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Chapter 1


Ice clinked musically against a crystal glass as Kristi swirled her bloody mary with a practiced hand. The tang of tomato juice and the smoky kiss of tequila brought a momentary spark to a day already fading into comfortable monotony. The midday sun cast a hazy glow through the living room window, illuminating the dust motes dancing in the air. The television droned on in the background, some mindless talk show Kristi barely registered.

A pang of longing, sharp and unexpected, pierced her contentment. The image of sleek cocktail bars and boisterous laughter filled her mind. Memories of late nights spent with fellow Big 4 auditors, dissecting the day's work stress over expensive drinks, flickered to life. Back then, she was Kristine, a rising star in the world of corporate finance, her sharp mind and meticulous nature a force to be reckoned with. Now, at forty-two, she was Kristi, Simon's wife, the picture-perfect suburban housewife.

The life she led wasn't bad by any means. Their home in the exclusive suburbs was a testament to Simon's success on Wall Street. She never had to worry about groceries or bills. Yet, a nagging emptiness gnawed at her. The lack of children, a shared disappointment they'd tried to overcome years ago, hung heavy in the air. The constant thrum of ambition she once possessed had been replaced by a quiet hum of... what exactly?

Was this it? Was this all life had to offer? A comfortable cage gilded with financial security? A stolen glance at the untouched stack of financial reports on the coffee table beside her, a relic of a recent consulting gig, fueled the embers of discontent. Maybe, she thought, a small part of Kristine still lived within Kristi, yearning to be unleashed.

Kristi shut her eyes, the clinking of the ice cubes a stark contrast to the quiet hum of the air conditioner. Images from her past surfaced, unbidden. The sprawling Georgian mansion in Chapel Hill, Tennessee, a monument to her family's wealth and traditional Southern values. Her parents, impeccably dressed and coiffed, their smiles practiced, their expectations clear.

The family business, a legacy brick-and-mortar company that had thrived for generations, was the assumed path for her, not the cutthroat world of corporate finance. "A woman's place is by a man's side," her mother used to say with a tight smile, "preferably a man running a successful business." The unspoken words, "not hunched over numbers in some high-rise office," hung heavy in the air.

There were glimpses of rebellion too. The time she'd come home with a bright smile and news of a date – a fellow student, brilliant and ambitious, but with skin the color of rich, dark chocolate. The horrified silence that followed had been deafening. Her family hadn't outright forbidden it, but the subtle disapproval, the veiled warnings about "certain types" not being suitable marriage material, was a suffocating fog. She'd left for New York soon after, the city lights promising anonymity and acceptance. Here, she'd carved her own path, becoming Kristine, the auditor, a woman respected for her mind, not the color of her hair or the expectations of her family.

Simon, with his clean-cut looks and Wall Street pedigree, fit the mold her parents had envisioned, at least superficially. The love, passionate and all-consuming, that they'd craved for her wasn't there, but security and stability were. And yet, as she stared at the untouched reports, a small, defiant voice whispered within her. Maybe there was another path, a life filled not just with comfort, but with passion and a sense of purpose she hadn't felt in years. Maybe a part of her, the part that yearned for the vibrant life she'd left behind, was still waiting to be rediscovered.

The defiance within her flickered brighter. Simon, for all his accomplishments, wasn't the firebrand she'd envisioned. He was fifteen years her senior, a detail that had initially seemed intriguing – a worldly mentor figure. He had been charming then, less consumed by the relentless demands of Wall Street.

But the years had dulled that charm, replaced by a quiet efficiency and an ever-present briefcase. Love, she supposed, was still there – a comfortable companionship. He cared for her, she knew that much. Yet, the spark, the passionate undercurrent that had drawn them together, had dimmed to a flicker.

Was it his age? At fifty-seven, his touch, while gentle, lacked the urgency she craved. He was always a bit quick to finish, but lately he was also having a difficult time staying hard.  Or was it something deeper, a fundamental incompatibility that had slowly revealed itself beneath the veneer of their comfortable life? 

The weight of the past, both personal and familial, pressed down on her. Had she settled for security over passion? Had she, in her quest for independence from her family's expectations, ended up in a gilded cage of another kind? The reports on the table seemed to mock her with their order and predictability.

Was this the life she was destined for – a perfectly manicured existence devoid of the thrilling chaos she once embraced?

No, a stronger voice asserted itself now, pushing past the doubts and the comfortable numbness. There had to be more. Somewhere, beneath the carefully constructed facade of Kristi, the wife, Kristine, the passionate, ambitious woman, still awaited rediscovery. And maybe, just maybe, the key to that rediscovery wasn't hidden away in dusty financial reports, but in the embers of a life less ordinary, a life waiting to be rekindled.

The sound of the front door opening startled Kristi from her reverie. Simon, a sight far rarer than a summer snowflake in their meticulously planned lives, walked in, his shoulders slumped in a way that spoke volumes.

"Honey, you're early," Kristi said, surprise tinging her voice. She set her empty glass down and hurried over, concern etching lines on her forehead. He usually wrestled with rush hour traffic well past sunset.

Simon mumbled a greeting and practically collapsed onto his favorite loveseat, letting out a defeated sigh. Kristi knelt beside him, her touch a familiar comfort. "Rough day?" she asked gently, her fingers instinctively working their way up to massage his tense shoulders.

"Rough doesn't even begin to describe it," he muttered, his voice laced with a weariness she hadn't heard in years. He usually reveled in the meticulous details of his work, the high-stakes deals a constant source of adrenaline.

Kristi waited, her intuition buzzing. Finally, after a long pause, Simon confessed, the words tumbling out in a rush. He'd made a mistake, a big one. A crucial calculation error that nearly cost his clients a couple million dollars. Thankfully, his past performance had bought him some leeway, but the reprimand from his boss was clear – it was time to consider a "graceful exit." The unspoken words, "before you mess up even bigger," hung heavy in the air.

"Maybe a graceful exit is exactly what you need," Kristi surprised herself by saying. The frustration that had been simmering within her bubbled to the surface, fueled by his confession. "We're comfortable, Simon. Really comfortable. You wouldn't have to worry about another bad call, another sleepless night.”

Simon shot her a look that held a mix of hurt and disbelief. "Quit? After all these years? Building a career, a reputation..." His voice trailed off, but the underlying sentiment was clear. His identity, his very worth, seemed intertwined with the high-pressure world of finance.

"There's more to life than work," Kristi countered softly, a newfound resolve strengthening her voice. "We could travel, finally. Remember that cruise to the Caribbean we always talked about? Or maybe you could pursue that photography hobby you mentioned years ago.”

The suggestion hung in the air, a challenge to the carefully constructed life they'd built together. A flicker of something, perhaps fear, perhaps a spark of long-dormant excitement, crossed Simon's face. This wasn't the conversation Kristi had anticipated, not the one that would lead to a passionate rediscovery of their lives. But as she looked at her husband, a new possibility, a chance to rewrite their happily-ever-after, unfolded before her.

Her husband groaned and leaned back into his seat, tilting his head up and resting it against the edge.  The room grew silent as he took a deep breath, his rounded belly gently rising as he reached up and rubbed his face with his tired, old hands.  “I don’t know,” he sighed.  “I’ve been doing this for so long... I don’t know, just suddenly stopping seems so...”  He paused, trying to find the words to complete his thought.

Kristi continued to gently rub his shoulder.  “Well, is there a possibility that they can offer you a different role?  I mean, it looks like you’re pretty valued,” she responded.

“I don’t know... maybe.  Maybe I can see if there’s some position open on the acquisitions side.  I’ve heard they can be less hectic but still have some level of pressure, you know, keep me on my toes,” Simon replied.
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Chapter 2


Kristi understood. The life they'd built was a fortress of comfort, but sometimes fortresses needed a little siege to reveal the hidden treasures within. She squeezed his shoulder gently. "Let's just sit here for a while," she murmured, "no decisions tonight. We'll figure it out, together.”

Silence settled between them, a comfortable quiet unlike the one that had shrouded them lately. It was in this quiet that Kristi surprised herself. The frustration that had been simmering within her, the yearning for something more, took hold. Maybe it was a newfound boldness, or possibly the alcohol working its way through her, she reached out, her fingers brushing against the tense muscles in his neck. The touch was light, tentative, yet it seemed to have a profound effect. Simon flinched slightly, then relaxed under her rubs.

She gently rubbed her other hand on his inner thigh, getting extremely close to his crotch.  The spark she'd hoped for ignited. A flicker of surprise, then a slow smile played on his lips as he turned his head towards her.

His gaze met hers, and in that moment, a lifetime of unspoken desires hung in the air. Kristi leaned in, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs. This wasn't the life she'd envisioned for herself, but maybe, just maybe, it could be rewritten

Her kiss was hesitant at first, a question more than a demand. But as their lips met, a jolt of electricity surged through her. Years of comfortable companionship, devoid of passion, seemed to melt away in the heat of that kiss. Simon responded with a surprised gasp, then his arms wrapped around her, pulling her closer. Their hands explored, rediscovering familiar contours, a map etched in memory. It was a slow exploration, a rediscovery of a forgotten language.

Like two travelers navigating a familiar yet overgrown path, they shed the layers of routine and expectation. Kristi, emboldened by the response she'd received, trailed kisses down his neck, sending shivers down his spine. The air crackled with a tension that hadn't been present in years, a yearning for a connection deeper than the one they'd settled for. The love they still held for each other, a foundation buried beneath the weight of routine, resurfaced, stronger and more vibrant than ever.

She slowly moved her leg up and across both of his, mounting him as she continued to kiss the side of his neck.  His hands worked their way down and around, squeezing her soft, round and still tight behind.  The skin tight leggings she wore did nothing to prevent him from feeling her softness.

Kristi gently nibbled on her husband’s ear as his hands moved past her ass, then in front of her so that he could undo his pants.  She bounced around a bit as he struggled, tugging at the waist of his pants before successfully unbuttoning and unzipping his pants.  Kristi lifted herself up briefly to help him pull his briefs and pants down to his ankles.

It was her turn next, she pulled down her leggings and her thong down to her thighs.  She then lowered herself again, placing her hands between her legs to gently grip his penis.  Simon groaned as she lightly tugged on it while the lips of her sex pressed against the tip.  She carefully aimed it before lowering herself down further.

“Oh... wow...”  Simon grunted as he felt her soft wet sex tightly wrap around his member.

Kristi didn’t have to lower herself far, her crotch soon hitting the base of his manhood.  She carefully moved her hips back and forth, grinding her lower body against his.  Her husband groaned as she rode him.  She had to be careful not to bounce, as his penis had slipped out from between her legs in the past, and she had accidentally pressed down on the underside of his member.

“Yeah, like that,” Simon groaned.

Kristi continued to rock her body gently atop him, feeling his member just barely touch her most sensitive area.  In the back of her mind, she wished he was just a couple of inches longer.  She had to push her ass back, while grinding down and leaning forward slightly, to angle his penis in just the right position to feel like she could climax.

But unfortunately, it seemed just out of reach, when she moved her hips forward.  Her husband at least seemed to be enjoying it as he gripped her waist tightly.  She could tell he was close as he began to thrust his hips wildly, not quite matching her movements, making it even more difficult for Kristi to reach her own climax.

“Ah!  Ah!  Yeah!”  Simon grunted as he began to tremble wildly below her.

Kristi felt his penis briefly quiver as he shot his load.  She continued to grind her lower body against him, hoping that he would stay hard.  Sadly, his member began to soften and shrink almost immediately.  She tried to continue grinding, but his flaccid penis slipped out from her sex.

“Oh wow, that was great,” Simon sighed as he rested his head on the back of the sofa.

Kristi forced a smile on her face and dismounted, staring down between her legs and holding back a sigh of her own.  She pulled her leggings down her thighs, followed by her thong and tossed it to the side.  Simon rubbed his forehead and closed his eyes.

“I’m going to go wash up,” Kristi said as she picked up her clothes and headed upstairs.

Simon just grunted in response, sitting idly with his flaccid penis getting smaller between his legs.  Kristi quietly headed upstairs to their master bedroom, tossed her clothes into the laundry basket before heading into the bathroom.  She paused, staring at herself in the mirror, she definitely wasn’t the tight young woman she was a decade ago, but she wasn’t in bad shape either.

“Guess this is middle aged life,” she sighed as she turned on the hot water in the shower.

Kristi hopped into the shower and closed her eyes as the hot water rushed across her silky soft skin.  She placed her face right underneath the showerhead, staring up and zoning out for a moment.  After a couple minutes, she turned and let the water run through her hair as she rubbed the rest of her body.

Her hands worked their way down to her breasts, her right hand pausing to squeeze her breast while her left hand made its way further down.  She couldn’t help but run her fingers down between her legs.  A soft moan escaped her lips as she rubbed her clit with her thumb and gently slid two fingers into her soft, wet sex.

She leaned back slightly as her fingers began to slide in and out from between her legs while her thumb continued to gently rub her sensitive clit.  Her husband had left her high and dry, unsatisfied, which wasn’t a rarity lately.

Another small moan escaped her lips as she moved her fingers faster, gliding them back and forth while curving her fingers slightly.  A rush of warmth spread through her body, starting from her crotch and working its way through the rest of her.  She tilted her head back and gasped as she plunged her two fingers deep inside her and rubbed her most sensitive spot. 

She was almost in a trance as she neared her climax.  A throbbing sound filled her head as she held back a moan.  The constant throbbing slowly turned into a thudding sound, and soon, she was broken out of her trance as she came back to reality.  Thud, thud, thud...  She opened her eyes and realized it was actually a knocking at the bathroom door.

Kristi sighed and pulled her fingers out from her soaking wet sex, “what is it?”

“Did you want to get takeout for dinner, or did you have something prepared?”  Simon inquired from the other side of the door.

She gritted her teeth and took a deep breath, trying to calm herself.  It seemed her husband was doing everything he could to prevent her from just getting off.  “I was going to just pop a pizza into the oven.  Unless you wanted something else,” she answered.

There was a silence and Kristi paused, wondering if he had left or if he was thinking.  After a moment, her husband finally responded, “there’s a new restaurant that opened downtown, apparently the best burgers in the State.”

Kristi rolled her eyes, “the best burgers?  Isn’t that basically every burger joint advertises?  We just had that smashburger thing last week, you really feel like another burger?”

Simon opened the bathroom door just slightly, “sorry, kind of hard to hear you.  Did you say something about a smashburger?”

At this point, whatever desire filled burning she felt between her legs had dispersed.  She washed her hands as she stared at the slightly open door.  “I asked if you really felt like another burger.  We just had smashburger last week,” she repeated.

“Oh right, completely forgot about that place.”

“Yeah, and that was supposed to be one of the best burgers in the State too,” Kristi said as she grabbed her shampoo and lathered it into her hair.

“Yeah, those reviews were completely wrong.  But I think this one has some real potential.  I mean, they’re new and they already have a ton of reviews, with the lowest rating being four stars,” Simon replied.

Kristi continued to lather the shampoo through her long blonde hair as her husband spoke.  “If that’s what you really want, and it’ll help cheer you up, we can go.”

“You sure you’re okay with that?”  Simon asked.

“Yes, I'm absolutely fine with it,” Kristi replied, trying her hardest not to sound frustrated.

“Great! I'll see if I can reserve a table for us,” her husband replied gleefully.

He closed the door, leaving her in peace once more.  Kristi sighed as she washed the shampoo out of her hair.
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Chapter 3


The low murmur of conversation and clinking silverware filled the trendy burger joint, a stark contrast to the tense silence that had settled between Kristi and Simon. Gone was the electric intimacy of a few hours ago, replaced by an awkward quiet that gnawed at Kristi.  The frustration she'd held in, masked by the passion of their reunion, bubbled just beneath the surface.

Across from her, Simon seemed oblivious. He drummed his fingers absentmindedly on the tablecloth, his gaze flitting around the restaurant.  "Still thinking about that mess at work?" Kristi finally asked, her voice clipped.

Simon flinched at the sharp edge in her tone. "A little," he admitted, a sigh escaping his lips. "But maybe a good burger, the 'best in New York' according to this place, will lift my spirits."  He forced a smile, but it didn't quite reach his eyes.

Kristi studied him, a knot of disappointment tightening in her chest.  The fire they'd rekindled earlier had burned hot, but like a dying ember, it seemed to be fading fast.  Perhaps, in the whirlwind of emotions,  the reality of their physical incompatibility had been overshadowed.  She pushed the thought away, unwilling to dampen the fragile hope that still flickered within her.

"Maybe," she said, her voice softer now.  "Maybe the burger will do the trick."  Taking a deep breath, she forced a smile, a silent plea for a chance to rebuild their connection, not just on passion, but on a deeper understanding.  The evening stretched before them, a blank canvas waiting to be painted.  Whether it would be a masterpiece of rekindled love or a portrait of a fractured relationship remained to be seen.

Kristi twirled the stem of her wine glass, the ruby liquid reflecting the warm glow of the restaurant lights.  "Maybe," she ventured, breaking the silence, "before you make any rash decisions at work, we could take a vacation. A long one.”

Simon's eyebrows shot up in surprise.  The suggestion seemed to jolt him out of his introspective mood.  "A vacation?  Now?”

"Why not?" Kristi countered, her voice laced with a newfound determination.  "You haven't taken a real break in years.  We could go somewhere exotic, somewhere we've always talked about.”

Simon hesitated, a flicker of hope warring with the remnants of his professional pride.  "It's tempting," he admitted, "but I can't just abandon ship. They still value me there, Kristi.  Maybe a transfer to another team, like you suggested...”

He trailed off, leaving the sentence unfinished.  Kristi knew all about his pride, the one that wouldn't let him walk away without a fight.  She didn't want a fight, though.  She wanted a partner, someone willing to explore the possibilities with her.

A heavy silence descended between them again, punctuated only by the clinking of silverware from nearby tables.  The arrival of their burgers brought a welcome distraction.  Kristi's was a classic cheeseburger, the simplicity a reflection of her current mood.  Simon's, on the other hand, was a towering construction of juicy patty, melty cheese, crispy bacon, a perfectly fried egg, and a generous layer of creamy avocado.

As they took their first bites, the silence stretched on.  Perhaps, Kristi thought, a vacation wouldn't solve everything, but it might be a start.  A chance to break free from the routine, to rediscover themselves and each other, not as a high-powered finance couple, but as Simon and Kristi, two people who once fell in love.  Maybe, amidst the sunshine and unfamiliar landscapes, they could find a way to rewrite their happily-ever-after, a story filled not just with comfort, but with passion, adventure, and a love that burned brighter than the best burger in New York City.

Kristi watched as Simon demolished his burger with the gusto of a man starved. Bacon grease glistened on his lips as he devoured the towering creation, each bite punctuated by a contented grunt.

"So?" she finally asked, needing to break the stifling silence. "How's the best burger in New York?”

He swallowed a mouthful, a satisfied smile spreading across his face. "Decent," he admitted, wiping his mouth with a napkin. "A little overcooked, but the bacon is crispy and the avocado spread is good.”

Kristi couldn't help but be a little amazed.  She'd barely made a dent in her own burger, savoring each bite alongside the smooth Cabernet.  The contrast between them, she realized, went beyond just food.  Simon, always a creature of action, devoured life the way he devoured his meal – with gusto and a touch of impatience.  She, on the other hand, preferred to savor the experience, to analyze and appreciate the nuances.

As Simon finished his burger and reached for his soda, he cleared his throat. "Speaking of quick fixes," he began cautiously, "the car needs to go into the shop tomorrow for that rattling noise.  Probably just a loose muffler, shouldn't take long.”

Kristi nodded, a familiar pang of suburban wife-dom settling in her stomach.  This predictable routine, the car repairs, the grocery lists – it was a life they'd built together, a life that had felt comfortable once.  Now, however, it felt suffocating, a stark contrast to the thrilling uncertainty she craved.

The clinking of ice cubes against Simon's glass echoed in the lull of conversation.  Kristi, watching him, saw a flicker of something akin to hope light up his eyes.  Perhaps, she thought, the seed of adventure had been planted.

Taking a deep breath, she decided to press forward.  "So," she began, her voice gentle, "if we were to take this vacation, where would you even want to go?”

