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Harry

Boy was I a lucky guy! I had to pinch myself to ensure that I wasn’t dreaming. The beautiful girl sitting next to me was my wife and it just seemed to good to be true. We were flying first class-of course- to Jamaica, to stay for two weeks in the presidential suite at the famous Paradise Hotel; it was an idyllic place for our honeymoon. I gazed lovingly at my bride Juliet; she was staring blankly out of the small window at the stars twinkling brightly in the clear stratosphere. She was beautiful, elegant; slim, small breasted but curvaceous, her hazel eyes complimented her long brown hair and her open, friendly, pretty face always seemed to have a permanent smile. Her nose was small and her lips full and inviting; she was my dream girl; in fact as I looked at her sitting so demurely and innocently I realised that she was probably every-ones’ dream girl!

Juliet, as normal, was dressed impeccably, her soft hair was tied up exposing her defined neck and her short beige dress rode up her long legs exposing the very tip of her stocking and suspenders. She was not wearing a bra - indeed she never did - and when she moved I noticed every ones’ eyes follow my young 22 year old bride.

Juliet’s fault –her only fault as I could see- was that she was a tease; she had always been a tease even from the days we played together as kids. I was the rich kid and she the scruffy tomboy who came to play in my back yard, or in my case, on an acre of ground within our estate. I was a year older than she was but even then, as a ten year old I remember her bossing me about and calling me some name or other. I never really minded though and as we grew up we always seemed to spend time together to chat and generally mess about.

Our relationship was always platonic, that was until I was eighteen, I remember the day as if it was yesterday. Juliet came running around to my house bursting with something to tell me, it was late, 11 O’clock and I was in my pyjamas but Mum never objected to her visits at any hour, she was part of the family. I heard Mum let her in and the sounds on the stairs as her delicate feet jumped them two at a time, she burst into my room closed the door and red faced and breathless she threw herself onto my bed.

I can still see what she was wearing, it was summer and her white linen dress rose high on her thigh as she sat next to me exposing her agile and slender leg. Her long brown hair fell provocatively off her shoulder and for the first time I noticed that she was definitely not a tomboy any more. It was not that I was slow but we were primarily friends and up till that night I had just never looked at her in the light of the beautiful young woman that she had become in front of my eyes. 

She looked at me intensely, “You know that boy I’ve been dating?” she said excitedly, “Well I pushed him to far tonight.”

“What do you mean?” I answered concerned.

“Well,” she said coyly, “You know I like to flirt a little?” I hadn’t noticed but I nodded anyway.“I was at the drive in with Randy tonight and I accidentally let my dress lift up,” she lifted up her dress innocently and showed me the tip of her thigh.

“Well we were kissing and I saw him going red so I lifted it some more just to tease him a little more.” She lifted the dress higher to show me that she flashed him her little white panties under the dress.

“It was the middle of the film but he took my hand and literally dragged me to his car, I wondered what I had done,” she continued.

“He was very quiet and I noticed him shifting uncomfortably in his seat; he suddenly took my hand and placed it between his legs, ‘Look at what you do to me,’ he said.”

I sat enthralled as she related the tale.

“Well… I was shocked and drew my hand away instantly but that just made things worse ‘cause he put his car in drive and drove like a maniac up to Cliff Top.”

She moved closer to me and I could feel my own penis start to harden, “Then…,” she said dramatically. “Right in front of me he removed his trousers and pants and I was looking at his…his erect… his…well…erect…penis,” she whispered all embarrassed. 

“I tried to get out the car but Randy’s such a jock… he grabbed me with his big hands and… pulled me down to it…made me kiss it.” 

Juliet looked at me with those innocent brown eyes and noticed how red I was getting; she then looked at my pyjama bottoms with my erection visible under the material although I was trying to turn away to hide it from her.

“Is this turning you on?” she smiled and before I could blurt a reply she slipped her delicate hand into my trouser bottoms and took firm hold of my erection. 

“It feels a bit small…different to Randy’s,” she said innocently, “But I’ll hold it if you like and tell you the rest of the story?”

I nodded like an idiot and Juliet nonchalantly squeezed my penis as she continued.

“Well,” she said, “I screamed… of course… but he was so strong he forced me to hold his cock and pushed me down until the tip of it was here.” She brushed her lip sensually with her free hand and she felt me getting even harder. 

“He told me it served me right for teasing him and before I knew it he had stuffed it into my mouth, it was so big… and then he was screaming at me… like a wild man… ‘You prick teaser,’ he groaned and I started to suck him as I felt him thrash about. He was moving faster and faster and I took it out of my mouth just before lots of white creamy stuff came out of it… it was really funny…Harry,” she said.

“Oh Harry!” she scolded me - I had just come myself – and she quickly removed her hand and let me stain my pyjama bottoms. 

“You boys,” she laughed, “You’re all the same.” 

She let me recover and the sat close beside me not in the least embarrassed either at the story or at the ass I had made of myself.

“Do you mind me telling you?” she asked innocently; I shook my head.

“Can I tell you a secret then?” I nodded again.

“ I enjoyed it… I liked the feel of a man’s… cock; I liked the look of it; it’s taste’ it’s smell,” she looked at me sheepishly; “I like it that I can make them- you – hard… it’s exciting. Do you think that’s terrible?”

I shook my head.

“Well,” she whispered you’re my best friend and I’m going to tell you all my adventures and if it turns you on I’ll play with your cock as I do so…That’s if you want to?”

I nodded again, what else could I say I was dumbstruck?

“Are you going to?” I lowered my own voice, “Make love to him?”

Juliet took offence, “Don’t be so stupid,” she reprimanded me, “There’s no way.”

She pulled her dress up again to expose her panties to me and stroked the front of them. “ This is my special place,” she said seriously, “And is only for my husband no one else.”

She let the material fall down again and looked at me wistfully, “Mind you there’s no reason why I can’t have some fun…is there?” 

I don’t know why but I was relieved by this final confession and was happy to agree that at our age fun, was what life was all about.

Juliet was certainly true to her word and as she discovered her sexuality over the subsequent years she had more and more ‘fun’ for want of a better word. She dressed ever more provocatively and stylishly, she was always the centre of attention. The jocks and the most handsome men would all pursue her and she frequently came to see me and relieve me to the tale of one or another of her sexual adventures. No one could get into Juliet’s panties however, and I became fascinated and always aroused at hearing how hard the men tried and the extraordinary lengths they would go to. The format was always the same Juliet would lie or sit next to me on my bed, hold my erection and relate to me how one guy or another asked her out, pressed against her, squeezed her, begged her for her sexual favours. The story would always end the same way with Juliet giving them a blow job and I would come myself as she described in graphic detail how her boyfriends would groan, moan and cuss as she handled them and brought them to a climax. 

She told me, in confidence, that giving a blow job was like holding a man’s life in her hands, it gave her an overwhelming feeling of power and from that first night with Randy she had been seduced by the pleasure it gave her. I never asked her to do that for me, it just didn’t seem natural between us, we were best friends, our relationship was special, and I didn’t want to make any demands that would have caused tension between us. The boys she met and dated were transient, invariably the oral pleasure they received finished their time together with Juliet and in listening to her and sharing her confidences I felt our association had a permanence and stability that I valued greatly.

Time moved on, I went to college and Juliet went to New York and landed a job with Caribbean Airways. We kept in touch and every few months would get together; even though we were now adults we still maintained the same rituals from our youth and she would relieve me to yet another tale. She never took my penis out but made me come in my pyjamas or underpants; she was always in control, as with all her relationships and even at the age of twenty-one she was still a virgin.

I had met girls and had various sexual relationships at college but no one and nothing could inflame me and satisfy me like my beautiful Juliet and I lived for the times when we met and shared our experiences.

We were both home at Christmas and as my parents were away Juliet stayed over at my parents’ house. She had brought a new negligee to please and tease me, and although I could make out her small firm breasts and brown pubic hair through the sheer material she would never let me see her naked. She told me another story of how she had teased a first class passenger on a long international flight and this culminated with her kneeling in the shadows between his legs and sucking him to a climax and swallowing his come. I came as she described how the thick liquid felt and tasted as the man climaxed and, as normal, Juliet withdrew her hand and let me stain my own clothes as if it demonstrated her show of power over me. 

“It still turns you on,” she giggled.

“You turn me on,” I said seriously…“Let’s get married?”

Juliet went very quiet, I could hear her breathing softly.

“Let’s get married?” I repeated “I’ll give you everything”

“But we’re happy Harry… I love my life.”

“It doesn’t have to change,” I said, “Let’s get married Juliet, you know I love you.”

“You won’t stop me teasing?” she said quietly.

“As long as you tell me everything,” I replied.

“You won’t get jealous if I give another man a blow job?” she questioned earnestly, “I don’t think I want to stop I enjoy the experience too much.”

“I haven’t complained up to now,” I responded, “Please Juliet, marry me.”

“Let me sleep on it Harry,” she whispered and kissed me on my forehead, turned over and drifted off.

I awoke to feel her delicate hand on my penis - it was already hard - she jerked it violently.

“If I am giving a man a blow job in the corner, do you mind?” she questioned.

“No,” I gasped.

“If I have a tiny bikini on and you can see men wanting to fuck me, do you mind?” 

“You know I don’t,” I replied, “I like it that my wife...girl is so attractive.”   

“If you can see me sucking a cock, my head moving back and forward until its white essence pours all over me, do you mind?”

“No Juliet,” the vision as she had described it flooded into my brain and I came as I saw her clearly servicing another man, she pressed my semen hard into my bottoms.

“You’ll wait to fuck me?” she continued, “Even if we’re married?”

“Yes Juliet,” I promised, “I just want you with me.”

She turned to me, kissed me passionately and I felt her mouth and warm body close to mine for the first time, “OK Harry,” she whispered, “But don’t forget your promises.”

We were married today and although some may have found our relationship strange I was the happiest man in the world; I had the woman every other man wanted. 

One of the crew came over, a young attractive blonde girl with a large white smile and a round friendly face, “The Captain and Alan want to see both of you. Please come with me,” she said. This was Juliet’s airline and in the small cockpit they gave us a small presentation gift on behalf of the crew and wished us every success and happiness in our marriage. 

I chatted to John, the Captain, and Juliet to Alan the co-pilot and as we did so I noticed how close Juliet was standing to him. He was tall, blonde, well built; over six-foot, well above my own height of five foot eight and his face was lean and handsome. Juliet was laughing and joking with him and I noticed that her hand was on his leg and his hand was playfully stroking her bottom through her elegant dress. I loved to see her teasing ways and she sat on his lap and obviously pressed herself against him as he coloured up bright red. She jumped up pretending to be shocked and giggled “I’m a married woman Alan… stop it!”

Everyone laughed and wished us well as we returned to our seats and as we at down Juliet leant over to me and whispered, “His dick was rock hard. How does it feel to be with a woman all the men want to fuck?”

She saw the bulge in my trousers and smiled at me wickedly, “Relief later on,” she said and returned her attention to the night sky.

We landed within the hour and arrived at the Paradise Hotel shortly afterward by helicopter. Two strapping native porters met our short flight and escorted us along with our baggage to the Presidential Suite, the best in the hotel.

“This is Paradise,” Juliet cooed as she lay on the large bed with a white linen cover, “Just Paradise.”

We went down to dinner and ate lightly, we were both tired and I was anxious to retire to our room. I changed quickly and on Juliet’s instructions put on a cotton pair of red pyjamas. Juliet lazed in the bath and emerged shortly afterwards in a tiny white negligee set that she showed to its full effect by parading up and down the large room like a model. She looked exquisite, sexy and refined I could see the outline of her nipples and brown bush and smell her sweet perfume as she slid in beside me in our large, virginal bed.

“No sex Harry, not yet, you promised,” she said, “I’ll tell you when I’m ready.”

“When?” I asked trying to mask the frustration in my voice.”

“When I tell you, Harry,” she said condescendingly, “When I tell you. Do you understand or shall I explain myself again?” 

“No Juliet,” I said catching her tone, “I understand.”

“Good boy,” she replied and I fell silent as her hand glided around my cock 

“I wonder if this is bigger than Alan’s or one of those black native men I saw today,” she speculated as she ran her fingers along its length.

“I’ve never held or sucked a long black cock,” she went on and I saw her in my mind’s eye sucking off one of the porters from today and jerked uncontrollably to a climax.

I felt my fluid staining me and blurted out, “You’re such a tease… a real control freak.”

“Yes dear,” she said putting her soft arms around me, “That’s why you love me isn’t it?”

I felt her warmth against me, “Yes Juliet, I do love you.”

I went to touch her breast but she pushed my hand away.

“When I’m ready, go to sleep.”

I turned over relaxed, strangely satisfied and yet unfulfilled. I was however, as I felt the closeness of my partner and smelt her fragrance against the clear Caribbean night, the luckiest man in the world.

The next days followed the same pattern, we would sunbathe around the pool; with Juliet in one stunning outfit after another and I would see almost every red-blooded man lusting after her. At night she would wank me slowly and fantasise about what she would do to one of the local black men she had seen during the day, her tales focussing now entirely on the local men.

She wouldn’t let me touch her and even though we were married our relationship was exactly as it had always been. I was a little disappointed but I had promised to wait and I was a man of my word.         

On our fourth night Juliet suggested that we visit one of the local bars and although I had been told Jamaica could be a dangerous place I found ourselves In B J’s, a local dive about half a mile down the beach. The place was electric, buzzing with life and immediately upon entering, Juliet, with a short red dress and her hair tied up in a bun seemed to meld into the atmosphere and life. I looked around as she danced, the men were crammed in and they were served by an assortment of white and local girls who were serving drinks topless in nothing more than a pair of white panties with B Js embroidered onto them in bright red letters. 

Every couple of hours all the girls went to dance on the bar and at the end of the performance the bar descended into a melee of men shouting out amounts of money. Eventually someone won and one of the girls took them into the back of the club for a prize or so I assumed. I really wasn’t that interested and was concerned to find Juliet. 

Then I saw her through the bustle, dancing between two local Jamaican men. One of the men had dreadlocks and the other a bald shiny head, they were both tall, strong and well-built and they seemed to be naked apart from a cut off pair of shorts worn by the dreadlocks man and a brown pair of slacks covering the other man.

Juliet was having the time of her life; she was gyrating effortlessly to the slow rhythm of the reggae beat and obviously gaining the attention of her dancing companions. I had seen this all before and not being in the least concerned got us both a drink from the bar. When I returned however I suddenly realised that she had disappeared. In panic I dashed outside, I thought I saw a red flash of colour in the shadows up the beach and ran towards it to investigate.

