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Chapter 1 


When we finally made our decision, the surge of emotions was incredible. The excitement that we had finally booked it, relief that we could finally stop looking at all the comparisons and different options, and, of course, a hint of fear that reality wouldn’t live up to the expectation. But I think we both knew deep down this was going to be spectacular. A 4-week vacation to celebrate our 10th wedding anniversary, starting with a week in a beautiful resort in Barbados, two full weeks on board a luxury dive yacht, and a final week in the Bahamas. 


We custom-built the package through a specialist dive company, which meant two things. The diving was almost guaranteed to be spectacular, and the price was going to be high! But we had saved for years for this. It was what we’d always planned to do, and now it was all booked. But that was six months ago; if I’m honest, the excitement only fully kicked in the week before. 

In fact, it was the day before we were due to fly that it really hit me, as I’d just got home from work to find my wife Angela standing in front of the mirror in our bedroom, modeling one of her new bikini purchases. 

“Wow, baby, you look incredible!” I said as I walked up behind her and wrapped my arms around her shoulders. 


“So, do you like it?” she asked, pulling away from me to give a little twirl and a wink. Angela still looked incredible for a 34-year-old. In fact, she looked incredible for a 25-year-old! She was your typical sporty Australian beach girl, and even though she had lived in the US for the last 12 years, the old saying is true. You can take the girl out of Australia, but you can’t take Australia out of the girl. 


As she stood in front of me smiling, her tight, little athletic body covered by her little yellow and green bikini, I had to smile. God, she looked good. The sexy little blonde, her 5’2 frame, slim arms and legs, the little toned stomach, the tanned skin, and, of course, the pair of extremely perky 34B breasts that wouldn’t have looked out of place on a 21-year-old cheerleader. God, I absolutely loved my sexy little Aussie wife. 

If you needed any more proof she was practically perfect, then all I’d have to tell you is that Angela’s perfect night would include a BBQ, drinking beer, and giving head. Obviously, none of those things specifically relate to being Australian, but as you can imagine, when you meet a sexy little Aussie girl who thinks a 3rd date should involve a BBQ at her place followed by some beers on her patio and then finished the night by giving you head on the sofa you can probably see why she pretty quickly went from girlfriend to wife material! 


“Like it? I love it, babe!” I finally replied. 

“Well, I picked up a few other bits, too, but they’re already packed, so you’ll have to wait to see them. You need to finish packing as well. We really need to leave if we’re going to get some food at the hotel!” 

There she was again, the Aussie in her, thinking about food again. But I knew she was right. We’d booked a hotel at the airport for the night before; our 6 a.m. flight looked much more appealing if we had the 15-minute journey from the hotel and not the 2-hour journey from our house! 


“No worries, babe. I’ve only got my toiletries to pack, and I’m all good to go.” With that, I grabbed my toothbrush, electric razor, and shower gel from the bathroom and zipped up my suitcase. 

Three hours later, we were all checked into the hotel and sat in the restaurant ordering some food. As we sat there and chatted, I couldn’t help but think about how incredible this trip was going to be. The way we’d planned it was for a week of relaxation at a really nice hotel in Barbados. I won’t name the place, but think five stars and pick the best one, and you get the idea. That week of relaxation would be followed by 2 weeks on the yacht diving all over the Caribbean. It wasn’t a huge boat by any means; and the numbers were limited, and it was very exclusive, as in you needed to have all your dive qualifications. There was no teaching going on. It was pure diving, with a guide to show you where everything was, but that was it. And then, finally, a full week at a boutique hotel in the Bahamas. It was very different from the resort in Barbados but amazing in a totally different way. 

As we left the hotel restaurant, the queue for the elevator wasn’t looking too promising. It’s amazing how many tourists struggle with such simple things, and before I had a chance to object, Angela had turned and opened the door for the stairs. I never quite knew where she got all her energy from, but now we were about to walk up the stairs to the fifth floor, and I couldn’t moan. Well, I could, but if I objected, I wouldn’t get to walk up the stairs behind her the whole way, checking out her ass in the little pair of shorts she had decided to wear. 


Well, I say little shorts, they were probably slightly on the small side, but Angela also has a big ass which only helped make them look smaller. Don’t think I’m complaining at all. Her ass is absolutely incredible, but to call it anything other than big would be a lie. In fact, she quite openly says she had a big ass. But what you can only really tell once you see it in the flesh, so to speak, is her ass doesn’t have any fat on it. It’s just a big, firm, beautiful peachy ass, built through years of diving, running, squats in the gym, and an unhealthy obsession with Brazilan Jui-Jitsu. You might be getting an idea now that Angela doesn’t sit still. I think she did once, for about 15 minutes, a few years ago. But she is a very active, very athletic girl, hence the big ass. 


“You enjoying the view back there, babe?” she said with a smile as she looked back at me. 


“Oh, all hotel staircases look the same, really!” I came back with a grin, knowing it would get a reaction. 

“You cheeky fucker!” was her reply, in a thick Aussie accent. Angela had lived along the Californian coast for so long her accent had definitely faded noticeably. However, there were certain words that it still really came out on, and fucker was definitely one of them, along with kangaroo for obvious reasons, and strangely, a few random words like sausages and daylight. I probably should add at this point. Otherwise, you’ll soon end up thinking she was just a rude bitch; Australians just seem to swear and abuse people as part of life. What might seem shocking to us is just normal for them. She has a brother who lives in Norway now, and if you ever listened to their phone calls, you would be truly amazed. 


According to Angela, ‘alright, you stupid cunt’ is a perfectly normal Australian greeting between siblings. So don’t be surprised by her random potty-mouthed outbursts. 


And most importantly, calling me a cheeky fucker did nothing to stop me from looking at her ass as we walked up the stairs. As we cuddled up together in bed, I smiled as I thought to myself how much I loved this woman despite her truly terrible potty mouth! 

Navigating the airport felt like a dance we had rehearsed a hundred times in our minds. The flurry of people, the hum of announcements, and the scent of freshly brewed coffee all added to the energetic atmosphere. With passports and boarding passes in hand, we joined the line at the check-in counter. Angela’s eyes sparkled with a mixture of joy and slight nervousness, a reflection of our shared emotions. 

The process moved swiftly, and soon enough, we found ourselves at the security checkpoint. As we placed our belongings on the conveyor belt and stepped through the scanner, I stole a glance at Angela, who managed to maintain her composed smile even as she gingerly removed her shoes. Moments like these made me appreciate her adaptability and sense of adventure. 

Once through security, we strolled through the duty-free shops, stopping to admire the luxurious fragrances and the array of chocolates. Angela’s laughter rang out as she sampled an exotic perfume, and I couldn’t help but smile at the way she immersed herself in the experience. Time seemed to blur as we meandered through the airport, browsing the souvenirs and savoring the pre-flight moments. 

As our departure gate was announced, we made our way towards it, eager to embark on the next leg of our journey. The aircraft stood on the tarmac, a magnificent behemoth ready to carry us across the sky. Boarding the plane, we were welcomed by the cabin crew with warm smiles. Finding our seats, we settled in, our fingers interlaced as we exchanged knowing glances. The hum of the engines soon surrounded us, a comforting lullaby that signaled the start of our adventure. 

Hours passed in a mix of light naps and quiet conversations. The excitement in the air was palpable as the pilot announced our descent into Barbados. Peering through the window, I caught the first glimpse of the turquoise waters that stretched out to meet the golden beaches. The island’s beauty was awe-inspiring, and I knew we were in for an unforgettable experience. 

Upon landing, the airport’s tropical ambiance welcomed us with open arms. The warm breeze carried hints of salt and sea, a sensory preview of what awaited us beyond the terminal doors. Gathering our luggage, we made our way through customs, the process surprisingly efficient. 

Just beyond the exit, a representative from the resort stood holding a sign with Angela’s name. A sense of privilege washed over us as we were escorted to a waiting luxury vehicle. The drive to the five-star hotel was a feast for the eyes, the scenery a blend of lush greenery and glimpses of the ocean. 

Arriving at the resort felt like stepping into a dream. The grand entrance, the staff’s warm greetings, and the stunning view of the beach took our breath away. As we were led to our room, Angela’s eyes sparkled once more, mirroring the beauty of our surroundings. 

This journey from the airport to our resort was more than just a physical transition; it was a leap into a world of wonder and relaxation. Looking at Angela, I couldn’t help but feel grateful for this opportunity to share such moments together. Our adventure in Barbados had begun, and I was eager to see where the path would lead us next. 

The moment Angela and I stepped off the plane, the warm Barbados breeze enveloped us, carrying the intoxicating scent of saltwater and tropical flowers. Angela took a deep breath, letting the atmosphere soak in, her face lighting up with anticipation. I reached for her hand, interlacing our fingers as we made our way to our five-star hotel. 

The hotel was as majestic as the photos we’d seen online, but being there and seeing the grandeur up close was a completely different experience. The hotel staff welcomed us with rum punch and flower garlands, their warm smiles hinting at the hospitality that awaited us. 

Our room was on the top floor, offering an expansive view of the turquoise ocean that stretched endlessly in front of us. The luxurious room exuded elegance with its pristine white linens and wooden finishes. We quickly changed into our swimwear, eager to explore the resort. 

The hotel sprawled across acres of beachfront property. As we wandered through the gardens, the vibrant colors of tropical plants and flowers dazzled us. Everywhere we looked, there were picturesque scenes - people lounging by the pool, couples taking a leisurely stroll, and kids building sandcastles on the beach. 

As we made our way to the shore, the powdery white sand felt cool beneath our feet. Angela pulled me closer, and we waded into the crystal-clear waters, feeling the gentle waves lap against our shins. We spent hours there, lounging on the beach, taking occasional dips in the sea, and simply losing ourselves in the beauty of Barbados. 

As evening approached, the golden hue of the setting sun painted the sky, signaling it was time to head back and prepare for dinner. We’d reserved a table at the hotel’s most exquisite restaurant, and the anticipation was palpable. 

Angela looked radiant in her evening dress, the soft fabric flowing gracefully as she walked. As for me, I donned a crisp white shirt and dark trousers, feeling quite dapper. We made our way to the restaurant, its entrance draped in fairy lights, creating an ambiance of romance and intimacy. 

The restaurant was a fusion of modern aesthetics and traditional Bajan architecture. The open-air setup allowed the sea breeze to drift in, carrying with it the lull of crashing waves. We were seated at a table overlooking the ocean, the remaining hues of the sunset reflecting on the water’s surface. 

Angela and I poured over the menu, each dish sounding more enticing than the last. We decided to sample an assortment of local dishes, from flying fish to pickled breadfruit. As we savored each bite, the blend of flavors danced on our palates, a testament to the chef’s culinary prowess. 

Throughout the dinner, we shared glances, smiles, and soft words. The candlelit setting only intensified the connection between us. It was one of those moments where time seemed to stand still, where nothing else mattered but the here and now. 

The evening culminated with a dessert of coconut ice cream, topped with fresh tropical fruits, its sweetness perfectly complementing the savory flavors from earlier. 

As we walked back to our room, hand in hand, the gentle murmur of the ocean and the soft glow of the moon accompanied us. We felt grateful for the moments we’d shared and eagerly awaited the days ahead in this paradise. 

With its pristine beaches, vibrant culture, and unparalleled luxury, Barbados was just the getaway we needed. And experiencing it with Angela by my side made it all the more special. 


Chapter 2 


The next morning, Angela and I rose early, eager to start our day. After a hearty breakfast, we quickly made our way to the resort’s dive shop, hoping to acquaint ourselves with fellow travelers on the same package. 


Upon reaching the dive shop, we met the group who’d be diving alongside us that day. To our surprise, out of the seven people there, only one American named Daniel would accompany us on the 14-day yacht sailing adventure. Standing at about 6’3”, he was taller and seemed older than me, probably about 40. His physique suggested frequent gym visits, and he cut an imposing figure with his shaved head and dark black skin. As we geared up for the dive, we chatted. Daniel, as we learned, was an officer in the US Navy and had been planning his dive vacation for five years. Chatting with him, he came across as a really genuine and friendly guy. 


During the hour-long journey to the dive site, we mingled and exchanged stories with the other divers, all of whom were a friendly bunch. Once we reached our destination, it became clear that Daniel, Angela, and I, along with a guide, would form a smaller group since we were the only ones boarding the liveaboard yacht later in the trip. 

“Looks like it’s just the three of us,” Daniel remarked as we prepped our gear. 

The diving experience was breathtaking. The underwater world was mesmerizing, with its vibrant corals and diverse marine life. As we made our way back to the resort, the boat was alive with animated conversations, everyone excitedly discussing their diving adventures. 

Angela, ever the gracious host, invited Daniel for lunch. “Why don’t you join us for a meal?” she asked. 

“That sounds lovely!” Daniel responded, his voice resonating with a deep timbre. 

We settled at a beachside restaurant, where the sounds of waves added ambiance to our meal. Our conversation flowed easily over delicious food and drinks, spanning a huge variety of topics. After lingering for a while, enjoying the laid-back atmosphere, Angela and I decided to head back to our room. 

As soon as the door was closed behind us, I was all over Angela. I wasted no time lifting her transparent black sundress up and over her head, leaving her standing in the middle of the room in just that tiny new green bikini. Even though she was almost 35, she still looked absolutely stunning, and it was only now that I saw her standing still that I realized just how revealing that new bikini was. It wasn’t long before we were making love like newlyweds before we both collapsed on the bed, completely spent and in need of a rest. 


By the time we woke up, it was almost time to leave for our dinner reservation. That evening, we had a reservation at the seafront steakhouse, and neither of us could wait. 


