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Chapter One

A gentle sea breeze rustled through the nearby stands of coconut palms, and filled the air with the fragrance of bougainvillea and hibiscus. Hummingbirds flitted through the dappled sunshine, dodging in front of the white, open-topped Land Rover, that pulled up under the vine-covered lanai at the entrance to the Grand Coral Bay Resort and Spa.

Two muscular Bahamian men stepped up to open the passenger-side door. They wore tight tan shorts and even tighter burgundy tank tops, with the resort’s logo in gold across the chest. The first man opened the door and stepped back, tipping his cap, as the second offered his large hand to the young, auburn-haired woman in the front seat. She placed her delicate, pale hand in his palm as she swung her long legs out of the car. Smoothing down the front of her yellow sundress, she stood on her high wedge sandals and looked around.

“Welcome to The Grand Coral Bay, ma’am,” the man holding her hand said. His deep voice rumbled in the lilting cadence of the Caribbean. He smiled brightly at her before bringing her hand to his lips, and lightly kissing the back of it.

The woman blushed, nearly forgetting herself as she looked at the two powerfully-built doormen towering over her. The bright sunlight defined every bulging muscle under their dark skin. Behind her sunglasses, her eyes travelled over both fabulous bodies, seeing more than just muscles bulging in those tight shorts. Her breath quickened.

“Thank you,” she said. “I’m Karen…um, Karen Delaney, and—”

“Karen, wait for me!”

Fumbling to get out of the rear door of the Rover was a tall, thin man with wispy brown hair, in a blue Oxford shirt, tucked into tan Bermuda shorts, with knee-high white socks under his brown sandals.

“Jeffrey, hurry up,” Karen said, tipping her head down to glare at him over the top of her sunglasses. “Ugh. Why don’t you go check us in. I’m going to look around. Everything on this island is so beautiful. Maybe I’ll find the spa, and see”—she looked deliberately up and down the bodies of the two men—”what packages they have to offer.”

She turned to the doorman who still held her hand. “If you’d be so kind, um…”

“Christopher, ma’am. And it would be my pleasure.” He gave her another of his bright white smiles, and guided her by the hand toward the main entrance. By the time the tinted glass doors slid shut behind them, she had her arm looped through his, and was nearly plastered to his side.

* * * * *

The remaining doorman watched the pair disappear into the hotel with a rueful smile on his face. Taking a deep breath, he moved to the back of the Rover to help the driver unload the couple’s luggage.

Jeffrey adjusted the strap of his camera case over his shoulder, while squinting in the bright sunlight.

“Ah…OK, honey,” he said, long after his wife had gone.

Finished with the luggage, the doorman turned to his guest. “Welcome to The Grand Coral Bay, sir. My name is Damian. You and your wife are checking in?”

“Yes, yes…ah, Jeffrey and Karen Delaney. From Charleston. That’s ah…South Carolina. In, um…the United States”

“Of course, sir,” Damian replied. He painted on his pleasant face. “We’re expecting you. You booked the Ọmụmụ Package.”

“Hmm…yes. Yes I did.” He gave Damian a wink. “We’re here for a week.”

“Excellent, sir,” Damian said. “If you’ll come with me to the front desk, we’ll get you checked in.” He pushed the luggage cart toward the entrance.

Jeffrey opened the tablet case in his hand, and held the screen this way and that, trying to see past the glare. He skipped along behind the doorman. “Excuse me, but is there Wi-Fi here? The brochure said there was free Wi-Fi. I need to check my email…”

* * *

The door flew open and Karen breezed into the suite. Christopher’s large frame filled the doorway as he waited in the hall. She found her husband sitting in a white rattan chair, hunched over his tablet.

“Jeffrey, what are you doing?” she said, staring at the luggage at the foot of the bed. “Haven’t you unpacked us yet?”

“I’m sorry, dear,” he said, not looking up, “but I needed to deal with this email from the office. It looks like Donaldson messed up the depreciation schedules for Albright Manufacturing’s quarterlies, and—”

“And I don’t care, Jeffrey. You know that stuff gives me a headache.” She tugged at one of the heavy designer suitcases, trying to separate it from the pile. “Arrgh, can you…oh, never mind.” She turned to the door and beckoned. “Help me lift this onto the bed, please, Christopher.”

Jeffrey looked up at his wife, as the large hotel employee entered the suite. His eyes flitted back and forth between the two.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I’m off to my massage. I need to change.”

Christopher easily lifted the heavy suitcase onto the bed and stepped back, keeping his eyes on Karen’s tight rear as she unzipped the case and rummaged through it.

“Well…how long is that going to take? I thought we could go to the beach.”

“Later, Jeffrey. Right now I need to relax after that cramped airplane ride. I should only be two, maybe three hours.” She stood up, clutching a tiny, sky blue bikini, and a sheer white beach wrap.

“Well, what am I supposed to do?” Jeffrey said, finally setting aside his tablet.

“You can come with me.”

Jeffrey looked nervous. “Umm, I’m not sure, honey. You know I don’t like strangers touching me. I’ve never really liked massages.”

“You don’t know what you’re missing,” Karen said. She looked around the room. “Why don’t you just go to the beach by yourself? Or, here, look at this brochure that was on the dresser. There’s a self-guided tour of the exciting flora and fauna of Grand Bahama Island. It says here that it takes about three hours, which is just enough time for me to finish at the spa.”

She handed him the colorful brochure then headed for the bathroom to change. She left the door gapped open, and smiled to herself as Christopher took two steps to his left to get a better view.

She pulled her sundress over her head, showing her firm, pale breasts in the mirror. She made a show of lifting one heavy mound and examining some pretend blemish, running her fingers around her fat, pink nipple. She never looked up, but she could feel Christopher’s dark eyes on her flesh as she slowly stripped down her panties. She bent over the counter, playing at checking her makeup, pushing out her firm ass and wagging it slowly from side to side.

She was teasing herself as much as him. Her pussy was tingling, and she could feel her moisture start to flow. She took her time putting on the bikini, spinning around several times to check herself in the mirror. Finally, she touched up her hair, and opened the door. The towering black man didn’t look at her, but she saw the smile that tugged at the corners of his mouth.

Jeffrey was back on his tablet. He looked up as she went to get a pair of sandals from the suitcase. “You know hon, that tour does sound interesting after all. I did a little research online. Did you know that the islands were abandoned for over a hundred years during British rule? The wildlife that developed here is really unique because it wasn’t hunted for so long.” He looked up and gave her a sheepish grin. “OK, I guess I’ll go check it out. Have fun at your massage.”

Karen was already walking out the door, followed by her Bahamian guide.


Chapter Two

Hanging on Christopher’s muscular arm, Karen approached the reception desk at the resort’s spa. A beautiful, athletic woman was behind the counter, wearing a version of the resort’s burgundy tank top that showed a scandalous amount of her smooth brown skin. She smiled brightly at the approaching couple.

“Welcome, Mrs. Delaney,” she said. “Right on time for your massage appointment. I’ll tell Tanice that you’re here.” She disappeared into the back of the spa.

Christopher took her hand and kissed the back of it again, and again, Karen blushed. “I’ll leave you in Naomi’s care, Mrs. Delaney. I’ll see you again, soon.”

He walked away, just as Naomi came back to the desk. Both women watched his tight butt and broad shoulders move down the corridor, until he disappeared around a corner. Karen sighed.

“Tanice is ready for you, ma’am. If you’ll come with me.” Naomi guided her through the spa, past an atrium filled with exotic plants, through an open air court with a pool, and finally, through a door into the massage room.

The first thing Karen noticed was that one entire side of the room was opened on a spectacular beach view. The wooden panels that made up the wall had been folded back, allowing the salt-tinged island air to blow gently through the room. The sturdy, white-draped massage table looked out on a breathtaking scene of waving palms, white sand, and crashing blue waves.

The second thing she noticed was a tall, thin, black woman, wearing tight white shorts and a loose white tee, arranging colorful glass bottles on a small table. When they entered the room, Naomi went straight to the other woman and kissed her on both cheeks. Taking the taller woman by the hand, she led her over to the door.

“Mrs. Delaney, this is Tanice, my cousin, and the best masseuse in the islands.” She ran a hand down Tanice’s arm in a soft caress. “Enjoy your massage.” She left the room, closing the door behind her.

Karen reached out her hand. “Please, it’s Karen.” Tanice’s hand was incredibly soft, but her handshake was surprisingly firm.

The young masseuse smiled. “Fine, Karen,” she said. She pointed to a door behind her, and held out a folded white towel. “You can change in there if you’d like.”

Karen had never been very modest, and something about this island had her feeling wicked. She ignored Tanice’s offer, taking of her beach wrap and laying it on a chair against the wall. Her bikini followed it. Tanice handed her the towel, her eyes scanning up and down Karen’s firm body. The young Southern housewife wasn’t as fit as all of these resort employees, but she took good care of herself. She was proud of her toned legs and rounded ass, her narrow waist, and especially her firm tits. She made sure to give the masseuse a good look before wrapping the towel around her. From the way Tanice’s hard nipples poked through her t-shirt, Karen guessed that she passed inspection.

“Please lie down on your stomach,” the masseuse said.

Karen unwrapped the towel and laid her naked front down on the padded massage table. Her breasts swung beneath her as she settled in, her sensitive nipples dragging over the covering cloth giving away her own excitement. She settled into the soft cushion with a sigh, turning her head on the pillow to watch Tanice prepare.

The tall Bahamian girl had stripped off her shorts and shirt, leaving her in a tiny white bikini. She was lighting a row of scented candles on a small table, and Karen stared, fascinated by the ripple of muscles under the soft, brown skin of her legs and shoulders. It reminded her of Christopher, the way his arms flexed unconsciously during any little activity.

Thoughts of her tall resort guide was getting her damp. She closed her eyes and settled her head in the soft pillow, remembering the warm strength of his arm as her escorted her around the grounds.

She felt the towel sliding down, exposing her back. Warm streaks of oil dripped onto her skin, and the air filled with the scent of lavender. Tanice’s hands slid over her skin, lightly spreading the oil. Then her fingers pressed into Karen’s shoulder blades, making her moan as they worked at her knotted muscles.

“How long are you and your husband staying?” Tanice asked.

“Mmmm…oh, just a week,” Karen said.

“So your time is coming soon then?” Her hands worked their way down Karen’s spine.

“My what?”

“Ahhh…I’m sorry, when I saw that you were here on the Ọmụmụ vacation, I just assumed…”

Karen lifted her head to look back at her masseuse. “Assumed what? What’s the ‘mumu’ vacation?”

“The word is ‘ọmụmụ’ It means fertility in Igbo, one of the old African languages used in the islands.”

“It means what?” Karen lifted herself up with her arms to turn and stare at the Bahamian woman.

“Please, Karen, relax.” Tanice put her hand on the back of Karen’s neck and pressed down gently. “The resort offers a very popular package for couples who are trying to conceive. Mostly it involves creating romantic setups for the pair, and then leaving them alone to…you know.”

Karen let herself be guided back down to the bed. “That little shit,” she muttered.

Tanice started working the hard knots in Karen’s shoulders but didn’t say anything.

“That weasel,” Karen muttered. “He’s pushed me to have kids for two years now. I don’t know why—he doesn’t even like kids. Maybe its because all the other partners at his firm have them, so he needs to keep up.” She shifted a little trying to take some of the weight off her squashed boobs while Tanice was pressing down on her back.

“I mean, I know I want kids. I always have. It’s just that I don’t want them with him.” She tensed up again. “That bastard!” she said through clenched teeth. “So that’s why we dropped everything to come to the Bahamas this week. Leave it up to a goddamn accountant to keep track of my cycle.” She looked over her shoulder at her masseuse. “He knows that I’m ovulating this week, probably even today. He arranged all of this. Arrgh!” She slapped her hands on the table.

Tanice kneaded the back of Karen’s arm, letting her client rant.

“I’ll bet he was going to try something sneaky, too. Like getting me drunk and then sabotaging the condoms.” She kicked one foot against the table’s padding.

She fell silent, lost in her own thoughts. Tanice slid the towel up from the bottom, exposing Karen’s long legs. She poured a trail of warm oil down the back of each thigh, and let her hands go to work, pressing deep into the muscles, working out the tension stroke by stroke.

The hypnotic, repetitive motions calmed Karen down a little. Her breathing got more regular. She snuggled down into the soft cushion, feeling more relaxed as Tanice’s hands worked their magic. The soothing candles, the warm lotion, and the gentle ocean breeze leeching away some of her anger.

“The thing is,” she said, in a more thoughtful tone, “any child that I bring into this world, I want to be perfect. What woman doesn’t want a perfect baby? And that means that the father needs to be as perfect as I can find. Isn’t that funny? I sound like a nature show cliché about the female needing to find the best breeding stock to continue the species.” She fell quiet for a while.

Tanice started working on her firm calf muscles, rubbing the fragrant oil into the smooth skin.

“It’s true, though. And Jeffrey’s not the man to give me my perfect baby. I mean he’s nice enough, I guess, but he just turned out so…” She lifted her head to look over her shoulder. “What do you think, Tanice? What should I do about this? I mean, he tricked me, and I’m pissed. Do you think I should get back at him? Punish him? I really don’t want to get a divorce…not right now at least. But I need to teach him a lesson, don’t you think?”

Tanice gave her a reassuring smile. “I think you should relax, Karen, and let me give you a nice massage. And then, when you’re feeling less tense, you can decide what to do.” She pressed her thumbs into Karen’s calf muscle, working the deep tissues in a circular motion.

Karen was disappointed that Tanice didn’t agree with her, but the more she thought about it, the more she realized that her young masseuse was probably right—no use ruining her day fuming about Jeffrey. She could deal with him later, when she’d had time to think up a suitable punishment.

“Excuse me, Karen,” Tanice said, picking up a towel to wipe her hands, and going to the wall to call someone on the white hotel phone. Karen watched her curiously for a second, then closed her eyes and put her head down, already dreaming up deliciously nasty things to do to Jeffrey.

In a minute Tanice was back. “I called the spa desk and told them that we would need a little more time,” she said. “I can’t let you leave here while you’re so tense.” She smiled at her client, and picked up the bottle of oil from the warmer.

“That’s very nice, thank you,” Karen said. She turned her head so she faced the ocean, and tried to relax. She needed to allow herself to give up control, and let Tanice take charge of her body for a little while.

When she finally settled down, the masseuse started her routine all over again. She moved up to Karen’s neck and placed the heels of her hands on either side of her spine. Her soft hands made slippery circles over the skin. Karen let herself feel every motion; soaking in the warmth, and losing herself in the gentle manipulation of her tense muscles.

Tanice ran her practiced hands over her client’s back, all the way down to the top of her butt, and then back up her sides. Her oily fingertips rubbed the sides of Karen’s squashed breasts, then quickly moved away. Karen tensed slightly when she first felt the contact, but then her face flushed and her breathing got faster.

Tanice’s hands came around again, this time lingering on the sides of Karen’s breasts, molding the soft flesh, and rubbing the oil into the smooth skin. Karen moaned softly, and raised her body up, just a bit, hoping that those wonderful hands would dip lower toward her hardening nipples.

She got her wish on the next pass, when Tanice’s long fingers slid between the cloth and Karen’s skin, and rubbed gently over her hard pink nipples. Karen tried to lift herself higher, to give her lovely masseuse better access, but Tanice pushed her back into the soft padding.

“Relax,” she said. Her voice sounded a little breathier than before. “Just let me take care of you.”

If there was one thing that Karen loved, it was being pampered. So she took the young woman’s advice, and relaxed her body, waiting for whatever came next.

Tanice removed the towel covering Karen’s rear, leaving her client naked on the table. The danger of being exposed to view through the open wall made Karen squirm a little with excitement. She felt warm oil being drizzled onto her lower back, and over the pale, unblemished cheeks of her ass. Then she moaned as Tanice worked the oil into her sensitive skin.

The masseuse’s dark hands ran over her client’s butt, squeezing and pressing on the firm globes. She moved down to Karen’s toned thighs, over her calves, and down to her feet, distributing the soothing, scented oil over every inch of exposed skin. Karen felt fingers pressing into the soles of her feet, and manipulating her toes. She’d never realized how good her feet could feel.

One firm press on the sole of her foot zinged right up her leg and flashed though her clit, making her squirm. Tanice must have noticed her reaction, because more touches followed. Her pussy was wet, and her hips were hunching against the padding, as the talented masseuse got her turned on through just her feet.

Karen was just about to sneak her hand down to rub her clit, when Tanice abandoned her feet and ran her slippery fingers up Karen’s legs. They pressed on her inner thighs as they climbed higher, forcing her legs apart, and exposing her hairless pussy to the cool air. Fingers tickled the soft skin of her legs, but veered off just before they reached their goal, teasing her, and making her moan.

The hands were back on her ass, parting her cheeks, and drawing oily lines up and down her crease, gliding lightly over the crinkled hole at the center. Karen pushed back, looking for more, but again, Tanice’s firm touch pressed her back into the cushion. She continued rubbing and caressing Karen’s skin, roaming over her ass and down her legs, coming closer each time to her client’s needy pussy without ever quite touching it.

Karen was getting desperate. She hadn’t cum in days. “Please,” she moaned.

Tanice took pity on her, and ran a fingertip right up the center of her pussy, parting the wet lips and gliding through the slick crease. Karen buried her face in the pillow and moaned. Her hips bucked on the table, as Tanice added more fingers to work at her slick folds. She rubbed all around the pink lips, spreading Karen’s wetness on her skin, mixing it with the scented oil to get everything nice and slippery.

Karen was in heaven. She hadn’t enjoyed a woman’s touch in years; since before Jeffrey. She yelped as two fingers entered her, sending sparks through her pussy. She’d needed something inside her, even if it wasn’t the type of thing she really wanted. She closed her eyes and snuggled into the pillow, imagining Christopher behind her, pushing his large, dark cock into her, pumping in and out of her tight pussy. She rocked her hips to meet Tanice’s thrusts, clenching her wet channel around the girl’s fingers.

She lifted her head off the pillow. “More,” she managed to moan out, then put her head back down. Christopher’s cock had to be bigger than just two fingers. Tanice obliged by adding a third, stretching Karen’s hole like she wanted. She needed to feel it, in order to make it real in her mind. Behind her closed eyes, she could see his arms bulging as he loomed over her. The wild look on his face, and the tension in his neck as he thrust himself into her needy pussy. He was hitting all the right spots inside her, and when he started rubbing his thumb over her oily clit, she started climbing toward one hell of an orgasm.

Just as she was about to cum, though, Christopher’s big cock pulled out of her. Karen whimpered in frustration. Of course she knew it wasn’t really him. It was Tanice, and her magic fingers. But where did she go? She lifted her hips off the table, thrusting her ass up and back to find those delightful hands, to try to get back to that wonderful place.

Suddenly, the hands were back. She sighed and let her body sink down into the cushion, parting her legs as far as she could on the narrow table. She nuzzled her face in the pillow, waiting for Tanice to get her fingers back where they belonged.

She felt slick hands rubbing her ass, but something was wrong. These weren’t Tanice’s soft, long-fingered, masseuse’s hands. These were large, and rough, and strong. They were a man’s hands, she was sure. This wasn’t just her fantasy playing tricks on her mind, those hands were real, but who…?

She looked over her shoulder and saw a smiling Christopher standing next to her massage table, running his huge, dark hands over the pale skin of her ass.

“What the…?” she said, trying to roll off the table. Christopher latched onto her hips and held her in place.

“It’s OK, Karen.” Tanice’s voice came from the other side of the table. Karen whipped her head around to see her sexy masseuse had removed her white bikini, and was rubbing herself with oil, coating her firm breasts, and running a hand down her stomach into her dark crease.

Her head whipsawed back to look at Christopher again. The muscular giant grinned at her, and moved his hands down her thighs, gliding over the sensitive skin near her pussy. “I told you I would see you soon,” he said.

Karen was stunned. She was caught between her surprise at Christopher’s sudden appearance, her shock at feeling his hands on her body, and her excitement at…feeling his hands on her body. The beautiful, muscular black man that she had been dreaming about from the moment that he left, was now here next to her, running his slippery hands over her flesh. But why was this happening?

Tanice came around the table, and wrapped her slim, oiled arms around Christopher from behind. Her hands ran up his firm stomach and over his bulging chest. She peeked over his shoulder and smiled at Karen. “I see you’ve met my husband,” she said.

Karen felt jealousy rising in her, when her naked masseuse threw herself at her handsome escort. But then Tanice’s words sank in. “Your husband?”

Christopher nodded, never removing his hands from Karen’s backside. He teased close to her pussy now, rubbing his thick fingers in the hollows of her thighs.

“Yes,” Tanice said, moving around to Christopher’s front. Ducking under his moving arms, she stood on her toes to give him a kiss.

Karen stared at the tight muscles in Tanice’s calves and ass as they tensed under her dark skin. She tore her eyes away to look back up at their faces. “What’s going on here?”

“Tanice told me how angry you were,” he said in his deep, rumbling voice. “About what your husband did. She thought that I could help you feel better.” Just as he finished speaking, he ran a bold finger right up the center of her slit.

Karen gasped as electricity shot through her pussy. She hunched back at him, feeling his thick finger push into her. It felt so wonderful to have him inside her at last, although a finger was a poor substitute for what she’d been dreaming about. She watched the husband and wife kissing passionately, wishing it was her in place of the tall island girl.

The naked masseuse dropped to her knees, and attacked the front of her husband’s shorts. Karen’s eyes widened, and she gave an extra loud gasp when Tanice tugged them down to reveal his hardening cock. It was beautiful. Long, and thick, and dark, and…powerful. When Tanice stuck out her pink tongue to lick a drop of fluid off the tip, it was all that Karen could do not to jump off the table and join her.

Christopher kept her pinned to the table with one large hand in the small of her back, while he added a second finger to her overheating channel. She groaned as her entrance stretched around the extra width, but her eyes never left Christopher’s hard dick. Tanice licked her way up and down his length. When she opened her mouth to take in the broad head, her husband grunted, and drove his fingers deeper into Karen.

“Oh, god, please, let me…” She tried to get up again, but Christopher’s strong arms kept her pinned. She needed to touch that beautiful cock; to get it in her hands, her mouth, her pussy, anywhere she could wrap herself around it and squeeze it tight.

Tanice was bobbing her head now, taking him as deep as she could. He touched his wife’s face—running his fingers along her cheek and down her neck—in such a loving way that Karen nearly came on his driving fingers. God, if only she had a man who would touch her like that.

Tanice released Christopher’s cock with a loud pop, and stood up, giving her husband a quick kiss. She came around the front of the table, and Karen was torn between watching her graceful body, and staring at Christopher’s bobbing hardness. The decision was made for her, when Tanice wrapped a hand in her auburn hair, and tugged her head up to give her a kiss.

Karen moaned as the other girl’s tongue invaded her mouth, and she tasted the salty, earthy flavor of Christopher’s flesh. She closed her eyes and kissed Tanice back. Their tongues dueled in her mouth. She whined when she felt the fingers inside her pulling back, and the comforting weight of Christopher’s hand move away from her butt. Tanice tightened her grip in Karen’s hair, and wouldn’t let her turn her head.

She broke their kiss to look into her client’s eyes. “You relax now, Karen, and let my Christopher help you with your problem,” she said. “You want the perfect man? You want a baby you can be proud of? You lie down here and relax, and we’ll give you both.” Before Karen could say anything in response, Tanice kissed her again.

Karen moaned into the black woman’s mouth in anticipation. A baby she could be proud of? That’s what Tanice had said. A baby made by Christopher…her perfect man. She was about to get everything she’d been fantasizing about since she arrived at the resort.

Her legs were shaking as she felt the massage table shift under a new weight. Christopher’s knees were beside her hips, the warm skin of his calves making contact all the way down her thighs. His weight settled onto the backs of her legs. She tried to spread her legs wider, but the narrow table wouldn’t allow it.