As I approached I was amazed to see the dreadlocks man kissing her whilst the other man looked on. Juliet was responding to his kisses until I saw that he was reaching his hand under her short skirt. 

“No,” she screamed firmly and I threw myself out of the shadows onto the man who saw me at the last second, turned, and in a single movement struck me and left me bleeding and dazed on the sand. 

He pulled a gun from his back pocket and grabbed my wife firmly by her hair.

“Ya’ a little prick teaser,” he said to her roughly, “An’ in Jamaica prick teaser’s get what they deserve.” He placed his thumb in the top of his trousers and pushed my lovely Juliet down onto her knees, he pointed the gun at me and I froze.

“If ya’ don’t want me ta’ shoot him,” he said to Juliet, “Then ya’ know what you have ta’ do.”

Juliet looked at me with terror in her eyes and the man squeezed her hair till she winced in pain. In realisation of our respective predicaments she turned her focus on the man’s crotch and sadly drew her small hands to it. She undid his top button the slowly pulled down his zip and tugged at the material until a huge, erect penis was released, now only inches from her delicate face.

He pointed the gun at me again and Juliet slid his shorts to the floor and stared at the tip of the cock before her. The man guided her head and she reluctantly let her mouth brush the tip of his penis before placing it slowly in between her lips.

“I am only doing this because… I love you,” she said to me but his flesh was now in her mouth and she could say little else.

The man smiled and grabbed her roughly forcing her to continue her oral service allowing his cock to fully invade her mouth. He let his hand fall on her breasts and lowered her thin shoulder straps of her dress to release them; they fell forward and I saw for the first time how small, perfect and delicate they were. The man had no such appreciation and he squeezed them and rubbed her small nipples until I saw them harden under his callous attentions.

Juliet was now sucking him and after savouring her sweet mouth he pulled her head from his crotch and, with his massive erection towering over her threw her back onto the sand. He bent down and slowly raised her dress to expose a pair of small white panties full of Juliet’s soft brown pubic hair.

“No…no…” Juliet screamed but the man pushed against her mound and she lay there helpless too defenceless to fight him. I tried to get up but his partner came behind me and placed his foot on me, pinning me to the sand, "Enjoy it, man,” he said.

Juliet screamed but the dreadlocks man expertly removed her panties and after running his fingers along her vagina and inside her crack, he lowered his head and licked her in her most sensitive place with his long, pink tongue.

“No… No,” Juliet sobbed but it was with less force than her initial objection.

She lay back with her arms above her head and her dress around her hips and I watched as the man slowly but firmly separated her white thighs until the soft outline of her sex lips were defined even in the darkness.  He knelt above her and I could see his huge erection raised threateningly above her brown belly. I wanted to do something but I could only watch as he lowered this black rod to Juliet’s vagina and slowly, gradually, pushed it into her until it was finally fully embedded inside my virgin wife.

Her eyes were wide with shock and she shuddered and was gasping for breath “No…no… no…” Juliet groaned but the man just smiled and began to slowly move his hips against her.

“You teasing bitch… learn what it’s like to get fucked,” he snarled.

He started to grind into her harder and I noticed Juliet’s thighs open wider; she was making little grunting noises and she suddenly started to move in rhythm with his motion. In and out of her, I could clearly see his black cock, entering her, then leaving, then repeating, always repeating!

Her breathing was getting quicker and quite unexpectedly she tensed then relaxed and the man looked at me and smiled in triumph, showing me his perfect white teeth. 

“The little bitch has had an orgasm… haven’t you bitch?” he sneered.

Juliet said nothing but just lay there with her thighs apart trying to recover her breath; the man withdrew from her and pointed the gun at me again.

“If ya’ move… I’ll shoot ya’ dead,” he threatened.

The man who had been pinning me down removed his foot from me and walked over to my wife; he removed his trousers and in a second had kneeled between her thighs and inserted his prick inside my wife’s wet vagina.

Juliet gasped in shock as she felt its hardness and I saw her shut her eyes in shame as he pumped her relentlessly

The dreadlocks man kneeled next to her face and still pointing the gun at me grabbed her soft hair until she opened her eyes.

“Show me how much ya’ love your husband,” he whispered sarcastically and my wife opened her mouth and received his cock again as she grunted to the force of the other mans thrusts. He released her hair and it fell alluringly, provocatively around her face as she sucked him urgently, “She loves ya’ lots man, “ he laughed and he leant back and savoured my wife’s further attentions.                

I knew she was doing this to protect me but as she lay there helpless she was not protesting anymore and the men were all over her. I also noticed that I was also erect and was pleased that I was lying down on the sand so she could not see.

Juliet was now moaning and whimpering like a puppy and I saw that she groaned to another orgasm. After she had come the two men looked at each other and raised her dress until it covered her pretty face. They ejaculated together, mountains of rich spunk all over her bushy pubic hair soft belly and thighs and I watched my wife lay back exhausted, a vassal for their callousness and contempt.  

The dreadlocks man picked up her panties wiped his seeping penis and threw them at Juliet, “Don’t come back bitch unless you want more of the same,” he said. 

The men walked off back to the bar and I rushed over to comfort my wife; she was shaken but seemed in control of herself considering her ordeal. She looked at me, then the stars above us and, after putting the semen stained panties around her; she walked with me in silence the half mile back to our hotel. As we entered the room I looked at our opulent surrounding, it seemed a million miles from our nightmare just down the beach.

I watched Juliet, there were no sign of tears; she calmly discarded all her clothes and lay naked across the white bed; it was the first time she had shown herself in front of me. She closed her eyes and I looked at her breasts, her slim waist and belly and then her sex surrounded by thick bushy brown hair smeared in the men’s hardened semen.

“Fuck me Harry” she ordered, “Fuck me…Now!”

I was already aroused and I lay between her legs and she kept her eyes closed as I slid inside her. I felt her muscles grab my erection and as I smelt and saw the other men on her, I don’t know what came over me but I screamed as I made love to her.

“You slut, you dirty…dirty slut you loved it…loved it… didn’t you?”

I lasted only a few seconds then spent, collapsed unceremoniously on top of her.

Juliet slid out from underneath me and ran to the shower; she emerged ten minutes later and fell literally into bed. I showered also and when I returned to the bedroom Juliet was fast asleep. I looked at her innocent, restful face and wondered what we would do in the morning?

She awoke early and went alone to the gym. I saw her for breakfast and then spent the day with her beside the pool but we did not mention a word about the incident until dinnertime. 

I noticed how progressively fidgety she had become during the day and presumed that she must be feeling the after affects of shock. I did not want to distress her but felt I had to say something. “We should report it to the police,” I said lamely.

She looked at me incredulously, “Where’s the evidence stupid?” she said coldly.

“No bruises, no injuries, no witnesses and,” she looked at me darkly, “The only semen inside me was yours!”

I bit my hand, “I’m so sorry,” I muttered, “I don’t know what came over me.”

We said little over the rest of the dinner but during brandy and coffee in the lounge she seemed to regain her composure with me.

“I think we should confront the situation head on.” She stated.

I stared at her blankly, admiring her beauty and calmness.

“We are the sophisticated, educated people… more than a match for these local thugs, we should return there tonight and show that we cannot be intimidated or treated like this. I will ask them to come to the hotel and in the security of our room we will threaten them with police and legal action… We’ll frighten them to death!”

I looked at this slight young woman and was amazed at her fortitude, such courage considering her ordeal. 

“You’re right Juliet,” I replied, “ Ignorant bastards… we’ll show them!”

Juliet suddenly seemed in a brighter mood and informed me that we would go down late to the club and after finishing our drinks, to my amazement, she went back to our room and changed into the shortest, sheerest dress she had. I could not help but notice that her breast and panties were almost visible through the fine material. She obviously read my mind because she commented fiercely, “I am not going to be intimidated,” she said.

We got a taxi the short distance there and Juliet made me wait outside whilst she went in to confront her attackers. I looked in through the window and sure enough the men were in the far corner of the bar and Juliet put her head in the air and walked over powerfully to them. She was soon lost in the squeeze of the melee and I glimpsed her sandwiched between the bald man behind her and the dreadlocks man facing her.

I could only then see the back of the bald headed man and I was started to get worried as she did not appear for a good 15 minutes, she must have been having a serious conversation.

I started towards the bar when I saw her and she walked over to me and ushered me out of the main doors.

I noticed immediately that she was flustered, red faced and seemed a little shaken.

“What happened?” I blurted like a little schoolboy.

She looked at me coldly, “I’ve told them to meet us at our room in one hour or there will be trouble, wait here I’ll confirm it with them and be back in a minute.”

I saw her return to them and they let her squeeze between them again, I was sure I saw one of them put their hand on her bottom but my concerns were allayed when she reappeared as promised seconds later.

Juliet told me that just the dreadlocks man was coming, as we walked quietly back to the hotel but, as I figured he was the main bastard, he would be the perfect start to our revenge.

My wife paced the hour up and down our room; I had never seen her so agitated. 

“Don’t worry,” I assured her, “I’ll give this… criminal… a real piece of my mind.”

Juliet looked at me strangely and then jumped as a loud report was heard on our front door. It was the dreadlocks man, Din, as I had been informed, and I saw him clearly for the first time. He was tall, deep black, slim muscular and good looking under that mass of hair; his chest was once again bare, with his now familiar cut-off jeans his only attire.

Juliet let him in and asked him to be seated in the large wicker chair opposite me as if he were a welcome guest. She stood like a statue between the two of us and he sat impassively and said nothing as I started my speech that I had been preparing all day.

“You should be in jail,” I started, “You’re an animal.”

Din just looked at me blankly.

“You raped my wife,” I screamed at him, “Don’t you feel any remorse? You’re lucky I didn’t call the police.”

“Why didn’t ya’ man?” he drawled slowly.

“To protect Juliet,” I said gallantly, “To protect my innocent wife.”

“Let me tell ya’ somethin’ man,” Din answered laboriously seeming to choose common words carefully. He rose and crossed the few paces to my wife who was obviously bright red with rage. 

He stroked her hair and Juliet grimaced, I remembered the gun from the previous night and just stared, weighing up the situation. Juliet must have thought the same because after her initial displeasure she did not shy away from his touch.

She must have been frightened for the man stood behind her and, putting his hands under her arms, started to cup her breasts through the slight dress.

“Ya’ wife,” he continued, “Is a sexy bitch, a tease, and in Jamaica, in ma’ club sexy bitches get fucked.”

He started to rub her breasts and move his hands down to her thighs, Juliet did not move, she must have been terrified and she looked at me firmly telling me not to make matters worse by interfering. I just watched spellbound as he continued, pulling her dress up a little to reveal her panties.

“In fact, ya’ wife loves to be fucked don’t ya’ bitch?”

He pressed his fingers against the blue material of her underwear, now clearly visible and my wife started to moan quietly, “No Din no… not again.”

I went to get up but Din looked at me dangerously and I stayed still, we were both helpless. I watched as he teased her panties down to reveal her pink vaginal lips and I saw some white stains on the front of her panties and hoped Juliet was all right.

“She wants fucking now, don’t ya’ bitch?” and he lowered her panties to her knees.

“Don’t ya’, ya’ teasing bitch?” He let his fingers glide the length of her crack and Juliet whimpered, but said nothing. 

“Remove ya’r dress,” he ordered her and to my astonishment she did so instantly, exposing her breast that he kissed lightly in turn. I could see that she was aroused and he was going to fuck her here right in front of me and there was nothing, nothing, I could do!

He pulled her to the bed at the centre of the room and she kicked off her panties to leave herself completely naked. He threw them at me “Smell what a whore your dirty wife is,” he sneered and without thinking I drew the navy underwear to my nostrils. It stank of her, of sex and I looked at the panties and saw they were covered in thick stains that looked like dry semen and I blinked and felt my penis stiffen. Juliet lay on the bed and her thighs opened a little, exposing her sex for him. She looked so innocent, vulnerable and sexual and I tried not to show the erection I had in my own trousers.

Din sat next to her and let his fingers tease her crack, running along the outline of her pink lips.

“Ya’ wife’s a dirty little girl,” he said condescendingly and lowered his mouth to her sex lips and licked it from top to bottom.

Juliet made a mournful sound, “No Din… don’t fuck me again,” she begged softly, but I watched her open her thighs wider to ease his access to her. He licked her again and she lay back on the bed helpless, her vagina wet with the man’s saliva mixing with her own juices and her eyes full of fear? 

Din got up “OK,” he said, “I’m not going to fuck ya’ now… but to show ya’ there’s no hard feelings I am goin’ ta’ invite ya’ both onto our little boat tomorrow, but if ya’ come I don’t want any more of dis’ bullshit.” 

He looked deep into my eyes and stroked Juliet’s crack again “ If I see ya’ horny wife again I’m goin’ ta’ fuck the ass of her… every time I see her! Ain’t that so bitch?”

Juliet looked at him weakly as he walked to the door; she was lying with her legs apart, rocking them back and forth slightly in recognition of what she hadn’t received. 

“ 8a.m fra’m the Jetty, we won’t be waitin’” he smiled.

With that he left, with Juliet lying naked on the bed and me, with another shameful hard on. Juliet grimaced at me then walked into the bathroom and I heard the hum of the shower. She emerged with a new negligee on and as we slipped into bed and she immediately felt how hard I was under my pyjamas. I went towards her but she pushed me away.

“Turn’s you on, doesn’t it?” she said coldly “Seeing your wife abused by another man. Well we’re definitely not going tomorrow,” she said, “It’s too dangerous… You heard what he said ‘If they see me they’re going to fuck me.’ You don’t want to see me fucked like a dog do you?”  She grabbed my dick and I was already fully aroused.

I gasped, picturing her groaning under Din’s thrusts and I came all over my trousers.“You really are disgusting Harry,” Juliet said patronisingly, “If it turns you on that much I’ll consider it, but I’m not promising.”

It was now obviously my idea that we go on the boat and I went to speak to her but she had fallen asleep and I wondered if she really was going to go ahead with the trip. I could still hear Din’s words in my head, “If I see her I’ll fuck her,” and to my shame I felt myself getting aroused again.

At 7 am I awoke to find Juliet modelling an exquisite white bathing costume that showed her figure to perfection. She was jumping about like a Jack- rabbit.

“You’re not going to go “ I gasped “I thought it was… dangerous?” 

“It’ll be fine…” she said, “If he wanted to fuck me he could have done it last night… I’m not frightened of him anymore. It’ll be a nice day…it is pretty boring in the hotel and it might be nice to…go.” 