As Angela said while she was getting ready, “I can’t fucking wait to get some meat in my mouth.” Again, trust me, that is a perfectly normal thing to say as an Australian; it just comes with a casual hint of innuendo. 

“I’ve got to admit, he’s a really decent guy,” I started, taking a sip from my glass. 

Angela hesitated for a moment, her eyes fixed on her plate. “Yeah...” 

Grinning, I added, “And let’s be honest, the man is incredibly attractive.” I observed her reaction keenly. 

Angela blinked, surprise evident on her face. “Wait...what?” 

“I mean, come on,” I teased, leaning in. “He’s a sight for sore eyes, and I definitely caught you sneaking a few glances his way.” 

The playful banter continued as Angela tried to keep a straight face. “Alright, maybe I did steal a glance or two,” she conceded with a sly smile. “But can you blame me? He’s hard to miss, given his size and how fit he looks.” 

I chuckled, swirling my drink, “Honestly, I’d be worried if you hadn’t noticed. It’s like not spotting an elephant in the room.” 

She giggled, poking at her meal. “Well, as long as we’re both on the same page.” 


“We always are,” I winked, raising my glass for a toast. “To our adventures with the ‘elephant’ on the yacht.” 

She clinked her glass against mine, her laughter echoing softly against the ambient sounds of the restaurant. 

We carried on chatting over the rest of dinner, but by now, my mind was starting to hatch a plan to see if a fantasy of mine could become a reality. Like a lot of guys, I’d always had a bit of a fantasy about watching Angela getting fucked by another man. I don’t really know where it stems from, but it’s always been there in the background, and seeing her almost drooling over Daniel got me thinking. This could be a golden opportunity to turn fantasy into reality. We were so far away from home that it was like it was another world, hopefully, a world where fantasies became a reality! By the time we’d had a couple of cocktails in the beach bar and walked back to our room along the beach, we were both absolutely exhausted from the long day, the diving, and the heat, and it wasn’t long before we were cuddled up in bed and asleep in each other’s arms. 



Chapter 3 


We got up pretty early the following morning, and after brushing her teeth, Angela slipped into a new bikini, one I hadn’t seen before that she pulled out of her bag. As she showed it to me, I couldn’t help but smile. It was very bright pink, and it was somehow even smaller than the one she wore the day before. As I looked at the bikini bottoms, I couldn’t help but think they were going to seriously struggle to cover her ass. 


“Oh yes, babe, I like it! “I said excitedly, already thinking about how hot she would look in it and whose head she could turn! 

I probably should have guessed there was a skimpy bikini or two on the cards because a couple of days before we flew out, Angela had surprised me by walking out of the bathroom naked and with her pussy completely shaved. It must have been five years, if not longer since she had last shaved down there, so to say it was a surprise was perhaps an understatement, but it was extremely welcome nonetheless. 


Now, as I saw the size of her bikini bottoms, I knew why she had done it! She was wearing the most revealing swimwear I’d ever seen her wear, and I was absolutely loving it. And I had a feeling Daniel would, too. In fact, I knew he would; he had to because any red-blooded man would be practically climbing up the walls at the sight of Angela wearing such a skimpy little bikini. 

“You look fucking stunning, babe. I’m not going to be able to look at you without getting hard today,” I joked, although the reality was it was actually quite truthful. 

“Good,” she said matter of factly. Then, as she turned, she gave me a cheeky wink and smiled as she said, “Thank you.” 

The day was pretty much a carbon copy of the first day. The diving was incredible, including a long lunch on the dive boat with Daniel, where the crew served up fresh barbecued fish that had been caught while we were diving. Then we went back to the room for incredible sex. This time it involved Angela on top of me in a 69 until she’d cum, followed by me just laying back and enjoying one of the best blowjobs she’d ever given me, and she had given some incredible ones of the years. I’ll be honest; it was a routine I could definitely settle into, But deep down, something inside of me was craving more; it wanted to see my fantasy become a reality. So, over dinner, I decided to go for it and see what Angela’s reaction was like. 

“You looked so hot today, babe; I saw Daniel checking you out, too,” I mentioned as an aside. 

“I find that hard to believe,” Angela countered. 

“I assure you, he did. Multiple times,” I reiterated. 

Angela’s cheeks turned a faint shade of pink. “If it’s true, that’s... flattering, I suppose. Aren’t you upset about it?” 

“Not at all. With the way you looked, I can’t fault him,” I admitted, my heart rate picking up slightly as I ventured into sensitive territory. 

She looked thoughtful. “Maybe I should be more modest tomorrow on the boat?” 

“Please don’t,” I whispered. 

A look of puzzlement crossed her face. “Why bring it up if you don’t want me to change anything?” 

I felt my face grow warmer, my cheeks probably matching the color of hers. “I actually like it when other men notice you.” 

She tilted her head slightly, a curious expression on her face. “Really? You enjoy others ogling me?” 

I hesitated for a moment, choosing my words carefully. “Can we be completely open with each other?” 

She raised an eyebrow. “I thought we always have been.” 

“OK, but promise you won’t freak out?” 

Angela just stared at me, and I knew it was a stupid request. How could she promise that until she knew what I was going to say? So I took a deep breath and went for it anyway. 

“OK, right, well here goes, ...... So you remember Rich and Kayleigh, right?” I asked. 

They are two friends of ours, only a couple of years older than us, and they had gone through some major relationship problems. In fact, things got so bad that Kayleigh had gone off with another guy for a few months. Since then, they had gotten back together, and when I met up with Rich a while later for some beers, he told me all about it. The guy that Kayleigh got with was actually a guy that she worked with. He was a big black guy. Now, Angela and Kayleigh had been friends for years, and they were pretty close, so I was pretty sure that bit wasn’t news to Angela. 

“Urm… yeah,” she replied, sounding slightly hesitant. 

Her nervousness was making me slightly nervous as I continued, “Well, when Rich told me all about it, I couldn’t help but start thinking. The idea of Kayleigh having sex with another man and then going back to Rich actually got me really turned on.” 

“See, I always knew you had the hots for Kayleigh!” Angela said, her tone accusing but humorous at the same time. But, if it’s important in any way, I definitely did have a thing for Kayleigh. To describe her in words is quite hard. 5’1, redhead, enormous tits, tattoos all over her. It doesn’t quite convey the image, but anyway, yes, I found her attractive, but what was really turning me on was what she did. But as far as Angela needed to know, I didn’t fancy Kayleigh at all! 

“No, don’t be silly babe. I wasn’t thinking about Kayleigh; I was thinking about you. I was thinking, what if you did something like that? And the more I thought, the more it got me excited. In fact, it got me very excited, and honestly, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it since then. 


That’s why today, when I saw Daniel checking you out, I couldn’t help it; I kind of got excited.” 

“Fucking hell, babe. Jesus............ that’s a fucking shock.......um..........” 

“Listen, Angela, you don’t have to say anything; take your time to process it. I don’t want to push anything, but I just wanted to tell you because I have been fantasizing about it quite a lot, so I just wanted you to know.” 

To say Angela had a stunned look on her face would be an understatement. “Well, I’m fucking shocked, but it, honestly, babe. But I’m glad you can share things with me. Even if they are fucking perverted!” Even though the tone was typically harsh Australian now, there was a little glimmer in her eye as she said it. 


“How about we head back to the room?” I asked as I stood up. I was committed now; I’d just laid my cards on the table, so I figured I might as well go the whole way. Nothing to lose and all that! 

Angela took hold of my hand as we walked back, and about halfway to the room, she stopped and turned to kiss me. As she pulled her mouth away, she smiled at me and asked, “So, this little fantasy of yours, have you actually thought it through?” 

“Well, I mean, I have thought about it a lot, like lots of different scenarios, but I guess not really properly. Why are you asking?” I asked nervously. 

Angela looked me right in the eyes as she replied, “Well, I need to know if it’s just another fantasy, or do you actually want to make it happen? I mean, how would you honestly feel if you saw me with another man? Thinking about it is one thing, but it actually happens is a big deal. I know I wouldn’t want to see you with another girl.” 

“I really don’t know. I don’t even know if I could know until I saw it. But I just wanted you to know how I felt.” 

“Well, thank you, baby. Thank you for telling me you think about me sucking other guy’s cocks. I really appreciate you telling me,” she said with a little smile. Remember when I said she had an almost unhealthy love of sucking cock? Well, that kind of proves it. I hadn’t thought about her sucking another guy’s cock at all. I was always thinking of her getting fucked. But Angela’s first thought when cock was involved was can I get this in my mouth. God, I loved her! 

“Angela, I still love you, more than I have ever loved anyone, more than I ever thought possible. But ever since that night when Rich told me about Kayleigh, it just turns me on so fucking much when I think about you with another man.” 

Angela wrapped her arms around me and hugged me. 


“I think we should both sleep on it, get our thoughts sorted, and then we can discuss it again tomorrow. What do you think?” 

I couldn’t quite believe what she was saying. While it wasn’t a yes, it definitely wasn’t a no, either. When we got into bed, I was already turned on, and as Angela felt my hard cock press into her ass, she turned her head slightly to look at me and smiled as she said, “Now baby, we said we were going to think this over properly. So we can’t go giving in to temptation tonight, can we? With that, she gently stroked her hand along the length of my cock before she removed her arm and rolled back onto her side. A few minutes later, she was asleep; her light snoring was all I could hear as I lay there with probably the hardest erection I’d ever had. 

The next morning, I didn’t wait for Angela to wake up on her own. I woke up with another raging erection, so I started gently kissing down her neck until she started to wake. As soon as her eyes were open, she rolled onto her side to face me, and her hand slid down my body until it reached my rock-hard cock. 

“Now, what is this baby? Have you spent the whole night fantasizing again?” she asked with a naughty smile. 

“Honestly, kind of. I kept waking up, playing it through in my head over and over again. But I want to know how you feel about it all. I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to.” 

“Well, listen, I’ve thought about it, and I’m not entirely sure. I mean, it’s not every day a wife gets a free pass to fuck another guy, and we’ve always been pretty honest with each other. So I’m not going to lie and say you’re the only man I’ve ever wanted to fuck, because we both know that isn’t true. And I mean, Daniel is kind of hot as fuck too. So if we weren’t married, then we both know I’d have had his cock in my mouth by now already. But we are married, and it’s not like I can just suck him off and it won’t affect our marriage. Do you think we could take it? Things could just go on as normal?” she asked. 

She still hadn’t said yes, but I was almost bursting with excitement as it was clear she was actually considering it! I very rapidly replied, “Well, I’m willing to give it a try,” as it started to dawn on me that my fantasy might actually come true! 


Then Angela smiled and asked, “But what if Daniel isn’t interested? What if he doesn’t like me or the idea of a married woman?” 

“Oh, trust me, babe, he will be. I promise you that much. He was practically drooling over you yesterday!” I replied. 

Angela then looked at me with a very serious look on her face, “OK. I’m not promising anything, so don’t get your hopes up, but I’d like to hear more about your fantasy. Maybe once I know the details, then I can think it over properly.” 

So I then started to explain to my wife of 10 years how I had been thinking about her seducing a big black guy, taking him back to our room, and having him on top of her, fucking her brains out. During that restless night of sexual fantasizing, I had devised what I thought was a pretty good plan, and I thought it should be quite easy to execute. I’d seen posters all around the resort advertising the fancy dress party in two days’ time. I planned to tell Daniel that I couldn’t go, as we had a conference call for work that I had to be on, and it was going to go on for a couple of hours. I was going to make up something about a major client in Europe and convince him I couldn’t skip out on the call, so I was going to suggest he go with Angela to it. From that point on, she would be free to see where the night took her, and she could do what she wanted. 

Angela listened to my plan but decided she was going to play devil’s advocate first. “What if Daniel is just too much of a gentleman to do anything like that?” 

I honestly hadn’t anticipated that possibility. So I had to think it through for a second, “Well, if that is the case, you can tell him I’m OK with it! You could tell him we’re swingers, and lots of people do that kind of stuff. There’s actually a big online community of people who are all into that sort of thing.” 

Angela looked at me as she giggled, “Wow, someone’s been doing their research! This is more than just a passing fantasy, isn’t it?” 

“Oh baby, you have no idea,” I confessed. 

“What if you can’t watch? I mean, I doubt that would be believable if Daniel thinks you’re on a work call. Can’t exactly have your wife with a mouthful of dick in the background on Teams, can you babe?” 

“I would absolutely love to watch, but honestly, it doesn’t matter if I can’t. It’s the knowledge that you’re in the room, having sex with another man, that really drives me wild. I hope you don’t find it too perverted.” I smiled as I said that, referring back to her comment earlier. 

“Well, I do think it’s a little bit strange if I’m honest,” Angela said as she continued to slide her hand up and down my rock-hard cock, “but it’s your fantasy, so it’s not mine to judge. But right now, I’m hungry, and you seem more interested in me sucking Daniel’s cock than yours, so I think it’s time for breakfast.” 

I couldn’t help but let out a deep groan of frustration as she let go of my cock and stood up. God, I was so close to cumming as Angela’s big ass wiggled across the room to the dresser, where she started to get dressed. 

A few minutes later, we were dressed and walking along the beachfront to breakfast, followed by another day of diving around some of the wrecks off the coast of Barbados. A little-known fact is that there are over 200 wrecks to explore off the coast of the small island! 


As we walked, I could see that Angela had broken out another new bikini, this time a pale blue string one that had long ties that wrapped around her torso, creating a criss-cross pattern. Her transparent wrap did nothing to hide the tiny bottoms she had on that barely covered her ass, let alone her pussy. There was so little material covering anything that it left no doubt that Angela was totally shaved. This was, by far, her hottest outfit yet. 