She felt it then, his beautiful, monstrous cock, sliding between her cheeks. His hands came down on the table as he leaned over her. She felt the leaking head of his erection pulling back, until it settled in the oily junction of her thighs. The broad head pushed forward, parting her soft flesh, and nestling in her wet entrance. She felt herself spreading open, stretching more than she thought possible, and then he was in.

She screamed into Tanice’s mouth. She clawed handfuls of white sheet. Her hips bucked up, driving him even deeper into her as she came hard. The build up had been so intense, that just the fact of Christopher’s wonderful cock finally being inside her put her over the edge. As her body trembled, her new lover pushed himself deeper and deeper into her clenching channel, pinning her to the table with his hips. He held still then, giving her his weight, and his warmth, and the stretched fullness in her pussy, while she rode the tremors of her orgasm.

They’d barely done anything so far, and yet Karen had cum harder than ever before. Her legs shook, and she panted into Tanice’s open mouth. She loved this, being held down and pleasured by these two.

The decision was easy. As her breathing calmed, she pulled away from Tanice, buried her face in the pillow, and grabbed the top of the massage table to hold on. She was going to follow their instructions and “relax.” She was going to lay here, pinned to the table, and let Christopher fuck her from behind, until he came in her fertile womb.

She moaned into the pillow as Christopher started moving inside her, pumping his thick cock deep, opening her and filling her. She could feel his length pressing in, finding her cervix and kissing it gently with his tip before backing away. She’d never felt so stretched before, certainly not by Jeffrey’s tiny cock.

If only Jeffrey could see her at this moment; his beautiful wife, stretched out naked, mounted by a muscular black man, waiting eagerly to be filled with his seed. That would certainly teach him a lesson for trying to trick her. Thoughts of her husband’s reaction nine months from now had her smiling into the pillow, and pushing her hips back against Christopher’s strong thrusts.

She concentrated now on finishing what she started. She needed Christopher to do his part and flood her channel with cum. To help him, she clenched her inner muscles, trying to give him the tightest grip possible. At first, her efforts backfired, because her constricting pussy put more of her sensitive flesh in contact with his, sending sparks of sensation streaming through her nerves. She moaned and released her grip, as the pleasure broke her concentration.

Eventually though, she found her rhythm. At the top of each thrust of his warm, filling cock—when it was as deep inside her as their bodies could manage—she squeezed hard, bearing down on the solid shaft, straining to keep it from escaping her slippery grip. The increase in friction made him gasp and made her moan.

She dedicated all of her efforts to milking his cock, to getting his cream deep inside her. She wasn’t worried about her own enjoyment any more. She’d made a silent bargain earlier, to give up control of her body to Tanice in return for pleasure. She’d been happy to make that deal, since the pleasure helped soothe the sting of Jeffrey’s betrayal. Now, a different dynamic was in effect; a new bargain had been struck.

She may not have control of her limbs at the moment, pinned beneath the comforting weight of Christopher’s body, but she wasn’t surrendering her power any more. She would help him get his pleasure, and he would help fulfill her dream of having a child.

That didn’t mean she’d given up all sensation—the rough pounding of Christopher’s hips into her ass, the driving pole of his magnificent cock spreading the sensitive walls of her pussy, the ache when he left her, and the elation when he burst in again—she felt everything stronger, and more intensely than she ever had, with any of her previous lovers. But in her mind, she had martyred her pleasure to her purpose, and all of those incredible sensations were pushed to the side to concentrate on getting her womb filled with sperm.

Luckily, Tanice didn’t know anything about Karen’s internal bargains. She stepped back to watch her husband spear her client’s pale body with his dark cock, getting her own pleasure by fingering her smooth, oiled pussy. She moved to the foot of the table, to see Christopher’s tight ass and swinging balls as he fucked his latest tourist conquest.

She knew her husband’s expressions, and she could tell that he was close to putting a dark baby into the lovely Karen Delaney. Tanice smiled as she poured warm, lavender-scented oil onto her hand, and shoved it between Karen’s thighs on a straight line to the other woman’s clit.

Karen’s concentration on getting pregnant was broken by a bolt of lightning through her body. Warm fingers swirled over her erect clit, waking up a part of her that had been neglected since they began. She hadn’t been allowed to touch it earlier, but someone was definitely touching it now. Someone who knew exactly where to rub, where to press, and where to lightly pinch.

Jarred out of her obsessed state, Karen experiencing everything with a new sensitivity: the warmth of Christopher’s skin, the cool air streaming through the open wall and blowing through her hair, the delicate floral scent of the massage oil, and the raw smells of sweat and sex. Deep grunts and squeaking table joints provided bass notes for her muffled, high-pitched screams as Tanice found her sweet spot, and sent her spiraling upward.

“Unnngh. Oh, god yes. Oh…yes!” She lifted her head from the pillow and cried out, when the relentless stretching of Christopher’s cock and the flickering fingers on her clit took her over the edge for the second time that afternoon.

She bit down on the pillow, as she pumped her ass backward, locking it to Christopher’s rhythm, following all of his motions as her pussy spasmed around him.

Tanice kept her fingers working on Karen’s button while her other oily hand started fondling Christopher’s balls. Getting him to cum while Karen still shook with her orgasm was a sure way to get her pregnant.

“Ah, yes, beautiful,” Christopher said, smiling at his wife. His strokes got shorter, and faster, until suddenly he buried himself deep and held there. He appeared frozen in place, but Tanice could feel the pulsing in his balls as he emptied himself inside this gorgeous white woman.

Karen could hardly think during her climax, but she heard Christopher say something, and then he froze with his amazing cock buried deep inside her, pressed right up against her cervix. She felt him pulsing. It was happening. She was being impregnated by this muscular black man. She thought she would be scared when it finally happened, but she was as happy as she could ever remember.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you…” she babbled.

She felt Christopher moving back, off her hips. His shrinking cock left her, and she groaned in disappointment.

She’d made her decision when Christopher had first arrived, and now that she’d gone though with it, she felt wonderful, fulfilled. She was going to love being pregnant, and being a mother. All of her stress drained out of her, and she melted into the cushion, feeling like she was sinking through to the floor.

Her eyes were starting to droop when large, strong hands rolled her over on her back. Her tits were exposed to the cool air for the first time, and her nipples crinkled up in response. Christopher got his arms under her, and lifted her easily off the table. She snuggled up to his broad chest. She felt like she was made of rubber, without a single bone left in her body. She closed her eyes and listened to his soothing heartbeat.

Tanice quickly swapped out the wet, cum-stained linens for soft, dry towels. She flipped some switches at the side of the table, and the bottom half of it raised up at an angle. When Christopher lowered Karen back down, her legs were up high, and her pelvis was tilted back, keeping everything where it belonged.

Karen sank into the fluffy towels with a sigh, and turned her face toward the open wall and the calm breeze. Tanice draped a sheet over her naked body, gave her a kiss, and taking her husband’s hand, headed for the door. Karen drifted off to sleep, listening to the soothing crash of the ocean waves.


Chapter Three

Karen kicked her leg as she sat on the high bar stool, dangling her sandal from her toes. She smoothed her green and white sundress over her legs as she looked around. The outdoor bar was more tastefully decorated than she’d expected. The colorful Caribbean palette was still in evidence, but mostly done as accents. And not a palm frond in sight. She closed her eyes and listened to the distant sound of the waves, her mind drifting back to Christopher and the massage studio.

Her nipples hardened, and her pussy started getting damp as she relived the last three hours. It was too bad she was in public; she really wanted to touch herself right now. Most of the tables were empty, but two couples were sitting in the dining area, talking loudly about the New York financial markets. The two men sounded so much like Jeffrey that Karen almost threw her glass at them to get them to shut up. She felt so happy and relaxed right now, she didn’t want anything to remind her of that other part of her life.

As if on cue, Jeffrey walked into the bar. He’d changed into a loud Hawaiian shirt and turquoise shorts. His thinning brown hair stuck up on top where he’d tried to comb it over and failed. He smiled as he saw her at the bar, and wove through the tables to get to her. Giving her a peck on the cheek, he pulled up a stool.

“I got your note,” he said, looking around. “Does this place look any good? I really thought we would just order room service tonight, maybe get a nice bottle of wine and relax.” She knew his plans now, and the smile he gave her made her so furious that she almost slapped his smug face and walked away. She restrained herself though, so she wouldn’t ruin her surprise.

“Hmmm. I guess we could. But it’s so nice outside, listening to the ocean, feeling the breeze. I didn’t want to be cooped up in a stuffy room.” While she spoke a man came out of the back room and approached them from behind the bar. “Besides,” Karen said, talking a little louder to include the new arrival, “you meet the most interesting people when you go outside.” She spun her stool around to face the bar. “Jeffrey, this is Alexander.”

Jeffrey looked over, finally noticing the man behind the counter. He was tall, and very thin, dressed in a loose burgundy button-up shirt with the Coral Bay logo on the breast. He also had the longest, wildest dreadlocks that Jeffrey had ever seen. Piles of twisted hair, shot through with bright ribbons and occasional beads, was gathered behind his head, falling nearly to the floor. Alexander smiled at them.

“How do you do Mr. Delaney,” he said, with a barely noticeable Bahamian lilt. He wiped the bar in front of Jeffrey and set down a napkin. “You have a fascinating wife. We’ve been having a most interesting conversation.”

Jeffrey looked over at Karen, who blushed. “Oh, come on Alexander,” she said. “The only fascinating person here is you.” She turned to her husband. “Jeffrey, Alexander is an Obeah Man. They’re like the witch doctors of the islands.” She put her hand over her mouth. “Oops. Alexander, I’m sorry. Was that rude, to call you a witch doctor? I just didn’t know how else to describe it.”

The bartender laughed loudly. “Well, my lovely lady, I’ve been called much worse,” he said. “Obeah is a hard thing for many people to understand. I like to say that I am a scholar, and a keeper of the old ways.” He winked at Jeffrey. “Although I have been known to cast a spell or two.”

“You see!” Karen squealed, clapping her hands. “He’s a magician, Jeffrey. Like voodoo stuff, right?”

“No, my dear. Obeah is not voodoo. That’s a mistake that many people make. I am not a priest, although I do call on the spirits. Mostly though, I study the natural order of things, and try to use what I learn to help others.”

“Does that tie in to bartending in some way?” Jeffrey asked.

“Jeffrey!” Karen said, slapping him on the shoulder. “I’m surprised at you. You have to learn to respect other cultures. Not everyone worships money like you do.” She gave him pout.

“Yes, yes. OK. I apologize. I’m sorry, Alexander. Karen, can we get out of here please? Let’s go back to the room and order in. I’d like to spend some quality time with my wife while we’re on vacation.” He gave her a smile that was supposed to be endearing, but knowing what she did, it made Karen’s stomach turn.

She ignored him and turned back to the bartender. “Alexander, tell Jeffrey what you told me earlier, about the potion.” She turned to Jeffrey. “He’s got a secret potion that can help us with our…what was it…our mumu situation?”

Alexander laughed again. “Ah, yes, the ọmụmụ ‘situation.’” He looked pointedly at Jeffrey, who had turned bright red at the word.

“You…you know about the resort package?” he said.

Karen plastered on a fake smile. “Of course, darling. Did you think you could hide it from me?”

“Well…and?”

“And I think it’s sweet,” she said. “I know we’ve talked for a while about starting a family, but the time never seemed right. Now that we’re here though, maybe we should just forget about timing and jump into it with both feet.”

“You…you really think that?” he asked.

Karen nodded. “And you know, now is the perfect time. I’m right in the middle of my cycle.”

Jeffrey grinned. “Yes, I know!” He suddenly looked guilty for revealing so much. “Um, honey, don’t you think this is something we should talk about in private?”

“Oh, come on, Jeffrey. Alexander tells me that he has something—real Obeah magic—that’s supposed to help in situations like ours. Tell him Alexander.”

“No, no, no, my dear. It’s not magic. It’s a potion. A very potent potion. It lets you talk with the spirits of the islands, especially the spirits of fertility.”

“Wow! That sounds awesome. Do you have any? How often do I take it? What’s it like talking with the spirits? Are they nice? I don’t want any scary spirits talking to me.” She put on her most vapid expression, watching Jeffrey out of the corner of her eye.

“Ahh, slow down, slow down,” Alexander said. “The very first thing, is that the potion is not for you my dear.” He looked at Jeffrey. “The spirits that it summons are the spirits of power, of virility. It is for the real men, only.”

“Ha,” Jeffrey barked. “Are you serious? Karen, tell me that he isn’t serious, that you don’t actually believe any of this…this…magic hoodoo, or voodoo, or whatever.” He grabbed her hand. “Come on, we should get back to the room.”

She tugged her hand out of his grip. “Jeffrey Delaney, don’t you talk to me like that! And don’t you insult other cultures, either! We’re guests here on this island, and I, for one, am fascinated by everything I’m learning. If you’re going to act like a spoiled, prejudiced…baby, you can go back to the room alone. I’m sure I can find somewhere else to sleep.”

Jeffrey looked stunned. He stood there, gazing back and forth between his wife, and the dreadlocked bartender. Finally, he snapped out of it. “Karen, honey, I’m sorry that I talked that way. I must be tired from the long trip. Maybe I should have gone for a massage with you after all.” He smiled sheepishly. “And I’m sorry about what I said about the…magic stuff. Alexander, forgive me for being rude. I didn’t mean to insult you or your beliefs.”

Karen put on her stubborn face.

“Honey,” he continued desperately, taking her hands, “there’s no need for you to leave. Let me make it up to you. I’ll prove that I’m not prejudiced in any way. If you want me to try Alexander’s so-called potion, then I will. For you, honey. For us.” The look he gave Karen was so pleading, so puppy-dog sad, that she almost burst into laughter. Instead, she played her part.

She got up off her stool and hugged Jeffrey. “Oh, baby, I love you,” she said. “But you don’t have to use the Obeah potion if you don’t want to.” She leaned back to look him in the eye. “I’ll understand.” The look she gave him said that she definitely would not understand, and for once, Jeffrey got the hint.

“No, no, Karen. I insist. If we’re going to start a family, we should get all the help we can.” He smiled and patted the back of her hand. He turned to Alexander. “Well. I’m sure you heard all that. The question now is, do you have your potion on you, and how much will it cost me?”

Alexander reached under the bar and brought out a small blue bottle. “The spirits do not want your money, Mr. Delaney,” he said.

Karen clung to Jeffrey’s arm and propped her chin on his shoulder to watch as her husband took the bottle from the Obeah Man.

“So, what happens exactly when these…spirits appear?” Jeffrey asked.

“Oh, well that depends on the man who sees them,” Alexander said. “They are spirits of male power. If you can control them, they will help you make strong, beautiful children. If you cannot, they can become…unpredictable. I suggest you mix the potion with rum, to give you strength when you face them.”

“Rum? Hmmm. Would it maybe work with red wine?”

Karen saw Alexander’s incredulous face, and worried that he would break character, but he managed to hold it together.

“The spirits belong to the islands, Mr. Delaney, I’m almost sure they prefer rum.”

Jeffrey shrugged. “OK. What about side effects?”

“Jeffrey!”

“Well, I want to know Karen. I mean, is this going to have any long term effects? You can’t be too careful with stuff that hasn’t been tested.”

“Ah, but it has been tested, Mr. Delaney, for hundreds of years. The only effect, other than the visions, is an increased…ah, potency. I would not plan on getting much sleep tonight.” He laughed loudly, and Karen chimed in with a giggle.

“That sounds like fun, baby. I can’t wait.” She tugged at his arm. “Maybe we should skip dinner, and get right to dessert, what do you say?”

Jeffrey seemed surprised at Karen actually offering to have sex, but he recovered quickly. “Yes. Yes. That sounds great, hon.” He stood up and threw twenty dollars on the bar, then grabbed Karen’s hand and practically yanked her toward the elevators.

* * * * *

“I’m going to clean up quickly and put on something more…fun,” Karen said. “You go ahead and try Alexander’s potion. There should be some rum in the mini-bar.”

“Are you kidding?” Jeffrey said. “Do you know how much they charge for that? Hotel mini-bars are one of the biggest rip—” He caught himself. He’d seen the tiny piece of lingerie that Karen had taken to the bathroom. “Yes, honey,” he called out.

Fifteen minutes later, Karen emerged from the bathroom in a dark green teddy, complete with garter, stockings, five inch heels, and a matching choker around her neck. She’d only brought this outfit with her to tease Jeffrey, never actually intending to wear it, but now she was glad that her husband had suggested packing “something slinky.” Her hair was loose and brushed to a reddish-brown glow. She’d put on some light makeup, but since she anticipated a lot of sweaty activity, she kept it to a minimum.

She peeked around the corner to see what state Jeffrey was in. She hadn’t dressed for him, and she wasn’t about to reward his bad behavior by letting him see her like this.

Jeffrey was a planner, that’s for sure. The lights in the suite were dimmed, and at least a dozen candles were burning on tabletops and shelves around the room. The air smelled like vanilla and sandalwood. Soft jazz came from a pair of wireless speakers sitting next to his tablet.

Her husband was in the sitting area of their suite, leaning back in a white rattan chair. He’d taken off the loud Hawaiian shirt, but left on his white undershirt and shorts. His eyes were open, but he wasn’t moving. On the end table next to him was the blue bottle from Alexander, two empty mini-bottles of rum, and a glass tumbler. His face was blank, but his lips were moving slightly.

Karen hugged the edges of the room, trying to stay out of his line of sight. When she got close, she saw that the Obeah Man’s potion bottle was empty. Jeffrey was mumbling incoherently to himself. When she placed a tentative hand on his arm, he didn’t move a muscle.

Good. She was still pissed at him. It was too bad that she couldn’t yell at him while he was incapacitated, but Alexander’s warnings had been clear. Jeffrey was still awake, and still aware. His muscles were frozen, but he could still process what went on around him. He would experience everything, though, through a haze of rampant hallucination. Alexander had said it was “like ten bad acid trips.”

So instead of yelling at him, Karen decided to tease him, to see how he liked her outfit through the drug’s effects. She stepped in front of him and started dancing; running her hands over her body, and swinging her hips in time with a song that popped into her head.

She had no idea how to give a lap dance, or even what one looked like, having never been to a strip club in her life, but she did her best interpretation. She turned around and bent over, grinding her ass in the air, and showing him the thong back of her teddy splitting her firm cheeks. She spun back to face him, cupping her tits through the lace cups of her lingerie.

She wasn’t going to actually strip for him. The outfit she’d put on wasn’t meant for her to take off. That was a job for someone else.

The whole time she danced, Jeffrey’s eyes tracked her, and his mumbling got louder, but he never moved. She was just bending over to shake her creamy tits in his face, when there was a loud knock at the door.

Jeffrey’s eyes flickered around the room at the noise.

Karen stood up and strutted to the door. “Get ready, Jeffrey,” she called over her shoulder, “the spirits are here.”


Chapter Four

She flung the door open, standing proudly in her revealing lingerie. In the hall, Christopher and Damian stood waiting, still in their work clothes. They grinned at her and followed her inside. In the entryway, Christopher reached into a bag and brought out two bundles. They looked like ordinary bed sheets, one in royal purple, the other in bright green. Each man took a sheet and draped it over himself.

Karen stifled a giggle, then turned and ran into the room. “Jeffrey! The spirits are here! They’ve come for me! You have to take control of them—only a real man can stop them. Quickly, before they break free and ravish me!” She was on the brink of bursting out laughing at their little charade, but her two years of high school drama paid off, and she stayed in character.

Jeffrey’s eyes got big, but he stayed in place. Christopher and Damian came in, flapping their sheets, and surrounded Karen.

“I am the Spirit of Fertility!” Damian said in a booming voice.

“I am a god of the Islands, come to make you mine!” said Christopher.

Both men were grinning like idiots, and Karen had to shush them before they laughed.

Surrounded by the colored cloth, out of Jeffrey’s view, Karen ran a hand up and down the bulges in the front of both men’s shorts. “Oh, god, Jeffrey!” she cried out. “Help me! The spirits are becoming human! They want to take me!”

Both men threw off their sheets, dropping all hint of acting at that point, and closed in on their white prey. Christopher leaned down to kiss her, while Damian stepped up behind her and fondled her ass. She melted against Christopher’s solid body, wrapping her arms around his neck, while his friend moved her hair to the side and kissed the sensitive flesh behind her ear.

She was surrounded by dark flesh; the hard bodies of her two fertility spirits pressing into her from both sides made her feel very small and helpless. Damian’s hand brushed the strap off her shoulder, and Christopher’s large hand cupped her exposed breast. She moaned into his mouth as he pinched her hardening nipple between his fingers.

Warm skin pressed on her back, and she knew that Damian had taken off his shirt. She fumbled for the hem of Christopher’s tank top, and lifted it up his body. He raised his arms to take it off, and she took the opportunity to kiss at his tiny brown nipples. She ran her hands down his taut abdomen, to his belt, and struggled to unfasten it.

Someone spun her around, and suddenly she was kissing Damian, sucking on his tongue as it forced its way into her mouth. He tasted different than her Christopher, and the realization that there were two men here, who were going to use her body, made her already-wet pussy flood with desire.

Christopher pushed the top of her teddy down to her waist, and cupped both of her tits from behind. Damian ran his hand down her lace-covered belly, and pressed his fingers into the damp cloth over her mound. He pulled aside the thin strip and Karen gasped into his mouth as his thick finger found her entrance.

Christopher’s hands left her tits. She heard his zipper, and a rustle of cloth, and then his magnificent cock was pressed against her ass, nestled in the cleft between her cheeks. She reached behind her and took hold of it, rubbing the soft skin up and down over the hard shaft. His hands came back around her chest, pinching her nipples while she stroked him.

Damian pulled down his shorts as well, and Karen’s other hand reached for him. The cock she found was just as big, and hard, and warm as Christopher’s, and her mind flooded with images of what they were going to do to her.

With a hard shaft in each hand, she turned until she faced the seated Jeffrey. She had no idea what was going through his mind at the moment—how the powerful hallucinogens were affecting him—but she wanted to see him as she went to her knees on the soft carpet. Both men stepped forward until their cocks were right in front of her face, her pale hands looking so tiny against their dark poles.

“Oh, god Jeffrey, it’s too late!” she said. “They’ve got me in their power. I’m so sorry, honey, I just can’t help myself.”

Locking eyes with her husband, she stuck out her pink tongue and licked a drop of fluid from the tip of Damian’s cock. He groaned, and the hard shaft twitched in her hand. Her eyes left Jeffrey to look up at Christopher as she repeated the same action. His handsome face smiled down at her, and her pussy tingled. She ran her tongue from his tip to the base and back again, then switched targets, and kissed the broad head of Damian’s cock.

She looked up into this other man’s eyes now, at his handsome face, his strong jaw, his powerful chest. He was as beautiful, in his own way, as her Christopher. When they’d arrived at the resort this morning, if Damian had been the one to offer his hand first, would he be the one she wanted breeding her, instead of Christopher?

The way she felt now, she was just happy to have two big cocks to play with, and two strong men to use her body. She parted her lips and took the head of Damian’s dick into her mouth. He thrust his hips, driving himself deeper, making her open wide. She moaned at the way he took her.

A hand wrapped in her hair and pushed her head forward, forcing her to suck in even more. Just when she was about to gag, the hand pulled back. She panted, as a line of spit ran out of the corner of her mouth. She didn’t have long to recover before Christopher pressed his cock to her lips, and she opened to take him inside. Her tongue ran over every ridge of skin as she savored his taste; earthier and less salty than Damian, but just as wonderful.

While she sucked on Christopher, Damian rubbed his cock over her face, painting her cheeks with the fluid leaking from the tip. He got closer and closer to her full mouth, and before she knew what was happening, he tried to push it between her lips as well. There was no way her tiny mouth could take both monster cocks. She backed off from Christopher, then held both dicks in front of her and licked them at the same time. The two men seemed to have no problem with their cocks touching, so she bundled them together in her small hands and stroked both shafts while she kissed and licked at the side-by-side heads.