She turned to me and stood with her legs astride and her hands on her hips and I noticed how pronounced her mound was in the tight suit, “You did say you wanted me to go?” 

“But he said he was going to…fuck you,” I blurted.

“Oh for goodness sake Harry” she said sternly “ Do you want me to go or not you don’t think I want them to screw me…but I noticed that you seemed to like it…no?” 

I blushed embarrassed and slipped on my long red trunks, I felt myself getting hard at the thought of what Din had promised her. 

She noticed my bulge and smiled, “Right that’s settled then…now don’t worry so… I’ll be fine…How do you think I look?”

She twirled around and demonstrated how the swimsuit hugged her. She looked sensational, her hair was shining and her figure was perfection itself.

“You look great” I whispered.

We walked arm in arm to the jetty and the two men welcomed us like old friends, shaking my hand and each kissing my wife on the cheek. Juliet had changed into tight blue jeans that followed the contours of her ass and an equally tight T- shirt and, as the small but surprisingly elegant craft headed out of the harbour, she went below to change.

Din followed her and within seconds I heard her screaming. I rushed downstairs and saw her with her hands pressed against the side of the boat being fucked up her bottom. 

“Fuck off,” she screamed at me and bit her lip as Din rammed into her harder and harder.

Din looked at me and smiled as he patted Juliet’s ass as he fucked it, “I told you man,” he sneered, “The bitch just loves screwing.”

I watched as Juliet pushed her ass back to meet his thrusts and only left when she told me to “Fuck off,” again. Din emerged half an hour later and instantly Jimmy- the other man- went downstairs to ‘change’. I heard Juliet moaning again and, against my better judgement, I couldn’t help but look in.

She was on the galley table with her elegant legs wide apart whilst Jimmy stuck his big prick in and out of her. She held his shaft and bucked uncontrollably as it entered and left her ‘special place.’

“Harder, you black bastard… harder, harder…harder,” she moaned.

Even I sensed her climax, moaning like a common whore and Jimmy increased his pace then released him-self deep inside her. As he withdrew I saw her sex lips wet with her juices and the men’s semen and I guiltily felt myself aroused.

Jimmy pulled himself up and licked her crack and she smiled a sluttish smile and opened her thighs as wide as they would go. 

“Make some breakfast bitch or there’ll be none later,” he ordered.

Shocked, I went on deck confused and ashamed to feel the erection in my thankfully, large swimming trunks.

Juliet appeared shortly afterwards, dressed impeccably in her white costume and with her hair tied up from her shoulders and she served everybody coffee and toast as if nothing had transpired downstairs. The day was hot, the sea calm and I sat on the side of the boat and dangled my legs over, pleased to feel the cool sea spray.

Juliet spread a towel on the front of the boat and lay out to sunbathe. The two men started to chat to me and to my surprise I found them excellent company.

Din, as it transpired was an interesting person, he owned B Js’ bar and Jimmy was a lifelong friend. Their approach to life was happy, outgoing and simple and for a while I almost forgot the humiliation they were putting my wife and I through. 

After an hour we arrived at a small, secluded cove and the men positioned the boat as near to the shore as they could. They carried a cooler of local beer and food through the water to the white beach and after Juliet and I had swum and dived, we joined them for lunch.

Juliet spread her towel a few feet from us and as she came over to help herself to a beer she stroked her shoulder, “I’m going to burn she said.”

Jimmy went into his small bag and produced a large black bottle, “Coconut oil,” he said, “Guaranteed to make ya’ feel rosy.”

Juliet swigged her beer and looked at him invitingly, “Please put it on for me,” she implored in a false, girlish voice.

Jimmy nodded and after completing his food and beer went over to her and laid her on her back. He wiped the sand from her and pushed her hair up away from her neck and started to rub the sweet smelling oil into her soft body. Juliet lay back, now well used to the feel of a man’s hands on her.  She closed her eyes and let Jimmy rub her chin, then her neck and then her shoulders. He used slow sensuous motions and he slipped down her straps to enable him to reach all of her shoulders.

Jimmy then lowered the costume to expose my wife’s small breasts and she said nothing as he massaged the oil deeply into them causing her nipple to expand. Once finished he lowered the costume again until only Juliet’s mound was covered and he ignored the odd pubic hair visible as he massage her slim, white belly. Eventually his hands were down to her remaining covered part but rather than expose it he moved down, to her toes and continued until he was back up to her thighs.

Expertly he moulded the oil into her softness and Juliet started to moan quietly in pleasure. Her thighs were spread flat on the sand and she shamelessly was completely open to his will. I expected him to fuck her there and then but he knew he could have her when he wanted and continued with his erotic game.

He turned he onto her front and sat astride her bottom as he started to rub her shoulders. I could see his erection standing proud and knew Juliet could feel it pressing against her. Eventually the only part that had not been oiled was her ass and he pulled the costume off her bottom and let it bunch around her lower thighs. He poured oil into her bottom and after massaging her cheeks poured some with his fingers into her bottom and vagina. Juliet was still moaning with her eyes still tightly shut, and I saw her jump as Jimmy removed his erection from the confines of his black trunks and rubbed the tip of his prick at the rear entrance to her vagina. He removed his trunks and watched as my wife’s ass pressed back to meet his expected thrust.

He teased her some more, letting his cock push gently against her and I knew gentleness was not what she wanted.

“Fuck me,” you bastard she moaned and reached behind her to feel his prick and balls.

She cupped his big black spheres and groaned at him, “Fuck me…fuck…fuck…fuck…” she said coarsely. 

Jimmy slowly inserted himself into her; he still was in no hurry and continued to rub her bottom and back until Juliet could stand it no more.

“Fuck me… please,” she pleaded and she thrust herself against him until he was inside her and he started to move himself powerfully.

I was transfixed; it was surreal. I was watching my new wife behaving like a whore and enjoying it. After a few minutes fucking Juliet groaned and came and Jimmy ejaculated seconds later releasing his cream into her and into the crotch of her new swimsuit. 

“Oh Jimmy,” she screamed and removed it from her body and quickly ran into the sea to wash it.

Din rose up from his position and discarded his trunks to reveal his erection powering out before him. Juliet saw it out of the corner of her eye and in mock horror went running through the surf up the beach. Din caught her in a couple of strides and dragged her to the floor until, she was kneeling in the white surf; her head was between his legs. He didn’t release it until her small mouth had taken his erection inside it, sucked all the semen out of it and then licked it clean. 

Juliet - now naked – returned to her towel and lay back down upon it; she was smiling and laughing, happier than I had ever seen her. 

“Now boys you had your fun let me get some sun,” she whispered.

I lay quietly face down in the sand embarrassed by the erection that was hard between my legs. I tried not to think about what I was allowing, and the remainder of the day was spent lazing on the sand and drinking in the beauty and tranquillity of the island. Juliet did not put on her costume and neither did the men and she seemed content, to let them see her nude. For someone whom had been so reticent with the body all her life the change to being uninhibited was a revelation. Even though she was my wife I had never really seen her like this and I secretly stared at her and admired the sensuous curves and intrigues of her body as if she was someone I did not know. About 4 p.m. the men called to me, “Tam’ ta’ ga’ Harry,” they said and we all trooped aboard the boat and set sail for home.

Juliet returned to her place at the front of the boat and although I was right beside her she called to Din, “Just oil me would you… I’m burning again.”

“Burning for what?” I thought viciously.

Din went to her and kneeled beside her, he was still without trunks and his penis was flaccid but still long and he looked at my wife laid out naked before him available to his every desire. She was on her back, her breasts and hairy mound open to his touch and he lazily rubbed the oil into her just inches from where I was sitting. He soon let his hands tease her breasts and pushing against the pink of her vagina amusing him-self playing with her clitoris as she grunted meekly to his pressure.

I watched as his penis swelled to its full size and it swung angrily from side to side; I was grateful that my own was hidden from view. Dim suddenly, roughly, pulled her off her towel and lay back in her place with his cock standing vertically; Juliet kneeled beside him. He gave her the oil, “ Rub it a’n heya’,” he ordered pointing to his dick, 

“And then show ya’ husband… how ya’ love fucking.”      

Juliet complied and disgracefully poured oil on her tongue spreading the liquid on to his cock until it was wet and slippery. Then, pointing her vagina so it was facing me, she straddled Din and then lowered herself on to his erection until it was buried inside her sex hole. She pulled herself up and down on him as he stayed motionless and I watched from only inches away as his organ stretched and pulled the folds of her pink vaginal lips as she rose and fell.

To demonstrate the point she pulled herself up until it was out of her and only the tip was at her entrance and smiled at me, “Look at this cock,” she boasted, running her fingers along its length, "So much bigger than yours.”

She lowered herself on it again and I saw her gasp in pleasure as it filled her.

“What’s it like to see your little wife so happy?” she queried and rocked herself back and forth again grinding herself hard against her most sensitive areas. Finally after a full 20 minutes of her teasing she shuddered to an orgasm and I watched helplessly as Din jerked inside her and his essence dripped from her vagina to her thighs. He wiped his weeping cock over her soft bush and she looked at him weakly, “I told ya’ she loves fucking man, just loves it,” he sneered at me.

Juliet ignored me and laughed with him as she kissed his balls and penis to demonstrate his point.

Dim lay back relieved and relaxed and Jimmy called Juliet to him; she walked the length of the small boat with Din’s semen still on her face and I watched the naked cheeks of ass bounce elegantly. He let her take the wheel in front of him and as we were in sight of the harbour I watched him bend her forwards leaving her hands on the wheel as he fucked her from behind. I could not see the act but I could tell from the look on Juliet’s face and their rhythm together what they were doing.

Jimmy must have come quickly because my wife disappeared downstairs as we drifted silently into our mooring. The evening was spectacular with rich warm colours flowing from the sun setting on the Caribbean but I was in no mood to appreciate it. I was in shock from what I had witnessed and suffered during the day and wanted to go to my room to take it all in.

Juliet appeared from below decks, she had changed into her jeans and T-shirt again and she looked at the two men contemptuously. 

“Pay them something for the day, darling, would you,” she told me and she walked off the boat without so much as a backward glance. Without thinking I withdrew some dollars from my wallet and as if in a dream I handed the notes to Din who smiled -his white toothed smile- as he took the money. 

“Keep her away from me man, if I see da’ bitch… I’m goin’ ta fuck her good,” he laughed.

“I don’t think that will present a problem,” I replied confidently.

Din smiled his grotesque grin again, “You think so man? …See ya’ later.”

I jumped from the boat not wishing further confrontation and hurried after Juliet’s small frame in the distance, “What was I doing?” I thought.

These two men had raped and abused my wife and I had just paid them for the privilege. I tried to come to terms with events but the day’s images were graphically searing my mind as I reached the cool air conditioning of our room.

Juliet was laid out naked on the bed; the vagina that had been so well used during the day was displayed for me in all its pink and brown splendour. She looked at me and stroked her crack, still moist from the other men’s semen. 

“Come and fuck me Harry… you know you want to,” she smiled dirtily. 

I lowered my trunks and my erection was proud. 

“Come on Harry stick it in me…fuck me Harry…Come on…” 

She opened her thighs and I lay myself between them. As I entered her my frustrations of the day flooded out in a stream of abuse. 

“You dirty…dirty whore… you fucking bitch…you fuck…” The memories of her lying helpless as the two men screwed flooded my mind. I saw her face, she was smiling, moaning in her dirty pleasure, laughing; laughing at me!

“You loved it you…you dirty bitch…” I came and felt Juliet’s vaginal muscles squeeze me dry. I was no match for Din and his companion.

She patted my bottom like a child, “You needed that darling… didn’t you?” she said and before I could reply she ran to the bathroom to wash the day out of her.

I had never experienced such strong and varied emotions; part of me loved seeing my sexy wife being treated like a whore and the moral part of me was repulsed. How could she do it to me? How could I have let her? 

But she’d been raped, hadn’t she? 

But I kept seeing her pink crack inches from my face her folds of flesh inflamed by Din’s big cock stretching her; I could see the expression of lust and pleasure in her face as she teased me, pulling it in and out of her. 

“It’s so much bigger than yours,” she’d said.

I changed for dinner still dazed; I hardly noticed Juliet and said nothing the whole evening. We went to bed early and I didn’t even care what outfit she was wearing; I just didn’t want to speak to her, be near her, she revolted me.

She reached for my penis in bed; she obviously wanted to talk about the day but I rolled away from her. In all the years we had been together, with all the stories and experiences she had shared with me we had never been unable to talk, but I did not want to talk to her now.

She tried to cajole me but we were both too tired and she must have thought I would feel better in the morning. Even I thought I might feel better in the morning.

I slept intermittently, the visions of her still imprinted in my mind and I awoke at dawn and wandered up and down the deserted beach alone. I did not join her for breakfast and although I acknowledged her as she lay beside the pool I spent the day on a rock at the apex of the beach watching the progression of the waves making endless patterns against the sand and rocks.

Over and over I saw my Juliet being fucked, her legs far apart as the black cocks squeezed pleasure into her. My mind was disgusted but my body was alive I had a permanent erection which made my inner turmoil even worse.

All our lives I had played a game with Juliet about other men, I accepted it, I enjoyed sharing it, but I could not accept it when she had visually confronted me with this. Her expression was frozen in my mind. 

She was a dirty girl, “Fuck me… fuck me…fuck me,” she said and smiled as they did. I was still erect, and over and over the visions tormented me.

I never spoke to her over dinner and again turned away from her at night when even with all her finery and fragrance I would not let her play her games. The dawn, rocks, the sea and I had another lonely day together and Juliet and I another silent, separate and sleepless night. My brain and body were locked into those events and it was tearing me apart.

Over and over I saw her face, her innocent face contorted with lust, pain and pleasure, such basic pleasure; I realised I had been aroused for two solid days as I struggled with my thought and emotions.

On the third morning I awoke to find Juliet in floods of tears, her beautiful face drained of its’ vitality, her smile and eternal good humour a distant memory.

“I’m sorry Harry,” she cried as if her world was crumbling, “ I thought you understood, I thought you liked it, we always shared everything, it was our experience, not mine.”

I kept very quiet but I turned and rested my hand on her arm stroking her soft skin as she contorted in her grief. 

“I know you promised to let me tease and enjoy other men but if it upsets you so much I won’t do it any more… I promise Harry… please talk to me… you’re my husband, my best friend, I can’t be like this with you.” 

I lay back, in all our time together Juliet had never been weak or subservient with me it was a pivotal moment in our relationship and suddenly my true feelings started to come into focus.

“It does upset me,” I said slowly, the memories still etched inside me. 

“Oh,” Juliet said quietly her eyes red and sad, she was like a balloon, deflated, all the power and life seemed to be draining from her. 

