twelve months now and I’d actually organised it because Kelly was upset that Alexandria hadn’t asked her to be a bridesmaid, asking her two cousins instead. It had cost a small fortune but was worth it to cheer her up.
“I know Kelly is excited.” Like me, Joe was watching our two girls dance on the dance floor. “When Alexandria went shopping with her last week, apparently Kelly bought ten bikinis. Ten! Alexandria says she’s bought some really revealing ones. You’ll have to make sure you send me some good holiday photos.”
Joe fancied Kelly. He’d never pretended otherwise. I knew he was madly in love with his new bride - they were a lovely couple - but I also knew that despite Alexandria looking all innocent and virginal in her long, flowing, white wedding dress, she was far from innocent.
It had happened on the stag night. We’d gone to the coast - a large group of us - and ended up in a nightclub with a drunken Joe in exceptionally high spirits. As the prospective best man Scott was equally as drunk and had left early, it’d fallen upon me to half-carry the inebriated stag back to his hotel room and on the journey back, he’d let me into a secret.
“I wish Alex was here,” he’d mumbled incoherently as I fumbled with the keycard in the hotel room door. “We could have had a threesome.”
“I’m not sure she’d like that,” I said as I ushered him towards the bed. Scott was already asleep atop the other bed in the twin room. Asleep or passed-out, whatever it was, he was snoring loudly.
“We’ve done threesomes before,” Joe had slurred as he collapsed onto the mattress, struggling to take his shoes off. “Scott’s fucked her, you know.”
“Okay, whatever,” I laughed at the joke, helping Joe pull his trousers off and levering his legs up onto the bed. “Get some sleep. You’re going to be hungover tomorrow.”
“I’d love to fuck your Kelly,” Joe had carried on. “She’s so hot. I bet she’s great in bed. Alex is good in bed. She’s fucked quite a few men, you know? She loves sex.”
I’d told him again to go to sleep and left him at that point, but the next day, I’d discreetly asked Scott if it was true about Alexandria, and he’d confirmed that it was but made me promise not to say anything. He’d slept with Alex a few times and Joe had also let her sleep with some other men too. It was something to do with getting stuff out of her system before they got married.
Still, it hadn’t changed how I saw either of them. Alexandria was a kind and caring girl and great company to be around. Joe was equally as good-hearted and as solid a friend as anyone could want. If they wanted to experiment sexually, then that was their business. It made no difference to me. Apart from that fact that it made me question my own sex life, and if Kelly was satisfied with it.
I didn’t have the biggest dick. It wasn’t tiny - it was average, maybe - and I didn’t have a tonne of experience before Kelly, just two previous girlfriends, neither of which was serious, so I began to doubt myself. As for Kelly, she’d had one serious boyfriend right before me when she was seventeen but it hadn’t lasted long and the only other guy she’d ever slept with was when she lost her virginity just before him, with a stranger in a pub toilet. An experience she could barely remember because she was so drunk.
I’d never mentioned what Joe had told me that night but I think he must have somehow remembered telling me because ever since then, these last few weeks between then and tonight, he’d definitely talked about both Alexandria and Kelly in a lewder fashion than before, one night comparing his bride-to-be’s smaller chest with Kelly’s larger breasts while we were all on a night out - and quietly asking me I’d gotten any nudes of Kelly on my phone. I told him I hadn’t - which was a lie, as it happened - but he’d continued anyway, asking me what bra size she was and other details, like if we’d ever done anal. I’d laughed it off, but also found it strangely arousing that my friend was asking these sorts of personal questions. Even so, it would have been wrong for me to divulge private stuff about Kelly. If he wanted to talk dirty about Alexandria, that was up to him but I wasn’t going to show him any nudes of Kelly, as interesting and possibly arousing as the idea might feel.
“If Kelly is okay with me taking photos and showing them to you,” I replied to Joe, “Then I will. But if she says no, you’ll just have to use your imagination like always.”
“That dress she’s wearing doesn’t hide much,” he pointed towards where she was dancing still with Alexandria. “It’s almost skin tight.”
“Kelly always says, ‘if you’ve got it, flaunt it,’ and she’s got it,” I shrugged. “Anyway, you shouldn’t be looking. You should only have eyes for your new bride tonight.”
“She’s definitely got it,” Joe nodded and I noticed he was watching Kelly dance more than his new wife. “Alexandra has too though, hasn’t she?”
“Oh, yeah,” I agreed. “She’s gorgeous. Always has been. You’re a lucky man. She looks really beautiful today too. The perfect bride.”
“She is perfect,” Joe clapped a hand on my shoulder. “Anyway, I better go mingle. Just wanted to say thanks for the present and I’ll probably see you when we’re back from Thailand.”
“You will,” I said, shaking his hand before he disappeared into the crowded dance floor. I finished my beer, then remembered that Kelly had asked me to get her drink before Joe had come over, so I went to the bar and returned with another beer and a glass of wine. However, when I looked for my girlfriend to signal to her that I’d gotten her drink, I couldn’t see her anywhere.
I walked around the perimeter of the dancing wedding guests with our two drinks in hand but after several minutes of searching, I still couldn’t find her.
“Are you looking for Kelly?” Alexandria must have noticed me looking around because she’d left the dance floor and made her way over to me, her wedding shoes in one hand and her skirt hitched up in the other, exposing her bare feet. “She was talking to the DJ outside. I think they were having a smoke.”
“Oh, right,” I looked over to where Alexandria was pointing; a fire exit on the far side of the room. “Thanks. You look beautiful tonight, by the way.”
“Thank you,” she smiled. She really was pretty. I hadn’t been lying to Joe earlier when I’d said she was gorgeous. “You don’t look bad yourself, Damonster.”
‘Damonster’ was her silly nickname for me. I don’t know where it had come from, but Alexandria had used it one night uptown and it’d stuck for some reason. I let the beautiful bride return to dancing with her friends and walked over towards the fire exit, pushing it open with my elbow because I had a drink in either hand.
I couldn’t see Kelly at first and thought Alexandria had made a mistake but then I heard her voice coming from behind a pillar holding up metal fire escape a few yards away.
“Kelly?” I called out as I walked around it.
“Hey,” she said, throwing something to the floor.
“Are you smoking weed?” I asked, already knowing the answer because I could smell it.
“Just a small joint,” she smiled awkwardly. “Sorry. Don’t be mad at me.”
We’d both smoked a little cannabis in the past. It wasn’t a big deal but I didn’t like the idea of her smoking it without me, especially when she was in the company of someone else.
“Okay, whatever,” I replied. “I got you a drink. Are you coming back inside?”
As I walked closer to pass her the drink, I looked at the guy she was standing next to - the DJ. He was a big guy, even sitting down on the metal steps as he was. He was black, bald-headed, in his fifties maybe and had a short-cropped beard, shot through with grey.
“Sorry, man. We were just finishing the joint then coming back inside,” he apologised, offering me his fist to bump. “I didn’t mean to keep you from your girl. I didn’t know she had a husband.”
“We’re not married,” Kelly corrected him. “Damon is just my boyfriend.”
Just my boyfriend? For the first time, I noticed Kelly’s body language. She was standing next to the concrete pillar, just a foot or two away from the big DJ, but the way she leaned into him as she spoke and her expression and tone of voice gave away the fact that she found him attractive.
“Are you coming back in then?” I asked her, prompting her to take the glass of wine from me. “It’s cold out here.”
It was cold - unseasonably so - but that wasn’t the reason I wanted her to come back indoors. I felt a pang of jealousy and protectiveness.  I didn’t like the idea that she’d been out here flirting with this guy. What had they been talking about? Kelly wasn’t particularly into music or anything like that.
“I suppose so,” she nodded then turned to the DJ. “I enjoyed chatting with you. Thanks for the spliff.”
“Any time,” he smiled as I took her hand and led her back into the venue. “Any time, Kelly.”




Chapter 2
“My head hurts,” Kelly complained when she woke up the following morning. I’d been awake for a while. I’d gone downstairs and come back up with a coffee, climbing back into bed next to my still-sleeping girlfriend.
“I’m a bit hungover too,” I admitted, taking a sip of the hot drink.
“You could have made me a coffee,” she said, pushing herself up onto her elbows and looking at me through bleary eyes.
“I was going to let you sleep for a while,” I replied. “After all that dancing I thought you could probably use the rest this morning.”
I went downstairs and made Kelly a coffee, joining her in bed once more as I passed it to her. She took a sip and sighed. “That’s so good. I really need the caffeine this morning.”
Her jet-black hair was mussed-up and she hadn’t taken her makeup off last night, so it was a little smeared around her eyes but I liked her looking like that. It was kind of sexy, especially with the creased t-shirt she was wearing stuck to her boobs, her hard nipples poking through the thin fabric.
“The hangover is worth it though,” I commented, getting back into bed next to her. “Last night was a lot of fun.”
“It certainly was,” Kelly replied. “Not that I remember much about the end of it.”
“You were quite drunk towards the end,” I commented. “You smoked some weed too. Since when did you smoke weed?”
“Oh, yeah,” she giggled. “I almost forgot about that. I haven’t tried weed since I was at school.”
“How did that even come about?” I asked, remembering how she’d been outside with the black guy.
“Alexandria asked me to speak to the DJ. She wanted him to play something or other, I can’t remember what it was now,” she took another sip of the coffee, pushing some hair back out of her eyes. “But when I went to find him, he wasn’t there. Someone told me he was outside, having a smoke. I thought they meant a cigarette but when I went out looking for him, he was smoking a joint.”
“Ah, okay. That makes sense, I guess. So he offered you some?”
“Yes. I asked him to play whatever it was that Alexandria wanted and then he offered me some.” Kelly laughed. “I was drunk. I didn’t want to seem rude and I just thought, ‘fuck it, why not?’ You’re not angry at me, are you? I only had a little bit.”
“No, I’m not mad,” I told her. “I was a bit… jealous, maybe.”
“Jealous that you didn’t get any weed?” Kelly looked at me. “I’m sure Jamal would have let you have some if you’d asked.”
“You got his name?” I raised my eyebrows. “No, I wasn’t jealous about that. I was a bit jealous of how you were with him. You seemed… I don’t know... attracted to him.”
“He was kind of cute,” Kelly giggled. “He was hitting on me when you came out. Asking me for my number. I didn’t have the heart to tell him I had a boyfriend. He seemed so nice.”
“He was a bit old to be asking for your number. He must have been - what? Thirty years older than us? At least.”
“He was a cool guy for his age though,” Kelly shrugged. “I liked him.”
“You liked him?” I shook my head. “As in you found him attractive?”
“As I said, I thought he was cute,” Kelly replied. “Cute and sweet.”
“Since when do you find older men attractive? And black guys? I didn’t know you liked black guys.”
“Age is just a number,” Kelly finished her coffee and swung her legs out of bed, putting a hand to her head. “And I don’t see people as being black or whatever. They’re just people. If a guy is cute, he’s cute. That’s how I see it, regardless of age or skin colour or whatever. I hope this headache doesn’t linger. I think I’m going to have a shower, then we have to finish packing for Barbados.”
“So after all these years, I find out you like black guys,” I commented, getting out of bed too. “The day before we fly to the Caribbean. I’m not going to dare let you out of my sight when we’re there.”
“Stop being silly,” Kelly chuckled as she walked across the landing into the bathroom. I followed her, watching from the doorway as she lifted the t-shirt over her head so that was naked. My girlfriend has a great body. She was bronzed all over from the spray-tan she’d had the other day, apart from where she’d kept her bra top and panties on. Her lithe figure always turned me on, her slim waist but curvy hips and I loved how her small shoulders and frame made her average-sized breasts look bigger.
“I’m not being silly,” I said. “We’ve been together three years and in one night I learn that you smoke weed and fancy old black men.”
“They say you never one-hundred percent know anyone,” she laughed as she stepped into the shower, then she saw me watching her. “Are you just going to stand there and watch me shower?”
“I’d rather get in there with you,” I grinned.
“Jeez,” she rolled her eyes. “Come on then.”
I quickly stripped off my own t-shirt and boxer shorts and joined her in the cubicle as she set the water running and sighed at the feeling as I stepped under the hot stream.
“There’s something I should tell you,” Kelly said, as she dipped her head in and out of the shower, applying some shampoo to her hair. “I’m not sure if this is the time and place, but…”
“Go ahead,” I prompted her, enjoying the sight of how her breasts were lifted up as she soaped up her long black hair. Kelly’s nipples were pale pink, almost invisible against the natural colour of her skin sometimes.
“You know how I told you I don’t remember much about when I lost my virginity?” she said, wincing as a trickle of soapy water dripped down her forehead into her eye.
“You told me you were young and really drunk,” I recalled. “You went into the toilets with some guy in a bar.” My eyes roamed her body, following the soap suds as they cascaded over her tits, down her flat stomach to her bald pussy.
“That’s right,” she said, squeezing the water from her hair, then lathering up her body with a shower gel. “I honestly don’t remember much but I do remember more than I told you. I don’t remember much about the sex, but what I kept from you was that he was black and much older than me.”
“You lost your virginity to a black guy?” I said, shocked, as I began to soap myself up. “No way. Why didn’t you tell me before?”
“I don’t know,” Kelly shrugged. “Maybe I thought you’d be like my dad and disapprove.”
“Your dad didn’t like black guys?”
“No,” Kelly’s hands were soaping up her breasts and I couldn’t take my eyes off her. “Mum neither. It’s one of the reasons I couldn’t wait to get out of there.”
Kelly hadn’t gotten on with her parents. She’d told me all about it in the past. They sounded like total jerks. As soon as she’d finished school, she’d moved out, getting this place; the flat, which I’d moved into when I met Kelly the year after.
“This guy,” I mused, still enjoying watching her wash herself, “It wasn’t the DJ, was it?”
“No,” Kelly laughed. “Don’t be silly. Maybe that’s why I liked him though. Something subconsciously remembered that drunken night when I lost my cherry.”
“Or maybe you just like older black guys,” I teased her.
“It looks like you enjoy the thought of me fancying them too,” she pointed down and I noticed that my cock was erect, standing straight out from my body, the water dripping from the tip.
“That’s just because you’re naked in front of me, soaping up your tits,” I corrected her, stepping forward and kissing her.
“So it’s not the thought of the younger me being slutty in a pub toilet with an old black guy?” Kelly kissed me back, leaning against the back wall of the shower and pulling me into her.
“The thought of you being slutty is quite hot,” I admitted, playing along with the game. I reached down and grabbed my cock, easing it in between her legs as my body pressed against hers.
“Only with you though?” Kelly checked before moaning as my cock slid into her.
“Just with me, of course,” I said, fucking her slowly while gazing into her dark brown eyes.
After a moment, I turned her around, pushing her face into the glass shower panel and taking her from behind. As I did, the thought of Kelly with a black guy entered my head. I looked down at my dick sliding inside her and wondered what a black cock would look like instead. Especially if it was thicker and longer than mine. I wondered what her tight pussy folds would look like, stretched out around a chocolate-covered penis.
“Yes. Go on. Fuck me,” Kelly urged me on and I found myself pounding her hard, turned on by the image of a big dark-skinned guy in the same position as me, behind my pretty girlfriend, enjoying her from behind.
“I’m going to cum,” I announced, surprised at how rapidly it had aroused me.
“Okay,” Kelly gasped, turning around so quickly she almost slipped in the wet shower. I always came in her mouth lately because the contraceptive pill she’d been on had made her ill. She was planning to go to the doctor’s and move to the implant but until then we’d just been using condoms or the withdrawal method.
She knelt down and opened her mouth, sticking out her tongue while I stroked my cock quickly and within a few seconds, I came; several jets of sticky white cum landing on her tongue and chin, quickly washed away by the running water still showering us from above.
“I love you,” Kelly smiled as she stood up and got out of the shower. “I thought I was too hungover for sex, but that shower obviously brought us both around.”
We hadn’t done it last night because we’d both been so drunk we’d fallen asleep almost the moment our heads hit the pillow but this morning had more than made up for it.
“I love you too,” I grinned, turning off the water and wrapping myself in a towel, following her into the bedroom to get dried and dressed.
We had some lunch, then got on with the serious business of finishing packing our suitcases for our vacation tomorrow. The flight wasn’t until midday but I hated leaving anything to the last minute. I wanted everything to be packed and ready today, so we could chill out tonight without any stress. Maybe order a pizza, watch a movie and get an early night.
I was the organised and domesticated one out of us. Kelly was clever and intelligent but sometimes forgetful at the best of times. She’d often go out without her keys, forget people’s birthdays or go to the shops and come back with everything apart from the one thing she’d actually gone out for. When it came to looking after the flat, she was tardy there too. Her appearance was always immaculate. She wouldn’t go out unless she looked perfect, something I loved about her, but she didn’t pay the same attention to detail when it came to tidying the flat. I was always making the bed, picking up her dirty laundry and a bad habit of hers was leaving cups, glasses and crockery around when she’d finished drinking and eating.
Still, for all her faults, I loved her unconditionally. When we first met, I’d instantly fancied her but as I got to know her better - she made me wait a full two months before we had sex - I realised that she wasn’t a dumb bimbo. She was clever, funny, witty, very caring and kind, despite her having that unhappy childhood that she mentioned. I was the proudest man on the planet whenever we went anywhere. I wasn’t sure I deserved a girl like Kelly, but now that she was mine, I was never - ever - going to let her go.