Eventually the men pulled back from her mouth. Each one grabbed under one of her arms and together they lifted her to her feet. Damian leaned in to kiss her. She stroked his wet shaft, as Christopher unclipped her stockings from the garter and pulled the teddy down to the floor. She felt his lips on her ass, and a finger played over her bare pussy. She stepped out of the crumpled teddy, her legs shaking as they led her to the bed.

She had a suspicion that these two friends had shared a woman before, because they moved with the precision of an acrobatic team. Damian stretched out on the bed, pointing his cock at the ceiling. Christopher took Karen by the waist and lifted her easily, setting her on the bed so that she straddled the other man’s legs, facing his feet. He pulled down on her hips, forcing her lower, until Damian’s cockhead was nestled between her soaked lips, nudging into her opening. She bit her lower lip. and made a sound between a moan and a whimper.

She slowly sank down, taking this brand new cock inside her, inch by inch. She loved the feeling when these big Bahamian dicks entered her for the first time. She’d never been stretched so much by a cock in her life. That first penetration was just delicious, when the nerves in her pussy woke up to the sudden invasion of all that hard flesh. She tingled with nervous excitement, wondering if this thick ebony dick was simply too much for her small pussy.

But then it was in, parting her inner flesh and filling her belly. Her pale butt splayed out on Damian’s hips, as her swollen lips met the soft hairs at the base of his cock. She rocked her hips on top of him, getting his dick to touch all of those hidden places inside her. Her clit was exposed by the intense stretching of her entrance, and she ground it into him as she let out a loud groan. Her hands slid up to her breasts, and she pinched her pink nipples hard. The little shock of pain running through her nerves made all of her other feelings even more intense.

She wasn’t allowed to just sit on Damian for long. His big hands wrapped around her waist, and he lifted her up. She got her legs under her, and, aided by Damian’s strong arms, started fucking herself on his hard cock. She flexed her toned thighs, lifting and dropping her body on his spike, feeling her lubricated channel filling and emptying in a steady rhythm.

A dark shadow moved in front of her, and she looked up to see that Christopher had joined them on the bed. He stood, legs wide, pointing his stiff cock at Karen’s face. She got the hint immediately, reaching out to circle the shaft with her hand. She pumped him slowly as he shuffled closer, until she could lean forward and lick the drooling tip, tasting the salty fluid leaking from the tiny hole.

Damian lifted her up, until just the tip of his cock was surrounded by her warmth. Holding her there, he drove his hips up from the bed, taking over the task of fucking her. Now, with her head no longer bobbing about, Christopher took another shuffling step forward and drove the broad head of his black dick into her mouth.

Wrapped around Bahamian cocks from both ends now, Karen moaned in pleasure. Her pussy clenched around Damian’s driving pole, and her mouth was filled with the warmth and flavor of Christopher’s cock. Her hand snuck down to her bald pussy, her teasing fingertips rubbing quickly over her exposed clit.

She ran her fingers further down to where Damian disappeared into her, touching everywhere, using her fingertips to paint a picture in her mind. She imagined seeing her stretched pink lips, slick with her dripping juices, and the bumpy, veined hardness of his invading black cock, driving into her like a fleshy machine.

Christopher cupped her head in his huge hands, keeping the open target of her mouth in the proper place. He drove in and out slowly, not rough at all, but deliberate, implacable. He was going to fuck her mouth while her pussy was busy, and there was nothing she could do about. Fortunately for her, she loved it, being used like this. None of her other lovers had ever been strong enough to take what they wanted from her body. Now that she had found two strong men, she was happy to let them have anything. Especially her darling Christopher.

She knew that the muscular Bahamian man didn’t belong to her, but in her mind, she belonged to him. He was going to give her a baby. A perfect baby. So while her pussy and her mouth, and even…yes, she decided, even her ass, was available to both of these powerful men, her womb belonged only to her Christopher. She would only allow his seed inside her fertile pussy.

She made her decision just in time, because Damian was ready to explode; she could feel it in his erratic thrusts and hear it in his ragged breathing. Karen pulled her mouth off from Christopher’s cock, and rolled her body to the side, dragging Damian’s length out of her. She scrambled to her knees on the bed, and lowered her head to his shiny-wet pole. She tasted her own musky juices, as her tongue snaked out to wrap around the tip. Her hand circled the base, squeezing tight, and pumping rapidly.

Damian figured out what she was up to, and drove up to meet her red lips with his straining cock. He moaned as she swallowed as much as she could. Her lips stretched tight around his girth. He grabbed a handful of her auburn hair, and held her in place as he thrust into her warm mouth.

She had both hands on his shaft now, gripping hard as she pumped him. His cock pulsed on her tongue, and she heard his low moan. She was entirely focused on bringing Damian to his climax, which was why she yelped in surprise when rough hands locked on her hips, and a fat cockhead parted the lips of her pussy.

Just as Damian twitched and started pumping thick, salty cum into her mouth, Christopher lined up his shaft and speared straight into her wet cunt from behind. Her head jerked up as she cried out, and escaping jets of pearly cum splashed her cheek and tangled in her hair.

She quickly recovered the spurting tip of Damian’s cock, and captured the rest of his huge load. The pungent taste and slippery texture of cum flooded her mouth, and she swirled her tongue around the head of his dick to savor it all. It was another first for her; she had never let a man cum in her mouth before. Her new lovers were freeing her mind when it came to sex—nothing seemed taboo any more. Without a second thought, she swallowed all of Damian’s gift.

Christopher was deep in her pussy, flexing his thick tool, but holding still to let her finish with Damian. Once her mouth popped off the other man’s cock, he started driving into her from behind. She laid her head down on Damian’s stomach—still absently stroking his softening cock—and stuck her ass in the air. She needed to give Christopher full access to her body so she could get another dose of his cum inside her.

He pumped into her steadily, rocking her body back and forth, causing her hanging tits to bounce with each impact of his hips into her white ass. She didn’t feel as stretched as before—it seemed her pussy was learning to handle big cocks. She didn’t want to be too loose for her men though, so she tightened down with her inner muscles, concentrating on squeezing Christopher’s dick every time he pushed into her.

Her face was inches from Damian’s cock, as her cheek rested on his hard abs. She inhaled deeply, getting turned on by the smells of lust lingering around him. She fondled the wrinkled, soft shaft, while her body was rocked my Christopher’s hard thrusts, occasionally holding it to her lips, giving it wet kisses.

Damian reached under her to squeeze her hanging breasts, pulling them down from her chest like he was trying to milk her. She wondered what it would be like, having her swollen tits full of milk, having the tiny lips of her brown-skinned, curly-haired baby sucking at her hard nipples…

A hard jolt from behind knocked her out of her fantasy. Christopher must be more turned on than she suspected, because his thrusts were coming faster, and she could hear a low grunting noise coming from him each time he slammed into her.

She levered herself up on her hands, and pushed back hard, meeting every one of his strong thrusts with one of her own. She tossed her hair back as she looked over her shoulder. Her island lover was so beautiful. His broad chest, and strong arms were shiny with sweat. His muscles rippled as he pulled on her hips and pounded his lovely cock into her. His eyes were hooded, and his lips peeled back from his clenched, white teeth. She could feel his fingers dig into her hip bones, and she knew that he was about to fill her for the second time today.

There wasn’t much more that she could do; he was in control of his pleasure now. All he had to do was take what he wanted. She tried to prepare her own body to receive his seed, willing her cervix to open wide, her uterus walls to be ready to receive the fertilized egg that would soon attach itself. Her mind flitted through image after hopeful image of what would happen when Christopher released his cum inside her.

“Please, lover,” she said over her shoulder, “do it. Fill me. Do it. Do it.” It became a chant, urging him on to the result that they both wanted.

Damian surprised her by sending his searching fingers to find her clit. At the same time that Christopher slammed deep and started pumping warm, sticky ropes of cum into her, her other lover strummed his fingers over her erect button, taking her over the edge as well.

“Yes! Yes, in me…in me…” she said, pushing back hard. Her stomach trembled, and her legs shook, as the waves from her clit crashed through her. She closed her eyes and dropped her head back onto Damian’s stomach, focusing her senses on the spot deep inside her, where her man’s cock fired jets of thick white cream, coating her cervix and filling her constricting channel.

Men’s cum had always been something of a disgusting annoyance before today; it was messy, and dangerous if not handled properly. Now, it was like a treasured gift. She didn’t care where it leaked, or what it go on, or in, as long as enough of it found its way to her baby-making center. Maybe it was the hormones that washed through her body because she was ovulating, but she had a fresh appreciation for the male side of the procreation process. Her body had found a new purpose in helping them give up their precious offering.

Her trembling finally calmed down. Christopher flexed his cock inside her, depositing the last of his cum into her hole. She squeezed her pussy around him to milk out every priceless drop. His hands roamed over her back and ass, even dipping under her to gently cup her hanging breasts.

He finally pulled out, and Karen sighed in disappointment as he left her. She felt his cum streaming out of her, and panicked at the thought of losing even a drop. She grabbed a pillow, and rolled away from the two men, onto her back. Cramming the pillow under her hips, she lifted her legs in the air, letting gravity pull Christopher’s thick cream deeper inside her.

Her eyes closed and she sighed. The room disappeared as she floated on clouds, her mind flickering with images of marching soldiers and breached castle walls…

She yelped in surprise as four hands grabbed her and dragged her, pillow and all, to the edge of the bed. Her head dangled over the side, her long hair streaming down to touch the floor. She had an upside-down view of Christopher looming over her, looking twice as big from her new perspective. Then her vision was filled by the shiny length of his cum-smeared cock. It seemed her night wasn’t over yet.

Her nose was assaulted with the scents of sweat, pussy, and cum. He pressed the wet tip against her lips and she opened wide to take him in. She reached up and grabbed his rock hard butt, pulling him closer so she could stuff more of his soft cock in her mouth. She sucked and licked everything that she could reach, cleaning him lovingly with her lips and tongue.

Christopher reached down to caress her face, and she moaned at the tenderness of his touch. He was such a strange combination of softness and strength. She wished she had more than a week to explore everything about him. Tanice was a lucky woman to have a husband like him.

The bed moved, and Damian’s hairy thighs were straddling her stomach. She felt a slap on one of her tits, then the other. It didn’t hurt, and it didn’t feel like his hand. A moment later she figured it out as a wet, smooth, tube of flesh rubbed up and down between her tits. Damian crushed her mounds together, trapping his cock in the valley, and fucked her cleavage.

Christopher’s cock thickened in her mouth, the skin getting smoother as the spongy shaft refilled with blood. The mushroom head was on her tongue, driving toward the constriction of her throat. His heavy balls dragged over her forehead. He pushed a little too hard, and she started to gag. Her hands pushed him back while she coughed and tried to catch her breath.

“I’m sorry,” she gasped out, disappointed that she couldn’t take him all the way into her throat. She would have to practice that trick.

Damian moved off her chest, and Christopher lifted her off the bed. He wrapped his huge arms around her, smothering her against his chest. He kissed the top of her head.

“No need for sorry,” he said. “We’re here to have fun, not to be sorry.”

When he stepped back she could see that both men were as hard as ever. She said a silent thank you to the “island spirits” for her good luck. Jeffrey could never get it up a second time. He claimed that men weren’t “built that way,” although all of her previous lovers—and now these two black studs—had proven him wrong.

Her husband hadn’t moved all night. He was still in the chair, eyes open. Karen could hear the jazz music from his tablet still playing softly. The smell of sex had completely overpowered the scented candles that he had set out. She looked at him and shuddered, thinking of what might have happened tonight if she hadn’t caught on to his plan.

In a fit of cruelty, Karen rubbed her fingers through the trail of cum and pussy juice that ran down her inner thigh, then smeared them across Jeffrey’s upper lip. His unseeing eyes widened, and his nostrils flared. She wiped her fingers on his undershirt then turned back to her island men, ready for another round.

This time it was Christopher’s turn to lay back on the bed and let her ride him. She crawled up onto the mattress, then straddled him on her knees. Putting one hand on his broad chest to steady herself, she used the other to line up his cock with her gaping hole, and sat down hard, taking his length all at once.

“Oh, god, that’s so good baby,” she said, looking down into his lust-filled eyes.

She started grinding on him, closing her eyes and feeling every inch of him burrowing up inside her belly. He covered her bouncing tits with his large hands as she started moving up and down on his cock.

After a few minutes, he ran his hands up her chest and into her hair, using it to pull her down so their lips met. Just as she bent over, firm hands settled on her bobbing ass, pulling at her, spreading her round cheeks apart.

“Oh, god!” she yelped into Christopher’s mouth as she felt a wet tongue run lightly over the pucker of her asshole. Damian licked her back crease, probing her tight hole with the tip of his tongue, circling the wrinkled skin, firing all of the sensitive nerve endings.

It felt strange to have anything touching her back there, let alone someone’s tongue, but today had been a day of sexual firsts for her. She closed her eyes, and tried to open her mind to new sensations. If she didn’t focus on the fact that it was her asshole, the place where she…well, the feelings were really pleasant, even sexy.

She was starting to enjoy Damian’s probing tongue, when something harder and thicker tried to enter back there. His fingertip explored the tight opening, but couldn’t find a way in.

She tensed up. Her burning asshole clenched around Damian’s finger, and her arms and legs squeezed around Christopher. She looked into his eyes. “Baby, please. I want to, really. Help me.”

His fingertips caressed her cheek. “It’s OK,” he whispered in her ear. “Just relax. Remember in the spa? How relaxed you were? Think of that now. Picture the ocean, and hear the sound of the waves. All of your tense muscles are loosening up. Remember how you opened yourself to me? You can do that again, I know it.”

She loved his confidence in her, but it wasn’t as easy as it sounded, especially with a blunt fingertip probing at her tiny asshole. She took a deep breath, and tried to sink into that blissful state that she’d felt in the spa. She could almost feel Tanice’s soft hands working on her body, unknotting her tense muscles, one by one…

She sucked air through her teeth as Damian’s wet finger slipped inside her ass. It burned a little bit, but the stretching didn’t hurt. It felt weird having something back there, but the sensation of being filled was just as powerful in her rear hole as it was in her front. She was proud that she could take the probing finger into her body. She tried to relax her ass even more, and, slowly, Damian was able to sink his finger deeper into her back door.

Christopher did his best to distract her. He ground against her clit, and flexed his wide shaft inside her. He had one hand on her breast, rolling her hard nipple between his fingers. His other hand held the back of her head, mashing her lips against his as their tongues danced. Karen was just climbing the slope to another climax, when a second finger entered her ass, and she screamed.

Christopher looked at her with concern “Enough,” he said.

The fingers in her ass pulled back.

“No!” Karen said.

No one moved for a moment. Karen took a deep breath, then turned to look over her shoulder. She saw Damian’s face, looking just as worried as his partner.

“No,” she said again. “I was just surprised. I want this. I want you both.” She closed her eyes and laid her cheek on Christopher’s chest. “Keep going.”

She did her best to relax. She tried to ignore the discomfort. Something cool drizzled onto her back and ran down the crack of her ass. She smelled Tanice’s lavender massage oil, and she smiled. Coated with the oil, Damian’s fingers advanced into her tight hole. It wasn’t as bad as before. She turned to smile and nod at Damian, giving him permission to continue, then turned back to plant her lips back onto Christopher’s.

The third finger that Damian teased into her didn’t hurt as much. She was learning to relax; to give up control of her ass, and let herself accept this new invasion into her body. After a while, she even got impatient at Damian’s slow pace and started pushing back against his hand.

Karen was surprised to find that she was getting some pretty good feelings coming from her ass. It wasn’t the same as her pussy, that was for sure, but the stretched feeling, and the fullness inside her, combined with the sensitive nerves all around her rear entrance were adding up to a sensation that actually turned her on.

Just when those three thick fingers were able to cruise in and out of her slippery hole with relative ease, they suddenly disappeared. She felt wide open in her back passage, but was still nervous after all of her recent experience with Damian’s large tool. The bed creaked. She looked behind her, and saw Damian standing on the bed, looming over her pale, round ass, positioning his black monster right at her tiny hole.

More oil drizzled down her backside, and her open asshole swallowed it up. Damian’s cockhead dragged up and down her crease, before settling into the tiny crater of her rear entrance.

Karen turned to Christopher. “Help me,” she said. She had no idea what he could do, but in her gut she knew that if she surrendered her body to his care, he wouldn’t let her get hurt.

He smiled at her, and she relaxed at his confidence. His arm snaked between their sweaty bodies, and his fingers found where they were joined. He touched her clit, and she jumped. His skilful fingers started playing on her most sensitive spot, rubbing and pressing the erect nub with practiced ease.

Karen’s breathing sped up. The fullness in her pussy, and the electric jolts from her clit weren’t making her forget the fat dick probing at her ass, but it did feel good. She closed her eyes and put her head on his chest.

“You don’t need my help,” Christopher whispered in her ear. “You’re strong. You know you can handle this. It won’t hurt. It’ll feel wonderful. You just need to relax, Karen. Relax and let him in…” His deep, soothing voice droned on in her ear, the rhythm of his words ticking like a metronome, like a gold watch in a hypnotist’s hands, sinking her deeper and deeper into a relaxed state. It wasn’t magic or anything, it was him. When he said it wouldn’t hurt, that she could take Damian’s huge cock in her ass, she believed him. He knew nothing bad would happen to her, and she trusted him.

His fingers on her clit felt fantastic. His giant cock stretching her pussy felt fantastic. Damian’s oiled shaft rubbing between her cheeks felt fantastic. She hadn’t felt anything but pleasure since she walked into Tanice’s massage room this afternoon. Why shouldn’t everything feel this way?

She reached her hand back and squeezed Damian’s leg, giving him permission to go ahead. She lifted her head and looked into Christopher’s dark eyes, as the other man’s cockhead nestled into her gaping hole. She felt pressure that wanted to become pain, but she wouldn’t let it. She refused to let pain creep into this incredible experience. She kissed Christopher hard as Damian’s broad head stretched her tight ring, and then it was in.

The breath she had been holding exploded out of her lungs, into Christopher’s mouth. Her hands clutched at his hard biceps. It was in. She had done it.

She smiled faintly to let Christopher know she was all right. The stretching got more intense, as Damian pressed forward. She felt every nerve in her backside firing at once. She squeezed Christopher’s arms as her ass learned what it was like to get fucked.

A new sensation hit her inside, as one man’s cock pressed up against the other man’s, separated by the thinnest wall of flesh. She’d seen those two weapons side by side earlier, and couldn’t believe they were meeting up again inside her body.

She didn’t remember Damian’s dick being this long; he’d been pushing into her ass forever. Finally, his hips met her pale cheeks, and he was hilted inside her tight hole. She closed her eyes and felt every inch of flesh filling her body, trying to lock in this feeling of incredible fullness. She only had a moment, she knew, before these two men would start using her, fucking their cocks into her pussy and ass until they came.

Sure enough, Damian pulled back, emptying her stretched backside until just the tip was held inside by her tight ring. Christopher pulled back also, leaving an aching void in her pussy. Then they came back to her, driving in at the same time. She moaned at the fullness in her belly, then moaned again when they left her empty. She held on to Christopher and tried to keep her hips steady as their motions got faster.

She felt like a tiny boat tossed about in a raging storm. Skewered between these two large men, all she could do was relax and hold on. She wrapped her arms around Christopher’s bull neck and concentrated on keeping herself loose and open to the driving poles spearing into her.

She took it all, moaning softly into Christopher’s chest with each double thrust, until she noticed that she wasn’t just enduring this dual fucking, she was enjoying it. The friction of their smooth cocks rubbing against her sensitive flesh, was causing pleasant tingles in both her holes.

She started pushing against them, driving herself backward to meet their thrusts. She heard Damian give a low grunt as she squeezed down on him, and he lost his carefully timed rhythm inside her ass. Her pussy gushed as she sat down hard on Christopher and mashed her clit on his wiry pubic hair. All of them were breathing faster.

Damian’s thrusts were ragged, and his low moans came more often. She was very sensitive to the size of the cock in her ass, so when it swelled up larger than normal, she knew he was close to cumming. She held still, and let him get off in her tight hole. Damian grunted again, and mashed his hips against her soft ass cheeks.

Both cocks were as deep as they could get. Damian let out a roar, and his swollen prick erupted, spewing hot cream deep into her rectum. He held her hips tight, keeping his cock deep inside her until the last spurts of cum dribbled out. He collapsed across her sweaty back, crushing her between her two giants

She hardly felt his weight. Instead, she felt like laughing; like cheering at her accomplishment. She had taken his giant black dick up her ass! Her virgin ass! And made him cum! She felt so liberated right now—so free from her old life of sheltered boredom.

When they’d first arrived at the resort, she’d flirted with these two handsome doormen, just like she did with any strong male. She did it because it was harmless fun, and because she wanted to see if her clueless husband ever noticed. She had no idea that it would lead to so many life-altering, soul-altering events happening in just one day. Something about his island really was magical.

Damian eased out of her backside, leaving her feeling empty. She had been so stretched, and filled, and simply overpowered by her first assfuck. She’d loved her role of being the warm, wet holes sandwiched between these two powerful men. But now half of her pleasure was gone. Her ass was sore, and probably still gaping from being pried open so harshly, but she already missed the heat of Damian’s cock inside her.

She rolled off from Christopher’s body, letting his hard shaft drag out of her and flop down onto his stomach. She was exhausted, mentally and physically. Her body had been overwhelmed by sensation, and her mind overwhelmed by emotion. Still, she had one more thing to do tonight. She laid back on the soft bed.

“Come here darling,” she said, holding her arms and legs wide.

Christopher came to her, kneeling between her thighs. His dark cock was rubbing between her parted pussy lips as he leaned forward to kiss her. She wrapped him up tight, her arms around his neck and her legs locked around his narrow waist.

“Fuck me again, baby,” she breathed into his ear. “I love having you inside me. Cum in me again, please.”

He kissed her forehead, then he reached down between their sweaty bodies. She felt his tip against her entrance, spreading her open. He came in slowly and relentlessly. Karen tightened her grip to pull him in deeper. Finally, his wiry hair pressed against her clit, making her shiver. She was full again. Full of that wonderful cock. The magic wand that would cast its spell to give her a baby. She never wanted it to leave her. She felt empty without it. But it did leave, as Christopher pulled back and back, leaving just the tip inside.

“Please,” she said.

His mouth came down on hers, as his cock burst back into her, and she felt so right. Having a giant black dick inside her was her new normal; she would never settle for Jeffrey’s pathetic little white cock again. Looking over at her wimp of a husband, sitting frozen in his chair, she felt nothing but disgust.

“Yes! Fuck me, you magnificent God of the Islands! Give me your Island baby!” she screamed, hoping that her voice filtered into Jeffrey’s hallucinations.

Her powerful lover drove into her. She loved laying under him, feeling his weight, his strength. His cock felt so incredible filling her again and again. He was hitting a spot deep inside her pussy that drove her wild, and her clit tingled from being crushed when he bottomed out inside her. She was close to cumming. Again. She’d never had this much pleasure in one day.

Christopher was getting close as well. She was ready for him. She needed him to seed her one last time. She raised her hips high, making sure Christopher’s long cock had a straight shot at her womb. He was driving so deep that he brushed her cervix on every thrust.

He started to grunt, and she started to scream, as they reached their peaks together. Karen’s arms and legs clamped around Christopher’s body, while her tired pussy found the strength to clamp down on his spitting cock. He pushed with his powerful legs, obeying the primal need to get as deep as he could to plant his seed. She felt him flex inside her, over and over, giving her what she needed. Her legs quivered, and her stomach muscles tensed as the waves of pleasure rolled through her.

His pulsing stopped, and his body sagged, crushing her into the bed. She smiled happily at the ceiling, loving the security of his weight on top of her. She ran her hands through the drying sweat on his back, and made little cooing noises of pleasure in his ear.