As we walked into the shop, Daniel’s vibrant voice resonated, “Hey there! How are my favorite Aussie-American pair doing today?” 

“We’re doing awesome,” Angela and I chimed together. From the corner of my eye, I noticed Daniel’s gaze, briefly appreciating Angela’s appearance before he met my gaze. The palpable tension made my heart race. 

Post-diving, we settled down at our usual lunch spot. A couple of bites in, Angela, with an intriguing glint in her eye, posed a question to Daniel. “Did you notice the posters about the fancy dress party tonight?” 

“Yeah, I’ve seen them,” Daniel responded with a hint of curiosity. “You two planning to join?” 

Angela cast a playful, disappointed glance in my direction. “I’d love to. But, unfortunately, someone here has a work commitment. Seems like I might be attending solo.” With that, I felt a sneaky hand slide under the table, sending shivers down my spine. “Would you consider being my date for the evening?” 

The question caught Daniel slightly off-guard. He glanced at me as if seeking approval or objection. 

Seeing his hesitation, I quickly interjected, “Honestly, if it’s no bother, it’d mean a lot. She loves these events. It’s unfortunate work is pulling me away tonight.” 

With a nod and his trademark grin, Daniel replied, “Alright then, I’m in. Wouldn’t want Angela to miss out.” 

I let out a sigh of relief, “Thanks, man. Can’t express how much I appreciate this.” 

Our chatter then drifted to potential costumes and stories of similar parties we’d been to over the years. But as we left, the evening’s possibilities consumed my thoughts. 

Daniel explained that he didn’t have a costume and had no idea where to get one before tomorrow night. So Angela suggested they take a taxi ride into the local town where there were a couple of shopping malls, to which Daniel agreed, and they arranged to meet at reception at 9 a.m. to get in their taxi. 

As we got up to leave the restaurant, I had to take a few seconds to discreetly re-arrange my hard-on, which was making its presence pretty obvious before we walked out. As soon as we were outside and safely out of Daniel’s hearing, I turned to Angela and said, “Are you?” 

She didn’t let me say anymore as she cut me off mid-sentence, raising her finger to my lips and shushing me. “I’m not making any promises,” she said as she turned and started to walk off. 

As soon as we were back in the room, we practically ripped each other’s clothes off, and it wasn’t long before Angela was lying on the bed, completely naked, with my face between her legs. I loved giving oral sex to my wife, and this trip was no different, and as always, she made no secret of how much she was enjoying it as I licked and sucked her clit and ran my tongue up and down her slit, bringing her to the first of four powerful orgasms. 

As I slid my cock into her extremely wet pussy something felt different, but I couldn’t put my finger on it as I started to fuck my pretty wife. Her moans began almost immediately; despite her love for oral, Angela has always enjoyed a good fuck too! 

Her naughty smile was too much for me; I had to know what she was thinking about as I looked down at her. And so I asked the question, a question that probably started the chain of events that changed our lives completely. 


“What are you thinking about, babe? You look so fucking hot like that!” 

She didn’t answer at first. Instead, she just slid her finger between her lips and started sucking it exactly like it was a cock. She did that sometimes, normally when she hadn’t given me a blowjob for a little while, as she knew what a tease it was, and today was no different. Well, at first, it was no different as I watched her sucking her finger, imagining her mouth was working on my cock in the same way. 


“Are you imagining me sucking your cock, baby?” she said with a really filthy tone as she took her finger out of her mouth and looked up at me. 


“God yeah, I fucking love your mouth.” 

“Well, what if it wasn’t your cock in there? What if it was Daniel’s?” 


As soon as she said the words, her finger returned to her mouth, and as I looked at her, all I could see was Daniel’s cock in her mouth, so vivid, so clear, like it was actually happening in front of me. 


A few seconds later and I felt it, my balls tightening and my cock exploding. Without any warning, I had just cum. I’d had my cock in my wife for a minute at the most, and I’d just cum. ‘Holy fuck’ I thought to myself. I’d never cum that fast before. Literally a minute at the very most. What had just happened to me? 


“Fuck, sorry, babe, it’s just that..” 


Angela just looked up with a really mischievous grin as she said very sweetly, “Don’t worry about it, baby. It happens sometimes.” 

‘Fuck I love this woman,’ I thought to myself, 


but before I could say anything, I heard her speak again. 

“I wonder if Daniel would last longer than that?” as she stood up and walked into the bathroom. 


Chapter 4 


When I woke up the next morning, the first thing I noticed was that Angela was already up and in the shower, so I decided to join her.

“Did you sleep well, babe?” she asked.

“Yeah, not too bad,” I replied.

I moved in and kissed Angela passionately on the mouth as my hands started to soap up her body, working up over her stomach to her boobs, but just as I’d got her nice and soaped up, and pretty much as soon as she felt my now hard cock pressing against her, Angela broke off our kiss and looked me in the eyes.

“Don’t get too excited, baby. We don’t really have time to play. I’ve got to go costume shopping for tonight, and you have a really big decision to make. When I walk out of the room, I’ll need to know your answer. Do you really want me to go through with this or not?”

I didn’t need time to think. I knew my answer. “God baby, please do it. I really want you to. I want you to come back here tomorrow morning, and you can tell me everything that happened. Every little detail!”

“Ok, but have you thought this through properly? What about tomorrow? I mean, if it does happen, how will you feel tomorrow when we see Daniel? Won’t you feel embarrassed? Humiliated that you’re standing there with a man who…well…a man who fucked your wife?”

“I’m sure I’ll be fine with it, I promise. Look, I’ve given it a lot of thought, trust me, a lot of thought! And truthfully, that part also excites me just as much. I really don’t know why, but something about it just drives me crazy.”

“Okay, babe, but I’m going to hold you to that!” She said as she rinsed the bubbles off her perky tits and stepped out of the shower.

When I joined her in the bedroom a few minutes later, she was halfway through getting dressed, standing there in just a matching little white lacey bra and thong set while she looked through the wardrobe to select which dress to wear.

I couldn’t resist the urge to ask, “So babe, what sort of costume do you think you’ll go for?”

Angela turned to me and smiled, “What sort of costume would you like to see me in?”

I was pretty sheepish when I replied, “Honestly, I’d want it to be slutty, really fucking slutty. But only if you’re comfortable with it, obviously. And it’s not like you’ll have to be slutty; Daniel will be all over you whatever you wear.”

“Thank babe,” Angela replied, although I couldn’t tell if she was being sarcastic or not as she slipped on a low-cut, short white dress and picked up her bag, “Right, I’m going. I love you,” she said as she leaned in and gave me a quick kiss on the lips before she walked out the door. I was left standing in the middle of the room, still naked and rock hard, as she went to meet the man who I hoped would become her lover.

You can probably guess what happened a few seconds later. I was laid on my back on the bed, furiously jerking off as I imagined my wife spending the day shopping for sexy costumes with a huge black guy. For the second time in less than 24 hours, I came embarrassingly quickly, although this time, there was no one around to notice my poor performance except for me.

I spent the rest of the day just lounging by the pool, enjoying the sun and the beautiful sea air, and of course, the drinks the friendly poolside waiters ensured were regularly topped up. About 4, I decided to head back to the room as I knew Angela wasn’t going to be much longer, and I was getting so horny thinking about it by the pool I figured it was probably time to get out of public view!

Angela was opening the door just as I walked around the corner of the corridor, and I could see she was carrying two white bags. As I approached her, I was desperate to know what was in the bags. I had so many ideas, but I just wanted to know! I kissed Angela on the shoulder as I rather excitedly asked, “How was shopping? What did you buy? Can I see?”

“Hold on a second there, big boy!” Angela said, laughing at my obvious enthusiasm.

I raised my hands in defeat, “Alright, alright..”

Angela opened the door and led the way inside. Once she had placed her bags down on the dresser, she turned to me with a smile and started to explain how they had really enjoyed a great day together. She said Daniel was really good company, funny, and actually quite charming, but even though they went to quite a few shops, they really did struggle to find anything that would be suitable as a costume. After finding nothing suitable anywhere, they were getting desperate, so they went into a fabric shop, and the clerk made a really good suggestion. She said why don’t you take some leopard print cloth, and they could wrap it around themselves and go as cavemen. Angela said she instantly loved the idea, and they grabbed some of the leopard print fabric, but she wanted to get a top as well, as she didn’t think she could just wear some fabric, so they went back to a few shops looking for a leopard print bra or bikini.

Angela started to explain how, as the day went on, their conversation and body language were beginning to get quite flirty. She couldn’t quite explain why she did it at that moment, but Angela said as they walked into a swimwear shop, she decided it was time to seize the moment. So she turned to Daniel and very casually said, “Daniel, I really want you to fuck me tonight!” She said he looked a bit concerned for a second, but before he had a chance to ask anything, she added, “John’s completely OK with it. Well, it was actually his idea.” As soon as she said that, she told me Daniel’s face literally lit up.

“So why don’t you pick out something you’d want to take off me later tonight!” was the last thing she said before starting to pick out her top for the night.

I stood there completely stunned, I was pretty shocked to hear just how forward Angela had been, but she said how the whole scenario of shopping with another man, a man who she was thinking about fucking, really made her feel like a totally different woman. I was desperate to know what happened. “So, come on, babe, what did he say?”

“He didn’t say much! He just said okay. But he didn’t really need to say much. He then wrapped his arm around my waist, and we walked around the store together, like all the other couples in there.” Angela was really starting to blush now, but I was completely over the moon. I couldn’t help but think Angela was pretty likely to fuck him now, and my fantasy was about to become reality, and judging by her face, Angela could sense my excitement.

She looked slightly worried, “You’re not mad that I told him, are you babe?”

“No, not at all, baby!” I reassured her. “So tell me, how did it feel to be walking around in public with a big black guy’s arm wrapped around your waist?”

She replied a lot quicker than I expected. “It felt so naughty and so exciting, but it also felt a bit scary, I won’t lie. My stomach felt like it was doing flips.”

She paused before she went on to tell me how they had spent a bit of time walking up and down the aisles of the swimwear store and how she felt a sudden surge of electricity when she felt his big black hand wandering down and taking hold of her ass as they walked around the store. She said not only was the feeling of his hand on her ass exciting, it got even more exciting when she saw some of the other girls in the store looking at Daniel, then at her. She knew they were jealous, and she loved it!

I had so many questions, so many, that I knew I wouldn’t get a chance to ask all of them, but I had some that really needed answering. “So, what did he choose?”

“This one,” she replied as she lifted a small handful of leopard print lycra out of the bag, “Shall I put it on for you?”

“Oh fuck yes!”

Angela walked into the bathroom with it in her hand and emerged a minute or so later, and my god, did she look amazing. I could see why Daniel had picked that swimsuit. It was a thin halter neck on top that crossed over Angela’s perky boobs. Even though her breasts were far from big, there was so little fabric it barely covered them, and below that, the swimsuit wrapped around her mid-torso and came back around to create the tiny bottoms. There was very little fabric on the lower body, leaving most of Angela’s big ass exposed.

“Wow, babe, did you try that on in the shop?” I asked.

“Yeah, I did! You should have seen the look on a couple of girls’ faces when I walked out wearing it to show Daniel.” She blushed as she spoke but didn’t seem at all uncomfortable telling the story. “One girl actually looked angry when she saw it, so I played up to it a bit too. I made sure she could hear when I asked him if he thought it would be easy enough to take off.”

Listening to Angela telling me how she had been so brazen with another man in public, coupled with the sight of her in that little outfit, had got me hard already, and I couldn’t fight the urge any longer. I moved in and grabbed Angela. I had to have her right then and there. But before I could get my hands on her properly, she pushed me back, sending me sprawling onto the bed.

Angela looked down at me sternly. “Not today, baby. Remember, I’m doing this for you! So the only man that’s going to be getting me out of this is the big black man who bought it for me! “

As I looked up at my wife, I felt truly admonished and, at the same time, unbelievably horny. Angela was never forceful or aggressive like that. In fact, she was really quite submissive sexually, and yet here she was, suddenly quite dominant, and I was absolutely loving it.

As I lay on the bed, I watched Angela’s big ass wiggle back to the bathroom, where she shut the door, and I heard the shower start. She spent quite a while in there while I just lay on the bed waiting in nervous anticipation. When she finally stepped out of the bathroom, she was the sexiest cave woman I’d ever seen in that swimsuit. She had frizzed up her light brown curly hair and done an incredible job with her dark, smokey makeup. “Now for the finishing touches,” she said with a smile. She picked up the fabric and tore off quite a thin strip, then folded it into a triangle and wrapped it around her waist, tying the ends together. As I watched, it really covered nothing. It was a skirt in name only. I couldn’t help but think as I watched her that Daniel was going to do some really bad things to her tonight. Honestly, with how she was dressed, I thought she would be lucky if she even made it to the party!

With a devilish grin, Angela leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek before she turned and smiled as she strutted to the door.

“See you in the morning, babe. I hope your fantasy turns out to be as much fun for you as I know it’s going to be for me. Oh, and try not to jerk off too much; I don’t want your cock being sore and out of action tomorrow.”

I gave Angela a 15-minute head start before I walked to reception. I had been quite sneaky and arranged my own costume and had it delivered to the concierge. It would let me go to the party but without anyone recognizing me. In fact, I was pretty sure even Angela wouldn’t be able to recognize me in it. When I picked it up, I knew instantly it was perfect. I had picked a Spiderman costume, including a suit with foam muscles and, of course, a full face mask. There was nothing that anyone could see, even my wife, which would give me away, and after a quick change back in our hotel room, I was on my way to the party, ready to live out my voyeuristic cuckold fantasy.