Chapter 3
“Have I ever told you I hate flying?” I said to Kelly as the plane climbed away from the runway.
“Once or twice,” Kelly rolled her eyes at me from the seat next to mine. I’d purposely let her have the window seat, just in case I needed to make a dash to the bathroom to throw up. Flying was one of my phobias. I was fine once we were at cruising height - I still didn’t like looking out of the windows - but on take-offs and landings, I was a nervous wreck.
“It’ll be worth it though. Barbados,” I said, trying to convince myself that we weren’t going to die. “It’s supposed to be beautiful.”
“It will,” Kelly looked down at my hands. “Stop gripping the seat arms so hard. You’ll break something.”
I was holding on tight, I noticed. I let go, letting my sweaty palms drop into my lap and then before I could worry much more, the plane started levelling off and then the pilot’s voice rang out over the tannoy, giving us the usual speech, weather forecast and the seatbelt lights went out. I let out a huge breath.
“I need a drink,” I announced. “As soon as the stewardess comes around, I’m having a beer. Or two.”
When a stewardess did come around, my jaw dropped. She was stunning. Long auburn hair, huge blue eyes and full lips, I couldn’t take my eyes off her as I ordered drinks for Kelly and me. When she turned around to fetch our order, I stared at her curvy ass, watching her walk away.
“Having a good look?” Kelly elbowed me in the ribs. Hard.
“Ouch,” I rubbed my side. “Sorry. Hey, hold on. It’s okay for you to flirt with - what was his name again? ...Jamal. It’s okay for you to flirt with Jamal the other night, but I’m not allowed to find the air stewardess pretty?”
“I wasn’t dribbling down my chin like a lovestruck fool,” replied Kelly, leaning over me and taking the drinks as the gorgeous woman reappeared. “Thank you. That will be everything.”
The auburn-haired goddess smiled politely, not reacting to Kelly’s obvious dismissal of her.
“That was unnecessary,” I informed her, taking my beer and watching the stewardess serve the people next to us as I took a sip.
“No red-haired trollop is getting their hands on my man,” Kelly squeezed my arm and flashed a satisfied grin at me as the stewardess returned to the front of the plane. “Him however… now he’s nice.”
I looked to where my girlfriend was pointing and saw a male steward - in the same uniform but with trousers instead of the daring short skirt the auburn-haired woman had been wearing.
“Another black guy,” I levelled a look at Kelly.
“He’s not black. He’s mixed race,” she corrected me. When he reached us, asking for our food order, I had to admit that he was lighter-skinned than Jamal, but what counted as black and what counted as mixed-race, I didn’t know. His short hair was obviously afro and he had the stereotypical black features; dark eyes and chocolate skin - but I didn’t argue with Kelly. I gave him our menu choice and he smiled at me before moving onwards up the plane.
“I think you’re barking up the wrong tree with that one,” I whispered to Kelly. The man was very effeminate and the way he’d smiled at me triggered my gay-dar.
“He’s gorgeous,” Kelly said, looking over her shoulder at him where he was taking the menu order from the couple behind us. “What a waste. I’m sure he’ll make some man very happy one day.”
“You’re outrageous,” I chuckled.
“I can’t believe the way he looked at you,” Kelly said, finally turning back around. “I think you’ve pulled. Maybe you should give him your number.”
“Even if I was into dick,” I played along. “I’m a taken man; a one-woman, zero-men type of guy, that’s me.”
“I’m glad to hear it,” Kelly smiled.
The flight was smooth and I managed to not scream and pass out during the landing, which made Kelly ‘proud of me’ and once we stepped from our transfer bus into the hot, humid Caribbean air, we were met by a short but stocky young black guy.
“Hi. Welcome to Barbados,” he said, bouncing on the spot enthusiastically as he greeted us with a white-toothed smile. “I’m Max. I’m going to be looking after you for the next week. How was your journey?”
“It was fine,” I shook his hand as he offered it. “I’m Damon. This is Kelly, my girlfriend.”
“When he says fine,” Kelly added. “He means it was great. Damon doesn’t enjoy flying, so…”
“A necessary evil if you want to travel though,” Max took Kelly’s hand and kissed it lightly. “It’s nice to meet you. Let me take you to your apartment.”
We followed him from the dusty road behind us through a lush, palm-tree dotted complex of different shaped and sized accommodation until we reached where we were staying.
“You’ve got one of the best apartments,” Max said, indicating towards a gorgeous white-painted two-storey cottage. It looked like something from a classic 1960s movie.
“Wow,” said Kelly as he took us past the small patio area and through the front door.
The inside was spotless. It had a small kitchen but easily big enough for us; a medium-sized living room with patio doors that opened out onto the stone-floored patio and as we looked around upstairs, we were equally impressed. The main bedroom was huge with a king-sized deluxe bed. There was a smaller second bedroom and a nice bathroom with both a bath and a walk-in shower.
“You got lucky,” Max explained. “The family staying here cancelled and because you’re the first new guests, you got a free upgrade. This is the balcony.”
He led us past the bathroom to another set of sliding doors but these took us onto a large balcony with a breathtaking view.
It was my turn to say, ‘Wow,’ as I looked out over a beach so white it could have been snow. The sea beyond it was a brilliant pale blue-green. It was like looking out over paradise.
“Thank you so much,” Kelly said and when I looked at my girlfriend, I saw tears in her eyes. She was as overwhelmed as I was. “This is absolutely amazing.”
“It is, isn’t it?” Max winked at me for some reason, then rubbed a hand through his curly black hair. “Anyway, I will leave you to settle in. I’m sure you’re tired after your long trip. If you walk back the way we came, you’ll see signs for the restaurants, there are three, all offering different foods. There are two bars nearby in the same complex and my office is there too. There are three swimming pools, they’re all signposted. If you have any problems at all, you’ll find me in the bar tomorrow morning serving breakfasts.”
“Thank you again,” Kelly repeated, then when Max left us alone on the balcony, she turned to me and pulled me into a tight embrace. “This is incredible. I love you so much.”
“I love you too,” I smiled, delighted to see her so happy.
We got changed from our loose ‘travelling’ clothes into something cooler because even though it was early evening here in the Caribbean, the weather was still sizzlingly hot, and we chilled out on the balcony for a little while, watching the sun go down over the rippling ocean before heading out to find a restaurant for a late meal.
“This looks nice,” Kelly said as we rounded a corner of the palm-tree lined path we’d been following. The complex was well sign-posted and it’d been easy to find this central area, away from the beach, where all the amenities were.
“It does,” I agreed. The restaurant in front of us was a seafood place and the smell wafting from the open front of the building made my stomach grumble. I hadn’t realised how hungry I was until that point. “Shall we?”
I offered Kelly my arm and she took it, letting me walk her inside the rustic-looking stone building where we were met by a lady who introduced herself as Anita.
“Table for two, please,” I asked and the charming black woman escorted us to a corner table at the rear of the restaurant.
“Your first night here?” she asked as we ordered a bottle of white wine while perusing the menu.
“Yes,” Kelly replied, “But we’re enjoying ourselves so far.”
“Wonderful,” Anita said with a smile while taking our orders. “Jovani will be your waiter for the evening. He’ll bring your drinks over in a moment.”
“Did you hear my stomach earlier?” I asked Kelly once the bubbly Anita had left us. “It growled so loud, I was scared half the customers might hear.”
“I’m starving too,” Kelly replied. “Isn’t this place lovely though?”
It was. It was all open brickwork inside, giving it that rustic feel again which seemed to be the theme of our complex. There were candles everywhere and the sound of a guitar being played emanated from somewhere, though I couldn’t see anyone playing from where we were sitting.
“Your wine, sir,” said the waiter, shortly afterwards. He corked the bottle and gave me a small amount to taste. When I told him it was fine - I’m no wine expert - he poured us both a glass. “Your food will be ready soon. My name is Jovani. If you need anything at all, just shout, okay?”
The tall skinny dark-skinned Barbadian disappeared and when he was out of earshot, Kelly leaned across the table. “I love their accent.”
They did have a distinct, almost musical, accent. “I think the term is ‘Bajan’,” I replied.
“Can I say you look beautiful?” the waiter said, shortly afterwards when he returned with our food. “I hope you find the food as lovely.”
“Thank you,” Kelly said, her eyes swinging to my face and her face reddening slightly.
He wasn’t wrong. She did look gorgeous tonight. She’d straightened her long black hair and done her makeup beautifully, with dark red lips and smokey eyes. She was wearing a pale blue strappy top which showed off some cleavage and a pair of matching shorts.
“No matter where you go in the world,” I commented as we ate. “There’s always a waiter chatting up the girls.”
“He’s a cutie,” Kelly teased me. “I knew I was going to like Barbados.”
I looked over at Jovani, who was standing by the bar, talking and laughing with the barman. He was tall and slim, with very dark skin and short hair cropped almost to the scalp. I guessed he was in his early twenties or so, slightly older or maybe the same age as us and a handsome guy, I supposed.
“If you’re going to be like this all week, I hope there are some sexy Bajan women here for me to ogle,” I sighed.
Kelly laughed. “Awwww. Are you getting jealous?”
“Maybe a bit,” I grinned.
We finished our meal and I paid the bill after we’d chilled out with another couple of drinks.
“Thank you for the tip,” Jovani said as he looked at the money in his hand. I’d given him quite a generous tip, as I always liked to do whenever a waiter was chatty and friendly.
“I wouldn’t mind a nice tip,” Kelly giggled then blushed as we realised Jovani had heard.
“Sounds like someone might get lucky tonight,” he winked at me as he left us. “I hope you have a great time here in Barbados.”
“We will,” Kelly said, watching him go, then turning to me. “Won’t we?”
I had a good feeling. This was going to be the best vacation ever.




Chapter 4
As it turned out, I didn’t get lucky when we got back to the apartment because we were both a little jet-lagged and so tired that we fell asleep as soon as we got into the king-sized bed. The following morning we both felt substantially better and headed down for breakfast - choosing the same restaurant and this time I got my wish - we were served by a gorgeous Barbadian girl, to the chagrin of Kelly when I enjoyed a little flirt with her. Jovani wasn’t working today but instead, my girlfriend found another hot black man to tease me with.
“Oh my goodness,” she said as we settled down to do some sunbathing by one of the complex’s three swimming pools. “Look at the body on that guy.”
I’d just laid down on my sunbed, but lifted my head to see where she was pointing. “Who? Where am I looking?”
“Him there,” she signalled subtly with her eyes, trying not to be too obvious by pointing a finger again. “The pool guard.”
I saw who she was talking about and understood why she was gazing at him the way she was. The man was built like a Greek god, not quite bodybuilder-big but heavily muscled and because he was only wearing a pair of white shorts, his dark skin shone in the bright Caribbean sunlight, emphasizing his shoulders and pectoral muscles.
“Look at the size of him,” I commented. He was very tall as well, I noticed, as a blonde woman walked up to him to say something. He towered over her and she didn’t look short. “If he dives in the pool, all the water will splash out.”
“He is a big guy, isn’t he?” Kelly agreed. “I wonder if he’s… you know… big, as well?”
“That’s what they say about black guys, but it’s not true,” I informed my now constantly-teasing girlfriend. “Their penises are the biggest in the world, statistically, but on average they’re no bigger than an average white man. It’s not like every black man is hung like a horse.”
“Not what I’ve heard,” Kelly said around the straw that she was sipping her Pina Colada through.
“Who do you know that’s been with a black guy?” I asked.
“That’d be telling,” my girlfriend just giggled and went back to staring at the lifeguard.
“You’re determined to wind me up this holiday, aren’t you?” I shook my head and laid back down to enjoy the sunshine. “All because I got a bit weird about Jamal hitting on you.”
“I’m just being honest,” Kelly replied. I didn’t reopen my eyes. The sun was shining redly through my eyelids, so I pulled down my shades. The heat on my skin was so good, I felt my muscles relaxing, so I just let Kelly talk. “I never realised how much I rather like black men. Don’t worry - I love you. It’s not like I’m going to run off with some black guy, but since Jamal chatted me up the other night, I’ve kind of just noticed how sexy they are.”
“I’m not falling for it,” I sighed. “The joke has run its course, Kelly. But keep talking, whatever, I’m just not gonna bite.”
“I’m not joking,” I heard her reply but didn’t comment. I was too comfortable soaking up the sun to let her mischievous nature get to me. “Look at the pool guy. Because his skin is black, it shows off his muscles more. That’s hot. Plus they just have this way about them. I don’t know what it is, it just kind of makes me a bit horny.”
“Really?” I laughed but still didn’t open my eyes.
“Yes,” Kelly kept talking. “If I wasn’t so in love with you or we weren’t together, I’d probably sleep with one. Just to see what they’re like.”
“It’s a good job you love me then, isn’t it?” I murmured, feeling myself relaxing so much that I knew I was going to fall asleep and when Kelly didn’t answer, I did.
I woke up when I heard a deep voice talking from somewhere right next to me.
“My sister is a hairdresser,” I heard the man say and I opened my eyes to see the pool guard sitting on the sunlounger next to Kelly, talking to her. “Though cutting afro hair is much different from cutting white hair.”
“Oh, you’re awake,” Kelly saw me sit up. “Damon, this is Ferdy. He was just asking what I do for a living back home.”
“Hi,” I nodded politely. Kelly was a hairdresser, so that explained what he’d been saying about his sister.
“I was just walking around saying hello to the new guests,” Ferdy reached past Kelly, offering me a large meaty hand which I shook. “You should get in the pool. It’ll cool you down. Staying in the sun isn’t good for someone as pale as you.”
I looked down and saw my admittedly-pale skin was turning pink. How long had I been asleep for? I’d lathered myself generously in sun-block but the sun here was fierce. I also realised how sweaty I was when I dabbed at my forehead with the towel.
“I’ll have a drink then I’ll have a dip. Do you want a fresh drink?” I asked Kelly.
“Sure,” she smiled at me. “Ferdy said I had a nice tan but I told him it was out of a bottle.”
Kelly was wearing a small green two-piece bikini which showed off her bronzed skin nicely. It was one of the more modest ones she’d bought. It covered her boobs more than some and the bottoms weren’t as stringy as many of the others she’d modelled for me back home. Her body looked great though, especially her long legs, which I noticed Ferdy glance at as she mentioned her tan.
“That’s why I wondered if you were together,” Ferdy explained. “Kelly is so much more tanned than you that it was hard to believe you’d arrived on the same day.”
“Which was only yesterday,” I pointed out. “I’ll have a decent tan too in a couple more days if the weather stays this nice.”
“You need it, dude,” Ferdy joked. “The glare shining off your white body is almost blinding me.”
“Okay. Ha ha,” I forced a laugh. “I’ll go get that drink then we can both go in the pool,” I suggested to Kelly, trying to hint for Ferdy to move on and talk to someone else. I knew my girlfriend was good-looking but it was becoming mildly annoying that everyone seemed to be wanting to talk to her lately.
I went to the pool bar and ordered more drinks but Ferdy was still talking to her when I returned. I took a long drink of the cool, refreshing beer and Kelly had a couple of sips of her Pina Colada, then I put my bottle down. “Ferdy is right, I need a nice cool down in the pool. Are you coming?”
“I’ll join you in a minute,” Kelly smiled. “Ferdy is just telling me a bit about the island and giving me some recommendations for things to do.”
“Okay.” I gave her a look as if to say, ‘come on,’ and then walked over and slid down into the crystal clear water of the large square pool. I held my breath and submerged myself fully into the water, enjoying the cold after basking in the heat for so long, then re-emerged to see Kelly sliding into the water nearby and swam over to her.
“Everyone is so friendly here,” she said, after dipping her own head under the water to cool down like I’d just done. She blinked the water from her eyes. “I’ve decided I like the Caribbean already.”
“Because all the men here seem to fancy you?”
“They’re just being nice,” Kelly raised an eyebrow. “For instance Ferdy just now. He was clearly just trying to sell me his friend’s boat trips. They do sound amazing though. You can swim with the sea turtles and you often see dolphins and whales.”
“That does sound good,” I admitted, splashing her with water.
“Hey, stop,” she laughed, splashing me back. “Seriously, I want to go. He’s told me to find his friend on the beach tomorrow. He has a stall near the pier.”
“Sure,” I resisted splashing her again. “We’ll go tomorrow and book tickets.”
When we returned to our sun loungers, there were two women sitting next to us and when we heard them speaking English in a similar accent to ours, Kelly couldn’t resist saying hello to them.
I let her talk to them as I dried out in the warm sunlight, enjoying another cool beer. It was good for Kelly to make some female friends, I figured. I listened to them chat - they were actually from the same city as us, but they’d been here a week already so Kelly was probing them for information - which was the best bar, the best restaurant, the best pool and so on.
“Your boyfriend’s quiet,” I eventually heard one of the two women say, the first time any of them had acknowledged my existence.
“Damon,” Kelly tapped me on the shoulder. I was laying down, so I pushed myself up onto my elbows. “This is Chloe and Regan. Don’t be antisocial. Say hello.”
“Hello,” I waved politely. I wasn’t one to join in girly small talk. “Nice to meet you.”
“It’s nice to meet someone else from back home,” the woman that Kelly had named Regan replied. She was pretty - a very freckled and voluptuous redhead with large breasts that threatened to fall out of the undersized pink polka-dotted bikini top she was wearing.
“I know. What are the chances?” I smiled as she adjusted the top. Had she seen me looking? I had my shades on, so I didn’t think she’d notice.
The other girl, Chloe, had short blonde hair and was similarly curvy if not as well-endowed in the breast department. She was very tanned - the opposite of her fair and heavily freckled friend - but her more demure black one-piece swimsuit didn’t show off as much flesh as Regan’s more daring set.
I went for another swim, leaving Kelly to talk to her new friends and spent most of the remainder of the afternoon enjoying the water. I loved swimming. I always had, since being a kid. It was great exercise and much more fun than beating yourself up in the gym. Kelly joined me a couple of times but didn’t stay in the pool as long as me and when I finally got out at the same time as her to join her for the last hour of sunlight, the other two girls had gone.
“What book did you bring?” I asked Kelly. She was laid out on the sunlounger, reading.
“It’s supposed to be a romance,” she replied, looking at the cover. “Alexandria’s mother recommended it, but it’s filthy. Full of sex. I can’t believe she reads this kind of stuff.”
“Sounds good to me,” I chuckled. Thinking of the lovely Pam reading erotica was just as funny as Kelly’s reaction to it. She seemed almost mortified.
“I’ll still read it,” my girlfriend shrugged. “But I’d never have put Pam down as being into porn, which is basically what this is.”
“Maybe Pam is secretly a sexual beast,” I chuckled. “Lucky old Brian. No wonder he always looks tired.”
“Stop it,” Kelly slapped me on the arm. “That’s our friend’s mum you’re talking about.”
“You never know people though,” I protested. “They say it’s always the quiet ones.”
“Maybe she just reads this stuff as an escape from her normal and boring married life,” Kelly replied. “I think that’s why most older women read romance and dirty books.”
“Well, if we ever get married, we’ll have to make sure we never get boring and normal,” I told her. “And it’s why we have to enjoy ourselves while we’re young.”
“Definitely,” Kelly smiled at me before going back to reading the book.
I closed my eyes again and relaxed, hoping that if I nodded off again, I didn’t have a weird dirty dream about the newly-revealed nymphomaniac that was my best friend’s mother-in-law.




Chapter 5
“Hello again!” I heard Regan’s high-pitched voice screech out from behind me as we sat down in the restaurant for dinner that night.
“Hey,” Kelly said, smiling at them over my shoulder. I turned around to see Regan and Chloe sitting at a table a few feet away.
“We haven’t ordered yet, so why don’t we push our tables together?” The bubbly redhead suggested and when Kelly nodded, the two women did just that.
“Shouldn’t we ask if it’s okay to move the table…” I began to say but they’d already done it by the time I got the words out. Kelly moved to my side, sitting next to me while Regan sat opposite her and Chloe facing me. At least I’ve got the quiet one opposite me, I thought to myself. I wasn’t someone who liked to talk constantly through dinner, so at least that was something.
“This is nice,” Regan grinned at me. I forced a smile back.
“Hello, ladies,” Jovani said as he approached us.
Ladies. Was I invisible?
“Hi, big boy,” smiled Regan, which drew her a subtle elbow in the side from Chloe, which she ignored. “How is my favourite waiter today?”
“I’m good,” the tall black guy smiled back at the redhead. “I didn’t see you last night. Were you cheating on me at some other restaurant?”
We’d almost chosen another restaurant tonight but Kelly said she’d enjoyed the food so much last night that she wanted to eat here again. I wished I’d talked her out of it now, so I wouldn’t have to sit here watching Regan flirt all night.
“Chloe had a stomach ache, so we ate in the apartment,” Regan explained.
“Hi, Jovani,” Kelly said as if she was trying to get his attention. Perhaps she was trying to stop the sickening flirting too. If it was going to be like this all night, I thought I might puke.
“The beautiful Kelly,” he acknowledged my girlfriend. “You are sitting with these two ladies. Do you know each other?”
“We’re from the same town,” Chloe said. It was the first time I’d heard her speak and as I looked at her, she rolled her eyes at me like she was embarrassed about her friend or something.
“Ah. That is great,” Jovani smiled. “What would you like to order?”
“I know what I’d like to order but it ain’t on the menu,” Regan said quietly, causing Chloe to roll her eyes again.
“I’d like the same,” Kelly giggled just as quietly and when I turned to look at my girlfriend, she went all wide-eyed. “What?”
I ignored her and told Jovani I’d like the paella, then the girls all gave him their menu choices too and when he went to get our drinks, I nudged Kelly. “I am here, you know?”
“I was only joking,” Kelly apologised with another little giggle. “He is so cute though.”
Regan turned to Chloe and the two girls shared a look but didn’t say anything until the black waiter returned with a tray full of drinks.
“I brought you some free shots,” he moved the drinks one-by-one onto the table. “Tequila for my favourite ladies.”
“Thanks, babes,” Regan said, putting her hand over his as he rested it on the table for a moment.
“You’re welcome,” the Barbadian grinned at her, before slowly extracting his hand. “Your food won’t be long.”
“This entire island is full of cute guys,” Regan said to Kelly when Jovani left us. “Jovani is cute but some of the other guys we’ve met while we’ve been here…”
“Ferdy,” Kelly replied. “The pool guard. He’s really sexy.”
“I like Max,” Chloe said, again surprising me because she seldomly said anything. “He’s more my type.”
“I don’t have a type,” Regan glanced at me, then back to Kelly. “As long as they’re black with a big dick, they’ll do.”
“Like Jovani,” Chloe rolled her eyes. “He’s too slimy for me.”
“Do you think Jovani’s got a big one?” Kelly leaned forward conspiratorially towards Regan. They were both looking towards the bar where the waiter was talking to the barman again.
“Oh, I know he’s got a big one,” Regan laughed. “I’ve slept with him three times already this vacation. He’s huge.” She held her hands about twelve inches apart.
“He can’t be that big,” Kelly gasped.
“Well not quite, but he’s packing,” Regan admitted.
“You’ve really slept with him?” I asked, shocked at how she’d just come out with something like that, in front of two people she barely knew.
“Along with a load of other guys too,” Chloe’s flat blue eyes met mine. “Leaving me on my own for half of the past ten days.”
“It’s not my fault you’re frigid,” Regan said to her friend.
“I’m not frigid,” Chloe replied. “I like sex just as much as you do.” She turned to Kelly. “I like black men too. It’s why we always come to the Caribbean every year. I’m just picky. I won’t just sleep with the first guy who buys me a drink.”
“There are plenty of nice black men back home,” I said as our food arrived at the table.
“I also have a boring fuck of a husband at home,” Regan replied once Jovani had left us once more. “No disrespect to you, but he’s white and has no idea how to fuck a girl. I don’t even know why I married him.”
“Has he got a small one?” Kelly asked, almost making me choke on a prawn in my paella.
“Not really,” Regan replied. “He’s just lame in bed. Black guys - they just know how to fuck a white girl better, in my opinion anyway.”
“I agree with that,” Chloe said quietly.
“Is your husband bad in bed too?” Kelly asked the less vocal of the two women.
“She’s single,” Regan answered for her friend. “So we’re here to find her a boyfriend, husband, whatever, meanwhile I’m just here to get laid. As in laid properly. Not just lay there while my asshole of a husband screws me for thirty seconds with his limp white dick then goes to sleep.”
“Ouch,” I chuckled. “That’s harsh.”
“Harsh but true,” Regan leaned forward to Kelly. “I hope this boyfriend of yours-” she pointed at me without looking my way, “-I hope he fucks you properly, like a real man. Trust me, you don’t want to wake up in ten years with regrets like I did.”
“Excuse me. I am here, you know?” I repeated myself from earlier.
“I’m only teasing,” the redhead smiled at me apologetically, but then turned to Kelly and nodded as if to say otherwise.
“So, you’ve had no luck finding yourself a man here?” I asked Chloe, not quite knowing what else to talk about.
“Apart from Max, I haven’t met anyone I liked,” the quieter blonde woman replied.
“She’s not been short of offers,” Regan looked at her friend, who was tucking into her food now. “Chloe could have been laid more than me. She always gets more men talking to her than I do. It’s the blonde hair and the tan. It’s a good job I’ve got big tits or I’d never get laid with her around with my fat freckled ass.”
“Your boobs are huge,” Kelly was staring at them. Regan was wearing shorts and a black top which was so deeply cut at the front, her big wobbly breasts were again threatening to make an appearance every time she moved.
“As I said, it’s a good job that they are,” Regan pulled her top up slightly. “Or I’d never have got to fuck Jovani.”
She trailed off as the waiter walked over. “Is everything okay with your food?” he asked with that charming smile of his.
“It is but I’m still kind of hungry,” Regan winked at him, eliciting another eye-roll from Chloe and a stifled laugh from Kelly.
“You’ll have to see me afterwards for the dessert menu,” the waiter replied rather cheesily.
“You’re terrible,” Kelly giggled. “Are you going to do it with him again later?”
“If he’s up for it, of course I am,” Regan shrugged casually.
“Wow,” Kelly paused from eating for a moment. “How many other men have you slept with so far - here in Barbados I mean.”
“Six,” Regan replied candidly. “Not including Jovani. Look, I don’t get much when I’m back home. I’m always horny, bored and unfulfilled, so what’s wrong with making the most of it when I go away?”
“Slut,” said Chloe dryly, which actually made me snigger.
Regan raised an eyebrow at my laugh. “So what if I am a slut? You only live once. I’m thirty-two and not getting any younger. I want some fun in my life. You should try it.”
“Oh, I have plenty of fun,” I defended myself, turning to Kelly. “I’ve got the hottest girl in the world by my side and we’re always having sex, aren’t we?”
“We do have lots of sex,” my girlfriend admitted.
Regan waited for Kelly to say something further but when she went back to eating, she looked at me and raised an eyebrow, seeming unconvinced. “Kelly is hot, which means you had better be giving her the good sex as you say, or she’s gonna end up like me, giving in to that curiosity and once she does…”
“I think if Kelly ever gets that curiosity,” I quoted, feeling slightly annoyed, “I’m sure she’d talk to me about it, but I don’t think she will. We’ve got a great relationship. Plus, I happen to think I’m pretty good in the sack. I’ve never had any complaints.”
I waited for Kelly to back me up but she just gave me a smile and went back to eating.
Regan watched Kelly then turned to me and again raised an eyebrow. “If you say so. Just look after your girlfriend, that’s all I’m saying. She deserves to be happy. All women do. And if you’re that good, you should be putting a ring on her finger.”
“Our friends just got married,” Kelly seemed happy to change the subject. “A few days ago. They’ve gone to Thailand for their honeymoon.”
“Thailand is lovely,” Chloe spoke again in that quiet voice of hers. “But Regan didn’t like it because there weren’t any black men to fuck.”
“Honestly, you’re both so funny,” Kelly was giggling yet again at the two women. “I’ve never met anyone quite like you two before.”
We finished our meals and had a few drinks afterwards, all the while, the girls kept talking about black men and sex. It was mostly Regan making the conversation, telling Kelly about her various conquests during this trip and the vacations they’d been on before this one until eventually, Chloe complained that she was tired and the two women said goodbye after paying their half of the bill.
I noticed that we hadn’t seen Jovani since he’d last come over and wondered if Regan had scared him off earlier but just after the two women had left, Kelly tapped me on the shoulder.
“Look,” she pointed towards the exit.
I looked over and saw Chloe walk out of the restaurant on her own. “Where’s Regan gone?” I asked.
“There,” Kelly pointed again. “Look.”
I scanned the room where she was indicating and saw the plump, talkative redhead standing by the jukebox and as we watched, Jovani reappeared from the door to the kitchen, took Regan by the hand and led her out of the restaurant.
“Oh my God,” Kelly chuckled. “She really is going to have sex with him again tonight.”
“You know, part of me thought she was telling a pack of lies,” I said. “All night I wondered if she was making it all up, or at least exaggerating, but I guess not.”
“Did you?” Kelly looked at me. “I didn’t. I knew she was telling the truth. I could tell. She’s just one of those women who says it as it is and doesn’t give a damn what other people think. I like her.”
We finished up our drinks and made our way back to our apartment, hand in hand. The air was cooler than the previous night; the wind coming in off the sea had a distinct chill to it, so I put my arm around Kelly to keep her warm but as we reached our apartment, she twisted around in my arms and kissed me passionately on the lips.
“I’m so horny,” she whispered, her big dark brown eyes staring into mine. “As soon as we get inside, I’m going to fuck you senseless.”
She did as promised, practically tearing off my shirt before I could even close the front door behind us. As I let her push me into the bedroom, she stripped completely naked, taking off her dress and underwear so quickly it was like the world was about to end.
“Slow down,” I urged her as she yanked down my shorts and my underwear at the same time.
“I don’t want to slow down,” she murmured, taking my cock in her mouth.
“What’s got into you?” I asked, enjoying the feeling of her rapidly stroking my shaft while sucking the tip.
“Nothing,” Kelly moaned around my dick, then paused to take a breath while still stroking me. “You heard what Regan said earlier. You only live once and you need to enjoy yourself while you’re young. So that’s what I’m doing.”
“Fine by me,” I groaned as she went back down, taking all of my length in her mouth this time.
“Now fuck me,” Kelly said after she’d gotten me fully hard. “From behind. Fuck me hard.”
She was drunk, but not even the most drunken Kelly ever acted like this. I wasn’t complaining though. I got behind her and slipped a finger into her and finding her already wet, I slid my cock inside, grabbed her hips and fucked her.
“Harder,” she instructed, so I banged her as hard as I could, making her moan so loud I was worried the people in the next apartment might hear us.
I stroked my hands over the bronzed skin of her back, letting them rest on her shoulders and shoved myself into her a few more times - those frantic, erratic few pumps right before you cum - and then I realised I was about to cum, so I pulled out - just in time, all over her beautifully round behind.
When I laid down on the bed, she rolled onto her back next to me, but rather than snuggling into my arms like she normally did, Kelly just lay there, looking up at the ceiling.
“So, did I fuck you good?” I referenced Regan’s quote earlier in the evening.
“Yes, it was nice,” Kelly said softly, still staring upwards.
“Nice?”
“I wonder if they’re still fucking now,” she ignored what I’d just said. “Right now at this moment.”
“What?” I said, rolling onto my side and looking at her, wondering what was going through her mind for her to be so distant.
“Regan and Jovani.” Kelly turned her face to look at me. Her dark eyes glittered in the blue moonlight coming in through the open window. “I wonder if they’re fucking right now.”
“Maybe?” I shrugged. “I think you’re a bit drunk. Those tequila shots went right to your head. We should get some sleep.”
“I am drunk,” Kelly nodded, looking back up at the spinning ceiling fan. “I still can’t believe he left with her tonight. That’ll be four times she’s had sex with him. Maybe five or more if they spend all night together.”
“I think you’re thinking about it too much,” I reached down and found my shorts, slipping them back on. I wasn’t a fan of sleeping naked, especially with the cooler air tonight. “Anyone would think you’re jealous of her.”
“I’m not jealous,” Kelly said, but then did a strange thing and rolled away from me. That wasn’t like her at all.
“What’s up?” I laid back down, spooning her from behind. “Have I said something wrong? I was only joking about you being jealous.”
“A few months ago,” Kelly replied without turning around. “I went on your computer at home - I can’t remember why, to check my emails, I think - and you’d not closed your browser.”
“Okay,” I said, feeling a moment of uncertainty. What had she seen?
“It was a porn site,” she continued, still talking towards the window and the moon shining through. Interracial porn. I clicked on it and watched a bit of it. It was a black guy with a massive penis. I remember the girl looked a bit like me. Why were you watching interracial porn, Damon?”
Shit.
“All guys watch porn,” I explained. “I don’t only watch interracial stuff. I can’t remember the one you’re talking about but I guess I like slim brunettes in porn. They’re my favourite type, the kind of woman I go for, like you. You should be more worried if I liked watching redheads or blondes, right?”
Kelly just laid there and didn’t reply. I thought she’d fallen asleep but she turned briefly to look at me. She opened her mouth as if to say something but then turned away again.
“Are you mad at me for watching porn?” I asked, confused. “For something that happened months ago?”
“No, I’m not mad,” she replied softly. “I’m sorry. I’m drunk and being stupid. I love you. Let’s go to sleep.”
With that, she pushed back against me, snuggling into me, more like the Kelly that I knew.
“I love you too,” I said softly into her hair. Her breathing slowed down and I knew she’d fallen asleep but it took me a little while to drop off myself because my mind was working overtime at her little outburst just now.
Was she jealous of Regan? Did she really fancy Jovani? Had it annoyed her that he’d gone off with the redhead tonight? Was she angry at me for watching porn? Or was it the fact that it had been interracial porn she’d seen that time? If she really did like black guys, why would that make her mad? I couldn’t make sense of it.
I didn’t know it at the time, but by the time we left Barbados, I’d understand exactly why Kelly had acted so weirdly tonight.