Simon seemed surprised by the question, a thoughtful frown creasing his brow.  He set his empty cup of soda down with a soft thud.  "Honestly," he admitted, "I haven't even allowed myself to think that far ahead. But..."  His voice trailed off, a dreamy look clouding his eyes.  "We've always talked about going somewhere with..."  He paused, searching for the right words.  "Sandy beaches, turquoise water, the kind of place where you can just lie on a hammock and do absolutely nothing.”

A smile tugged at Kristi's lips.  The image he painted resonated with a deep yearning within her.  "Sounds perfect," she agreed, her voice laced with a hint of excitement.  "No deadlines, no reports, just endless blue skies and the sound of the waves.”

Simon's smile mirrored hers.  For a brief moment, the tension that had been simmering between them seemed to dissipate, replaced by a shared sense of possibility.  Maybe, Kristi thought, a vacation wasn't just about reigniting passion; it was about rediscovering the simple joys they'd forgotten, the ability to dream and plan together, not as a couple going through the motions, but as two people yearning for a new adventure.

The restaurant lights seemed to dim a notch, and for the first time that evening, the future didn't look quite so bleak.  The embers of their connection, fanned by a shared desire for escape, had flickered back to life.

“You know what... what the hell, if I can't find a good role, let's just go. Maybe the Caribbean, or somewhere in Mexico.  Our even further south, maybe even Australia,” Simon said as he wiped his lips with a cloth.

Kristi smiled as she took another sip of her wine. Any of those options sounded fantastic.  Kristi felt a thrill course through her. It wasn't just the destination; it was the agreement, the shared desire for something new. The genuine smile bloomed on her face, chasing away the shadows that had lingered there all night.

"The Caribbean!" she echoed, her voice filled with excitement. "Perfect! Imagine, white sand between our toes, a cool drink in hand, and nothing but the sound of the ocean...”

Her voice trailed off, but the image she painted hung in the air between them, a shared dream taking flight. For the first time in a long time, their connection felt electric, not with the rekindled passion of earlier, but with a spark of something new – anticipation, a promise of adventure.

The weight that had been pressing down on Kristi seemed to lift. This vacation, she knew, wasn't just about escaping the city; it was about escaping the comfortable routine that had become a cage. It was a chance to rewrite their story, to rediscover themselves and each other, not as a couple defined by their careers and their expectations, but as two people on the verge of an exciting new chapter. They raised their glasses in a silent toast, the clinking of crystal a promise whispered on the warm summer breeze.

Elated, Kristi reached across the table, her fingers brushing against Simon's. The spark was back, a flicker of warmth that chased away the chill that had settled between them.

"This is amazing," she breathed, her voice trembling with a newfound hope. "The Caribbean, just imagine...”

A shadow crossed Simon's face for a fleeting moment, a flicker of something she couldn't quite decipher. He squeezed her hand reassuringly. "I'll talk to my boss tomorrow," he said, his voice firm. "Let him know I need a break, clear my head. Maybe..." his voice trailed off, a hesitant note creeping in. "Maybe if this vacation goes well, it could be more than just a break. Maybe it could be...”

He didn't finish the sentence, but Kristi understood. The weight of his responsibility, the career he'd built, it still held him back, even as he dangled the possibility of retirement in front of her. Yet, the seed of doubt she felt was overshadowed by the glimmer of a future unburdened by routine and unfulfilled desires.

"We'll see," she said, her voice soft but filled with a quiet determination. "Let's just focus on the Caribbean for now. Sunshine, relaxation, and maybe..." she leaned closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "we can rediscover the magic we used to have.”

A slow smile spread across Simon's face, the lines around his eyes crinkling with genuine warmth. "Maybe," he echoed, his gaze locking with hers. "Maybe we can rewrite our happily-ever-after, one sandy beach at a time.”


			[image: ]








Chapter 4


Sunlight streamed through the expansive windows of Kristi's client's office, casting a sterile glow on the rows of neatly stacked files and the sleek, modern furniture. Kristi flipped through another page of a financial report, her practiced smile feeling a little worn around the edges.

"Everything seems to be moving along smoothly," she assured Mr. Hendricks, the client's CFO, her voice adopting its professional cadence. "We're on track to have a clean audit report submitted by the end of the month.”

Mr. Hendricks, a man whose frown lines seemed permanently etched onto his face, nodded curtly. "Good. Efficiency is key, Mrs. Davis." He glanced at his watch, a silent signal that their time was up.

Kristi gathered her files, a flicker of longing crossing her mind. As she wrapped up the meeting and exchanged pleasantries, she couldn't help but wonder how Simon's conversation with his boss had gone. Was he on his way to a life of freedom, or was the weight of his career still dragging him down?

With handshakes and goodbyes exchanged, Kristi stepped out of the high-rise office building and into the warm afternoon air. The city, usually a source of low-grade anxiety, seemed a little less overwhelming today. The Caribbean dream, fragile as it was, still flickered in her heart.

Taking a moment, she pulled out her phone and typed a quick text: "Hey honey, how'd it go?”

The response came within minutes, a call from Simon. His voice, when he spoke, held an odd mix of excitement and apprehension.

"Kristi, there's... well, there's good news and bad news.”

"Hit me with the bad news first," Kristi said, a knot of worry tightening in her stomach.

"The vacation," Simon began, his voice heavy. "It might have to wait. There's been an unexpected development at work.”

Kristi braced herself.  Was he going to be laid off?  Did he decide that work was more important than the vacation?  Was their entire conversation about a new life just a fleeting dream?

"They're acquiring a small firm in Jamaica," Simon continued, surprising Kristi. "It's a small team, low overhead, perfect for someone who doesn't want the high-pressure environment anymore.”

Kristi felt a wave of confusion.  Jamaica?  Wasn't that where they were hoping to vacation?

"Here's the thing," Simon said, his voice dropping a notch. "They're looking for someone with my exact skillset.  And..." he paused for a beat. "They're offering me the position.”

"But that's..." she stammered, searching for the right words.  "Wait, is that bad or good?”

Kristi's heart pounded in her chest.  So much for a life of leisure.  But then, a smile slowly tugged at her lips.  Maybe, just maybe, this unexpected turn of events wasn't such a bad thing after all.

"Business class, both of us," Simon added, the lilt in his voice betraying his own excitement.  "They want me to be on site for the acquisition, keep them abreast of anything there, and apparently, I can 'work remotely' for a while. The rest of the team won't even fly in until all paperwork is signed.  Essentially, a paid vacation in paradise.”

A wave of relief and exhilaration washed over Kristi. The Caribbean dream, it seemed, was being rewritten, not as a complete escape from work, but as a fresh start, a chance to explore a new adventure together.

“I can't believe it!  How lucky is that?!” Kristi gasped.

“Luck and some connections.  I don't know if you remember Bob, we used to be drinking buddies, I got him that huge opportunity in this IPO deal.... We chatted, he didn't like how I was being gently pushed out the door and decided to get me this opportunity.”

“Wow!  When do we fly out?” Kristi asked.

“In two weeks. Could probably get it down to next week if you want.  They've already picked out this beautiful place we can stay at.”

“And for how long?”

“Well, it's a one way ticket.  These things can take a couple of months, sometimes they get dragged out over a year,” Simon replied.

“That's absolutely perfect!” Kristi exclaimed.

“Okay, well, I actually got to go to a one on one but I thought I'd just tell you the news.”

“I love you!”

“Love you too,” Simon responded before hanging up.

A buoyant energy propelled Kristi as she re-entered the sleek confines of the client's building. Her usual brisk walk morphed into a near skip, a smile plastered on her face that could rival the summer sun.  Her team, hunched over their laptops in the shared office space, couldn't help but notice the shift.

"Kristi," Sarah, the junior auditor, greeted her, a surprised eyebrow raised. "Looking positively radiant today. Did you win the lottery?”

Kristi laughed, her joy spilling over. "Not quite," she admitted, "but something pretty darn good happened." She couldn't contain a playful prance as she reached her desk.

"Spill the beans, Kristi!" chimed in David, the more seasoned auditor, his eyes twinkling with curiosity.

Kristi hesitated for a moment, the specifics of Simon's new position still a bit fuzzy.  She didn't want to get ahead of herself, but she also couldn't keep this exciting news bottled up.

"We're...taking a trip," she announced, her voice brimming with anticipation. "My husband and I.  A little escape to the Caribbean to soak up some sun.”

A collective gasp of awe rippled through the team. The Caribbean?  For auditors, particularly those buried in the trenches of a lengthy project, it was practically mythical.

"Wow, Kristi! That's incredible!" Sarah exclaimed, her eyes wide with envy. "Where are you going?”

Kristi smiled mysteriously.  "A little island paradise," she teased.  She wasn't ready to reveal the specifics of their "work-cation" just yet.  There would be time for that later.  Right now, she reveled in the shared excitement, the vicarious thrill she saw reflected in her team's faces.

"Lucky you," David chimed in, a hint of wistfulness in his voice. "Enjoy the break! You deserve it.”

Kristi nodded enthusiastically.  "Oh, I will," she promised, her gaze flitting back to her computer screen.  But even the rows of numbers couldn't dampen her spirits.  The Caribbean awaited, a sun-drenched canvas upon which they could begin to paint a new chapter, a story filled with adventure, a second honeymoon whispered on the salty breeze, and a love story waiting to be retold.

“When are you leaving?” Sarah inquired.

Kristi paused and leaned back in her chair.  “Probably the week after next.”

“Oh wow, isn't that going to interfere with this project?” David asked.

“Probably, but I'll see if I can work remotely to finish this project off.  If not I'm sure they can find another senior manager to fill in for me,” Kristi replied.

“Aww, we'll miss you for sure! I hope they let you work remote,” Sarah said.

“Don't be a kiss ass,” David chuckled.

The rest of the room laughed as Sarah's face turned red.  Kristi smirked and shook her head while leaning towards Sarah.  “Don’t listen to him, otherwise you’ll stay a senior auditor for years, like him,” Kristi teased back.

David rolled his eyes and laughed even harder.  “Wow, damn, shots fired!”

“You got to take as much as you give,” Kristi replied with a wink.

The rest of the team settled down and got back to work as Kristi opened up a browser window and began looking at what to do in Jamaica.  There were certainly a lot of options, and she’d have to work out the details of where they’d be staying.  The excitement began to grow as she looked at various pictures, imagining what it’d be like.

Kristi's fingers danced across the keyboard, a stark contrast to the rhythmic tapping that usually accompanied her audit work. The sterile world of spreadsheets and financial statements had been temporarily replaced by the vibrant hues of the Caribbean. Her research was in full swing, a whirlwind of turquoise waters, swaying palm trees, and luxurious resorts.

A picture of a secluded cove, nestled between dramatic cliffs and kissed by crystal-clear water, caught her eye. "The perfect spot for a romantic sunset picnic," she murmured, already picturing herself and Simon sharing a bottle of wine and whispered secrets under the star-studded sky.

Suddenly, the conference room door creaked open, jolting Kristi back to reality. Mr. Hendricks, his usual frown etched even deeper than usual, stood in the doorway.

"Kristi," he began, his voice clipped, "a question about the financial disclosures section. There seems to be a discrepancy in...”

Kristi forced a smile, the remnants of her tropical reverie clinging to her like the scent of coconut sunscreen. "Of course, Mr. Hendricks," she said, her voice professional once more. "Let's take a look.”

As she navigated back to the spreadsheet in question, the image of the secluded cove flickered on the edge of her mind. Work, with its deadlines and complexities, would still be there waiting for her. But for now, the promise of paradise, a chance to rewrite her happily-ever-after with Simon, offered a welcome escape, a secret melody playing in the background of the daily grind. She glanced at the calendar on her desk, mentally counting down the days until their Caribbean adventure began. Jamaica awaited, a sun-drenched canvas waiting to be painted with the vibrant colors of a rekindled love and a future filled with possibilities.
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Chapter 5


The relentless Jamaican sun beat down, a welcome change from the fluorescent purgatory Kristi usually called an office. Three days in paradise had already begun to melt away the stress lines etched on her face. The island's time moved to the rhythm of reggae beats and the swaying of palm trees, a stark contrast to the city's relentless thrum. Their luxurious villa, nestled amidst lush greenery a stone's throw from Montego Bay, felt a world away from their high-rise apartment.  The previous two weeks before the trip had blazed through.

Today, they were ditching the gourmet delights offered by the in-house chef and opting for something local, a taste of authentic Jamaican cuisine. Hand in hand, they strolled along the beach, the cool sand a perfect contrast to the warm air. The setting sun, even at midday, cast a golden glow on the water, making the turquoise depths sparkle like scattered jewels. The salty breeze carried the tantalizing scent of jerk seasoning and grilled fish, a symphony of aromas that quickened their appetites.

A cluster of colorful shacks, adorned with vibrant murals, announced their arrival at a popular jerk stand. Upbeat reggae tunes spilled into the open air, punctuated by the rhythmic clanging of pots and pans. Kristi, ever the planner, had discreetly inquired with the villa staff and managed to snag a shaded table with a perfect view of the glistening water.

Simon pulled out a chair for Kristi, a gesture so ingrained in him that it still sent a little flutter to her heart. They settled in, the lively music providing a soundtrack to their conversation. As they perused the menu, a delightful mix of familiar dishes like jerk chicken and more adventurous offerings like curried goat, Kristi couldn't shake the feeling that this was more than just a vacation. It was a chance to reconnect, to rediscover the joy in simple pleasures, the way their gazes lingered a little longer, the way their hands brushed accidentally, sending a jolt of electricity through them.

Kristi ran her finger through the menu, looking through each item.  It was so much more different than the usual burgers, or pizzas that were on the menus of most restaurants back home.  The variety of different options, food that she’s never tried before, lined up the menu.

"Wow, look at this!  Curry goat?  Jerk Chicken?  Which one are you going for?" Simon asked with a playful grin, his eyes twinkling. "Ready to get adventurous?”

A smile played on Kristi's lips. The thought of spicy goat was tempting, but she wasn't sure her stomach was quite ready for that level of excitement. "Maybe on another island adventure," she teased. "Today, I think I'll stick with the classic jerk chicken. You?”

The waiter, a man with a smile as infectious as the reggae beats, materialized beside them, his white button-down shirt a stark contrast to the vibrant backdrop. As they discussed the merits of various dishes, their laughter mingled with the music and the sounds of waves lapping at the shore. This was the life they'd dreamed of, a life filled with sunshine, laughter, and a love rekindled by the magic of paradise.

"Ready to order?" the waiter asked, his voice brimming with Jamaican warmth.

"Absolutely," Kristi replied, a smile playing on her lips. "I'll have the jerk chicken, please. And could we get some festival bread and some coco bread on the side? For my adventurous husband, I think we'll try the curried goat." She shot Simon a playful wink.

Simon chuckled. "Sounds perfect. And to drink?”

The waiter rattled off a list of local drinks, their names as colorful as the murals adorning the shack.

"Sorrel for me," Kristi decided, intrigued by the description of the  hibiscus-based beverage.

“'I’ll have a Rum Punch, nice and strong to match the jerk chicken, please." Simon added.

As the waiter jotted down their order, a comfortable silence settled between them. The worries of work and the uncertainty of the future seemed to fade away, replaced by the warmth of the Jamaican sun and the promise of a new beginning.  Once done, the waiter gave them a small nod and walked off.

"I have to admit," Kristi said, leaning back in her chair and letting out a contented sigh, "these past three days have been exactly what I needed. The sun, the beach, the complete lack of spreadsheets – it's pure bliss.”

Simon nodded, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he smiled. "Me too. I haven't felt this relaxed in years. Maybe..." he trailed off, his voice hesitant.

Kristi raised an eyebrow, a playful glint in her eyes. "Maybe what?”

"Maybe I should just retire," Simon blurted out, surprising even himself. The words hung in the air for a moment, heavy with the weight of a decision he wasn't sure he was ready to make.

Kristi studied him, her gaze a mix of amusement and concern.  "That's a pretty big decision, honey.  Are you sure it's not just the honeymoon phase of your break talking?”

Simon chuckled, a touch self-conscious.  "Maybe a little. The company gave me a week to adjust, but I officially start working remotely next week."  He took a deep breath, the sound of the waves crashing against the shore a calming counterpoint to his racing thoughts.  "The truth is, being here with you, seeing you so happy... it's made me realize how much I've been missing.  The work, the stress, it just wasn't worth the sacrifices anymore.”

Kristi reached across the table, her fingers brushing against his.  The simple touch sent a warmth through her.  "We can talk about it more later," she said softly.  "For now, let's enjoy this moment.  Let's enjoy Jamaica.”

A grin spread across Simon's face, the tension draining from his shoulders.

The aroma of jerk seasoning hung heavy in the air, a tantalizing prelude to the feast before them. Kristi's jerk chicken arrived, glistening with a fiery glaze, while Simon's curried goat simmered in a rich, fragrant sauce.  Festival bread, golden brown and fluffy, accompanied both dishes, promising a delightful blend of textures. They dove in, the first bite an explosion of flavor that sent their taste buds on a tropical adventure.

As they devoured their lunch, conversation flowed effortlessly. They reminisced about their favorite memories from the past three days, shared silly inside jokes, and dreamt up all sorts of excursions they could embark on during their remaining time in Jamaica.  A comfortable silence settled between them occasionally, filled only by the rhythmic beat of reggae music and the gentle murmur of the ocean waves.

With empty plates and contented sighs, they paid the bill and decided to take a leisurely stroll along the coast. The sun, already beginning its descent, cast a golden glow on the turquoise water, painting the sky in hues of orange and pink. The air vibrated with the infectious beat of reggae music, drawing them towards its source.

As they rounded a bend in the coastline, they came upon a vibrant scene. A bonfire crackled merrily on the beach, casting flickering shadows on a group of locals dancing with abandon. The music, pulsating from a portable speaker, was an irresistible blend of reggae and calypso, impossible to resist.

Kristi and Simon exchanged a hesitant glance, a mix of excitement and apprehension in their eyes.  One of the dancers, a woman with a radiant smile and dreadlocks adorned with colorful beads, caught their eye and waved them over.

"Come join the fun, mon!" she exclaimed, her voice warm and inviting. "Nobody just watches reggae!”

Simon smiled sheepishly at Kristi. "What do you say?”

Kristi, her adventurous spirit awakened by the vibrant atmosphere, returned his grin. "Why not?" she replied, her voice filled with excitement. "Let's embrace the Jamaican spirit!”

With a delighted laugh, she grabbed Simon's hand and together they walked towards the group. The locals welcomed them with open arms, their smiles wider than the Caribbean Sea itself. Soon, Kristi and Simon were swept up in the rhythm, their bodies swaying to the music, a newfound connection sparking between them and the welcoming locals. As the sun dipped below the horizon, painting the sky with a breathtaking display of colors, they danced and laughed under the starlit sky, feeling more alive and connected than they had in years.

The bonfire crackled and popped, casting a warm glow on Kristi and the group of locals. The music pulsed, a hypnotic blend of reggae and calypso that seemed to burrow into your bones and make them move.  Kristi, her inhibitions melted away by the island sunshine and the infectious energy of the dance, found herself swept into a whirl with a tall, muscular Jamaican man.

He moved with an effortless grace, his body a canvas upon which the music painted vibrant strokes. Kristi mirrored his steps, her hips swaying in a way that sent a jolt of excitement through her. Laughter bubbled up from her chest as they danced, a playful competition brewing between them.

Across the circle, Simon watched, a slow smile spreading across his face.  He couldn't help but be captivated by Kristi's uninhibited joy. The sight of her dancing with another man, especially a man with such a powerful physical presence, ignited a spark of possessiveness within him, a primal urge to claim her as his.

However, intertwined with that possessiveness was a strange undercurrent of...excitement. He found himself strangely aroused by the sensuality of her movements, the way her body moved in perfect sync with the music, the way her laughter danced on the breeze.  It was strange yet not unexpected.  He had recently been drawn to interracial porn, especially those filmed by amateur married couples. His shorts began to feel a little tighter as he started to get hard.  He adjusted his position, trying to hide the fact that he was getting far too excited.

The sudden flicker of movement caught Kristi's eye. She glanced across the circle and locked eyes with Simon. His gaze held a curious mix of amusement and something deeper, something that sent a thrill coursing through her. A playful smile spread across her lips. This wasn't just about the dance anymore. There was a new element, a spark of electricity crackling between her and Simon ignited by this unexpected situation.