She heard a cough, and tipped her head to the side, seeing Damian, already dressed in his resort uniform. He smiled at her, but then tapped at his wrist and made a sad face, telling her that they were running out of time.

The Obeah Man had only guaranteed his potion for so long. Most likely, Jeffrey would be knocked out for the entire night, but there was a chance that he could snap out of his hallucinations in the next hour. Better not to have two naked black men in the room with his equally naked wife when he finally woke up.

Christopher must have seen Damian’s signal as well. With a groan, he pulled his deflated cock from the warm sheath of Karen’s pussy, and rolled off from her limp body.

She wanted to get up; to get to her knees and kiss Christopher’s beautiful lips, or, even more wickedly, to lick his beautiful soft cock and clean up all of their combined juices. But she couldn’t move. Her body wasn’t capable of lifting off the mattress just yet. All of her muscles were pleasantly tired, like she had just had one of Tanice’s best massages. Her head sank back into the comforter, and she closed her eyes. Just for a moment…

She felt the mattress shift. Opening her eyes, she saw Christopher sitting on the edge of the bed. “Time to go,” he said.

In her head, Karen added “my love” to the end that sentence, but she knew that was just her fantasies talking. In her rational moments, she realized that this island fling meant a lot more to her than it did to Christopher. He’d probably fucked dozens of unhappy tourist wives…hundreds. And how many of them had begged for him to get them pregnant like she was doing? How many perfect brown babies had he fathered under the noses of unsuspecting husbands?

Still, it was nice to lay back, relaxed and freshly fucked, with her island lover’s sperm swimming in her pussy, and indulge in a little fantasy.

When she opened her eyes again, she was sad to see them both fully dressed, their magnificent cocks shamefully hidden away in their shorts. She wished they could have stayed all night. If only it weren’t for goddamn Jeffrey…

“Oh, shit,” she said.

Both men looked at her.

“I forgot. I need your help with him,” she said, pointing at her husband.

The two men pulled Jeffrey out of the chair by the arms and dragged him to the bed.

“Right there,” Karen said. She pointed to the bed. “Right in the wet spot.” She laughed as they laid her husband down on the soaked comforter.

Christopher and Damian headed for the door. Karen jumped up and followed, cupping her hand over her pussy to keep from leaking all of Christopher’s precious gift down her leg. She caught up to them in the entry, kissing Damian first, and then looping an arm around Christopher’s neck to drag him down for his own kiss.

“Thank you, God of the Islands,” she said.

Christopher chuckled. He leaned down to kiss her flat belly, where hopefully his latest child was growing.

Karen closed the door behind them, then hurried to the bed to get her legs up in the air; she needed all of her island lover’s goodness flowing in the right direction.


Epilogue

“I did what last night?”

“I told you Jeffrey, you were a wild man,” Karen said. “Don’t you remember?”

They were walking arm in arm along the beach after breakfast. Or at least after Karen had breakfast—Jeffrey’s stomach felt delicate this morning.

“Well, I…well of course I remember. Of course I do. And you’re right, it was wild. At least I think it was.”

“You think? Jeffrey, didn’t you see the bed this morning? I was almost embarrassed to let housekeeping in. Trust me, it was something special.” She squeezed his skinny bicep. “I mean, four times, Jeffrey? That’s got to be a record.”

“Well…now, I wouldn’t say that’s a record, I mean in college I was…you said four times?” Karen nodded. “Well,” he said, smiling and patting the hand on his arm.

As they approached the lobby, Jeffrey suddenly stopped.

“What is it, honey?” Karen said.

“That man over there. The one at the front entrance. Isn’t that the one who’s been taking you everywhere?”

“Who, Christopher?” she said. “Well, yes. He’s been my guide around the resort. It’s a big place after all. It would be easy for me to get lost.”

“Yes, yes. But it’s just…well, you see, I have this memory, and it’s very hazy, but I seem to remember that Christopher was in our room last night, and that he was…well.”

“He was what, Jeffrey?” Karen’s face clouded over, and Jeffrey winced.

“Ah, you see, I seem to remember him…and another man, there were two of them…and they were…they were, um, making love to you.” He looked up from his feet, trying to gauge her reaction, and was surprised to see her laughing behind her hand.

“Oh, Jeffrey! Oh my god. That’s so funny. You saw Christopher?”

“Well, yes. I’m sure of it.”

“You’re sure? Really?” Jeffrey nodded. “Honey, there was no one in the room last night but you and me. We were the only ones making love, I promise.”

Out of the corner of her eye, Karen saw Christopher looking over at them as they stood in the lobby entrance. He called over to Damian, who was at the valet stand. Damian pickup up the hotel phone and talked to someone, while Christopher smiled and gave her an OK sign behind Jeffrey’s back.

“Look, Jeffrey,” Karen said, “I don’t know what you’re trying to say, but you and I were the only ones in the room. Unless you’re talking about the spirits?”

“The what? What spirits?”

Karen laughed. “I’m sure it was just a side effect from that potion that the Obeah Man gave you, but…you were saying some crazy things. I remember once you were on top of me and you started yelling ‘I’m the Spirit of Fertility! I’m a god of the islands! Take my big black cock!’” She giggled, and actually managed to blush.

Jeffrey looked around quickly. “Honey, shhhh. People might hear you.” He looked confused. “Did I really say that? I used the c-word? I don’t remember that at all. You know, that hocus-pocus potion was a lot of bull-you-know-what. It was probably full of illegal drugs.”

“Well, I don’t know about that,” Karen said. “What I do know is that you fucked me like a wild man last night, tiger. I’m thinking of finding that Obeah Man and getting a full week’s supply.” She smiled at him while he looked around frantically to see if anyone heard her latest outburst.

She was about to hit him with another embarrassing comment, when Tanice walked by.

“Hello, Mrs. Delaney,” she said, gliding up to them. “I saw you on the schedule for a massage this afternoon.”

“That’s right, Tanice,” Karen said. “Oh, by the way, this is my husband, Jeffrey. Jeffrey, this is Tanice, the masseuse who did such a good job on me yesterday. Her hands are magic.” Jeffrey nodded a polite greeting.

“Nice to meet you Mr. Delaney,” said Tanice. “I should introduce you to my husband as well, but he’s working. He’s right over there though.” She pointed at the valet stand. “Christopher!” she called out. Her husband turned his handsome face toward them and gave the trio a wave.

“Wait,” Jeffrey said. “That’s your husband?”

Tanice nodded.

“And just where was your husband last night?”

“Jeffrey!” Karen yelled, slapping him on the shoulder. “Don’t be rude.” She turned to Tanice. “I’m so sorry.”

Tanice put on a good show of looking confused and slightly offended. “I’m not sure it’s any of your business, but Christopher and I were out with his friend Damian, and my cousin Naomi until late last night. Now, if that’s all the questions you have, Mr. Delaney, I need to get back to work.” She turned her back on Jeffrey. “Mrs. Delaney, I’ll see you this afternoon,” she said. As she walked away, she put out a hand and ran it surreptitiously over Karen’s taut belly, giving her client a knowing smile.

Karen was silent all the way back to their room. Jeffrey looked a little queasy by the time they got there, and went to lie down. A knock at the door woke him up, and he swore he heard that same deep, rumbling voice from his hallucination last night.

“Mrs. Delaney, I’m here to escort you to your massage.”


Trophy Wives'

Island Fertility Contest

Tales of Cuckold Bay — Book 2

by Jennifer Alonzo

[image: Gillies Publishing Logo]


Chapter One

Puffy clouds flitted across the sky. The noon sun reflected off the bright blue water, and a warm, gentle breeze blew in from the center of the island, blending the scents of earth and sea.

Not that Olivia could see or smell any of it, stuck in the back of the limo that her husband had insisted on. The dark-tinted windows turned the beautiful scenery grey and flat, and the chilly air-conditioning smelled like disinfectant. She shook her head sadly, and sat back in the plush leather seat. Next to her, Drake tapped at his phone, getting out his latest orders to the office, even though they were supposed to be on vacation.

In the seats opposite her and her husband, Stephanie Coleman met her eyes, and gave her a sympathetic smile. Her husband Richard had a folder open in his lap, flipping through reports. Neither man had said more than two words since their charter had landed at the tiny airport, except to inform their drivers that the pair of cute, open-top Range Rovers were unacceptable transportation, especially for the money they were paying. Olivia had seen the look of annoyance flicker across the face of the handsome, muscular man in the burgundy resort uniform, but he’d recovered quickly, and gone to fetch what Olivia was sure was the island’s only limo.

Both of their drivers were beautiful, dark-skinned native Bahamians, and she and Stephanie had gotten quite a show of their rippling muscles as they’d loaded the group’s luggage into one of the Rovers. She looked down at Drake’s pale, wrinkled hand as he held his phone, then shook her head before she started getting into one of her fantasies again. Construction workers, cops, firemen, they’d all been the subject of some very hot daydreams lately, but those had been when Drake was at work, and she was alone in their upper east-side apartment. Now that she was here, on a couple’s vacation with Steph and Richard, she thought she should be more focused on the reality in front of her, rather than the fantasy in her head.

But still, their driver, Christopher, was a really gorgeous man. She rubbed her legs together as her pussy warmed to her thoughts.

“Jesus, how far is this damned resort?” Drake said. He’d put down his phone, and was looking out the window.

Before anyone could answer, the limo pulled to a stop. Through the tinted glass, Olivia saw a white portico covered in flowering vines, and a sign that said Grand Coral Bay Resort and Spa.

“About time,” Drake huffed.

When the door to the limo opened, her husband brushed right past her to get out. Richard followed him, and the two men immediately set off for the resort lobby, leaving their wives to follow.

Olivia looked over at Stephanie, and wondered if she’d ever shown the same despairing, hopeless look as Richard’s blonde, blue-eyed young wife. They were in pretty similar situations, being the youthful third wives of two powerful, older businessmen. Olivia hated the term “trophy wife,” but she had to admit that it fit them both.

“Go ahead,” she said, and Stephanie’s face twitched back to life.

“Thanks,” the blonde girl said, and slid across the seat to the open door.

After she’d gotten out, Olivia tried to follow, but found her way blocked by a large, dark-skinned hand.

“Allow me, ma’am.”

She’d heard Christopher’s deep voice at the airport, but now, for some reason, it made her jump. The tall driver stood just outside the limo, waiting for her with a friendly grin. Smiling back at him, she put her small, olive-skinned hand in his warm palm, and shivered as his fingers closed over it. He helped her out of the car, and flashed her another quick grin before releasing her, and heading for the second car and their luggage.

Olivia just stood and watched, her lacy white skirt rustling gently in the ocean breezes. She glanced down and saw that her nipples were on display under her beige knit tank top. The air conditioning in the limo must have made them harden, she decided. It certainly couldn’t be the man with the glowing black skin and the bulging shoulders who was loading her bags onto a cart a few feet away.

She shook her head and faced her counterpart, Stephanie. A bottle blonde, she decided, but her eyes were a beautiful, complimentary blue. She had on a navy blue sundress that showed her tall, slim body to great effect. With her narrow shoulders and hips, and a much smaller bust than Olivia’s, she’d probably been a model before marrying Richard. She looked a little older than her, but not much.

Olivia took a deep breath of ocean-scented air and looked around. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it? I’ve never been to the Bahamas.”

“Me neither,” Stephanie said. “We did Turks and Caicos last fall, but that seemed so…I don’t know…overdone? I really like this place, though.” She grinned as a hummingbird flitted past her and hovered near a purple hydrangea flower.

“You know, I hear this place has an incredible beach,” Olivia said. Christopher and the other driver were wheeling their bags into the lobby, so she took the blonde girl’s hand and followed them, trying not to stare at the men’s tight butts under their shorts. “We should get our suits on and go check it out.” She squeezed Stephanie’s hand, deciding that she liked her fellow trophy wife, and that they should be friends.

* * * * *

“Heads up, Tanice.” Naomi said, coming through the door of her cousin’s massage room.

“Why? What’s coming?”

“Not what…who. I just booked a double, in fifteen minutes.”

“Husband and wife?”

“Nope.”

“Husband and husband?”

Naomi grinned. “Nope. This wasn’t a heads up because it would be fun.”

Tanice frowned. “Now I’m worried. Tell me.”

“Suits. ‘Important’ ones.”

“Uggh. Great. And a double, you said? So you and me?”

Her cousin nodded. “Hope you have earplugs. And a club.”

Tanice winced. Normally she loved her job as the resort’s resident masseuse, but there were certain types of clients she just couldn’t stand, and uptight businessmen were the worst. Especially if there were two of them in the room—they’d drone on about accounts and interest rates, and all the while, their bodies wouldn’t relax, because they were so stressed about money.

Plus, they tended to be grabby, figuring that if they paid her for her time, they were entitled to more than just her talented hands. And the higher up the food chain they were, the pushier they got about it.

“Well, nothing to do but get it over with. Help me arrange the tables.”

Fifteen minutes later, Naomi led the two men in. “Tanice, this is Mr. Davidson, and Mr. Coleman.”

Both men eyed her up and down while she stood there and smiled. Davidson was thin and balding, with pale skin and the beginnings of a turkey neck. Coleman looked like he worried a little more about his appearance, but not much. Taller and pudgy, he had a fake tan and a full head of dark hair. While the skinny one was obviously the leader—the one with the better office no doubt—the bigger one looked like he would be more devious, trying to grab her when she least expected it.

The men shed their robes, Mr. Coleman making sure to turn so she could see his shrunken dick nestled in a patch of salt and pepper pubic hair. Naomi grimaced at her cousin as she draped a towel over the wrinkled backside of the skinny Mr. Davidson.

Tanice had opened up the sliding outer wall, exposing the room to the breeze from the ocean and the sound of the waves. Most of her clients found it incredibly relaxing, but not these two.

“Sweetheart, you mind closing that?” Davidson said, waving his arm the opening. “Can’t hear myself think with all that rustling and crashing.”

“Certainly, sir.”

With the sliding doors closed, the two cousins began their work, using warm floral-scented oils to relax the two businessmen. But just as Tanice had feared, their type didn’t believe in relaxing.

“Can you believe old man Temple?” Coleman said, turning his head to look at the other man.

“What was it this time?” Davidson said. Tanice felt his shoulders bunch under her probing fingers. She pressed deep, trying to force the older man to relax.

“Didn’t you get that memo he sent out? About the new breastfeeding policy?”

“Seriously? Christ. He’s lost it. This whole thing with his new baby is making him soft.”

“But did you hear? He took Jason Van Allen to lunch last week, after that little weasel announced that his wife was pregnant.”

“It’s all right,” Davidson said. “We’ve got it all planned out. If Temple likes babies, we’ll give him babies.”

“Yeah, well if this week goes well, I’ll be the boss’s next lunch date.”

“Not if I beat you to the punch.”

The heavyset one, Coleman, tried to lift himself up off the table, but Naomi managed to press him back down. “You really think your ancient sperm even remembers where to go?”

Davidson laughed. “Those sound like fighting words…or at least betting words.”

“Oh, I’ll bet you, all right. There’s no way that Olivia gets pregnant before I’ve knocked up Steph.”

“You really think so? Have you seen my little piece of Italian ass? Those hips were made for popping out kids. Your skinny blonde isn’t a natural breeder like my Olivia.”

“Yeah, she does have a nice ass. And those tits…man, I’d like to be her baby just so I could suck on those.”

Davidson slapped his hand down on the table. “I think I’ve just figured out the perfect bet. Whoever gets his wife pregnant first, that guy gets a night with the loser’s wife.”

“I like it,” Coleman said. “Especially since I’m going to win. But is one night enough? Let’s make it five.”

“You really want to try out my little sex machine don’t you? Too bad you won’t get the chance when you lose.”

“Does that mean we have a bet? Five nights?”

“Sure, I can think of plenty of things I can do to Steph over five nights.”

“Dream on, old man. I’d be surprised if you can even get it up for five nights.”

“That’s why little blue pills were invented.” That got a laugh from both of them.

“I hate to break it to you, Drake, but when we first talked about this last month, I replaced all of Steph’s birth control pills with sugar pills. She’s ripe as hell right now.”

“Pfff. Amateur. I replaced Olivia’s pills with fertility hormones. I could probably jack off on her face and still knock her up.”

Through their entire conversation, the two men had ignored their masseuses. And like true professionals, Naomi and Tanice had kept up their ministrations, even while their clients talked about tricking their wives into getting pregnant, all for a bet and a promotion. Both women had scowled, and stared daggers at the towel-draped men, but they were careful not to let their clients see their disdain.

The conversation died down as each man sunk into his private thoughts about the other’s wife. Tanice worked her slick hands down Mr. Davidson’s back, kneading the tight muscles along his spine. Naomi rubbed at Mr. Coleman’s thick calves. Still fuming about their earlier banter, Tanice was counting the seconds until this session was over.

She froze as Mr. Davidson’s hand came off the table and his fingers brushed her thigh. “OK, sweetheart,” he said, turning to face her. “I think we’re ready now.”

“Ready for what, sir?” she asked. She knew exactly what he was talking about, but sometimes if you made them say it explicitly, they’d chicken out.

“For the finish,” he said. On the other table, Mr. Coleman was already rolling his bulk over on the table, letting his towel slide with it. “You know, the happy ending that I paid so much god damned money for.” His voice had a hard edge to it, and Tanice glanced over at the innocuous black button on the wall near the door. It was her panic button, and pressing it would bring in resort security. First though, she’d try to put him off.

“Oh, you know, Mr. Davidson, I wish I could,” she said. “But the resort is cracking down on us, like, really hard. We had this one girl and she…well, let’s just say she didn’t know how to be discreet. The local police are really strict on the island—very Catholic—and the guy she was with, well he got arrested, and it was a real mess.”

She saw the look on his face, as he tried to figure out if she was lying or not. She put her hand on her hip, and pushed her chest out, flirting with him like she was on his side. “It really ruined everything for us girls when the resort put in the cameras.” She pointed to the corner of the room, where a smoky glass globe hung from the ceiling, the kind that casinos used to hide their surveillance.

Davidson scowled. “Well what the fuck did I pay for then? At these prices, I expected a god damned orgy.” He looked over at Mr. Coleman, who just shrugged his shoulders, deferring to the senior executive. Naomi discretely returned his towel, covering up the tiny wrinkled penis wedged between his thighs.

“Fuck. I was counting on this to flush the pipes before we got on with our bet. Right Rick?” When his friend shrugged again, he turned back to Tanice. “Isn’t there some way to…?”

“I wish there was, sir. It’s been a real bother since they started cracking down—bad for the workers, since we don’t get tips like we used to. But they monitor us pretty close. I tried finishing one client a couple of days ago, and security burst in, like right in the middle of…you know.” She opened her mouth and bobbed her head, miming a blowjob. “They wanted to arrest my client, but I talked them out of it.”

He still looked skeptical, so she hit him with the final lie. “It was a good thing, too, because the Bahamian government shares their data with the U.S., and I didn’t want my client to get on the sex offender list.” She shrugged her shoulders, and tugged playfully at the hem of his towel. “But if you want to try, sir, maybe security isn’t watching. I know the surveillance guy goes on break right about now.” She ran a hand up her side and over her breast, teasing this wrinkled old asshole with her young body.

Mr. Davidson licked his lips, his eyes following her hand as she fondled her breast. Then his eyes went to the fake camera in the ceiling. He reached under himself, probably adjusting his hardon, while his mind cycled through the possibilities.

“That’s fine, doll,” Mr. Coleman said from the other table. “Just finish up with the regular massage. I’m not going to risk getting my name on the sex offender registry. Think about it, Drake…what would old man Temple say?”

Mr. Davidson sighed, and sank back down onto the table. “Fine,” he muttered. “Well, come on! Get back to it!” He kicked his skinny leg on the table in his frustration.

Tanice picked up her bottle of oil, and rubbed some on her hands to warm it. She smiled at Naomi, as her cousin did the same. Their act very rarely failed.

After four years of working on American tourists, she’d heard every crude proposal and dodged every groping hand that had come at her, but it had taken her a while to get to the point where she could put it behind her, and continue to massage someone who’d been such an ass. She held down her urge to poke Mr. Davidson in a very sensitive nerve cluster near his shoulder, and instead worked on the renewed tension in his neck.

Too bad that her tip was out the window, but she’d think of some way to get payback from the repugnant old fart.


Chapter Two

“Come on, Steph. Just one drink before dinner. I’ll need the boost to deal with those two. You know how they are when they get together outside work.”

Olivia led the way into the resort’s bar. It wasn’t very crowded, with a half dozen groups at the low tables, and no one at the bar. She passed two young couples talking over daiquiris and beer, and smiled to herself as both men looked up to check her out.

She was very aware of her body at the moment, after spending over an hour lying topless on the beach. She’d never done something that daring, and she could still feel the heat on her breasts from the tropical sun. Her coral-colored bikini wasn’t the most daring thing she’d ever worn, but it was close, the tiny triangles of fabric hiding her nipples could hardly be called clothing. The bottom was just as tiny, the thong back showing all of her firm ass. For propriety, she’d put a cream beach wrap around her waist, but she still felt pretty damn sexy, and she showed it with her walk, swinging her hips as they approached the bar.

Stephanie’s sky blue bikini was a little more conservative, but looked incredible on her long, lean body. Richard’s young wife had indeed been a model before she married the pudgy executive, and Olivia looked wistfully up at her fellow trophy wife, wishing she was that tall and had those long legs.

The bartender greeted them warmly. Olivia couldn’t help but stare at the massive arrangement of dreadlocks cascading from the man’s head. It took her a minute to realize that he was asking her what she wanted to drink.

“Uh, sorry,” she said, finally looking down at his face. His name tag said Alexander. “What would you recommend?”

“For you lovely ladies? A drink called the Yellow Bird, I think. Named after the beautiful lover of the Haitian poet Durand.” He never looked down as he talked, his hands reaching for bottles of rum, and pouring them into the shaker with perfect precision. In moments he set two hurricane glasses on the bar, brimming with a colorful, citrus-scented concoction.

Just as they took their first sip, Alexander moved away, down the bar toward the two beautiful island women who’d come in.

“Tanice!” he said. “What da wybe is?”

“Een nothin’” the taller of the two women said. She had on a resort tank top that barely contained her breasts, and tight black shorts. “Just got done with a couple biggety joes. Need something to wash the taste away.”

“Some switcha?”

“Sounds good.” Both girls sat at the bar while Alexander dug into the low refrigerator.

Olivia watched the whole exchange, fascinated at seeing a different culture actually in front of her, instead of on a video or a web site. She’d always loved to travel, but not just to stay at fancy hotels—she wanted to discover all the variety of people that the world held. The girl, Tanice, was looking over at her, and Olivia smiled.

“I like your suit,” Tanice said.

Olivia looked down at her barely-concealed boobs, and blushed. “Thanks.” She took a sip of her drink, while Alexander set down tall glasses of lemonade for the newcomers. “I…uh…don’t want to intrude, but I’m dying to know…what’s a ‘biggety joe?’”

All three resort employees laughed, and Olivia blushed again. But the laughter wasn’t mean. Tanice picked up her glass and moved down, taking the stool right next to Olivia. “Well, a biggety is a loudmouth who likes to brag, and joe is something we call the white tourists.”

“Oh, like when Hawaiians call me ‘haole,’” Steph said from Olivia’s other side.

Tanice winced. “Yeah, it’s not really nice, I know. Sometimes dealing with rich Americans can be a challenge.”

Technically Olivia was a rich American, but she’d never really felt like one, and certainly never acted like one. “So you had a bad experience with one of the guests?”

“Oh, nothing terrible. We work in the spa, and these two came in for a massage. It’s the kind of stuff we get all the time.”

Her friend nodded in confirmation. “A lot of men think being a masseuse means you’re also a prostitute, so when these guys made some unwanted suggestions, we had to shut them down, that’s all.”