The party itself was being held down at the beachside bar, and by the time I got there, it was pretty busy already. I was surprised just how many people were there. As I scanned the beach, I could see all sorts of costumes, and I was pretty relieved at the numbers present as it would make it a lot easier to avoid being spotted by Angela or Daniel.

Now, while it might have been challenging to spot me, it certainly wasn’t challenging to spot Daniel. A huge, chiseled black man wearing nothing but a leopard print loin cloth stands out wherever you are. And when he’s stood next to a stunning little cavewoman, it certainly generates some attention.

I decided to grab a cocktail and start mingling. Most of the conversations were just icebreakers around costumes and the resort, but it was a nice distraction, and it was probably twenty minutes later when I saw them again. They were both drinking a beer with a couple of the people we had met diving, and I couldn’t help but start wondering what they were thinking. What would they be thinking about the sexy Aussie girl suddenly turning up at the party with the massive black guy and not her husband?

The more I thought about it, the more excited I found myself getting, and I was starting to wonder just how far they would take it in public. Well, wondering is one word for it; hoping would be another. Deep down, I was secretly urging them on.

An hour or so later and a couple of cocktails later, I decided to check up on them again. Nothing much was going on, really. They were dancing together, not particularly close, but I couldn’t help myself; I had to wander over to get a closer look. By now, the dance floor was getting pretty crowded, but as I got a bit closer, I could see that Angela was holding another cocktail, and she was really starting to move. She’s always been a great dancer, and in that skimpy little outfit, she certainly had Daniel’s complete attention, as well as almost every other man at the party.

When the song ended, I watched the two of them walk back to a table on the beach, stopping on the way to pick up a couple more cocktails from one of the waiters. As they sat down, I could see Angela whispering in Daniel’s ear, but I had no way of knowing what was being said. However, judging from the smile it put on his face, he liked whatever she had just said.

A few minutes later, I watched, open-mouthed, as Angela leaned over and kissed Daniel on the mouth. I honestly thought my cock was about to explode in my spiderman costume, and I actually had to pause and discretely check that my erection wasn’t too noticeable. After a few minutes of kissing passionately, they stopped and said something to each other before they got up and walked off hand in hand. I guessed they were walking off towards Daniel’s room, but I wasn’t going to risk following them. So I just let them walk off together as I grabbed another drink and started to walk back to my room alone. I was doing my best to hide my now rather obvious hard-on as I walked, and as I got to the door of our room, I was determined not to spend the entire night jerking off over the thought of my wife in his hotel room.

It was just before 11 a.m. when I heard the door to our hotel room open the next morning. I held my breath for a second as Angela walked in and stood by the bed, looking absolutely radiant. As I looked at her, I couldn’t help but think she looked incredible; it was like she was glowing as she stood there with a huge smile from ear to ear. Her hair was still wet, and she had just tied it back. I could see that all of her makeup was gone, so it was pretty clear she had just showered before she had left his room, but she was still dressed as she had left our room the night before in her sexy cavewoman outfit.

“You look incredible, baby,” I said excitedly as I wrapped my arms around her, and she embraced me back. “Are you okay?”

“Urm…. Yeah…..I mean, I think so……Wow.............. I mean......Just wow.......thank you so much for that baby, seriously......thank you....” she whispered in my ear as we hugged.

“So you had a good time then?” I asked as I took a step back to take in the beautiful sight that stood in front of me. The sight of my freshly fucked wife.

“Oh my god, yes.”

“Okay, well, you know I want to hear all about it.”

“Well, okay, babe, but that really might take some time. There’s a lot to tell!”

I released my arms and took a seat on the bed as I smiled and said, “Well, I’m not going anywhere until I’ve heard everything.”

“Well, alright, but remember, this was your idea, ok....”

Angela sat down next to me, still wearing the leopard print swimsuit and tiny homemade fabric skirt, and took a deep breath as she started to tell me all the details of their night of passion. She said she was quite nervous when she first went to the party with him as she knew some of the other guests there knew who she was and knew she was married to me and not a big black man. But she said after a couple of cocktails, she started to relax a little, and she decided that their opinions really didn’t matter to her, so she just went for it. She said it really hit home what she was about to do when she was dancing with Daniel, and she felt his massive erection pushing into her. She said as soon as she felt that it was like a switch had been flicked, and soon she was the one begging him to fuck her.

“Once we were back in his room, we were all over each other immediately. There was just something about being with a big black guy that made me feel so naughty! I don’t know what happened to me, but it was like I just turned into a complete slut, baby. I really you’re not going to be mad at me?” Angela’s face revealed that she was actually slightly concerned as she spoke.

“Baby, seriously, I promise whatever you tell me is only going to turn me on more. I know I was the one who wanted this, and also, you’ve got no idea just how filthy my dreams were! You can’t imagine the stuff I was jerking off over last night, all the things I was imagining you doing! So just relax and tell me what you did?”

So she started. She told me that while they were standing in the middle of the room kissing, she felt his cock pressing against her again, and she could feel how big it was. She said as soon as she felt it, she felt like a wild animal, like something was running through her veins she hadn’t felt before. She said it was too much for her, and it was only a few seconds later that she reached down and ripped his loin cloth off. Once he was standing there in just his briefs, she reached in and felt his cock for the first time. Angela said she couldn’t believe the size of his cock as she fished it out.

“And well, you know me, babe, as soon as I saw that big cock I was on my knees. It was so big I had to use both hands to hold it while I started licking the head. As soon as I tasted it, I was desperate to suck it.”

“Holy fuck, Ange, how big is his cock?” I asked.

“Are you sure you really want to know?” Angela asked me, and as I looked at her, I was pretty sure I saw a look of pity on her face.

“Yes. Holy fuck, yes. I want to know; in fact, I need to know!”

She tried to cover up the smile on her face as she made a gesture with her hands, indicating the size of his cock, and there was no way to hide the fact it well and truly put my cock to shame.

“Babe, it was so fucking big I could only get the tip of it into my mouth before I started to choke!” she said, now starting to blush slightly.

“So, did you let him cum in your mouth?”

“No, I actually didn’t, babe. Not because I didn’t want to or anything, but his cock was just too fucking big! I really struggled to give him head. It was so big I could barely fit it in, and sucking it hurt my jaw. When I put a condom on him, I was actually getting a bit scared. I didn’t know if he would be able to fit all of that cock inside me.”

“Well, did he manage to fit it in you?”

“He did, yeah, eventually, I mean.”

“And did it feel good?”

Angela looked up at me, and her eyes almost glazed over as she remembered the feeling, “Oh god, babe, it was fucking amazing.”

“So, how many times did you fuck?”

“Urm…I think he came three times.”

“And what about you? How many times did your little pussy cum?”

“Fuck knows, babe! I Honestly lost count. He’s a seriously good fuck, babe. Like seriously good. Thank you so much for making this happen. God, it was incredible.”

“So, what outfit do you want to wear when you go over to his room tonight?” I asked with a smile.

“What the fuck? You mean you want me to fuck him again?” she looked confused, but there was no way to hide how turned on she was at the idea.

“Why the fuck wouldn’t I babe? I can see how much you enjoyed it. I’d have to be crazy or cruel not to let you experience that pleasure again. We’re only going to do a trip like this once, right? We’re here on vacation, and you clearly loved it, and look at me; I’m the horniest I’ve ever been, so why wouldn’t you head over to his room tonight and enjoy round two?”

“God, I love you, babe! I’m not going to turn down an offer like that. Why don’t you pick an outfit for me while I have a rest? I had a long night and didn’t get much sleep. Something to do with a big black cock kept me awake,” she said with a wink before she laid down on the bed and started to drift off.

I got up and headed over to the dresser, opened Angela’s bag, and started to search through it, looking for a suitable outfit for her. Everything I looked at somehow brought vivid images of her and Daniel to mind. I eventually found a black lace thong and matching push-up bra that I knew would look incredible on Angeal, so I set it out on the bed, then picked out a short and very low-cut black dress and, finally, a pair of black heels.

I left Angela sleeping for a couple of hours before I finally woke her, and once we were ready, we headed out for an early dinner. She wore the same outfit out to the restaurant that I had picked for her to wear to Daniel’s room. As we ate our food, I couldn’t help but press Angela for further details, and I wasn’t disappointed. Luckily we were sat off to one corner, with a couple of empty tables around us, so she could explain how she had felt when his huge cock was sliding in and out of her, stretching her and pushing so deep inside her she was unsure how he fitted it all in.

“Come on baby, how thick is he, honestly?” I asked. I was actually surprised by just how hungry I was for all the details, and fortunately, Angela was more than happy to provide them.

“Babe, I was stretched so fucking tightly around him that I could seriously feel every time his cock throbbed as he started cumming,” she said with a lustful and hazy look in her eyes, clearly thinking back to their night of lust.

“Holy fuck,” I said, unable to hide the excitement in my voice.

“Honestly, baby, the first time he came, I was actually worried that the condom might burst because I could feel him just continuing to pump squirt after squirt of cum out of his cock. By the time he finally pulled out, I was amazed at how much cum that condom could hold. I’ve never seen anything like it before,” she said very matter-of-factly as she ate her steak.

“So, are you excited about getting to fuck him again?”

“Well, that’s a stupid question, babe, seriously. How could I not be? But judging by the outfit you’ve picked for me, I think you want him to fuck me senseless too.”

I couldn’t help but smile as I explained to Angela that the sight of her dressed in the sexy little outfit that I had picked out for her was driving me wild. I took hold of her hand as I said it and placed it down gently on my lap, just so she could feel that I was rock hard as I spoke. I smiled as she felt how hard I was and told her that sitting there with her, knowing that she was about to spend another wild night with her new black lover, was turning me on more than I could have ever imagined, and there was no way I wanted it to stop.

“OK, baby, but remember, this is your idea, OK? Because I seriously think if I go back there tonight, I’m going to end up addicted to his big cock, and I’m going to have to keep going back as often as I can, and that really could be A LOT?”

“I completely understand, baby. Honestly, nothing would make me happier than knowing you were getting your sexy little pussy stretched out every night by his big black cock. In fact, tonight, I’d like to walk you there.”

“Really, why?”

“Because I want to actually give you to him so that everyone knows where they stand.”

After we finished our dinner, which was excellent, by the way, we both got up, and Angela took me by the hand and led me to her lover’s bungalow, which was one of a few little stand-alone suites in a secluded part of the resort, just off the beach and surrounded by some immaculate gardens. It was honestly perfect. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was as I looked at it. I could find somewhere to hide, and I would then be able to listen to them fucking. If I was really lucky, I might even be able to watch! I looked over at Angela as we walked up to the door, and I could see the smile on her face. As our eyes met, we both knew I’d be out here while she was in there.

We walked straight up to Daniel’s door, and I knocked. As we stood there waiting, I leaned in and kissed Angela before I gave her the final once over with my eyes. God, my wife looked incredible, and knowing what she had on underneath only got me even more turned on.

A few seconds later, the door opened, and Daniel’s imposing frame almost filled it as we shook hands. The handshake was quite symbolic, really, although now words were said, it was a clear indication that he had my blessing to fuck Angela, however, and whenever either of them wanted, and actually, given they had already been in public together, it came with an implicit acceptance that they could act as a couple in public too.

For me, I felt that if Angela was choosing to give her body to Daniel, there was nothing to hide. Daniel released my hand from his strong grip and thanked me before he turned to Angela and pulled her into his arms. As they stood on the doorstep of his bungalow kissing passionately, I watched as Angela’s hands wandered furiously over Daniel’s muscular back. When they finally came up for air, Angela turned her head to face me and smiled as she whispered, “Thank you, baby.” I didn’t get a chance to reply before Daniel led her into his suite and closed the door

I had barely heard the door click shut behind me before I started walking around to the side of the building, where I set myself up against a fern, which gave me a decent view of most of the open plan bungalow through one of the open curtains.

And I wasn’t disappointed with my vantage point, as it wasn’t long before the lovers wandered into view. In the middle of the suite, I could see Angela looking up as Daniel leaned forward, and they stood there making out, their hands a frenzy as they explored all over each other’s bodies. It wasn’t more than a minute until Daniel lifted Angela’s dress over her head and stepped back to admire her lingerie-clad body. I think both of us were thinking the exact same thing as we looked at her. God, she looked incredible. But once his looking was done, Daniel moved in and scooped her up, and Angela wrapped her legs around his body as they continued to make out like horny teenagers.

I moved along the wall to another fern, giving me a better view through a different window, and by the time I was in position, I could see that Angela now had Daniel’s shirt off, and she was already on her knees in front of him, and her hands looked like they were unbuckling his trousers. Remember when I said just how much Angela loved sucking cock? Well, here she was, proving me right!

A few seconds later and I saw his pants slide down his legs along with his boxers, and I watched as the biggest cock I had ever seen flopped out in front of my wife’s face. She wasted no time at all in grabbing Daniel’s massive black cock and starting to kiss the huge purple head. I couldn’t believe the size of his cock. I actually doubted she would even be able to fit the head in her mouth when it was soft, but I knew she would give it a good try.

“I fucking love your cock,” Angela said as she looked up a Daniel, in between circling the big purple head of his cock with her tongue.

Daniel didn’t seem to be in the mood for a blowjob as he reached down and lifted Angela back up to her feet. I couldn’t see what was said, but a second later, she turned and presented her thong-clad ass to him. As she pushed her ass out, Daniel slipped one of his huge black fingers under her thong and actually ripped it clean off her ass. Angela surprised me as she didn’t even flinch. Instead, she just braced herself against the lounge chair as Daniel took hold of her by the hips. I could see that he was lining his now almost hard cock up with her dripping pussy, and I really couldn’t believe just how slutty Angela looked like that. Daniel took his time. Clearly, he had done this many times before as he slowly slid the massive head inside my wife, stopping for a second as she started to beg for more.