Chapter 6
The next morning, I tried to bring up last night’s strange conversation but Kelly said she couldn’t even remember it. She’d been a little drunk and tired and she dismissed it as her being silly or something. She reassured me not to worry, whatever it was, it’d just been one of those drunken nothings.
We walked to the beach and found the stall selling boat trips that Ferdy had told Kelly about yesterday. His friend was an old guy with sun-weathered skin and a fierce white beard and he took our money and arranged the trip for us that same afternoon.
We ate under the hot Barbadian sun at a cafe on the edge of the glorious platinum beach and then boarded the boat - a catamaran actually - for the trip. We were taken out into the bay, where we got to see dolphins dancing gracefully amongst the gentle waves and even better, sea turtles when the catamaran pulled back into shallower waters. We were allowed to dive into the perfectly clear Caribbean sea to swim alongside the beautiful creatures - something Kelly absolutely loved and wouldn’t stop talking about for the entirety of the afternoon afterwards.
That night we dined at a different restaurant, this one a gorgeous French-style bistro and we had a great night but towards the end of the night, both Kelly and I didn’t feel well and by the time we got home, Kelly was being sick.
The following day, I was sick too. We put it down to the food we’d been given on the boat - not the delicious meal we’d had at the bistro - but the entire day was a washout. We made ourselves go out but only as far as the nearest pool so that we could head back to the apartment quickly if we needed to. We covered ourselves in suncream and slept most of the day in the partial shade of the parasols and that evening, we ate lightly and had an early night.
Fortunately, whatever bug it was that had affected us the day before, it didn’t last long. The next morning we were up early and headed to the beach, this time to enjoy some of the sun, sea and sand rather than a boat trip.
We found a comfortable spot that wasn’t too cramped - the beach was busy, unsurprisingly - and settled down for a few hours sunbathing just a stone’s throw from where the waters were lapping the shore.
“This is like heaven,” Kelly said, taking in the sight of the azure sea in front of us.
“I know, right?” It really did feel like paradise and it got even better when Kelly took off the red beach wrap dress she was wearing. Her body was even more bronzed than it had been before - now a more natural tan than the previous bottled version. She was wearing a black string bikini top and equally daring bottoms. She tied her long black hair back into a loose ponytail as she sat back down, then looked at me through her large dark sunglasses.
“What are you staring at?”
“You,” I answered. “You look ridiculously sexy in that tiny bikini.”
“Shut up,” she grinned, then reached into the straw beach bag she’d brought and produced a bottle of sun lotion which she proceeded to apply to her slender thighs and calves. “Will you put some on my back?” she asked.
I took the bottle from her as she rolled onto her front, enjoying the softness of her skin as I rubbed it into her toned upper and lower back. I slid my fingers inside her bottoms, feeling the curves of her ass cheeks before she reached back and slapped me on the arm.
“Do you want your front doing too?” I asked but she shook her head and slapped me on the arm again.
“I can do my front,” she giggled, taking the lotion from me. “Don’t watch me. You’re making me feel weird.”
I looked away for a minute but turned back just as soon, enjoying the sight of her now smothering her upper chest and cleavage in the white fluid.
“I am such a lucky man,” I congratulated myself.
“Yes, you are,” Kelly agreed with me and smiled, then delved back into the bag, producing the smutty book she’d been reading on and off during the last few days.
“Are you still reading that?” I shook my head then laid down to enjoy the sun for a while.
“It’s actually quite good,” Kelly commented. “Utterly filthy but good.”
“If it gets you horny, leading to me getting laid tonight, then that’s a good thing,” I replied. “I’ll have to ask Pam when we get home if she’s got any more she can loan to you.”
“Maybe she’s got one with sexy black men,” Kelly mused. “With some interracial action going on in it. You might enjoy that one, if she has.”
It was the first time she’d referred to sexy black guys or the interracial porn thing she’d brought up a few nights prior. I turned my head to look at her.
“Do you remember the other night?” I asked. “When we were talking after having sex.”
“You mentioned it but I didn’t really want to talk about it right at that moment,” Kelly put the book down into her lap. “I wanted to apologise. I was being a dick.”
“Apologise for what?” I rolled onto my side to talk to her properly. “Getting mad with me for watching porn?”
“Loads of men watch porn,” Kelly shook her head. “No. I wasn’t mad with you at all. I was angry at myself.”
“Angry with yourself? Why?”
She shrugged her small shoulders and looked at me as if she was wrestling with what she wanted to say. “It’s… I don't know. It feels like something I should talk to you about. But I don’t know how.”
I sat up and looked around. There wasn’t anyone within thirty or forty feet. We were well out of earshot. I pointed that out to Kelly. “Now is a good time to talk,” I said. “We’re both sober this time. We’re relaxed. Happy. I’m happy, at least. I hope you are.”
“It’s a weird thing to talk about,” Kelly hesitated further. “I don’t want to upset you.”
That sounded bad. I got the first sense of something not being quite right and a ball of anxiety popped into my stomach suddenly.
“Why would it upset me?” I asked nervously. “Should I be worried? You’re not pregnant, are you?”
I wasn’t sure where that idea had come from but Kelly immediately reassured me on the topic.
“No,” she laughed. “I’m not pregnant. No, it’s not that.”
“Are you falling out of love with me?” I asked, immediately regretting the question when I said it because I realised it made me look insecure and I knew women didn’t like insecure men. I tried to soften what I’d said, maybe turn it into a joke. “Or is it something like that? You’ve suddenly taken a liking to all these black guys and…”
“Of course I’m not falling out of love with you,” Kelly said, lifting her sunglasses onto her head and looking at me in concern. “Don’t be silly. I’m crazy about you. I’ve never loved you more than how I love you right now - bringing me on this amazing holiday.”
“Then what is it?”
Kelly let her sunglasses gently fall back down onto her nose, hiding her dark eyes from me again. She took a deep breath, then looked around again to make sure no one was listening, before eventually speaking again.
“I know I’ve been teasing you about the black men thing,” she started, then stopped, nervously chewing her lip for a moment. “But it’s sort of bothering me.”
“Bothering you? I don’t get it.”
“The other night when Regan went off with Jovani. You asked if I was jealous - and the truth is, I kind of was.”
I studied my girlfriend, trying to work out if this was a joke or not. Kelly was mischievous and would often wind me up like this but I could tell from her demeanour that she was being sincere.
“Okay. So…?”
“That time I found you’d been watching interracial porn,” Kelly struggled to get her words out, constantly pausing. “It made me curious. So I watched some. Well, I watched a lot, if I’m honest.”
“You liked it?” I guessed.
She nodded. “I’ve watched it ever since. When I’m on my own. Are you mad at me?”
“No,” I shook my head slowly. “Lots of women watch porn. More than most people think. Why would I be mad? Because it’s black guys?”
Kelly shook her head, then sucked in another deep breath. “Look. The other night when we had sex… I imagined you were Jovani.”
She imagined I was Jovani. I took a moment to let that sink in. Lots of women fantasize about other men. She was drunk and horny. Regan had sloped away with Jovani that night, so it was on her mind. This wasn’t anything to worry about. Was it?
“You had a fantasy about someone else while we had sex,” I vocalised what I was thinking, going through it out loud. “That’s okay. We’ve been together for a few years. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t occasionally think of someone else in bed.”
The look on Kelly’s face made me question whether I should have said that last part.
“You’ve thought of someone else while having sex with me?” She looked upset.
“I did once imagine Kim Kardashian,” I admitted, cursing myself inwardly.
“Oh. Someone else as in celebrity women?” Kelly checked. “That’s fine. Everyone fancies and imagines celebrities. I thought you meant someone we know, like Alex or Amy.”
“No,” I lied. I had once or twice imagined both Alexandria and Amy - and her sister Laura. In fact, I’d once had a pervy, fucked-up fantasy about Pam - but I wasn’t going to admit to any of that. “I’ve only ever really imagined celebrities.”
“That’s okay,” Kelly nodded. I could tell she was working through things in her head, just as I was. “But it’s not okay that I imagined Jovani, is it? Damon, I’m sorry. Lots of times lately, when we’ve had sex, I’ve imagined you’re a black guy. Back home - this shames me to say it - but I even bought myself a black dildo.”
“You bought a black dildo?” I laughed, again half-expecting it to be a joke.
“It’s hidden at the bottom of my makeup drawer,” Kelly nodded. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. I thought you’d think it was weird and hate it.”
“And you’ve used this black dildo?” I asked, trying to get my head around all of this.
“Of course I have,” Kelly replied, fiddling with her ponytail over her shoulder, something she did when she felt awkward.
“Is it… you know, big?” I asked, feeling equally awkward but finding myself asking the questions as they popped into my head.
“About nine inches,” she nodded.
Nine inches? Ouch. “And you like it?” Again, she nodded. “Because it’s big or because it’s black?”
“Both,” she shrugged. “I’m sorry, I don’t know whether I should be telling you this. It’s been on my mind for a while. I didn’t know if I should say anything or keep it to myself.”
“You can tell me anything,” I put a hand on her knee, sitting up and swivelling around to face her properly. “I thought we were close. As close as any boyfriend girlfriend around. You should have told me this stuff. About finding the porn I was watching and it turning you on. We could have talked about it anytime. You don’t need to feel bad.”
“But I do.” Kelly put her hand over mine. “It’s making me feel bad and confused because I love you and I want you, I really do - but I get horny thinking about black guys and I don’t think it’s a phase. It’s like there’s this part of me that’s just curious about black men and I don’t think it’ll go away.”
What did she mean by that? She squeezed my hand as she read my thoughts.
“I don’t want us to split up,” she said softly. “Please don’t think that. I just don’t want to end up like Regan in ten years' time.”
“As in you don’t want to grow bored of me and go around fucking random black guys to make you happy?” I reached up and pushed Kelly’s sunglasses up onto her head so I could see her eyes when she replied.
“Everything she said the other night kind of resonated with me,” my girlfriend nodded. I could see the pain in her eyes. She was hating telling me this stuff, I could tell.
“So what do we do about it?” I said, fearing the answer she might give.
“Would you…” she started, then changed course. “The other night, you said you liked watching that girl in the porn movie because she looked like me. I was hoping you might say that you imagined it was me.”
“No, I didn’t imagine she was you. I just liked her because she had the same body type as you, probably. I like slim brunettes.”
“And you liked watching her having sex with black men?” Kelly continued.
“Yes,” I admitted. “I like the sight of black men and white women. The contrast between their skin tones is erotic, I guess.”
“So if you watched a porn movie with me in it, having sex with a black guy, would that turn you on too?”
“I don’t understand what you’re asking me,” I said, trying to slow her down. “Are you saying you want to make a porn movie with a black porn star?”
“No, no, no,” Kelly shook her head. She was fiddling with her ponytail again. “But I do want to maybe do something with a black man. One day. Somehow. I don’t know how, but…”
I let her words trail off and just stared at her.
“Are you saying we should take a break or-”
“No,” Kelly shuffled forward on her sun lounger, closer to me and took both of my hands in hers. “I don’t want us to take a break or split up or anything like that. You can totally say ‘no’ to this. I expect you to. Please don’t hate me for asking. You just said I can tell you anything and I’m telling you everything, so please don’t hate me.”
“I can say ‘no’ to what?” I gazed into my girlfriend’s big brown eyes.
“Would you let me do something with another man?” she asked. “A black man. Just so I can get this damned obsession out of my system? I think once I’ve done it, I’ll feel better. If you enjoy interracial porn, you might even enjoy it. I don’t know. I’m just putting it all out there. What do you think?”
“I might enjoy it,” I repeated her words slowly. “I might enjoy, what? As in watching you? Or as in you going off with some black guy and then telling me afterwards? What exactly are you thinking and how... What? I mean, what the fuck?”
“I knew you’d say ‘no’ but okay. I mean, you’re my boyfriend. It’s fucked-up. I’m fucked-up,” Kelly said, releasing my hands and pushing her sunglasses back over her eyes. She looked forlorn as she laid back down on the sun lounger. “I’m sorry. Just forget I ever said anything.”
“No,” I told her. “You were right to tell me this stuff or it’d be festering in your head forever. I just need time to think, okay?”
“Okay. I’m going to read for a bit. I’ll let you think. I am sorry.” Kelly didn’t look at me. She picked up her book and carried on reading, obviously feeling embarrassed.
I laid back on the sunlounger. Suddenly, the warmth of the sun didn’t feel quite as good. The island beach around us didn’t feel quite as close to paradise any more.