With a slow, deliberate movement, Kristi leaned closer to her dance partner. Their bodies brushed, sending a shiver down her spine. She felt his smile widen as he responded in kind, their movements becoming more suggestive, a playful dance of seduction.

A low chuckle rumbled in Simon's chest. This wasn't the reserved Kristi he knew, the one who usually shied away from public displays of affection. This was a new Kristi, a woman liberated by the island magic, a woman radiating a confidence he hadn't seen in years.  He felt a delicious pang of possessiveness mixed with a strange thrill that both surprised and excited him.

He watched, mesmerized, as Kristi moved with an unexpected sensuality.  He couldn't deny the possessiveness that flared within him, the urge to claim her and pull her close. Yet, there was also a strange fascination with this new side of her, a secret thrill watching her explore this unexpected connection.

Suddenly, a man with a warm smile and dreadlocks adorned with colorful beads materialized beside Simon. "You look like you could use a drink, mon," he said, holding out a bottle of rum and a cup filled with ice. "Rum punch, strong enough to knock the worries right out of you.”

Simon glanced at Kristi, her back now pressed against her dance partner, her body moving in a way that sent a jolt through him that had nothing to do with the tropical heat.  A slow smile spread across his face.  "I think I just might need that," he admitted, taking the cup and the bottle.

As he poured himself a generous helping of rum punch, Kristi caught his eye and winked.  Her smile was playful, yet there was a hint of something more, a secret message only he could decipher.  She turned back to her partner, her body language shifting.  With a slow, deliberate movement, she leaned in closer, her backside brushing suggestively against his crotch.  A gasp escaped her lips, a mixture of playful surprise and genuine desire.

Before the Jamaican man could react, another woman, adorned with vibrant flowers in her hair, approached Kristi with a tray laden with colorful cocktails. "Rum Runner for the beautiful lady?" she offered, her voice warm and inviting.

Kristi, still pressed against her partner, reached over her shoulder and took a glass with a playful smile.  "Thank you, darling!" she chirped, her old Southern accent sneaking through.

Raising her glass high, she met Simon's gaze across the circle.  Over the pulsating music and the laughter of the party, they held each other's eyes for a beat, a silent toast to this unexpected turn of events.  The air crackled with unspoken desire, fueled by the music, the firelight, and the strange new current that flowed between them.  Kristi, her movements more provocative than ever, continued to dance with the Jamaican man, the scene both exhilarating and arousing for Simon who watched, a delicious mix of possessiveness and unexpected thrill coursing through him.

The fire crackled, casting dancing shadows on Kristi and her partner. The music pulsed, a hypnotic beat that seemed to vibrate through her very core.  With each sinuous move, her back pressed closer, making an unexpected discovery. A pronounced firmness pressed insistently against her. At first, she dismissed it as the angle, the way she was leaning back. Yet, a shiver of unexpected excitement danced down her spine.

Thoughts, usually banished to the back of her mind, began to surface. How...large was he?  Were the rumors true about black men? 

A mischievous glint sparked in her eyes as she sipped her Rum Runner, the sweet liquor warming her insides.  The dance offered a perfect opportunity for discreet exploration. She subtly shifted her weight, gauging his response. Was it her imagination, or did the firmness seem to...shift too?

Their bodies moved in a suggestive tango, a playful duel fueled by the music and the unspoken challenge in Kristi's eyes.  Each press of her back, each suggestive grind, sent a jolt of electricity through her.  Could it be true?  Was he truly as well-endowed as that initial press suggested?

Simon watched, the rum punch warming his stomach but a different kind of heat coursing through his veins.  Kristi, bathed in the flickering orange glow, was a vision of uninhibited sensuality he'd never witnessed before.  The way her body moved with the Jamaican man, a provocative blend of playfulness and something more primal, sent a delicious pang of possessiveness through him.

With each suggestive movement, his desire grew.  He watched as she subtly gauged the man's response, her eyes sparkling with a mischievous glint.  The rum punch tasted faintly bitter on his tongue, the sweetness overshadowed by the unexpected turn of events.  A part of him wanted to storm across the circle and claim her for his own, to pull her away from this exploration and into his arms.  Yet, another part, a more primal and unfamiliar part, found himself strangely enthralled.  He wanted to see where this would lead, to see how far she would take it.

As the music swelled, a slow, rhythmic beat taking hold, the dance took on a new intensity.  The Jamaican man, fueled by the rum punch and Kristi's undeniable allure, mirrored her movements with a growing urgency.  Simon gripped the cup in his hand, knuckles turning white, as he watched Kristi's exploration escalate.  The scene both exhilarated and aroused him, a strange mix of possessiveness and a voyeuristic thrill that left him breathless.

The bonfire roared, casting flickering shadows that danced across the revelers' faces.  The music throbbed, a pulse that vibrated through Kristi's very core.  With each sinuous move, her breath caught in her throat. The initial surprise at the man's...heft had morphed into a potent mix of curiosity and arousal.  She continued her subtle exploration, gauging his response through the suggestive movements of the dance.  Was it just her imagination, or did the heat radiating from his body intensify with each press?

Across the fire, Simon watched, a kaleidoscope of emotions swirling within him.  The rum punch now tasted like ashes in his mouth, drowned out by the fiery heat coursing through his veins.  Kristi, bathed in the firelight, was a vision of uninhibited sensuality that both terrified and enthralled him.  He longed to claim her, to pull her away from this tantalizing dance, but an unfamiliar thrill kept him rooted to the spot.  He watched, mesmerized, as the music shifted and the dance intensified.  The air crackled with a tension that had nothing to do with the bonfire, the playful exploration morphing into something more raw and primal.

The night stretched on, fueled by music, rum punch, and the intoxicating energy of the dance.  As the first rays of dawn began to paint the sky with soft hues of pink and orange, the group slowly dispersed.  Kristi and Simon, caught in their own world, walked hand-in-hand along the beach, the sand cool beneath their bare feet.  The memory of the night, the unexpected turn of events, hung heavy between them, a secret shared under the watchful gaze of the rising sun.
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Chapter 6


Sunlight streamed through the sheer curtains, casting a warm glow on the room.  The previous night's events played on repeat in Kristi's mind, a vivid tapestry woven with music, rum punch, and an unexpected awakening.  She glanced at Simon, who was still asleep, his chest rising and falling with a peaceful rhythm.  A mix of emotions swirled within her – excitement, curiosity, and a touch of guilt.  Maybe she had let loose a little too much last night.

When Simon finally stirred, an awkward silence stretched between them as they showered and got ready for the day.  The usual comfortable banter that filled their mornings was absent, replaced by a tension that hung heavy in the air.

Needing to break the ice, Kristi finally spoke as they settled into a beachfront table for a late lunch. "About last night..." she began, hesitating slightly. "I might have gotten a little carried away with that dance. I apologize if you were uncomfortable.”

Simon took a long sip of his iced tea, his gaze fixed on the turquoise waves. "No need to apologize," he said finally, his voice low.

The silence returned, heavy and charged. Kristi picked at her salad, her appetite diminished.  Just as she was about to suggest an activity, Simon cleared his throat and spoke, his voice barely a whisper.

"To be honest," he admitted, his gaze meeting hers, "I... I liked watching you dance.”

A flicker of surprise shot through Kristi. "You did?”

Simon nodded slowly. "There was a...  a freedom to you I haven't seen in a long time. It was exciting."  He hesitated again, his words carefully chosen. "And... arousing.”

Kristi felt a blush creep up her neck. "Arousing?" she repeated, a tremor in her voice.

Simon met her gaze, a spark of desire igniting in his eyes. "Yes," he confirmed. "Seeing you move like that... with him..."  He stopped, leaving the unspoken words hanging in the air.

The admission hung between them, a bridge built between the familiar and the unknown.  A new chapter of their relationship had begun last night under the Jamaican sky, and with Simon's words, they were cautiously stepping into the uncharted territory it offered.

“Wait... did you just say, with him?” Kristi responded, stunned.

Simon took a deep breath, his voice dropping to a nervous murmur. "Lately, I've been... curious about something I saw online."  He fumbled with his napkin, avoiding her gaze.

"Well," Simon stammered, "it's these videos...  they depict, uh, couples exploring a different kind of intimacy. Where the husband enjoys watching his wife...  be with another man.”

Kristi tilted her head, completely lost. "What do you mean 'enjoys watching'?”

Simon took another deep breath. "It's a specific kind of fantasy, I guess.  The husband gets a thrill out of seeing his wife... attracted to someone else."  His cheeks burned with embarrassment.  "It's not about infidelity, exactly. More like... a shared experience that somehow strengthens their bond.”

Kristi blinked, processing his words. The concept was entirely foreign to her. "So, you're saying you get turned on by the idea of... me... with someone else?" she asked cautiously.

Simon nodded, his voice barely audible. "I guess... a part of me does.  Seeing you dance with that man last night... it awakened something in me.  A possessiveness, sure, but also... an excitement I can't explain."  He hesitated again, then blurted out, "And to be honest... it wasn't just any man. There was something about the way you moved with that...  black man..."  His voice trailed off, a flush creeping up his neck.

Kristi's eyes widened in surprise. This was a whole new level of unexpected.  "You mean... you have a preference?”

Simon avoided her gaze, muttering, "Not exactly a preference, but...”

"But?" Kristi pressed gently.

He finally met her gaze, a mixture of nervousness and desire swirling in his eyes. "There was a certain... physicality about him. A strength that seemed to... ignite something in you, and by extension, in me.”

“By physicality, you don't mean...”

“His package, yeah. I could see the bulge from where I was sitting,” Simon chuckled.

“It definitely felt large. But it was probably fake. You know, back in my early party days, I learned that some guys stuff like a sock down there,” Kristi replied.

“You really think it was a sock? I mean, you were getting a nice long feel for it,” Simon responded. “Not that I'm mad about that or anything,” he quickly added.

Kristi raised an eyebrow as she took a small bite of her salad.  She recalled running her hand down between the Jamaican man's legs, feeling the long cylindrical object that ran down his right thigh.  “I mean... it was warm...”

Simon smirked as he took a sip of his coffee.  “From the videos I've seen, they're all really well endowed.”

“So it's a size thing? That helps you get excited?”

Her husband leaned back and shook his head.  “No it's not just that.  I mean, that's definitely an aspect to it, but it's also the contrast.  Like imagining you, with your beautiful snow white skin and a man who's the complete opposite.”

“Huh... yeah?”

“And then there's the aspect of...” Simon paused, hesitated as he tried to play out his words in his head.

“And what?”

He pressed his lips together for a moment, before letting out a small sigh.  “It's a bit embarrassing to say this but... it's this idea that... ugh, this is going to come off as racist,” he started.

“Oh jeez... don't tell me it's like a superiority thing,” Kristi sighed.

“I mean, at its root it's the same idea as what your parents had about you almost dating a black guy.  Kind of like that forbidden fruit aspect,” he blurted.

Kristi rolled her eyes and shook her head.  “You've got to be kidding me.  Aren't you from New York?  My family is rooted in the Deep South mentality, but you're more open minded than that.”

“I know, I know, it's stupid,” her husband agreed with a sigh.

Sunlight continued to stream through the sheer curtains, casting playful patterns on the tablecloth as Kristi and Simon sat in a tense silence.  They picked at their food, the awkwardness hanging heavy between them.  Yet, beneath the surface, a new current crackled, fueled by Simon's unexpected confession.

Kristi, ever the pragmatist, finally broke the silence. "So," she began cautiously, "these videos you mentioned...  do they involve the husband... enjoying it all together somehow?”

Simon, caught off guard by her directness, fumbled for his coffee. "Well, yes, in a way.  There's often an element of... shared excitement.  The wife enjoys exploring her desires, and the husband gets a thrill from witnessing it.”

"And the physical aspect?" Kristi pressed, her voice a mere whisper. "Does the husband... participate somehow?”

Simon's cheeks flushed a deep crimson.  "Sometimes," he mumbled, avoiding her gaze.

Kristi leaned forward, her eyes searching his. "And for you, Simon, is that the part that... excites you?”

He hesitated, then took a deep breath. "Honestly, I don't know.  It's all so new to me. But seeing you dance with that man... the way you moved, the energy you exuded...  it awakened something primal in me.  A possessiveness, yes, but also a strange... curiosity.”

"Curiosity about what?" she asked gently.

He met her gaze for a fleeting moment, his voice barely above a whisper.  "Curiosity about seeing you... explore that side of yourself.  With someone else.”

The weight of his words hung heavy in the air.  This wasn't the conversation Kristi had ever imagined having with Simon.  It was a foray into uncharted territory, a world of desires they had never dared to explore.  Yet, a part of her, a part that had been buried deep under the routine of their comfortable life, couldn't help but feel a flicker of... intrigue.

Growing up in a very conservative family, Kristi never had a chance to date a man of color.  She was just as intrigued by the thought.  The memory of feeling the Jamaican man's large member also did make her feel hot and bothered.

"So," she began, her voice barely a whisper, "what if... we explored this curiosity together?”

Simon's eyes widened in surprise.  This wasn't the answer he had expected.  He had confessed his secret desires, bracing himself for judgment or dismissal.  Instead, Kristi was proposing a journey into the unknown, a journey that both terrified and excited him.

A slow smile spread across his face, a mix of nervousness and anticipation.  "Together?" he echoed, his voice husky with desire.

Kristi nodded, a playful glint in her eyes. "Together.  But first, we need some ground rules.”

The tension that had hung heavy in the air had begun to morph into something else – a shared nervousness laced with a spark of excitement.  They both picked at their food, their appetites forgotten as they navigated this uncharted territory.

Kristi, ever the practical one, took the lead.  "So," she began, her voice low but firm, "ground rules.  First and foremost, this has to be about exploration, about us discovering something new together.  There's no pressure, no expectations.”

Simon nodded eagerly, relieved that she was setting boundaries. "Absolutely.  We can stop at any point if it feels uncomfortable.”

"Good," she continued, her gaze holding his. "Second, communication is key. We talk openly and honestly about everything, our desires, our limits.  If something feels wrong, we say so.”

Simon reached across the table, his fingers brushing lightly against hers. "Agreed.  Honesty above all else."  His touch sent a shiver down her spine, a delicious reminder of the physical attraction simmering beneath the surface of their conversation.

"Third," Kristi continued, a hint of a playful smile gracing her lips, "we need to figure out the logistics.  How do we find someone?  How far are we going? Just me kissing the other man? Or more? What's off limits?”

“I’d probably lean towards the ‘or more’ option,” Simon replied with a smile.  “As for how to find someone, not sure.”

“Maybe we do some research online tonight?”

Simon chuckled, a genuine sound that warmed the air between them. "Sounds like a plan.  Although, who needs research when we have our own private dancer right here? You could probably seduce any man who decides to walk on by." He winked, his gaze lingering on her lips.

A blush crept up Kristi's neck. "Maybe we can table the compliments for now, Mr. Curious," she teased, a playful glint in her eyes. "There's a lot to consider before we jump into anything.”

"Fair enough," Simon conceded, a hint of disappointment in his voice, quickly masked by a genuine smile. "But don't think I've forgotten about that dance, or the way you moved with that man."  His words were laced with a possessiveness that sent a jolt through her.

"We'll see," Kristi replied coyly.  This new dynamic, this exploration of unspoken desires, was exhilarating and terrifying in equal measure.  But as she looked at Simon, his eyes reflecting a mix of excitement and vulnerability, she couldn't help but feel a newfound sense of connection, a sense that their Jamaican adventure had opened a door to a world they never knew existed.  The path ahead was uncertain, but for the first time in a long time, their journey felt charged with a potent mix of passion and possibility.
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Chapter 7


Three days had passed, a whirlwind of stolen glances, whispered conversations, and late-night internet searches. The awkwardness that had followed their initial confession had softened, replaced by a nervous excitement as they navigated this uncharted territory.

Simon kicked back in his chair, loosening his tie as he finished the last bite of his jerk chicken. "First day back in the real world," he sighed, a hint of weariness in his voice.

"Rough?" Kristi asked, spearing a piece of grilled pineapple.

Simon chuckled. "Not exactly, just... different. Everyone's been asking about the trip, and all I can think about is..." He trailed off, his gaze meeting hers.

Kristi felt a familiar blush creep up her neck. "The... exploration?" she finished for him, a playful smile on her lips.

“He nodded, a mischievous glint in his eyes. "Exactly.  So, any breakthroughs on your end?”

"Not a whole lot," Kristi admitted, her own frustration simmering just beneath the surface. "Approaching someone at the resort feels... awkward. Like propositioning a stranger in the pool.”

Simon grimaced. "Agreed. The whole 'hey, let’s have sex while my husband watches’ conversation doesn't exactly scream romantic encounter.”

"Exactly!" Kristi exclaimed, a touch of exasperation in her voice. "There has to be a better way.”

Suddenly, her eyes widened as a memory sparked in her mind. "Wait a minute, remember that adults-only resort I was looking at online?”

"Hedonism II, right?" Simon replied, amusement dancing in his eyes. "The one that’s a clothing-optional resort?”

"More like clothing not required, but yes!" Kristi exclaimed. "Maybe... maybe that's our answer.”

Intrigue flickered in Simon's eyes. "An adults-only resort? That could be interesting...”

"Think about it," Kristi pressed. "They cater to a specific clientele, people who are open to... exploration.”

"And if we're lucky," Simon added, a playful smile tugging at his lips, "maybe we'll find someone who enjoys a bit of audience participation.”

“I actually don’t think we have to depend on luck at all.  They’re having some kind of casino event, which I think is going to draw a lot of people, tourists and locals alike,” Kristi replied.

“Casino event?”  Simon questioned.

“Yeah, they’re holding some kind of week-long event called... Queen of something, maybe Queen of Hearts?  It’s one of them.”

“Queen of Hearts?  You mean...”  Simon paused, hesitating for a moment as he stared at his wife.  “Was it... Queen of Spades?”  He asked.

Kristi tilted her head for a moment, “yeah... yeah that sounds more right.”

“Um... that’s... that’s not a casino event.”

“It isn’t?  Well, what else is it?  Queen of Spades is a card right?”  Kristi questioned.

Simon paused again as he rubbed his chin.  “It... It has a meaning,” he started as he stared out the hotel balcony.  “I have to say, I wasn’t expecting room service food to be this good,” he said, breaking away from the subject.

“Simon, come on, you can’t switch topics like that!”

“Huh?  Oh right... So yeah, um... Queen of Spades actually means like... a white woman who likes to have sex with black men, and a lot of times their wives, or I guess, hot wives is the right term,” Simon explained, blushing slightly.

“Wow, you’ve been doing a lot of research,” Kristi commented.

Simon's face turned an even brighter shade of red as he took another bite of his chicken.  “Like I said, I've been really interested in those videos I saw. Sometimes I had to figure out the right keywords to see what I wanted to see,” he replied.

“Oh... ok...” A question bubbled up in Kristi's mind.  "But Simon," she began, her voice softening, "how did it start?  These videos you mentioned...  when did you first see them?”

Simon hesitated, a flicker of sheepishness crossing his features. "About a year ago, maybe.  I stumbled upon them...  accidentally, while searching for something else entirely.”

“Really? Searching for something else?”

“Yes, I had misspelled cook, guess I was really zonked out,” he answered.

“Misspelled cook?  What, did you end up spelling ‘cock’ or something?” Kristi asked.

“No, somehow ended up typing cuck.  Well. I meant to type cooking videos, and it came out as cucking videos.”

“Cucking? That's a word?!” Kristi asked curiously.

“Yeah, the cuck is usually the husband that lets his wife have sex with other men and enjoys watching.  So, cucking naturally means...”

“Oh, got it. Wow, and then you started watching more and more?” Kristi continued.

“Yeah, I watched a handful of videos, then followed the recommendations that were tied to them and... it was stunning to see how many there were,” he answered.

“You sure they were all amateur videos?”

“Huh? Oh, no, I'm sure some... or maybe a lot of them, weren't.  But still, it was exciting to watch,” he admitted.

"And why didn't you say anything before?" she asked gently, a touch of hurt coloring her voice.

Simon reached across the table, taking her hand in his. "Honestly, I was embarrassed," he admitted, his gaze sincere. "This kind of fantasy... it didn't fit with the image I had of myself, or what I thought you'd expect from me.”