Olivia’s mind was churning. Drake and Richard had just gone for massages. Could it be them she was talking about? It wouldn’t surprise her. “Were those two guys named Drake and Richard? Uh, Mr. Davidson and Mr. Coleman?”

Tanice’s eyes narrowed. “They might have been. Do you know them?”

Olivia didn’t want to upset this nice woman, or get her in trouble. She just wanted to know what terrible thing Drake had done this time. “We, um, have the unfortunate honor of being married to them.”

Tanice jerked in surprise. “Wait, are you two Olivia and Stephanie?”

“Yeah, but how did you know our names? Were the guys talking about us during their massage?”

“You might say that,” Tanice said. She looked back at her friend, trading a look and a silent message. When the other girl nodded, they both looked at Alexander, who had been watching the entire exchange from behind the bar. The older man gazed at Olivia and Steph like he was sizing them up for something, and then he nodded at his two co-workers.

Tanice turned back to the suddenly worried Olivia. “I’m going to tell you two something that I think you should know. I don’t know you, and we could get fired for this, but…”

“If it’s about Drake, then you don’t need to worry about offending me,” Olivia said. “I know the kind of man he is.”

“Yeah, same with Richard,” Stephanie echoed.

“Well, OK,” Tanice said. “But trust me, you’re not going to like it…”

* * * * *

Olivia sucked down the last half of her drink, and clunked the glass on the bar. She waved her hand at Alexander to make her another one.

“Those assholes,” Stephanie said next to her.

She could think of worse things to call them.

On her other side, Tanice and Naomi watched her, concern creasing their lovely faces. “I’m sorry, Olivia,” Tanice said. “I thought you should know.”

“Thank you,” she said. “You’re right, it’s better to know.” That didn’t stop the betrayal from stinging like a slap in the face.

Marrying the fifty-two year old CFO of Temple International hadn’t been in her life plan three years ago. She’d wanted to be a model, but she hadn’t been tall enough, and her boobs had been too big to fit the “look,” so she’d tried her hand at acting, going to open calls for Off- and Off-Off-Broadway shows. In eight months she’d never been cast.

She’d become a hostess for a catering company to try to make ends meet, but it still wasn’t enough money to live in New York, and her dream had been in danger of dying before she hit twenty-five. She’d been so low, that when Drake Davidson had chatted her up at a charity ball, and then offered to put her up in a nice uptown apartment as his mistress, she’d pushed aside all of her morals and swallowed her self-loathing to agree.

It had been hard at first, to lie underneath the skinny, pale man, and let him put his thin cock inside her. She hardly felt him most of the time, and he had a tendency to finish quickly, so eventually she’d become numb to the sex. Thankfully, he wasn’t into anything kinky, and he hardly ever requested blowjobs. Getting his watery, bitter cum in her mouth was probably the worst of what she’d had to endure in order to earn her keep.

For that first year, Drake had still been married to his second wife, Eleanor, and so his visits to her place had been infrequent. By year two, he’d gone through a surprisingly quick and sterile divorce, and six months after that he’d informed Olivia that she was going to be the third Mrs. Drake Davidson. By that point, she’d given up on her dreams of acting or modeling, and filled her days with shopping trips, spa days, and hanging on Drake’s arm whenever she was needed.

The funny thing was, after the first month that they were married, their sex life had dried up almost completely. He was more interested in his business than her body, which was fine as far as Olivia was concerned. Her only fear had been that the cycle might repeat itself, and she could find herself out the door in a few years, replaced by a younger, hotter woman. Still in all of her worries about her situation, she’d never thought that Drake’s twisted mind would come up with something like this.

“God, I’m so fed up with men,” Stephanie said. “You can’t trust them. They lie, and they cheat, and they just expect you to let them get away with it because they’re paying.”

“Why would he want to get me pregnant?” Olivia asked. “He already has two kids in college from his first wife. He told me he didn’t want any more.” She turned to Steph. “Are they really willing to go so far just to get in good with their boss?”

“Knowing Richard, I’d say yes,” Steph said.

“Yeah, Drake too,” she admitted.

“The messed up thing is, I don’t think Mr. Temple would buy it. I know his wife, and how they met, and why she decided to have a baby, even though she’s in her forties, and…well, if he knew what our husbands were doing, I think he’d be furious.”

“Well of course they wouldn’t admit it,” Olivia said.

“You know what this means, don’t you?”

Olivia did, but she’d been too stunned by Tanice’s story to contemplate it. “Divorce, at the least.”

“Yeah, but with that fucking pre-nup it’s going to be a bitch. Do we tell them that we know?”

“How can we avoid it? Personally I’m never getting in bed with that bastard again, so he’ll know something’s up.”

“You guys, I feel terrible,” Tanice said, interrupting their spiraling conversation. “I didn’t mean to ruin your lives like this, but I just couldn’t bear not telling you.”

Olivia patted the girl’s hand where it rested on the bar. “No, you did the right thing. Thank you, really. We owe you.”

“No, I feel like we owe you,” Tanice said. “I wish there was something we could do to help.”

“Know any good lawyers?” Stephanie asked.

Tanice gave her a sympathetic smile. “It sounds like you’ve got a lot of heavy decisions to make, but you probably don’t want to start anything until you get home.”

“You’re right,” Olivia said, “but we still have to deal with them for another six days. They’ve got control of all the travel arrangements, and I wouldn’t put it past Drake to abandon me here with no money and no passport.”

“Richard, too,” Steph said.

Alexander the bartender leaned over the counter and had a whispered conversation with the two island women. Olivia tried not to eavesdrop, but her curiosity was riled when Naomi started giggling.

“I think we can help you survive the coming week,” Tanice said finally. “With the help of some colleagues, including our friendly Obeah Man here, we can make sure you have a good time on our island, before you have to face reality back home.”

“What’s an Obeah Man?” Steph asked.

“I’ll explain it to you,” Tanice said. “But why don’t we go somewhere more comfortable, and a little more private?”

“Oh, crap,” Olivia said glancing at the time on her phone. “We’re supposed to meet our husbands for dinner in less than an hour.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Naomi said. “We’ll find a way to get you out of it.” She picked up her own phone from the bar and started texting.

“Alexander, how about a couple bottles for the cause?” Tanice said. The bartender smiled wide and handed over two bottles of rum. Tanice stood up. “Come on ladies, let me show you the best-kept secret on the island.”

Just then, Naomi stepped up next to her cousin. “All set,” she said. “You two were on a tour of the island, when your car broke down. It’ll be another three hours before you need to deal with your husbands, and by that time, I think we’ll have the ball rolling.”

Olivia was kind of stunned at how fast things had turned, and how decisive the two resort employees had been. “Are you sure…?”

“Trust us, we’ve done things like this before. Grab your stuff and let’s go.” Tanice took the bottles in hand, and headed out, but instead of walking toward the exit, she went around the bar, and through a door leading to the back.

Olivia and Stephanie looked at each other for several seconds, neither one really feeling in control at the moment. Finally, Steph shrugged and followed Naomi’s retreating back. Olivia slung her beach bag over her shoulder and skipped after them, rushing to catch up.

* * * * *

“This place is so incredible.” Steph said, as she set down her bag on the white sand.

Tanice grinned. “Like I said, island secret. Locals only.”

The small cove faced the setting sun. High rock walls rose to either side, isolating the pristine white sand beach from the public areas of the resort. Several logs had been laid out for seating around a stone-lined fire pit. Naomi skipped over the sand and sat down on one of the logs, tipping up the bottle of golden rum and taking a swig. Her large breasts rose as she tipped her head back, and Olivia saw her hard nipples poking through the fabric of her tank top.

“Here,” Tanice said from behind her. A bottle tapped against her arm, and she spun around to take it. Her eyes widened when she saw that the beautiful masseuse had stripped off her tank top, baring her heavy brown tits. She must have noticed Olivia’s gaze, because she grinned and shook her shoulders, making her boobs flop from side to side. “It’s OK. It’s just us here. Naomi put out the word.”

A glance at Tanice’s cousin showed that she’d stripped off her top as well, and had gone even further, pulling down her tight shorts to reveal her bright red thong. Olivia shrugged and reached behind her back to untie her bikini. She’d already been topless for hours out on the public beach, so doing it in this private setting was easy.

“Wow, you’ve got fabulous tits,” Tanice said. Before Olivia could react, the other woman reached out and cupped one of her breasts, running her thumb quickly over her nipple. Then she dropped her hand and went to join her cousin on the log.

Olivia shivered from the unexpected contact. Tanice’s hand had been so sure, knowing just what to do to give Olivia a quick thrill, and then moving on. Totally different than the fumbling squeezes of her husband.

Steph came up beside her and put an arm around her shoulders. She plucked the rum bottle from Olivia’s hand and took a swig, then leaned in close to her new friend, and fellow victim of their husbands’ scheme. Olivia discovered that the blonde girl had ditched her top when her warm breast pressed against her arm. “We might as well enjoy ourselves,” she said in Olivia’s ear. “There’s going to be plenty of drama later.” Her breath smelled sweet like rum, and for some reason, Olivia wanted to lean in and taste her lips. She resisted the temptation, but reclaimed the bottle, and took a healthy drink of her own, tasting the raw liquid, and feeling the burn as it travelled down her throat.

Steph squeezed Olivia’s shoulder in a friendly way, but then made an exaggerated gasping sound as she kneaded the muscles there. “Oh my god, Liv, you’re so tight. Too bad we don’t know any…masseuses? Wait…is it masseeze? I don’t know how you say that.” She giggled, and the two women on the log laughed with her.

“All right, get over here,” Naomi said. “We’re off the clock, but I guess we can squeeze in one more session tonight. It’s for a good cause after all.”

Olivia wanted to object—these girls had already been so nice—but Tanice laid out her tank top and shorts on the sand, and Naomi was doing the same. Steph stripped off her flowing beach wrap and laid it down on top, then dropped to her knees. One more swig from the bottle, then she groaned as she fell forward onto the makeshift blanket.

Naomi, dressed only in her thong, straddled the blonde girls legs, and put her hands on her shoulders. Her tits rocked under her as she poked and prodded at Steph’s pale skin. “Damn, girl, you’re a bundle of knots. Good thing I like a challenge.”

Stephanie dug through her beach tote, and brought out a bottle of lotion. Looking back through hooded eyes, she handed it to Naomi.

“You, too, Olivia.” Tanice tore the beach wrap from Olivia’s waist and laid it out on the sand next to the other two women. She swiped the rum bottle, then pointed her finger at the ground. “On your knees, woman,” she said in a booming voice.

Olivia had only known these two cousins for less than an hour, but they already seemed like great friends. Olivia smiled at the black girl, and silently mouthed a thank you, before lying down on the beach.

The warmth of the sand seeped through the thin cloth, and the late afternoon sun bathed her nearly naked back. With her thong riding up the crack of her full rear end, she might as well be naked, but with no men around to ogle or grope at her, being naked felt wonderfully free.

A weight fell across the backs of her legs as Tanice settled onto her. The way that her new friend’s soft skin rubbed against her own made Olivia shiver, even in the warm air. Firm palms and probing fingers slid up her back, and she settled her head in her crossed arms, determined to enjoy this little bit of pampering before she had to go back and face that scheming little weasel. Just thinking of him had her rage boiling to the surface again. Who in their right mind would come up with such an elaborate scheme to trick their wife into getting pregnant? Her fists bunched in the sand, and her feet kicked behind her in frustration.

Smack. Tanice’s hand came down sharply on her ass. “None of that,” the other girl said. Olivia wanted to say something, not used to getting spanked by a stranger, but she recognized the tone of voice. It was almost like her mother, or an older sister, telling her things for her own good. Her ass felt warm where Tanice had smacked her, but it hadn’t really hurt. And after a moment she decided that she’d really needed it.

“Thanks,” she said over her shoulder, then tucked her head back between her arms.

Tanice responded by dribbling a cold stream of lotion right down her spine, then using her talented hands to spread it over Olivia’s shoulders and back. She groaned as her new friend started working the hard muscles, sliding her palms through the slick lotion. The rum and the sun and the relaxing massage made all thoughts of Drake and his betrayal drain out of her like water flowing into the sand. She just wanted to stay in this perfect moment forever, and not have to—

“Oh, fuck yes…right there…”

Was that Steph making those noises? Groaning at having to disturb her perfect calm, she turned her head toward her fellow trophy wife and pried her eyes open. A naked Naomi sat straddling the backs of Steph’s legs, her dark hand hidden from view as she thrust it between the other woman’s pale thighs. Steph had lifted her hips off the sand and was pushing her ass back to meet Naomi’s probing fingers. Her blonde hair whipped around as she threw her head back in excitement.

Olivia was fascinated and more than turned on by what she saw, but she felt like she was intruding on her friend’s pleasure, so she closed her eyes and turned her head the other way. She noticed that Tanice’s hard probing into her tense muscles had softened into smooth caresses up and down her back, each pass moving lower and lower, until the masseuse’s fingers caught in the string of Olivia’s thong, and pulled it halfway down her ass. The tension on the narrow string tugged at the fabric covering her moistening pussy, dragging the cloth over her sensitive lower lips. She squeezed her thighs together, and pushed her mound into the sand.

“That looks hot, doesn’t it?” Tanice had leaned over her back and was whispering in her ear. Without waiting for her to answer, Tanice flipped Olivia’s hair off her shoulder and planted a firm kiss on the back of her neck.

Olivia tensed for a moment. She hadn’t really thought of this happening, probably because she hadn’t thought of being with another woman since she was nineteen and a sophomore in college. As she considered what to do, Steph let out another moan from beside her. Olivia remembered the beautiful blonde swearing off men back in the bar—how she’d called them all liars and cheats— and suddenly, the idea of playing with a soft woman’s body sounded wonderful. There wouldn’t be any power games, and none of the drama that came from dealing with men and their cocks. It would be simple, sweet pleasure, which was all she wanted right now.

She arched her back, pushing up against Tanice’s pressing lips, and the talented hands of her masseuse slid over her ribs to cup her hanging tits. Unlike Drake’s fumbling squeezes and painful pinches, Tanice knew just how to handle her sensitive flesh, pressing and massaging her firm mounds, while rolling her stiffening nipples between her fingers. Olivia let out a moan that matched anything coming from Steph’s mouth, and twisted her head around to face her new lover.

Tanice smiled down at her, and leaned in to plant a moist kiss on her lips. Olivia couldn’t take it any more, and rolled over on her back, her arms coming up around Tanice’s shoulders to drag the island woman down on top of her. Her fingers tangled in Tanice’s curly black hair and she mashed her lips against the other woman’s, moaning loudly between her parted lips.

Tanice sank onto Olivia’s lush body, squashing her big breasts against the other girl’s, the chocolate and olive globes flattening between them. Olivia parted her legs, letting Tanice slide between. She strained her hips up, trying to grind her heated mound against the other woman’s.

“Are you sure,” Tanice asked, pulling back to stare down at Olivia’s beautiful face and lust-filled eyes.

“Oh, fuck yes, I ‘m sure,” she said, dragging Tanice’s head back down. She ran her hands over the masseuse’s tight body, caressing her strong back, her tight rounded ass and firm thighs. She was beautiful, and fit, and fun, and a really good kisser, Olivia decided. She needed someone just like this to distract her from the pain she felt, and the dread of what was coming in the future.

The only question was how far did she want to go with the lovely Tanice? Was kissing and petting enough, or did she want more? Another groan from Steph made up her mind.

“Mmm, turn over, cutie. I want to taste you.”

Tanice’s eyes went wide, but she gave Olivia a blinding white grin and rolled to her side. As Olivia scrambled to her knees, she saw Steph and Naomi lying head to toe with each other, each woman licking and petting the wet pussy in front of them. She reached out to touch Stephanie’s leg, and her new friend moaned, but didn’t look up from her task.

Tanice had ditched her thong, and laid back on the jumbled pile of clothes they’d set down. She parted the dark brown lips of her pussy to show Olivia the pink insides. Yanking off her own thong, Olivia dropped to the sand and planted a tender kiss on top of Tanice’s fat brown nipple. She looked into the black girl’s eyes. “I haven’t done this in years, but I want you so bad right now.”

Without waiting for Tanice’s reply, she went back to swipe her tongue over her nipple, then trail down the slope of her breast to her taut belly, feeling the steel muscles under the soft skin. Circling her shallow bellybutton, and then thrusting her tongue inside got a satisfying moan from Tanice. Olivia got her hands behind the other girl’s knees, and opened her legs wider as she kissed and licked her way down. The smell of lotion and salt air was giving way to the scent of a horny woman, and Olivia breathed deep, feeling her own pussy getting wet as she got closer to her goal.

Tanice’s smooth belly trembled as Olivia’s lips and tongue got closer to her center. A sudden swipe over the black girl’s clit made her jump like she’d been shocked. Then Olivia settled down between her open thighs and gently explored her new lover’s pussy, sucking on the spongy lips, and running the tip of her tongue up and down the wet crease. Her salty juices reminded Olivia of the ocean, like her lover was a part the islands.

“Mmm, you’re so good,” Tanice groaned. “Lick me, Olivia. Harder.” Her hands swirled through Olivia’s silky black hair, trying to guide her to the places that felt the best.

Olivia’s heart fluttered at Tanice’s compliment. No one had told her she was good at sex for a long while now. Even before Drake, most of her lovers had been demanding, and more likely to insult her performance than praise it. If their worlds weren’t so far apart and their time together so short, she could find herself falling for this wonderful woman.

Trying to live up to the praise, she went after Tanice’s pussy with a purpose, thrusting her tongue inside the pink hole, licking hard at the smooth flesh around her entrance, and mashing her lips against her hard little clit. She slurped loudly at Tanice’s flowing juices, letting the moaning girl hear the sounds of her own arousal.

She was surrounded by the canopy of her hair, and lost in the fragrant, slippery world of feminine pleasure. There were no hard cocks jabbing at her, demanding attention; no rough hands tugging at her, forcing her to do their will. When Tanice lifted her hips to press her mound against Olivia’s mouth, it was a request, not a demand, and it was a request she was happy to fulfill.

Close by, Steph let out a high-pitched squeal as she hit her peak under Naomi’s mouth and fingers. Wanting to make Tanice cry out like that, Olivia slid her hands down the trembling thighs of her lover, and ran her fingertip through the channel between her wet lips. Finding the entrance to her depths, she pressed in, slipping the length of her finger into her clutching hole.

“Oh, yes, sweetie,” Tanice groaned. “Do that. Fill me up.”

Soaking another finger in Tanice’s wetness, she added it to the first, driving the pair slowly and deliberately in and out of the tight hole. Her hand mashed against Tanice’s bare mound as she thrust deep. She rode the undulating wave of Tanice’s hips, keeping her tongue circling the other girl’s clit while her fingers fucked her beautiful island lover toward her climax.

She could tell Tanice was close when her thighs squeezed together, gripping Olivia’s head, and both hands latched in her hair, holding her steady while Tanice ground her pussy against her thrusting tongue. Olivia’s own juices were flowing, dripping down her thighs as she knelt between Tanice’s brown legs. Her pussy begged for attention, but she ignored it—the only thing she wanted at that moment was to make her lover cum.

It might have been the third finger spreading the walls of Tanice’s pussy, or the tentative fingertip that probed at the wet crinkle of her asshole, or maybe the firm lips that covered her clit and sucked on it hard. Whatever it was, Olivia got her wish, pushing Tanice over the cliff into a jerking, trembling orgasm. Strong legs wrapped around Olivia’s shoulders and squeezed, as Tanice’s tight tunnel gripped at her probing fingers. And after a few silent, panting breaths, Olivia finally got her lover to squeal.

“Aaah…fuck…oh, yessss…!” Tanice bucked against her, not in control of her body at that moment. Olivia stayed with her, licking at the fountain that flowed from her spasming cunt.

As Tanice settled back to the sand, twitching from the aftershocks of her orgasm, Olivia kissed and licked gently around her pussy, avoiding the most sensitive spots, but wanting to show the black girl how much she’d loved making her cum. Her own pussy tingled, the moisture on her thighs cooling in the ocean breeze. She had her chest pressed against the sand, but her round ass bobbed in the air, like she was waiting to be taken from behind.

“God that was hot.” Steph’s shaky voice came to her from nearby, and Olivia lifted her face from Tanice’s crotch to find her fellow trophy wife. The naked blonde knelt at Tanice’s head, and as Olivia watched she reached out to fondle the girl’s breasts and leaned down to give her a tender kiss.

Olivia was just starting to wonder where Naomi had gone, when warm hands gripped her hips, and a long tongue ran boldly up the center of her pussy from behind. Naomi held her up, otherwise she would have collapsed on top of Tanice, as the other island girl buried her face between Olivia’s thighs. A wriggling tongue invaded her hole, and warm lips sucked at her running juices.

At that point, the four of them fell into a pile of dark and light flesh; tits and pussies and fingers and tongues. Olivia found herself face to face with Stephanie, and her sympathy for her fellow victim rose up. She hugged the thin blonde girl, and kissed her hard. Their legs twined around each other, and their mounds rubbed together, sending an electric jolt through Olivia’s clit.

“Oh, god. Yes…oh…fuck me…”

Olivia didn’t understand what Steph was talking about, until stiff fingers teased at her own pussy from behind, and several of them slid into her wet hole. As she pushed back, she saw Tanice over Steph’s shoulder, and knew these must be Naomi’s talented fingers fucking her needy cunt. She pushed back, getting her channel stretched by Naomi’s hand, then hunched forward, to mash her clit against Steph’s smooth mound. Back and forth she rocked, getting it from both sides until she was panting and her hips were thrusting out of control. Naomi’s warm body pressed against her from behind, and a wiggling tongue licked at her ear.

“Fuck! Fuucckkkk…!” Hugging Steph tight, she kissed the blonde girl’s face—her nose, her cheeks, her lips—as she came hard on Naomi’s hand. Her pussy clamped down on the invading fingers, and her legs trembled as the waves of pleasure washed through her. Steph was laughing, and crying and gasping all at the same time as Tanice took her over the edge as well.

The two tourists fell back on the sand, panting, and the two resort employees cuddled up with them. Everyone feeling the last of the afternoon sun on their skin, and the ocean air cooling their sweaty bodies.

“Christ, I haven’t cum that hard in…fuck if I know,” Steph said. Tanice rested her head on the blonde’s long legs, and Steph stroked the black girl’s face with her pale fingers. “If that’s what comes with working here, where do I apply?”

Naomi had retrieved the rum bottles, and handed one to Olivia, while taking a swig from the other. “You guys are a special case,” she said, sitting down on the sand. She tugged at Olivia’s arm, pulling her up until her head rested in Naomi’s lap.

“Yeah, this is pretty rare,” Tanice said. “Usually our husbands are enough, but sometimes only a girl can help another girl.”

“Husbands?” Olivia asked.

“Yeah, you’ve probably seen Christopher and Damian around. In fact I think they drove you guys from the airport.”

“Oh, so you’re married to which one?”

“Christopher’s mine,’ Tanice said.

“And Damian’s mine,” her cousin added.

“Well there goes my fantasy out the window. Sorry to admit this, Tanice, but I’ve been lusting after your husband since we got here.”

Tanice didn’t look offended. In fact she laughed. “So does every white tourist that comes here, men and women both,” she said.

“And you’re OK with that? Do you trust him?”

“Of course. And he trusts me. You know I texted him where we were going, and what we were probably going to do, right?”

“What? How could you know that we were going to…you know…do this?” Steph said. She slid her hand down from Tanice’s face to caress her breast.

“I just knew.”

“Yeah she knew that she was going to make it happen,” Naomi said, laughing.

“Well, planned or not, I loved it,” Olivia said. “You two are incredible. Plus it was nice not having any men around to ruin things.”

“Yeah,” Steph said. “I’m so done with guys, at least for now.”

“Well, don’t make any promises,” Tanice said. “You never know what might happen in the islands.”