“All in good time, babe,” Daniel said as he slowly slid another couple of inches of his enormous cock into Angela’s rapidly stretching pussy. As he slid in, he released his grip on her hips and reached around to grab her perky tits, all the while slowly driving his cock deeper into her.

“Holy fuck Daniel, stop teasing me, please just fuck me! Just give me all of that massive cock! Fuck me with your huge black cock!” Angela was starting to really beg now as her body writhed with pleasure, her knees visibly shaking.

Daniel must have bottomed out as he slowly started to rock back and forth, and Angela started to moan loudly as he began working up to a powerful and deep stroke. I watched for a couple of minutes until I saw Angela start to buckle, and her upper body dropped onto the bed. I knew her well enough to know she was cumming. I can’t even imagine how powerful the orgasms were for her, but just watching, I could tell it was body-racking.

By the time she stopped shaking, Daniel had pulled out of her, and as she just lay there, almost collapsed; I could see her pussy was still gaping wide open before he took her hand and led her to the bed. He lay down on his back, his huge black cock sticking straight up in front of him as he beckoned her to get on top of him. Angela wasted no time straddling him, and as she looked straight at the window, I could see her start slowly rubbing her dripping wet and clearly still hungry pussy along his massive rock-hard black shaft.

Daniel’s hands reached up, and in one smooth motion, he removed her bra and threw it to one side. I watched in complete shock as she slowly lowered herself onto his huge black cock, and it wasn’t long before she was grinding down and thrashing about as she rode her new lover for all he was worth. She looked like a woman possessed as she started to almost jump up and down on his cock, and it was a side of her that I had never seen before and a side that, as I watched, I was so glad to be seeing. God, I was so glad that I had allowed this experience to happen for her.

I stood in the same place and watched her ride Daniel’s huge black cock to at least two further orgasms before she started to pick up her pace. She was looking down at Daniel as she raised his hands up and placed them on her tits, which he started to massage roughly as she bounced on his thick black cock.

“Come on baby, give it to me.......” she pleaded through gritted teeth.

“Are you sure you’re ready, baby? Are you sure you’re ready for my cum?”

“Oh fuck yes.........Come on baby, cum in me.............. I want your cum deep inside me,” Angela panted between heavy breaths.

My eyes widened for a second. I honestly hadn’t thought about them fucking without a condom. But as my wife spoke, I was actually shocked at just how little I was worried by it. In fact, judging by the feeling in my pants, I was even a bit excited by it. I stood there nursing a massive throbbing erection as I watched Angela ride Daniel’s cock, and even from my position, I could see his cock throb and pulse as he was clearly starting to cum in my wife. Daniel was holding her hips and using them to pull her down further onto his cock as he unloaded shot after shot of his cum up into her unprotected pussy. Angela’s still suspender-clad body was convulsed in time with each thrust of Daniel’s hips, moaning as each wave of cum flooded her pussy.

While Angela’s sexy little white body kept writhing on her massive black lover’s torso, I started to think about the consequences of what I had just witnessed. It dawned on me that my fantasy very quickly taken on a life of its own and was now following its own course. What if Angela got pregnant? My stomach churned with a strange mix of emotions as I stood there. I could feel the fear and anxiety mixed in with embarrassment and arousal. I had never even thought about the realities of it before. I had thought about watching his cum drip out of her but never what it meant. And now it was happening in front of my eyes. It was a very real development, and as I watched, I was starting to get worried about just how good watching it made me feel. Suddenly, the image of Angela walking around with another guy’s baby in her belly flashed through my mind. What would our families say? What would we tell our friends? I know I should have been mortified at the prospect, but for some reason, I was left feeling even more excited as I thought about it.

I could just about make out what they were saying to each other as Angela lay down next to Daniel. The sight of both of them laying there, clearly exhausted and both staring at the ceiling, was quite intense, especially as I looked down at their bodies to see Daniel’s huge soft cock hanging there, next to my wife’s gaping wide open pussy. As I looked between Angela’s legs, I could see the cum starting to pour out of her. There was so much it was unreal.

Angela was the first to speak. “Holy fuck, babe, that was mind-blowing. And Jesus, you cum a lot. I can feel it starting to drip out of me! “

By that point, I had seen and heard enough. It had lived up to all of my expectations and more as I started to turn and walk back to my room. I knew the rest of the night was going to involve me masturbating over my new favorite fantasy of Angela carrying Daniel’s baby.

As soon as I returned to the room, I started jerking off and came in record time. It couldn’t have been more than thirty seconds until images of Angela and Daniel fucking pushed me over the edge, making me explode all over the bathroom. I jerked off three more times that night, thinking about what I had seen and imagining what they were doing until I finally drifted off to sleep.

It was early morning when Angela woke me up by climbing into bed with me. I was surprised to find she was still wearing her lingerie from the night before, although it was now pretty soiled, and she looked a total mess. Her hair was all over the place, her neck and shoulders were covered in red marks, and she had a couple of small bruises around her nipples. And to top it all off, she absolutely stank of cum, and sex in general. But it was the smell of cum that really overpowered everything else.

“Well, baby, did you like what you saw last night? I loved watching you watching me!” she whispered, nibbling on my ear.

“I fucking loved it.”

“Which bit did you like the most?”

“Oh god, definitely the bit where you let him cum in you,” I admitted without needing a second to think. As soon as I said it, I started kissing her, and my hand reached down to feel her incredibly swollen pussy.

“God, babe, I loved it. I loved you watching me. As soon as he started to cum in me, it turned me on so much to know you were watching it. Was that part of your fantasy?”

“I hadn’t really thought about it too much, but last night it drove me wild. I was so horny after watching it I came back here and jerked off four times over it.”

Almost as soon as I said it, I felt Angela’s hand wrap around my cock and start stroking up and down my already hard shaft. As soon as her fingers started to slide up and down, images of the night before flooded my head.

“Did you like it when his big black cock started to cum in me?”

“Oh fuck yes,” I groaned my reply as her hand continued stroking.

“And when you saw my pussy dripping his cum out onto the bed, how did it make you feel, baby?”

“Small,” I replied without thinking; the situation had clearly pushed me onto a subconscious level.

“Really, baby? You mean this little cock right here felt small watching his big black cock fucking me?”

“Yes, yes, oh fuck yes, I’m going to cum”

“Good boy, that’s it, let your little dick cum.”

What happened next could only be described as the most humiliating orgasm of my life. No more than 30 seconds after my wife’s hand had first touched my cock and I was unloading an enormous amount of cum all over the bed, but the most embarrassing part was actually how wild my wife’s words had driven me. As soon as she said the words little dick it was like electricity flowed through me, and I exploded everywhere. As I lay there quivering in post-orgasmic bliss, the sound of Angela’s voice snapped me back to reality.

“Come on, little dick, I need some breakfast; I had a hard night!” Her voice was playful but serious at the same time, and five minutes later, we were walking together, hand in hand, towards the breakfast buffet.


Chapter 5

The last couple of nights had been absolutely incredible, and if I’m honest, better than I ever could have imagined. But the more I saw, the more I started thinking about the situation I had created and thinking about how far I wanted it to go in particular. I knew that we were going to have to spend the next fourteen nights with Daniel on a luxury boat, and I had no intention of letting this end now. In fact, I had developed a wild new plan. Later that day, I decided to bring it up. 


“Angela, listen, I’ve got a pretty crazy idea that I want to run by you.” 

“Sure, babe, go for it,” Angela replied lazily as she sat on the edge of the bed, having just woken from a short nap. It must have been hard on her being up all night and cumming over and over again. She was clearly just trying to catch up on missed sleep whenever possible! 

I took a deep breath, plucked up the courage, and finally went for it. “So I was thinking that on the boat, I want you to pretend to be married to Daniel. You can share the honeymoon suite with him, and I’ll have his suite.” I spoke so quickly I was practically spitting my words out just so I could finish before she could cut me off. 

“What the fuck babe? You’re not serious, are you?” As she turned to look at me, I could see the astonishment on her face. 

“Just hear me out for a second, please, babe. Imagine how much fun it would be for both of us. You get to hang off your big black lover’s arm in public, right there in front of your husband, and I get to watch everything play out and live out my cuckold fantasy for a full two weeks. I think it’s win-win.” I reasoned. 

“Babe, I’m not sure. I mean, I’m more than happy to have Daniel fucking me for two weeks; his dick is fucking incredible, but are you sure that’s honestly how you want to spend our anniversary. You in bed, sleeping alone while I’m getting fucked senseless by another man?” 


“Yes!” I replied without hesitation. 

I explained how my plan would work to Angela. I told her I would say we had the booking all wrong. She would tell them that her booking was meant to be with her new husband, who obviously had a different name at the time of booking, and that I was her brother, hence the same name. And that all we needed to do was let the married couple have the bigger suite, and I’d be happy on my own, as planned. 

After listening to me explain my plan for a good ten minutes, Angela just smiled for a second and said 


“Well, I’ll have to ask Daniel; he might be looking forward to some time on his own.” 

What I wasn’t expecting was for her to grab her cell phone and message him immediately! That made me think she was actually a lot happier with my plan than her face let on, and when I looked down and saw her rock-hard nipples, I no longer had any doubts that Daniel would be in the honeymoon suite with my wife when we boarded the boat. By the time I got back from the bathroom, Daniel had replied. 

Angela filled me in on the short text conversation, and as I had guessed, Daniel was more than happy to accommodate my wishes. However, Angela did tell me something else, something that surprised me slightly. She said that Daniel wanted them to go shopping again before we boarded the boat. He said if she was going to pretend to be his wife, she had to look the part! So they scheduled another shopping trip for the following day, which left me alone by the pool, relaxing and enjoying the cocktails again. 

By the time Angela got back from her shopping trip, it was late that afternoon, and I’d only been in the room a few minutes before she walked through the door with quite a few bags from different shops. 

“God, I can’t wait to see what you bought,” I said as soon as she walked back into our room. 

“Well, that’s lucky, babe, because Daniel said I had to model some of them for you. He said he wants you to see what you’ll be missing out on,” she said sternly as she dropped the bags in front of me. 

“Do you think I’m going to be jealous?” 

“Well, why don’t you unpack them and find out.” 

Angela told me to open a small white box from a lingerie shop first. I was so excited to see what was in it that I was fumbling as I excitedly opened the lid to look inside and see what my wife and her big black lover had purchased together. I pulled out a handful of neatly folded fishnet material and handed it to Angela, who took it and quickly disappeared into the bathroom for a few minutes. As I stood there thinking, it turned me on so much just imagining the two of them shopping for these outfits together. The idea of Daniel walking around with his hand on my wife’s ass as they selected the sexiest outfits was insanely hot, although nowhere near as hot as what I saw a few minutes later when my wife emerged from the bathroom wearing a one-piece fishnet body stocking that was entirely crotchless and clung tightly to her every curve. I actually jumped to my feet and walked straight over to her. I wasn’t going to be able to resist the urge when she looked like that, but as soon as I got close to her, she just held up a hand to stop me from getting any closer. 

“Oh baby, sorry, but you don’t get any of this until we’re off the boat and in the Bahamas. You’re the one that asked me to share the honeymoon suite with Daniel, so you have to accept the consequences, and that means I’m his alone until our boat trip is done. Now sit your ass down and pass me that big white box.” 

I could tell there was no room for arguing on this one, so I did as I was told. I sat on the bed and handed her the white box, which I was surprised to see was from a bridal store. She walked into the bathroom with the box and shut the door as I sat there thinking about the consequences of my own actions. 

When Angela finally strutted out of the bathroom, my jaw practically hit the floor. It suddenly hit me just how seriously she was taking the honeymoon theme! She was standing in the middle of our room, dressed in all-white lingerie and looking incredible. I’d never tell her, but she honestly looked even better than she did on our wedding night. She had on a little lace-up corset with a shelf bra, a tiny white lace thong, silk stockings with suspenders, and a pair of buckle-up stilettos. She looked insanely hot as she stood there, like a model from a bridal store catalog or something, and by now, my cock was so hard I felt like it could cut glass. 

“Holy fuck Angela, you have no idea how hot you look, seriously. I think I’m actually starting to regret my decision.” 

“Too late, mister! I made a promise to Daniel that I’d be wearing this for him on the first night of our honeymoon,” Angela said with a devilish smile as she pushed me away. I felt pretty deflated as I sat back down, and I think Angela could sense this. But instead of reassuring me, she decided to rub it in some more. As I looked into her eyes, I could see she was starting to revel in her new, much more dominant role. 

“So, do you like me in this?” Angela whispered as she strutted over to one of the bags on the floor and bent over, exposing her freshly shaved lace-covered pussy as she slowly reached into the bag and picked something up before she stood up and walked back into the bathroom. A few minutes later, she walked out wearing a stunning lace corset. 

“Oh god, yes,” I moaned. 

“My new man was pretty sure you would.” 

“Well, he’s certainly got good taste.” 

“What do you think he’ll do to me when I walk into the bedroom wearing it for him?” Angela asked, her voice loaded with seductive lust as she sauntered closer to me, smoothing the sides of the tight lace corset that pulled in her already narrow waist. 

“I think he’s going to do some very bad things to you,” I offered meekly. 

“You fucking bet, babe! But seriously, do you think he’s going to shoot his first load of cum in me or on me?” Angela asked with a smile as she reached forward and lifted my chin with her long painted red fingernail. 

“Um, I don’t know, I don’t think I could choose,” I mumbled. I knew Angela was in complete control now, and she knew it, too. 