Chapter 7
“Don’t you think we need to talk?” I asked Kelly over dinner that night. We were in our third different restaurant, this one a Tex-Mex place. “You’ve been almost silent since this afternoon.”
“I was giving you time to think,” she shrugged, perusing the menu.
“Why are you being so off with me?” I asked, feeling irritated. I’d been trying to gently get her to talk, trying to cheer her up with my usual jokes because she seemed generally down since the discussion on the beach but all I’d received back were single word answers or those shrugs like the one she’d just given me.
“I don’t know what to say,” Kelly replied simply.
“You’re angry with me?” I hissed, trying to remain quiet even though my temper was rising. “You’re the one who’s admitted wanting to fuck someone else. I should be mad at you. Not the other way around.”
“So you are mad with me?” Kelly’s eyes met mine for the first time since the beach.
“I’m not mad at you for what you admitted earlier. I’m mad because ever since then you’ve been funny with me. Hardly speaking to me. Being quiet or grumpy.”
Kelly’s shoulders dropped and she put the menu down. “I’m sorry,” she apologised softly. “Don’t be mad. My head is all messed up. I don’t know what to do. I wish I’d not said anything. I wish I hadn’t. I thought it’d do me good to get this stuff off my chest, but I’ve messed it all up, haven’t I? I’ve ruined our vacation. Maybe our relationship.”
“Quit overreacting,” I told her firmly. “You’ve ruined nothing. I’ve had some time to think and I’ve come to some conclusions. If you don’t want to talk about it, then fine. But when you do, let me know.”
It was very rare that I ever spoke that way to Kelly and she seemed taken aback. I called the waitress over, a pretty dark-skinned young lady with a bright red streak in the front of her hair, and gave her my order. Kelly gave the girl her menu choices then sat there studying me.
“What conclusions?” she finally asked.
After our talk on the beach, I’d had plenty of time to think. Kelly had barely said a word to me for most of the afternoon and early evening. She’d napped most of the afternoon, only rousing herself to have a drink, then something to eat - we’d brought food with us - or to top up her sun lotion.
I’d gone through a few scenarios in my head. The first was that I refused Kelly’s wish to have sex with someone else. What would be the outcome? Perhaps she’d just accept it. In most worlds, being in a relationship meant monogamy. We understood that. We loved each other. She hadn’t denied that. She didn’t want to split up, so perhaps she’d just accept it and we could move on and be happy, like we were before all of this started.
But what if she wasn’t happy? What if this dark curiosity of hers kept burning away inside her? She might cheat on me. Or she might leave me. Or she might end up like Regan. Trapped in a marriage that didn’t satisfy her or make her happy.
Another scenario is that we took a break from each other. Perhaps for a few months, then get back together. In that time, Kelly could find a man she liked and have some fun - without the guilt of cheating on me. Then, when her curiosity was satisfied, we could get back together and carry on where we left off. But what if she didn’t want to get back together. The saying was absence makes the heart grow fonder, but what if the reverse happened? What if some time away from me made her realise that she wanted to be with a black guy permanently?
The last scenario was the one she suggested - that I let her sleep with someone. Or at least, ‘do’ something with someone, whatever ‘do’ meant. For Kelly, this was her ideal solution. It would ‘get it out of her system’ while keeping us together, but could I let her do that? Could I handle it? She’d posited that because I enjoyed interracial porn with girls just like herself, maybe I would even get some enjoyment out of it myself. Kelly was young, only just twenty. She’d only been with two men before me, but I thought she was happy and where she wanted to be in life, however, even so, I could understand why she might have some unfulfilled things in life that she wanted to try.
I’d remembered the things that Joe had told me. He’d let Alexandria fuck Scott and some other men, if what he’d said was true. They were married now - and blissfully happy if appearances were to be believed. Perhaps I could let Kelly explore her fantasies in a similar way.
None of the three scenarios I’d gone through in my head really seemed ideal, so I’d worked on a compromise between the three. A halfway point of sorts. I’d not gone as far to work out exactly how to suggest it to Kelly because I thought it best to negotiate with her as I told her.
Negotiate. That was a strange word to be using when talking about relationships but then I realised that what was doing was compromising and communicating. They were two words that everyone talked about when it came to making a relationship work.
“Okay,” I began, folding my hands in front of me. “I’m sorry for how I reacted back at the beach. To say it was a bit of a shock would be an understatement, but I have thought about what you said - and it’s good that you told me.”
Kelly didn’t say anything. She just sat there, looking beautiful in a sapphire blue minidress, her dark hair unstraightened so that it fell in gentle waves around her face and over her shoulders.
“And I’m glad that you told me,” I continued, somewhat awkwardly, trying to rearrange the words in my head into a sentence. “Because I’ve come to some conclusions.”
“What conclusions?” Kelly tilted her head, waiting for me to continue again when I paused.
“You’re never going to be truly happy,” I stated, “While you’ve got this - stuff - in your head. I don’t mind you thinking about other men - black men - while we’re in bed, but I’m guessing that’s not enough for you, is it? If black dildos aren’t enough, then just fantasizing in your head isn’t going to be enough either.”
Kelly shook her head. “I guess not.”
“So, the options are for us to split up temporarily while you get these things out of your system, or permanently if you end up meeting someone new that meets your… requirements.”
“I don’t want to split-”
“Let me finish,” I cut Kelly off before she could finish. I was on a roll and wanted to hurry up and say what I wanted to say before I lost my flow. “I don’t want to split up, so I suppose, as difficult as it might be, I should let you-” I groped for the right word. “I should let you experiment a little.”
Kelly’s eyes brightened and her entire posture changed. She went from being slumped over the table to sitting up straight, her boobs almost popping out over the top of the low-cut dress as she shifted in her seat.
“But don’t think I’m just going to let you go with whoever,” I stopped her just as she was about to speak. “We need to talk about this properly. I need to be able to make sure you’re safe and things like that. I feel.. protective of you and possessive like is normal for a boyfriend to feel about his girlfriend and-”
“Damon,” Kelly interrupted me this time. “It’s okay. That’s all I wanted you to say - that you’d be at least open-minded about the idea. I’m not suggesting I go and fuck Jovani or Ferdy tonight or anything. I’m not like Regan. I don’t want to fuck every black guy on this island.”
“That’s good to know,” I replied with a smile. I felt better, having said what I’d just said. It hadn’t been easy, but the happiness glowing out of Kelly right now made the difficulty worth it. “I actually sort of thought of some ideas - some compromises we might try.”
“Hit me with your ideas,” Kelly said. Our meals arrived at that moment, so Kelly waited until the waitress had gone before prompting me again. “Tell me.”
“Maybe you could just flirt with some black guys,” I suggested. “You see, I don’t know how I’m going to feel if and when you do it. Maybe I will enjoy it, as you said. It’s just hard to mentally put myself in the position, so I just don’t know.”
“Flirt with some black guys,” Kelly repeated slowly. “Haven’t I already done that?”
“I mean take it a bit further than flirting.” I puffed out my cheeks. Was I actually going to say this? “Perhaps dance with someone. Kiss them. Get a bit friendly, make out, that sort of thing.”
“So you can see how it makes you feel, then go from there,” Kelly mused while eating. “That sounds good. Taking it slowly. I like that.”
“I also thought we could go to the beach again,” I continued, encouraged by her reaction so far. “We could sit nearer to some people - some locals maybe - and you could go topless. Let them see you half-naked. Lots of women go topless. That might give me an idea of how I’d feel if you were naked with someone. I don’t know. I’m just spitballing ideas.”
“No, I like that idea too,” Kelly stopped me as I started to ramble on about feeling silly. “However, it’s illegal in Barbados. We could do it, but we’d risk getting arrested. No matter how much these ‘locals’ might enjoy it. Anyway, let me think about it. I’m just happy that you’re open to the idea and that you don’t hate me for feeling this way.”
“Of course I don’t hate you,” I said softly. “I could never hate you. I love you more than anything in the world.”
“And I love you too,” Kelly smiled and it was such a happy and genuine smile that the massive ball of anxiety that I’d been hiding inside me actually subsided a little. “Can I ask you something?”
“Sure,” I said, having to have a long drink of the water on our table. The burrito I was eating was hotter than I expected.
“This idea of yours, me going topless, does that sort of thing turn you on? Other men seeing me naked.”
“That’s a weird question,” I stalled for time to think. The truth was that it did. Back home, when Joe had asked - numerous times - for me to show him nudes of Kelly and when he’d asked me to take some bikini photos for him, I had gotten slightly aroused. I didn’t know why. Perhaps it was my pride being tickled. I was proud to be Kelly’s boyfriend. She was an incredibly attractive girl, so it was quite satisfying in a way, for her to be wanted by other men. It meant they were envious of me. That was quite ego-boosting.
“The book I’m reading,” Kelly said when I didn’t answer after another minute of thinking. “It’s about this man who enjoys showing his wife off to other men. That leads to him sharing her with his best friend. They have a threesome - which I found really hot. I just wondered - with you saying about me going topless - if you were turned on by it, like the husband in the book.”
“It’s flattering to have a girlfriend that other men find sexy,” I said slowly, trying to explain it again to myself as much as to Kelly. “I’d rather be with a girl that is hot and good-looking enough to be desired and appreciated by other men than be with a girl who no one thinks is sexy. Does that make sense?”
“I think so,” Kelly smiled again. This was going well, so far. “Okay, well, maybe that’s something that we can explore together. If we do anything about this… problem… of mine, it’d be better if you were getting something out of it too.”
We finished our meal, had another couple of drinks and made our way back to the apartment, not talking about the subject much more after that. It felt like Kelly had told me what she needed to, and now she felt better about it. I felt much the same. I’d processed what she told me and tried to make sense out of it. Then I’d talked to her, openly and honestly, about how I felt and while we hadn’t made any concrete plans for her to move things forward, we at least felt reconnected and together.
We got into bed after chilling out on the balcony for a while and had sex. Before I put my cock inside her, I asked her if she was going to imagine I was a black guy.
“Yes,” she whispered to me in the dark. “Is that okay?”
“Yes,” I replied back. “I’m going to imagine it too. To see how it makes me feel.”
“Okay,” Kelly said. “Now shut up and fuck me like a black dude. Hard and rough.”
So I did.




Chapter 8
The next day, we went into the old town. Kelly loved to shop - something we hadn’t done while we were here and while it might not be my favourite thing to do in the whole world, I actually enjoyed myself. The old town wasn’t far from our apartment complex and had a beautiful harbour and a fascinating market which Kelly loved. When we returned, she had two bags full of clothes and gifts for people back home and I had a bag full of clothes and an aftershave for me too.
We dropped our shopping off in the apartment before heading to the main pool for a cool down and some relaxation time while the sun was still high enough in the sky but we didn’t make it to the pool right away.
“Oh no,” I heard Kelly call out from the bathroom.
“What’s up?” I said through the door, not wanting to walk in.
“Come here, look,” she replied so I pushed the door open and immediately retreated as I stepped into an inch of water.
“Oh, fuck,” I said, looking at the flooded bathroom.
“The toilet is blocked up.” Kelly pointed to it and I could see water and paper floating on the surface, just below the very rim of the basin. “I flushed it just before we left and it must have overflowed or something while we were out.”
“If you need to go, you better use the one upstairs,” I told her. This was the downstairs bathroom, purely a toilet and washbasin whereas the one above had the bath and shower. “I’ll head down to the office and see if Max is there.”
“We can call in on the way to the pool,” Kelly said. “I still want to go. It’s not flooding any more, so we can leave it. There’s not much we can do.”
I threw down some towels to soak up some of the excess water and turned on the heating even though it was warm already, hoping the extra heat might dry things out some.
“I hope we don’t get into trouble,” I said as we headed towards his office, just around the corner from the restaurants and main hub of the complex.
“We won’t,” Kelly replied. “It’s just a blockage and a bit of water. I’m sure he’ll be able to fix it straight away.”
We found Max’s office, a small square outbuilding right next to what looked like some sort of storage building.
As I pushed open the front door. Our rep was sitting behind a desk, typing away on his keyboard but looked up from his monitor as we entered. “Hello,” he said with a friendly smile. “Is everything okay? Enjoying yourselves?”
“We’re having an awesome time, yes,” I nodded. “But we just got back from doing some shopping to find the downstairs bathroom flooded. We’re really sorry. It must have gotten blocked or something.”
Max grimaced. “Aww, man. That’s not good. It happens sometimes. The drains here aren’t great. They do sometimes get blocked.” He looked at his watch. “I won’t get a plumber out at this time of day but maybe I can call around in a while and have a look.”
“That’d be great if you could,” Kelly replied and as she spoke, I saw Max look my girlfriend up and down. She looked cute today in a pair of white linen shorts and a matching cropped vest top that showed off her toned, tanned stomach as well as some cleavage.
“Sure.” Max licked his lips slightly awkwardly when he noticed that I was watching him check out my girlfriend. “Give me an hour and I’ll call over. You don’t need to be there. I have a key.”
“Whatever it costs to unblock the drain, I’m happy to pay for your trouble,” I said but Max waved me away.
“Not at all,” he said. “It will be the drains. Not your fault. I’ll sort it.”
We left the office and walked to the pool, where we sat down with a couple of drinks. Kelly stripped off her cropped vest top and shorts, so she was just in a very minimal silver bikini.
“That’s a very small bikini,” I noted, taking in her increasingly golden-coloured body.
“I’ve actually got one that’s even more risque than this,” she grinned. “I’m saving that for the beach. Maybe on the last day, to tan my final few white bits.”
The bikini top just consisted of two silver shaped semi-cups that pushed her boobs up slightly, joined by a central clip and stringy straps. The bottom half was a silver triangle at the front and back and then two very slim straps that connected over her hips.
She did have some ‘white bits’ as she’d referred to them, less tanned areas of her body, namely the lower parts of her breasts and her hips, where the more conservative bikinis had previously kept hidden. Once again, I enjoyed the sight of my gorgeous girlfriend and realised how blessed I was to have her as my girl.
“Yo, Kelly,” said a familiar deep voice just as was getting comfortable on the sunlounger. “You guys okay?”
I turned to see the huge bulk that was the pool guy sit down right next to Kelly. She pushed her sunglasses up onto her head and turned to look at him.
“Hi, Ferdy,” she smiled at the big guy. “Yes, we’re good, thanks.”
“I see the man got a tan,” he jabbed a meaty finger at me. “You look so much healthier with a bit of colour, dude.”
I didn’t reply. I just gave him a thumbs-up, so he returned his attention back to Kelly.
“Did you do the boat trip yet?” he asked.
“We did and it was amazing,” she replied. “Although I think the food we had on the boat gave us mild food poisoning.”
“Oh, man. That’s not good. I’ll have a word with my friend. See if I can get you some money back. You’re both okay now though?”
“It only lasted a day,” I heard Kelly say and I turned to look at her. She was sitting upright, trying to fasten her hair behind her head into a ponytail, then when she’d done that, she reached into the bag and fetched out a bottle of suntan lotion. “Ferdy, would you mind putting some on my back?”
I almost jerked upright. What was she doing? I stopped myself, just pushing myself onto my elbows to watch. I’d given her the okay to do exactly this sort of thing, hadn’t I?
“I’d love to,” Ferdy said with a toothy smile. He was shirtless again and as he took the bottle from Kelly and squeezed some out into his large palms, I saw the huge muscles in his arms flex and ripple. The big man was built like a heavyweight boxer.
Kelly rolled onto her front and Ferdy shifted so he was sitting on the edge of her lounger next to her, then started gently massaging the fluid into her upper back.
“Is this okay with you, dude?” he said and I realised he was talking to me.
“It’s cool,” I nodded, suddenly feeling something I hadn’t expected and wasn’t quite ready for; a sense of mild humiliation. I looked around and fortunately, none of the other guests sitting around the pool paid any attention to us. I swallowed my pride. I was doing this for Kelly. I’d promised that it was okay. We were testing things out.
“Do you want some putting on your legs?” Ferdy asked and when Kelly nodded, he moved his hands downwards, starting at her calves and slowly making his way upwards. As I watched, he applied it to the backs of her thighs and I could see his thumbs working the cream into her skin, closer and closer to her ass and then his hands were on her butt cheeks, the half of them that was exposed by the small bikini bottoms. I saw his thumbs almost go into her bottoms, under the hems, and kept an eye on him as he did the insides of thighs. His fingers were less than an inch from her pussy. I realised my cock was hard.
“There you go,” he said, putting the bottle down next to the sunlounger. “If I offered to do your front, would you think I was being cheeky?”
“I can do my front myself, thank you,” Kelly replied but disarmed the comment by aiming a smile at the big lifeguard.
“Well, you know where I am if you change your mind,” Ferdy stood up, looking at me. “Hey. What was your name again?”
“Damon,” I reminded him, trying to act cool and hoping my erection wasn’t visible through my shorts.
“Damon,” the big man’s mouth formed a wide grin. “Your girlfriend here is hot. What a body. You are a lucky, lucky boy.”
As he walked away, I leaned in close to Kelly who was still laying on her front, facing me and whispered, “You enjoyed that, didn’t you?”
“From the bulge in your shorts,” she replied. “So did you.”
“Is it that visible?” I looked down. It was visible, but fortunately not that much. Just a slight ridge running across my right upper thigh.
“Well, I noticed,” Kelly giggled. “I bet Ferdy did too, but don’t worry. He was good enough to not say anything if he did.”
After a while, with the sun’s strength waning, Kelly sat up and stretched. “Let’s go back to the apartment,” she said. “I don’t like the idea of Max being in there without us.”
“He’ll be fine,” I said, not really wanting to move. I was comfortable. “He’s our rep. We can trust him. He’s not going to go through our stuff or anything.”
“I just want to be there,” Kelly pulled on her cropped vest top and put the lotion and her shorts back in her bag. “I’m worried it might have flooded even more or something.”
“Okay,” I sighed, forcing myself to get up and after finishing off our drinks, we headed back to the apartment. The bathroom hadn’t flooded any worse than it already had earlier; in fact, it had dried out from the heating being on, the only downside of that being that the apartment felt scorching hot.
“I’ll open all the windows,” I said, starting with the ones in the main living area.
“I’m going to have a quick shower while we’re waiting for Max,” Kelly said, heading upstairs. “As much as I enjoyed Ferdy’s big hands on me, he put on way too much sun cream. I feel all sticky.”
Again, I felt a twinge of arousal hearing her say that. I enjoyed Ferdy’s big hands on me. Was I starting to get used to this idea of Kelly liking other guys?
Just as I’d finished opening all of the windows and doors, I heard a knock and Max walked in. “Hi,” he said, looking around. “Let’s have a look at this blocked toilet of yours.”
“It’s the downstairs one,” I explained, walking him through and showing him the still-wet floor and the filled basin.
The short but stocky young black guy leaned over and peered into the paper-filled water.
“It looks like it’s just blocked here at the u-bend,” he said, rubbing a hand through his longish black hair. “Let me get my tools. I’ll be right back.”
As he went outside to a small buggy which was parked right out front, I shouted upstairs to Kelly that Max was here but she didn’t hear me. I could hear the shower running still, so I left it as Max walked back in with a set of metal rods, a plunger and some black rubber gloves.
“Leave it with me,” he said. “Hopefully this will sort it.”
Hoping there wasn’t a giant dump blocking the U-bend, because that would be really embarrassing, I went into the kitchen and poured myself a drink of the gorgeous Bajan lemonade we’d bought from the market earlier.
As I walked back to see how he was getting on, I froze. Kelly was walking down the staircase. Completely naked with just a fluffy white towel wrapped around her head.
“Kelly,” I mouthed, waving to get her attention. Max was just a few feet away, his back facing towards us both as he bent over the toilet. “Max is here,” I silently mouthed.
“I know,” she mouthed back with a wicked smile.
Oh my God. She knew he was here.
Max stood up and pushed the handle of the toilet down, watching it flush. Kelly stayed where she was, then just as Max turned around, satisfied that the blockage had cleared, she took another step down and froze in pretend shock as he saw her.
“Oh, I’m sorry.” Kelly put one hand over her shaved pussy and wrapped the other hand and arm over her boobs, managing to cover her nipples but not before Max had seen everything.
“No,” he waved away her apology. “I’m sorry. I thought you knew I was here.”
“I was in the shower. I never heard you,” she explained then turned to me. “Damon, why didn’t you shout up to me that Max was here.”
“Ah, I didn’t think to,” I apologised, trying to appear embarrassed too.
“Anyway, it’s fixed,” Max said, turning to me after dragging his eyes away from Kelly’s bronzed body. “It was just a whole bundle of paper blocking it. You might want to not use quite as much. These drains are so small, they can’t handle a lot.”
“Thank you,” I said. “I’ll make sure it doesn’t happen again. Do I owe you any money?”
“No,” Max said, then smiled and looked at Kelly who was still standing there, mostly naked, her modesty barely preserved by her hands. “I think I’ve been rewarded enough.”
Kelly sucked in a deep breath as though shocked. “Max. You’re naughty. I better go and get dressed for dinner.”
As she turned, she moved the hand from her pussy to her backside, trying to cover her bottom as she walked up the stairs but all she actually managed to do was give the young black man another eyeful of her shaved slit as she turned.
“I’m sorry, man,” Max said to me as he stripped off the rubber gloves and gathered the tools together to leave. “I had no idea your girl would walk down the stairs naked.”
“Don’t worry about it,” I said, deciding to take a small risk. “I think she knew you were here. Kelly is mischievous, like that.”
“Oh yeah?” Max looked up the stairs again to where Kelly had disappeared. “I like that. Anyway. I have things to do, so I’ll see you later.”
He gave the stairs one last look, perhaps hoping to see Kelly nude again, then turned and left, getting in the buggy. As I closed the door, I saw him pull out his phone and make a call, before driving away with a huge smile on his face.
I couldn’t believe Kelly had just done that. I went upstairs to see what she’d got planned next.