“It upsets me,” I continued, “Just how much I…”

“Yes,” She whispered. 

“Love… to see you…”

“What?” she cried in exasperation.

“I love to see you getting… fucked.” I blustered

“I love to see you getting… fucked… Those bastard really fucked you… you couldn’t control them, I can’t get it out of my mind.”

In those few words I knew I had relinquished the power she had been prepared to give to me but I didn’t care, it was the truth and my erection showed how I had to face the fact, or risk changing or losing her for ever. I heard her exhale and looked at her as my words sunk into her and her old confidence slowly started to ooze back into her body. 

“You naughty boy,” she chastised me, “You’ve let me worry for two full days that I’d upset you and you…you loved it! I knew you did!”

I felt her hand on my cock, it was rigid, “You naughty, bad boy...you’re not going to make me feel bad any more, are you?” she said squeezing me hard.

I was back in my old position again and I accepted it; I liked it.

“No Juliet,” I said “As long as you tell me everything,” I replied meekly. “I want to know every dirty little thing that you do.”

“Everything?” she squeezed my cock again and I winced.

“Yes, we must share everything.”

“You’re not going to judge me any more? If I need fucking, lots of dirty fucking by lots of strange men your not going to complain. You want me to share it with you…all with you. ”

“Everything,” I said submissively, “I wanted to hear every detail.”

“Well I’m going to tell you something,” she said stroking my cock lightly.

“You know when I went into the bar the other night and stood between those two bastards.”

“Yes,” I said feeling my prick close to bursting.

“Well they trapped me in the corner Jimmy held my hand behind my back and Din raised my dress and put his fingers into my pants like I was his possession. I tried to move but I was held fast and he pulled my pants to one side and stuck his big…dirty cock inside me; he fucked me, your wife, there, in the open, in the crowd against his partner. It was his sperm you saw on my knickers the night he came to our room…How does that make you feel? ”

“Oh” I grunted “You…you… dirty girl.”

“But that’s what you like about me Harry…I am a dirty girl…I was with my mouth… now…with my cunt. Shall I tell you what it felt like when he pushed his big fucking cock in my pants?” 

It was too much for me and I ejaculated into her hand and she quickly slipped inside my pyjamas to soil myself. Normal service had resumed.

“And now you admit what I already knew,” she whispered.

“You like me being fucked…like hearing about it…watching…you bad boy… you’ve made me suffer in the last two days when you know I was really doing it for…?”

“Me?” I questioned.

“For you Harry…but now it’s my turn to make you… suffer…sweetly… as long as you promise… you’re not going to go back again on your word…we’re not going to discuss this again?”

I shook my head weakly. I wondered what she would do but having confronted and exposed my true feelings I was now yet again helplessly under her control!

She threw the covers off the bed and raised the top of her gown exposing her panties that she rolled down to her thighs and I looked at her pretty vagina.

“You do want to see this fucked Harry? It is what you want… tell me Harry because if you don’t want me to we’ll go back to how it was.”

“No,” I whispered “I can’t go back to that.”

“Then look at my cunt Harry…now… because I want this… clear!”

I bent my head, shocked at her crudeness and looked at her beautiful sex, her thick brown pubic hair framing her pink lips, I went to touch it but she brushed my hand away.

“This is not for you anymore Harry…Look at it Harry?” she continued. 

I focussed upon it and she pulled at her sensitive flesh and made a small hole, “Do you want this stretched by cocks Harry… filled with other men’s sperm and… for me to show you… tell you how it got there?”

My cock exploded with a massive ejaculation, staining my pyjamas and Juliet smiled at me confidently.

“I’ll take it as yes then Harry…and…don’t ever question me again,” she said coolly.I nodded and smiled weakly and wondered what I had let myself in for? 

Juliet

I was sure it was the North Star; Dad had always said that it was to the right of that cluster, I couldn’t remember the name of it and it infuriated me. It was so clear up here, clean and perfect, Dad would have loved it.

I looked at Harry then looked out of the window again, life was so much simpler out there. Was I ready for marriage? I really didn’t know. 

Since Dad died Harry had been the only family I had left and it felt the natural and secure thing to do. Harry was sweet. He was cute, with blonde straight hair and a lean, slim face. He was handsome in a sort of geeky way but not necessarily dashing. He was slim, wiry, funny and intelligent oh, and Harry was also rich, very rich indeed. 

He was the son of a successful local businessman and Harry was now firmly entrenched in the honey pot. I wondered, as I looked at him, how much my attraction was for him or for the expected luxury way of life, first class from here on in? All my fellow stewardesses were green with envy even though they told me our relationship was a little weird, well I knew that but I was always a little weird. 

I had known Harry all my life, he was the rich kid down the road with the big garden and lots of toys and even though he was a year older somehow we were always playing together.  I was always the boss, he was pliable even as a boy and I used to love to bully him and I’d always make him do things he really didn’t want to.

It was just the way we were. Nothing unusual, we were good friends, until that fateful night of my first sexual experience. I never really realised what effect I had on men until that night…. 

I had been messing about with my boyfriend Randy, in the cinema, kissing and stuff. I think I flashed my thighs or panties or something lame, but he dragged me out midway through the film, like a lunatic. 

He pulled me to his car and once we were seated he put my hand between his legs and let me feel something long and hard there. I was initially horrified as I knew what a hard-on was but had never actually seen one and although I pretended to be offended I was secretly curious too. I drew my hand away quickly but did not object when he drove to ‘Cliff Top’ seemingly at 90 miles an hour.

He stopped the car in the darkness, dropped his trousers and pants and I saw an erect cock for the first time by the weak light inside the car. It was white, thin, with blue veins and a small piece of flesh over the tip of it, my instinct was to run but somehow the hard flesh fascinated me and I gingerly took it in my hand. It felt warm and my breath caught as I felt it pulse to my touch. Randy pulled my head to it and without thinking I kissed it softly as if it was the most natural thing in the world. It smelt funny, of salt and skin and without prompting I took it in my mouth and felt Randy moan in pleasure; I felt my blood surge and an ache in my crotch and suddenly had the weirdest feeling of power. 

Each time I sucked him he’d moan like a baby and I started to experiment, moving my mouth up and down his length. He started jumping about like crazy and I pulled my head away just as I could feel his penis bursting and a strange white fluid spurt out of it. I knew it was sperm and some of it fell on my fingers but, far from being revolted, I liked the sensation, it felt of the earth, of life and instantly I rubbed it between my fingers.

Randy was embarrassed and apologised to me but I just looked at him coolly not wishing to let on how much I had enjoyed the experience. He dropped me home pleading undying love, but I wasn’t interested in him, I wanted to tell my best friend and ran to Harry’s house, red faced with excitement and bursting with the news.

It was late but his parents loved me and I was soon on his bed telling him my sordid tale. I remember him listening wide-eyed in wonder and trying to hide something small but hard inside his pyjamas. I knew by the redness in his face that he was erect at my tale and without asking I slipped my hand inside his trousers and held it for him. It was smaller than Randy’s but as I held it I could see in his eyes that I had complete control over him. I was aroused, excited but not at the prospect of sex but the fact that I had this wonderful sexual power and on that night I became hooked on my fetish. 

I told him my tale slowly feeling how hard he became as I went on and I felt him climax when I got to the part about sucking Randy’s cock. I’ll always remember the look of shock and submission on his face. 

I withdrew my hand immediately and watched the liquid stain his pyjamas as if in recognition of my power over him. He really was a ‘wuss’! 

He was very embarrasses but we both enjoyed it and I comforted him and told him it was OK. I knew that this was the start of a new life for me and I asked him if he wanted me to share my secrets with him. He nodded stupidly and like many things it became a habit. I had already told him that sex was out for anybody, I think I shamelessly showed him my knickers and declared solemnly that this area was for my husband and my husband alone. I looked at him, his blue-eyes, so trusting and predictable and I wondered what he was thinking about. From that night on he was mine to control, I could get anything I wanted from him although, I tried not to take too much advantage. 

After that first experience with Randy I became obsessed with men. I dressed to please them, tease them; short skirts, stockings, suspenders, negligees, anything I thought turned them on. I also liked the way the clothes made me feel; desirable, powerful, there was something sensual and arousing about the feeling that a man would do anything to fuck you. But that was the golden rule, no one could touch me, see me naked and defenceless like that. 

If I was giving a blow job or relieving Harry I was in control, I knew that once I released my body that control would be lost and I was not prepared to lose it yet. I obviously had desires, my own sexual desires but however excited or randy I felt I was determined to save myself. For what, I was never sure. I assumed marriage but secretly perhaps I was afraid of taking that next step. 

I’d lost count of the number of men I saw through my college years and after. I could not remember all the cocks I’d seen, held, sucked, and the semen I had swallowed. Each penis was somehow different but each man seemed the same, apart from Harry of course. I’d had a wonderful time and, so many adventures and I felt sure that I’d told Harry about them all. He would even drive and pick me up on dates and I would tease him by telling him how I would, or had, sucked some new guy off. 

He would listen enraptured, my perfect audience and would just like me to lie beside him and jerk him off. I always let his sperm stay in his trousers or underwear and there was no way I’d clean up after him. I looked at my new husband fondly, “Harry, you really are so sweet so…controllable,” I thought.

May Lee, one of my cabin friends came and told us that the captain wished to see us and we trooped up to the cock pit. They were kind enough to present us with a small gift of good luck on behalf of the crew and we spent an agreeable hour gossiping and discussing our plans for the future. Alan the co- pilot, I knew, was sweet on me and as normal I teased him. I sat on his lap and could feel his aroused state as I pressed myself against him. Harry saw the redness is Alan’s handsome face and smiled at me, I knew he liked it when other men desired me, it made him feel that he had me to himself, some chance!

He’d promised me; I’d insisted, prior to the marriage that I still needed my freedom to do the thing I loved most. Why did I get married? I looked out of the window again it was just all too confusing.

We eventually arrived at our hotel. I enjoyed the helicopter flight and the look of the local men in the shape of two porters who met us and took our bags. The men were strong and virile and also very black. For some reason, because I was in no way a racist, I had never performed oral sex on a black man and I suddenly felt the idea spring into my mind. I flushed in sudden desire and tried to correct my thoughts; I had just arrived on my honeymoon and was already fantasising about sucking other men’s cocks. It sounds terrible but that is the way it had always been for so many years, my sexual fetish was as much a part of me as my personality, it didn’t hurt anyone and Harry had always enjoyed it too. It was something we shared together.

On our wedding night I dressed provocatively but would not let him touch me, frustrating him was part of my pleasure. In fact I relieved him as I fantasised about sucking the black prick of one of the local men I had noticed. I never meant to be horrible to him, in fact I loved him dearly in my own way but that was how it was between us. I had always needed more, more that Harry could provide by himself.

I would not let him touch me. I definitely wasn’t ready to surrender myself to him or in fact any man, each day we would sunbathe and each night I would dress to excite him and then perform my normal function for him. I knew it grieved him but that was his problem.

I was happy to wank-him, but this was as far as I was prepared to let my marital obligations take me. 

He accepted it, of course, and becoming bored, on the fourth night of the honeymoon I made him take me out of the hotel to a swinging bar about half a mile down the beach for some fun! 

He told me it was dangerous, but everything was dangerous to him and immediately upon entering the bar I knew I had made the right decision to come. 

The place was buzzing and I was seduced by the sweet smelling atmosphere, the thronging crowd and the incessant beat of the reggae music. I was dressed provocatively, as normal, a short red dress, shoes and mini-white pants and I moved onto the packed dance-floor and lost myself in the bustle. Half-naked girls were serving drinks and dancing on tables as men screamed at them and in all my travels I had never seen, or felt an environment like it.

Harry disappeared and frankly I didn’t care, I had been pushed into the corner of the dance floor and was cavorting between two handsome black men. We never spoke but we smiled at each other and I couldn’t help but admire them. They were coal black with the best bodies I had ever seen. Each muscle seemed to be defined, glistening with sweat and, as the one man with dreadlocks had on nothing but a pair if cut-off jeans I had a clear show of his physique.

He excited me and I behaved outrageously, dancing against his leg -letting my dress raise to flash my panties- looking at him, smiling, beguiling him. 

I thought about my inexperience with black men and, outrageously, I wanted to take him outside and suck his cock. He saw me look at his bulge in his trousers and as he danced closer to me and I touched it lightly with my refined fingers, I wanted to suck him; taste a black cock for the first time. I briefly thought about Harry but then I remembered what I had made him promise; I would dictate what I wanted to do.

I felt wet in my vagina and I realised that I was more excited than I could remember, I was turned on, but not turned on enough to break the golden rule!

To my joy after half an hour he beckoned me to go with him and we slipped through a side door and walked a few hundred yards up the beach, I did not notice his friend follow us. We walked in silence, we had not even spoken a word but I did not object as he bent his tall frame down to me and kissed me, I responded passionately and let my tongue mingle with his and my fingers fall hungrily on his bulge in his short trousers. My body was pulsing and I was pressing his erection feeling how huge it was under his shorts. I was about to remove it from its confines when I felt his coarse hands reaching under my dress. 

“No,” I said firmly but felt his fingers on my pants and I started to panic; at home ‘No’ meant stop!

“No…no,” I screamed trying to fight his enormous frame off me, “No!”

Suddenly I saw Harry leap out of the shadows and my attacker obviously saw him as well because he turned, in an instant, and Harry was sent sprawling onto the sandy floor with a single blow. The man reached into his back pocket and produced a small black gun and I watched in disbelief as he pointed it directly at Harry. 

I stood still, frozen, no longer struggling, and, with my legs turned to jelly let man’s hand push me to my knees until my head was against his zip. He put his finger in his top button and looked at me “Take it out bitch,” he instructed me, instructed me! 

I remember him pointing the gun again at Harry and I angrily undid his top button as directed and slowly pulled down his zip to release the biggest erection I had ever seen. It was thick and hard with smooth skin and a circumcised tip. I was terrified, annoyed but secretly fascinated by the huge organ before me and I took it in my hands instinctively. It felt so powerful and in spite of the circumstance my whole body surged. The man thrust the tip of his cock towards my mouth and I turned to look at Harry lying bloodied and helpless a few feet away from me.

“I love you Harry…I’m sor…” I think I said before taking it into my mouth.  

As the flesh entered me my fear suddenly evaporated, it tasted wonderful; of coconut and soft oil and although I pretended to be acting against my will it was perfect, a big black cock and Harry watching!