“Would you like to see him shoot a huge load of thick black cum inside me while I’m bent over on the bed, dressed as his bride?” Angela looked down at me as she touched her stomach. I nodded my head, unable to hide my enthusiasm as I tried to speak, but my mouth was far too dry for any words to come out. Before I could say anything else, Angela quickly turned around and walked back into the bathroom, leaving me sitting on the bed, stunned and confused. When Angela emerged from the bathroom, she was dressed in her normal clothes again, but the devilish smile was still on her face. 


“You’ll just have to wait and find out, won’t you, babe!” 


Chapter 6 


The next day, we headed down to the harbor in the late afternoon and met Daniel outside a local café. We had our story all agreed, and it worked perfectly as the three of us walked onto the boat. The staff showed me to my single room, and Angela and Daniel were guided to the honeymoon suite. I don’t know what, if anything, happened straight away in the honeymoon suite, but it wasn’t long after that all the guests met in the dining room for a briefing from the crew, followed by a welcome dinner. I was sat at a table next to the fake newlyweds and another couple, and we all made small talk as we sat there drinking and enjoying some really good food. I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of excitement as I listened to the back story the two of them had concocted. 


For some reason, listening to my wife and her big black lover talking about where they had met and how long they had been together was a turn-on in itself. Then, it dawned on me that I should try to remember the details in case I was asked questions about them. After all, as Angela’s brother, I would have been present at the wedding. So I spent the entire meal sitting there listening and watching as my ultimate sexual fantasy played out before my eyes. 


My cock was soon throbbing under the table while Angela explained to the other couple that she had been married before, but things didn’t work out. They say the best lies are based mostly on truth, but I almost came in my pants when she said that she was looking forward to starting a family with Daniel as she planted a kiss on his cheek. I tried desperately to catch Angela’s eye, but pretty much the entire meal, she was purposefully avoiding my gaze. Maybe she was doing it to make me more excited. I really don’t know, but whatever the reason, it certainly worked. As Daniel led my wife away to the honeymoon suite, I could feel the jealous looks from the other women at dinner. Daniel was truly a specimen. 

I walked back to my cabin a short while later, and just as I had laid down on the bed and put a movie on, I started to think about what Angela and Daniel would be doing. Just as I was imagining Angela wearing that lingerie, my phone vibrated as a text message came through. As I opened it, I was shocked. It was a picture Angela had taken in the bathroom mirror. She was standing there wearing just her white bridal lingerie, but there was a new addition to the outfit that I hadn’t seen. She had a large white silk bow around her neck. My phone vibrated again a few seconds later, and this message just read, ‘I’m about to let my new husband unwrap his wedding present.’ As soon as I read that, my cock instantly sprung to life as Angela’s message really hit home. Holy fuck did she know how to push my buttons. 

I honestly can’t tell you how many times I jerked off to that picture message over the next couple of hours. I must have dozed off because the next thing I remember was my phone waking me up as another two messages arrived in quick succession. I was so excited I could barely unlock my phone to read them. The first message was a picture. It was clearly taken by Daniel as it was an image looking down on Angela, who was still wearing her bridal corset. But that wasn’t the shocking part. My eyes widened as I looked closer and saw that Angela was kneeling in front of Daniel, and at the bottom of the photo, I could see both of her tiny hands were wrapped around his massive black cock. I zoomed in a bit, and I could see the thick streams of cum dripping out of the corners of Angela’s mouth and even a little that had dripped from her chin and onto her perky little tits. The look of pure lust that was on her face was something I had never seen before. Just as I had finished taking in the photo, the next message came through. All it said was, ‘Baby, I think Daniel liked his wedding present.’ 

It’s fair to say I spent the rest of the night jerking off over that image. 


Chapter 7 


I was already sitting at the table eating breakfast when Angela and Daniel arrived hand in hand, both of them with huge smiles on their faces as Daniel slid Angela’s chair out for her, and they took their seats directly opposite me.

“Good morning,” Daniel said with a smile.

“Morning, guys. Did you sleep well?” I asked cheekily.

“Yeah, a little,” Angela replied as she sat there wearing a bright, almost neon pink bikini top with halter straps that crossed in front of her neck, which left a beautiful large teardrop of flesh perfectly exposed that was filled with her perky cleavage. She looked absolutely stunning, and I could already feel my cock starting to harden in my shorts.

As Angela stood up to grab her breakfast, I could see she was wearing a tiny little thong under her almost completely see-through black sarong. I was totally lost in thought as I sat there wondering whether Daniel had fucked her right before coming to breakfast. I know I would have if I was in his position. The sound of Daniel’s voice startled me when he spoke.

“Hey man, I just wanted to say thanks. I’m really enjoying this trip a whole lot more because of your generosity.” His smile was genuine and conveyed his gratitude.

“I am, too. Those photos from last night were so hot.”

“I thought you’d like that last one. Angela’s such a great girl; I really do mean it, man, thank you.”

When some of the other divers arrived at breakfast, our conversation had to end, but as we ate, we would occasionally smile and nod at one another, an unspoken confirmation that everything was good between us, and the happy, newlywed couple still had my blessing.

An hour or so later, I was perched on the deck of our yacht as I watched as Angela and Daniel prepared for their dive. The azure expanse of the Caribbean stretched out endlessly before us, its serene surface broken only by the rhythmic lapping of waves against the boat’s hull. As they took their final breaths and disappeared beneath the surface, a symphony of bubbles rising momentarily before dispersing, I found myself lost in the incredible tapestry of the underwater world I’d only ever glimpsed through documentaries. A few minutes later, I was also in the water, and through my own mask, I caught a fleeting sight of them gliding effortlessly amid vibrant coral gardens.

The reefs, a complex mosaic of colors and shapes, were teeming with life. Schools of iridescent fish, their scales glinting with a thousand shades of blues, yellows, and reds, darted in and out of the corals, playing hide and seek among the undulating anemones and gently waving sea fans. Brightly colored parrotfish nibbled at the corals, while in the distance, a languid sea turtle made its unhurried journey, grazing on seagrasses. I could see Angela’s fascination, her eyes widening behind her mask as a curious angelfish swam up, almost touching her before flitting away, its shimmering body catching the light just so. The serenity and wonder of this underwater realm filled me with an overwhelming mix of awe and gratitude, and as I watched my wife, I wished this moment could stretch on forever. The vastness of this underwater universe, juxtaposed with the tiny figure of Angela and the massive figure of Daniel, made me realize the beauty and fragility of the world we are privileged to be a part of.

The strangest part of the dive was discovering just how turned on I got when I saw Angela and Daniel playing the couple. Sure, I knew Angela had spent the night with Daniel’s huge cock inside her, but now they were genuinely not doing anything sexual as they just enjoyed the dive together, and that was just a big turn-on for me. Watching them act like a couple was driving me wild.

Later that afternoon, once we had finished diving, I was standing on the back deck of the yacht looking out at the ocean when Angela suddenly appeared next to me.

“Hey babe,” she whispered, just in case anyone else was close enough to hear. “Did you sleep well?”

“Yeah, I got a bit of sleep,” I replied honestly. “I couldn’t switch off, babe; I was so horny thinking about you and those photos. You looked so fucking hot; I pretty much came just from looking at them!”

“That’s good, babe; I’ve got to admit, I did feel pretty fucking hot in that outfit.”

“Can I ask you something, honey?” I said with a hint of nervous excitement in my voice.

“Sure”

“What does it feel like to have all these people looking at you, knowing you’re fucking a huge black guy?”

“Holy fuck, babe, honestly, it’s like the hottest thing in the whole world! It’s crazy, I just feel like all bets are off, and I can do whatever the fuck I want. It’s like I can be as dirty as I want, and absolutely no one cares. I’m not just a 30-something-year-old wife. I’m now the hot girl getting fucked silly by the big black stud. I mean it when I say thank you so much for this, babe. I never would have even imagined just how free and liberated I could feel just by sucking a big thick black cock.” With that, she let out a slightly nervous giggle.

“You’re really starting to love this lifestyle, aren’t you?”

“Yeah, I am, babe. I’m starting to feel like an entirely new person. It’s genuinely amazing.” Angela replied with a confidence In her voice that I’d never seen in her before.

“Well, that’s good because, at first, I was a bit worried that you might not enjoy it and that you were only doing it for me. But I can safely say I’m not worried about that anymore! I can see that you’re starting to get addicted to his big black cock, and holy fuck, that’s so sexy!”

“Oh, so you like me being a black man’s dirty slut then?” Angela enquired, although her smile revealed that she already knew the answer. “I can see the jealous looks on the faces of every woman on this yacht.”

“Holy fuck Angela, seriously, it’s driving me absolutely crazy. The dirtier you get, the sluttier you look, the more it turns me on. I walk around most of the day just trying to hide my hard-on.”

“That’s good, babe because you should know I’m only just getting started! “Angela said with a little wink before she gave me a kiss on the cheek, then turned and strutted off back to her new black husband. I couldn’t help but stare at her shapely ass as she walked away, and luckily no one else was around because there was no way they would have believed our brother-sister story if they’d seen me looking like that!

Dinner was pretty similar to the night before, but instead of going straight to bed, I found myself sitting on the deck by the little bar, and to my surprise, a few minutes later, I was joined by the honeymooning couple.

“Do you mind if we join you?” Daniel asked politely.

“Sure. Let me buy you two a drink to toast your wedding,” I replied as I gestured to the barman to come over.

Once he returned with the drinks, Angela turned to me and looked at me with a seriousness on her face that worried me for a second. “So I’ve got a surprise for you.” She said, her tone now seriously sultry.

“Tonight, you actually get to have some input in what happens!.”

“What do you mean? How would I?” I asked, visibly excited.

“Well, after our little talk this afternoon, I kind of came up with a crazy plan of my own. Please hear me out before you make your choice.”

“OK,” I replied. If I’m honest, by that point, I was so excited about what Angela might have dreamt up that I would have agreed to pretty much anything.

“So, in Daniel’s hand is a blue pill. You know, a Viagra tablet.” With that, Daniel opened his hand and showed me the little blue triangular pill. “So it’s up to you what we do with it. If you want, Daniel can take it, then we can go back to our room, and I’m sure it will help us take things to a whole new level.” Angela spoke so calmly like this was the most normal conversation in the world.

“Holy fuck,” I murmured as I began trying to process this information. I was trying to imagine what it would mean. Their fucking seemed pretty intense without any assistance, and a part of me absolutely dreaded to think what it might be like with some help. But I could feel which way my cock was leading me, and I’d never been one to miss an opportunity.

And it was pretty obvious which way Angela wanted my answer to go. She was really excited now that she had this newfound sexual confidence, and she clearly wanted to make the most of it, too. So, after a few seconds, I turned to Daniel and smiled as I asked, “Hey man, do you want some water to take that tablet, or is your beer alright? “

Daniel didn’t waste a second as he lifted his hand and popped that pill into his mouth, washing it straight down with a massive swig of his beer.

Angela smiled at me and mouthed the words ‘Thank you’ before she got up and quickly led Daniel away by the hand.

I sat at the table and had a couple more drinks while I tried to calm my thoughts. But nothing worked; my mind was still abuzz with all the possibilities, and my erection was raging like I had been the one to take the blue pill. I kept wondering what Angela had planned.

As I opened my room door, I hoped to get at least another picture tonight, or maybe more. I had been flicking through my phone at the bar, sneaking looks at the pictures they had sent me last night. But nothing came through as I grabbed a beer from the in-room fridge and sat on the bed. Maybe they were too busy to stop for photos I thought to myself as I decided it was time to go for a shower.

About thirty minutes later, I had showered and was settled into bed watching TV when my phone started vibrating. As I unlocked the screen, I could see it was a WhatsApp video call from Angela. I clicked answer with a huge lump in my throat, and a second later, Daniel’s face filled the screen. The background looked like he was standing in the bathroom.

“Hey man, I was thinking you might want to watch tonight. I’ve told Angela I’m taking some photos of her for you, but I figured you’d done me a huge favor by sharing her, so this is my payback,” he whispered as he spoke, not wanting to give the game away.

“Thanks, man,” I whispered in reply.

“Dude, I’ve got to say thanks for your decision earlier. Angela was pretty sure you’d go for it, but honestly, I was a bit skeptical. I’ve never tried Viagra before, but holy fuck, dude. I’ve got a boner that’s so hard now I doubt it will ever go down!” As she said it, he panned the camera down to reveal his naked, enormous, and incredibly hard black cock. As I looked at it, I actually started to worry about Angela. It was enormous enough to begin with, but it looked even bigger and a hell of a lot harder now, and I really worried about what he was planning to do with it.

“My pleasure,” I replied, still whispering.

“Listen, man, don’t worry about making a noise; I’ll put you on mute so she won’t hear you. Just enjoy the show, dude.” With that, he lifted the camera away from his enormous black cock, and I watched as he moved through the door and into the bedroom.

As he raised the camera, I saw Angela lying face down on the bed, her legs spread-eagled on the massive king-sized bed.

As Daniel walked toward her, I could see she was wearing the crotchless black fishnet body stocking, and she had a pillow in place under her hips, helping to raise her beautiful shaved pussy up to perfect fucking height. I can’t lie; I was insanely jealous of Daniel at that moment, so much so that I could feel my stomach churning. And then I saw it, something that almost pushed me over the edge then and there. I saw that Angela was tied to each of the four corners of the bed, her hands and feet bound by what looked like purple scarves. I watched as she pulled against the restraints as she clearly heard Daniel moving closer to her.

“Baby, I’m so fucking wet. Please fuck me. I need fucking......please, baby, I can’t wait any longer. Please fuck me....” Angela was actually whimpering as she wiggled her ass, pushing it back, trying to entice Daniel into giving in and giving her what she so desperately wanted.