Chapter 9
“Did I really just do that?” Kelly said as I stepped into the bedroom. “I can’t believe I just did that.”
“Max just saw you completely naked,” I nodded. “Yes, you just did that.”
“I blocked the toilet,” Kelly explained. “I didn’t mean for it to cause such a mess. It was just a silly idea. I never thought it would work, but it did.”
“You did it deliberately so Max would see you naked?”
“Not Max. I thought we would end up with some hot black maintenance guy,” Kelly was getting dressed, fastening her black bra behind her back. “It being Max was a bonus. He’s so cute. I love how cheeky he was.”
“I told him you knew he was there,” I said and Kelly’s dark eyes went huge. “I said you can be mischievous like that.”
“You did?” she gasped. “What did he say?”
“He said he liked it,” I chuckled. “I couldn’t believe you hadn’t told me what you were doing, so I thought it’d be fun to kind of prank you back.”
“I love that you told him,” Kelly sat down and pulled a scarlet skirt up her legs, then a tight white wrap-around top over her head, so that she was dressed. “I can’t believe I just let a black guy see me naked like that. It’s made me kind of horny. Do you think he liked my body?”
“Kelly, look at you. You’re fucking gorgeous. Any man would like your body.”
My girlfriend stood up and smiled at me. “I love you,” she blew me a kiss. “Now leave me to do my hair and get dressed. I’m hungry and don’t want to wait too long to go out tonight.”
I did as she asked, having a shower myself and then getting dressed while she finished fixing her hair and makeup. When we were both ready, we headed out, deciding to go back to the first restaurant we’d visited. The seafood place where Jovani worked.
As we sat down to eat, I couldn’t help but stare at Kelly. Not just because she looked beautiful tonight with her usual smoky makeup and long lashes, but also because of what had happened earlier. This was a new Kelly and it was taking some getting used to.
It turned out that Jovani wasn’t working tonight, but we weren’t in any danger of a quieter night for it.
“Kelly!”
Oh, crap.
“Hi, Regan,” said my girlfriend as the bubbly redhead appeared with her dour blonde friend, Chloe.
“Can we sit with you again?” Regan asked, pulling a table over before waiting for an answer.
“Yes, please do,” Kelly replied, seeming happy to see the two women despite being jealous of Regan just a few nights ago. “We haven’t seen you since the other night. I wondered if you’d gone home.”
“No. Tomorrow night is our last night,” Chloe said as she dragged a chair over and sat down once more opposite me.
“We met this group of guys in the old town the night after we saw you,” Regan explained, twirling the menu over and over in her hands while deciding what to have. “We’ve spent the last couple of days with them. Hey, Chloe has even got a date with one of them tomorrow.”
“Ooooh, exciting,” Kelly smiled at the chubby blonde. “Is he hot?”
“He’s very handsome,” Chloe nodded. “And charming too.”
“Hotter than Max?” Kelly asked. “I thought you were set on getting your nails into our hot little rep.”
“She asked him out and he said ‘no’,” Regan said as Chloe pulled a face at her friend telling us everything. “What? It’s true. No point in lying about it. It’s his loss, remember.”
“We’re going to the nightclub with them tomorrow night,” Chloe told Kelly. “You should come. It’ll be fun.”
“We might just do that,” Kelly turned to me and I nodded. A nightclub would be fun, I had to admit.
“So what have you guys been up to?” Regan asked after we’d given the waitress our food order. “Has your boy here been giving you the good sex?”
“He has,” Kelly chuckled. “We’ve had a lot of fun, actually. What about you? How was your night with Jovani? We saw you leave with him, you know?”
“Don’t go there,” Chloe moaned but Regan elbowed her and told her to quit moaning.
“It was incredible,” Regan leaned forward. “Is he not working tonight? Good. He’s lovely, but I’ve been seeing this new guy so I’ve been avoiding him. Anyway, he came back to our apartment and stayed the night.”
“So I got zero sleep,” Chloe interrupted. “They were at it all night. Regan is literally the loudest woman in the world when she’s having sex. It’s disgusting.”
“Oh, shut up,” Regan giggled. “You’re only jealous. Anyway, yes. We did it every position imaginable. Four times it was. I had orgasm after orgasm. And the reason I was so loud, Chloe, was that his cock is massive. Like, really massive. I couldn’t help the noises I was making. The man made me yelp every time he shoved it in.”
“Wow,” breathed Kelly. I looked at my girlfriend to see her staring at the mouthy redhead like she was in awe of her.
“The new guy I’ve been seeing isn’t as big but he’s still a decent size and knows how to use it,” Regan went on. She was wearing a black top tonight so tight I could see the outline of her nipples through it. “It’s a shame you’re with your boyfriend because he’s got lots of good-looking friends who’d love a girl like you.”
“Well,” Kelly began, then looked at me before she continued. When I subtly shook my head, she changed direction from what I knew she was going to say. “I don’t know about that.”
“Oh, of course they’d love you,” Regan pointed a disbelieving look at Kelly. “Look at you. You’re slim, sexy, young. Hell, I’d fuck you if I was a black guy. Or any guy. Or a lesbian.”
“There’s not a lot of people you wouldn’t fuck,” Chloe said dryly.
“White guys with their limp white dicks,” Regan replied, then turned to me. “No disrespect to you, Damon. I’m sure your dick isn’t limp. It must be okay if you’re keeping Kelly here satisfied.”
“Damon is good in bed,” Kelly assured her. “He’s man enough for me, but…” Again she looked at me and again I gave her a look as if to say ‘stop’ but this time she didn’t quite change course like she did last time. “Why can’t I talk to them about it?” she asked me instead.
“Ask us about what?” Regan asked but Kelly ignored her for now.
“They’ve been so open about everything,” my girlfriend said to me. “They’re not going to judge, are they?”
“Judge you for what?” Chloe asked.
I huffed in exasperation. Kelly didn’t understand how difficult this was for me. It was embarrassing but I knew she wouldn’t understand, even if I did try to explain. She was excited and horny lately and we were on vacation with all the lowering of your inhibitions that sometimes brings. Plus, we’d had a few drinks today, so she was talkative and giddy like she always was when she’d got some alcohol inside her. Plus, Chloe and Regan were going home tomorrow and we’d probably never see them again, so what did I care what they thought about me?
“Okay,” I sighed. “Go ahead.”
“I’ve fancied black guys for ages,” Kelly turned to the two women in front of us. “Anyway, before we came to Barbados - a couple of days before - I got hit on by this DJ. He was black and very cute, even though he was much older than me. Damon got a bit jealous, so then I told him that I’ve always kind of liked black guys and that I actually lost my virginity to a black guy - even though I can’t remember much about it.”
“Cool,” Regan said. “Why would we judge you for that? That’s the very reason we’re here - to have fun with some black men.”
“I haven’t gotten to the main part yet,” Kelly said. “Damon and I have been talking and he’s open to the idea of letting me have some fun with someone else. Someone black, of course, because I basically feel like if I don’t ever do it, I’ll always wonder about it. Do you know what I mean?”
“Have some fun - as in fuck - a black guy?” Regan clarified, looking from Kelly to me.
“We want to take it slowly,” I explained, wishing I wasn’t having this conversation. “I don’t want her to just jump into bed with any random person.”
“Now you’ve moved on from wanting Max,” Kelly said to Chloe, who was listening if not speaking. “I can tell you this. I think he’s cute too. Earlier, I asked him to come to our apartment to fix a plumbing problem and while he was there, I walked out of the shower totally naked. Deliberately. He saw everything.”
Chloe laughed. “What did he say? Was he embarrassed? Or did he have a good look?”
“He apologised, but yes, he had a good look,” Kelly grinned. “I was so nervous but it got me really horny. I’m hoping he makes some sort of move on me now.”
“And how will you react, if he does?” Regan was still looking at me as if trying to read me.
“I don’t know,” I said, honestly. “If it’s what Kelly wants, this whole thing, then I’m willing to give it a try - for her - but it all feels very weird.”
“If she does this,” Regan leaned over the table, closer to me. “She might never want you again, you know? Black guys are… I don’t know… Addictive isn’t the right word, but you know what I mean?”
“I’ll always want Damon,” Kelly put her hand on my shoulder. “He’s my man and I love him. He’s sweet, loving, he takes care of me. No matter what happens, he’ll always be that. If I do sleep with a black guy, none of that will change. I’ve promised him.”
Regan eyed me some more, then looked at Kelly as if she was going to say something but then the waitress came over with more drinks for us.
“So, you want to - what?” Chloe asked us, once the waitress had gone. “Just fool around? Suck a black cock? Go all the way and fuck a black guy? You said ‘have some fun’ but that can mean a million things.”
“Oh, I want to go all the way,” Kelly nodded. “Definitely, but as Damon said, I’m happy to take it slowly. One step at a time, if that makes him feel better about it.”
“You’re really okay with your girlfriend having a black guy inside her?” Regan asked me, not seeming to believe it. “Because she’s hot. She’s super-hot. A black guy isn’t just going to have sex with her. He’s going to want to destroy her. That’s what some black guys are like. They’re animals in bed. Seriously, you might not get the same girlfriend back as the one you had before she went to his bed.”
“I trust my girlfriend,” I shrugged, although the things she was saying were disturbing me. “If Kelly says she loves me and it won’t change anything, then I believe her.”
“You’re a brave man,” Regan smiled. “Either brave or stupid, but I’ll give you the benefit of the doubt.”
“He’s a good man,” Kelly defended me, turning to me and kissing me on the lips unexpectedly. “Which is why I love him. And he’s far from stupid.”
After our dinner, we continued with our drinks and I somehow managed to swerve the conversation away from Kelly’s desires and black guys for a while, but as we were ready to leave and go back to our apartment, Regan caught up to us.
“Don’t forget tomorrow night,” she said to Kelly. “We’re going to the nightclub and you are definitely coming. You’ll both love it and you never know, I might be able to set you up with one of the guys I was talking about.”
“I don’t know,” Kelly said, looking at me for help.
“Please come,” Regan said, then turned to me. “You’ll have a good time and it’s our last night in Barbados for me and Chloe, so it’d be fun to spend it with you guys.”
“Do you want to?” I asked Kelly and a broad smile spread across her face.
“Of course I want to,” she shrugged. “But it’s up to you.”
“Where are we meeting you?” I gave in Kelly’s smile and the big puppy eyes that Regan was using on me.
“Give me your number,” she said to Kelly. “I’ll give you a call to sort it out tomorrow.”
Kelly and Regan exchanged numbers and as we went our separate ways, Kelly and I heading back to the apartment, my girlfriend’s hand found mine and squeezed it.
“I’m sure we’ll have fun tomorrow,” she said. “I hope you didn’t mind me talking to them about it. I know it’s probably a bit embarrassing for you but I promise it’ll all be worth it. You’ll have a very happy girlfriend who will do anything for you. And I mean, anything.”
“Anything?” I pretended to think hard about it. “Anything sounds like a lot of fun. I’d be careful what you promise. I’ll hold you to it.”
“I hope you do,” she giggled.
We got back to the apartment and had amazing sex, during which Kelly again admitted to imagining I was a hot black guy and once more I found myself imagining more or less the same thing.
What would tomorrow hold? The day afterwards would be our last day in Barbados, so if Kelly was going to actually do something - something more than what she’d done today - showing Max her naked body, then tomorrow would probably be the day.




Chapter 10
It was our next-to-last day in Barbados and we headed out on a trip which gave us a full tour of the island, which was fantastic. We got to explore the underground caves, visit a gorgeous church and see all the sights and sounds of the famous Bridgetown which was fantastic and easily the highlight of the week.
By the time we got back to our apartment, we were almost too exhausted to go out for dinner, but we did and had a delicious meal at the seafood restaurant which we’d decided now was our favourite.
“Good evening,” Jovani greeted us as he walked over from the bar. The tall, handsome waiter looked Kelly up and down which didn’t surprise me as she’d dressed up in her very best outfit for tonight. She was wearing an emerald green mini-dress with tiny straps over the shoulders, showing off her bronzed cleavage and the skirt was so short you could almost see the tiny black panties she was wearing.
“Hi, Jovani,” Kelly smiled at him, enjoying his attention.
“You look very beautiful tonight, if I may say so,” the waiter said, barely giving me a glance.
“I made an effort, so that’s nice to hear.” Kelly brushed her long jet-black hair over her slim shoulders. “It’s our last full night tonight, so we decided to make the most of it.” It was our last full night. We were flying tomorrow evening, so this was our final full day and night here.
“Oh, it’s a shame you’re going home already.” Jovani couldn’t take his eyes off my girlfriend as she crisscrossed her long, golden legs under the table. “Are you spending your evening with us?”
“We’re eating here then going into the old town,” Kelly told him. “To the nightclub. Are you working all night or…?”
“I am working all night,” Jovani’s smile dropped a little. “Why?”
“You could have joined us, perhaps.”
I looked at Kelly, feeling strangely proud of her for some reason. Maybe it was because she’d grown in confidence enough to flirt. Yesterday, she’d ‘accidentally’ let herself be seen naked by Max and now she was very openly flirting with another man in front of me. We hadn’t actually talked all day about our plans for the last day - or indeed what she intended to happen at the nightclub later. We needed to, I realised.
“That would have been fun,” Jovani smiled. “But I am stuck here all evening. Maybe we could do something tomorrow before you go home.”
The waiter knew she was flirting and didn’t seem to care that I was here, in fact, he was just as openly flirting back.
“We’re spending tomorrow on the beach before we have to fly home,” Kelly told him. ”If you’re free, maybe you can find us there and have a drink with us or something?”
“That would be good.” Jovani finally looked my way and smiled. “You will be at the beach too?”
“I’ll be there but don’t worry about me,” I shrugged. “If Kelly wants some company, that’s fine by me.”
Jovani’s eyebrows raised high up his forehead as he took in what I’d just said. “It sounds good. I will see what I can do.”
After taking our food order, he went back to the bar with a grin and once he’d gone, Kelly leaned across the table staring at me with her mouth agape.
“What was that?” she asked me in a hoarse whisper.
“I’m trying to help,” I shrugged. “You were more or less making it clear that you wanted to have sex with him, so I thought it would be good to tell him I’m cool with it.”
“I was just flirting,” Kelly told me. “I wasn’t being that obvious, was I?”
“Maybe you can have a drink with us or something?” I said in a poor imitation of Kelly’s voice, then laughed. “Come on. He knows exactly what’s going on, I’m telling you.”
“I was just fooling around,” Kelly insisted. “Flirting and letting him know I fancy him. I knew he’d be working all night and wouldn’t be able to come to the nightclub. Besides, Regan would go ape shit if he turned up, I think. I was just… you know, having a bit of fun. If he comes to the beach tomorrow, I can flirt some more before we go home.”
When Jovani returned with our food, he smiled and talked politely but Kelly didn’t flirt again, just in case he changed his plans and wanted to join us at the nightclub. As she’d pointed out, Regan had been avoiding Jovani these past few days and she probably wouldn’t take kindly to us inviting him along.
Regan called us shortly after we’d finished the meal and told us we could meet her and Chloe in an hour’s time outside the club, which she gave us the address for. We finished our drinks and ordered a taxi but as Jovani brought us over the bill, he pulled a chair over and sat down.
“Am I okay to sit with you for a minute?” he asked, all smiles and charm like usual. “I have my break now.”
“Sure,” Kelly said as I paid the bill with my card. “You can chill out here with us while we wait for our taxi.”
“Cool,” he replied, once again openly eyeing up Kelly’s figure with no concern at all that her boyfriend was there, watching him. “I was talking to Max earlier. You know Max, the site rep?”
“Max is lovely,” Kelly nodded, suddenly fiddling with a strand of her black hair, usually a sign that she was nervous or anxious. “Did he mention that we had a problem at the apartment yesterday?”
“Yes, he told me all about it,” Jovani grinned at Kelly. “All about it, you know?”
“So, he told you that he saw me naked,” Kelly raised an eyebrow at him. “Yes, he did. I’d just been in the shower and he saw everything. It was really embarrassing.”
“He mentioned it, yes,” Jovani nodded. “I have to admit I was jealous. He was very complimentary about you.”
“Was he?” Kelly was blushing. Her cheeks were glowing bright red but she obviously wasn’t going to let Jovani get the better of her in this little exchange. “That’s good to know. I’d hate it if he hadn’t enjoyed seeing what he saw.”
“He also said that your boyfriend said you’d maybe done it deliberately because you’re mischievous.” Jovani stroked his chin. “Are you a naughty girl, Kelly?”
I rolled my eyes at his ‘smoothness’ while Kelly just gazed at him coolly.
“I might be.” She smiled as though this was all coming naturally to her, but I could tell she was way out of her comfort zone. I don’t think Jovani could tell though. My girlfriend was a good actress. “Maybe you’ll find out if you come to the beach with us tomorrow.”
I stared at her wide-eyed. This level of forwardness was something I’d never seen from Kelly before. I was wondering what to say - if anything - but right then, our taxi turned up, saving us from the conversation for now.
“I’ll see you at the beach tomorrow,” Jovani said quietly to Kelly as he followed us out of the restaurant. “What time?”
“We’ll be there early,” Kelly shrugged. “You’ll have to find us if you want to find out if Max was telling the truth or not.”
I looked over my shoulder at Jovani who was standing at the entrance to the restaurant, his mouth now slightly agape as he watched us leave.
“Where did that come from?” I asked once we were in the back of the cab, heading into the old town.
“I know, right?” Kelly giggled. “I didn’t know I had it in me to be like that.”
“Neither did I,” I replied, noticing again how hot she looked tonight because her long legs were bent almost up to her chest in the tight backseat space of the small taxi we were in.
“We fly home tomorrow,” Kelly reminded me. “I just thought ‘fuck it’, it’s our last night. Let’s have a little fun.”
It was our last night here, which worried me, especially if Kelly got drunk tonight. How much ‘fun’ was she intending to have?
“Before we meet Regan and Chloe,” I said, putting a hand on one of her silky knees. “Do you think we should talk? We haven’t properly talked about tonight and what’s... kind of… on your mind, if you know what I mean?”
“On my mind?” Kelly looked at me. “I thought it best we don’t talk. I don’t want to overthink things or put any pressure on either me or you.”
“I suppose.” I looked out of the windows, watching the bright street lights go by as we made our way into the old town. “I just don’t know what to expect.”
I was trying to word things carefully so the taxi driver didn’t know what we were talking about, but Kelly didn’t seem to care.
“You mean - am I looking to fuck someone tonight?” Kelly ignored the taxi driver as he looked over her shoulder at us briefly. “The answer is ‘I don’t know.’ If the opportunity arises, then maybe? I don’t know, Damon. I just want to have a good time. Get drunk. Have a dance and a laugh with Regan and Chloe. Let them introduce us to their friends and just enjoy ourselves, you know? If something happens, it happens. Don’t worry. You’re with me. I feel safe. We can talk as the night goes on. Just chill, okay?”
The taxi driver was watching me through the rearview mirror, probably wondering what the hell was going on but I wasn’t going to enlighten him by going into it any further in the back of his car.
When we finally arrived and were out of the taxi, Kelly looped her arm through mine as we walked towards the front of the club. “You’re nervous,” she said quietly. “I know. I am too. Which is why we should just play it by ear. Relax and have fun. Nothing will happen, most probably. If Jovani had offered me sex back there in the restaurant I’d have panicked and run. This fantasy of mine - sleeping with a black guy - I still don’t know if I can do it. I’m having fun playing with the thought but until it actually happens, I don’t know if I’ll do it or not. I’m enjoying finding out, but please, just chill and trust me. Forget about it, maybe. Just see what happens but let’s concentrate on having a good last night of our vacation, yes?”
“That sounds like a good plan,” I nodded. “I just wish it was as easy as you make it sound.”
“You’re here!” screeched Regan, pulling Kelly into a hug as we found them standing just inside the entrance. The night was cool again, and all three of the women next to me were wearing barely anything. Kelly was in the tiny green mini-dress. Regan was in a red bra top which barely fitted and a matching pair of shorts so small they disappeared up her sizable ass-crack. Chloe was in a black tube-dress that didn’t flatter her slightly lumpy figure, only just big enough to cover her boobs and butt.
“Let’s go in,” Chloe moaned. I could see goosebumps on her arms. “I’m so cold.”
It wasn’t that cold. She must be one of those people that felt it more, but I didn’t say anything to her complaining. Instead, we headed into the club and whatever the evening held for us.