Kristi squeezed his hand. "And now?" she asked, her voice full of understanding.

"Now," Simon said, his gaze searching hers, "I want to explore this with you.  Openly and honestly.  Because even though it's scary and unexpected, it's also exciting.  And seeing you... seeing you dance with that man... it sparked something in me, a desire I can't explain.  A desire to... share you, in a way I never thought possible.”

Kristi felt a warmth spread through her. His honesty, his vulnerability, it was arousing in a way she hadn't anticipated.  She knew they were embarking on a journey fraught with uncertainty, but for the first time in their relationship, there was a raw honesty between them, a willingness to explore the depths of their desires together.  Hedonism II might be the answer, or it might not.

The rhythmic clatter of dishes filled the air as Kristi grabbed the plates to put them outside their door, a playful smile dancing on her lips. The awkward tension that had hung between them for days had dissipated, replaced by a shared sense of anticipation. Hedonism II, the all-adult playground, loomed large in their minds, a potential catalyst for their exploration.

"So," Kristi began, drying her hands on a dish towel, "when do you think we could go to this... Hedonism place?”

Simon leaned back in his chair, swirling the last of his rum and pineapple juice. "It's about an hour away, right?”

“They have a whole week-long event planned, starting next Saturday,” Kristi informed.

“A whole week sounds good...”

Kristi's smile widened. "The whole week? Wouldn't that be a bit... much?”

Simon shrugged. "Maybe. But wouldn't it be nice to have the time to... explore, without rushing?”

The image of a week spent in a world free of inhibitions, a world where their desires could take center stage, sent a thrill through Kristi. But practicality soon reared its head.

"The thing is," she said, her voice laced with a hint of worry, "can you really take a whole week off work on such short notice?  I mean, you just started and all...”

Simon chuckled, a mischievous glint in his eyes. He pulled out his phone and started tapping away. "Let's see what my calendar says.”

A moment later, he looked up, a grin splitting his face. "Actually, with some creative scheduling and remote work, I could probably swing the whole week. Worst case, I could commute back and forth for a day meeting or two.”

Kristi's eyes widened in surprise. "You'd really do that?”

Simon met her gaze, his voice firm. "Absolutely. This is important to both of us, right? And a week gives us more time to... see where this exploration takes us.”

A warmth bloomed in Kristi's chest. His willingness to go the extra mile, to bend over backwards for this shared adventure, was deeply touching. Perhaps a week at Hedonism II wasn't so crazy after all.

"Alright," she said, a playful smile tugging at her lips. "Let's do it. A week of hedonism - sounds like a recipe for interesting memories.”

Simon mirrored her smile, his eyes sparkling with excitement. "Interesting memories," he echoed, his voice husky with desire. "And maybe, just maybe, something more.

“Well, what are we waiting for?  Let’s book our stay!”  Kristi said excitedly as she grabbed her laptop and plopped in on the dining table.  She sat next to Simon and went to the website that she had seen earlier about the event.  Simon nervously watched as she started to book a room.

“Huh, it’s more expensive if you don’t book as a couple.  I wonder if that means there will be less single black men there,” Kristi commented as she paused, her finger hovering over the keyboard, ready to finish the transaction.

“It should be fine, I mean, look at the advertisement for the event, it says there will be plenty of bulls,” Simon responded.

Kristi tilted her head and looked at her husband.  “Oh yeah, I’ve been meaning to ask, what does that even mean?  Plenty of BBC bulls?  This isn’t like... well, you know, those weird donkey shows in those shady...”

Simon laughed and shook his head, “ha, ha, ha!  No!  No way!  Bull is just another term for the man that the cuck watches.  And BBC... well, it uh... it stands for... big black cock.”

Kristi blushed momentarily, “oh... ok.  Guess I walked into that one.  Okay, then you’re okay with me booking this?  I mean, this isn’t exactly a ‘no turning back’ thing, but still...”

Her husband nodded as he finished his drink.  “Let’s do this.”  He reached over and placed his hand atop hers, pushing down to press her finger down onto the keyboard, finishing the transaction.  They had booked their weeklong stay at the adults only resort.  Kristi smiled, leaning in to kiss her husband on the lips.  “Maybe we can have a little fun tonight?”  She asked as she rubbed her hand against his crotch.
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Chapter 8


The fiery orange sun dipped below the horizon, painting the sky in fiery hues of pink and purple. The rhythmic crash of waves against the shore provided a soothing backdrop as Kristi stepped onto the balcony, a silk scarf draped sensuously around her body.  Their decision to visit Hedonism II had ignited a spark in their relationship, a spark that crackled in the air between them.

Simon followed her onto the balcony, his gaze lingering on her form. The way the setting sun cast long shadows across her skin, the way the silk clung to her curves, sent a jolt of desire through him.  He pulled her into a tight embrace, his lips finding hers in a kiss that was both desperate and tender.

As their kiss deepened, hands roaming each other's bodies with a newfound urgency, Kristi reached a hand out, gently stopping his advance.

"Wait," she whispered, her voice husky with desire. "There's something I want to try.”

Simon pulled back slightly, a flicker of surprise in his eyes. "What is it?”

A playful smile danced on Kristi's lips. "Remember all those... videos you mentioned?”

Simon's cheeks flushed a deep crimson. "The ones that started all this?”

Kristi nodded, her voice seductive. "I was thinking... maybe they could spice things up a bit tonight.”

Simon stared at her, his surprise quickly giving way to a mixture of excitement and nervousness.  "Are you sure?" he asked, his voice barely a whisper.

"Positive," Kristi purred, tracing a finger down his chest. "Think of it as... research for our trip.”

A slow smile spread across Simon's face.  The idea of sharing this secret fantasy with Kristi, of turning it into a shared experience, was exhilarating.  They both headed inside the room, laying on the King sized bed. He reached for his laptop, his heart pounding with a mix of anticipation and trepidation.

In the muted glow of the bedside lamp, Simon balanced his laptop on his knees, the glow of the screen illuminating their faces with an almost spectral light.  The nervous tension that had filled the balcony moments ago had morphed into something electric, a shared anticipation thrumming in the air.

Simon clicked on the bookmarked video, his hand hovering over the play button for a moment before he finally pressed it.  A grainy image flickered to life – a bedroom scene, simply furnished and bathed in the warm glow of a nearby lamp.  The amateur quality was evident – shaky camerawork, muffled sounds – but the intimacy it conveyed was undeniable.

A slender white woman, her hair cascading down her shoulders, lay on the bed, a wedding band glinting on her finger even in the dim light.  Beside her, a tall, well-built black man, his body a canvas of toned muscle, leaned over her, his movements a slow, sensual exploration.

Kristi watched, a mixture of curiosity and arousal swirling within her.  It was different, far from the polished productions she might have imagined.  But the raw emotion, the vulnerability laid bare on the screen, was undeniably captivating.

Simon's gaze flicked nervously from the screen to Kristi's face, searching for her reaction.  Her eyes, wide and glistening in the dim light, were glued to the scene unfolding before them.  He could see a blush creep up her neck, a response that both excited and terrified him.

A soft moan escaped the woman's lips on the screen, a sound that sent a shiver down Kristi's spine and a surge of heat through her core. The man's touch lingered on her skin, a sensual caress that seemed to ignite a spark of longing deep within Kristi.

Simon's hand reached out, his fingers brushing lightly against hers. The contact was electric, a silent communication that transcended words. They were on a journey of discovery together, a journey fueled by a shared desire to explore the hidden corners of their intimacy. The video on the screen was a mere catalyst, a spark that had ignited a fire within them. As they continued to watch, the air in the room grew thick with unspoken desire.

The muted glow of the laptop screen continued to cast an intimate light on them, the grainy figures on the screen mirroring the growing intensity between Kristi and Simon. The woman on the video moaned again, a sound laced with pleasure that sent goose bumps erupting across Kristi's skin. Her gaze flicked from the screen to Simon, a question burning in her eyes.

He understood instantly. Reaching out, he gently took the laptop from her and placed it on the nightstand, propping it up at an angle so they could still see the flickering images. The soft sounds of the video – moans, murmurs, and the rustle of sheets – filled the room, a subtle soundtrack to the charged atmosphere.

Kristi reached out, her fingers trailing down Simon's chest, sending shivers down his spine.  His shirt came undone with a swift tug, the touch of her cool skin against his heated torso sending a jolt of desire through him.  Their lips met in a kiss that was both desperate and tender, their bodies instinctively pressing closer.

The world around them seemed to fade away, the only reality the heat radiating from each other's bodies and the whispered promises that danced between them.  Simon's touch was a slow, deliberate exploration, his hands trailing a path down her curves that sent shivers of anticipation through her.  Kristi responded in kind, her fingers finding purchase on his back, urging him closer.

As they continued to explore each other, fueled by the images and sounds playing in the background, their touch transitioned from tentative to passionate.  Clothes became an afterthought, discarded in a flurry of tangled limbs and hurried movements.  Their bodies, once familiar, now held a new kind of urgency, a shared desire to push boundaries and explore new territories.

Simon's lips trailed down her neck, his hot breath sending shivers down her spine.  He whispered endearments into her ear, words laced with a raw possessiveness that both surprised and excited her.  The video continued to play, a subtle aphrodisiac that mirrored their own escalating desire.  But their focus had shifted.  They were no longer just observers, but active participants, their own lovemaking a reflection of the desires simmering on the screen.

Kristi reached down and pulled his pants down, followed by his briefs.  She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and squeezed, tugging on his member as she glanced over at the laptop.  On the screen, the white woman was on her knees, her lips wrapped around the black man’s black manhood.  Kristi was surprised at the length of the man’s member, the woman on the video was only able to get past the tip.

Simon was also watching excitedly, his much smaller penis quivering in her hand.  She could feel he was growing more excited as she squeezed and tugged.  She leaned in and kissed him on the neck, gently massaging his shaft.  Her husband groaned and trembled, making Kristi pause.

“Hold on,” she whispered as she pushed her panties to the side and mounted him.

She carefully held onto his dick and lowered herself down, his member sliding inside her slowly.  Simon groaned loudly as he placed his hands on her hips and closed his eyes.  Kristi was cautious not to squeeze too hard, or even move too much.  She waited, letting his member quiver inside her.

“Oh wow, that feels so good,” Simon moaned as he opened his eyes again, staring up at her.

Off to the side, the video continued, the white woman now on the ground, her legs spread wide as the black man’s face was buried against her crotch.  She was moaning loudly, reaching up and squeezing her breasts.  Kristi looked over, watching in a mixture of excitement and jealousy.  Simon didn’t enjoy orally pleasing her, and on the rare occasion that he did, it barely lasted a couple of minutes.

The black man in the video however was expertly flicking his tongue and eagerly teasing the white woman.  Kristi gently moved her hips forward and back, trying her hardest not to squeeze the lips of her sex.  Simon moaned loudly, squeezing her hips even harder as he took quick, shallow breaths.

Kristi paused her movements, trying her hardest not to squeeze as she felt her husband fumble around beneath her.  She could tell he was getting close.  The woman on the screen was squealing as the black man continued to tease her orally.  Kristi slowly dismounted her husband, letting his dick quiver in the air for a moment.

“Why don’t you do a little of that?”  She asked as she laid back and spread her legs.

“Huh?  Really?  I mean... I was close to...”

Kristi raised an eyebrow before shooting him a little glare.  He understood immediately as he sat up and changed positions.  His face hovered over her crotch as he momentarily hesitated.

“You really don’t want to do that?”  She asked.

Her husband didn’t answer, instead pressing his lips against her sex and sliding his tongue into her.  Kristi gasped and pushed her hips up, pressing her crotch further up against his mouth.  The tip of his nose pressed down against her clit, just barely teasing it as his tongue flicked wildly inside her.  She closed her eyes as her husband struggled to please her with his tongue.  Unlike the black man on the video, her husband was not able to please her as much, his tongue aimlessly darting around from side to side and then up and down.

She turned her attention back to the laptop, watching as the black man wiped his lips and straightened up.  He tapped his large, thick shaft against the woman’s crotch.  Kristi could only imagine what it felt like as lewd smacking sounds shot out from the laptop.

The amateur footage shined as the person recording, most likely the husband, breathed heavily as he zoomed in.  Kristi’s eyes were glued to the screen, watching as the tip of the black man’s shaft slowly pressed against the folds of the white woman’s sex.  The white woman flinched as the tip slowly made its way.

Simon stopped, pulling his head up and staring down at her.  “You like what you see?  Are you ready to feel the same thing?”  He asked as he pushed his member into her.

Kristi let out a small moan as Simon’s crotch met hers, his manhood now inside her again.  He reached up and squeezed her breasts tightly as he grinded his lower body against hers.  His movements were fast and Kristi tried to reach up to have him slow down but it was too late.

“Ah... ah... yeah...” Simon groaned as he tilted his head back and closed his eyes.

His penis flinched inside her for a moment as he climaxed.  He shuddered before falling atop her.  Kristi held in a sigh as her husband kissed her on the cheek and rolled over to her side.

“Wow, that was amazing!” He grunted as he rubbed his belly.

Kristi looked over at the laptop, watching as the black man slammed his hips back and forth.  He was just getting started.  A small pang of jealousy hit her as she watched the woman on the video, moaning and telling wildly.  Kristi got up and headed to the bathroom to shower, as she looked back at get husband, he was already knocked out.
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Chapter 9


Sunlight blazed from a cloudless sky, casting a pearlescent sheen on the turquoise expanse of the Caribbean Sea. Simon and Kristi stood on their private balcony, the cool tile a welcome contrast to the heat radiating from the day. They had just checked in at Hedonism II, the all-adult playground that had once seemed like a fantastical dream. Now, reality had slammed into them with the force of a tropical breeze, and they were both undeniably nervous.  They had chosen to stay on the nude side not the prude side, to fully experience the fun.

As they peeked out from the shelter of their room, a scene unfolded before them that was both exhilarating and intimidating. Laughter and music drifted up from the beach, punctuated by the rhythmic crash of waves. The sand was a bustling scene of activity – tanned bodies lounged on plush chairs, couples frolicked in the shallows, and the occasional flash of bare skin sent a jolt through Kristi's system.

A group of women, their figures a kaleidoscope of curves and colors, lay basking in the sun, their casual conversation punctuated by playful gestures.  Two black men, their toned physiques on display, engaged in a playful game of beach volleyball, their athletic prowess drawing appreciative whistles from several onlookers.  A stark contrast to the usual sights of their suburban neighborhood, the unabashed display of nudity and uninhibited behavior sent a shiver down Kristi's spine and a flicker of excitement into Simon's eyes.

Even from a distance, she could tell that the black men were well endowed. Their members, even while flaccid, visibly flung around as they played. The sunbathing women were staring at them occasionally turning their heads to one another as the chatted away.

"Well," Simon finally said, his voice slightly hoarse, "this is... different.”

Kristi nodded, unable to tear her gaze away from the spectacle below.  "Different," she agreed, a nervous flutter in her stomach.

A long silence stretched between them, heavy with unspoken thoughts and desires.  Finally, Simon turned to her, a mischievous glint in his eyes. "Ready to take the plunge?" he asked, his voice laced with a hint of a challenge.

Kristi swallowed hard. This was the point of no return, the first step into the unknown.  Yet, the thought of retreating now, of letting fear conquer desire, filled her with a sense of disappointment.  Taking a deep breath, she met his gaze, her voice firm.

"Absolutely," she declared, a newfound sense of determination hardening her resolve.

With a shared smile, they turned back to the room. The clothes that had seemed so familiar just moments ago now felt like a barrier, a shield against the uninhibited world that awaited them.  Silently, they began to shed their inhibitions along with their clothing, anticipation building with each discarded garment.

Stepping back, they stood before each other, a sense of vulnerability and raw honesty hanging in the air.  This wasn't just about exploring their fantasies; it was about trusting each other, about taking a leap of faith together into this uncharted territory.  Hand in hand, they stepped out onto the balcony, ready to join the vibrant tapestry of Hedonism II, ready to see where this adventure would take them.

The moment they stepped out of the room, the warm Caribbean air embraced them, carrying with it the sounds of laughter, splashing water, and lively reggae music.  Below them, a sprawling oasis unfolded – the infamous nude pool at Hedonism II.  A vibrant tapestry of humanity stretched before them; tanned, toned bodies mingled and chatted freely, the air thick with a sense of uninhibited joy.

Taking a deep breath, Kristi slipped her hand into Simon's.  Their initial nervousness began to melt away, replaced by a sense of curiosity and a growing sense of belonging.  Hand in hand, they descended the stairs, their bare feet sinking into the cool tile.

The pool area was abuzz with activity. Groups of friends played on inflatable floats, couples canoodled in secluded corners, and a group of people danced playfully in the shallows, their laughter echoing in the air.  Ignoring the initial wave of self-consciousness, Kristi and Simon walked towards the swim-up bar, the icy water a welcome respite from the midday heat.

As they perched on bar stools, a mischievous smile playing on her lips, Kristi ordered a pair of colorful cocktails, adorned with tiny umbrellas.  Simon, glancing around the pool with a newfound confidence, chuckled. "This is definitely... something else.”

Before he could say anything more, a voice interrupted them.  A man, tall and muscular with skin the color of rich mahogany, materialized beside them.  His smile was as warm as the Jamaican sun, his eyes sparkling with amusement.

"Welcome," he boomed in a friendly voice, his Jamaican accent thick and melodic. "You two look like you're ready to have some fun.”

Simon extended a hand. "Simon, and this is Kristi. Nice to meet you.”

"The pleasure is all mine," the man replied, shaking Simon's hand firmly. "I'm Marcus. First time here?”

Kristi nodded, taking a sip of her drink. "Yes, it's... quite an experience.”

Marcus chuckled. "Quite an experience indeed. But don't worry, everyone here is friendly.”

Simon smiled, “was it that obvious?  That this was our first time here?”

“Yes, we can smell your fear,” Marcus chuckled.  “In all honesty, this is my fifth time here and most people here, I already know,” he continued.

“Fifth time?! Wow!” Simon responded.

“The Queen of Spades events are always the ones I enjoy the most. You could probably guess why,” Marcus responded with a grin.

“Are you local?” Simon asked.

Marcus gave a nod as he waved over a bartender and ordered a drink. Kristi marveled at his body, it looked like it was chiseled out of stone.  And down below... she could see the distorted outline of his manhood, the pool water making it difficult to get a clear view.

So, where are you two from and what brings you two here?” He asked.

“We're from New York.  We're here to explore," Kristi said, her voice gaining confidence with each word. "To try new things, meet new people..." She trailed off, her gaze flickering towards Simon, a silent invitation hanging in the air.

Simon caught her unspoken message, a slow smile spreading across his face.  "Exactly," he chimed in, his voice smooth as Jamaican rum. "This place seemed like the perfect place to... expand our horizons.”

Marcus' smile widened, his eyes twinkling with amusement.  "Expand your horizons, eh?  You've certainly come to the right place.  Hedo has something for everyone.  Poolside games, dance parties..." He leaned in conspiratorially, his voice dropping to a low murmur. "Or even a...playroom, perhaps something a little more... intimate.”

A blush crept up Kristi's neck, a mixture of excitement and nervousness bubbling in her stomach.  This friendly conversation was quickly turning into something more, a subtle challenge to their newfound openness.  She glanced at Simon, seeking his silent approval.

Simon's gaze met hers, a dark intensity flickering in his eyes.  He mirrored her blush, a response to Marcus' suggestive words and the undeniable spark that had ignited between them and this charismatic stranger.  A silent conversation passed between husband and wife, a shared understanding that sent a thrill coursing through Kristi.

"We're open to suggestions," Simon said finally, his voice husky with unspoken desire.

Marcus threw his head back and laughed, a rich, infectious sound that drew the attention of several nearby couples. Even as he spoke, Kristi couldn't help but notice couples and even throuples around the pool, their bodies intertwined in ways both playful and passionate.

Some were locked in deep embraces, their moans barely audible over the music.  Others, their laughter echoing in the air, engaged in more playful displays of affection.  The air itself crackled with an unspoken energy, a sense of uninhibited desire that both excited and intimidated Kristi.

Marcus raised his own tropical drink in a toast, his eyes sparkling with a promise of adventure. "Excellent!" he boomed, clapping Simon on the shoulder. "Then let me be your guide to the pleasures of this place.  First things first, bottoms up!”