It was honestly the sexiest thing I’d ever seen in my whole life. I was watching my wife, restrained on the bed in front of her huge black lover, and she was the one begging to be fucked while she used her perfect round ass to tempt him.

As I watched her push her hips back, searching for his cock I suddenly felt the warm sticky feeling as I unloaded right then and there into my hand. Luckily no one was watching the video at their end, so no one saw me embarrass myself by cumming so quickly while all I was doing was holding my cock. I wasn’t even stroking it, and I’d just cum. I felt like such a fucking loser as I watched Daniel’s massive hard cock bobbing around in the video.

Daniel placed the phone down so that I had an excellent view of the bed, and it was pretty much the perfect angle to let me see Angela’s swollen pussy lips as Daniel knelt on the bed and moved in between her legs as they were spread wide open and restrained.

“I’m going to send a few photos to your husband so he can see what I’m doing to you,” Daniel lied, although Angela had no way of checking as she was well and truly tied up and unable to turn around enough to see what he was doing.

“Oh yeah, that’s a good idea; he’ll absolutely love that.”

“Holy fuck, babe, that Viagra has got me so hard it hurts. It feels like I’m going to be hard all night,” Daniel teased as I could see him slowly sliding one of his big black fingers up and down Angela’s swollen slit.

As soon as the finger touched her sensitive pussy Angela instantly reacted, trying to push back and slide it into her. “Good, I want you to fuck me with that beautiful cock all night long!” Her voice was growing increasingly demanding every time she spoke, her level of desperation clearly increasing. I knew I was about to witness a  wild show; the only thing I was disappointed with was my cock. Soft and still slowly leaking the last drops of cum, I wondered how much more I would have enjoyed what I was watching if I’d been hard. But that wasn’t Daniel or Angela’s fault, and I made a mental note to thank Daniel and buy him a drink tomorrow.

“You might not be able to take it all, babe. It’s so hard; I’ve never felt it like this. It feels even bigger than normal,” he warned as he began to slowly work the tip of his index finger in and out of Angela’s now glistening pussy lips.

“Oh my God.....stop fucking teasing me! I promise you I can take it. I can handle your cock.....Now please, please...please just fuck me.” I couldn’t believe the sounds of my wife pleading for her new lover’s cock.

Daniel moved forward slowly on the bed, and I could see him positioning the massive head of his thick black cock up against Angela’s wide-open pussy lips. As I watched, I was struggling to see how my wife could fit his Viagra-engorged monster cock inside her. The size of his huge black cock next to her tiny white body was an incredible contrast.

“Your tight little cunt is going to get so stretched, it might never feel the same,” Daniel said, and I couldn’t help but think the comment was more for me than Angela as he slowly worked the first couple of inches into my wife’s eager vagina.

“Oh fuck yes,” Angela moaned in pleasure as she finally started to feel what she had so desperately wanted for so long. “I don’t care, it doesn’t matter. If you stretch me out, I don’t give a fuck. I just need your cock inside me. Now please fuck me.......hard.”

“Babe, you look so good right now. I’m just going to fuck you until you beg me to stop. You’ll have to be the one to say you’ve cum too much and you need a break,” Daniel warned as he slowly slid his rock-hard, vein-ridged black cock inch by inch into Angela, and with each thrust of his hips she raised hers to force his huge cock further into her.

“I’m never going to beg you to stop,” she promised in response, as I could see the relief visibly flooding her body. It looked like that reaction when a drug addict finally gets the hit they’ve been searching for all day.

Daniel started to fuck her for a few seconds, sliding his thick black cock in and out of her before, without any warning, he quickly pulled out of Angela, leaving her ass sticking up and her pussy still slightly open. ‘Holy fuck, he might be right about stretching her out,’ I thought to myself. I’d never seen her pussy remain gaping open like that before.

“Oh fuck please, babe, please, put it back in,” Angela moaned.

“No, baby,” he teased in reply.

“I’ll do anything, seriously anything, please,” she begged.

“What if I said stop taking the pill?” He asked.

“What? Seriously?” She replied, sounding confused.

“I want you to stop taking the pill?” Daniel replied flatly.

“Why?”

“Because I want to put a baby in you,” he answered, completely deadpan.

“Are you fucking serious?” Angela asked as she tried to turn her face to look at her lover, but the restraints did their job and held her in place.

“Yes, babe. Listen, tomorrow we either flush those pills, or we don’t fuck anymore.” Daniel was starting to fuck with Angela’s mind now as well as her pussy as he started to rub his big hard cock up and down her dripping wet pussy. It was like he was doing everything possible to tempt her. I had no idea what to think, but when I looked down, I could see my cock was rock hard again. I’d never got hard so quickly after cumming before, so I took that as a sign and thought I’d best follow my cock and see how it played out.

“But why, I don’t get it?” Angela asked again.

“Because I’ve never wanted kids,  well, not until you mentioned it last night.” He replied.

“But......”

“Last night, when you said it, you really got me thinking.”

“But I wasn’t being serious; I just said it for show, to tease my husband.”

“Well, I’m serious. I want to see my baby growing inside your belly,” Daniel explained with a smile.

As he spoke, I could see that Daniel had slid just the very tip of his massive cock into Angela’s sopping wet pussy, and as he pushed a tiny bit more into her, she sighed with audible relief, the feeling of having her lover back inside her was clearly all she wanted at that moment.

“Oh fuck yes. Daniel, that’s it. Yes,” she moaned as she continued to try to push her hips back to get more of his cock inside her, but once again, the restraints stopped her short.

Daniel leaned forward, lowering his upper body down onto her so he could whisper into her ear. I could just about make out what he said. “Come on, Angela. You must have thought about it. You must have thought about it once or twice, given how many times we’ve fucked. Imagine my baby, a gorgeous little black baby growing inside your belly.” Her face gave away that he must have pushed a little more of his cock into her as Angela let out another moan.

“Oh my god, please don’t, please don’t make me choose.” She was pleading with him, desperately trying to change his mind, but Daniel wasn’t interested.

“Does the idea turn you on to think about it?” He asked, as he once again pushed a little further into Angela.

“Yeah,” she moaned her response.

“Imagine feeling me shooting my cum deep inside you, then our perfect little black baby growing in your belly?” He continued as he slowly inched deeper and deeper.

"But…No….I can’t….I mean…..Oh fuck" Angela whimpered, almost crying now with frustration.

“Well, come on, baby. Does it make you excited to think about it?” He asked again.

Angela didn’t reply; she just lay there, wiggling her hips and pushing them back, trying desperately to get as much of his massive black cock inside her as she could. Daniel continued to tease her with his cock as he moved one of his big hands around her and slid it under her belly and started caressing it as he slid the rest of his cock into her slowly, gently rocking his hips backward and forwards.

“Come on, baby, don’t you like the idea of our little black baby growing in your belly?” He asked again, knowing that Angela was balancing on the point of no return now. He knew he had her over a barrel, almost literally.

“Holy fuck,” she moaned quietly, desperately trying not to give in.

“I bet you think about that possibility every time we fuck, don’t you?” Daniel asked again.

“Oh fuck. Ok. Fuck it. Yes.” Angela moaned quietly.

“And do you think about it when you see your husband?”

“Yeah.”

Daniel had now propped himself up on his arms as he slowly fucked Angela while firing the questions at her. He clearly knew that now she was almost powerless to resist him.

“It turns you on, doesn’t it? You get turned on by the idea of carrying our black baby.”

“Yes!” Angela screamed at him.

“Yes, it fucking does. There you go, I’ve fucking said it. Now please, will you fuck me properly. Please!”

Angela was almost crying as she spoke, and I could see she was emotionally and physically exhausted from his teasing. She knew she had just buckled and surrendered to her lust, and after seeing what Daniel had done to her, how he so expertly teased her, I didn’t blame her at all.

Despite the emotional turmoil I felt as I watched, I couldn’t bring myself to look away, and as soon as Daniel heard her finally admit her darkest fantasy, he started slowly working up his speed to a steady, powerful rhythm while my wife squirmed under him. With each thrust, I could hear the sound of Daniel’s balls slapping against Angela’s stocking-covered ass playing out through my phone as I started to jerk off furiously.

“Oh my god.....Holy fuck yes....... oh that’s it…. give...it...to...me!” Angela screamed as Daniel pounded into her, and I watched the pillow under her hips start to crumple with each powerful thrust from Daniel, acting like a shock absorber for his brutal assault on her pussy. A couple of minutes later, Angela’s body started to tense up, fighting against the restraints as her body started to twitch and spasm as the orgasm crashed through her body, but despite the quivering wreck that was my wife’s body, Daniel just kept going, pounding at a steady rhythm.

“Can you feel that baby? Your pussy has got my cock hard like a rock.” Daniel said as Angela groaned beneath him. Then as he started to change his motion, moving his hips higher up Angela’s back and driving his cock into her at a different angle, hitting new places.

“Oh my god. Holy fuck.......Ohhhhh!” Angela screamed as she thrashed against her restraints, and I could hear Daniel chuckling as this was clearly having the effect he wanted on Angela as she started to scream and thrash wildly against her restraints. I had never seen Angela cum so hard, and as I watched, I started to wonder if the restraints would be able to hold her. As Daniel’s huge black cock continued to slide into Angela’s pussy I looked down to see how it was now stretched beyond belief. Her lips looked almost painfully stretched around his hugely thick black cock. As I watched Daniel pounding away at my wife, I couldn’t believe how long he had managed to keep going for, how he was thrusting his cock in and out of her so hard and fast and somehow not cumming. Perhaps I jinxed it, but the second I had that thought, I saw his body stiffen slightly, and from the look on her face, Angela must have felt it, too.

“Yes baby, that’s it, cum in me, oh my fucking god!” She screamed as Daniel’s cock pulsed and swelled, and a second later, I watched it spasm as it pumped a massive load of cum into my wife’s stretched-out pussy. I watched as his sweat-covered body spasmed over and over as he blasted load after load deep into her pussy. I’d cum so many times watching

that my cock was now getting seriously sore, but I couldn’t help myself. I was sat in my suite witnessing my fantasy on steroids. Daniel eventually pulled his cock out of my wife and picked up the phone. I couldn’t believe it when he moved it in closer to Angela’s now gaping pussy, giving me the perfect view as his cum started to pour out of her.

“Now taste it for me, baby,” Daniel said as he moved around the bed and pushed his still rock-hard cock into my wife’s mouth. I couldn’t believe he was still hard, although looking back, the Viagra was probably to blame. And even more shocking was just how greedily Angela devoured their combined juices off his long black shaft. As her mouth got to work on his cock, Daniel started to untie her hands, and after a couple of minutes, he pulled his cock out of my wife’s hungry mouth, then reached down and untied her ankles before he finally collapsed on the bed next to her, clearly exhausted. As they lay there, I couldn’t help but notice the contrast between Angela’s milky white skin and Daniel’s black flesh. My mind started wandering, and I soon caught myself wondering what their babies would be like.

A few moments later, I saw Angela roll over and quickly get up. As she started walking towards the bathroom, she looked like a picture of female sexiness until she let out a massive queef as the motion of walking clearly opened her up.

“Are you alright, babe?” Daniel asked, perhaps slightly worried from the sound of the queef that he’d gone too far.

“Oh, babe, I’m more than alright! But I think I need to go take care of this. I need to go clean up a little,” she replied with a naughty smile before disappearing from view behind the door.

A second later, Daniel picked up the phone again and smiled at me, then turned the camera to show his still rock-hard cock. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, but as he turned the camera back to his face, he just smiled and said

“I’m nowhere near done with her yet,” and before I could reply, the call was ended.


Chapter 8

As Angela made her way to the breakfast table, her aura exuded a captivating femininity. Her long, curly locks cascaded gracefully down her back, and the snug, deeply low-cut black outfit she donned made it hard even for me to look away.

"Where on earth are you finding these incredible pieces?" I inquired in a hushed tone as she settled beside me.

"It's all thanks to my new husband," she responded, her eyes gleaming mischievously, just before she called for a coffee.

"He's certainly got an eye for style," I noted appreciatively. Every day, she seemed even more stunning, and I found myself pondering just how expansive her new wardrobe had become.

She grinned, "I'll make sure to pass on your compliments."

"So, how was last night? I saw some pictures, and you looked sexy as fuck tied up in that slutty outfit. I can't even begin to imagine how hard Daniel fucked you." I whispered between mouthfuls. I decided not to reveal that I had seen everything and stuck with the story of just some photos.

"Oh yeah, right, Daniel sent you some photos, didn’t he? Did you like them? " she asked casually as she clearly got lost in her memories of last night.

I didn’t push her for an answer straight away; I just let her enjoy the moment for a few seconds before I interrupted her thoughts. "So, does the sex somehow keep getting better?" I asked, my question snapping her out of her daydream.

"Oh babe, you've got no idea," she replied so matter-of-factly as she turned to face me.

"I reckon I’ve got some idea, babe. Those photos gave me a good idea, and I’ve been dreaming up all kinds of crazy scenarios since I saw them."

"Oh, so you liked the photos then?" she asked, looking curiously at me.

"I absolutely loved them, babe. You looked so fucking hot last night that I almost died. I think my cock might never be the same again," I said as I leaned over and whispered to her.

"Well, that makes two of us. Let me just say last night got pretty fucking wild," she added as she turned her attention to her cereal.

"Well, I'd love to hear more about it," I told her as the couple on the table next to us got up, allowing us the chance to talk more freely.

A few moments later, Daniel appeared and sat down with us for breakfast, "How you doing?" he asked as he sat down opposite Angela.