Chapter 11
“I was talking to Jovani earlier,” Kelly shouted over the music to the two women as we got some drinks from the bar. The nightclub was busy. A heavy atmosphere filled the hazy, dark interior and the pulsating bass coming from the speakers above us was so loud it seemed to make my teeth vibrate.
“I hope you didn’t tell him you were meeting us here,” Regan shouted back as we made our way over to a corner where there were some empty tables.
“No,” Kelly shook her head as we sat down in a round booth with red leather seats that had seen better days. It was much quieter here. “I didn’t. But guess what? Max told him about seeing me naked and he was really flirty and forward with me. I think he was jealous.”
That wasn’t quite how it had happened, but I let Kelly put her own spin on it. I looked around the nightclub, surprised that the customers were a mix of all ethnicities. Blacks, whites, Latinos, they all seemed to be fairly well-represented. I’d expected it to be mainly black men and white holidaymaker women, for some reason.
“He’s a dirty dog,” Regan nodded. “Or maybe shark is a better word for him. Once he smells blood, he’ll be after you like you’re some sort of prey.”
“We go home tomorrow night,” Kelly replied. “And when I told him, he asked if he could meet me tomorrow at the beach before we go home. Do you think he wants me?”
“Of course he wants you,” Regan scoffed. “Who wouldn’t? Look at you. You’re fucking stunning, babe.”
“It’s our last night tonight too,” Chloe reminded us. “We fly home in the early hours of this morning, so tonight is our last chance of meeting someone.”
“Talking about meeting someone,” Regan looked around. “Our boys should be here anytime.”
“So do you think I should meet him tomorrow?” Kelly asked as Regan’s eyes swept the room.
“I think that’s up to you and your boyfriend,” Regan replied with a small smile in my direction. “Oh, look. They’re here now.”
“Aren’t you going to tell them about your idea?” Chloe said as Regan waved to the small group of guys getting drinks at the bar.
“Oh, shit. Yes,” Regan looked at me. “Listen, I had this idea. If Kelly wants to have some fun with our friends tonight, obviously it’s going to be strange you being here. So, I thought we could introduce you as Kelly’s brother. Or friend. Or whatever, but that way the boys will think she’s single and you don’t have to feel like some sort of fool while your girlfriend dances with other guys.”
“That’s a good idea,” Kelly turned to me just as I was about to object and say, ‘No way’
“You want me to be your brother?” I screwed my face up in disbelief. “Really?”
“Why’s it such a bad thing?” Kelly pouted. “Come on. It’ll be fun. Just do it for the laugh. They might figure it out anyway.”
I didn’t have any more time to object because the men had made their way over to us and Kelly and I got a surprise as the big guy at the back came into view.
“Here’s my man,” Regan said, shuffling up so he could sit next to her. “I missed you, Ferdy.”
Ferdy looked at Kelly and then at me. “Hey. It’s you guys from the pool. When Regan said she was bringing some friends, I didn't know it was you two.”
Shit. The game was up before it had even begun. I saw Regan’s eyes widen as she realised her plan wouldn’t work but she tried anyway.
“I’ll introduce them to everyone else though,” the redhead replied. “This is Kelly, she’s from the same town as us back home. And this is Damon, her brother.”
“Her brother?” Ferdy looked at me with a puzzled expression but before he could say anything else, Regan put a hand on the big man’s burly arm.
“Yes, it’s her brother. Kelly is single,” she explained slowly. “So if any of you lovely chaps wants to buy her a drink and take her for a dance, I’m sure she’d appreciate that. And poor Damon is all on his own, so if you gentlemen will make him feel at home, that would be nice.”
“Ah,” Ferdy looked first at Kelly with a knowing grin then turned to me and winked. “I understand. Don’t worry. We’ll look after the pair of you all night.”
“This is Daniel,” Chloe said as a pencil-thin black guy with a very precise beard and moustache squeezed himself in between her and Regan. “He’s my date.”
Daniel looked sideways at her, seeming slightly concerned at being called ‘her date’ but then shrugged and smiled at Kelly. “Nice to meet you,” he said, offering a hand over the table for first my girlfriend to shake, and then me.
“I’m Leon,” said another guy, sitting on the other side of Kelly. Leon was young, maybe slightly younger than us. Most of the other men were obviously older. “Can I get you a drink, Kelly?”
“If you get one for my brother too, yes.” She looked at me with a small smile. “We’ll both have a beer, thanks.”
I watched the fashionably-dressed Leon walk to the bar, then leaned in close to Kelly. “So what does my sister think to Leon?”
“I don’t know yet,” Kelly said back quietly. “Let me get to know him. He’s only young and he’s quite handsome but I haven’t checked out the other boys yet.”
When Leon came back with a handful of beers, he sat back down next to my girlfriend, chatting politely for a while. I saw Kelly casting an appraising eye over the other four men in the group who were hanging around our table while their three friends talked to the girls but she didn’t seem impressed enough by any of them to ditch Leon.
“I’m going for a dance,” Kelly told me after a short while and I watched Leon take her by the hand and lead her into the midst of the heaving dancefloor. As soon as I’d lost sight of her, my heart started to race a little. This didn’t feel right. What if he was an asshole? I should be with her, looking after her.
As if she’d read my mind, Regan reached across the table and put a hand on my arm. “She’ll be fine,” she told me. “Leon’s a nice guy. Ask Ferdy.”
“Ask me what?” the big pool guard said when he heard his name mentioned.
“Kelly’s gone for a dance with Leon,” the redhead explained. “Damon was looking worried so I told him that Leon’s a nice guy and told him to ask you if he didn’t believe me.”
“Leon’s a good kid,” Ferdy nodded. “He’ll look after your Kelly. Don’t worry. The boy loves to dance, so she’ll be having a great time.”
Ferdy soon took Regan dancing and then Chloe and Daniel joined them, leaving me at the table on my own. The other black guys asked me if I was okay and one of them brought me over another beer, but we never properly made conversation which was probably my fault. I was so tense and nervous that I didn’t know what to say.
I sat there for quite a while until I began to worry again. Ferdy’s positive words about Leon had made me feel better at first but now with them being gone for so long, the anxiety was growing again.
“Have you seen Kelly?” I asked Chloe as the blonde returned to the table with the stick-thin Daniel in tow.
“Yes, she’s near the DJ,” she pointed with a thick finger across the room. “I’d leave her alone right now if I was you.”
“Her and Leon were getting to know each other,” Daniel chuckled. “Tongues and everything.”
“They were kissing,” Chloe nodded. “But she looks happy. She’s having fun, so you don’t need to worry.”
They were kissing. Fuck. My stomach lurched. What the hell was I doing? What the hell were we doing? Again, I got that sense of wrongness and a feeling that we were playing with fire, but I suppressed it. Kelly wanted this. I had to let her experiment - get whatever it was out of her system. I remembered what she’d said earlier. ‘I still don’t know if I can actually do it.’ she’d said, implying that she might get the opportunity and then back out, deciding it wasn’t for her. But she had to get to that point for us to find out.
“I’m going to the bar,” I said to Chloe and Daniel before I realised they were kissing. “Does either of you want a drink or anything?”
They didn’t answer; too busy making out, so I shrugged to myself and made my way to the bar, looking for the other guys in the group but they seemed to have drifted away onto the dancefloor too, or perhaps they’d gone.
Armed once more with a bottle of beer, I headed back to our table to see that Regan and Ferdy were there now. Chloe and Daniel weren’t, so perhaps they’d gone back to dancing. Not wanting to repeat the same conversation with Regan about Kelly that I’d just had with Chloe, I walked around the edge of the dancefloor, looking for the DJ box.
When I saw it on the far side from where we were sitting, I looked around for Kelly and Leon but couldn’t see them at first. I had to walk a little further around the room before I eventually spotted them. They were sitting in a booth together but rather than being sat next to each other, Kelly was on Leon’s lap and they were still kissing.
Ouch. Nothing I’d imagined or talked about had prepared me for this moment. I simply stood there watching my girlfriend kiss another man - a younger man - a black man. Leon’s hand was on her thigh and I watched him softly stroke her bronzed skin before sliding it up, over her hip and then over one of her breasts, gently cupping it as they kissed.
It felt like a punch in the stomach. For some reason, Kelly exposing herself to Max hadn’t hurt, but this: seeing a man grope my girlfriend’s breasts, even if it was through the fabric of her green dress, this hurt.
As I watched, moving a bit closer - but not too close - their kissing turned more urgent and passionate and then they stopped, saying something to each other while Leon kept feeling her breast and Kelly stroked his chest with her hand. Leon’s hand moved, going to the back of her head and he drew her forward into a kiss again as Kelly swung a leg over, straddling him now. I could see her hips moving, grinding herself onto him and I wondered if she could feel his cock - which must be erect by now - rubbing against her pussy. Her skirt was short and had ridden up so that the only thing between him and her was the thin fabric of her panties.
I realised my own cock was hard. It was gut-wrenching to watch but for some reason, it was also arousing. Several people around the two of them were watching them make out now, smiling and laughing at the horny pair and for some reason that was the thing that angered me more than the fact of what my girlfriend was actually doing.
“I don’t think you should be here watching, my friend.” I felt a heavy arm around my shoulder and turned to see Ferdy next to me. “Regan told me everything. Your girl wants to try black dick. Good of you for letting her. Is it getting you off, watching her? Or do you want me to go stop them? I understand if you do. Leon’s my boy. I’ll deal with him if you’re changing your mind about this whole thing.”
“I don’t know,” I rubbed a hand through my hair wondering what the hell to do. My mind was full of conflicting emotions: jealousy, possessiveness, humiliation, arousal, embarrassment, excitement and curiosity as to what Kelly would do next. I wanted to stop it but at the same time, I didn’t. I nodded towards the bar. Ferdy nodded his understanding and I let him lead me back across the club, leaving my girlfriend and her new man, who were still kissing and grinding against each other.
“Take me to the bar,” I said, “And buy me the strongest drink they’ve got.”




Chapter 12
“I found him,” Ferdy told Regan as we joined her at the bar. “He was watching them, feeling sorry for himself.”
“I told you he would be. Let’s get you a drink,” Regan grabbed me by the hand and pulled me to the bar. She ordered us a row of rum shots and I downed not one, or two, but three in a row.
“Sorry. I needed that,” I apologised for being greedy then called over to the barman. “I’ll have another beer as well.”
“Were they still kissing?” Chloe asked as she joined us at the bar.
“You could say that,” Ferdy nodded. “They were almost fucking. She was sitting on him. They were really going for it.”
“Your sister is safe,” Daniel appeared too. He was the only one there that didn’t know the truth and for a moment I thought someone was going to tell him but no one did. “Leon is a nice guy.”
The other four guys who I thought had gone home also reappeared, making quite a crowd of us at the bar. One of them talked to Ferdy for a moment who then, in turn, said something to Regan and they all started discussing something but I wasn’t interested. My thoughts were purely on Kelly and if she was okay. Were they still kissing? I remembered Kelly’s story of how she lost her virginity: in a bar washroom. Was history about to repeat itself?
“There you are,” I heard my girlfriend say and I turned to see her standing next to me. “I was looking for you.”
I’d been staring across the room and hadn’t seen her approach. She must have walked the other way around the dancefloor from where I’d been looking. Leon had walked over to the group of guys who were all still discussing something, along with Regan and Chloe.
“Are you okay?” I asked, my heart beating hard in my chest. I had no idea what she was going to tell me. Had she fucked him? Surely there hadn’t been time. It was only ten minutes or so since Ferdy had led me away. Was she going to fuck him now? Had she come over to tell me?
“I just kissed Leon,” she told me, unaware that I already knew.
“I know,” I said, trying to smile but failing. “I saw you.”
Kelly winced. “You don’t look very happy about it.”
“I’m okay.” I pointed at the empty shot glasses on the bar. “Ferdy and Chloe bought me some drinks to make me forget about it.”
“Was it bad?” Kelly asked softly. “Seeing me with him.”
“Kind of,” I nodded. “I told you. I didn’t know how this would feel and it felt bad but if it’s what you want, I just need to be a man and suck it up.”
“He’s an amazing kisser,” she said gently. “I let him feel my boobs too, but that’s all we did. He wants to take me to his place for sex.”
“Oh,” I replied for a lack of anything else to say. “Are you going to go?”
“No.” Kelly smiled at me. “I like him but he’s not my type. Not really. He’s fun but I don’t want to have sex with him.”
“How did he take it?” I asked, feeling a massive sense of relief flood through me.
“Fine.” She leaned in close then pulled away. “I want to kiss you but I can’t. It’ll look weird if I kiss my brother. In the way that I want to kiss you, anyway.”
I looked into Kelly’s eyes. “I want to kiss you too,” I said, feeling an enormous surge of love for my beautiful girlfriend.
“Listen up,” Regan said, making me jump because I hadn’t seen her walk over. “We’re leaving. We’re flying in a few hours, so Ferdy has suggested we head back to the complex and finish this on the beach. He’s got a crateful of beer in the back of his car. We can have a fire on the beach and chill out for the last few hours before we have to go. Are you coming?”
“That sounds great,” Kelly said. “Is Leon coming?”
“No,” Regan frowned at Kelly. “He told us you blew him out. Why’d you do that?”
“I don’t know,” Kelly replied. “He’s a nice guy but I just don’t like him enough to sleep with him.”
“Fair enough,” Regan shrugged, almost making her breasts fall out of her top. She tugged the bra top up higher. “So it’s just me and Ferdy and Chloe and Daniel but you guys can come and chill with us. Ferdy’s brought his pick-up and can fit us all in.”
A few minutes later we were all sitting in the back of Ferdy’s truck, apart from Regan and Ferdy who were in the driver and passenger seats inside. The beer and rum were starting to take their toll on me now. I felt light-headed as we headed back to the apartment complex, the street lights seeming to blur as they whizzed past us.
“I feel quite drunk,” Kelly said from where she was sitting next to me. “I think we’ll stay with Regan and Chloe for a little bit and then we’ll head back to the apartment for a lie-down.”
The way she said it, I knew she meant sex and when we arrived back at the complex, Ferdy parking the truck in a small car park on the edge of the beach, she whispered into my ear, “I’m so fucking horny. Are you?”
“You’re horny because you were grinding on Leon’s penis earlier,” I whispered back.
“You saw us doing that?” Kelly said, covering her mouth with one hand and wincing again.
“I bet he had a hard-on, didn’t he?” I asked.
Kelly nodded. “Yes, I could feel it through his jeans. It felt quite big too.”
“This way,” Ferdy called out to us. We were lagging behind the others, who had already walked out onto the beach. “There’s a fire pit over here.”
It was hard to see where we were walking. The lack of lighting on the beach and there was barely any light pollution here on the island so the night sky was jet-black and the only light came from the crescent moon which hung low over the horizon in front of us. The sea looked as black as the sky so it was hard to see actually where the horizon even was. You could only even know the Caribbean was there by the shimmering blue reflection of the moon on its surface.
I couldn’t see where I was stepping, so I took my shoes off after slipping on the uneven sand several times and Kelly did the same. The white sand was colourless at night and was cool and strangely crisp underfoot, almost like dry snow.
As we caught up with the other four, Ferdy managed to start a fire in the steel fire pit. As well as a crate of beer keeping us company in the back of the truck, he’d also got some firewood and as it caught, the area around us was suddenly illuminated in golden light and once more, I looked at my girlfriend, standing there staring out to sea. She was beautiful. Even though those full lips of hers had been enjoyed by another man tonight, it didn’t change how I saw her.
“Beer.” Someone shoved a bottle into my hand but I didn’t see who it was because I couldn’t take my eyes off Kelly. For some reason, it was almost as though I felt even stronger about her than I ever had before. It was as if seeing her kiss someone else had made me feel even more blessed that she was mine.
Kelly was still staring out over the sea as Regan passed her a beer too and I walked over and joined her. “What are you thinking about?” I asked quietly.
“I don’t want this holiday to end,” she replied. “This place is beautiful.”
“It is.” I wanted to put my arms around her and kiss her. I wanted to make love to her, right here, on the beach, but I didn’t because of Daniel.
“Shall we go for a walk?” she said, turning to face me. “I don’t want to be here. It’s nice and everything but-” She looked at the fire for a moment, its yellow flames reflecting in her dark eyes. “I want to be alone with you, so we can talk, just us two.”
“That sounds good to me,” I agreed and Kelly walked over to Regan and the others.
“Thanks for the beers,” she said. “It’s been an awesome night but Damon and I are going to have a walk on the beach then head back now.”
“Okay,” Chloe got up first, giving Kelly a hug and then Regan did the same. “It’s been great. We should keep in touch. Get together when we get home?”
“That sounds good,” Kelly smiled. “You’ve got my number.”
Ferdy and Daniel waved goodbye and Kelly and I left the four of them to their little party, walking next to the water for a while. Neither of us spoke. The sound of the waves lapping against the shore was calming. Kelly’s hand felt warm in mine.
“This is so romantic,” she said, eventually breaking the silence.
“I love you,” I said in return. It was all I had to say.
“I know,” Kelly walked into my arms and we finally kissed now that we were out of sight of Daniel and the others. “I love you too. Thank you for letting me kiss Leon earlier. I know it was hard for you.”
“It was,” I kissed her back. “But I was okay.”
“You said it hurt.”
“It did,” I released Kelly from the tight hug I was giving her and looked out over the sea again. “But I was okay.”
“I want to walk in the sea.” Kelly took my hand again and led me into the sea, only ankle deep, but the coldness of it made me jump and leap out of it. Once she’d finished laughing at me, she asked me another question. “What would you have said if I’d decided to take him up on his offer?”
“If you’d wanted to go back to his for sex?” I said. “I guess I’d have let you do it. I’d have been nervous for you. Nervous and anxious and it’d have hurt like hell, but I’d have probably let you do it.”
“Really?”
“Yes,” I said, feeling her hand tighten around mine even more.
“Tomorrow,” she said, after a brief hesitation. “If Jovani tries something, I might let him.”
“Okay.” We stopped by the wooden pier which meant we were quite a distance from the complex now. “I suppose we’ll have to just see what happens but if he does try it on with you and you decide you want to do something with him, then I guess it’s okay.”
Kelly didn’t say anything. I could barely see her face in the darkness of the Barbadian night, so I couldn’t tell what she was thinking.  “We should head back,” Kelly replied eventually.
We decided to come off the beach and walk along the small path that divided the beach from the complex. It wasn’t lit up either, but it was flatter and the surface was easier to walk on when you were as drunk as Kelly and I were right then. We let our feet dry off and put our shoes back on that we’d been carrying on our walk then set off back towards the small road that led into the complex.
As we approached the car park, we saw that Ferdy’s truck was still there but the fire in the distance was dying down and there was no sign of either Regan, Chloe or the two men.
“I guess they’ve gone back to their apartment,” I said, as we walked past and turned onto the road towards the apartments.
“Shhhhhh,” Kelly said, stopping and pulling me to a stop. “Listen.”
All I could hear at first was the strange cricket-like sound of the whistling frogs of Barbados, somewhere in the distance. We’d heard it on the first night and after asking the barman in the seafood restaurant, he’d told us all about the whistling frog.
Then I heard it. A low moaning. Then a grunt. Someone was having sex.
Kelly put a finger to her lips and slowly tiptoed towards where the sound was coming from. To the side of the road was a grassy bank lined with palm trees and as we slowly and quietly climbed the bank we saw who it was.
“It’s Regan and Ferdy,” I whispered.
The redhead’s clothes were scattered across the small grassy area in front of us. Regan herself was on her back, completely naked with her legs open and between them was the huge dark bulk of Ferdy. He had his shirt on but was naked from the waist down and his round ass cheeks shone in the dim light as he thrust up and down.
“Over there,” Kelly pointed and then I saw Chloe and Daniel were also having sex just a few yards further away.
“Oh my God,” I chuckled quietly. “I can’t believe we’re seeing this. We should go. Leave them to it.”
“No,” Kelly giggled. “I want to watch. They can’t see us from here. It’s too dark.”
Both couples were having missionary sex but Ferdy moved, rolling onto his back and before Regan got up to ride him, we got a clear look at his erection.
“There you go,” I said in a hushed tone. “There’s the black dick you were curious about seeing.”
“He’s not much bigger than you,” Kelly appraised it. “Thicker, I’d say but not much longer.”
“See? I told you,” I replied, feeling vindicated. “Look at Regan. She’s loving it though.”
Regan was loving it. She slid down onto it, her large, pendulous breasts and shaven pussy coming into view for a moment until she leaned forward and began to slam up and down surprisingly vigorously on Ferdy’s hard cock. The big lifeguard’s black hands fixed on her fleshy hips and he began to thrust upwards into her.
“Daniel’s really giving it to Chloe,” Kelly commented and I look over to see the chubby blonde on her hands and knees. Her smallish teardrop-shaped breasts were swinging about beneath her as Daniel banged his thick-looking penis into her surprisingly hairy pussy from behind.
“This is getting me so wet,” Kelly whispered. “Damon, I really want some black cock.”
“Go over and ask for some,” I suggested. I was drunk. I knew that but suddenly the idea of Kelly getting fucked hard like the two women just a few metres away from us, was an immense turn-on.
“No.” She laughed and punched me in the shoulder. “I can’t do that. I will, however, let you take me back to our apartment now.”
I smiled, reluctantly leaving the two fucking couples behind and we rushed back to our room, practically ripping each other’s clothes off before having the most intense sex we’d had all week.
“I kissed a black man tonight,” she said as I lay next to her, getting my breath back. “I felt his cock rubbing against my pussy. I let him feel my tits and yesterday I let a stranger see me naked. This holiday has been wild.”
“It really has,” I agreed.
What we didn’t know was how much wilder it was going to get tomorrow, on our last day in Barbados.