Marcus raised his glass in a toast, the clinking sound echoing in the vibrant atmosphere. "Excellent!" he boomed, draining his drink in one smooth gulp. "Then let the exploration begin!" With that, he tossed the empty glass onto a nearby tray, a mischievous glint in his eyes.

Before Kristi could react, Marcus propelled himself out of the pool with surprising agility. Water cascaded down his toned physique, momentarily outlining the impressive evidence of his masculinity before dripping off his enormous manhood. A jolt of heat shot through Kristi, a mixture of excitement and a flicker of something more primal. This wasn't just about exploring new experiences anymore; it was about the undeniable physical attraction simmering beneath the surface.

Simon, ever the observant one, noticed the subtle shift in Kristi's gaze. A slow smile played on his lips, a silent acknowledgment of the shared spark they felt towards their charismatic guide.

Marcus, oblivious to the silent exchange between the couple, stretched languidly, water droplets glistening on his ebony skin. "So," he boomed, his voice dripping with amusement, "where do we start? Poolside games? A couples massage perhaps?  Maybe check out the playroom?”

Simon, his gaze locked with Kristi’s, seemed to be having the same internal debate. A slow, predatory smile curved his lips. He leaned in close to Kristi, his voice a husky murmur in her ear. "What do you say we leave the massages for later, love? Right now, I'm feeling more in the mood for a little... adventure.”

A thrill of anticipation coursed through Kristi. This was uncharted territory, a world away from their usual routine. Yet, the feeling of Simon's hand brushing against hers, the shared desire evident in his eyes, filled her with a sense of exhilarating recklessness.

"Adventure sounds good," she confirmed, her voice barely a whisper.

Marcus, sensing their unspoken agreement, clapped his hands together. "Adventure, mon? Then follow me, my friends. This place has a few hidden gems waiting to be discovered, but let’s start with the playroom.”

With a wink and a suggestive smile, Marcus turned and began to walk away, his powerful legs leaving a trail of glistening droplets on the pool deck. Kristi and Simon exchanged a glance, a silent promise hanging in the air. Taking a deep breath, they stood up, their bare feet slapping softly against the cool tiles. As they followed Marcus, the sun beating down on their exposed skin, Kristi couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement for the unexpected adventure that awaited them.

As they walked, Kristi and Simon couldn't help but steal glances at the various displays of uninhibited passion unfolding around them. Couples, their bodies slick with pool water, canoodled in secluded corners, their moans muffled by the reggae music. A nearby threesome, their laughter echoing in the air, frolicked playfully in the shallows. Further down the pool, a couple, their expressions a mixture of ecstasy and abandon, were making love completely in the open, their movements a raw and primal ballet.

The sight sent a jolt through Kristi, a mixture of excitement and nervousness bubbling in her stomach. This was a world away from anything she'd ever experienced, a world where passion reigned supreme and inhibitions were left at the door. She stole a glance at Simon, his eyes reflecting a similar mix of arousal and curiosity. A silent understanding passed between them, a sense of shared adventure that thrummed beneath the surface.

Marcus, oblivious to their internal debate, led them down a winding path that snaked through the lush vegetation bordering the resort. They emerged onto a secluded stretch of beach, the sand powdery soft beneath their bare feet. The turquoise expanse of the Caribbean Sea stretched before them, the rhythmic crash of waves a soothing counterpoint to the vibrant energy of the pool. Here, the displays of intimacy were more subtle, couples strolling hand-in-hand, their bodies brushing suggestively, or lovers whispering sweet nothings in secluded coves.

After a leisurely stroll along the beach, Marcus turned back towards the resort. "Ready to see what else Hedo has to offer?" he boomed, his voice laced with amusement.

Kristi and Simon exchanged a hesitant glance. A part of them was thrilled by the prospect of further exploration, another part a little apprehensive about where this unexpected adventure might lead. Yet, the seed of curiosity had been firmly planted, and they were powerless to resist its pull.

With a shared nod, they followed Marcus as he led them back through the twisting pathways of the resort.  Finally, he stopped in front of a discreetly marked door.  A mischievous glint lit up his eyes as he turned to face them.

"Welcome," he announced with a flourish, "to the playroom.”

Kristi's breath hitched as he pushed the door open, revealing a room unlike anything she'd ever seen.  Soft, ambient lighting cast an inviting glow over the space, which was filled with an array of... well, for lack of a better word, things.  Leather-clad benches, chrome contraptions, and shelves overflowing with colorful, suggestive objects lined the walls.  Three beds were lined up on the ground and further out were three more with a bit of space between them.

There were already people on those beds, making love.  Kristi’s eyes widened as she saw one woman with two men.  Simon glanced over at two women kissing and fingering one another while three men hovered around them, masturbating.  Marcus continued to lead them heading towards some doors in the far back.

“For newer couples, there are these private areas, though they do come with gloryholes,” he said as he opened one of the doors.

“Glory what?” Kristi inquired.

Marcus laughed as Simon nervously chuckled along with him.  “Rawtid!  Weh ya ah seh, you really new to this.  You know what it mean, right mon?”

Simon nodded his head as Kristi poked her head into the room.  She turned back around, eyeing both men.  “What is it?”

“You want to tell her, mon?”

“Yeah, I can...  So, a gloryhole is.. Uh...”  Simon hesitated for a moment, trying to find the right words.

Marcus laughed and wrapped an arm around Simon’s shoulder, giving him a small side hug.  “Hey, why don’t you two go in first and then Kristi can see what a gloryhole is,” he suggested.

“Uh... ok,” Simon responded nervously as he led Kristi into the room.

Kristi looked around, there was an old brown leather couch, just a one seater, and a screen playing an adult movie.  To the sides of the small room were walls and... Kristi paused as she crouched down.  “There’s a hole in the wall.  Is this for someone to watch while we have sex or something?”  She inquired.

“Um, not exactly,” Simon started as he tapped her on the shoulder.  “Look at the hole on this side,” he continued.

Kristi turned her head and then let out a small yelp of surprise.  She covered her mouth as she saw a thick black dick poking out from the hole.  It was most certainly Marcus on the other side.

“Am I supposed to... touch it?”  Kristi asked as she made her way to the other wall, marveling at the thick black member.

This was her first good, close, look at his manhood.  It was far different than her husband’s.  Simon gulped before nodding, giving her the go ahead to reach out and gently run her fingers down the shaft.

“Wow...”  She whispered.

It wasn’t just the sheer size that was different, the texture was as well.  Kristi could feel his shaft slowly harden as she wrapped her fingers around it.  The thick black semi-rigid rod felt smooth as she slowly rubbed on it.

“Give it some spit,” Marcus said from the other side of the wall.

Kristi glanced at her husband before spitting on Marcus’s thick shaft.  She ran her hand up and down, spreading her saliva all along his member.  Simon watched with excitement as Kristi began to strike the thick black shaft.  Both of them were surprised to see Marcus’s manhood get even longer and thicker as it grew hard.

“Now give some head,” Marcus said.

Kristi gasped, covering her mouth with one hand and looking up towards her husband.  “He wants a blowjob,” she whispered.

“Yeah, do it,” Simon responded back excitedly.

After a second of admiring the thick black cock in her hand, she leaned in, sticking her tongue out and gently gliding it along the tip.  Kristi could feel his shaft throb faster in her hand as she squeezed it gently and continued to run her tongue around his cock.  Simon watched silently as his own dick began to grow hard.

He couldn’t look away as Kristi opened her mouth and slowly wrapped her lips around Marcus’s big black cock.  Muffled moans escaped his wife’s lips as she tried to take in as much of the thick black member as she could.  She used both her hands to stroke the rest of his tremendous shaft while sucking on the tip.

Kristi looked up at her husband, the two locking eyes, as she continued to try and take in more of Marcus’s manhood.  Simon licked his lips before wrapping two fingers around his own member and stroking gently.  She looked down and then pulled her head back, continuing to stroke the big black shaft in front of her.

“Look at the size of this thing,” she commented.

“Yeah, fuck, that thing is huge,” Simon grunted back as he glanced down at his own, much smaller, member.

Kristi continued to stroke Marcus’s shaft with both hands, marveling at it as she did.  After a bit, she leaned in again, wrapping her soft supple lips around the tip again.  She tried her hardest to go down his shaft but could barely even make it a third of the way before she gagged and pulled back.  This was definitely not something she was used to.

She continued to move her head back and forth while stroking the remainder of Marcus’s thick black shaft.  Saliva slowly ran down the lengthy member and she spread it around with both her hands stroking up and down.  Simon groaned as he stroked a bit faster.

Kristi wasn’t sure how much time had passed by as she continued to suck on the thick black cock.  Simon would’ve climaxed long ago but Marcus felt as though he was still going strong.  Her jaw began to ache and she pulled back again, squeezing her fingers tightly around his shaft and stroking up and down.

“Why don’t we take this to your room?  Cause this going to take a while otherwise,” Marcus said from the other side of the wall.

Simon’s eyes widened at the thought as Kristi stared up at him, still stroking the thick throbbing member with both hands.  “Should we?”  She whispered.

Her husband licked his lips excitedly before sucking in his lips and giving her a nod.  “Let’s do it,” he whispered back.

Kristi gave him a nod back and Simon took a deep breath, his voice trembling as he spoke, “okay, we’re ready to go if you are.”

Marcus’s thick black cock slid out from Kristi’s hands as he pulled back.  A minute later, the door to their room opened and he stood proudly outside, his manhood still rock hard and glistening with Kristi’s spit.  “Then let’s go,” he said with a huge grin.
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Chapter 10


As they walked through the resort, Marcus constantly rubbed Kristi’s soft white buttocks, squeezing and gently smacking them.  Once they got to their room, while Simon was trying to unlock it, Marcus slid his pointer finger down between her crack, teasing the edges of the bottom of her sex.

Kristi nibbled on her lower lip and held back a moan as he gently rubbed.  Simon opened the door, walked in and held it open as he watched Kristi walk by, followed by the much larger Marcus.  He watched as they headed straight to the bed, his own penis getting rock hard as he closed the door.

Marcus spun Kristi around and then lifted her up effortless.  She immediately wrapped her legs around his hips, instinctively, as he carried her to the bed.  He lowered her down gently and began to kiss her neck, then worked his way down to her breasts, sucking on each of her nipples, gently nibbling them while his hands roamed the rest of her body.  She tilted her head back and moaned, spreading her legs open a bit more as he gently nudged her back.

His face made its way between her legs, his tongue teasing her, dancing around her crotch, working its way between her inner thighs.  Kristi’s body trembled as it lit up, heat rushing through her core as the excitement built.  Marcus slowly worked his way towards the lips of her sex, sinking his tongue into her gently.

“Ah!  Oh... yes...”  She whispered.

He twirled his tongue around as he slid it back and forth.  Kristi spread her legs wider while clenching her toes.  Marcus was extremely skilled with his tongue and soon, his fingers joined in, slowly gliding in and out of her wet sex.  He curved his two fingers inside her and flicked away while licking her sensitive clit.

Simon stood nearby, slowly stroking himself as he watched excitedly. Kristi cried out in pleasure as she felt the warmth within her spread wildly.  She wasn’t sure what Marcus was doing with his fingers and tongue but it was unlike anything she had ever experienced.

“OH!  OH!  OH MY GOD!  I’M GOING TO CUM!”  She squealed as she trembled wildly.

Her hands reached out and pressed down against Marcus’s head as she grinded her lower body against his face.  She couldn’t stop trembling as the heat within her exploded, a tremendous wave of pleasure washing through her as she climaxed. 

Marcus continued to lick her clit while fingering her quivering slit.  Her toes clenched tightly as she arched her back. Kristi couldn't believe she was already climaxing with only foreplay.

As her climax subsided, Marcus pulled up and placed his member against her sex.  Simon quickly rushed over and grabbed a condom, tossing it to the big black Jamaican.  Marcus ripped open the package and unrolled the rubber along his throbbing shaft.

“Oh, wow, you got the smaller ones huh? It's tight,” Marcus chuckled.

He slowly pressed the bulbous tip of his fat black cock between the lips of her quivering sex.  Kristi gasped, her body tensing up as she felt get pussy stretch open.  She stared down between her legs, wondering if his big black cock would even fit. He was so much bigger than her husband, not just in length but also girth.

“Oh... slow... slow...” Kristi whispered as she felt his big black cock slowly work its way into her.

She reached down towards the bed and gripped the sheets tightly as her tight little sex stretched, taking in his massive girth.  It was just a little bit painful, but at the same time, an intense flood of pleasure rolled through her.  She moaned loudly while gripping tightly onto the bed sheets.

“Oh yeah, very, very, tight, Mon!” Marcus grunted as he held his shaft while pushing his hips forward slowly.

Simon’s jaw dropped as he stared, his eyes unable to look away.  The sight of seeing his wife, her legs spread wide, as a tall, well built black man shoved his big black cock in between her legs was unbelievable.  Kristi screamed as Marcus pushed in deeper.

“OW!  OH GOD!  WAIT!  OH STOP!  WAIT!”  She screamed.

Marcus paused, still holding his shaft tightly.  “Okay, okay, calm down, take a couple of deep breaths.  You squeezing too tight,” he cooed.

Kristi took a couple of quick shallow breaths, trying to relax her body.  She’d never felt anything like this before.  Her hands slowly moved up towards Marcus and she placed them on his abs.  “Okay, slow, go slow,” she requested again.

Marcus nodded and with a small grunt, began to push his hips forward again.  He took his time once more, inching in bit by bit, steadily working his throbbing shaft into her tight little cunt.  Kristi closed her eyes and pressed her hands against Marcus’s abs, helping to control his speed.

“Oh... oh... fuck... he’s stretching my pussy...”  She gasped as she opened her eyes and looked up towards her husband.

Simon continued to stroke his own little shaft with two fingers, trying not to get too excited as he watched.  He definitely didn’t want to finish before they even really began.  He stared back into his wife’s lust filled eyes, she was definitely enjoying this as much as he was, probably even more.

Marcus was about halfway in when he paused and then began to pull back.  Kristi gritted her teeth as she felt her pussy cling onto his shaft as it left.  Her heart raced as her legs trembled wildly.  It felt like her lower body was being pulled away from her as he pulled his hips back bit by bit.

As he pulled back, he released his shaft and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them gently.  Once just the tip of his cock was inside her, he pushed forward again, still taking his time to inch his fat shaft in.  Kristi gasped, her legs instinctively wrapped around his massive, powerful hips.

She locked her ankles behind him as he inched in further, sliding deeper and deeper.  This time, he had slid in a little over half his shaft before he began to pull back again.  Kristi’s pussy gripped tightly around his throbbing black shaft again, squeezing for dear life as it pulled away.

“Oh wow...”  Simon gasped as he crouched down, looked down between Marcus’s legs to get a better view.

Marcus pulled back but this time pressed forward sooner, sliding his cock in even deeper, slowly working the entire length of his shaft in.  Kristi closed her eyes again and slowly moved her hands away from Marcus.  She cried out in pleasure as he finally bottomed out, sliding his lengthy member deep inside her, his balls pressing up against her ass.

“OH!  OH FUCK!”  Kristi squealed as Marcus held still, letting her pussy adjust to his massive member.

Her legs squeezed tightly around his powerful, broad hips as he slowly began to pull back again.  His massive hands gripped her breasts tightly, her hard nipples being squeezed between his fingers.  He could tell she was ready for the pounding he was going to give her.

“You ready for this?  This pussy about to be mine,” Marcus said before he thrust forward, much faster this time.

Kristi immediately tensed up and shook as she felt his cock plunge into her in one swift stroke.  He barely paused before pulling back out, slowly getting a rhythm to his thrusts.  Simon sat on his ass, watching from behind, staring between Marcus’s legs.  It was almost hypnotic, the way his smooth, black balls bounced around as it smacked his wife’s ass each time he thrust forward.

Marcus began to thrust a bit harder with each stroke, the bed beginning to shake each time.  Kristi unlocked her ankles, spreading her legs as she felt a searing heat rush through her body.  Marcus moved his hands, placing them under her knees and pushing her legs up towards her upper body as he began to pound away.

The bed creaked loudly and shook up and down as the two began to slam against one another.  Kristi’s moans paused as she felt the warmth within her explode.  It was as though she forgot how to breathe as her pussy clamped around his thick black shaft.

“Oh yeah, shit, she getting real tight, she loves it,” Marcus groaned as he continued to thrust his hips.

Kristi gripped the bed sheets below again, pulling them up as she gritted her teeth and climaxed.  She wiggled her toes as her feet shook on their own, her inner thighs trembling as her climax reached its peak.  Marcus didn’t skip a beat, thrusting his hips wildly while holding down her legs, knowing that she was having an orgasm.

“Ugh!  Ugh!  Yeah, take it!”  Marcus grunted as he bounced his entire body up and down, using the springiness of the bed to help with his thrusts.

“AH! AH!  OH GOD!  AH!  YES!  RIGHT THERE!  OH! AAAAAH!”  Kristi screamed as she bounced up and down along with him.

Simon stood back up and moved to the side of the bed, stunned by what he was watching.  A part of him was worried that the bed would collapse from the sheer strength of the two bodies bouncing wildly.  He couldn’t help but stroke his penis faster, as if he were trying to match Marcus’s thrusts.

The bed squeaked and creaked, bouncing around wildly, looking as though it would collapse.  Kristi shook her head as she felt yet another climax rush through her body.  She’d never experienced anything like it before, her body feeling numb as it trembled wildly.  Her pussy clamped around Marcus’s thick shaft again, squeezing tightly as he continued to thrust away.

As Kristi climaxed again, Simon groaned and tilted his head back, closing his eyes as he did the same.  A small stream of his seed shot out, flying a couple of inches and landing on the carpet next to the bed.  Marcus on the other hand, was still going strong, hammering her tight little cunt constantly, with all his might.

Once her climax peaked, he finally slowed his strokes, taking his time as she moved his lower body back and forth.  He released his grip on her legs, instead placing them on his shoulders and straightening his own legs.  Kristi momentarily forgot how to breathe, her moans growing silent as her body lit up like a Christmas tree.

She felt numb all over as intense waves of pure bliss rushed through her again and again.  Marcus moved his hands again, lowering them and wrapping his arms around her lower back.  He gently pulled himself, along with her, to the edge of the bed.  Kristi yelped in surprise as he made his way off the bed and hoisted her up, with her body still practically folded in half, the back of her legs still pressed against his upper body and her ankles at his shoulders.

“Holy shit...” Simon whispered as he tried to stroke his now flaccid member while he watched in awe.

Marcus effortlessly tossed her up and down on his massive member.  His balls lewdly smacked against her ass.  Simon had to move back, sitting in a nearby loveseat.

“Ah! AH! OH GOD!” Kristi screamed as she bounced up and down wildly.

“Ugh! Yeah! Take it!” Marcus growled as he hammered away.

Kristi felt an intense pressure between her legs as a high pitched ringing filled her ears.  Her pussy squeezed even tighter, as if to try and slow Marcus.  Within seconds, she felt Marcus’s thick shaft slip out from her pussy, sliding against it instead as he continued to thrust his hips.  He paused when he realized his cock had popped out and lowered her back onto the bed.

“Wow, so tight you pushed me out!”  He chuckled before he grabbed his shaft and tapped it against her quivering pussy lips.

She barely had a second to rest before he plunged his thick throbbing member right back into her.  He didn’t skip a beat as he immediately hammered his hips back and forth, slamming her pussy with all his might.  Kristi nearly blacked out as another powerful wave of pleasure rocked her.  She couldn’t believe she was having another climax.

“Agh!  AAAAAAH!”  Her voice cracked as her climax peaked again.

Simon was speechless, his flaccid member wanting to rise again but completely unable to.  He could only watch as Marcus thrust his hips wildly, plowing into his wife.  It was somewhat scary to watch, a man so large just having his way with his much smaller wife, like watching a black bear have its way with a white rabbit.

“Fuck...”  He whispered as he glanced down at his own member.

A part of him was worried that he’d be unable to please his wife, not after the way Marcus was rocking her.  He looked back up to watch Marcus grab his wife’s ankles and spread her legs wide while he thrust harder.  The bed shook wildly, the mattress moving and creaking with each powerful thrust.