"Good morning," I replied, greeting him with a genuine smile, which he reciprocated. It was strange because there really wasn’t any tension between us. I accepted what was happening, he accepted it, and Angela was definitely accepting it. In fact, we chatted about everything other than what he was doing to my wife for about ten minutes before we all got up and went to get ready for the day’s diving.

Just as I was finishing getting ready, I heard a knock on my cabin door, and it actually startled me a little. You know how when you’re really not expecting something, it just takes you by complete surprise. As I opened the door, I found my stunning wife standing there.

"Can I come in?" she asked, which made me wonder if there was someone else around and I needed to play along to keep our secret going.

"Of course," I said as she walked in, and I closed the door behind her.

"So, you said you wanted to hear about last night, and I really don't want you to feel like you’re being left out," Angela said as she took a seat on my bed.

"I’d love to," I replied as I grabbed a chair and sat down, rubbing my hands together as I waited for her to reveal all.

Angela started to explain in a lot of detail how she had taken her time getting dressed up for Daniel. She said it made her feel so sexy, and then how he had tied her to the bed. She said she had never really thought about being restrained before, but she would definitely try it again. She said the feeling of pure powerlessness was so intense, and it made the brutal fucking he gave her even more powerful.

She clearly had no idea that I had seen the whole thing as she was keeping a couple of pretty large details to herself, and I wondered why. Perhaps she was keeping it in reserve for a final tease, or maybe she was worried about what I’d think. Either way, my cock was practically bursting out of my shorts, and as Angela looked down, she could see it.

"Oh, look, babe, what’s that?” she said with a little giggle.

“Would you like me to sort that out for you?" she asked as she got up off the bed and walked slowly towards me.

"Uh, fuck I can’t believe I’m going to say this, but actually, no. I mean, it doesn't seem right. We agreed that you’d belong to Daniel for this whole trip, and I wouldn't want to make things awkward between the two of you," I replied sheepishly, staring down as I spoke. I couldn’t believe what I had just said, and turning her down when I was that horny and she looked that good was genuinely one of the hardest things I had ever done, but deep down, I knew it just wouldn't feel right.

For a second, I actually wondered if my wife was now so hot that she was out of my league somehow. On this vacation, she had grown immensely. Her sexual confidence had grown so much, and if I’m honest, I was now starting to feel a little subservient to her.

"Yeah, I guess you're right," Angela said as she stood next to me and gently stroked her hand over my rock-hard cock.

"What you did last night sounds incredible. I can’t tell you how hot it is to hear you getting so turned on. I love the idea of you cumming over and over again. It’s so fucking hot,” I said as I looked up at her standing over me.

"Baby, thank you so much. You’ve given me a truly special gift, something I’ll never forget," she said with a real smile.

"Oh, it's truly my pleasure, babe."

"Before I go, would you like to hear about the really crazy part?" she asked.

"Oh god, yes, please," I said with a strange combination of meekness and enthusiasm that really surprised me.

"Well, while he had me tied up, Daniel was really teasing me, and I kind of lost a bet we made."

"What was the bet?" I asked.

"That's not important, baby, but what’s important is I was entirely sure I was going to win the fucking bet," she replied.

"But you said you lost?"

"Well, yeah, but I was so confident I was going to win."

"So?" I asked, getting more confused by the second as I looked up at her.

"Well, Daniel wants me to do something really fucking crazy now."

"Oh, what’s that?" I said as I looked at her, waiting for her to reveal what it was.

"Yeah, it's so fucking crazy. I really don't know where he got the idea from."

"What idea?" I asked, trying to draw out of my wife what I already knew.

"Well, fuck, okay, so he wants me to throw my birth control out and fuck him without a condom or anything," Angela said it so casually that even though I knew exactly what she was going to say, it somehow managed to catch me a little off guard. The way she said it sounded like she was telling me a story about how she lost a card game or something.

"Fuck babe, that is pretty crazy," I said, keeping very calm somehow when the erection in my pants was now well and truly at bursting point. As I spoke, I couldn’t help but notice Angela’s eyes never stopped looking at my cock.

"Yeah, I know," she replied.

"Well, what are you going to do? I mean, it’s crazy, but you did make a bet!” I asked.

"I don’t know. What do you want me to do?"

"Babe, we agreed while you’re here, you are Daniel’s, so it’s really whatever you want to do."

"But this has always been your fantasy," she tried to remind me.

"Yeah, but it's your body, baby, so it’s up to you. I'm completely OK with whatever you decide to do."

"Baby, this isn’t a joke. If I fuck him and end up getting pregnant, that's massive. It’s a complete life changer," she said rather bluntly.

"So, have you given it some serious thought then? About what would happen if he got you pregnant?"

"I mean, it’s crossed my mind, but not seriously, but I guess I have thought about it, yes. We’ve fucked a hell of a lot, so I couldn't exactly help but think about it, especially last night after he said it."

"And, when you thought about it, how did it make you feel?"

"Honestly, it made me feel seriously confused. I love you more than anything, and I would never want to risk what we have, but he is an absolutely incredible lover, and the thought of it did kind of turn me on. But I think that was just in the heat of the moment, a very wild fucking moment too, but now we’re talking about it in the cold light of day. It’s very different," Angela explained, and as she spoke, I could hear the confusion in her voice.

"Okay, I get that, but would it turn you on to fuck him without the pill? Would the risk of it, the danger, turn you on?" I asked. Angela paused as she thought about it, probably for thirty seconds or so, and I could see her chewing her bottom lip slightly, something she always did when weighing things up.

"Yes, it would, I guess. I don't really know. I guess the danger would certainly take this thing to another level completely," she eventually answered, frankly and very honestly.

"Then you should do it," I replied.

"Really? But what would happen if I got pregnant?" She asked, clearly shocked at my answer.

"Baby, sit down for a minute and listen to me. Then you can make your decision." Angela walked her amazing body back over the bed, and as she did, her ass looked incredible in her tight black lycra, and I couldn’t help but imagine what she would look like once it had filled out a bit as she started to gain a bit of pregnancy weight.

I leaned in, kissed her on the lips, and told her to close her eyes to listen to me properly. I said I’d run through a possible scenario and told her that if it got too much for her at any point, she should open her eyes and tell me to stop. Angela nodded her head in agreement, then lay back on the bed and closed her eyes as I began talking. I spoke slowly and calmly, almost like a hypnotist would relax his client.

"Imagine if we decided to risk it, you would leave here knowing that tonight you might well get pregnant when he fucks you. So you’ll have to spend the rest of the day even more turned on than usual. You’ll be sitting there dripping wet, just thinking about what it is going to feel like later tonight when you feel him shooting a load of cum into your unprotected little pussy.”

Angela's eyes were still shut, so far so good, I thought to myself.

"So tonight, you get dressed up for dinner, knowing exactly what you want after dinner. Once you’ve eaten, you rush back to your suite straight after, feeling nervous but excited at the same time. You’re tingling with each touch as you stand before him, anticipating that first orgasm as you undress each other.”

I was so turned on that I was rubbing my cock through my shorts as I spoke while watching Angela’s eyes, which still hadn’t opened.

"Can you imagine fucking him and feeling all his black cum spurting deep inside you?" Still no eye movement at all. I knew this was the point of no return now.

"Think about his powerful sperm finding your beautiful egg, and then the inevitable will happen. You’ll have a gorgeous dark-skinned baby growing in your womb." Angela’s eyes remained shut, but she had moved one of her hands onto her stomach and was gently rubbing it as I spoke. At that moment, I knew she would do it; there would be no stopping her now.

Angela still hadn't opened her eyes, but once she sensed I had finished, she slowly opened them, sat herself up on the bed, then got up and walked over to me. She gave me a deep, passionate kiss, and as she turned to walk out of the room, she opened her little clutch bag and pulled out two foil packets of pills.

"Thank you, baby," she whispered as she handed them to me before walking out the door.

That evening at dinner, the sexual tension was palpable, and as soon as we had all finished, I practically ran back to my room. I think I’d cum three times before I got the first message from Angela. It was a picture message and a comment.

“I feel so full” was all the message said below a picture of her freshly shaved pussy, gaping wide open and absolutely pouring cum out of it. As soon as I saw the photo, I came again.

By the time we’d finished our diving trip, I’d lost count of the number of times Daniel had cum inside my wife. As we stepped off the yacht for the final week of our trip, I was genuinely sad to be saying goodbye to Daniel. He’d brought such a degree of passion and excitement to our lives that I didn’t really know what to say to him, and I figured Angela had already said her goodbyes in private.

The week in the Bahamas that followed was incredible and strange at the same time. There was so much passion between Angela and me. It was insane, but at the same time, something was very different. In the entire week, we only fucked once. The rest of the time, we gave each other oral or used our hands, and it was on the final night, as we lay in bed after I had just gone down on her, that I asked the question, well, two questions.

“Baby, honestly, do you think things will ever go back to normal between us sexually?”

“No, honestly, babe, after the last four weeks, there’s no way they ever could. I love you, and I love what you can do to me with your mouth, but after what he showed me, after what he did to me with that huge cock I’d be lying if I said things would go back to normal. But you like giving me oral, don’t you? And you know I like giving head!”

I wasn’t too surprised by the answer, if I’m honest. But the second question was the one that truly shocked me.

“What do you think we’ll do if you really are pregnant, babe?” I asked, nervous as I spoke.

“I’d ask who else had fucked me!” she replied, looking at me with a smile.

“What do you mean, babe? I’m not sure I get you?”

“Okay, it’s probably time I came clean. Daniel had a vasectomy five years ago. So I was just playing with you! I can’t believe you’re such a cuck that you’d actually let me risk it, though!”

“What the fuck?” was all I could say as Angela just smiled at me.

“Don’t worry, babe, now I know your secret. I won’t abuse it, I promise,” was her reply as she reached up and took hold of a handful of my hair and pushed my head back down between her legs.

“Get used to this, babe!” she giggled as she pushed my head down.

That was how it began, the trip that shaped the rest of our lives.
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You Wanted This: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasies Are Brutally Exposed

As Ben sat in the living room, he could feel his heart rate rising second by second. He had just heard his wife Leah turn her key in the door, but tonight was different. Tonight was going to be very different. Leah wasn't the only person about to walk through the door. Leah had brought Carter with her. And this wasn't a social visit. Carter was there for one reason and one reason only. He was there to get his cock inside Leah.

He knew it, Leah knew it, and Ben definitely knew it. But as Carter walked into the living room, Ben's feelings of excitement and arousal suddenly vanished as his feelings of jealousy and insecurity overtook him. Did he really want to go through with it? Did he really want to watch his pretty little wife get on her knees in front of this stranger?

The thing is, Ben didn't really have a choice. A few weeks ago, Leah had discovered his fetish. She had discovered all of his fantasies about her with other men, and she had agreed to explore them.

"You wanted this, babe," was the last thing she said as her lips closed around Carter's big hard cock only a few feet in front of Ben.

But that was only the beginning, and all of Ben's deepest, darkest cuckold fantasies were about to be brutally exposed by Leah.

This Was Your Fantasy: A husband has to face up to the reality of his cuckold fantasy

If you asked me a few weeks ago, I would have said me and Cassie had a great marriage, a really happy, normal, ten-year marriage. We were just an ordinary married couple in our early thirties.

I'm just a normal guy, and my wife Cassie is a normal woman. I think she's pretty, but don't think she's some supermodel who could have any guy she wanted. She's just a normal girl with a big ass and a nice pair of tits. Like I said, we're just your average couple, or at least we were.

And then this happened. I won't bore you with the back story now, but all I will say is the first time I saw my wife's fingers wrapped around his cock I was almost overcome with the range of emotions I felt.

Inadequate because he was a lot thicker than me

Disgusted because that was my wife, and she really should be doing that.

A complete failure because I should have been the one to get her that excited.

And I was turned on beyond belief.

I was so disgusted by what I was seeing I felt like I was about to vomit, but I couldn't hide from the fact I had the biggest erection I'd had in years.

But that's the problem; it should have been my cock, not his. I knew full well it was completely wrong, and I should have put a stop to it, but I didn't. I just let it carry on.

And as her lips wrapped around the head of his big thick cock instead of shouting, stop, all I could think was 'she hasn't done that to me in at least six months.'

There was just one problem. This was actually my idea. This was my fantasy. I brought this upon myself.

First Time Blacked: A Young Wife's First Hotwife Experience Exposes Her Dark Lust

Nothing could prepare me for what I saw next. Sure, up until that point, I loved it. I loved watching Claire get her perky little tits out and tease Sam while he cleaned our pool. And yes, ok, I loved the dirty talk we shared in bed, the fantasy about her and Sam. Yes, it used to turn us both on.

But this was way too far. This had crossed the line ten times over as Claire slid her hands inside his shorts and started to pull them down. As she pulled them down, his cock suddenly sprung into view, and it hit me. This was really happening. My pretty little wife was on her knees in front of the muscular handsome pool guy, and his big black rock hard cock was only inches from her face. I wanted to tell her to stop. The sight of her opening her mouth and moving her head forward sent a chill down my spine.

But the moment nothing can ever prepare you for is the first time she actually touches his cock. As her lips touched the head of his big thick black cock I felt physically sick with jealousy. I never dreamed for a second Claire would actually go through with it. But I watched, frozen to the spot, as her mouth sealed around the head of his cock.

That was my wife with another man's penis in her mouth. Another much longer, much thicker penis. As she started to suck his cock I wanted to throw up. I couldn't believe she was actually doing it. I should have said stop, but I couldn't. I just stood there stroking my cock as she sucked his huge black cock. My jealousy and my arousal were fighting a deep dark battle inside me, and I had no idea which side would win.

That was my wife Claire's First Time Blacked.
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