I gorged myself on it for five minutes and felt the man stroking my hair and moaning softly as I pleased him. I tried to stop him lowering the straps on my dress but could not and as my breasts were released he began to touch and caress them causing my nipples to harden. Suddenly he withdrew himself and pushed me roughly back onto the sand and I knew what he wanted.

“No,” I whimpered and looked at him like a frightened rabbit, “No… please…don’t.”

He ignored me and kneeling down raised my short dress around my hips. I tried to struggle but he held me and I felt his long fingers on my knickers..

“No…no,” I screamed and I saw Harry try to move but being forcibly pinned down by the bald man from the club who was watching me, amused. 

I was helpless; I felt the man’s fingers inside my small pants and feeling how my vaginal juices had stained them. He pulled the material to one side and I felt the air against my lips and felt a pressure from his fingers against them. He pushed harder and I gasped as suddenly he was terrifyingly, inside me! He began to explore me to tease me and I realised that this was the first time a man had dared to touch me there. 

“No… stop… stop!” I cried, but the initial wave of arousal was already reaching my brain and confusing me. I felt him remove my underwear with his other hand and I tried to stop my thighs from parting slightly. It was no use and I felt him lean forward and suddenly his soft wet tongue play along the length of my sex lips. He must have tasted how wet and aroused I was and I hated myself for being so.

My eyes were opening and closing intermittently and as I watched Harry watching me, I wondered if it was turning him on? His tongue licked me deep inside my vagina and I felt my thighs part further. 

“No…no…no” I gasped but my dress was now bunched around my waist and my breasts and sex was open to him I felt him draw himself up and kneel between my open thighs. I tensed my muscles in the expectation of his thrust as he played with my nipples and I bit my lips to stop myself moaning in pleasure as I felt his penis at the entrance to my vagina. 

“No…no… please don’t,” I begged but my body betrayed me, and the man knew it.

“Ya’ teasing bitch,” he said and I felt the hardness of his erection pushing against my sex and I gasped in shock as it slowly stretch my sexual organs for the very first time. It was just indescribable; this huge piece of flesh was being forced inside my small frame, inside my body.

I wanted to scream but the feelings were overpowering and my mind concentrated on each new sexual sensation and vibration.

I muttered “No,” but my body was alive with desire and I felt my mind explode as he inched his enormous erection fully inside me. 

My vaginal muscles grabbed it instinctively and revelled in the fully satisfied sensation of something wonderful there. He started to move and my breath quickened and he pushed it out and back up inside me again. As soon as it had left me I wanted it back and as he repeated the process harder and harder my thighs wrapped around him instinctively.  I felt his weight grinding me into the sand, my arms were above my head my legs bent far apart and I heard myself groaning as he fucked me. I was completely receptive to him and my mind could only concentrate on the tension that was building, faster, faster then suddenly relief. It was as though a hundred fireworks had gone off in my brain and I opened my eyes to see the dreadlocks man above me smiling.

He was looking at Harry and flashing his strong white teeth dangerously, “Your dirty wife’s had an orgasm man, what ya’ think?

I watched as Harry blinked, “He must be dying, “ I thought. 

It looked like the man was raping me, well he was raping me but I could still feel the warmth and power of his erect cock still inside me and I wanted more, I needed more, I had lost control!             

I felt the dreadlocks man withdraw from me and watched in disbelief as the bald headed man calmly walked over to me and also knelt between my thighs. I lay back weakly unable to move and closed my eyes as I heard his zip being undone, “God no,” I thought, “How dare they do this to me.”

But my sex lips were still soaked and I caught my breath as they stretched to let the new body into it, it felt even bigger than the first cock and I hated that I loved the tight feeling of pleasure it gave me when it was fully inserted. I felt my hair being pulled roughly and opened my eyes to see the dreadlocks man kneeling by my face, with his erection inches from my mouth, he still had the gun in his hand and was pointing it at Harry. 

“Show your husband how much you love him, bitch,” he whispered.

I looked at Harry and told him with my eyes that, as I was stuffing the man’s cock soaked in my juices, into my mouth, that I was demeaning myself for him. I felt the man start to fuck me and his long flesh sending wave after wave of pleasure through me and I felt the sensation of another cock deep in my mouth. I was having the most overwhelming feeling of degradation and would not accept the overwhelming pleasure I was receiving.

I reached my second orgasm groaning like a whore and lay back exhausted as the two men kneeled over me admiring my dishevelled state. I couldn’t close my thighs, I liked them open and the warm air heightened the stimulation my sex lips had received. I watched helplessly as the two men stood up over me and wanked themselves, spurting, in globs, their warm thick, white fluid over my belly, thighs and pubic hair.  

I tried to feel disgusted but I had always loved semen and lying there prostrate as it hardened on me was erotic, it made me feel cheap, soiled and dirty and I loved the sensation. The dreadlocks man picked up my pants, wiped him-self all over them and threw them at me, “Don’t come back bitch,” he snarled “Unless you want some more?” 

They walked off up the beach laughing and Harry came to my side and I shrugged him off, “I don’t want to talk about it,” I snapped.

I rested for a few minutes then stood up and pulled the pants around my sex and felt the man’s hardening spunk on them as Harry watched.

We walked up the beach in silence my mind racing in confusion; “What if he called the police?” It was something I didn’t want to contemplate. I did not know how I felt but I knew I needed time to think and did not want anyone else involved.

We reached the hotel room and I threw off my soiled clothes and lay on the bed with just my stained knickers on. I pulled the material to one side and looked at my vagina covered in men’s seed and realised I was no longer a virgin, I sensed a deep sexual urge pulse through me and looked at my husband. “Fuck me Harry,” I whispered. “Now!” 

Harry looked at me strangely but removed his trunks and was on top and inside me in a second. He was aroused, very aroused and swore and he placed his small prick inside me through the semen that was already on both my pants and me. 

“You dirty bitch,” he groaned as he thrust against me weakly, “You loved it… you fucking dirty bitch…” He came and I felt his sperm inside me and I ran into the shower without speaking.

I was confused with my thoughts and responses but all I could think about gratefully was that there was no chance of any police now.

We said nothing as we went to sleep. My body was alive but tired; a relaxed and satisfying tiredness that I’d never experienced. To my surprise each time I though about the incidents with the men my sex pulsed and thighs opened slightly involuntarily. 

I slept like an angel and sensed that I was still aroused in the morning. I sat by the pool feeling the hot sun burning me and suddenly all I could think about, was sex. It was as if a tap had been opened up inside me and I wanted to drink it all in. 

I could feel my vagina pulsing and thought about the man from last night. I closed my eyes and could feel their flesh inside and I shuddered slightly even in the heat. I fantasised that if I met them again we could have a more respectful association and surprisingly I was prepared, with some coercing, to further my relationship with them.

I tried to think about Harry but his thoughts seemed less important than my own although I knew we would have to deal with what had transpired. 

We broached the subject at Dinner “We should do something,” Harry said determinedly, “Report it to the police?”

I looked at him as though he was mad, “ No bruises, witnesses, and the only semen inside me was yours!” 

He blushed embarrassed, “I’m sorry,” he gushed, “I just don’t know what came over me.”

I breathed deeply, “ I think we should confront them…have our own little revenge,” I said brashly. 

“We’re the educated people, we’ll bring them back to the hotel where it’s safe… read them the riot act threaten them with everything...we’ll frighten them to death.”

Harry looked at me as if my idea was insane and brilliant at the same time but I did not really know what I was doing only that my body told me that I needed to see them again. 

We resolved to go down the beach that night when the bar was full, safe and tell them to come and discuss it with us, or else! 

I went to our room and could sense my whole body alive. I changed into a short, pale blue dress and small navy thong panties and I tried not to notice the wetness on my vagina as I pulled them around me. The dress material was transparent and the outline of my breasts and pants could be clearly seen. Harry commented on my attire as I brushed my hair, “I’m not going to be intimidated by them,” I said fiercely.

As we walked along the beach I could feel that I was terribly jumpy, my nipples and vagina were aching.  I felt that I was losing control of myself, but not of Harry and I made him wait outside whilst I went in to B Js to speak to the men.

I saw them immediately in the corner of the bar, and listened to the drum of my heartbeat as I walked boldly over to them. I was set determined, my head held high and the bald headed man moved to let me stand before the dreadlocks man who was on a stool leaning against the wooden wall.

My confidence soon evaporated however; I immediately felt vulnerable but excited and sensed my sex pulse as I stood before him. I was suddenly sandwiched between them, in this tiny alcove and was standing between the man’s thick thighs almost touching him. 

I tried to be cool, “We want to speak to you,” I muttered but only felt his course hand stroking my soft, freshly washed hair as an initial reply. 

“I told ya’ what wauld happen if ya’ came back, bitch,” he snarled and I went to brush his hand away and to leave, but I felt the power of the man behind me blocking my path and realised I couldn’t move!  

The man’s hand touched my face, lips, breasts, and without moving his black eyes from mine he slipped his fingers under my dress and inside my knickers feeling my wetness there. 

“Get it out girl,” he ordered thrusting his crotch at me.

“Here? No… I can’t,” I whispered, as if somewhere else would have been acceptable. I was thinking about all these people, but no one could really see, we were isolated between the bar and the wall. His fingers kept teasing me and I felt my hips pushing against them. Feigning reluctance I undid his button and zip and grunted as I held the huge erection that was released. 

He slid off his seat, raised my dress a little and after lowering my soaking pants to my knees inserted himself slowly inside me pulling my ass against him with his large hands. 

I groaned in pleasure, his flesh was snug inside me, warming me, filling me and it was impossible to believe he was fucking me again within minutes of our new meeting. But he was, as if I needed it, he knew I wanted it, and to the rhythm of the beat he fucked me against the hardness of his hands and his friend behind him. 

I came within a few strokes and hung on to him weakly as he ejaculated his spunk inside me. I loved it filling me and as I pulled my pants back around me I felt the warm fluid drain and stain my underwear. 

“I’m Din,” he said shaking my lifeless hand and as he did so I felt the cheeks of my bottom being squeezed, “And I’m Jimmy,” the man behind me whispered. 

“I’m very pleased to meet you,” I said breathlessly; I really didn’t know what else to say.    

“Please come and meet us Din… me and Harry, I begged earnestly… please.” 

I implored him with my eyes and he shrugged, “OK,” he agreed.

“Thank you,” I gushed gratefully and went back outside to find Harry.

“It’s not been easy but he’s agreed to meet us…I’ll just be a minute, wait here,” I said to him. I returned to Din and gave him our room number and he stoked my ass and agreed to be there in an hour. At that very moment I wouldn’t have care if he’d fucked me there and then again in front of everyone. 

Harry noticed my flustered, red face and –silly man- was concerned for me as we quietly walked the distance to the hotel. I told him that Din would meet us and he seemed pleased if somewhat nervous.

It seemed like an eternity before Din turned up and I was in a terrible state, I could not believe what I had just let him do to me. I didn’t want to expose to Harry just what a hold he seemed to have over me sexually.

I sat very quiet as Din was seated and Harry reeled of this monologue about what a sweet and innocent thing I was and how Din and his friend had ruined me. He carried on with threats to the police and the legal system and suddenly Din could stand no more. He rose up sharply and stood next me then put his hands upon me as if I was his property. Although I showed resistance – for appearances sake- Din knew the truth.

Harry sat spellbound no doubt thinking about the gun in Din’s back pocket and could do nothing as Din dragged me to the bed in the centre of the room. I removed my dress as I was told and I let him lower my pants and he threw them at Harry. I knew that Din’s semen was staining them and he smiled at him viciously. 

“Smell them,” he said, “Smell what a dirty girl your wife is.”

Harry drew them to his face and could smell the sex from the bar earlier. 

He blushed red and watched as Din demonstrated to him what control he had over me, his unfaithful wife. He bent his head and licked the length of my vagina and I groaned weakly “She smells like a real dirty bitch.” He laughed. 

I had never had abuse like this and wanted to hate it but my aroused state told me that I wanted him to fuck me again although I tried to deny it.

I was lying on the bed with my thighs apart waiting, moaning weakly as I waited for him to take me. Suddenly he stopped and I lay there helpless as he told us both that he was fed up with our bullshit. He invited us both onto his boat early in the morning but looked determinedly at Harry, “If I see her… I’ll fuck her,” he smiled “If ya’ don’t want that… to watch ya’ whore of a wife being fucked… stay away.”

He left the room and slammed the door and I ran into the bathroom as if I was relieved that he had gone. Was I relieved? I put on my negligee and felt my wetness and that new unfamiliar urge I wanted him to fuck me when he saw me; I wanted to go on his boat and let him fuck me all day. I wondered how to persuade Harry. I thought he secretly enjoyed seeing me being abused but Din had really spelt it out for him, would he still go?

I lay next to him and he kissed me on the cheek, “Are you OK?” he said. 

I slipped my hand under the sheets and held his semi-erect dick, “Yeah I’m fine,” I said. 

“But that white stuff on your panties?”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I said coldly “I’m fine.”

“Well we don’t have to see them again,” said Harry.

“Absolutely,” I agreed “You don’t want to see me bent over being fucked Harry do you? Or being forced to kneel while I have to suck their big black cocks.”

Harry’s penis was suddenly solid, harder than I had ever known it and I pretended to lose my temper.

“Harry you want me to go, don’t you? You want to see those big bastards screwing me.

“No Juliet” he blustered but his cock was still rigid.

“You don’t want to see me…with Din’s big cock in my…cunt…stretching me…fucking your wife…calling me a whore?” 

I felt him climax. He liked my crudeness, it obviously excited him beyond reason.

“Your disgusting Harry,” I muttered “We really shouldn’t go but as you want me to… I’ll think about it.” 

Feigning distaste I turned over to go to sleep before Harry could find a rational excuse for his actions. It was Harry's idea again; he was just so malleable.

I was up at six cavorting about the bathroom like a madwoman, I wanted to look my best and chose an exquisite white and gold bathing costume. I wanted to show them what a lady I was and to earn their respect. I sprayed myself with perfume especially around my hips and vagina and I pulsed at the thought of what they would do to me. Harry made some crack but we were on the jetty early and I was delighted to find a small cruiser waiting for us.

The men greeted us both in a friendly unassuming fashion and we were soon aboard and on our way out to sea. I went down to change below, I wanted to show off my white bathing suit but I heard a noise behind me and realised Din had followed me.  

I was taken unaware, half-naked; changing from my jeans and T-shirt and I went to speak to him but he ignored me. He unrolled my skin-tight jeans and quickly removed the rest of my clothes, bra pants and all. He was as desperate to fuck me as I was for him and he kneeled and put his tongue in my rear cunt, “Ya’ in for a real fucking today bitch,” he sneered. 