Thick beads of sweat dripped down both their bodies.  Simon squinted and stood up again, getting closer towards the bed as he noticed a giant wet spot.  His eyes widened as Marcus pulled his cock back and tapped it against his wife’s pussy, a stream of her juices squirting out.

“What the fuck...”  He gasped.

Simon had seen a couple of videos of women squirting but he’d thought it was some kind of set up.  But watching his wife do it, he was stunned.  Marcus rubbed the head of his shaft against her clit, before he hopped off the bed and pulled her legs down towards him.  He quickly flipped her around, her toes touching the ground, before he spread her ass cheeks apart and slid his cock right back into her tight little cunt from behind.

Marcus groaned as he slammed the entire length of his member into her, his balls swinging wildly and smacking loudly against her pussy.  She gasped and bent one knee, raising her foot up as she felt his throbbing shaft plunge deep inside her once more.  Her big black lover gently smacked her ass cheeks, one, then the other, as he continued to hammer into her.

“AH!  OW! OH!  AHHHH!”  Kristi squealed as a mixture of pleasure and pain rushed through her.

Simon was stunned to see his wife’s reaction.  He would never have imagined smacking her ass while having sex with her, but here he was, watching this massive black man do it.  And his wife was absolutely loving it.

Kristi lowered her foot and pressed her toes down firmly onto the carpeted floor as she began to thrust back, trying to match Marcus’s movements.  She felt yet another climax building through her as she continued to push her ass back towards Marcus.  He seemed to notice and squeezed her ass cheek, and pressed the tip of his thumb against her tightly clenched backdoor.

As his thumb pushed into her virgin back entrance, Kristi screamed, a bit of panic running through her.  At the same time, the constant waves of pleasure, mixed with the thrill of feeling something inside her ass, pushed her body over the edge once more.  She climaxed again, this time more intense than the others before, her vision blurring as she heard the high pitched ringing in her ears intensify.

Everything went dark momentarily as she blacked out from the pleasure.  When she came to, she was drooling a little as she laid prone with her toes still touching the carpeted floor and Marcus behind her slamming away.  He reached over and grabbed her hair, pulling on it like a leash as she hammered away.

“Yeah, she back mon?”  Marcus said as he looked over at Simon.

“Um, I think so, yes,” Simon replied nervously.

Kristi blinked a couple of times and looked over at her husband.  She could tell there was a bit of worry in his eyes.  As she laid still, getting pounded from behind, she gave him a small reassuring nod, letting him know that she was fine, even though she had blacked out momentarily.

She wasn’t sure how long she’d been out, but she was surprised that Marcus was still rock hard.  He gave her ass another hard smack before wiping the thick beads of sweat on his forehead.  “Ungh!  UNGH!  Yeah, she’s still tight!”  Marcus grunted.

He grabbed her right leg and spun her onto her side, placing her leg on his shoulder while pushing her body up further on the bed.  Kristi gasped as his cock new places in this different position.  She clenched her toes tightly as she felt yet another climax rock her body, her juices leaking out from between her legs, squeezing past Marcus’s thick black shaft.

Simon walked over to the side of the bed and held her hand before leaning in and giving her a kiss on the lips.  It was one of the most passionate kisses she’d had with her husband in a long time.  Marcus smiled as he watched them, placing his thumb against her sensitive clit and rubbing it wildly as he slammed away.

Kristi let out a muffled moan while kissing her husband as her climax peaked.  She squeezed her husband’s hand tightly as the powerful rush of warmth ran through her trembling body.  Simon pulled back and held her hand tightly, watching the absolute bliss on her face as she came.  His flaccid penis ached a bit as it tried to grow hard again.

The night continued, with Marcus slamming away in various positions.  Kristi could only respond with moans and gasps as she experienced the most intense orgasms of her life throughout the night.  After hours of constant pleasure, Marcus groaned and pushed his hips forward, holding his cock deep inside her while tilting his head back.

“UNGH!  Yeah!”  He grunted as he finally shot his load.

Kristi trembled as she felt his cock throb deep inside her, his balls clenching as they pressed against her ass.  A sense of thrill rushed through her as she felt him climax, only the thin rubber barrier stopping his seed from filling her.  She could feel each shot as it was held back by the condom.  A part of her wondered what it would feel like if there was no barrier... a chill running up her spine at the thought.

Marcus pulled back, his cock slipping out of her pussy with a slick wet pop.  Kristi looked down between her legs, her eyes opening wide in astonishment as she saw how full his condom was.  The big black man hopped off the bed and peeled off the tight rubber, tying and tossing it aside. 

“You two mind if I sleep here for the night?  Not that there’s much of a night left,” Marcus laughed.

Simon glanced at his wife, got a nod of approval and smiled at Marcus.  “You’re more than welcome to.”
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Chapter 11


The morning sun peeked through the gaps in the curtains, casting a warm glow over the tangled limbs intertwined on the bed. Marcus, his powerful physique a stark contrast to Kristi's pale skin, lay sprawled across her back, his sleep deep and peaceful. The previous night had been a whirlwind of exploration, a delicious descent into a world of uninhibited pleasure that Kristi never knew existed.

Hesitantly, she turned her head, her gaze tracing the contours of Marcus' sleeping face. A mixture of emotions swirled within her – a flicker of apprehension at the boldness of her actions, a lingering warmth from the shared intimacy, and a surprising pang of... something possessive. The thought of another woman sharing this man, this man who had awakened a fire within her she never knew existed, sent a jolt through her.

A soft chuckle escaped Simon's lips, startling her from her thoughts. He lay propped up on one elbow, watching her with an amusement that warmed her from the inside out. "Good morning, beautiful," he murmured, his voice husky with sleep.

"Good morning," Kristi replied, a shy smile gracing her lips. "How... how are you feeling?" Her voice barely rose above a whisper.

Simon's smile widened. "Incredible," he admitted without hesitation. "Watching you explore, lose yourself... it was the most arousing thing I've ever witnessed." He reached out, his fingers trailing a light path down her arm, sending shivers cascading over her skin. "And being a part of it... well, let's just say you've opened my eyes to a whole new world, Kristi."

Kristi blushed, a mixture of pleasure and shyness washing over her. They had crossed a line last night, a line that forever altered the dynamic of their relationship. But as she met Simon's gaze, a spark of something new and exciting flickered between them.

A soft rustle stirred beside them. Marcus stretched languidly, the movement sending his bare arm grazing Kristi's back. His eyes fluttered open, a slow, sleepy smile gracing his lips. "Morning you too," he said cheerily as he sat up.

"Good morning, Marcus," Kristi replied, a shy smile gracing her lips. They lay in a comfortable silence for a moment, the weight of the previous night hanging in the air.

Finally, Marcus rose, his powerful body a testament to his athletic pursuits.  He stretched his upper body, showing off his impressive physique, and with a playful wink at Kristi, he strolled on towards the door.

"Taking a dip before I head out for some more fun," he announced, throwing a glance over his shoulder. "Enjoy your day, lovebirds.  Inna di morrows!”

Kristi exchanged a nervous glance with Simon, unsure how to respond.  This whirlwind adventure with Marcus was exciting, yet a touch unsettling.  Before she could voice her thoughts, Simon reached out and squeezed her hand.

"Don't worry," he whispered, his voice reassuring. "We'll talk about it later.”

Marcus stepped out of the room, the sound of the distant ocean breeze carrying his laughter back into the room.  A moment later, the sound of his departing footsteps faded down the hallway.

Silence descended upon the room, heavy with unspoken emotions.  Kristi, feeling a sudden vulnerability now that Marcus was gone, snuggled closer to Simon, seeking his warmth and comfort.

"So," Simon said after a moment, his voice gentle, "how are you feeling?" His voice barely rose above a whisper.

Kristi pondered the question for a moment.  The thought of venturing out into the resort alone, after the revelations of the previous night, was initially daunting.  Yet, a newfound sense of confidence flickered within her.  She had explored a new side of herself, and perhaps, it was time to explore the resort with the same sense of openness.

"Honestly?" she finally admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "It was... amazing." A blush crept up her neck as she confessed her enjoyment.

Simon chuckled, the sound a warm rumble in his chest. "Amazing?" he echoed, his voice husky with amusement. "That's one way to put it." He reached out, his fingers tracing a gentle path down her arm, sending shivers cascading over her skin. "It certainly opened my eyes to new possibilities.”

Kristi's blush deepened. "Me too," she admitted, meeting his gaze. There was a newfound intimacy in their eyes, a shared secret that bound them closer.

"So," Simon continued, a playful smirk tugging at the corners of his lips, "what are our plans for the rest of the day?”

Kristi pondered the question for a moment. The thought of venturing out into the resort, after the pleasures of the previous night, excited her. A newfound sense of confidence flickered within her. She had explored a new side of herself, and perhaps, it was time to explore the resort with the same sense of openness.

"I was thinking," she said, her voice gaining strength with each word, "of maybe taking a walk around the resort. There's so much to see, and maybe... grabbing a bite to eat?”

Simon's smile broadened. "Sounds like a plan," he agreed, his eyes twinkling with amusement.

“I think I also want to go into a hot tub, I can’t believe how sore I am, especially down there,” Kristi remarked as she glanced down between her legs.  “He really did a number on me, I can’t believe how hard he pounded his thick black cock into me,” she whispered.

Her husband let out a small moan of excitement as his little pecker hardened.  Kristi teased it, running one finger back and forth along the edge of his manhood.  “Wow, that really got you turned on, huh?”

“Yeah, wow, I mean, just thinking about what I saw last night... like... wow,” he responded.  “I...  Honestly, I want to see you do it again...”

“Well, we are here all week.  And, I do need a small rest, like I said, it is sore down there.”

“Absolutely,” Simon replied before kissing her on the lips and rolling out of the bed.  “Well, let’s get to it then,” he said as he headed to the door. 

Kristi smiled as she got to her feet.  She groaned a little, her thighs aching as she stood up.  “It feels great just walking out without having to worry about what to wear,” she laughed as she walked past her husband.  She had a small limp to her movements as her lower body ached with each step.

“You think you’ll be able to make it out to the pool?”  Simon chuckled before lightly giving her ass a small smack.

“Ow!”  Kristi yelped before giving her husband a light smack on the shoulder.  “You keep that up and I won’t be ready to do it again,” she teased.

Simon laughed and gently wrapped one arm around her and kissed her on the cheek.  The two made their way down towards the pool.  The late morning sun beat down on Kristi and Simon as they walked hand-in-hand through the vibrant resort.  They opted for a casual lunch at a poolside cafe.

As they found a table overlooking the sparkling pool, a wave of nervous excitement washed over Kristi. The resort, once a backdrop to their budding exploration, now seemed charged with a different kind of energy. Couples, both familiar and new, lounged by the water, their bodies basking in the sun. But the intimacy on display was more blatant this time around. A young couple, a black man with a shaved head and a petite white woman with bright red hair, were locked in a passionate embrace on a nearby chaise lounge. Their moans, barely audible over the upbeat music, sent a jolt through Kristi.

Further down the pool, a group of four, two black men and two white women, frolicked playfully in the shallows. Their laughter echoed in the air as they splashed each other, their playful touches occasionally lingering a beat too long, hinting at a deeper connection.  Sitting nearby them were a pair of older white men, staring and smiling as they stroked their members in plain sight. The sight both shocked and excited Kristi. It was a world away from anything she'd ever experienced, a world where public displays of affection were not just tolerated, but celebrated.

Simon, ever observant, noticed her gaze flitting around the pool area. He squeezed her hand gently, his touch a silent reassurance. "Feeling overwhelmed?" he murmured in her ear.

Kristi shook her head, a hesitant smile gracing her lips. "More like... awakened," she admitted, her voice barely a whisper. "It's all so... open.”

Simon chuckled, his eyes twinkling with amusement. "Open, and exciting," he agreed, his gaze lingering on a couple canoodling in a secluded corner. "Are you okay with seeing this, Kristi? We can leave if you'd prefer.”

Kristi met his gaze, a newfound confidence burning in her eyes. "No," she said firmly. "I... I want to see it. I want to experience this with you." The night with Marcus had unlocked something within her, a yearning for a deeper connection, a more uninhibited exploration of her desires.

Simon's smile widened, a flicker of something primal dancing in his eyes. "Good," he replied, his voice husky with unspoken desire. "Because I want to experience it with you too.”

The sun began to beat down on them, turning the pool into a shimmering expanse of turquoise. Kristi and Simon sat at their table, sipping on cool, fruity cocktails and sharing a plate of tempting appetizers. The air buzzed with the vibrant energy of the resort, a symphony of reggae music, laughter, and the rhythmic splash of bodies in the water.

As they sipped their drinks, stolen glances and murmured conversations painted a scene unlike anything Kristi had ever witnessed. Couples, a mix of races and ethnicities, intertwined on poolside chaises, their bodies glistening with suntan lotion and uninhibited desire. The black man with a muscular build and the petite white woman with fiery red hair, were still locked in a passionate embrace.  Her legs were spread wide as he hammered in and out of her. Further down the pool, a group of four – two black men and two white women – played a game of water volleyball, their playful touches intensifying with each passing moment.

But what truly sent a jolt through Kristi were the couples where the husbands, often white men, watched attentively as their wives, or perhaps partners, explored their sensuality with another man. Some watched with amusement, others with a hint of pride, and a few with a glint of something more primal in their eyes. The scene made Kristi blush, her mind replaying snippets of the previous night with Marcus while her husband watched.

Simon followed her line of sight, a knowing smile playing on his lips. He leaned in closer, his voice a husky murmur in her ear. "It’s amazing, isn’t it?”

Kristi met his gaze, her own eyes reflecting a mixture of emotions. "It's... different," she admitted, her voice barely a whisper. "And exciting.”

Simon chuckled, his hand finding hers under the table. "Exciting is definitely the right word," he agreed, his fingers tracing a languid path down her arm.

As they watched the uninhibited displays of affection unfolding around them, a question bloomed in Kristi's mind.  "What about you, Simon?" she finally asked, her voice barely a whisper.  "Seeing all this... does it make you want to... join in?”

Simon met her gaze, his eyes flickering across the pool before returning to hers.  A slow, knowing smile played on his lips.  "Honestly," he admitted, his voice a husky murmur, "the thought of exploring with another woman is... intriguing. But not nearly as intriguing as watching you."  He reached out, his fingers gently tracing the curve of her cheek.

Kristi's breath hitched.  "Watching me?" she echoed, a blush creeping up her neck.

Simon chuckled, a dark glint igniting in his eyes.  "Specifically," he continued, his voice dropping to a low growl, "watching you with a black man again.  That's what truly turns me on, Kristi.  I mean, it gets me hard just thinking about it right now.”

A jolt of electricity shot through her.  Her aching lower body trembled and the lips of her sore sex quivered as she thought about Marcus again.  Hearing Simon confess his desire for it, the possessiveness laced with excitement in his voice, sent a thrill of a different kind through her.

"You're serious?" she breathed, her voice barely audible.

Simon leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear.  "Deadly serious," he murmured, his voice sending shivers down her spine.  "The power, the difference... it would be an incredible turn-on to watch you lose yourself in someone like that.”

Kristi looked down to see that her husband was indeed hard.  She gently wrapped her fingers around his member and squeezed it.  Simon groaned in response and closed his eyes. With just two fingers, she began to stroke up and down, it was such a stark difference from what she was doing with Marcus.

“Oh babe, that feels so good.” Simon moaned.

As she stroked his shaft, she looked back over towards the pool, watching the black man and redheaded woman still going at it.  She was not riding him, bouncing up and down wildly as he reached up and squeezed her breasts tightly.  Kristi could feel her body getting hotter as she watched, the soreness between her legs dissipating as the folds of her sex grew wetter.  She squeezed tightly onto her husband’s penis with two fingers as she grew more excited.

“Ooo, wow, that is a strong grip there,” Simon groaned as he gently placed his hand on her wrist.  “Are you getting excited from watching them?”  He asked.

“Yes,” Kristi responded back as she looked over at her husband, loosening her fingers around his shaft.

“Well, that guy has been eyeing us for a while, why don’t we invite him over to the room?  That is... if you think you’re ready to go again,” Simon said as he nodded towards a tall, well built black man with shoulder length dreadlocks that were tied back in a ponytail.

Kristi glanced over and gasped as she saw the massive unit dangling between the black man’s legs.  His skin was dark, darker than Marcus and it contrasted greatly with the light blue surroundings.  The two locked eyes and he gave her a small nod and a smile, which she returned.  Soon, he was sauntering over towards them.  Kristi couldn’t look away, her eyes locked in on his manhood as it swung left and right with his movements.
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Chapter 12


Towering over them, his skin was a deep, rich brown, the kind that seemed to absorb the sunlight rather than reflect it. Shoulder-length dreadlocks, currently tied back in a neat ponytail, framed his handsome face. His smile, broad and inviting, revealed a set of gleaming white teeth.

"Wha' gwaan over here, y'all?" he boomed in a voice that vibrated with confidence. His gaze flickered between them, amusement dancing in his dark eyes. "Mind if I join you two?" His gaze flickered between them, amusement dancing in his dark eyes.

Kristi pulled her hand away from her husband’s crotch and kept her smile as she forced her eyes to look up towards his.  She felt a blush creep up her neck. This man, with his effortless charisma and undeniable masculinity, was a walking embodiment of the fantasies that had been swirling in her mind. A stolen glance at Simon revealed a similar spark of excitement in his eyes.

"Of course," Simon replied, his voice surprisingly steady.  "Please, pull up a chair."  He gestured to the empty seat at their table, his gaze lingering for a beat too long on the stranger's impressive physique.

The man extended a hand towards Kristi.  "Name's Jahron," he said, his handshake firm and surprisingly gentle.  "But y'all can call me Jace.”

"Kristi," she replied, her voice barely a whisper.  As their fingers touched, a jolt of electricity seemed to spark between them, a silent promise hanging in the air.

"Simon," he replied, a slow smile spreading across his face.  "Nice to meet you, Jace.”

The afternoon sun beat down as they settled into conversation, the initial awkwardness quickly dissolving in the face of Jace's easy charm.  He regaled them with tales of his adventures at the resort so far, his Jamaican slang weaving a tapestry of exotic encounters and uninhibited pleasures. Kristi and Simon, captivated by his stories, found themselves leaning in closer, their inhibitions fading with each passing moment.

As the conversation flowed, Kristi couldn't help but steal glances at Jace.  His powerful frame, the way his broad shoulders filled out his shirt, ignited a fire within her.  A fire that, until this trip, she never knew existed.  A flicker of something possessive stirred within her as well, a strange sense of ownership over this man she had just met.

A glance at Simon revealed a similar struggle within him.  His gaze would linger a beat too long on Jace's sculpted arms or the way his dreadlocks swayed with every movement.  Yet, there was also a sense of excitement, a shared anticipation for the unknown that hung heavy in the air.

The arrival of Jace had shifted the dynamic of their afternoon.  What had begun as a casual lunch between lovers had morphed into something more – a tantalizing exploration of possibility. And as the sun began its descent towards the horizon, casting long shadows across the pool deck, Kristi knew that this was just the beginning. The adventure at the resort, fueled by newfound desires and unexpected connections, was about to take a another thrilling turn.

The afternoon sun dipped lower in the sky, casting long shadows across the pool deck as laughter and conversation flowed freely between them. The air thrummed with the infectious beat of reggae music that pulsed from hidden speakers. Jace, his voice rich with Jamaican lilt, chuckled at a story Simon was sharing.

"That wicked funny, mon," he exclaimed, wiping a tear from his eye.  "Reminds me of dis one time..." He launched into another tale, his animated gestures painting a vivid picture.  Kristi found herself mesmerized, not just by his stories, but by the way his entire body moved when he spoke, a physical embodiment of the music that surrounded them.

As a new song filled the air, a slower, more sensuous reggae beat, Jace's eyes met Kristi's across the table. A slow smile spread across his face. "This one of my favorites," he said, his voice a husky murmur.  "Mind if I steal ya for a dance, beautiful?”

Heat flooded Kristi's cheeks.  The idea of dancing with this captivating stranger, his body radiating a potent energy, sent a thrill through her.  She stole a glance at Simon, half expecting a flicker of possessiveness, but instead, she found a playful glint in his eyes.  With a shy smile, she nodded.