Chapter 13
“I am so hungover,” I said the following morning as we tried to eat breakfast.
“Me too,” Kelly smiled at me weakly. “I’m sure a few hours of sleep on the beach will make us feel better.”
We’d woken up quite late, so we’d had to both quickly shower and get dressed and we’d only just made the cut-off time for breakfast. Because of the rush, we hadn’t properly spoken much about the events of last night.
“How do you feel about everything today?” I asked after we’d finished eating and were making our way back to our room to grab our beach stuff.
“Apart from this headache, I feel okay,” Kelly replied. “I had fun last night. I got to dance, I got kissed and teased and got to see some black dick. You got to see Regan and Chloe both naked.”
“Not that I really wanted to,” I added. “I’m glad you had a good time. My head was a bit messed up at first but for some reason, I feel good today. It might sound strange but I think I love you even more.”
We picked up the beach bag from our apartment and continued down the path towards the main section of the beach. “You love me even more? Why?” Kelly asked as we walked, hand-in-hand again.
“I’m not sure,” I shrugged. “It’s as if seeing you kiss Leon made me feel proud of you. Proud that you’re my girlfriend. All these other guys fancy you and want you but you choose to be mine. I can’t explain it.”
“That makes sense, in a way,” Kelly’s hand squeezed mine. “In a weird way, but it makes sense.”
“So what are you going to do if Jovani turns up?” I asked as we stepped out onto the central beach area. It was busy already even though it was only mid-morning. We found a space in the middle of the white sand where we weren’t going to have kids throwing beach balls at us and where there were a couple of free sun loungers.
“I’d forgotten about Jovani, to be honest,” Kelly said as she sat down. “I don’t know. I guess I’ll just play it by ear like I said yesterday.”
I lay down, taking off my shirt and stretching out in the warm sun. It was a glorious day yet again; not a single cloud married the perfect blue sky and the crystal clear sea glittered in the bright sunlight as if it was encrusted with diamonds.
As Kelly took her beach wrap off, she looked absolutely stunning in her most daring bikini of all. She’d saved it for the last day to try and top up any ‘white bits’ she had left as best she could. It was white and consisted of two small triangles of cloth which only covered half of each breast, connected by white string. The bottoms were similar, a tiny white triangle that covered her pussy, with string ties and a thong at the back.
“That bikini is scandalous,” I laughed. “I wouldn’t be surprised if we get kicked off the beach. You said going topless is illegal here and you’re basically naked.”
“It covers up what needs to be covered up,” Kelly said, adjusting the triangles over her breasts before starting to apply some sun cream.
“Only just,” I replied.
We were there for maybe an hour or so - it was hard to tell as I slept for most of it - before a familiar voice woke me up.
“I found you,” Jovani said.
I opened my eyes to see him standing nearby, in a green t-shirt and blue shorts.
“You have,” Kelly smiled, lifting her large black sunglasses to look at him.
“It’s your last day,” he grinned. “I couldn’t let you go without seeing you again and you did say I could join you today.”
“Of course you can,” Kelly smiled. “Sit down.”
“How are you both doing?” he asked, sitting on the sun lounger next to Kelly.
“We’re a little hungover,” I told him. “We had a late night.”
“Ferdy, the pool attendant told me,” Jovani grinned. “He said you had a lot of fun. I hope you don’t mind, but I brought some friends with me. Ferdy, Max and Colin. They are getting some food and drinks for us while I look around for you. I better give them a call and tell them where we are.”
As Jovani got up and paced away with his phone to his ear, I looked at Kelly and saw the same expression of surprise on her face.
“Is this okay?” I asked. “I didn’t expect him to bring anyone. I thought he’d just come and hang out with us for a bit.”
“It’s too late now.” Kelly chewed her lip. “I suppose it gives me more options.”
She laughed at her own joke and I joined in, prompting Jovani to give us a quizzical look from where he was standing a few yards away.
“Okay. I see you in a minute, bruh,” he said to whoever he was speaking to, then returned to sit on the sunlounger again.
“I’ve planned a little something for your last day,” he smiled. “A nice surprise. I’ll tell you when the other boys get here.”
A nice surprise. I felt slightly worried about that but Kelly seemed pleased, so I tried not to show any nervousness at all as the others joined us.
“Hey,” Max said, clapping a hand on my shoulder as he got close enough. “How’s it going?” The shortest of the group was wearing a white shirt, unbuttoned at the front to reveal a surprisingly toned torso.
“How’s your head?” said Ferdy. He was already shirtless, as usual, his muscles rippling as he rearranged the sunloungers into a circle, so we could all sit together.
“A bit sore but okay,” Kelly replied as the last of the men joined us.
“This is Colin,” Ferdy introduced the white-bearded old guy but we already knew him; the catamaran pilot who had taken us out into the Caribbean a few days ago.
“We have Barbadian rum punch and beers and some food,” the old man said. “I’m sorry if the food the other day didn’t agree with you, but don’t worry this is straight from Jovani’s restaurant.”
“That’s nice,” Kelly replied. “I could use a drink. A hair of the dog, they say. It might make this hangover go quicker.”
“Well, you’re welcome to drink but it’s not here,” Jovani clapped his hands together. “It’s on my boat.”
“Your boat?” I asked, wondering what he was talking about.
“I have a boat,” Jovani explained. “Over there. I can’t pilot it yet though, I’m still learning. But that’s why I brought Colin with us. There’s this beautiful cove nearby. Totally private. It’s really exclusive. The trips don’t take you there because it’s a protected area. The turtles lay their eggs there. There are rays and dolphins. It’s beautiful. You can only get to it by boat, so I thought as a special treat for your last day, we could go.”
“That sounds amazing,”  Kelly’s feet tapped excitedly on the sand. “I’d love that.”
“Let’s go,” Colin waved a hand in the direction of the boat but I didn’t get up right away. This sounded great. Almost too good to be true. Why was Jovani taking us to a secluded beach?
“Are you sure you don’t want to stay here?” I asked Kelly as they all got up to head to Jovani’s boat, a small cruiser tied up to the pier. “We don’t want to go too far. We’re flying home later and we’ve got to pack our cases and-”
“And miss out on the chance to see what Jovani just described?” she replied. “Don’t worry. We have plenty of time. We’re not flying until midnight.”
“But…” I wanted to say to her that something felt wrong. That these guys might be taking her to this beach so they could seduce her. However, they were all standing next to her, waiting for me.
“But nothing,” Kelly gave me a look as if to say, ‘it’s okay.’ “Come on. Let’s make our last day in Barbados one to remember.”
Once on the boat, Colin handed around some beers and then took us out onto the calm and still Caribbean. As we headed around the island, we saw some amazing views, including quite a few small beaches until eventually, he pointed to a rocky cove with a small crescent of pure silver sand. “Here we are.”
Getting the food and drink from the boat to the beach was a logistical challenge I’d not thought about. There was no pier or post to tie the boat up to, so instead, Colin anchored it a short distance from the shore and we had to swim and wade from the boat, each of us carrying something from the boat. The biggest item was the barrel of rum punch, which luckily floated so that I could simply push it through the gentle waves until I got to the sand and then I gently rolled it to where the others were sitting on some large square beach mats that Jovani had brought.
“Isn’t this amazing?” Kelly said to me, taking the beach wrap off that she’d put on as the boys had arrived earlier, but before I had a chance to agree, Colin swore behind me.
“Holy shit!” he exclaimed, staring at my girlfriend in her tiny white bikini. “I see what you mean about her body.”
“I beg your pardon?” Kelly giggled to the old man who was still cursing quietly to himself.
“I told Colin that you’ve got an amazing body,” Max admitted. He’d taken his shirt off and was trying to insert a tap into the barrel of punch.
“You told Colin as well?” Kelly folded her arms underneath her breasts and gave him a cool stare. “You also told Jovani. Can’t you keep anything to yourself?”
“Max tells everyone everything,” Ferdy laughed. “Hey, at least he was saying good things about you and not bad things.”
“And I wasn’t lying,” Max defended himself. “You do have an incredible body. I was only telling the truth. Jovani, come help me do this.”
Jovani helped Max tap the barrel and between them, they filled six glasses with the reddish-coloured drink. “Bajan rum punch,” Jovani said, handing me one of the glasses.
“Wow,” I said, licking my lips after having a taste. “That’s delicious - and strong.”
“It’s not that strong,” Jovani waved a hand. “It’s the rum that makes it taste stronger than it is.”
“Bottoms up,” Kelly said, having a taste as I took another sip. It was good. I could taste pineapple, coconut, the rum and then there was a spicy kick that tasted like ginger. “Mmm. It’s gorgeous.”
If I’d been at all suspicious of why the men had brought us to the beach, the first couple of hours we spent there totally put them to rest. Apart from them obviously ogling Kelly’s near-nakedness, the four Barbadians were all perfect gentlemen. Ferdy and Max cooked shrimp and lobster on a small barbecue grill that they’d brought with them, which was completely delicious and the rum and the beers were going down well too, apart from Colin who insisted that he daren’t get drunk because he didn’t want to risk crashing Jovani’s boat before he’d even had a chance to pilot it.
After eating, Jovani led us on a short walk around the hidden cove, telling us that it was once used by smugglers, hence there being a small staircase cut into one of the rocky cliff faces and a mysterious little cave secreted away beneath a cluster of palm trees.
“The turtles come here during the breeding season too,” he finished explaining as we walked back to where we’d been sitting. “They bury their eggs under the sand and when all the little turtles hatch you can watch them climb out of the sand and run to the sea. It’s quite something.”
“This is fantastic,” Kelly said happily as she lay back down, another glass of rum punch in hand. “What a beautiful place.”
“Made even more beautiful by you being here,” Jovani said smoothly, making the other three black men groan.
“You’re so cheesy,” Max shook his head.
“He’s right though,” Colin sat down slowly, his joints paining him. He was in his sixties I guessed and seemed to have problems with his knees in particular. “Especially wearing that micro bikini or whatever it is you young girls call it.”
“I’m trying to tan my last few white bits,” Kelly explained, adjusting the triangles on her breasts.
“I know it’s illegal to sunbathe topless,” Ferdy suggested, “But no one here is going to see you if you want to take it off.”
“And I’ve already seen them anyway,” Max chuckled.
“Shall I?” Kelly looked at me for permission. My heart started to beat again.
“If you want to?” I replied. “It’s up to you.”
Kelly reached behind her back, undid the knot and let it fall free.




Chapter 14
“Christ,” Ferdy mumbled as Kelly’s breasts came into view of the four men sitting nearby. “Those are perfect.”
“I told you,” Max said, licking his lips. All four of them were staring at my girlfriend’s tits and not making any effort to hide it.
“What bra size are you?” Jovani asked, leaning closer and studying her dark-pink nipples. They were erect, unsurprisingly. He was only a foot or so away from her and I felt myself tense up as if I was poised to defend her for some reason.
“36C,” she told them. “I’m told they’re quite big for my frame because I’m so slim.”
“I don’t suppose you want any help putting some suntan lotion on again, do you?” Ferdy asked.
“I let him put some sunscreen on my back the other day,” Kelly told the others. “Ferdy got a bit excited, didn’t you?”
“Your boyfriend did,” the big lifeguard replied. “He had a boner. I saw it in his shorts.”
“Did you?” Max asked me with a grin. “Did it get you horny watching a black man touch your girl?”
“You can talk about it,” Ferdy said. “We’re all men here. You’re not the first white guy to get horny from the thought of his girl fucking a black guy.”
I shuffled back from them slightly, sitting up straight and wondering what to say. Kelly was sitting up too, suddenly still, as if sensing the change in the atmosphere as I did.
“It’s not my thing,” I tried to explain. “Kelly likes black guys and I…”
“You’re cool with her having some fun,” Ferdy finished off the sentence for me. “I know. Regan told me last night, remember.”
“We’ve talked about it but that’s all,” Kelly said, looking at me with concern on her face. “It’s been a fantasy of mine for a while and we’ve just been fooling around with the fantasy while we’ve been here.”
“Last night,” Ferdy continued. “Damon here pretended to be Kelly’s brother so that she could get off with one of my friends. You know Leon, right?”
“You slept with little Leon?” Max looked at Kelly with shock on his face.
“I didn’t sleep with him,” she replied coolly. “We danced and kissed a bit, that’s all.”
“You were exchanging saliva while sitting on his lap grinding on his cock,” Ferdy corrected her. “He had his hands all over you. On your titties, your ass. Poor kid probably jerked his dick silly when he got home after you blew him out. You shouldn’t blue ball guys like that, you know. It’s cruel.”
“I didn’t mean to,” Kelly folded her arms, then realised that it pushed her bare breasts up and picked up the bikini top, starting to lace it back on. “I was just flirting with him and it went a bit far, so I stopped it.”
“Hey, no need to get dressed,” Ferdy said. “I’m sorry. I was just playing with you. The kid got what he deserved. You’re way out of Leon’s league if I’m being honest. He wouldn’t know what to do with a woman like you.”
Kelly paused, then relaxed after a moment and put the bikini back down, letting the sun shine on her breasts again as she lay back down.
“If Leon had gotten lucky with Kelly last night,” Colin managed to drag his eyes away from Kelly for a moment to say to me. “Would you have been okay with it?”
“I don’t know,” I lied. I’d realised today that I would have been okay with it, but I wasn’t going to admit that to four horny black guys. Not here, not stuck here on a secluded beach with them and my half-naked girlfriend.
“I’m sorry,” Jovani apologised suddenly. “We’re giving the guy a hard time. Let’s talk about something else.”
“Yeah, sorry.” Max got up and walked over the barrel, filling our glasses with punch and handing them around. “Let’s do a toast to Barbados and to our friends, Damon and Kelly.”
We all raised our glasses, then took a long drink and for a while, we just chilled out in the warm sunshine, drinking and relaxing and talking about things other than Kelly and her amazing body.
“I’m going for a swim,” I heard Kelly say sometime later and I realised I’d fallen asleep. As I sat up and watched her wade out into the crystal clear waters - still topless - I felt my head spin and my vision went blurry. I’d drunk too much of the punch. I’d known it was strong, even though the men here had said it wasn’t. I was okay though. I laid back down and watched Kelly frolic in the water with Jovani, Ferdy and Max. Colin stayed on the beach with me.
“Your girl is very beautiful,” the old man said. “When you get home you should get her tied down. Marry the girl. Get her pregnant. You won’t get another woman like her.”
Get her pregnant. The old man had a way with words. “I know,” I replied. He was right. Kelly was one in a million. I’d never get a girl as amazing as her again. I knew that.
I watched as Kelly kicked a huge splash of water right into Ferdy’s face, enraging him so much that he picked up and threw her into the air, so that she landed in a huge splash, disappearing under the surface before reappearing laughing happily while wiping the water from her eyes.
When the four of them finally came out from the sea to get dried, Kelly filled her glass with the punch and sat on the edge of my beach mat next to me.
“You’re awake now, are you?” she smiled. “My hangover has gone now, but if you’re still feeling tired you can sleep for a bit. I’m fine.”
“Kelly shaves her pussy, I see,” Ferdy said as he sat next to us.
“What?” Kelly said, looking down between her legs.
“White fabric goes completely transparent when wet,” Max laughed, also looking at her pussy like she was.
I craned my head sideways and saw what they were looking at. Her tiny bikini bottoms were soaked through and stuck to the skin of her pussy, showing everything. I’d always described Kelly’s pussy to myself as being a ‘little cutie’ because it was quite rounded, just a smooth little mound with a small pink slit. Her labia or clit didn’t protrude at all and her slit itself was quite small compared to some others I’d seen. Through her bikini bottoms now it just looked like a small, pale peach with a small cleft in the centre.
“I never thought of that,” Kelly said, closing her thighs quickly but not before everyone had seen. “How embarrassing.”
“We’ve all seen pussy before,” Jovani laughed. “Nothing to be embarrassed about.”
“In fact from what I saw, it’s as perfect as the rest of you,” Colin added.
“You’re all terrible people,” Kelly laughed as she lay down next to me. “You should all be ashamed of yourselves.”
“We’re just guys,” Max shrugged. “If there’s a beautiful girl who’s naked near us, we’re going to look. You can’t blame us.”
“I’m not naked,” Kelly pointed out.
“But you might as well be,” Max pointed out. “We’ve seen everything now.”
“Maybe we should all just get naked,” Jovani suggested.
“No way,” Kelly stopped him before that idea could go any further, to the collective groan of the other three black guys.
“Have you ever seen a black cock?” Ferdy asked. “In the flesh, so to speak.”
“As it happens, I saw yours last night,” Kelly laughed. “When we were walking back to the apartment we saw you fucking Regan on the grass bank.”
“Did you?” The huge lifeguard laughed loudly. “Whoops. Did you see much?”
“We saw everything,” I said, actually finding a chance to join in the conversation. “Regan nude. Chloe nude. Your dick. Daniel’s dick. I wanted to leave, but Kelly wanted to watch for a bit.”
“I did not,” Kelly lied, punching me playfully in the ribs.
“Did you like what you saw?” Ferdy asked Kelly, making her turn instantly red in the face.
“Stop embarrassing me,” she said, obviously flustered. “You guys are seriously bad.”
“Hey. We’re bad?” Max objected. “We’re not the ones spying on other people having sex.”
“To be fair, they shouldn’t have been having sex on a grass bank where anyone could see,” I defended Kelly with a chuckle.
“You can’t have been able to see that much,” Ferdy said. “It was dark.”
“I could see enough,” Kelly replied. “Trust me.”
“I mean I can show you now if you want to see properly,” Ferdy grinned at her. “In the daylight. Although I’m not hard like I was last night.”
“Regan told me Jovani’s got a really big one,” Kelly replied coolly. “If I was going to want to look at one, I’d want to look at Jovani’s.”
“You’ve fucked Regan too?” Ferdy turned to his friend, seeming surprised.
The tall handsome Barbadian nodded. “Yeah. I didn’t think to say anything. She’s fucked half the island, so I presumed you knew.”
“I had no idea but put it there.” Ferdy lifted his hand and Jovani high-fived him.
“That’s disgusting.” Kelly shook her head at the pair of them, but they just shrugged their shoulders and laughed.
Again, the vibe changed, turning back to being relaxed again. I slowed down on the punch, but Kelly didn’t, even though I suggested she should. “I’ll sleep it off on the plane,” she replied as she refilled another glass with the red liquid.
I felt myself dozing off again and fought to stay awake but it was difficult with the weather being so warm and there being no breeze whatsoever with the cove being sheltered on all sides.
“Jovani. I can see your dick,” I heard Kelly say. That woke me up and I looked across to see that she’d moved and was laying on her side on the beach mat next to the waiter.
“Huh?” Jovani said, looking at where she was pointing. “Oh yeah. Sorry.”
His grey shorts were pulled tight from the way he was sitting and even from where I was, I could see the clear outline of his penis. It looked huge.
“Regan wasn’t lying then,” Kelly noted, looking at his dick just as brazenly as they’d been looking at her body all day. She was slurring her words, I noticed. I hoped she wasn’t too drunk. “It is big. I can see that without you having to get it out.”
Jovani didn’t say anything. He just reached down with one hand and pulled the front of shorts down to show her. I took a sharp intake of breath at the sight of it. It was dark brown, really thick, with no foreskin. Even flaccid, it was bigger than I was when fully hard.
“Oooooh,” Kelly giggled. She had her back to me so that I couldn’t see her face, but I could tell she was staring at it still. “My God. That’s massive.”
“It’s not that much bigger than mine,” said Max, pulling down his shorts to reveal his. He was darker-skinned that Jovani and his dick was darker still, almost black. He was just as thick and impressive as Jovani, if not quite as long. Both men were circumcised, I noticed. Jovani’s dick was pink on the tip whereas Max was the same dark uniform colour all the way along.
“You’ve seen mine already,” Ferdy sighed. “I can’t compare with those guys.”
“And mine is the size of a shrimp,” Colin laughed, “So don’t go asking me to get mine out. Unless you’re going to suck it, then I might.”
Kelly’s eyes went from looking at Jovani’s and Max’s penises to gaze at the old man in shock. “Colin!” she exclaimed. “You dirty old man!”
“Can I touch it?” she asked Jovani.
My heart almost stopped. I could feel where this was heading. The atmosphere was suddenly sexually charged again.
“Kelly,” I said her name but she ignored me.
“You can touch it if you want to,” Jovani said softly.
“Kelly,” I repeated and this time, she looked over her shoulder at me.
“I just want to feel it,” she said. “Can I?”
Without waiting for an answer, Jovani took her hand and placed it on her cock. When she felt it, she turned away from me, also not waiting for me to answer.
I couldn’t believe it. Was she just going to do this without even checking if I was okay with it?
I watched as her hand wrapped around Jovani’s brown penis and then started to gently stroke it up and down.
“Can you make it hard?” Kelly said quietly. “I want to see how big it gets.”
I pushed myself up to a sitting position. My vision was hazy and my head was swimming but I needed to keep an eye on what was happening.
“Keep doing that and it’ll get hard,” Jovani said. I looked at the other three men. They were all watching intently as my girlfriend wanked off their waiter friend.
“I can feel it getting hard,” Kelly said. “Jesus. Look at how thick it is.”
It was getting bigger by the second. By the time his penis had stiffened to straightness, it was as thick as my wrist and easily long enough for Kelly to wrap two hands around, which she did, stroking them up and down slightly faster now.
“Thick and long,” Jovani said proudly, watching her play with him. Her white hands looked so small wrapped around his shaft.
“Regan said it made her yelp,” Kelly laughed. “I don’t think I could even get it in my mouth, never mind my pussy.”
“Why don’t you try?” Max suggested. “Try sucking it.”
Jovani eased Kelly’s hands from his cock and held it himself with hand so it was pointing straight upwards, waving it around invitingly.
Kelly looked at me over her shoulder again. “Damon. I’m just doing this to see if I can get it in my mouth, okay? Don’t worry, I’m not going to suck it properly.”
I wanted to say ‘no.’ I wanted to tell her to stop. But for some reason, I didn’t.