“There’s only two men on this island that I would even consider at this point, and you just told us that they’re married…to you.”

Tanice just gave her an enigmatic smile, and Naomi ran a teasing finger down Olivia’s side.

They relaxed and drank in comfortable silence as the sun sank lower toward the horizon. Olivia knew that she would have to face Drake when she went back, so she didn’t do anything to disturb the mood. Instead, when Naomi’s fingers brushed her cheek, she turned and took them in her mouth, sucking on them and running her tongue between. She looked over at her new friend Steph to find her already kissing Tanice and running her hands between her dark thighs.

When Naomi stretched out next to her, and leaned down to lick at her hard nipple, Olivia sighed in relief and closed her eyes, happy to get lost in these fabulous girls one more time.


Chapter Three

Olivia opened the door to her suite, and found the handsome porter, Christopher, standing in the hall. She blushed as she pulled her robe tighter around her. She’d just had the most relaxing shower of her life, and had been wondering what she should wear when she confronted Drake about his little scheme. She hadn’t heard anything from her husband since she’d gotten back from the private cove, which had been a relief, but also a bit concerning.

“Yes?” she said, trying to surreptitiously take in the magnificent body and beautiful features of her island crush.

“Good evening, Mrs. Davidson,” he said, giving her a slight bow. The deep voice and lilting Caribbean accent did something to her brain that made her breath come quicker. “I’ve been sent to escort you to the hotel bar. Mr. Davidson is there, as well as the Colemans. Tanice said to tell you that it was all right.”

Tanice? Had she set up the meeting? Somewhere in public, where tempers couldn’t flare too badly? At least she wouldn’t cause trouble—Drake had no problem making a scene as long as it wasn’t in front of his boss. “You’re Tanice’s husband, aren’t you?” Her pussy still tingled from the pleasure that the talented masseuse had given her.

“Yes ma’am,” Christopher said.

“She gives wonderful massages.”

The big man chuckled, and his eyes raked obviously up and down Olivia’s body. “Yes she does.”

She shook her head to stop daydreaming. “Fine. Just give me a few minutes to get dressed. You can wait in the lounge if you don’t mind.”

“Not at all, Mrs. Davidson,” he said. He brushed past her, not even waiting for her to step back to let him in.

She closed the door, and turned to find him seated casually on the sofa in the suite’s sitting area. He’d crossed his legs, and Olivia noticed the bulge that ran down one seam of his tight shorts. Finally breaking her gaze away, she headed for the bedroom. “I won’t be long,” she said over her shoulder.

Without even thinking about why, she left the bedroom door open several inches. Dropping her robe on the floor, she headed for the closet, wondering again what she should wear to confront her asshole husband. Something hot, she decided—something that would show him the body that he thought he’d bought and paid for, but which he was never going to touch again. The light green halter dress that she picked out showed off plenty of cleavage, as well as a good length of bare leg. As she lifted her arms to tie the straps behind her neck, she felt goose bumps up her back like someone was watching her. Careful not to look back at the open door, she turned slightly to show her full tits and flash her dark nipples before covering them with the thin fabric. She stepped into a pair of wedge sandals, and checked herself in the mirror before heading to the bathroom to do her makeup.

As she picked up a brush to run it through her dark hair, her eyes fell on the round container that supposedly held her birth control pills. If Tanice was right about what Drake had said, then the case was full of fertility hormones instead. She put her hand on her flat belly, rubbing it over the soft fabric of her dress, and feeling the muscles underneath. Today was right in the middle of her cycle, and she was almost sure that the cramp she’d felt on the plane had been her ovulating. Her bastard husband had really planned this well. If she’d given in to his advances tonight, or at any time over the next few days, there was a good chance that she would’ve gotten pregnant.

She tried to imaging her stomach swelling, and the feeling of a baby growing inside her. It was something that she’d dreamed about when she was younger, but after her life had gone off track with her sudden marriage to Drake, she’d given up on having kids. He’d never expressed any interest, and she hadn’t wanted to let him get her pregnant—it would have seemed like the ultimate sell-out in a life that was full of them all ready.

Her rage boiled up again, as she thought back on all of the times she’d compromised herself, and how her husband had taken advantage of her weakness to get just what he’d wanted from her. He’d seemed to think that money was all that he needed to provide in the relationship, and after a while, she’d given up on expecting anything more.

She took a deep breath to calm her shaking hands, and looked at herself in the mirror. She shouldn’t be mad. Here was her chance to turn away from the path she was on, and find a new life, without her douchebag husband and his money. She wouldn’t miss it at all. The money was OK, and she’d been desperate for it while she still had her dreams of living in New York and being an actress, but now it almost disgusted her. She was ready to be homeless, rather than deal with Drake’s skinny, balding ass for one more day.

Feeling a little better, she finished her makeup in record time, and went back to the lounge. The look that Christopher gave her as she stepped through the door almost buckled her knees. She felt so desirable at that moment, that she wanted to forget about Drake and this meeting, and just run off somewhere, to a place where every man would look at her like that.

“I’m ready,” she finally managed to say.

He gave her a grin, and jumped up from his seat, leading her out the door. He didn’t say a word as they wandered down the hallway, and into the elevator, staring at the descending numbers above the door rather than look at her. They crossed the airy, open lobby, and he held the door open for her as they entered the bar. She remembered her last time here, sitting with Steph, wrapped up in her own naïveté, until she’d just happened to speak to Tanice. It was amazing what effect one small action could have.

She looked around the open room, but didn’t see her husband, or the Colemans. She was about to ask Christopher where they were, when he moved past her and headed toward the opposite wall. Between the bar and the restrooms was a large door with “Banquet Room” painted on its front. Christopher swung it open, and waved her inside.

She hadn’t known what to expect, but the tableau that greeted her wasn’t even close. The large room had a long table down the middle, with seating for twenty or more. At the far end was a small dance floor, and buffet serving area. Bright Caribbean colors covered the walls, while potted ferns and fake palms made it seem more like the outdoors. She saw a group of people beyond the big table, some of them sitting, some standing. Christopher took her gently by the arm and guided her along the length of the room.

“Olivia,” Steph said, breaking away from the group and stepping up to give her a hug.

She squeezed the thin girl tight, feeling almost like they were sisters, the way that they were forced into this fiasco together. Then she remembered the feel of the blonde woman’s tits in her hands, and the taste of her wet pussy on her tongue, and all sisterly feelings went away. “How’re you doing?” she asked, giving her a brief, surreptitious kiss on the mouth before pulling away.

“I’m fine, I guess. It’s just so overwhelming. But you have to see what’s happening here.” She took Olivia’s hand and dragged her away from Christopher, and toward the other group.

Tanice and Naomi were there, along with the bartender, Alexander. He’d traded in his resort uniform for a snowy-white shirt, with red and yellow embroidery at the sleeves and hem, over loose, bright red pants and black sandals. His mass of dreadlocked hair had been loosened from its ties, and cascaded down his back and over his shoulders. The two cousins had changed as well, into bright dresses of yellow and green that looked incredible against their dark skin. The fourth Bahamian in the group was the other driver that Olivia had seen that morning—from Naomi’s grip on his hand he must be Damian, her husband.

Sitting in front of the others, in a couple of chairs borrowed from the banquet table, were Drake and Richard. Olivia tensed as she got nearer, waiting for her husband’s sharp voice to start yelling at her. The two men were in loose Hawaiian shirts, and Bermuda shorts, which was odd. She didn’t remember Drake packing anything like that, since he preferred tropical slacks and white, open-collar linen shirts, whenever they went anywhere warm. The touristy outfits made both men less imposing, and Olivia felt her courage building as she saw how ordinary Drake looked.

He looked up at her as she approached, but his face barely registered her presence. He looked around slack-jawed, and disinterested.

“What’s wrong with him?” Olivia whispered to Steph.

“Nothing,” the blonde girl said. “Just wait, they’ll explain.”

“Come here, Olivia,” Tanice said, holding out her hand. When the two women got in range, she wrapped them both in a tight hug.

“Damian, get them some chairs,” Naomi said from behind them, and Olivia heard a scrape as a couple of heavy chairs were set down nearby.

“Here, ladies, sit,” Tanice said, and guided them into the chairs, facing their husbands. Tanice stood behind them, with a hand on each of their shoulders.

Alexander moved among the group, lighting several fat candles that sat on the floor. He’d used chalk to scribe symbols around the men’s chairs. The scent of incense finally caught up with Olivia’s senses; sandalwood, and something else that she couldn’t place. The way everything was positioned reminded her of a voodoo ritual from some bad horror movie, and Olivia turned to look at Tanice over her shoulder. The other woman leaned down and kissed Olivia on the lips, which made her jump. Why would she be so brazen in front of her own husband as well as Olivia’s?

“Don’t worry,” Tanice said. “This is for them, not you.” She nodded her head toward the two white men, who stared blankly at the goings on. “I told you that Alexander is an Obeah Man—someone who communicates with the spirits of the islands—and he’s very skilled in crafting certain potions. Earlier tonight, when your husbands came into the bar, he might have added a small concoction to their drinks.”

Olivia raised her eyebrows at that, and turned to look at the two middle-aged men. So they were drugged? Was that good or bad for her?

“While Alexander is very devoted to his calling, and wouldn’t dream of demeaning it while performing his actual duties, he’s not above some theater on occasion,” Tanice continued. “Especially when it comes to fooling the ignorant. Once your husbands were feeling agreeable, we brought them here to participate in an island fertility ritual.” She smiled and gave Olivia a broad wink.

“Oh, shit. Seriously?” Olivia wanted to burst out laughing, but she held her amusement so she wouldn’t disturb the “ritual.”

“Do you feel the spirits entering your body?” Alexander asked the two men, holding up a talisman woven with palm fronds and red ribbon. “If they find you worthy, they will give you the power to father many strong children. If you lie, they will take their revenge!”

Both men stared at him, wide eyed, as he intoned the ritual to summon the spirits of virility.

While Christopher stood behind Drake and Richard, resting a large hand on each of their their shoulders to keep them in their hairs, Damian wandered over to where the women sat watching. He looped an arm around Naomi’s waist and gave her a long passionate kiss, before leaning down to whisper to Olivia and Steph. “The stuff he gave them is going to make them very open to suggestion,” he said. “It will also force them to always tell the truth.” He grinned, but it almost looked like a growl, showing his bared teeth. “If there is something that you always wanted to know, now is the time.”

When he stood back up, Naomi whispered something in his ear. He looked down at the seated blonde woman in front of him, and then very deliberately put his hands on her shoulders. Steph looked back at him curiously, but Naomi reached out and caressed her cheek, giving her a nod and a smile. When the blonde woman turned back around, she put both of her small, pale hands over Damian’s large dark ones, and gave them a friendly squeeze. With a sigh, she settled back in the chair, watching the Obeah Man work his “magic.”

Olivia had been staring at Christopher the whole time, and for the most part it seemed that he returned her interest. She found herself pushing out her chest to call attention to her breasts, and opening her knees to display the softness of her inner thighs. She jumped when Tanice’s fingers slid down her arm, but when she looked over her shoulder at her new friend, the island woman was also watching her husband. With both women focused on Christopher, Tanice slid her hand over Olivia’s breast, her fingers delving under the skimpy fabric of her halter top. Olivia sucked in a sharp breath as the other woman found her sensitive nipple and rolled it between her fingers, giving it a sharp squeeze before pulling her hand back.

Behind the two mesmerized bankers, Christopher gave his wife and her new friend a lazy smile that was full of promise.

“Are you ready to be tested?” Alexander intoned. He had a huge, booming voice when he was acting his part, and Olivia had to fight back a grin at the theatricality of it all.

“Yes,” both men answered. Their eyes were open wide, but they didn’t seem to see much beyond the tall, thin figure of the Obeah Man.

“You must tell the spirits why you are worthy of their help,” Alexander commanded.

“Well, I’m the CFO of Temple International,” Drake said. “At the moment I’d say my net worth is close to three hundred million. I’ve got a penthouse in Manhattan, as well as a houses in Connecticut and—”

“Fool!” Alexander boomed. “You think the spirits care about your money?”

“I…I don’t understand,” Drake said. “What else is there?”

Everyone else seemed shocked by her husband’s words, but Olivia just shook her head. “I’d say that’s the truth according to Drake,” she said.

“Before they aid you, the spirits want to know what kind of man you are, Drake Davidson. Tell them of your character, not your wealth.”

Drake looked confused, but he tried to answer. “I…uh…well, to be honest, I…hmmph…I think everyone I deal with is an idiot,” he blurted out. “I try my hardest to make others look stupid or incompetent, just to make myself feel better. I’m on a crusade right now to get that weakling Jarred Temple ousted by the board so I can take over, and I arranged this vacation to line up Richard’s help.”

“Really?” Richard said, tearing his frightened gaze away from Alexander to look at his business partner. “That’s funny because I’ve been trying to get you fired for the last six months so I could have your job. I never figured that you wanted to move up. That’s so great, we can attack old man Temple together!” He grinned like an idiot, and reached out to squeeze the smaller man’s knee.

Behind her, Olivia heard Damian chuckle, and when she looked over her shoulder, she saw him holding a small video camera pointed at the babbling men. From that point on, Drake and Richard were like two bitchy teenage girls, gossiping about boys, clothes and who they hated most. They insulted most of their co-workers by name, especially their boss. They also admitted to embezzling money, getting people fired to cover their own mistakes, and pressuring women in the office into giving them sexual favors.

“Did you know any of this?” Steph whispered to her.

Olivia shook her head. “No, that piece of shit’s good at keeping his secrets. I’m not surprised by any of it though.”

“Well I’ve never forced any woman into having sex with me,” Richard said. “I usually sneak out at lunch and go to that bar down the street. You know, The Stud?”

“That gay bar?” Drake asked.

“Yup. I can get a good blowjob there for under fifty bucks, and no office politics involved.”

Stephanie gasped. “Did he just say…?”

“I think he did,” Naomi said, patting the blonde on the shoulder in sympathy.

“Is that any good?” Drake asked his co-worker. “I’d never even thought of it.”

“Oh, yeah. I like it a lot. Better than girls, really. Not that I can ever say that in front of that breeder Temple. But the best is when I get one of those muscle boys to do me in the ass.”

“Oh…my…god.” Steph had her hand over her mouth, and her eyes were wide in shock. Christopher, standing behind the oblivious men, was shaking with silent laughter.

“Nah, I’d never do that,” Drake said. “I’d rather do the fucking. Well, at least when I can get it hard.”

“You know,” Richard said, putting his hand back on Drake’s leg, “I’ve thought a couple times about asking you to take my ass, and I figured this vacation might be a good chance. Maybe after we get this stuff with the wives taken care of…?”

“Hmm. We’ll see,” Drake said, patting his subordinate’s groping hand. “First we’ve got to knock those little bitches up, so we can start getting Temple to trust us. I figure four or five months after we announce that they’re pregnant, we start asking him for baby advice, maybe get that cow that he married to visit the wives so they can bond. Then, once the rugrats are born, he should be ripe for a takedown.”

“I like it,” Richard said, and the two drugged men grinned at each other. Richard must have taken that as a signal, and was just leaning in to kiss the older man, when Drake pulled away.

“But we’ll need to focus our energy on the women for now,” he said. “I figure, with all of the fertility drugs that I’ve fed to Olivia over the last month, I should be able to knock her up by, say, Wednesday. So if you want to pencil in a time for me to fuck your ass on Thursday, we can probably make that work. Condom only though. And don’t go wasting your cum anywhere except inside your wife until then. This will work a lot better if both of them are preggo.”

Richard nodded in understanding and pulled his hand away from Drake’s leg. He reached between his own legs to adjust himself in his pants, but put away his desires for the greater good.

Alexander, the Obeah Man, had given up on directing the conversation between the two men, and had let them just ramble. He’d stepped back to let Damian do the filming, while they’d done a great job of committing career suicide with all of their confessions.

When they started recapping their plans to get their young wives pregnant, Olivia had to turn away. She couldn’t look at him while he talked about manipulating her body in such a cold-blooded manner. Instead, her gaze drifted over Drake’s head, to where Christopher stood watch behind them. He was so incredibly handsome that she found herself holding her breath as she looked, worried that if she attracted any attention to herself, the spell would be broken, and he’d become some ugly, shriveled thing like her husband.

When she overheard Drake mentioning the fertility hormones that he’d slipped her, she put her hand over her tummy, wondering if she really was primed to get pregnant. It sure felt like it—a couple times today she’d imagined walking around with a big belly, and feeling her baby kicking inside her. What would it be like to hold a tiny little person that she had grown in her womb for nine months? To let her tiny baby suckle at her breast, while she looked down at its precious face, her heart swelling with love?

Something came over her in that moment. Maybe it was the hormones swirling through her body, or maybe it was just a reaction to the impossible situation she found herself in. She shook her head to clear the maternal fog, and reached out to take Steph by the hand. “Come here, I want to ask you something.” She dragged the unresisting girl off to the side and leaned in to whisper in her ear.

Stephanie gasped, but then put her arm around Olivia’s shoulders and they huddled for a minute. When they finally broke apart they went, hand in hand, to where Naomi and Tanice stood. They got into another whispered conversation, and when they were done, everyone was smiling.

“Alexander, let me ask you something,” Tanice said, stepping over to the dreadlocked Obeah Man. His broad grin told Olivia almost instantly that he was on board.

“Enough!” he shouted at the two oblivious men, who were still admitting their sins to the world. “The spirits of the islands have found you wanting. You’ve allowed greed and deception to rule your lives. Your children would be weak and unprincipled, and the spirits won’t bless your efforts.”

“Wait…what…?” Drake stammered, trying to follow what the mystic man said. “What does that mean? Are the spirits angry? Maybe we can make a deal.”

“Yeah, what do the spirits want?” Richard said. “We could…I don’t know…donate to the church or something? Just name your price.”

“Fools! The spirits don’t care for your money. They will never help you in what you had planned. In fact, you can count on never fathering a child while you remain in the islands.”

“Well, that’s just not fair!” Drake said. “Who do we appeal this decision to? Who’s in charge here? We have to get the girls pregnant, our whole plan depends on it.”

Olivia was torn between loathing and amusement as she watched Drake squirm under the influence of the Obeah Man’s potion. Normally, he was he last person who would believe in spirits or magic, but the concoction that he’d swallowed had him begging Alexander to get the island spirits on his side. Now to see if her new plan would work.

“No! There is no appeal,” Alexander said. “The spirits have spoken to me, and you men will not father a child while you’re here. If your plan depends on that outcome, then you must find a different path, one of truth and honesty and virility.”

Both men looked despondent, and Olivia was afraid that they would just give up on their scheme, at least until they sobered up. But Tanice came to their rescue.

She turned like she was talking to her cousin. “My husband is a true and honest man,” she said, loud enough for the two businessmen to hear. “And I can swear to his virility. It’s really too bad that he’s not the one requesting this favor from the spirits.”

A sneaky look came over Drake’s face, and Olivia wanted to clap her hands with glee—she could always count on her husband to look for the loophole. “Will the spirits accept a substitute?” he asked Alexander. “Someone who will meet all of their demands?”

“Wait,” Richard said, finally catching on, “you want someone else to get the girls pregnant?”

“I don’t give a shit who knocks up the little slut,” Drake said. “It still gets me to where I need to be. And you? What do you care if your wife is with another man? You probably don’t like fucking her anyway.”

Richard opened his mouth to answer, but then snapped it shut. He leaned back in his chair and grinned. “It would be nice not to have to deal with her pussy for the next few days,” he said.

“Are you kidding?” Tanice said, stepping in front of the two men. “Our husbands are not going to knock up your wives, just because you need them pregnant for some dishonest scheme of yours.”

“No, they have to,” Richard said. “The spirits have spoken.” He turned to Alexander. “You have to make them do it. I don’t care if the men are married. The spirits want it and that’s it.” He sneered at Tanice. “Your muscle-bound stud is going to cum inside my wife’s womb, and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

Stephanie had her head buried in Naomi’s shoulder to keep from laughing, and Olivia had her hands over her mouth to stop her grin from ruining the moment.

Tanice, playing her part, let her shoulders sag in defeat. “Oh well,” she sighed. “If the spirits say…”

Olivia thought her delivery was a little overdramatic, but Drake and Richard seemed to buy it.

“Great,” Drake clapped his hands, “let’s get to it.”


Chapter Four

“Oh god, I’m so nervous,” Stephanie said. “Are we really going to do this?” She stood with Olivia off to one side of the lounge in the Davidsons’ suite.

Christopher and Damian sat Drake and Richard in a pair of hard chairs from the dining area, while Naomi and Tanice cleared the center area around the two couches. They’d already set up the video camera to point at the two men.

“I know. I’m nervous, too, but I’m also ready for it,” Olivia said. “Look at those two.” She pointed at Christopher and Damian, biting her lower lip as Christopher effortlessly lifted a heavy wooden chair, and his muscles bulged under his dark skin. “Have you had anything like that since you married Richard?”

Steph followed her gaze, and watched the two island men for a moment, then shook her head. “Nope. Not since that male model in L.A. like four years ago.”

“So let’s forget about the how and the why, and just enjoy ourselves for a little while,” she said, caressing the blonde girl’s bare arm.

Steph lit up with a smile. “Yes. Let’s do it,” she said, but then her face got serious again. “But are you sure it’s OK with Naomi and Tanice? I mean, I really like them and I wouldn’t want to—”

“Want to what?” Tanice said. She’d snuck up behind them, and draped an arm around each of their shoulders. “Want to get fucked by a giant black dick?” She laughed, and leaned in to kiss Steph on the cheek. “Don’t worry, honey, it will be better than you ever imagined.”

“But aren’t you…don’t you get…?”

“Jealous? Not when I know what he’s doing, and with whom. Would it surprise you to learn that we’ve entertained other women before this?” She took her hand off Olivia to rub Steph’s flat belly through her top. “And how many babies do you think Christopher has out there in the world?”

“Mmm, damn that’s hot,” Olivia said, leaning over to kiss Tanice on the lips. The black woman kissed her back, running her tongue over Olivia’s lips and flicking it into her open mouth.

“Starting already?”

A hand squeezed Olivia’s breast as Naomi joined them. The other island woman pulled Steph mouth’s to hers, and soon all four girls were swapping kisses in the middle of the room. Someone moved, pulling the group toward one of the couches, and with a laugh, they all fell onto the cushions.

Naomi ended up on top of Olivia, and she slid a hand up under her green skirt, headed straight for her covered pussy, while their lips locked and their tongues dueled. Olivia clutched at the muscular young woman, squeezing her ass through her skirt, and cupping one of her big tits. She sucked in a quick breath as Naomi’s fingers dove under her panties and found her sensitive pussy.

“Little slut, feel how wet you are.” A finger pressed into her, and Olivia arched her back. “You’ll need to be open to take these big boys,” Naomi said, adding another finger in Olivia’s pussy.

The pleasure building in her belly drove everything else from her mind. She knew that Drake was watching her right now, and that after he sobered up, there would be consequences for what she was about to do. She was about to take a black man’s cock inside her, and let him cum in her fertile womb, but there was no more doubt in her—the wheels were already in motion, and there was no way to stop it now. It was time to relax and enjoy all of the good things that were about to happen. Things like Naomi’s talented fingers finding her swollen clit and making her—

“Oh fuck!” she gasped as a sudden orgasm washed through her. She’d been primed for this since the scene in the banquet room, and her body was finally responding. She squeezed Naomi tight as the black girl kept her fingers moving in Olivia’s soaked hole.

Next to her, she heard Steph panting as Tanice got her worked up as well. These two couples must have done this before, because they acted like a well-oiled machine. Olivia was just coming down from her cum, and wondering what was next, when Naomi got a hand in her hair and turned her head to the side. She smelled it almost before she saw it; the musk of a hard and ready cock, the black tip wet with the fluid leaking from the end.