Jace offered her his hand, and as she took it, a jolt of electricity seemed to spark between them.  He pulled her to her feet, his touch sending shivers cascading down her spine.  They swayed to the music at first, maintaining a respectful distance.  Kristi, acutely aware of the fact that they were both nude, felt a delicious tension building in the air.

Jace was a natural dancer, his movements fluid and effortless.  He guided her with a gentle hand on her lower back, sending a spark of heat through her core.  As the music softened further, the space between them began to shrink.  Their bodies brushed sensuously, the warmth of Jace's skin igniting a fire within her.

A gasp escaped her lips as he dipped her low, his hand trailing down her bare arm, sending goose bumps erupting across her skin.  When he pulled her back up, their chests grazed, the subtle contact sending a jolt of raw desire through her. Her sensitive, hard, cherry red nipples brushed against his soft ebony skin.  His gaze held hers, his dark eyes shimmering with unspoken emotions.  In that moment, the world around them faded away.  There was only the music, the feel of Jace's body pressed against hers, and his intoxicating manly scent.

A primal urge bloomed within Kristi, a yearning for a deeper connection, a more uninhibited exploration. This wasn't just a dance anymore; it was a silent conversation, a prelude to something more. And as their bodies moved in perfect harmony, the promise of what was to come hung heavy in the air.

The reggae beat pulsed through the air, a hypnotic rhythm that seemed to vibrate in Kristi's very core. Jace held her close, his hand a warm brand on the small of her back, guiding her movements with a practiced ease. Their bodies brushed with every sway, sending shivers of excitement dancing across Kristi's skin.  She felt his long black manhood press against her ass cheeks, occasionally squeezing between them.

Gone was the initial shyness, replaced by a burgeoning desire fueled by the music and Jace's intoxicating presence. His scent, a mix of musk and warm Caribbean air, filled her senses, turning her legs to jelly. As the music swelled, Jace pressed his hips forward as his semi hard rod squeezed between her legs and against her sensitive, wet sex grazing past her most sensitive area.

He spun her around to face him, his hands dancing along the curves of her body until they rested on her breasts, gently squeezing them as they swayed.  Jace's eyes, dark and intense, held hers captive. In them, she saw a reflection of her own burgeoning desire, a spark that had been dormant for far too long. A stolen glance at Simon revealed him watching with a mix of amusement and a hint of something more primal. His gaze flickered between them, lingering on the way their bodies intertwined, a silent encouragement that sent a jolt of excitement through Kristi.

The music transitioned, the tempo slowing even further, the melody weaving a sensual spell. Jace swayed them closer, their chests grazing with every beat. His touch, once light, became more insistent, his hand trailing down her back, sending shivers cascading down her spine. A soft moan escaped her lips, a sound that seemed to hang heavy in the air, a testament to the raw desire coursing through her.

In that charged moment, the world around them faded away. There was only Jace, his warmth a tangible presence against her bare skin, and the intoxicating rhythm of the music that seemed to echo their own escalating desire. Kristi felt a shift within her, a yearning for a deeper connection, a more uninhibited exploration that pushed the boundaries of what she thought possible.  And as their dance reached a crescendo, their bodies pressed together in a silent promise, Kristi knew this was just the beginning.

The reggae melody dipped into a languorous groove, the bass a throbbing pulse that resonated deep within Kristi's core. Jace's hand, once tracing a path down her back, now lingered possessively on her lower hip, sending a jolt of heat through her. Each subtle movement pushed his member between her legs, gliding alongside the lips of her sex.

A stolen glance at Simon revealed a flicker of something raw in his eyes, his gaze lingering on the way Jace's hand rested on her. Yet, it wasn't possessiveness, but a strange mixture of excitement and a silent approval that both surprised and titillated Kristi.

Emboldened by the unspoken permission in his gaze, Jace leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. "You feel that, beautiful?" he murmured, his voice a husky caress. His manhood was now almost fully erect, pressed up against the lips of her sex as she opened up her legs a bit more.

Kristi shivered, a mixture of anticipation and a strange sense of liberation coursing through her. She dipped her head slightly, offering him a silent invitation.

Jace's lips brushed against her earlobe, sending goose bumps erupting across her skin. He trailed them down her neck, his touch sending shivers dancing in their wake. Each kiss was a slow, deliberate tease, igniting a fire within her that threatened to consume her.

Reaching the sensitive juncture of her neck and shoulder, Jace lingered, his warm breath teasing the exposed skin. A soft moan escaped her lips, a sound both surprised and exhilarating. He captured the sound with his next kiss, his lips moving to explore the delicate hollow of her shoulder. His touch was a slow seduction, a methodical exploration of her erogenous zones, each kiss a promise of what was to come.

Simon watched in silence while stroking his member with two fingers wrapped around his shaft.  He ran his other hand through his thinning, white hair, as small beads of sweat rolled down his forehead.  HIs eyes were locked in on their lower bodies, watching as Jace’s long hard cock slid back and forth between her legs, the upper part of his shaft constantly pressing against his wife’s soft, pink sex.

Kristi felt herself swaying against him, her body a willing participant in this unexpected dance of desire. Her inhibitions, once firmly in place, were melting away like ice under the Caribbean sun. A glance at Simon confirmed her suspicions. He was watching, his breathing slightly ragged, his gaze hot and hungry as he followed the path of Jace's kisses.

Suddenly, Jace pulled back slightly, his eyes searching hers. A mischievous glint sparkled within their depths. He gripped his shaft, pointed it upward and pressed the tip against her sex, just barely pushing the bulbous head of his big black cock into her.  "You like that?" he asked, his voice a low rumble.

Kristi, breathless and flushed, could only manage a shaky nod. The world seemed to have narrowed down to just the two of them, the music, and the raw desire that crackled between them.

Jace's smile widened, a knowing glint in his eyes. He cast a glance towards Simon, who was now openly watching them, his face a mask of conflicting emotions. A slow, silent conversation seemed to pass between them, a silent agreement that sent a shiver down Kristi's spine.

With a wink at Simon, Jace leaned back while thrusting his lower body up a bit, sliding the rest of the rounded tip of his cock in. It was an incredible feeling of ecstasy, a potent mix of passion and exploration, as Kristi felt the tip of his cock throb inside her.  She couldn’t believe it, she was standing near a pool, in public no less, with the tip of a black man’s cock inside her.

A loud moan escaped her lips as Jace grabbed his shaft and moved it left and right, the tip still inside her tight little slit.  Simon licked his lips and wiped his forehead as he continued to slowly stroke his own manhood.  The music slowed even further as the two swayed back and forth.

Jace gently pushed upward a bit more, sliding more of his long hard cock inside her.  Kristi gasped as she got up on the tips of her toes.  She let out another loud moan as she stared down between her legs.

“Wait, wait,” she whispered as she placed her hands on his broad chest.  “Not here, not in public,” she continued.

“Hm?  Why?  No one minds,” Jace replied as he continued to grip his shaft and shake it.

Kristi looked over at her husband who just gave her a small nod.  She felt red hot as she looked around, watching as others were making love around them.  Her heart began to race faster as she gave him a nod, yet still gently pushed his chest to try and push him away,

“Okay, but you need to wear a rubber,” she requested.

“Ah really?”  Jace replied.

“Yes, please,” Kristi answered.

Jace nodded and pulled his cock out and looked over at Simon.  “Do you have one mon?”

Simon glanced up at them, confused at first, looking as though he had been broken out of trance.  “Huh?  Have what?”  He asked.

“A rubber,” Jace answered.

“Oh, uh, shit,” Simon said as he instinctively tapped on his legs, as if he was searching his pockets.  “I have some back in the room, why don’t we continue this there?”

Jace was about to respond but Kristi gently tapped him on the chest.  “No, honey, why don’t you go and get it.  I want to do it here,” she informed.

Simon’s eyes widened in a mix of shock and excitement.  “You're serious?! Here?! In... public?” He asked.

Kristi nodded as Jace smiled and squeezed her breast.  “You heard her mon.”

“Uh... okay, I’ll be right back,” Simon responded as he stood up.

Simon quickly stood up and rushed back to the room.  Jace continued to run his hands along Kristi’s body, gently guiding her towards a nearby lounge chair and helping her down onto it.  As she laid back, he ran his hands along her inner thighs, parting her trembling legs open.

She sucked in her lips as Jace leaned in, his face headed straight towards her crotch.  His warm breath brushed by her quivering sex and another moan escaped her lips.  He leaned in closer and pressed the tip of his tongue against the lips of her sex.

“Oh...” Kristi gasped.

Jace playfully danced his tongue along the edges of her sex, before dipping in between them.  His long, flexible tongue hit all the right places, twisting and pressing against her most sensitive spots.  Even his fingers expertly darted around, pinching and flicking her sensitive breasts.

Kristi moaned louder as she spread her legs even more.  She wiggled her toes as his tongue pressed deep inside her.  A growing ball of warmth started to spread from her core.

“Ah! Ah! Yes! Right there!” She gasped as she arched her back slightly.

As she neared her climax, Jace pulled back and positioned his lower body between her trembling legs. He grabbed her legs and raised them up, placing them on his shoulders as he tapped his meaty shaft against her quivering sex.  Kristi moaned and gasped as she looked down, stunned to see his thick shaft reaching up to her belly button.

He crossed her legs together so that his cock was pressed between her inner thighs, while still pushing against the lips of her sensitive sex.  Kristi gasped as he rubbed back and forth, teasing her further.  She couldn’t believe how good it felt, just feeling his bumpy shaft rub against her wet pussy lips.

“You like that?”  He teased as he continuously rubbed his shaft back and forth between her legs.

Kristi responded by moaning, closing her eyes and reaching up to squeeze her breasts.  Jace took it a step further, pushing her crossed legs down and above her upper body while straightening his legs.  She gasped as her body was practically folded in half.  He pulled his cock back and aimed it slightly lower, pressing the thick bulbous tip of his cock against her tight little slit.

“You want it inside again?”  He teased, just barely nudging it forward.

“Ah!  Oh!  Fuck...”  She gasped, feeling an incredible sensation of warmth rush through her.

“Fuck?  Okay,” he responded as he pushed his hips forward slowly, sliding the bulbous tip of his thick black cock inside her again.

“AH!  OH FUCK!”  She moaned as she felt her pussy stretch open again to take in the big black cock.  “Wait, wait, you don’t have a condom on,” she gasped between moans.

“No worries, I won’t cum inside,” he replied as he gently moved his hips forward another inch, sliding his cock in just a little deeper.

“OH!  OH! GOD!”  Kristi gasped.

“Unless you want me to stop,” Jace replied as he paused, letting the tip of his cock throb inside her.

“NO!  NO!  DON’T STOP!”  Kristi moaned loudly.  “Just... Just keep going until Simon gets here, then we can put a rubber on,” she continued, slowly getting back to her senses.

Jace smirked and nodded as he lowered himself, sliding more of his thick black shaft inside her.  Kristi couldn’t believe it, she was taking his big black cock raw, and was loving it.  A thrilling sense of excitement rushed through her as she felt his massive shaft work its way deeper and deeper.
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Chapter 13


Simon rushed back towards the pool, clutching onto the pack of condoms he had gotten from the room.  His heart raced as he wondered what his wife was doing with Jace.  It felt strange jogging through the resort and towards the beach with his manhood rock hard and jumping around between his legs.

When he reached the pool, he was speechless, his jaw dropping to the ground at the sight.  His wife was on a lounger with her legs crossed and pressed down against her upper body.  Jace was slamming his hips back and forth, taking his wife raw.

Simon quickly ripped open a package and rushed over to the tall black man.  “Hey, hey, you have to put this on,” he ordered as he tapped Jace on the shoulder.

Jace paused mid stroke and slowly pulled his hips back.  Simon stared down at his wife's crotch, watching as her pussy gripped the long hard black shaft tightly as it slid out.  He gulped as he watched in a mixture of excitement and worry.  He couldn't believe that his wife was having sex with Jace without a condom on.

“Sounds good mon.  Your wife couldn't wait much longer,” Jace replied with a huge smile as he grabbed the rubber and began stretching it over his long glistening cock.

“It's okay,” Kristi whispered as she stared into her husband's eyes.

Once the condom was on, Jace gently grabbed her ankles, pulled her legs apart and pressed his cock against the entrance to her wet sex.  Kristi nibbled on her lower lip as she felt the bulbous tip of his fat black cock make its way back into her.  In one long stroke, he slid the entire length of his member deep inside her again.

“Ah! Oh fuck...” Kristi gasped as she closed her eyes and squeezed her soft supple breasts.

Jace groaned as he paused and then began to thrust his hips.  Kristi could feel the difference of the condom.  It actually lowered the intensity of the pleasure she had been feeling.  His shaft didn't feel as hot and it felt a bit too smooth.  She sucked in her lips as she arched her back and pushed her lower body up towards him.

“AH!  AH!  Yes!  YES!  Right there!” She moaned as he hammered away.

His long hard cock had a slight curve to it, towards his left leg.  The curved tip rubbed against places that felt as though they had never been touched.  She clenched her toes tightly as she felt a familiar warmth rush through her body.

“AH!  OH GOD!  OHGODOHGODOHGOD!  DON’T STOP!”  Kristi screamed as she trembled wildly.

Jace did as requested, and more, he held tightly onto her hips, even pulled them up towards him as he slammed wildly.  HIs low hanging balls swung wildly and smacked against each ass with each powerful thrust.  Even in the wild open poolside, the sounds of their lower bodies smacking into one another echoed, mixed in with the lounger squeaking loudly.

Simon worried that the lounger would collapse as he watched, his eyes focused on his wife.  He stroked his penis gently, trying his best to not get overly excited like when Marcus had taken Kristi.  A few passerbyers briefly paused to watch, even cheering Jace on, as he thrust his hips.

As Kristi’s climax peaked, Jace slowed his strokes again.  He took his time, sliding the entire length of his slick, throbbing shaft in and out of her.  With each stroke, he altered the way he thrust forward, slightly changing direction each time.

The curved tip of his member hit different spots each time he slid his cock in, causing Kristi to squirm and moan even louder.  Jace thrust his hips a couple of more times before he pulled his member out and tapped it against the quivering lips of her sex.  He smiled as he watched her move her hips, trying to get him to slide it back in.

“You like it?”  He teased as he rubbed the tip right against the entrance to her soaking wet cunt.

“YES!  YES!”  Kristi cried out.

“Yeah?  Then you ride,” he said as he wrapped his arms around her and lifted her off the lounger effortlessly.

Kristi yelped in surprise as she was raised up, and spun around while in Jace’s grasps.  He sat down on the lounger and then leaned back while holding her.  Kristi adjusted herself, placing her knees to the side of his hips, her feet atop his thighs as she reached between her legs and grabbed his long glistening shaft. 

She looked over at her husband as she rubbed the bulbous tip of Jace’s thick black shaft against her pussy.  Simon gulped and stroked his smaller penis, watching with excitement in his eyes.  Kristi gave him a playful wink and then lowered herself down, gritting her teeth as she felt her pussy stretch to its limits once more.

Her tight little pink pussy sank down on his thick black cock.  She took her time, lowering herself bit by bit.  Jace reached up and squeezed her breasts.

“Ya Mon, she fine,” he groaned.

Kristi tilted back a bit and gasped as she reached the base of his cock.  Her hands held tightly into Jace’s broad shoulders as she paused, letting her tight little pussy adjust to his fat black member.  Jace pinched her hard sensitive nipples as he watched her tremble atop him.

After a moment to get adjusted, Kristi began to grind her lower body against his, gyrating her hips as she felt his curved cock hit all the right places.  She wiggled her toes as she did, loving the way his throbbing member felt deep inside her.  Jace groaned and moved his hands towards her hips before giving her ass cheeks a hard smack.

Kristi gasped and bounced up from the shock.  She moaned as she felt his cock slide out from between her legs, not all the way, but just a little.  Jace smirked and squeezed her sore ass cheeks.  She responded by squeezing tightly onto his shoulders and bouncing up and down, riding the full length of his thick black cock.

Simon licked his lips and looked around the pool, watching as other wild couples had sex nearby.  There was one woman on the edge of the jacuzzi, her legs wide open while a tall black man, his legs in the hot tub, slamming his long hard cock in and out of her.  The husband, or at least, that’s what Simon assumed, stood nearby stroking himself.

Not too far off, he saw another woman with short blonde hair in between two black men.  She was bent forward, one of the black men plowing her from behind, while the other was slamming his cock in and out of her mouth.  Simon sucked in his lips and looked back towards Kristi.  He wondered if she’d be able to handle more than one man at a time.

A small sense of thrill rushed through him as he continued to stroke his penis.  He was getting close to climax and had to slow himself.  Jace, on the other hand, was still going strong, thrusting his hips while Kristi bounced atop him. 

“AH!  AH!  YEEEEEEEEESSSSS!”  She screamed as she tilted her head back and climaxed again.

Her feet slid off of his thighs and Jace sat up, wrapped his arms around her upper body as he planted his feet on the ground.  He stood up with her in his grasps and bounced her up and down effortlessly.  Kristi held on for dear life as she felt her climax peak, another powerful rush of heat making its way through her overly sensitive body.

HIs balls smacked wildly against her ass from below, the smacks thundering through her body.  She could feel his warm breath against her neck as he grunted and slammed away.  After a few more thrusts he carried her over towards a nearby patch of grass.  He lowered her down gently, placing her shoulders on the ground and pulling her legs up and over her head.

“OH!  WHOA!”  She yelped, her ass lewdly pointed up at the air.

Jace positioned himself above her and pressed his cock downward, sliding it deep inside her from above.  Simon’s eyes grew wide as he watched.  He’d seen a couple of videos of women in this position.  It was called a piledriver, he recalled, as he walked over towards them.

“Ungh!  Ungh!  Yeah!  Take it!”  Jace grunted as he slammed his cock in and out of her.

Kristi screamed in pleasure, her toes digging into the soft grassy ground as she felt yet another powerful orgasm build within her.  She felt lightheaded as the blood rushed to her head in her new position.  Never in her life did she imagine she’d be in this position, with a black man slamming his cock in and out of her from above.

Jace spun around so that he was facing the other way, but his cock still inside her.  His thighs pressed down against the back of her legs, holding them down while she was basically folded in half.  HIs balls smacked against her mound each time he thrust forward.

“OHMYGOD!  OHGOD!  AH!  AH!  OHHHHH!”  Kristi screamed as she trembled wildly.

Simon couldn’t help but stroke faster, watching with near unhinged excitement.  “Oh jeez...”  he whispered as he felt his balls clench.  He couldn't hold it in any longer, his lower body quivering as he shot his small load.

Jace continued to hammer in and out of his wife's soaking wet pussy, thrusting at full speed.  Kristi cried out in pleasure as an intense pressure built up between her legs.  Jace's cock slipped out from her tight cunt as it clenched up.

As soon as it did, a stream of her juices squirted out from between her legs, spraying against Jace's lower body and landing on her.  She squirmed left and right as waves of ecstasy rushed through her numbing body.  Jace stood up and gently helped to lower her legs to the ground, straightening her so that she could lay on the grass.

“She looking like she almost out,” Jace laughed as he stroked his member.

Kristi took a couple of deep breaths as she rested.  “Did you cum?” She asked between tired breaths.

“No, I have lots to go.  Especially with the rubba on,” Jace answered with a smile.

He helped Kristi on her feet and got her back on the lounger.  Kristi could barely move as Jace positioned his lower body against hers.  This time he kept her legs closed as he jammed his cock in between them.  She moaned loudly as his shaft worked its way back into her.

“Ooh... so nice and tight,” Jace groaned as he slid his cock deep into her.

His throbbing member glided in and out of her.  He took his time, slowly moving his hips back and forth.  His hands were right back on her breasts, squeezing them tightly as he thrust his hips.

Kristi was barely able to moan, her body and mind completely exhausted.  She had no idea that sex could take so much out of her.  Her tiring yet exciting night with Marcus, and now being taken by Jace in public, her body was nowhere near prepared.  As his cock continued to glide in and out, the familiar warming sensation rushed through her, followed by a tingling numbing one.

“Ungh! Fuck, I need to take it off,” Jace said as he pulled his cock out.