Chapter 15
Jovani’s hand went to the back of Kelly’s head, easing her forward and as I watched, she leaned towards his cock, opening her mouth wide enough to take the dark brown shiny tip of his cock.
“There you go,” he said, gently pushing her further down.
“Wait,” she said, lifting her head and releasing his dick. “Let me do this in my own time or I’ll end up gagging on it.”
Jovani moved his hands away and Kelly took hold of his dick, lifting it up and then took the end of his cock in her mouth again. I realised this was something I’d fantasized a lot about these past few nights; Kelly sucking a black dick and now it was happening right in front of me.
She slowly lowered her head, taking more of his cock into her mouth, then gagged and had to stop. “It’s too big,” she coughed.
“Try one more time,” Jovani told her, and she did, lifting his dick up again and this time she managed to take more of it, maybe two-thirds of his length before having to stop once more.
I realised I was erect. In fact, I was so hard that my cock was throbbing. Even though watching a large black dick go into my girlfriend’s pretty mouth was arousing, I was glad that it was over. I didn’t want to see her choke and make a fool of herself.
Even though she stopped sucking it, Kelly’s hand was still working Jovani’s dick. “I’ve never seen a dick as big as this,” she said, staring at it. “I thought I’d be able to suck it but I can’t. It’s huge.”
“Do you think it’d be too big for your pussy?” Max said. The young rep had moved closer, sitting right next to them.
“I think so,” Kelly shrugged. “I don’t know.”
“Let’s have a look at your pussy,” Max said. “It does look rather small and tight from what we could see earlier, but that was just the outline of it through your bikini bottoms.”
I expected Kelly to say no, but she didn’t. She undid the knot at the side of her bottoms and slid them away.
“Open your legs so I can see,” Max said, craning his neck forward. When Kelly shyly spread her thighs a little, showing that plump, smooth mound to him, he nodded. “Wow. That’s one nice pussy.”
“You can tell that’s never had a big cock,” Ferdy came over for a closer look. Even Colin was sitting up so he could see it.
“Are you sure you’re not a virgin?” said the old man. “It looks untouched.”
“She’s not a virgin,” I said, shuffling closer to them and realising how drunk I was as the world spun around me for a moment. “I’ve fucked her thousands of times, haven’t I, Kelly?”
The four black men and Kelly either didn’t hear me or just ignored me. I stood up, standing behind Ferdy as he reached down and gently opened Kelly’s white pussy with two thick black fingers. Her slit was tiny and didn’t spread very far, but you could see she was wet and her small clit popped out as his finger stroked up and down her almost invisible labia between her two chubby spread mounds of white flesh.
Kelly looked up at me. “I just want to see if Jovani can fit it in,” she said, her words slightly slurry again. “It’s not actual sex. It’s just to see if it goes in.”
“I’m not sure about this,” I said, trying to push past Ferdy but he put out one huge arm and blocked me off.
“Kelly is a grown woman,” he said in a low voice. “She can make her own decisions.”
I took a step back, fury filling me but I tried to control my emotions. It wouldn’t serve any good purpose getting into an argument or a fight on my own against these four black guys, especially when one of them was built like a weightlifter.
“Fine,” I said through gritted teeth then watched as Jovani positioned himself between Kelly’s legs and aimed his brown penis at her small pussy. Ferdy was sitting at her side and he continued to hold her open as Jovani pushed the tip against the little pink wet folds inside.
“Slowly,” Kelly said, putting a hand on his chest to slow him down as he pushed it against her.
At first, I thought it wasn’t going to go in. His shaft bent slightly the first time he tried to shove it in. The second it popped out, sliding upwards over her clit but not going inside. The third time, however, it slid inside with an almost audible ‘pop.’
“Oh, fuck,” Kelly gasped. “Slowly, slowly, slowly,” she said but she moved her hand from his chest, putting both of her hands on his hips and holding him there as he eased himself further inside her, inch by inch.
Every time Kelly winced, Jovani stopped, pulling out slightly then shoving back in a little further each time and within a few more seconds, he was buried fully inside her.
“There you go,” Ferdy said. “You’ve got that big black cock all the way up inside you, Kelly. Does it feel good?”
Jovani pulled out a couple of inches, then shoved it back in, making Kelly moan and bite her lip. “Yes. It feels good,” she said in a voice I hadn’t heard before.
“I thought you said you weren’t having sex,” I said. “That looks like sex to me.”
“Let the girl have some fun,” Ferdy turned around and gave me a look that infuriated me again but I waited for them to finish what they were doing, this weird experiment to see if Kelly could take Jovani’s dick.
“Kelly,” I said, trying to get my girlfriend’s attention. “There you go. You’ve had your first black dick. Can we stop now?”
“I haven’t had my first black dick,” Kelly frowned at me. “Not properly. Putting it in a couple of times isn’t like I’ve had a black dick, is it?”
Jovani’s hands were on Kelly’s tits now, squeezing them as he slowly stroked his cock out of her, then back in once more, making her moan again, louder this time.
“Why don’t you go for a swim or go chill on the boat for a while, if you can’t handle this?” Max suggested.
“I’m not going for a fucking swim,” I glared at him.
“Damon.” Kelly’s voice was gentle. “I’ve come this far. Jovani is inside me. I might as well fuck him now. You said you were okay with this.”
“I said I didn’t know how I’d feel,” I corrected her. “I never promised anything.”
“Dude, listen,” Ferdy stood up in front of me, towering over me. “Just chill. It’s just sex. If Kelly wants to have sex with Jovani, she can. You can’t stop her.”
“I can if she wants to remain being my girlfriend,” I said, looking past him at Kelly but it was too late. Jovani’s body was on top of Kelly’s. Her bronzed arms were wrapped around his back and his ass was slowly moving up and down as he fucked her. I watched as she opened her legs further, wrapping them around him too as he began to get into a rhythm and then she started moaning with every thrust and I could tell she was going to cum.
“Fuck her good, Jovani,” I heard Colin say and I stared at the old man in surprise. If I’d expected anyone here to be on my side, it would have been the oldest and wisest of the group.
“Oh, shit,” I heard Kelly cry out and then I saw her legs tense and then briefly thrash around as an orgasm hit her. Jovani kept ploughing into her until she stopped cumming, then he pulled out and told her to roll onto all fours.
Kelly complied. Her chest was rising and falling fast and she was red in the face from the orgasm, but she got up and bent over, resting on her knees and elbows so that he could fuck her from behind.
“You might as well just enjoy it,” Ferdy said softly. “Look how erotic it looks. Black skin against white. Your girlfriend’s fragile little pussy getting destroyed by a huge black dick. You have to admit, it’s fucking awesome. Isn’t it?”
From where I was standing, I could see Jovani’s penis sliding in and out of Kelly. Her small pink pussy lips were gripping his shaft as he withdrew then slid back into her. It did look incredibly erotic. Ferdy was right. I’d imagined this many times. I just wasn’t ready to see it.
I turned away, looking out over the pale blue sea but I couldn’t escape the sounds. Kelly was moaning quietly and then I heard her cum again. I could bear to turn around and see it so I stood there, watching the boat gently bob up and down on the Caribbean current.
“Damon.” I heard Kelly say. “I want you to fuck me now.”
That made me turn around. “You want me to fuck you?”
“Yes.” She was sitting up now, resting on her knees. She was red in the face and still panting slightly but I could tell she was being genuine. “I want you to fuck me in front of these men. Show them what you can do.”
“This is insane-” I started saying but Max cut me off.
“Your girlfriend wants you to fuck her brains out and you’re going to say no?” he laughed.
“Are you a fucking pussy?” Colin laughed at me too.
That was it. I wasn’t going to be called a pussy by a man old enough to be my grandfather. I kicked my shorts off, slightly embarrassed by the fact that my cock was erect for whatever reason.
“How do you want me?”
“You can fuck me,” I said, realising what I wanted. My dick wasn’t half as long as Jovani’s or Max’s. I wasn’t going to try to out-do what Jovani had just done. I’d just make a fool out of myself. “You can show these men what you can do. You can show them how much you love me and my cock by fucking me.”
“Okay,” she just smiled, seeming to understand what I wanted. “Lay down then.”
I laid on my back and Kelly swung a long, bronzed leg over me then lowered her pretty little pussy onto my aching erection. I noticed it was slightly pink and puffier than usual but it felt the same as it slid down over my length until her backside was resting on my balls. Then she got comfortable on her knees while keeping me inside her, before rocking back and forth, slowly and first then faster, so that I was sliding in and out of her.
“The girl knows how to fuck,” Colin said from where he was still sitting and watching.
“Let me try sucking your cock again,” Kelly said to Jovani as she rode me.
The waiter took a step nearer, allowing Kelly to take hold of his dick and I watched as she fitted it into her mouth carefully, then began to slide her lips up and down his shaft.
“Will you look at that,” Ferdy said. “Now this is a beach party.”
“Do you think I can make you cum?” Kelly said, breaking off from sucking Jovani for a moment. “I want to taste black cum.”
“Just keep sucking it,” the waiter said, pulling her head back onto his cock again.
I was watching her suck Jovani and noticed movement out of the corner of my eye. When I looked around, I saw that both Ferdy and Max had stripped off and were both playing with their cocks while watching us.
“Mmmmmmffffff.” I heard Kelly made a muffled sound and saw that Jovani was holding her head right down onto his cock, making her gag on it. She was convulsing slightly right before he let her go and then I realised that he’d just cum down her throat. “Fucking hell, Jovani. You nearly choked me,” Kelly complained. Her eyes were watering and she spat out some of his thick white cum onto the beach mat next to me.
“Sorry,” he gave the other men a smug grin.
“You could have at least warned me,” Kelly reprimanded him as he walked away and filled a glass with rum punch.
The sight of a black man’s spunk running down my girlfriend’s chin was the thing that finished me. I tried not to cum but it was unstoppable. I grunted and let it explode inside her.
“He’s cumming,” Max said as I closed my eyes at the intense feeling of emptying myself inside my girlfriend.
“Already?” Kelly sighed. “I haven’t done yet. I need more.”
“You’ve got two cocks here going spare,” Ferdy said, moving closer. Kelly took it in her hand. He was smaller than Max and Jovani. Only slightly bigger than me but that didn’t stop Kelly from wrapping her lips around it. I laid there, watching my girlfriend suck her second black guy while my cock softened inside her.
As my arousal diminished, I got that horrible feeling again that I had to stop this. Now that I wasn’t horny; now that my emotions had subsided and my anger had gone, I instead felt a powerful surge of regret at what was happening. Kelly shifted slightly and my flaccid cock slid out of her.
“Can I get up, please?” I said, just wanting to get away from this for a moment. To think. To make sense of it all.
Kelly lifted up so that I could slide out from beneath her. “Are you okay?” she asked as I began to walk away.
“Not really,” I said, sadly.
That made her stop. “Talk to me,” she said, suddenly seeming sober for a moment. “Damon, I love you. What’s wrong?”
I shrugged. “What do you think?”
Kelly took my hand. “Come with me,” she said, briskly walking up the beach, leaving the four black men behind until we were a good distance away. “Do you hate me?” she said and when I looked into her eyes, I saw tears. Not the watery eyes she’d had earlier from Jovani gagging her with his length. These were tears. She blinked and a droplet of water ran down her cheek.
“I don’t hate you,” I said, not knowing quite what to say.
“What have I done?” she said. “I got carried away. I’m drunk and I was horny and…”
I suddenly felt bad for her. I’d let this happen. I could have stopped it if I’d acted sooner. But I’d let it get too far. I’d let the guys get too drunk, let Kelly get too drunk. If I’d objected earlier, it would have never gone as far as it did. I’d let it go past the tipping point from which there was no stopping what I should have known would happen.
“... and I thought you’d be fine with it,” Kelly was still talking. “I thought you’d enjoy it. I mean, you were hard. You enjoyed watching me suck Jovani. I know you did. I could feel your cock getting harder and harder inside me.”
“I’m sorry,” I tried to explain. I tried to work out what was going on in my head so I could tell Kelly. “After I’d cum, it all felt different. Up until that point, I guess, yes, maybe I was enjoying it. Some part of me, at least. I don’t know.”
I was trying to make Kelly feel better. I knew that. I should be telling her that Ferdy had tried to bully me. He’d taken advantage of the situation and that now, I felt disgusted with myself for allowing this to happen. But that would just make Kelly feel bad and no matter what she’d just done - I still loved her. I loved her and I didn’t want her to feel bad.
“I’ve fantasized about this for such a long time,” Kelly said.
“I know,” I replied. “I can’t lie and say I haven’t too, but-”
“No,” Kelly interrupted me. “Not just having sex with a black guy. I’ve fantasized about this…” She pointed back at the four guys at the other end of the beach. “I’ve fantasized about a gangbang like this. When Jovani turned up with Max and Ferdy and then they mentioned the beach, I had an idea what they were planning to happen and I kind of hoped it would.”
“What?” I looked at Kelly, trying to work out exactly who my girlfriend was. In the last seven days, I’d discovered a side to her I never knew was there. If we stayed together after this, what else would I learn about her? Could I be with a woman like that?
“I didn’t think it would actually happen,” Kelly said. “I thought I’d chicken out or that it just wouldn’t happen, you know. I thought you might stop it. Whatever. But it did. And now you hate me.”
She was drunk. I knew that. I felt terrible. This wasn’t her fault. Somehow, everything had got fucked up. Everything was ruined. The holiday. Our relationship. Everything.
But I still loved Kelly, so I wanted to fix it. And I could only think of one way.




Chapter 16
Kelly was everything to me. I didn’t want to go home and face a life without her. It was unthinkable. I would do anything for her. Anything. It was time for me to decide what I wanted and what I wanted was Kelly.
No matter who she was - whatever sides she had to her - this girl was my life. If it turned out she was some kind of slut, some sort of black-cock obsessed slut, then so be it.
I’d questioned whether I could live with someone I didn’t fully know. And I realised that the answer to the question was irrelevant because ultimately, what really matters is love. Loving someone and receiving love from them. Deciding what you want - and then doing whatever it takes to get it.
What I wanted was Kelly. I loved her. She loved me. You don’t give up on that. Finding someone who loves you as much as you love them is a rare thing - and if Kelly’s tears meant anything, it meant that she loved me.
“I love you,” I told her for possibly the hundredth time this week. “I’m sorry. I’m drunk and being moody.”
“Really?” she looked at me doubtfully.
“I got mad at myself for cumming,” I lied. “I wanted us to keep fucking. You’re right. It’s hard to admit it, but I enjoyed watching you suck his cock. I liked seeing him fuck you too, even though it kind of damaged my pride. That’s all it is. My stupid pride.”
Kelly’s dark eyes searched my face, trying to find the lie but I hid it well.
“Promise me you’re telling the truth,” she said, taking my hands and squeezing them like she always did.
“I promise,” I managed to say because it wasn’t a complete lie. Part of me had enjoyed it. If I wanted Kelly in my life - forever - then I had to accept this side of her. If I could learn to enjoy it, then it wouldn’t mean accepting it. It would mean embracing it.
“Can we go back to the boys?” she said, allowing herself a small smile. “They’re probably wondering what the hell is happening.”
“I think Ferdy is probably wondering when you’re going to finish sucking his dick,” I offered an alternative answer. “And Max is probably wondering if he’s going to get his sucked. Maybe even old Colin wants a go.”
“So, can we finish what we started?” Kelly asked, her eyes yet again studying me, looking for some sign that I was just doing this for her.
“I want you to,” I said, pulling the truth from that part of me that actually did.
We walked back over to the four black guys and I apologised, as Kelly got herself a drink of rum punch, taking a long drink from it as I spoke.
“I’m sorry,” I scratched at my forehead and then just decided to tell them the truth, at least partially. “After I came, I felt weird. This all felt wrong and I wanted to walk away to clear my head - but then I realised I was making Kelly feel bad. We had a chat. And we’re good.”
“You sure?” Ferdy asked, studying me almost as intently as Kelly had.
“I’m sure,” I managed to smile because I saw Kelly smiling at what I’d just said. My girlfriend’s smile was the one thing in the world that made me the happiest.
“Okay then,” Max said, walking over to my girlfriend who was still standing by the barrel. “Well, I think it’s about time I got to have a feel of this body that you were only too happy to show off to me the other night. Don’t you?”
Kelly raised an eyebrow but simply said, “I’m not stopping you.”
Max placed his hands on my girlfriend’s tits, letting them slide down over her nipples, which were standing to attention again, then he let one drift down over her belly to her pussy. He cupped her mound and pushed a finger inside, making her shiver and then he kissed her on the lips.
We watched him finger her, then he lifted her up and sat her on the barrel, spreading her thighs and stepping between them. I couldn’t see his dick go inside her but I knew it was from the gasp she made, then they resumed kissing as he started to fuck her.
“She’s so fucking hot,” I heard Ferdy say and then I watched him walk over and Max stopped, letting him pick Kelly up from the barrel and carry her back over to the beach mat where we all were. Ferdy laid her down, pushed her legs open and got on top of her.
The sight was truly hard to believe. Ferdy was so much bigger than Regan. Last night, it hadn’t particularly stood out to me how big Ferdy was, but now that he was fucking my much more petite girlfriend, the fact of how much this black brute dwarfed the woman underneath him was quite something to see.
As he punched his cock into her, his balls making a slapping noise on her ass, I winced because, with his powerful back muscles, I imagined it must surely hurt, having a rock hard cock driven into you with such force.
Kelly didn’t complain though. I could see her face. Her eyes were closed and she was moaning, short little noises that barely escaped her lips until suddenly, she tensed up again as she had done before, her legs flailing around above Ferdy’s back as she came.
Then disaster struck. I saw Ferdy’s thrusts become frantic, then erratic and then he roared - I couldn’t think of a better word for the sound he made - and he came inside my girlfriend’s pussy.
Shit. Kelly wasn’t on the pill. This was bad. I’d cum inside her earlier, I realised. I was drunk and so caught up in the surreal events that were happening that I hadn’t even thought about it - and obviously, neither had Kelly. And now Ferdy had just spilled his seed inside her too, which was even worse.
But it was too late now. Ferdy got up from the floor, sperm dripping from both the end of his dick and from Kelly’s puffy pussy.
“Max,” I heard her say and the young rep didn’t have to say anything. He immediately replaced Ferdy, shoving his dick inside her - which made Kelly grunt at first; he was bigger than Ferdy - and then he fucked her too.
I was going to tell him not to cum inside her too but what was the point. Ferdy already had. The damage was done. I watched Max as he banged the shit out of her - not as powerfully as Ferdy had, but faster. The smaller black guy surprised me by lifting her legs up, positioning them over his shoulders and pistoning his cock in and out of her fast and deep.
Kelly orgasmed again - her third or fourth? - before Max slowed down, obviously almost exhausted from screwing her so fast and hard for so long. He rolled onto his back, pulling Kelly on top of him so she could ride his cock. It was entrancing to watch; the way she slid up and down his black shaft, which glistened with the mixture of her juices and mine and Ferdy’s cum.
What I didn’t expect was for Colin to suddenly walk over. His cock was small - as he’d said it was, maybe an inch smaller than mine, but it was hard to say he was an old guy. It jutted stiffly upwards at an angle, surrounded by a fuzz of grey pubic hair. Not even that was enough to stop Kelly. She was on a roll. She beckoned Colin closer and took his little penis in her mouth, sucking him until Max grunted and came inside her just like I had earlier - and then to my further surprise, Kelly rolled over, opened her legs and told Colin to fuck her.
“Come on, old man,” she giggled. “Show me you’re not past it.”
Colin slid between her legs, carefully putting himself inside her, then fucked her slowly, not having the energy of his younger friends.
I watched Kelly as she kissed him, wondering how she didn’t mind Colin’s thick grey beard - she always complained when I had so much as a stubble - then watched some more as the old man made love to my girlfriend before joining his friends in emptying his balls into her.
That was it. We were done. We’d all fucked her. The time was getting late. We had things to do. Our suitcases to pack. A plane to catch.
A relationship to somehow make work.
A whole new future.




Epilogue
“Do you want to know the baby’s sex?” the sonographer asked, studying the monitor in front of her.
“Do we?” Kelly asked me. I knew that she did, but I was unsure, so she was leaving the final decision to me.
“Yes, please.” I smiled at my girlfriend laying in the bed in front of me with her t-shirt pulled up and her jeans pulled down so the sonographer could run the ultrasound over her small baby bump.
“Well, congratulations because you’re having a girl.”
“A girl?” I was holding Kelly’s hand and felt her squeeze it as I spoke. A huge surge of love so strong it threatened to make me cry welled up in my heart. “Kelly, we’re going to have a little girl!”
“I’m so excited!” Kelly smiled at me with eyes moist with happiness.
We walked out of the hospital, me clutching the scan photo which we’d been given and met up with our friends outside who were waiting for us.
“How did it go?” asked Regan, her ginger curls flapping in the cool spring breeze. “Is everything okay?”
“Everything’s fine,” Kelly hugged her friend. “We’re having a girl.”
“That’s so awesome!” Regan grinned at me over Kelly’s shoulder.
It was four months since we’d returned from Barbados, but the first thing Kelly did when we got home was to look up Regan and Chloe and they’d become firm friends. Kelly had become especially close to Regan since Chloe had travelled back to Barbados two weeks ago, deciding to live over there with Daniel.
“Shall we go for some lunch?” I suggested. “To celebrate?”
“Let’s do that,” Kelly agreed, so we found a nice restaurant near the hospital and I ordered a meal and drinks for all of us. I was so happy, I couldn’t wait to tell all our friends the news that it was a girl.
“So, have you thought any more about what you’ll do if the baby is black?” Regan asked, sipping her glass of wine. I had a beer but Kelly was on iced tea. No alcohol for her for the next six months or so.
“We’ve already planted the seeds so that if it happens, we’ll be fine,” Kelly told her. “Last week, I admitted to my parents that I got drunk while on holiday and slept with a black guy. I don’t really care what my parents think anyway, they’re assholes but they’ll be our baby’s grandparents, so it was only right to warn them - just in case.”
“What about Alex and Amy? And Pam and Brian?” Regan asked. Alex and Amy were Kelly’s best friends before Regan came along but she’d met them a couple of months ago and they’d welcomed her into their little circle warmly. Pam and Brian were Alex’s parents but they saw Kelly as their ‘other’ daughter and were more like her mother and father than Kelly’s real parents.
“We told them the same story,” I said. “I’ve told Scott and the guys too. The official line is this: Kelly and I went out while on holiday and we had a silly argument. I went back to the apartment but Kelly stayed out and got drunk. Maybe she had her drink spiked, we’re not sure. Anyway, she woke up with some black guy, immediately regretted it and told me what she’d done. We had a bit of an argument but it’s all good now. We’re fine. We’re happy. If the baby comes out as black, then obviously, the story of what happened on holiday covers it.”
“Doesn’t matter if the baby comes out white, black or a shade of brown,” a deep voice said from behind us. “You’ll love it all the same. Trust me. You’re going to be amazing parents.”
“We’ll love her all the same,” Kelly said to the newcomer as she sat down with Regan, giving his girlfriend a kiss on the cheek. “We’re having a girl.”
“That’s fantastic. Congratulations,” Ferdy said, reaching across the table to shake my hand. “I’m so happy for you both. A little girl, huh? I’ve got to tell the boys. Hold on.”
The big former lifeguard reached into his pocket, took out his phone and made a call. Ferdy had travelled over to see Regan a month after we got home and had decided to stay here. He’d got himself a job as a gym instructor and Regan and him were now living together. He and I had become firm friends.
“Jovani. How are you, man?” Ferdy said when his friend in Barbados picked up. “I just wanted to give you the good news. Can you tell Colin and Max that Kelly is having a girl? Yeah. A little girl, that’s right. Okay. Will do. You take care and I’ll see you soon.”
“Jovani sends his love and congratulations,” the big man told us. “They can’t wait to be uncles. We’ll have to fly over and take the baby with us so they can all have a cuddle. She’s going to be spoiled rotten, you know?”
“So, what else have you got planned today?” Regan asked after we’d finished in the pub and were about to head home. Ferdy had to go back to work. He’d come to see us during his lunch break which only lasted an hour.
“We’ve got a meet planned tonight,” Kelly giggled. “That guy I told you about.”
“I didn’t know if you’d stopped that with being pregnant,” Regan’s eyes lit up. “Tell me about it then. What’s the plan?”
“He’s coming over to ours tonight,” Kelly said quietly, looking around to make sure no one in the pub could overhear. “He’s fine with Damon watching us. He’s a cool guy. I’ve known him a while but he’s been in the Caribbean himself and has only just come back, so this is the first chance we’ve had to hook up.”
“Is he hot?” Regan asked.
Kelly’s appetite for black cock hadn’t been satisfied back in Barbados. It’d taken us a few days to reconcile what had happened after the events on the secluded cove that afternoon, but after a lot of talking - and fucking - we’d both realised, with some time to reflect, that we’d enjoyed it. Since then, she’d slept with three more black guys and I’d become accustomed to it. Sometimes I watched. Sometimes I joined in. The last date she’d been on, she’d gone solo, staying at the guy’s house overnight.
“He’s gorgeous. As I said, I told you about him,” Kelly told her but Regan looked at her confused.
“I don’t remember you telling me?”
“It was a long time ago,” Kelly explained. “Back on the island. I told you about a DJ who hit on me at my friend’s wedding - right before we flew to Barbados.”
“He was the one who made you realise you liked black guys,” Regan recalled.
“That’s the one,” Kelly said. “Jamal.”
This all started with Jamal offering her a joint at the back of a bar and I realised it had come full circle. Kelly had kept secrets from me back then but now we were as close as any couple I knew. Now she was open and honest with me about everything and I was the same in return. That could only be a good thing.
As we stepped out into the afternoon sunshine, I realised that now was as good a time as any. I’d been holding on for a special moment but things felt so perfect that I decided to just do it now. Even with Regan here.
“Kelly,” I said, taking the box out of the pocket where it’d been for almost a month. “Can I ask you something?”
She looked at me then her eyes went as big as I dropped down onto one knee, opened the box and held out the diamond ring in front of her. Regan’s face cracked into a huge grin as she watched, equally surprised because I hadn’t told anyone I was going to do this.
Back in Barbados, Colin had offered me some advice.
When you get home you should get her tied down. Marry the girl. Get her pregnant. You won’t get another woman like her
I hadn’t forgotten those words.
“Kelly,” I said her name again. “Would you do me the honour of marrying me?”
“Oh my God, Damon.” Her dark eyes were moist again and her smile had never been wider. The diamond sparkled in the bright sunlight. “Yes!”
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