The callous words excited me and he stood up and pushed me until my palms were against the hull of the boat and he was behind me.  I felt his cock pressed against my bottom and he inserted his fingers into my rear vagina and spread the moisture up my ass. 

“Not up my bottom Din,” I pleaded but he had already started. I screamed in pain and shock but then relaxed as I realised that the sensation was actually pleasurable. He started to fuck me and I saw Harry watching.

“Fuck off,” I said to him I had to relieve my frustration with someone. I had lost all control!  Din sidled up right behind me and cupped my small breasts as he screwed my ass hole; I felt him come and the gooey liquid start to seep out from behind me. He pulled his jeans on and went upstairs and I was trying to clean myself when I heard more footsteps, “Harry Fu…” 

It was Jimmy!

He dropped his red trunks and saw his penis in the light for the first time, it was wonderful, long, black, hard and thinly veined. “You just can’t fuck me when you...” I gasped but he ran his fingers along my vagina and I felt how wet I was.

There was a low table in the galley and he pushed me back on it and I lay there wanton waiting for his pleasure. He pushed himself inside me and I groaned, “We’ll fuck ya’ when we want man, ya’s on our boat now,” and I held his bottom as he ground into me.

“Yes…yes…” I mumbled as the ripples of lust spread over me “When you want.”

My thighs were splayed far apart and Jimmy was bringing me to a lovely orgasm when I opened my eyes and saw Harry looking at me blankly.

“Fuck off Harry, Fuck o...” I screamed and came as I felt Jimmy increase his pace and release his semen inside me.  

He pulled his trunks back on and went up on deck, not before he’d requested coffee and toast and I lay back to recover, feeling cheap, used, fucked and looking forward to the day.

I did my best to make myself look mysterious and sophisticated but considering both men had just had me I doubted my image would have much effect. I dispensed the food and drink and lay down to relax and enjoy the sun, “Now leave me alone boys, “ I said to the men jokingly, “But not for too long,” I thought.

I looked at Harry and decided that he was going to see his wife acting disgracefully, “I’ll give him something to really wank over,” I thought, trying to blame him for my outrageous behaviour.

I relaxed completely on the boat, drifting into a sensual doze as the waves, the sea breeze and the smell of the men on me seemed an intoxicating combination; occasionally I would wake and furtively look at my companions. Din was six feet tall; he’d obviously worked hard all his life because his upper body was so well defined. He was wearing those familiar cut-off jeans again but thankfully they were a new clean pair. Jimmy had much the same type of physique except he was a little thinner both physically and certainly on the ‘hair front,’ his trunks were red and I thought both men looked cool. Harry however, should they have been brothers, would certainly have been the ‘runt’ of the litter; he was pale and an obvious product of an over indulged life. As I looked at them all I realised that I still cared for Harry passionately, all my new experiences only confirmed what I already knew, namely sex and love were not the same thing.

We seemed to arrive at our destination about midday and I was thrilled to see us settle and anchor a stones throw from a deserted sandy cove. The men brought the lunch on to the sand ant I took a huge towel that I lay out nearby.

I wasn’t really hungry but had some fruit and beer and noticed how the hot sun was affecting my sensitive skin. I mentioned it to the men and Jimmy went into his small bag and produced some magic oil in a small black bottle and I lay on my towel and invited him to rub it on. 

“When I’ve eaten girl,” he joked, “Most important things first.”

He looked at me lying in my expensive costume and I watched him drink in my body, “He’s going to fuck me soon,” I thought and I felt myself get excited in anticipation. There was something about being helpless that I enjoyed, the fact that either of these two men could take me at any time should have felt demeaning but my lack of control was a new aphrodisiac.

Jimmy eventually came to me and lay me on my back, I noticed there was a bulge in his trunks but I tried to ignore it, I didn’t want to show myself up more than I had to.

He pushed the hair away from my neck and face and started to massage the sweet smelling oil into me. His hands were surprisingly firm but gentle and the smell of the coconut was soothing and relaxing, I closed my eyes and was conscious of only his hands and my body. 

I felt him lower the straps on my costume rub my arms then gently lower my costume to reveal my small breasts. I bit my lip as he started to massage them and he must have notice how my nipples were hardening; they seemed to be standing to attention. I was in an erotic haze and he lowered my costume until it was around my hips and only my mound was covered. He rubbed the oil into my belly and brushed his fingers against a couple of pubic hairs that had escaped from the confines of my costume.

He moved down to my toes, then legs and then finally my thighs which he oiled thoroughly. My legs splayed apart flat on the sand and he knew that he could fuck me at any time he wanted; he must have sensed how turned on I was but made no further effort to remove the final barrier between him and my cunt. He turned me onto my front and I felt him sit astride my bottom whilst he oiled my back, legs, rear thighs and finally my ass after lowering the suit until it bunched below my hips.

He kneaded the oil into my cheeks, then my rear cunt and I felt his fingers teasing me spreading the liquid into my ass hole. I felt the weight increase on me and then his cock at the back of me.

I bent my head in submission and raised my bottom to him and waited for him like a helpless animal. I was so wet that he was inside my vagina in a single thrust and he removed it quickly to tease me some more as he continued to massage my back. The tension inside me was unbearable and I rose onto my knees and buried my head in my towel raising my bottom, pleading with him to fuck me. I felt his cock teasing my rear cunt again; it was unbearable. Finally he inserted himself in me again and started to fuck me and I sighed in relief and I put my hands around my back and felt, his balls, I was so turned on. To my shame I came, grunting uncontrollably and collapsed forward. Jimmy sensed my release and ejaculated mountains of sperm and, I suddenly realised, all over the crotch of my best swimming costume that was still wrapped around my hips.

“Jimmy,” I screamed and quickly jumped up and removed the suit, whilst I ran into the sea to wash the white creamy liquid out of it. I saw Din out of the corner of my eye; he had removed his trunks and was striding purposefully towards me with a massive hard on. I dropped my swimsuit and ran through the surf away from him in mock horror; he caught me in a couple of strides and after taking firm hold of my head, pushed me to my knees and inserted his wonderful erection into my mouth. He rocked back and forward enjoying the unique combination of the sand, sea and my innocent mouth. He stroked my hair and moved faster until he reached his climax and I felt the rush of his salty sperm in my throat.

“You are da’ best at blow ja’bs girl,” he complimented me and did not release my head until I had licked his weeping penis clean.

I rose, washed in the sea and walked over to the food and drinks; Harry was sitting on his stomach staring at my body. I took a beer from the cool bag and felt sure that he was trying to hide his little hard on. I was not quite sure how he felt but felt sure this was secretly what he wanted.

I’d always recoiled at the thought of being naked but now it didn’t seem to matter any more, nothing mattered but discovering more about these new bodily pleasures. I lay on my towel and tried to feel guilty about what I had done but I just couldn’t; I loved the sex, the black men’s hard bodies and cocks. And as for Harry, well it was the next stage in our little arrangement and I would bring him off to my new adventures.

Eventually it was time to get back on the boat, the two men and I were naked and Harry was still wearing his long boxer trunks.

I positioned myself at the front of the boat and lay back to catch the last hours of sun’s radiance and revitalising qualities.  I was naked, my breasts and bushy mound available for every one to see but I didn’t care, I had always been so prudish about that sort of thing but I seemed to have become an exhibitionist overnight. I was amazed to still feel wanton as the warmth of the setting sun and the softness of the sea breeze fanned me. I felt the desire for further physical pleasure; I really had become shameless. 

I saw Harry sitting only a few feet away from me but it was as if he was not there at all, he was just a spectator; somebody to amuse and I looked around the boat and saw Din, staring aimlessly out at the vastness of the ocean. 

I watched him surreptitiously, his penis was flaccid dangling loosely above his big balls and surrounded by a mass of black hair, I was surprised it held such interest for me. I closed my mind and imagined it swelling and stretching, reaching its zenith of power and I felt my thighs open imperceptibly and my sex lips pulse and I understood: I wanted him to fuck me again. I ignored Harry and called sweetly and innocently to Din. 

“Please rub this oil in me, I’m burning,” I asked. 

He walked the few feet over, his penis flapping meekly against him and kneeled at my side. I handed him the bottle of the magic oil and lay back awaiting his touch, I closed my eyes and listened to him opening the bottle and pouring the liquid on his broad hands, the short wait was exquisite.

He started on my neck and shuffled around me on his knees oiling every part of me, it was erotic bliss, Harry was sitting directly opposite, me his vision line between my legs and I hoped he was having a clear view. 

I could sense Din’s penis and balls inches from my face and wanted to suck it but I had degraded myself enough during the day and was pleased that he was finally serving me. Din massage my thighs then my small breasts and my nipples stood vertical to his touch; I started to breathe more quickly and groaned quietly as he massaged my tummy and slipped his fingers into my vagina and pressed against my clitoris and outer lips. I opened my thighs further and knew Harry had a birds eye view of my desire, my seeping cunt was completely passive and open to Din’s pleasure. I felt my hair being suddenly pulled roughly; I opened my eyes and looked at Din in trepidation, “What’s wrong, what have I done?” I moaned like a frightened doe.

He dragged me of my towel and placed himself on it and I pulsed as I saw his long black erection towering vertically like a flag- pole. “You oil ‘dis,” he said gesturing to his penis and handing me the bottle, “Then ca’m and fuck yourself on it!” 

“Yes bas,” I said jokingly pleased that I had not upset him and, like a whore, I stuck my tongue out, poured the scented oil onto to it the proceeded to lick it into his balls then the full length of his erection. I looked at Harry and saw the small bulge in his trunks; I felt he was enjoying it as much as me and I resolved to really give him some thing to wank off to.

I was just too turned on and after I had finished my oiling process I straddled him so my bottom was pointed towards Din and my cunt was pointed toward Harry sitting mere inches away. I held his cock in my hand and rubbed the tip of it against the entrance to my vagina showing Harry every line and soft fold of my sex lips. It felt wonderful and I played with it against myself for many minutes teasing it in and out the edges of my cunt.

I finally lowered myself on it until it was fully inside me and I groaned in lustful pleasure; I looked into Harry’s wide blue eyes and teased him mercilessly.

“He’s so much bigger than you Harry,” I said and to demonstrate I raised myself up until only the very tip was still inside me, “Don’t you like to see me enjoy myself Harry…see your little wife being fucked?”

He looked on spellbound as I eased the massive rod in and out of me, he could see every detail as it stretched and invaded my sex lips and my eyes must have portrayed my dirty lustful thoughts. I raised myself again and ran my fingers along the length of his shaft, covered with my essence; “It’s so big Harry… look at it fuck me.”

I couldn’t take it any more and I felt my hips moving faster and faster until finally the ‘orchestra’ exploded and I came. Din reached his orgasm at the same time and I held still so Harry could see his semen trickling down my thigh from out of my brown bushy hole. I looked at the expression on Harry’s face, it was a picture, a contorted mixture of pain and excitement, I just knew that he loved seeing me like this! 

Din groaned in relief, “ I told ya’ she was a dirty ga’l man,” and slapped my bottom playfully. As if to reinforce his description of me I then licked off the semen that was still trickling out of his penis then licked his balls, never taking my eyes of Harry.

“She’s such a whore man,” he smiled and I felt him stroke my hair as in appreciation for the excellent service I was giving him, “ Ya’ bitch’s a whore.”  

I finished and sat back on my hands, Din’s insults were meaningless, they were part and parcel of the sex and he could have called me what he wanted as long as he would provide me with such a wonderful time. I opened my thighs opposite Harry so he could see my sex lips still dripping with come.

We were in sight of land and Jimmy motioned me to come onto the upper deck and steer the craft into harbour and leaving my other crew mates below and I climbed the few wooden steps and took the wheel. Jimmy stood me in front of him and placed my hands on the small round object and I felt his hands on my hips and his body tight behind me.

“You have to stand like this, “ he said, moving my hips and bottom back a little until I felt it hit the tip of some thing hard. I held onto the knobs on the wheel hard as his fingers entered me – I was still wet from Din- and then he put his cock inside me and slipped his hands under my arms and cupped my breasts.

“That’s better, “ he whispered, “Now steer us towards the light house.”

I lined the bow up as instructed the bent forward as he fucked me harshly. He was not screwing me for my pleasure just to demonstrate his power over me and release his final load of the day. 

However as I looked out at the rich bright colours of the setting sun, felt its dying radiance on my glowing body, his pounding rhythm against the swell of the boat it felt as though I had died and gone to heaven. I wondered if Harry could sense what Jimmy was doing to me, it was only his subtle movements that would have given the game away, my husband must have though I had turned into a nymphomaniac, well maybe I had.  

I felt Jimmy come - selfishly without me - and just as we were entering the small picturesque harbour I freed myself from his grasp and ran down into the lower cabin and locked the door. I was covered with his come but rather than wipe it off, I trapped it into my panties as I dressed, I loved the feel of a man’s semen hardening and staining them.

I made myself up to look my normal ‘immaculate’ self and waited for the boat to come to a complete stop on the jetty, I had finished with the two men and had no further time to engage them in idle chat. When I was sure we had moored I picked up my back, opened the door and almost in a single movement stepped over onto the small jetty. I tried to look nonchalant and unruffled by their treatment of me during the day and I casually told Harry to “Give them something for their trouble,” and, I snootily, walked briskly away.

I saw him fumbling for his wallet, the men had fucked me like a tramp all day and he was actually paying them as I had suggested, Harry what are you like!

The men were now definitely out of my system I felt full and relieved and was looking forward to discussing in detail with Harry how I had felt with each sexual encounter. I knew he must have been turned on and I removed my clothes upon reaching our room and lay naked across our bed. Harry arrived seconds later and I opened my thighs to him and beckoned him to lie with me.  

He slipped off his long trunks and I saw the erection he had been hiding all day. He lay on top, then inside me; the difference in sensation between him and the two men was immeasurable. “You dirty whore,” he raged, “Dirty fucking whore, sucking their dicks in front of my face you dirty…”

He came in seconds and I patted his bottom like I would have a small boy, “ You needed that Harry… didn’t you?” I whispered.

I was desperate for a bath and slipped away from him into the sanctity of our bathroom where I tipped a bottle of bubbles into the flowing water. I was so chilled, I had decided that I did not need the two men any more, I had had my fill of them; they could abuse someone else. The sex with them had been my most erotic and satisfying experience of my life but after a full day of screwing I felt no need that our association be continued.