He grabbed the condom and practically ripped it off his cock.  After tossing it aside, he lifted her legs up and pressed his cock between them, rubbing his throbbing shaft against the lips of her sex.  He thrust back and forth, the tip of his cock grazing against the entrance to her pussy.  It felt exhilarating, his shaft sliding against her quivering pussy lips.

A part of her wanted him to just slide his cock back into her, but she knew it was probably a bad idea without some form of protection.  Simon wiped his forehead and watched in stunned silence, his penis now fully flaccid.

“Oh ya!  Here it comes!”  Jace groaned as he thrust faster and faster.

Kristi licked her lips and arched her back a bit as she felt the heat of his fat cock against her slit.  Jace grunted and pushed his hips forward and closed his eyes.  She felt his balls press against her ass and tremble as he climaxed.  His cock throbbed between her legs and his seed shot far out, some of it even landing between her tits.

She gasped and closed her eyes, worried that his cock would launch some of his hot sticky seed up to her face.  His cock was like a fire hose, unleashing a torrent of his creamy, thick load.  “Oooh... yeah... fuck...”  Jace gasped as he released her legs and stroked his shaft, trying to get every last drop out of his balls.

Kristi’s legs fell onto the edges of the lounger as she stared between her legs.  Jace’s massive cock continued to quiver as it shot out another long stream of his seed.  She couldn’t believe how much he was unloading on her lower body.

“Whew yeah...”  Jace groaned as he tapped his fat cock against her pussy.

She flinched a bit as she felt his still stiff shaft slap her pussy lips.  The last bits of his load dripped out and he stood up, still stroking his member.  He was still rock hard as he stepped towards her side.

“You still want some more?”  He asked, his cock waving a couple of inches away from her.

“Huh?  What...?  Oh jeez, no, I think I’m done,” Kristi sighed, barely able to speak.

Jace shrugged and tapped Simon on the shoulder.  “You a lucky man,” he said as he headed off.

Simon crouched next to his wife and kissed her on the lips.  “Are you okay?”

Kristi smiled and nodded, “never been better.  I can’t believe he wanted to go again,” she answered.  “I definitely need a hot shower, wow...”

“That was absolutely amazing...  I love you,” Simon said as he kissed her on the forehead.

“I think I’m going to just lay here for a bit, maybe take a small nap,” Kristi replied.

“Why don’t I carry you back?  I wouldn’t want you to burn out here in the sun,” Simon replied.

“You think you can carry me?”  Kristi laughed.

“Of course!  I mean, not as easily as Marcus or Jace, but I can still carry you.”
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Chapter 14


The twilight sky bled into a tapestry of deep purple and indigo, punctuated by the first twinkling diamonds of stars. The air, now pleasantly cool, carried the sweet scent of plumeria blossoms and the distant, rhythmic thump of reggae music. Hand in hand, Kristi and Simon strolled along the moonlit beach, the warm sand squishing between their toes. Their conversation was a comfortable murmur, punctuated by sighs of contentment and stolen kisses under the cloak of darkness.

The resort had been a whirlwind of unexpected experiences, each pushing the boundaries of their comfort zone and igniting a fire within them they never knew existed. The initial shock of witnessing uninhibited displays of affection had morphed into a reluctant curiosity, then a thrilling sense of liberation. Their encounters with Marcus, and then Jace, had been a turning point, shattering the carefully constructed walls of their marriage and opening their eyes to a world of unexplored desires.

Further down the beach, a bonfire crackled merrily, casting flickering shadows on the golden sand. Laughter and music drifted towards them, the infectious energy of the resort palpable in the night air. As they walked, they stumbled upon a scene that would have once induced blushing and averted eyes. A young couple, a woman with almost silver blonde hair that seemed to catch the moonlight like a halo and a muscular bald black man, lay entwined on a secluded stretch of beach, their bodies bathed in the soft glow of the moon.

The woman's blonde hair spilled across the sand like a fallen banner, contrasting beautifully with the ebony canvas of the man's chest. But instead of judgment, a smile touched Kristi's lips, a silent acknowledgment of the freedom and uninhibited passion that permeated the very essence of the resort.

"This place," Simon murmured, his voice husky with emotion, "it's... transformative."

Kristi nodded, leaning closer to him. "In ways I never expected," she whispered, her gaze lingering on the carefree couple further down the beach.

"Me neither," he chuckled, his hand finding hers, his fingers intertwining with hers. "But I don't think I want the transformation to stop.  I still can’t believe you were doing it without a condom at first."

Kristi’s face felt hot as she smiled at her husband.  “I’m sorry, I couldn’t help it, he was teasing me so hard right after you left.”

A sudden rustle in the bushes startled them, and they turned in unison. A couple strolled down the path, their arms linked casually around each other's waists. The woman, with a head of blonde hair caught in a loose braid that seemed to shimmer with hidden silver threads, smiled warmly at them. Her eyes, a sparkling blue that held a hint of mischief, crinkled at the corners as she greeted them.  "Isn't this a beautiful night?" she asked, her voice laced with a slight southern drawl that was as smooth and sweet as honey.

A sudden rustle in the bushes startled them, and they turned in unison. A couple strolled down the path, their arms linked casually around each other's waists.

The woman, with a head of blonde hair caught in a loose braid that seemed to shimmer with hidden silver threads, smiled warmly at them. Her eyes, a sparkling blue that held a hint of mischief, crinkled at the corners as she greeted them. "Isn't this a beautiful night?" she asked, her voice laced with a slight southern drawl that was as smooth and sweet as honey.

"Absolutely breathtaking," Simon replied, returning her smile. He couldn't help but admire the way the moonlight glinted off the delicate gold necklace that adorned her tanned neck.

The man, tall and tanned with a friendly demeanor that put Kristi at ease instantly, chimed in. His smile, broad and genuine, revealed a set of strong white teeth. "Hi, we're Michael and Sarah," he said, extending a hand towards them. "Just enjoying a stroll under the moon."

"Kristi and Simon," Kristi replied, returning his handshake. His grip was firm and warm, a testament to the years of life etched into his sun-weathered hands.

A comfortable conversation ensued, filled with lighthearted banter and shared stories about their experiences at the resort. They learned that Michael and Sarah were celebrating their tenth wedding anniversary, a fact that surprised Kristi. This seemingly ordinary couple, the woman with her youthful spirit and the man with his kind eyes, were also exploring the boundaries of their marriage within the confines of the resort. It was a revelation that sparked a sense of kinship between the two couples.

As they talked, Michael gestured towards the bonfire further down the beach. "There's a great band playing over there," he said. "Care to join us?"

Kristi glanced at Simon, a silent question hanging in the air. He met her gaze, a spark of amusement dancing in his eyes that mirrored the playful glint in Sarah's. "We'd love to," he replied.

As they walked towards the bonfire, a sense of camaraderie blossomed between the two couples. The resort, with its uninhibited atmosphere and focus on pleasure, had fostered a sense of openness and connection that transcended traditional boundaries. Kristi and Simon, hand in hand, walked towards the pulsating music, a strange sense of anticipation tingling in the air. The night was young, and the possibilities, much like the endless expanse of the moonlit sky above, seemed limitless.

The bonfire roared, its flames casting an orange glow on the surrounding faces. A lively reggae band played on a makeshift stage, their music a pulsating blend of percussion and soulful vocals that vibrated through the air. Laughter and conversation mingled with the music, creating a vibrant soundscape that pulsed with the rhythm of the resort.

As they approached the fire, Michael and Sarah introduced them to their friends gathered around the crackling flames. There was a young couple, Emily and Ben, their faces flushed with excitement and a playful energy that spoke of a newfound connection. An older couple, John and Margaret, sat nestled together, their eyes twinkling with a youthful joy that belied their years. Each couple, brought together by the unique atmosphere of the resort, exuded an aura of openness and a shared sense of exploration.

Kristi and Simon found themselves drawn into the conversation, their initial shyness melting away under the warmth of the fire and the infectious energy of the group. They shared stories of their experiences at the resort, from their initial shock to their growing sense of liberation. Michael and Sarah, veterans of the resort, regaled them with tales of their past visits, each story laced with a hint of nostalgia and a promise of future adventures.

“So, you’ve been to one of these Queen of Spades events before?”  Simon inquired.

“Oh absolutely, we do our best to try to time our time here with it.  Sometimes I don’t get to take the time off so we end up coming here outside the event, but still, the Queen of Spades event is the best time to come here,” Michael replied.

“Nothing better than having your choice of chocolate,” Sarah joked, the group roaring with laughter.

“Are they all so big?”  Kristi inquired.

Sarah tilted her head from side to side as she leaned back.  “Usually, I’d say.  I mean, it’s a stereotype for a reason, right?”

“How about you two?”  Simon asked, looking over at Emily and Ben.

“Oh, we’ve been here before.  This is our first time at this particular event though, didn’t even know honestly.  We showed up, wandered around and were surprised when we saw that sign on the beach that said mandingo exhibit on it.  We were really confused at first,” Ben replied.

“What was there?”  Kristi asked, unsure of what the term meant.

“A bunch of black guys,” Emily replied, her rosy cheeks becoming a slightly darker shade of red.  “They were huge, just lounging around, with a bunch of white married couples mingling with them.”

“Wow...  Where is this?”  Simon asked.

“You haven’t seen Dingo beach?”  Michael responded in a fake Australian accent.  “You’ll definitely have to check it out.  It’s in that direction, just walk straight and eventually you’ll see a sign, you can’t miss it,” he continued as he pointed.

Simon glanced over, then shrugged.  “Far too dark, have no idea which direction that is.”

“So that’s the resort to your right.  Basically head out from the pool, take a right, follow the beach,” Michael explained.

Simon nodded, “thanks man!”

As the night wore on, the music shifted tempo, transitioning from the lively reggae beats to a slower, more sensuous rhythm. Couples swayed closer, their bodies brushing in a silent conversation. The air crackled with an electric current of desire, a palpable energy that seemed to hum beneath the surface. Kristi stole a glance at Simon, his gaze fixed on the flames, a flicker of something raw and untamed dancing in his eyes. She reached for his hand, her fingers brushing against his, and a jolt of electricity shot through her.

"Let's dance," Simon murmured, his voice husky with unspoken emotions.

Kristi nodded, a shy smile gracing her lips. As they rose to their feet, the music swelled, enveloping them in its sultry embrace. Simon pulled her close, his hand resting possessively on her lower back. Their bodies moved in unison, a silent language spoken through touch and the gentle sway of their hips. With each passing moment, the inhibitions that had held them captive for so long seemed to melt away.

“What do you think about visiting the Mandingo area?”  Simon whispered as they danced.

Kristi smiled and wrapped her arms tighter around her husband.  “I think that’d be great, but I honestly think I need a longer rest.  My pussy is sore,” she whispered back.

Her husband chuckled before giving her a small kiss on the forehead.  He squeezed her tightly in his arms and moved side to side.  “Guess that means you and I can’t have a little fun tonight?”  He chuckled.

“Oh, I’m sorry, I mean, I guess we could try,” Kristi replied.

“No, no, get some rest.  I don’t think I can even get hard after all the stroking I did today,” her husband replied with a huge smile. 

Kristi gently ran her fingers along his softened manhood.  “Well, I could still use my hands...”

Simon gave her another kiss, this time on the lips as they swayed back and forth.  “Why don’t we go back to the hotel?”

They said their goodbyes to the new friends they met and headed back to the hotel.  Kristi laid next to her husband on their large soft bed once they got into the room.  She gently stroked his manhood with her fingers as her mind flashed back to both Marcus and Jace.  They were so much larger than him, in both length and girth.

It wasn’t long before her husband began to tremble on the bed.  Kristi quickly grabbed a tissue nearby and watched as he climaxed, a couple little pops of his seed.  She gently wiped his softening penis, gave it a kiss and then kissed her husband on the lips.

“Feel good?”  She whispered.

“Oh, yeah, that was great,” Simon sighed as he placed a hand on his forehead.  “Wow...  I can’t wait till tomorrow,” he whispered with a smile.

“Me neither,” Kristi replied as she tossed the used tissue aside.
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Chapter 15


The insistent Caribbean sun peeked through the gaps in the curtains, dappling golden light across the rumpled sheets. A groan escaped Kristi's lips as she stretched, the previous night's revelry leaving a pleasant ache in her muscles. Beside her, Simon stirred, a slow smile creeping across his face as he met her gaze.

"Morning, beautiful," he murmured, his voice husky with sleep.

Kristi smiled back, a wave of warmth washing over her. "Morning, handsome," she replied, snuggling closer to him.

For a blissful moment, they lay tangled together, savoring the quiet intimacy of the awakening day. The events of the previous night, the bonfire, the music, the unexpected encounter with Jace and Marcus before him, all swirled in Kristi's mind. There was a nervous excitement bubbling within her, a sense of anticipation for what the day might hold.

"What time is it?" Simon finally asked, squinting at the clock across the room.

Kristi reached across and grabbed her phone.  "Almost two in the afternoon," she exclaimed, her eyes widening in surprise.  "No wonder I feel like I could sleep for another week!”

Simon chuckled.  "Well, judging by the sounds of the resort this morning, we're not alone in our late start.”

Indeed, the faint sounds of laughter and music drifted through the open balcony doors, a testament to the free spirit that pulsed through the heart of the resort.

"So," Kristi said, a playful glint in her eyes, "any ideas for what we should do today?”

Simon pondered for a moment, then a mischievous smile lit up his face.  "Remember that group we met at the bonfire last night? They were talking about the 'Mandingo Exhibit.'”

Kristi recalled the conversation, a blush creeping up her cheeks at the mention of the name.  The way Ben had described it, a hint of excitement mixed with a playful warning in his voice, had piqued her curiosity.

"You think it's legit?" she asked.

"I see no reason why they'd make it up," Simon replied with a shrug.  "But there's only one way to find out, right?”

Kristi laughed, her sense of adventure bubbling over.  "Alright, let's do it. Mandingo Exhibit, here we come!”

Following the directions gleaned from the previous night's conversation, they left the pool area and turned right when they were on the beach.  They strolled hand-in-hand, the soft sand squishing between their toes, the tropical sun warming their skin.  After a leisurely walk, a hand-painted wooden sign caught their eye.

The words 'Mandingo Exhibit' were painted in bold letters, accompanied by a cartoon depiction of a black man with a mischievous grin, a giant erect penis and a playful warning that read: 'Enter at your own risk!’

Kristi exchanged a glance with Simon, both a hint of nervousness and a thrill of anticipation dancing in their eyes.  They paused for a moment, a silent conversation passing between them.  The past couple of nights had shattered their usual boundaries, pushing them further towards uninhibited exploration. Taking a deep breath, hand in hand, they pushed open the makeshift gate and stepped inside.

The scene that greeted them was a kaleidoscope of vibrant colors and uninhibited energy. A clearing had been transformed into a vibrant social space.  Comfortable hammocks swayed gently in the breeze, colorful cloths draped between palm trees providing pockets of shade.  Around them, a diverse group of people mingled, predominantly white couples mixed with a group of black men, all basking in the warm Jamaican sun.  The air crackled with a palpable energy, a sense of freedom and playful sensuality that was unmistakable.

Public displays of affection were commonplace. Black men were kissing, hugging, and at times, doing a little more, with white women along the beach.  Husbands and boyfriends watched, some very close, others keeping a distance.  The soft sounds of moans echoed through the beach, drowned by the gentle crashing of waves.  Kristi noticed a sense of acceptance in the gazes they received, a welcoming warmth that dispelled any initial anxieties.

At the center of the clearing stood a charismatic-looking man, his dark skin glistening with sweat, his smile as wide as the Caribbean Sea.  He wore a loose cotton shirt and brightly patterned shorts, his dreadlocks pulled back in a loose bun.  He actually looked a little out of place as the only clothed figure around.  A microphone was clutched in his hand, from which pulsated the rhythm of reggae music.

"Welcome, beautiful people!" he boomed, his voice filled with a warmth and infectious energy.  "Welcome to the Mandingo Exhibit!  Here, we celebrate life, love, and all the pleasures it has to offer!”

Kristi felt a blush creep up her cheeks, but there was a spark of excitement dancing in her eyes.  A quick glance at Simon revealed a similar mix of emotions mirrored on his face.  They had stumbled into a world unlike anything they had ever experienced, a world that promised an exploration of their desires on a level they never dared to dream of.

A startled gasp escaped Kristi's lips. There, nestled in a hammock beneath a vibrantly colored cloth, sat Michael and Sarah, the friendly couple they'd met at the bonfire. Michael was playfully tickling Sarah, who squealed with laughter. They both looked up, surprised to see Kristi and Simon.

"Kristi! Simon!" Sarah exclaimed, a wide grin spreading across her face. "Fancy meeting you here!”

Relief and a touch of amusement washed over Kristi.  "Well, this is unexpected," she replied, returning Sarah's smile.

"When Ben had mentioned Dingo beach last night," Michael chimed in, beckoning them closer with a wave of his hand. "Thought we'd swing by again.”

A moment of awkward silence hung in the air before Simon stepped forward, extending a hand towards Michael. "Great to see you again, Michael.”

As they shook hands, Simon couldn't help but notice a shiny glint bounce off from Michael's crotch.  He briefly glanced down and noticed some kind of contraption covering his penis.  “Good to see you again too!” Michael greeted back.

The music pulsed faster, the atmosphere becoming progressively more charged.  The line between flirtation and uninhibited desire blurred as couples danced closer, their bodies brushing against each other in a silent conversation.  Kristi stole a glance at Simon, his gaze fixed on the beach, a mix of curiosity and nervous anticipation etched on his face.  She knew, with a certainty that surprised her, that they were both ready to take the next step, to explore the boundaries of their relationship in this new, exciting world.

Sarah tapped Kristi on the shoulder.  “Look over there, those Mandingos have been eyeing us. Let's go dance with them,” she said as she playfully tugged on Kristi's arm.

The two hot wives headed out towards a group of big black men and began to dance with them.  Simon grew hard as he watched, and while he wanted to pleasure himself, he thought it’d be too awkward with Michael right next to him.  He glanced over and watched as Michael excitedly watched his wife get down on her knees and playfully tease two black men, holding their long shafts and swinging them left and right.  Michael let out a groan as he adjusted his lower body.

“Hey uh, I been meaning to ask, what... what is that?”  Simon inquired as he pointed towards Michael’s crotch.

“Hm?  Ah, this is a chastity cage, meant to keep me from masturbating,” Michael replied.

“Doesn’t that... hurt?”

Michael shrugged, “yeah, initially it hurt and I used to have a cage that was a bit bigger before and a lot more openings.  But over time, that feeling of restriction and a bit of pain, it really got me going.  When I first tried it, I was able to freely open and close it but over time Sarah took more control and now she has the key to unlock it.”

“It’s locked?!”  Simon gasped.

“Yeah, it gives her a sense of control, you know?  And man, when the time comes and she unlocks it, I can go longer.  It’s magical,” Michael replied.

Simon raised an eyebrow as he looked down at the silver enclosure that was wrapped around Michael’s manhood.  “Wow, I don’t know if I’d be able to do that.”

“That’s what I thought at first but now I can’t get hard without it,” Michael chuckled.

“But you’re in pain right now?”

“Yeah, a bit, but that’s part of the fun.”

“Wow...”

Michael laughed and shook his head.  “Come on now, this is a judgment free zone.”

Simon nodded and turned his attention back towards his wife.  Like Sarah, she was crouched down, the black men thrusting their hips and bouncing their shafts along her face.  He took a deep breath, licked his lips and wiped his forehead.

“You should try it sometime,” Michael said.

“Huh?”

“The cage.  They sell them over in the playroom.  Start with the bigger plastic ones.  I’m telling you, it does wonders in the long run,” Michael answered.

Simon nodded again as his eyes remained on his wife.  He was rock hard now and as much as he wanted to stroke himself, he held himself back.  It was thrilling to watch and, while somewhat frustrating, also exciting to hold himself back... restricting himself, almost like Michael but without the cage.

“Maybe I will...”  Simon responded as he rubbed his chin.

The two continued to watch as their wives continued to dance and tease the big black men surrounding them.  Even while watching, Simon began to fantasize about Kristi, imagining her in their bed with more than one black man.  His shaft throbbed even harder at the thought.  Maybe that was the next step he’d have to suggest while they stayed at the resort.
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