She was shocked by its size, and her eyes opened wide as she imagined all of the things that it could do to her, but then the smooth skin slid along her cheek and the tip headed for her lips. She opened wide, and stuck out her tongue, groaning at her first taste of black dick.

Damian slid his cock smoothly into her mouth. Her jaw stretched wide around the blunt tip, as her tongue flicked over the crown. She got a hand around the base, feeling the steel shaft under the soft skin. Her hand barely fit around him, and she moaned as she imagined it stretching her pussy. She wanted to scream with pleasure at having a real dick to play with, after so many years of Drake’s tiny, semi-hard worm. This cock was what she was meant to have—what her young, horny body needed.

She felt cooler air across her tits, as Naomi untied her halter straps and peeled her top down. Warm lips latched onto a firm brown nipple, and Olivia gasped around Damian’s mouthful as Naomi suckled at her breast. More than ever that sensation stirred feelings inside her, and she pressed the other woman’s face into the soft mound. Naomi’s fingers still worked their magic on her pussy, and before she knew it, she was on the brink of cumming again.

Damian’s giant cock pressed deeper into her open mouth, demanding her attention. She wrapped her lips tight around the shaft and sucked hard, getting more of his salty pre-cum on her tongue. Her fingers glided up and down the silky skin of his dick, massaging the rigid core underneath. He was bigger than her largest vibrator, and just as hard, and she called up all of her memories of long ago boyfriends to remember what to do with a real cock.

She gripped him hard, momentarily frightened as he pressed into the back of her throat. He backed away, but she wouldn’t let him go far. Holding his cock steady, and pushing her mouth over him, she tested her limits by driving the wide knob deeper and deeper with every bob of her head. She started to gag, but viciously forced down her reflex, telling her brain to accept the giant black invader, even if it was trying to choke her. She heard Damian moan and felt his hands on the back of her head, and she wanted to scream with the way it turned her on. She felt just as much lust from sucking this man’s cock as she did from the fingers gliding in and out of her pussy.

It had been so long since she’d really wanted to please her partner, and Damian’s reactions to her mouth made her go further than she ever expected. She got her hand on his muscular ass, and taking a deep breath, pulled him hard into her. She choked just a bit as he wedged in her throat, but she kept going, concentrating on relaxing and accepting this giant thing into her body. Wet with her spit, his cock slid down her gullet, forcing open the tight muscles there.

He didn’t get it all the way, but a good part of his black cock was inside her. He held still, soaking in the heat and pressure of her throat. His dick throbbed in her mouth, pulsing out his heartbeat. His hands locked behind her head, trapping his cock in her and cutting off her breathing, but she didn’t care. She gave up all control to this powerful man, letting him decide when she could draw her next breath.

When he finally pulled back, she moaned in disappointment, missing his cock in spite of the soreness in her virgin throat. She gripped his firm ass and went after him again, trying to get more. She plugged her mouth with warm dick, swallowing, working her muscles, pulling him deeper than before. She felt the tickle of his pubic hair on the tip of her nose, and tried to look up at his face to see his reaction. Was she doing a good job? Was she pleasing his cock?

Damian must have known what she wanted, because he groaned his approval, and caressed her taut cheek. Her mind swelled with pride, and just as she pulled back, gasping for air, Naomi drove her fingers deep into her cunt, and nipped sharply on her hard nipple.

“Oh, fuck…!” Olivia’s hips lifted off the couch, and her whole body trembled as her second orgasm blew through her like a tornado. She tugged at Damian’s wet cock, putting it back between her lips and sucking on the tip like a juicy pacifier as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

“Damn, look at her go, baby,” Naomi said. “I think the spirits are working extra hard with this girl.” She giggled, and Damian rumbled deep in his chest as he chuckled along with her.

They may have thought that talking that way was part of the act for Drake and Richard, but at that moment Olivia could almost believe that she was infused with the spirits of lust and fertility. Every touch shocked her with its intensity, and time stretched out, making her pleasure last forever. A force greater than just the need for sex was driving her. She had a purpose; a destiny that had been dictated by fate. She was going to fuck one of these beautiful black men, and take their seed inside her fertile womb.

She was glad now that she hadn’t made Damian cum in her mouth. She needed to save all of his baby-making cream for the wet pussies of the two horny white women desperate to get knocked up.

“You can’t do that, Drake, the spirits said so.” The hoarse whisper carried over to the couch, and Olivia looked up to see what her asshole husband was up to. He’d pulled down his shorts and released his thin cock through the fly of his underwear.

He held up both hands when he saw everyone looking at him, and gave his business partner a glare. “I wasn’t going to touch myself,” he said. “I heard what the priest guy said. I was just letting it out in case…well, you know, in case…”

“I case what?” Olivia asked.

Drake frowned and refused to look at her. Instead he turned to Richard. “In case you wanted to, you know…” He opened his mouth and bobbed his head back and forth. “I mean you practically admitted that you wanted it.”

Everyone in the room laughed, except Richard. He had his eyes on Drake’s tiny erection and was licking his lips. “I don’t know,” he said.

“Richard, for fuck’s sake suck the man’s dick already,” Steph shouted at him. She was on the opposite couch, stroking Christopher’s rampant cock while he sat next to her. Tanice was on her knees between her legs, kissing at her flat belly.

Olivia caught Steph’s eye and gave her a grin, which she returned. The blonde woman pointed at Christopher’s giant pole and then over at Drake’s pencil-thin dick sticking up from his grey-furred crotch. She held up her thumb and finger only a half-inch apart, and then started laughing. Olivia joined right in. She turned back to the big black cock in her own hand, barely noticing out of the corner of her eye when Richard got off his chair and dropped to his knees in front of Drake.

Olivia kissed Damian’s dick, and licked the drop of clear fluid from the end. She wanted it inside her, she decided. It was time for her to feel this monster spreading open her pussy and delivering its load to her womb.

She was just about to suggest that they move to the bedroom, when a heavy hand fell on her shoulder, and something soft brushed against her cheek. Once again, she could tell just from the musky, manly scent what was waiting for her when she turned her head. Christopher stood next to the couch, presenting his magnificent cock for her attention. She looked up at him through hooded eyes, and took in every bit of his rugged face, locking in on his dark eyes as they gazed gently down at her.

She was startled when Damian pulled his cock away from her, and she turned in surprise to see Steph standing next to him, pressing her nude body into his side and kissing him hard. Naomi got up from between Olivia’s knees and joined in, taking charge of her husband’s cock after Olivia released her grip.

The couch shifted behind her, and she smelled Tanice’s lavender scent. “I know you wanted my man, and I don’t blame you. Steph said she felt really close with my cousin at the cove earlier, and wanted to stay close by being with her husband, so we decided to switch. Was that wrong?”

Olivia couldn’t help it. She started crying softly. “No,” she mumbled, then wiped at her eyes before facing Tanice. “That’s perfect. It’s all perfect. You guys—you, Tanice, and you Christopher, and Naomi and Damian—you’ve taken a really terrible and sad thing, and suddenly made it perfect. Thank you so much.” Her shoulders shook as she sobbed with the intensity of what she was feeling.

No one said anything, but suddenly Christopher’s strong arms were around her and he was lifting her like she weighed nothing. She felt his warm skin and the hard muscles under it, felt his breath on her cheek and then his lips on hers, and she surrendered herself into the care of the husband and wife who had been so kind to her.

Steph, Naomi and Damian had already disappeared, as Christopher carried her toward one of the suite’s two large bedrooms. The last thing she saw before they passed through the French doors was Drake making his sex face as Richard’s head bobbed in his lap. Tanice closed the doors behind them, and they were in their own little world—a world where she was about to become a mom.

As Christopher set her down on the soft bed, she looped her arms around his bull neck and tried to pull him down on top of her. He gently but firmly pried open her grip, and kissed her lightly on the forehead as he stepped back. She saw his giant snake of a cock floating in front of her and reached for it, but Tanice held her down and wouldn’t let her move.

“Patience, sweetie,” she said. “You’ll get it soon enough.”

Olivia whined like a little kid who’d been denied a cookie. She kept her eyes possessively on Christopher’s dick as he climbed up on the bed with his wife and their new friend. He laid down in the center of the mattress, and stretched out both of his thick arms. Tanice climbed over his big body, and hugged herself to him on one side, while Olivia felt his arm around her shoulders, pulling her to his other side. Between them the two women made a poor attempt at a Christopher sandwich; the bread simply too small to contain the amount of meat in the center.

Olivia didn’t want to make a mistake with her new man, so she watched Tanice and copied everything that the other woman did. Two hands, one dark, one light, ran over Christopher’s smooth chest, their fingers sometimes meeting in the middle. They both leaned up to kiss his stubbled cheeks, and he twisted his head back and forth, sometimes kissing his moaning wife and sometimes thrusting his tongue between the open lips of the hot young tourist. Olivia wanted to go right at the giant totem pole of his dick, but she bowed to Tanice’s experience with her husband, and held back. That didn’t stop her from keeping an eye on it, as it throbbed above his muscular body.

She had to admit though, that she was glad they took the time to explore, instead of getting right down to it. Christopher had to be the most perfectly-formed man she’d ever seen, with his broad chest and shoulders, narrow hips and strong legs. His dark brown skin was smooth and soft, with almost no hair, and she found herself fascinated by the hills and valleys of his hard muscles. None of her earlier lovers had been built anything like this.

In college, she’d gone for the skinny, androgynous boys, afraid of the violence and aggression that she and her friends associated with the jock types. And then had come Drake, with his old-man's body that he didn’t even try to keep in shape. He’d said early on that his money made him beautiful, so why should he worry about the rest? Olivia had to disagree. Every woman wants to feel safe, and while she’d thought that Drakes money gave her a measure of safety, she was now discovering a new kind of security. Lying in Christopher’s protective arms gave her a euphoric feeling that nothing could ever hurt her, as long as he was around.

Her heavy sigh sounded loud in her own ears as she snuggled up against her big man, pressing her warm, soft body against him, sharing a new profound connection that he might not feel, but she certainly did. She was about to give up the sanctity of her womb to this virtual stranger. From this day forward, her life was changing forever. She would carry his child inside her, and give birth, and raise their baby, and be connected to him for the rest of her life through what they did tonight. She couldn’t help it, and started crying again.

Tanice’s soft hand slid over her shoulder and squeezed in support. “It’ll be OK, dear.”

Olivia looked over the mountain of Christopher’s chest, at the woman who had made this all happen; who had not only saved her from Drake’s malicious plan, but had welcomed her into her marriage, and volunteered her gorgeous husband for stud service. And she’d done it with a smile and absolutely no trace of jealousy. She wiped her tears away and smiled at Tanice. “It’s already more than OK,” she said. “That’s what’s making me cry.”

Tanice climbed over her husband and kissed Olivia on the forehead, then down to her cheeks, licking away the salty tears. Christopher flexed his arms and pulled them both up to him, and they shared a tender three-way kiss. Olivia inhaled deeply, drawing in the breath of her two lovers like she was absorbing the spirits of the islands from their lungs.

She wanted to stay like that forever, but as much as she enjoyed the tenderness and emotion of the situation, at some point they had to get down to the dirty stuff. Her pussy was looking for attention, ready to get this impregnation party started. She slid a hand down Christopher’s tight abs, into the sparse hair around the base of his cock, and circled her fingers around his thick shaft. It throbbed under her touch, and she stroked it from root to tip and back again. “Can I taste it?” she asked, looking up at the gorgeous couple.

Tanice laughed brightly, and sat up. She put her hand over Olivia’s, her dark fingers intertwining with the lighter ones already rubbing her man’s cock. She slid her other hand behind Olivia’s head, and laced her fingers in silky dark hair. She tugged, not hard, but insistently, pulling Olivia’s wide-eyed face closer to Christopher’s cock.

As she got closer, Olivia opened her mouth wide, and let Tanice direct her. First they moved to the smooth skin laced with bumpy veins along the top of his shaft. Olivia extended her tongue and washed it over the black skin, tasting the salty flesh and moaning softly to tell them that she approved. Her head moved up, her tongue leaving a long wet stripe on his skin. She felt the ridge of his crown, and traced it to the left and right, before moving higher. Her lips pursed as she reached the tip, and she sucked at the hole there, drawing out his slippery fluid and rolling it around inside her mouth.

Christopher obviously approved, because his big hand gripped her thigh and squeezed as she slipped her lips over the broad head and took his cock inside her for the first time. As she slid lower down his shaft, his hand moved higher, pushing her legs apart, his rough fingers scratching over the tender skin of her inner thighs.

She knew what was coming, and not wanting to accidentally bite him, she pulled her mouth off his cock for a moment. His probing fingers found her wet pussy, and he slid one thick digit between her lips, from the bottom to the top, until it flicked knowingly over her clit.

“Oh my god,” she gasped. Her hand squeezed at the base of his cock, and she shuddered as he continued to play with her slick folds. The shiny tip of his cock bobbed in front of her, looking lonely, so she went back to work. Opening her jaw as wide as she could, she tried to fit his monster back into her mouth. He was bigger than Damian, and thicker, and she didn’t know if she could repeat her trick from earlier and get him all the way down her throat.

That didn’t mean she wasn’t going to try. She knelt up on the bed, bracing herself on his hard abs, and tried to line up his cock with her open mouth. What she didn’t count on was her new position giving Christopher better access to her pussy, and before she could attempt to swallow his sword, he slid his thick finger up to the last knuckle in her wet channel. She whined with need, and slammed her hips down on his hand, trying to stuff more of him into her pussy, but at the same time, she was on a mission to fit him into her mouth.

Before she could get back to his cock though, Tanice was there. She slid her lips over her husband’s standing pole, and her cheeks hollowed as she sucked hard. Christopher groaned and pumped his finger faster into Olivia’s pussy. She was thrilled by his attention to her needy hole, but she was a little disappointed at Tanice stealing his cock from her. At least until the black girl tugged at Olivia’s head, bringing her face closer until both women were sucking on the head of Christopher’s cock, their lips brushing against each other and their tongues touching as they shared the slab of dark meat between them.

The big man had his hands between both girls’ legs, fingering their wet holes, while the two of them figured out how to divide a giant cock between them. While one sucked on the tip, the other would lick at the thick shaft, or tongue the tight bag that held his heavy balls. Then they would switch, like dancers pirouetting around a pole. Olivia was fascinated by Christopher’s scrotum, feeling the slippery eggs moving inside, knowing it was where he generated the semen that would soon pour into her pussy. She managed to suck one of his balls into her mouth, running her tongue gently over the wrinkled skin while he groaned and swirled his finger deep inside her.

She thought that they would play with him for a little longer, and then move on to the main event, so she was surprised when Tanice suddenly pushed her away and straddled her husband’s legs. “I just need him for a minute,” she panted, rising up to position her open pussy over Christopher’s standing cock. “I promise, you’ll get everything you want, but just let me…oh, shit…” She closed her eyes as his cock sank into her. She lowered her pussy, inch by agonizing inch, his thick shaft stretching her wide.

All Olivia could do was watch, fascinated by how Tanice's pussy opened to take his monster. She was a little disappointed, thinking somehow that Christopher’s cock had been exclusively hers for tonight, but knowing it would be incredibly rude to object to a wife who wanted to fuck her husband. It wasn’t like going second was any great hardship, as long as the big black man saved all of his precious seed for her fertile womb.

Tanice lifted herself up and down on her husband’s pole, her lower lips stretched taut around his girth and gripping him tight. She tugged on her heavy tits, pinching her dark nipples savagely. Her head tipped back, her long hair whipping behind her as she fucked herself hard. Her moans of pleasure were rising in volume as she got into a steady rhythm, her strong legs lifting and dropping her over his shiny-wet cock. She took his entire length with every thrust, and Olivia bit her lip nervously, wondering how that would feel.

She watched and waited, figuring that she was sidelined until Tanice was done, but then strong hands scooped her up and thick arms lifted her in the air. She yelped as she was dropped back down, but when her knees hit the mattress, she felt the scratchy rub of Christopher’s cheeks on her inner thighs, and felt his breath as it chilled the moisture on her pussy. She steadied herself with her hands on his chest, as he lowered her hungry hole right onto his probing tongue.

While his wife bounced on his rampant cock, Christopher attacked Olivia’s cunt, swirling his thick tongue inside her, while his mouth sucked and nibbled on her lower lips. She mashed her pussy down on to him, grinding her clit against the mound of his chin. Tanice bobbed in front of her, and Olivia matched her rhythm to the other woman’s. Whenever the black girl dropped down on his dick, Olivia lifted up, letting him tease her with his lips and tongue, but as soon as Tanice rose up off her husband’s shaft, Olivia hunched her needy pussy down onto his face. It wasn’t his cock filling her, but she felt incredible as she got caught up in the motions of their dance.

Christopher’s hands reached up to cup her bouncing tits, and Olivia groaned as Tanice leaned forward to kiss her open mouth. She hugged the other woman to her, enjoying the mouth and body of this incredible girl while they shared the body of this incredible man. Christopher fondled two pairs of hanging breasts, as the women gyrated on his mouth and cock.

It was too much for Olivia to take, and when his tongue went deeper than ever before inside her clutching channel, she lost it, sparks flying from her pussy to her clit to her nipples to her brain. She pulled back from Tanice to cry out her pleasure. Her legs shook, and she collapsed on top of Christopher, sitting all of her weight down on his face, feeling his nose and mouth and chin mashing into her twitching cunt. Tanice screamed, loud and raw, in front of her, and jammed herself down on his cock as deep as it would go. Her belly trembled as she reached her climax on her husband’s hard pole.

Olivia worried briefly that she was suffocating Christopher with her sopping pussy, but the big man got his hands under her butt and lifted her easily off his face. His tongue swept gently over her hypersensitive flesh, expertly keeping the tremors rolling through her until she couldn’t take it any more. With a sigh, she rolled to the side, feeling the wetness on her belly and thighs cooling in the air-conditioned suite. The bed shook as Tanice collapsed next to her, and the two women exchanged sisterly grins as they came down from their mutual orgasms.

“What—?” Olivia had forgotten about everything, other than how relaxed and satisfied she felt, but Christopher was there to remind her of her purpose. He got her by the ankles, and dragged her toward him, stretching out her nude body across the rumpled bed. He loomed over her, looking down like a predator examining his next meal. A blinding grin split his face as Olivia reached up her arms to him, welcoming him to attack her.

He tugged her ankles apart, and she split her legs wide, making a soft cradle for him as he settled between her parted thighs. She was scared for a moment as his weight settled on her, thinking that the giant man might crush her into the bed, and smother her with his bulk. But Christopher was considerate as well as handsome, and he took most of his weight off her. His chest met her firm tits, flattening them between their bodies as he leaned down to claim her lips.

His hard shaft pressed between them, and she shifted her hips, trying to line up the wet crease of her pussy with the underside of his cock. She got him settled in the slippery groove, and hunched her mound against him, groaning into his mouth as her clit rubbed against his iron bar.

It felt so incredible, lying under this man, feeling the heat of his skin and the power of his body. It was such a far cry from Drake’s scrawny frame, huffing and puffing on top of her. She closed her eyes and let her hands roam over Christopher’s strong back, his rounded shoulders and powerful arms. This was a man. One who would treat her as a woman; treat her like she deserved.

She gasped as his cock slid over her clit. That giant pole, that spear of flesh, would soon be hers, merging with her and filling her like it was destined to do. She really felt in that moment, that the spirits of lust and fertility were filling her body; that she was doing something more that just having unprotected sex with a guy she’d know for less than a day. This was profound, and preordained. It was a cosmic imperative to get this man’s cock inside her, and receive his fertile offering.

Of course none of that would happen unless she got his dick in her pussy, instead of just sliding around outside. She tried to reach between them, to guide him into her entrance, but his hips pressed her too closely, and she couldn’t get to him. Just when she was about to break the silent spell of their lovemaking by asking him to move, she got help from a forgotten source. She’d been so caught up in Christopher’s sheer presence, that she’d forgotten that Tanice was still right next to them on the bed.

Olivia jerked as the other woman’s hand slid between her open legs, fondling the swinging balls of her husband, and rubbing her slippery fingers over Olivia’s spread pussy, even teasing at the puckered entrance to her ass. While Christopher’s tongue played in her mouth, and his big hands covered her tits, his wife took charge of his cock, and tried to fit it into place. He raised himself up just enough for Tanice to socket the round head into Olivia’s opening, and with her guidance, started pressing into her waiting pussy.

“Are you ready, Olivia?” Tanice asked.

Was she? This wasn’t any regular fuck; the consequences of it would change her entire life. But then again, her life was badly in need of a change. She pulled away from Christopher’s gentle kisses, and put her lips to his ear. “Yes, I’m ready. I want it. Please…”

She clutched at his shoulders as his incredible cock stretched the muscles of her cunt, forcing her open with agonizing slowness. She felt every bit of his cockhead as it slid into her, parting her lips and widening her tight hole. She gasped as the head popped inside, then concentrated on relaxing her pussy, opening up and accepting the relentless invader as it made its way into her depths. Her inner muscles protested, telling her that this intruder was too big for her little hole, but she put aside all of the discomfort, focusing on the pleasant feelings of Christopher’s body on hers, his strength and the security it brought her. Her man would never hurt her, and if she had to put up with a little soreness at the beginning, it was worth it. She hugged him tighter, and opened her legs as wide as she could.

Hands stroked her hair, and Tanice’s lips brushed her cheek. “You’re doing great, baby,” she whispered. “Just relax.”

She was trying, but his relentless cock just kept coming, reaching deeper inside her body than she could ever remember a man being. He paused at one point, and pulled back. She felt like her insides were being dragged out behind his retreating cock, and she hissed in his ear at the thought that he was leaving her. But after a moment he pushed back in, and her pussy reported to her brain that it didn’t hurt any more. In fact, it felt incredible—beyond anything she’d ever imagined. She loved the fullness, and the way his smooth shaft rubbed over her sensitive insides, stirring up her feelings as much as her delighted nerve endings. This was what it meant to be fucked, and he hadn’t even made it all the way inside her yet. She strained her hips up, trying to help him sink his entire cock into her.

A deep rumble bubbled up through Christopher’s chest as he chuckled. “She wants it,” he said, feeling her efforts to take more of him.

“Then give it to her,” Tanice said, landing a loud smack on her husband’s hard ass.

Christopher’s cock surged into her, and Olivia gasped at the sudden stretching of her channel. Where was the end of this? At some point he had to stop feeding her his dick and get around to the fucking part. While it felt incredible to be stuffed with giant black cock, she really wanted to get to the sweaty, slippery motion of it all. She felt a pressure inside her—deep in her belly—and a sudden prick of pain. Christopher grunted and pressed just a little deeper, and then relaxed as the last bit of his shaft slid between her lips, and his wiry hair tickled her exposed clit.

With a sigh, Olivia let her head fall back on the mattress, and her limbs sprawl to the sides. She’d done it—he’d done it—and she reveled in the sensation of being speared, pinned to the bed by the spike of his cock. All of her attention was on her pussy, as it pulsed around him in time with her beating heart. He twitched deep inside her, making her gasp as he nudged at her cervix, and she smiled as she stared up at the ceiling past his shoulder. She had him right where she wanted him; at the entrance to her fertile womb. The trick now was to get his cock to spit out the creamy goodness that would get her pregnant.

Her pussy was adjusting to his size, and she decided that the time for tenderness was over. It was time to get to the good stuff. She turned to look at Tanice, who smiled down on her with a look of beatific joy, then put her lips to Christopher’s ear. “Fuck me,” she said. “Give me a baby.”

He looked down at her, his dark eyes flashing as she begged him to breed her. He kissed the tip of her nose, and then smiled as he pulled his cock out of her. Olivia groaned as he slid through her sensitive passage, feeling every bump and ridge as he withdrew. Then he came back to her, driving harder and faster than before. The friction eased as her moisture soaked his cock. Just as his tip kissed her womb again, he drew it back. Then in. And out.