I dressed for dinner in an elegant black dress with matching accessories and knew that I looked bronzed and at my best. Harry was strangely silent over dinner and we retired early, I changed into a beige see through night-dress and slipped in beside him to share and recall the day’s experiences, this was the best part. I reached for Harry’s penis but he turned away from me, “I’m tired,” he mumbled and went to sleep. 

It was unusual for Harry but I was too tired to concern myself with his mood and let myself drift into a relaxing, sensuous dream, he’d feel better in the morning. The morning however provided no sign of my husband and after a frantic search I saw him sitting on the rocks at the edge of the beach looking, alone, forlorn and desperately unhappy.

I recalled the events of the previous day and suddenly began to realise that I may have seriously misjudged Harry’s reaction to my outrageous behaviour; I had been so sure that he enjoyed it. 

I was still sure and felt Harry would come around soon enough however, other than a cursory nod around the pool and the dining table he never spoke to me all day. In bed he did not even look at what I wore and spurned any advance I made or any attempt at conversation.

The following morning I was alone again with Harry resuming his lonely vigil on the rock and all thoughts of my own pleasure had long left me. There was no fun in pleasure for myself if it brought pain to the person I cared about and I hoped desperately that I had been right and that he would talk to me. We had always been able to talk about anything, it was the essence, the fabric of our relationship and now, we were like strangers. 

Again over dinner we were silent and I did not even bother to dress up for bed, knowing his decision to ignore me. I was desolate, alone, feeling unable to cope, with his contempt of me and after a fitful night I broke down in the early morning into uncontrollable tears and despair. I wanted my Dad, the only man that loved me and wanted nothing from me and felt as if my small fragile world was evaporating before my eyes.

I felt Harry’s hand touch my arm lightly.

“I’m sorry Harry,” I wailed, “ I wasn’t trying to upset you, I thought you understood.”

He kept his hand on my arm and said nothing.       

I didn’t want sex, I didn’t want anything anymore; I hated the guilt Harry was piling upon me.

“I know you promised all those things Harry,” I cried “But if it upsets you that much I won’t do it I won’t do anything, please talk to me, we’ve always been able to talk.”

In those few words I had offered to change my relationship with him irrevocably, after all those years of being the dominant partner I would have preferred at that moment to submit to him rather than continue this war of silence.  

“It does upset me,” he said.

I breathed out feeling the final power draining from me, his statement I knew was a going to be a contradiction for the future between us, what I wanted, needed and the risk of upsetting him.

He saw my head drop and I heard him continue.“It does upset me,” he stuttered on.

I felt myself begin to well up again but let him continue. 

“Upsets me so much… to see you…see you… fucked.”

“What?” I whispered in exasperation. 

He bent his head down and looked at the floor “To see you fucked… Those bastards really fucked you…so hard…and you …I… loved it…”

I raised my head and looked at his clear blue eye “Repeat what you just said.” I said feeling my anger rise.

His eyes looked away from mine “I love to see you enjoying sex… fucking other men.” he said quietly “I’ve had a hard on for days.”

Suddenly it was clear, he’d been making me feel guilty because he felt guilty, “You naughty…naughty boy,” I whispered.

I put my hand under the sheets and I felt his cock it was rigid! “I’ve been thinking about the trip all the time,” he admitted.

“What was your favourite part?” I asked.

“When you fucked yourself right in front of me the look on your face, you looked so, horny sluttish it…such a whore” 

I felt him explode into the sheets. The power I had been prepared to release was back with me; I had Harry, my new experiences and now it seemed the freedom to explore.

“I’m going to make you suffer Harry for what you’ve put me through,” I said warningly. I had been without sex for three days and my libido was rising with every word.

“You don’t mind me fucking under your nose do you Harry?” I said.

I raised my top and lowered my panties and made him look at my vagina

and swear he wanted other men to fuck it. I was not prepared to risk the same scenario happening again and wished to pass the blame on to him as much as I could for my actions.

He looked away and I shouted at him “Look…Now!”

His eyes looked at my vagina and I touched it “This isn’t yours Harry…it’s there for fucking lots of men…you don’t mind…do you?”

He shook his head sadly “As long as you tell me,” He said meekly, “ You know I like it when you tell me.”

“I’ll do more than that darling… sometimes I might show you; some other man fucking your horny wife.” 

He looked at me and blinked, the bastard, making me worry all those days, I knew, I knew what we were like. 

“I’ll tell you every detail darling,” I said condescendingly “I will fuck them all for…your pleasure…I’ll even tell you a little secret.”

“What?” he whispered, his eyes glowing.

“That night we went to the bar to see the men again…Din put his hands under my dress…lowered my panties and fucked me in the middle of the club…it was his spunk on my pants…his sex mixed with mine you were smelling.”

I watched his cock starting to grow again “You like me to be a dirty slut…Yeah?”

He nodded and I left him, bathed, and as I sat in the bathroom I realised that the colour had returned to my cheeks and I had my familiar glow and good humour returning. I was also incredibly horny and I cursed Harry for his timidity and guilt.

But I had now agreed sex on my terms; an open arrangement Harry couldn’t say anything now. I picked up the phone “Is Tony there?” I asked.

I heard his voice “I need a private session Tony, in my room, ten minutes… fine… see you then.”

Tony was from the health club, he was 21, fit and good looking; he was also a local man and coal black.

I changed into a tiny pair of pink panties clearly showing my bushy sex and a small tank top that fitted just below my breasts; I walked out to see Harry still scuttling about and shooed him out onto the balcony, “I’m going to get… fucked… do you mind?”

Harry shook his head, “Who is it?” he stuttered.

“Does it matter?” I said coldly  “Watch from here.” 

I heard the rasp on the door and Tony came in to the centre of the room; he was shorter than Din but still stocky with close cropped hair and a typical Jamaican smile, “Lookin’ cool miss,” referring to my minimalist outfit.

“They’re in the wash,” I explained with regards to the normal gym attire but I don’t think he believed a word.

“You don’t mind do you?”  I asked innocently.

I saw him look at my crotch and sensed a slight movement in his red boxer short, I pulsed in expectation, 3 days was a long time.

“Some stretching first,” I explained and stretched my thighs on the floor giving him a clear view of my bushy mound. “Push me down Tony,” and the man pushed against my thighs stretching them flat on the floor his fingers, only inches from my sex.

I then rose turned my back to Tony and after stretching my legs apart bent over to touch the floor giving him a view of my ass that was hardly covered by the skimpy knickers.

We then both sat on the floor, and I sat astride his chest and stretched back my head hitting something hard between his legs whilst my sex was in front of his youthful face. He heard a movement from the balcony, “Don’t worry about him,” I said, “Concentrate on me.”

I turned over and did a sit up and when my face fell onto his body I let it rest on the bulge there, “What’s this Tony?” I said.

He said nothing and I put my hand into his shorts and, as he was wearing no underpants his erection was soon protruding. I pulled them off and his penis- much smaller than Din’s sprang up vertical, “You bad boy,” I said and licked it hungrily. “What about your husband?” Tony squealed, shocked.

“What about him?” I answered and inserted the penis deep into my mouth.

I heard him moaning wildly and feared that he would orgasm quickly so I stopped sucking him and moved myself until my vagina was perched over his cock. I pulled the material of my panties material to one side and lowered myself onto it. I could never have believed that I could have missed something so much and my muscles pulled at it hungrily. I watched Harry looking at me through the light drapes and I hoped he was suffering exquisite pain seeing me fucked again. 

I moved myself hard against the man sensing his impending climax and fortunately I just manage to come before the man groaned and collapsed dispensing his fluid inside me.

I pulled off him immediately, “Thank you Tony,” I said as if he had brought me a cup of tea, “That will be all… you can charge me an hours gym time.”

“There’s no…no charge miss,” He said somewhat embarrassed,  “No charge at all,” and he left hurriedly putting on his shorts as he exited.

The sex was adequate but even with an orgasm strangely unsatisfying, and I put it down to the young man’s inexperience. 

Over the next two days, I had sex twice; with men I met at or near the hotel and, as with my previous fetish, was in charge each time. Men were fawning over me and the experiences were less and less interesting or satisfying. By the third day I had given up and was considering going back to oral sex alone, but Pandora’s Box had been opened and I realised that could never be enough any more.

Even my time with Harry was strange he was not aroused by any of my new tales and I even went to the extent of fabricating stories but even these did not arouse a response in him. I kept thinking back to Din and Jimmy and their abuse, their big cocks fucking me helplessly. That first night on the beach! 

I was always aroused when I thought about it but given Harry’s recent reaction did not want to risk his wrath by suggesting another encounter. Harry, bless him, provide the answer and after being unable to arouse him the previous night I awoke to find him turned away from me, making funny movement. 

I leaned across and felt him with his hand around his erect prick I pushed it away and held it firmly.

“What are you thinking about Harry?”

“Nothing.” He responded meekly.

I gripped it harder and felt him wince, “I thought we were telling each other everything?” 

“I was thinking of you being fucked by those two black bastards,” he blurted out,“ the first night they fucked you.”

“Raped me,” you mean.

“Yes, but you… enjoyed it.”

I had loved it but I wasn’t going to admit it, to him.

“Are you mad,” I gasped, “They were dangerous you don’t think I enjoyed all they did to me do you?”

“No, I suppose not,” he said meekly.

“And I suppose you want me to go back and let then fuck me again.”

“No, Juliet not at…”

“You liar,” I said furiously, “You want to watch them abuse me… again?”

“No Juliet I only…”he stammered but it was too late, I had what I wanted. I held his prick tight and conjured up a tantalising image for him. “You liked to see me on my back, Harry, one mean fucking me whilst the other made me suck his cock, his long hard black…”

I felt him release his pent-up spunk and he lay back embarrassed by the further confession I had extracted from him. He tried to cover it up but it was too late.

“You want to put me back in danger,” I said dramatically, “You like the fact I am so helpless with them.” I liked it too, but found it hard to admit it to myself.

“No Juliet I only…”

“Please don’t say any I more,” I said in mock disgust, “Let me think about it, but I’m not promising. You know that if they see me they’re going to screw the ass off me, treat me like an animal.”

I watched as I saw the linen sheet covering his manhood twitch, registering the excitement he demonstratively felt, and I leapt out of the bed in mock disgust.

“Harry what are you like?” I shrieked and ran into the bathroom to prepare for the coming day.        

I left Harry alone for the morning; deciding to see what sulking on his rock was like. It was nice, comforting. Just to sit, with just the sea for company and feel the warm soothing breeze. What is it I wanted? I wasn’t sure. My body told me I wanted to see Din again, soon, but my mind saw myself subservient, docile and weak. I shuddered in the morning heat as I thought about just how helpless I had been.  

Why did my very weakness excite me? The thrill of being with a powerful, rough man was an aphrodisiac I felt like a magnet being drawn, drawn to a delicious, excruciating, fate where I was no longer the mistress of my destiny. I closed my eyes and thought about the first time he had me, the experience was imprinted in my memory and I could feel my body responding as it did that first night.

I had to see Din again, I knew that for certain, but perhaps I could have a more respectful arrangement with him; I decided I would go to the bar early in the afternoon and talk to him. If he was sensible and I felt relaxed I would consider rekindling our relationship. It was wonderful what a clear sky and a blue sea could do for your imagination!

I did not bother finding Harry I thought it was probably wiser if he felt that I was consumed with battling with my conscience with regard to his revelation about the men, this morning. It was though he had given me further freedom to explore myself, as I wanted and whatever I did I could blame him. I ate some fruit in my room and as I brushed my long straight hair and I considered what I would wear for my visit. 

I noticed my reflection, I was tanned and my normally brown hair had just a tint of lightness through being bleached by the strong sun. I looked and felt as strong and healthy as I had ever done and I wondered how much was due to the holiday and how much to my liberating experiences. I decided that I did not want to go to Din dressed provocatively, it was not appropriate and I chose a beige short sleeve shirt and khaki shorts. I did however put on a silk pair of pants with a small frill at the front, and as I pulled the cool material around myself I felt a pulse of wanton desire and excitement for the first time for days. 

I now fully realised that I wanted to go more desperately than I had been prepared to admit and at 3.00 p.m. I left the opulence of our suite and started the short sandy walk up the beach to B Js. I arrived in seemingly no time at all and noticed immediately how different the club looked in the harshness of the bright daylight. B Js was really nothing more than a large wooden shack and without the glamour of the darkness; the bright light pitted against it and the incessant noise and bustle it looked distinctly, seedy.

I climbed the two steps up to the wooden, porch entrance and finding the door unlocked pushed the wooden door open causing it to creak painfully on its old hinges, ravaged by the wind and the salt. The bar was dusty and deserted and I was just about to leave when I heard a low moaning sound from behind a rear door covered with thin brightly coloured strips of material that rustled almost imperceptibly to the gust of wind I had brought in with me. My stomach was tied in knots but I was here now and my curiosity and need had control of me; I crept quietly to the open frame and peered into the room through the small gaps in the material. 

Din was lying on a large bed grinding himself hard against a black girl who was moaning in an ever more urgent fashion as she was nearing her orgasm. I recognised the pattern of breathing in the woman and felt my own libido rise as I purveyed the scene. The woman’s legs were spread far apart and Din was jerking back and forward as finally the woman groaned deeply and came. 

I had by now pushed myself just through the gentle strip curtain and Din must of heard me because suddenly, in a blinking of an eye, he picked up some thing from the side table and I was staring into the muzzle of his small black gun again.

“Don’t shoot,” I gasped, Dim separated himself from his bed partner and I saw him again in his nakedness. He was, sweating, erect with each of his muscles so clearly defined; he was like a magnificent black animal, a stallion of a man.

“It’s ya,” Din rasped, “What d’ya want?” he did not lower the weapon and gestured to me to come fully into the room where I reclined against the wooden wall trying to cope with the panic and excitement I felt. My legs were like jelly and I focussed on the gun, then his erection, pointing towards me, then back to the gun again.

Din followed my eyes and smiled “What d’ya want bitch?” he snarled.

He held his long penis, still glistening still from the other woman’s juices and stroked it “Ya’ want more of this bitch, don’t ya?”

I shook my head weakly but my legs seemed to have lost any cohesion and leaned myself firmly against the wall, my knees bent together, my juices flowing.

Din smiled, his big white dangerous smile and pointed the gun at me again, “Take ya’ clothes off,” he commanded.

I was helpless, within two minutes of being in his company again I was terrified and helpless, “No Din please,” I said pathetically. The gun stayed on me and I slowly undid my thin black belt, my top button and then my zip until my khaki shorts were around my ankles. I turned my attention to my shirt, in seconds that was also discarded and I resumed my position against the wall with only my silk panties on for company. My nipples were hard and he could tell how excited I was. “If ya’ want fucking, ya’ gonna have ta’ work now bitch,” he snarled, “I’m employing ya’ ta’ work as a waitress… startin’ tomorra’.”