She wrapped her legs around his hips as he thrust into her, locking her ankles over his pumping ass. She felt so open and receptive, her pussy surrounding and caressing his cock, masturbating him with her smooth insides. It was her job now to please him, and if she did it well, he would give her her reward. She concentrated on muscles that had been long unused—that had never been called on with Drake’s tiny, hair-trigger dick—and squeezed his retreating monster, moaning at the intense sensations it stirred from her cunt.

The slap of his sweaty skin on hers filled the room, along with the liquid squish of him pistoning into her flooded hole. The scent of horny woman hung over the bed like a fog. Olivia closed her eyes and floated away on the rhythm of his fucking, feeling like she could go on like this forever. It was so perfect, so comforting to be held and covered by her man, while he stirred up such feelings inside her. Her body twitched every time he’d bump lightly into her womb, or crush his pubic bone on her clit.

His breath blew in her ear, getting louder as his strokes sped up. The slap of their bodies got louder as well. Olivia had trouble keeping her legs locked around his driving hips as he pumped her with such strength. She felt the beautiful, bubbling pressure build in her belly, as she climbed the slope of pleasure, headed relentlessly to the cliff. She was ready, and she knew it wouldn’t be long until he was too.

“Oh god, Christopher. Do it, baby. Cum inside me. Knock me up…” She pulled at his hips trying to speed up his lunges, while thrusting her pussy at him, taking him deep. The bump of his cock into her cervix was a dull ache inside her, reminding her of her purpose.

Her lover grunted, as his thrusts grew shorter and harder, pounding her chaotically with his dick. She clamped down on him at the same time she felt him swell inside her, and she knew it would be soon.

Just the thought that she was about to be impregnated—that she was about to go from woman to mother—sent her over the edge. The spirits that had led her inevitably to this moment made sure that she got her reward in pure pleasure, and she wailed wordlessly in her lover’s ear as she hit her peak. Every muscle in her body, from her arms and legs to her convulsing pussy squeezed down on Christopher, crushing him into her flesh like she wanted to suck his entire being into her waiting womb.

She heard him gasp, then growl, and he thrust one last time, holding himself as deep into her body as he could get. The muscles in his arms and the veins in his neck bulged as his whole body tensed. Time stopped for Olivia as she imagined the scene inside her clenching hole; how his black dick mashed up against the gateway to her uterus, how his entire shaft swelled and pulsed, his cock fulfilling its age-old purpose of delivering his semen into his mate. His body twitched with every spasm of his dick, and she pictured the spurts of pearly cream that coated her cervix, filling every available space inside her, until the entrance to her womb relaxed with her own trembling orgasm, opening the floodgates for his sperm to rush inside. Her lonely egg waited for her millions of lovers to seek her out, letting only one of them have the privilege of penetrating her.

She shuddered under Christopher’s sagging body as she imagined the moment. Even if it hadn’t happened yet, or it had already happened earlier, or even if it wouldn’t happen tonight, the expectation, and the presence of the island spirits, and everything that had led up to this, convinced Olivia that this was the exact moment that she became a mother. She knew that a new life was blooming inside her, and she couldn’t hold back her emotions. She took Christopher’s beautiful face between her hands, and kissed him, then broke down in tears, crying on his shoulder.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” she said, over and over again. Tanice laid down beside them, and brushed back Olivia’s sweaty hair from her face, kissing her on the forehead. Christopher grinned at his smiling wife, and put an arm around her, tugging her under him as well, so that both women were protected and cherished in this moment.

Olivia wasn’t sure if she'd passed out, or had simply gone away to another reality, but she was startled back to the present when Christopher shifted his hips, and started to ease his shrinking cock out of her. She moaned in disappointment, and made a half-hearted attempt to drag him back. She’d made a new home for him inside her pussy, and she didn’t want him to leave.

As his slippery cock popped free, Olivia panicked as a stream of cum leaked out of her. She didn’t want to lose a single drop of her lover’s cream and she pushed up on Christopher’s chest to get him out of the way. Tanice came to her rescue, putting her hand over Olivia’s gaping hole, holding back the flood that wanted to leak out onto the bed. Christopher’s wife took charge again, moving the other two around according to her plan. She got her arm under Olivia’s knees, and lifted her legs clear of the bed, angling the white woman’s freshly-fucked hole up and back, so no more of her husband’s essence could escape.

She pointed, and Christopher slid Olivia toward the top of the bed, until her heels rested on the headboard, and she could lift her hips and wedge a pillow under her ass. Once his precious cum was safe inside her where it belonged, Olivia relaxed, thinking that she’d spend the next hour or so—or even all night if she had to—soaking his sperm into her womb. She was surprised when Tanice laid down with her, her head next to Olivia’s but her feel pointing the opposite way. She was about to ask what was going on, when Christopher knelt up beside the two women, presenting his dripping, semi-hard cock to their waiting mouths.

The smell of pussy and the musky scent of semen hit Olivia, just before Tanice took hold of his dark cock and smeared their combined juices across Olivia’s open lips. Immediately her tongue ran out to lick up their mixed essence, and she smacked her lips as she rolled the fluid around in her mouth. Teasing her with her husband’s cock, Tanice would dip the dark head or the wet shaft down to Olivia’s mouth, and let her get in one lick before taking it away.

Olivia decided that she could play this game all night, as long as she got to lick at the cock that had done so much for her, but it was Christopher who eventually got tired of the game. Plucking his wife’s fingers off his shaft, he took his semi-hard dick in hand and laid it across the lips of both women. Tanice and Olivia went to work, licking him clean.

When they were done, Christopher sat back with a contented grin on his face, while his wife rolled over to lock lips with their white partner. The women’s tongues dueled as they traded spit, cum and pussy juices between them.

“How was it, sweetie?” Tanice asked.

Olivia opened her mouth to answer, and found that she couldn’t come up with the words to describe what she was feeling. “It was…amazing…incredible…I…I don’t know how to thank you both. I’m just…I’m too overwhelmed to figure it out right now.” She put both hands over her belly, wondering what was happing inside at that moment.

They laid there in pleasant silence, until Olivia felt the bed rocking slightly. Looking past Tanice’s body she saw that Christopher had stretched out next to his wife, and that she was stroking his revived cock. Olivia gaped at him, and he grinned back at her.

“What, you thought he was only good for one round?” Tanice said. “You’ve been with your old husband too long.”

She was right of course—Drake was one and done when it came to sex. She remembered past lovers who’d had more stamina, but that seemed like lifetimes ago. But now she had her fantastic lover, and his fantastic wife, here in her bed and ready to go again, so what was she going to do about it?

Cupping her mound to keep from leaking, she rolled away from the headboard, and got to her knees. “I don’t know how to thank you two. If this works out like I hoped, I’ll never be able to repay you. But while we’re here, I thought I’d at least try.”

Tanice’s forehead creased in curiosity, but she allowed herself to be moved around on the bed, until she was lying back with her legs open, and Olivia was crawling between. The white girl lowered her head between the black girl’s thighs, and kissed gently at her smooth mound. At the same time, she raised her ass in the air and waggled it back and forth, giving an open invitation to Christopher and his rampant cock. Just as Olivia speared her tongue into Tanice’s slot, the head of Christopher’s dick brushed her hand aside, and forced her open from behind.

Olivia set to work thanking these resort employees for making her trip so special, burying her face in Tanice’s pussy, while squeezing at the big black cock pummeling her abused cunt. As she licked at the other woman’s clit, she wondered if two loads of cum would be enough for tonight. After all, they had six more days left on their vacation…

* * * * *

When Olivia woke up, lazy and warm, under the covers of her bed, someone was spooning her from behind. A thin pale arm was draped over her, and she panicked for a moment, thinking that it was Drake. Had it had all been a dream, and she’d come back to the hell of being with her husband? Just as she was about to leap out of the bed and flee the room, she smelled lilacs, and saw Steph’s long manicured nails on the hand cupping her breast.

Early this morning, after more sex than she’d had in any given year before this, Christopher and Tanice had kissed her tenderly and headed back to their own room. No matter how friendly they had been to Olivia and Steph, they were still employees of the Grand Coral Bay, and had to get ready for work in just a few hours.

Olivia had offered to pay for their day off if they would just stay with her, but they reminded her that Drake and Richard would come out from the effects of Alexander’s potion around mid-morning. The two old men could cause trouble for the couple if they were still there. Olivia had cried as they left, but before they could even shut the door behind them, Steph had come in, and crawled into bed with her new best friend. They had kissed and cuddled and compared notes on their adventures for a while, before falling into an exhausted sleep.

Now it looked like they would have to get up and face their respective husbands. Last night had been magical and surreal, but the bright sunshine streaming in through the lacy curtains was actually the cold light of reality. She put her hand on her belly, wondering if it had worked, and if she was really pregnant with a half-black baby.

She was surprised that even now the idea of being a mother still excited her. It pushed away any other worries that she had. Her problems with Drake would turn stressful, but she would work them out eventually. She would move on to have a different life, but whether it was good or bad, her precious baby was now with her forever.

Putting her hand over Steph’s as it cupped her breast, she wiggled her ass back against the warm belly of her bedmate, and snuggled into the blanket to wait for the start of a new day.


Epilogue

Olivia knocked firmly on the open door that led to Drake’s home office.

“What?” her husband shouted.

Before now, his bluster would have frightened her, but not any more. She strode confidently into his sanctum, swinging her hips in a deliberate tease. He sat behind a massive mahogany desk that seemed to swallow up his small frame. His long, wispy comb-over hairs were sticking up in all directions, and he was wearing his thick-rimmed reading glasses, which made him look like a startled owl when he blinked at her.

Over his shoulder, Central Park had a dusting of white on the ground, that was quickly turning to a muddy brown in the chilly rain. New York might be the most exciting city in the world, but lately all that Olivia had noticed was the dirt and the grime. Even in this gleaming tower, she couldn’t seem to escape the oppressive grey that seeped into everything.

Everything, that is, except the bright red of the object in her hand.

“Here,” she said, tossing it onto Drakes desk. “Take that to your boss. I hope it gets you everything you’ve ever wanted.”

Her husband picked up the pink test stick, and squinted at the crimson plus sign in the little window.

“So you’re…?”

“Mmmm…isn’t it great?” She slid her hand under the hem of her cashmere sweater, and rubbed her belly with broad strokes. “Oh and by the way, your little contest ended in a tie, so Steph and I are the ones who’re going to claim the prize.”

“You little bitch,” Drake growled.

He’d said much worse to her over the last three weeks, but she felt so secure now—in her life, in her future, and in her impending motherhood—that his words had no affect. “Careful, Drake. We’ve been over this.”

He clamped his mouth shut, and sank back in his oversized leather chair. Why had she never noticed that he surrounded himself with things that were too big for his proportions? There must be a psychological reason behind it, but there was no way she was going to devote any more thought to her ass of a husband than she needed to. Especially now, when she had so many pleasant things happening in her life.

The door chime rang, and she put Drake completely out of her mind as she hurried to the foyer. Opening the ornate door, she squealed and held her arms wide as Stephanie rushed in. She wrapped the taller blonde in a tight hug, the two of them bouncing up and down in their excitement.

“Did you give it to him?” Olivia asked, holding her friend and occasional lover at arm’s length.

“Yes, and I thought he’d collapse in a puddle on the floor,” she said.

Olivia laughed and pulled her close, leaning up to mash her lips against the other girl’s. Steph’s tongue stormed into her mouth, and they clutched each other tight as they shared a long, wet kiss.

“That’s disgusting.”

They broke apart to see Drake standing in the doorway to his office, watching them. Olivia smiled at her furious husband, and blatantly grabbed a handful of Steph’s firm ass, giving it a good squeeze. Muttering to himself, he turned and went back to his papers.

“Are you packed?” Steph asked.

“Almost. It’s just tough deciding what to bring.”

“Are you kidding? I fit everything into one bag. Me! I couldn’t believe it, but when I thought about it, how much clothing are we really going to need?”

Olivia laughed and pulled her friend toward her bedroom. The first thing she’d done after coming back from the Bahamas was move all of her stuff into the apartment’s large guest room. Then she’d called in the super to install a new lock on the door. At the moment, the bed was strewn with bathing suits and beachwear, and her open suitcase stood empty.

“This is almost ready…?” Steph said.

“Well…OK, I’m nervous about seeing Christopher and Tanice and the others again. He knows I’m pregnant now, and it’s his baby. So, what if he doesn’t want to see me any more, or he’s already got another tourist hottie to play with him and his wife, huh? I just want to look nice for him, and I couldn’t decide on what to bring.”

“Damn, girl, you are way overthinking this,” Steph said. She strolled up to the bed, and surveyed the mess. “I can tell you right now, you won’t need any of these.” She picked up the panties that Olivia had laid out, and threw them on the floor. “New rule: no panties allowed.”

“You god damned sluts.” Both women spun around to see Drake watching them from the door.

“You know it, hubby,” Olivia said. “Just two big ol’ sluts going to see their handsome, big-dicked, black lovers in the Bahamas for a month. Hell, Steph was right, I probably don’t need to pack any clothes at all, since my dark stud will probably keep me in bed the entire time.” She turned to Steph and snapped her fingers. “Remind me to bring the lube, though. The giant bottle.”

“You cunt. No one talks to me like that.” He took a step into her room, but Olivia stood her ground.

“Steph, what was the thing you set up with that lawyer again?”

“Oh, you mean the thing where if I don’t check in every day with his office, he’s going to email a certain video to the CEO of Temple International, as well as the Business desk at the Times? Is that the thing you were thinking about?”

“That’s exactly it,” Olivia said. Drake had stopped in his tracks, glaring at her, and clenching his fists, but not making any move to come closer. “Face it, husband, this is your new reality. For the next eight months I’m going to enjoy myself at your expense, and grow another man’s baby inside me. Once my child is born, we’re going to separate, but not divorce, and you’re going to provide for my baby just like you were the daddy. I don’t care what other desperate girls you manage to seduce with your money and your tiny cock, or what you tell your boss and your co-workers about why your young wife gave birth to a black baby. You go do what you want, but you leave me alone. Hell, Richard’s probably free right now, why don’t the two of you head for that gay club? Or maybe go to his place and fuck his pasty ass, if you can even get it up.”

Drake stared at her goggle-eyed, and Olivia’s chest heaved with emotion as all of her pent up anger came out. She stared him down, her eyes boring into his, until he finally took off his glasses and looked away. “Well, just don’t expect me to pay for another charter for you to go whoring,” he said, turning to leave. “You’ll have to fly commercial from now on!” They heard him stamp down the hall, and the door to his study slam.

“Oh my god, Olivia, that was brilliant,” Steph said, wrapping her arms around her from behind. “I wish I’d thought of half of that stuff to say to Richard before I left.”

Olivia leaned back into the taller girl’s embrace, tipping her head back on Steph’s shoulder. The blonde woman leaned down to kiss her soft neck, while her hands rose up under Olivia’s sweater to cup her full breasts.

“Mmm, you smell good,” Steph said, as she buried her face in her lover’s dark hair. She squeezed handfuls of firm flesh while Olivia moaned and melted against her.

After a little more fondling, Olivia reached up to take Steph’s hands and slide them down to cover her belly. “Can you believe a new person is growing there?” she asked.

Steph spun her around, and put one of Olivia’s hands over her own stomach. “And here,” she said. “Do you think Damian and Christopher will want us any more, even when we start to get big?”

“I’m sure they will if they know what’s good for them,” Olivia said. “Naomi and Tanice are just as excited about these babies as we are.” She pushed her suitcase off the bed, and dragged Steph down onto the mattress. Both women scrambled to get their clothes off, and soon they were lying belly to belly, kissing furiously.

“We’re going to miss our plane,” Steph said.

“We’ll catch the next one,” Olivia said, sliding her fingers down between her lover’s thighs, feeling the wetness seeping from her smooth slit. “The islands will always be there for us.”
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Chapter One

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you,” she said simply.

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

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

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

* * * * *

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

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

“Good morning, Julie. Come on in.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ma’am?” Tanice said.

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

“Oh, really? You and your…husband?”

“My fiancé, Billy.”

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

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

“No, I can’t say that I have.”

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

“Cock?” Tanice offered.

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

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

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

“Men,” Tanice offered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You don’t mean…?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

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

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

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

“That little cunt,” Amelia hissed.

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

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

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

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

“All right, all right. Coming already.”

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

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

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

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

“And champagne? That’s expensive.”

“Cheap asshole,” Amelia said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“His whore,” Amelia said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“In other words, cheaters,” Amelia said.

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

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

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

“But isn’t that the same…?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just wait,” she said.

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

“Jesus, bitch, what are you doing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Amelia? Are you all right?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Does it hurt again, baby?”

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

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

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

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

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

“What is it? Did I hurt you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“And mine,” Christopher added.

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

“Done with what? The massage?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Should we maybe call a doctor?”

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

“Well then what—”

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

“But Billy, what about me?”

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

“You are so mean.”

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

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

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

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

“Tanice?”

“Yes, dear.”

“I was wondering if you’d…mmff—”

She fell back on the couch as Tanice pounced.


Chapter Three

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good,” Amelia said.

“And ours is just beginning.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You bastard,” she hissed. “Fuck me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Again?” she gasped.

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


Chapter Five

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Amelia?”

* * * * *

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

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

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

“Yes. Absolutely sure.”

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

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

“He’s coming,” Naomi said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“If you think I’m going to do any—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You mean you…?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So what now?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s a wonderful idea!”


Chapter Six

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Like getting pregnant.

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

She wouldn’t.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Shit…more…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And she loved it.

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

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

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

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

“I just…it was…wow…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Seriously?” Amelia said.

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Seven

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Get away from me, Billy! Stop that!”

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

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

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

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

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

“Should we do anything?” Amelia asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Should we go too?” Amelia asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Epilogue

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So you’re saying we’re good?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Whoa. What was that?”

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

A fertile wife cuckolds her husband with his old college roommate, a handsome black man who gave them memberships to his new gym.

White Wife Borrows a Bull

When Megan sees how happy her neighbor is being pregnant with her black boss’s baby, she borrows the handsome stud to fulfill her own dreams.

White Wife's Fertile Birthday Gift

Theresa's 30th birthday celebration doesn't go as planned, when her submissive husband, his handsome black boss, and his blonde, pregnant co-worker turn her world upside down.

White Wife’s Bundle of Joy

Three stories of married white women, who discover that their dreams of having a baby are best fulfilled by a strong black man. Contains White Wife's Personal Fertility Trainer, White Wife Borrows a Bull, and White Wife's Fertile Birthday Gift. Over 43,000 words of interracial, cuckold, fertile excitement for one low price.

Waiting For My Husband’s Brother

Danielle wants a baby, but her husband is infertile. Now she’s waiting in a fancy hotel room for her husband’s handsome, successful, younger brother.

Waiting For My Ticket Out of Town

Elizabeth needs to get out of this redneck Texas town, and start chasing her dreams. Her biggest dream is to be a mom, but her drunk, abusive husband isn’t her first choice as a father—maybe it’s the handsome oil company executive that just offered her a ride out of town…

Waiting For My Neighbor’s Husband

Abandoned by her girlfriend, Annie seeks comfort from her former lover, but Kiara won’t cheat on her handsome new husband—instead, she invites the muscular black man to join in. Maybe Annie will finally get the baby she’s always wanted…

Women Waiting: Three Tales of Fertile Anticipation

Get all three "Waiting For..." stories, over 22,500 words, for one low price.
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Caught by the Contractor

College freshman Katie finds herself alone in the house with the handsome, confident contractor, who’s already knocked up half of the housewives in the neighborhood, including her own mother.

Remo Santomauro

The Witch in the Woods

Brian just wanted to get home for the holidays, and this shortcut through the mountains was his best bet. But when strange visions cause his car to spin out of control in a storm, he’s stranded on the lonely road, with no help in sight. He discovers a quaint house tucked back in the woods, where an old woman and her beautiful young niece live in seclusion. When they offer to take him in for the night, Brian has no idea what he’s stumbled onto, but from the moment the hot niece climbs into his bed, Brian’s world is filled with incredible new delights, and frightening new realities.

The Succubus Next Door: Demonproof Book 1

Rick awakens one night, to loud noises and flashing lights coming from the old gothic mansion next door. Thinking to play the hero for the hot young blonde who lives there, he grabs his trusty bat and goes to find out if she’s all right. What he finds, is that his neighbor is a witch, and she’s summoned a succubus from the Seventh Circle of Hell.

The Witch Next Door: Demonproof Book 2

After defeating the succubus Caesetia, and binding her to him, things are going great for Rick. At least until one of Jessica’s fellow witches comes to town, looking for her friend. When she discovers the power Rick has over demons, she tries to take it for herself, using every sexual trick in her spell book.

The Angel Next Door: Demonproof Book 3

Being immune to demons can have its advantages, but it can also set you up as a target. Rick possesses Lilith’s Rib, and everyone wants to take it from him, including the Prince of Hell that just moved into the neighborhood. Using the sensual powers of a captured angel, can the demon lord defeat the upstart mortal and his succubus servant to reclaim Hell’s lost artifact?

Demonproof: The Complete Saga

Get the entire Demonproof Saga, over 70,000 words, for one low price.

Becoming the Hound - Hunter's Hound Book 1

The exciting start to a new supernatural erotica series from the author of Demonproof. When American tourist Daniel gets caught up in a sadistic ritual in the underbelly of Prague, he stumbles into a world of demons, magic, and the battle of good and evil. Now, marked by the demon known as The Hound, he must decide whether to save the world, or revel in pleasures of the flesh.

Training the Hound — Hunter’s Hound Book 2

Armed with a powerful new body, and a slew of strange new abilities, Daniel must decide whether to stay in his quiet Boston home, enjoying the attentions of his three devoted girlfriends, or join the demon hunter Ava in taking down a Russian aristocrat who’s playing politics by stealing people’s souls.

Unleashing the Hound: Hunter's Hound Book 3

Daniel has finally accepted the powers of the Hound, embracing his new life, new skills, and the undying affection of his three beautiful companions. But even his demonic abilities may not be enough to save the world, when the demon-huntress, Ava, discovers a diabolical plot to summon the Four Kings of Hell. The supernatural trail leads them from the dusty archives of the Vatican, to a mysterious, hidden island in the Pacific, where Daniel will test the limits of the Hound's fury.

Hunter’s Hound: The Complete Saga

Get the entire Hunter’s Hound Saga, over 125,000 words, for one low price.
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Rebellious Angels: Fringe Space Book 1

The first book in a new series of sexy, suspenseful space opera. Join the crew of the ship Bad Karma as the handsome Captain and a beautiful galactic Ambassador try to save the five cultures of the Torus from an insidious threat. Over 30,000 words of steamy adventure.

Void Pirates: Fringe Space Book 2

The second book in the sexy, adult, space-opera series. Ambassador Owhena’s father has been kidnapped by pirates. Desperate to find him, she calls on the one man she knows will do whatever it takes—Captain Darellon Tate, skipper of the Tannerill Combine merchant raider Bad Karma. Together, their search takes them across the outlaw space known as the Hole, encountering friends and enemies, both new and old. Piece by piece, they uncover a sinister plot by the alien Oes’ai to disrupt the balance of power within the Torus, with Elhena’s father as the key. Over 48,000 words of adult adventure.

The Trance Moon: Fringe Space Book 3

The third book in the ongoing adult space adventure. When Tannerill merchant ships start disappearing in the Fringe, Captain Tate, Ambassador Owhena and the crew of Bad Karma set out to find the cause. A distress beacon on a barren planet leads them to a place where alien creatures control the minds of everyone who lands, turning them into sex puppets for their pleasure. Can Tate and Elhena escape before the hostile Oes'ai arrive, and claim the secret of the trance moon for their own? Over 55,000 words of sexy sci-fi fun.

Fringe Space Omnibus: Volume One (Books 1-3)

Read the first three books of Kerr’s Fringe Space series—over 135,000 words of sexy, space-opera adventure—for one low price.
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