I thought about the girls I’d seen in the club serving drinks with nothing but a pair of white bottoms on and I pulsed again.

“I can’t, “ I gasped.

“I ain’t finished yet bitch… the girls have ta’ do a little service for ma’ customers.”

“What? “ I said, not wanting to know.

“If they’re chosen on the bids, they’ve gotta’ take ‘em into this room and give them a blow ja’b… B Js get it?” 

Suddenly I did get it; that’s what the screaming out money was; the pandemonium, the couples disappearing into the back room; it was a type of prostitution joint.

“I can’t,” I gasped, “I can’t.” 

“What do’ya think Gloria?” I heard Din ask and a dark head appeared from under the covers. She had close-cropped hair and a thin face with large lips.

“She’s got t’a good figure,” she said, “Can she suck cock?”

“Like a whore,” Din replied; they were talking about me as though I was not there; like I was a piece of meat. The woman pulled herself out of the bed and I glimpsed her lithe strong boned figure before she pulled a short pink wrap around her. “I’ll let her finish ya’ off,” she cooed, “I’ve had what ‘ah need.”

Din pointed the gun from me to her, “Come back heya’ bitch,” he ordered.

The woman leaned against the wall mimicking my pose and said lamely, “No Din, I cain’t… I cain’t… I just ain’t that type of girl.”

He pointed the gun at her again and she pleaded, her voice sounding just like mine, “No Din…please don’t shoot me.”

The gun exploded in a flash and I screamed as the young woman dramatically collapsed onto the wooden floor, “Now I’ve finished with ya’ bitch.” Din said darkly.

The room was deathly silent; my breathing stopped completely and I was panic stricken. Seconds seemed like hours and I could not believe it when I gradually heard the sound of a low quiet laugh. I looked and saw the woman’s ‘dead’ body quivering with mirth and then convulse into fits of laughter; she raised her head and looked at me, flashing me a broad warm smile, “He cain’t kill me with a starting gun, girl can he? I’ll leave ya’… two love- birds to discuss terms… see ya’ tomorrow. ” 

She looked at me and winked with her big expressive dark eyes, picked herself up of the floor and walked out through the multi coloured tassels into the main body of the bar, still laughing at my expense.

I wasn’t laughing, I was in shock; every part of my body was racing. Din had placed the gun back on the side table and had walked over to me. I wanted to run but my legs were still separated from my mind and now I could feel Din’s skin close to my own, his manhood tantalisingly near.

He stroked the front of my silk underwear playing with the small frill at the front, “ I don’t need a gun to get you ta’ take your clothes of Juliet, do I.”

“No Din,” I gasped, it was the first time he had called me Juliet.

“Then take these off,” he entreated me and pulled the frills again, tensing the material against my lips.

I looked up at him, my eyes weak with compliance; my head came just under his broad strong chin and took the edges of my pants in my thumbs. I pulled them to my knees then bent my leg to release them onto the floor and I saw that my brown bushy hair and all beyond was revealed to him.

“Why d’ya come, Juliet?” he whispered, his hand squeezed my nipple and slowly made slow motions to my stomach.

“I was just passing,” I lied feeling my body screaming, I looked at his erection only inches from me, my vaginal muscles were convulsing in anticipation.

His fingers slid to my sex and he felt how saturated I was, “Ya’ real wet bitch ya’s come for fucking… ain’t ya?”

My hands searched for his cock but he grabbed them and held them above my head he took his prick with his other hand and I felt it tease against my sex lips.

I couldn’t resist any more, “Yes Din,” I groaned, “I want you to fuck me… fuck me all day and night.”      

He slid the tip of his penis against me, and my knees bent apart as I felt my vagina melt into a soft mass of willing flesh. 

“If you want this you’re gonna have to come ta’ work.” he motioned teasing me some more.

“I can’t,” I said, “I’d be like a…a prostitute.” The thought excited me wildly and I pressed my hips to take him inside me.

“But ya’ do it fa’ nothin’ girl, ya’ love it why shouldna’ we all make some dolla’s.”

“No Din, I can’t be a prostitute.”

I felt the pressure on my wet vagina fade and Din pointed to the bed, “Go lie da’n Juliet… wee’s gonna discus it sa’ more.” 

I somehow staggered the few steps over to the bed and felt the blessed relief of not having to support my own weight any more; I lay back and felt my thighs open wide, as if waiting for my master’s pleasure.

Me a prostitute! Sucking a man’s cock for money, the idea made me wild with desire. I felt Din’s weight beside me and he stoked my lips and separated my legs fully until they were squat on the bed, I could feel my juice dribbling out of me. 

“Please fuck me Din… please,” I thought.

He slid his fingers along my outer lips, “A lady ba’ day and a whore at night, an’ ya’ husban’ can watch… he’ll like that…. watchin’ his ha’rny wife suckin’ another man.”

I gulped; it was as if he knew all our secrets. He bent over and licked my wetness with his long tongue; it lingered on my clitoris causing ripples of ecstasy, then released.

“You want ta’ do it, don’t ya’?”

“I’ll never work for you,” I wailed, but his tongue licked me again and he left it pressed against me.

“Last chance Juliet, then a’hl sta’p,” he said threateningly and I felt him start to lift off me.

“No Din don’t stop I’ll do it… I’ll do it… anything, don’t stop. I’ll work for you and… suck off all those men, don’t stop.” I cried desperately.

I felt his tongue return to me and I groaned in satisfaction as he licked me in triumph, “Ya’re gonna make a great wha’re, Juliet,” he teased. 

He moved and positioned himself until his cock was above my mouth and his head still between my thighs; I had never had a 69 before, it felt dirty, deliciously dirty. 

“Open wai’de bitch,” he ordered.

I opened my mouth and felt his enormous erection fill it, I grasped it with my hands and eased it in and out of me. 

The sensations from my vagina were intense, I could hear Din abusing me as he slowly licked me, “You’re a whore… you’re gonna be suckin’ ma customa’s tommora’, bitch.” 

I could taste the juices of the woman he’d had sex with earlier still on him and could feel the weight of his big balls bouncing against my face; full of his hot sticky semen that would be erupting any second.  I knew he was right. I wanted to be a lady during the day and a whore at night, a dirty, filthy, sexy whore… 

I heard myself groan dramatically and reach the relief of an orgasm. I felt Din’s heavy balls on my lips, he was coming any second; he tensed then released volumes of his white fluid, which I swallowed eagerly. As he slowed I licked his penis thoroughly and squeezed it until all the white juice was gone. I turned and snuggled next to him, his hard body in bed for the first time, I lay back and he returned his fingers to my sopping vagina. 

“If you behave tomorrow I’ll cam’ back to ya hotel and fuck di’s… ya’d like dat?” he said.

“Yes Din, I want you to fuck it,” I took his fingers and ran them the length of my crack, I was so wet. “Fuck it Din… fuck it whenever you want!”

He pulled my pubic hair playfully and then rose up “I gotta’ go ta’ work bitch… I’ll see ya’ tmorra’, Gloria ‘ll take care of ya’.” Din mumbled, then he was gone.

Gloria, the young woman who had been ‘shot’ was standing over me still smiling, my thighs were still apart and my face still covered with his semen, “I take it ya’ working,’ girl?” she laughed.

“He talked me into it,” I stuttered embarrassed at my show and the woman threw her head back and howled. 

“He sure did ga’l he surely did.” She chirruped.

Gloria was in charge of the girls, she was extremely friendly and courteous. She apologised for the incident with the gun but, in her words “ I couldn’t resist it, it was so obvious why ya’ was there… Its all over ya’ girl, you need lat’s a sex… Lat’s ‘an’ lats… It’s na’rmal girl. Ya should be getting’ it fram ya’ husband but if he ain’t doin’ the deed then…get it where ya can girl...while ya’s young.”

Gloria told me the room we were in was the room for the oral obligations to the clients and she pointed to a large mirror on the wall, “Folla’ me,” she said. She took me through a side door and I could see into the room, “It’s a one way mirror, some customers pay ta’ see.”

I thought of Harry, me, performing a blow- job and Harry watching, it would be a dream come true for him, if he’d admit it. 

She made me some tea, and before I left gave me a pair of white pants in a cellophane bag. I could see they had the initials B J’s emblazoned with red on the side and I smiled when I received them. 

“Be here at 8 a’clock tommora’, girl,” she said.

It was only when I was walking slowly back to the hotel, watching the sun setting in the far horizon and feeling the sand in my toes like some native that I suddenly realised what I had done and agreed to. I was going to be a prostitute, to suck men’s cocks for money. God what was I doing? And what, what was I going to say to Harry? 

Harry

I could appreciate that Juliet was furious with me and as she showered I gathered my thoughts. I understood why - I tried to understand why - I had not been able to tell her the truth, my real feelings. All those years she had told me about her sexual adventures had not prepared me for seeing it for real. Her flesh squeezed and stretched, manipulated, the look of such foul pleasure on her innocent face, God it turned me on so much. And now I had told her, given her the freedom to do as she wished, but she was angry with me for putting her through so much, I had to make it up to her. It had been difficult for me to look at her most intimate part, so pink and defined and accept, agree verbally I wanted other men to fuck it. But I had to admit it, admit that it gave me pleasure to see her performing the basest things with other men. Her sex was now not mine-not that it had ever been- even though it belonged to my wife, I had agreed to give the freedom to act as if I were a mere spectator in her life. But in some ways I was a spectator, had always been a spectator; it was all very unsettling for me. 

I was still thinking everything through when she emerge from the bathroom in a skimpy pair of pink panties and a short tank top which hardly stretched to her navel, she looked so sexy. She picked up the phone and gestured to me to go out onto the balcony and I sat there watching her through the fine white nets.

She came out to me, “Don’t interfere,” she commanded, “ Tony… from the gym is coming up and I’m…well you’ll see. ”

I went to speak but heard the rasp on the door and Juliet ran over to let a small, but broad man in, wearing red short and a white T-shirt. I could not hear everything but watched as my wife stretched and paraded herself in front of him, her panties were so fine that I knew he could see her brown sex clearly. She seemed to bend over him and then I saw that she had his cock in her mouth and within seconds was on top of him stuffing it into her. I felt myself aroused, even more so as I heard her groan and watched as she thrust herself up and down until they both seemed to come together.

The man was dismissed almost instantly and given what happened on the boat I sarcastically thought to myself, “At least she hasn’t asked me to pay.”

She came on the balcony, I could see the man’s white semen on her fine pink panties, she let some stain her fingers and she rubbed it together as if it were precious.

“This is just the start,” she said. 

She sat down directly opposite me and lifted her feet until they were on my open thighs, she pulled down her panties a little and I saw her pink sex lips soaked from her screwing. She put her foot on my crotch and smiled when she felt that I was hard; she rubbed it with her toes making it swell, further.

“You like to see other men fucking this Harry?” she said in a deep sexy voice.

I nodded, and she ran her fingers along the length of her crack, “I’m going to fuck when and whom I want and they’re going to come in here.” She whispered.

I thought of Din screwing her on the boat and I felt my sperm release in my pants, Juliet felt the wetness and smiled, patronisingly at me.

“ You do like it…then I will tell you everything… of course darling.”

Juliet seemed true to her word and over the next couple of days she went about the hotel like a bitch on heat. She seemed to get involved with a fellow resident that very night and I glimpsed her being groped and kissed in a quiet corner of the hotel disco. She told me later in bed that he had taken her back to his room and fucked her, but she seemed to have no enthusiasm for the story and it had little or no affect on my arousal.

The following night she related another escapade and subsequently the next night another and the adventures were becoming more and more obscure and dare I say it, fictitious. The arousing thing about Juliet was her stories always that they had the opium of truth; these stories of men fawning over her were somehow not sexual or even interesting. I could not get erect even at Juliet’s touch and explained lamely that I was tired. 

In the privacy of my own thoughts I re-lived the incidents with Din each time feeling my cock expand to its full erect length. Given the problem we had previously I dared not admit further how those events had excited me.

It was early morning I had not had release for two days and whilst Juliet slept I closed my eyes and pulled my erection and replayed the incidents on the beach, Jimmy rubbing oil into her, Juliet on her knees begging, begging, “Fuck me… please…please… fuck me.” 

I felt Juliet’s hand on mine and she removed it unceremoniously from my prick “What’s this?” she said coarsely “What are you thinking about?”

“Nothing,” I replied embarrassed but I felt her squeeze me hard.

“I thought we were telling each other everything,” she entreated. “Come on tell Mummy what’s exciting little Johnny?”

I breathed deeply; I had to tell her, she’d insisted. Her hand was tight on my erection and I confessed.. 

“I was thinking about you being fucked… by those black bastards, you couldn’t control them,” I blurted out. “They really sorted you out… you bossy… cow.”

“That’s charming,” she said “What do you mean?” she replied innocently.

“You’re such a control freak,” I continued, “But not with them, they had you when they wanted, and you seemed to…to love it.”

“I was protecting you Harry,” she whispered, “They’re dangerous men I had to play along, they may have hurt you. You don’t think I enjoyed being fucked like a… dog?”

She felt me stiffen as she spoke. 

“Yes you’re right,” I said, I remembered the gun, the blow I took, “You were protecting me.”

We went quiet. 

“You want me to go back to them, don’t you? You want to see me like a whore stretched out naked while they take it in turns to fuck me…don’t you?” She shouted.  

“No Juliet,” I gasped.

“You liar, Harry,” she exploded, “ They’re dangerous men Harry… you know I can’t control them, remember what Din said, ‘If they see me they’ll fuck me.’ That’s what you want for me?”

“No Juliet,” but she could feel my penis betrayed me; it was about to explode as I thought about their session in the boat.

She placed her hand under my small balls and felt them full of semen.

“You want me to be their sex toy, to lie here on this bed while they fuck me… one in my mouth, one in my cunt… filling me with their… spunk.”

I groaned and came at Juliet’s scenario and she released my penis in disgust, letting it soil the clean sheets. 

“Harry you want me to be a whore… I’m ashamed of you!”

I went to speak but Juliet held up her hand and I was silent.

“Let me think about it,” she said, “ If that’s what you want… I’ll consider it.”

“But Juliet,” I blurted “I…”

“SHUT UP…Harry…Now…you’ve said enough,” she said coldly.

I wanted to explain but I could not, and I slept the few hours until the morning and awoke to find myself alone. Juliet had left me a note on the side table informing me that she needed some time alone to reflect on things and that, she would see me for dinner. 

I felt terrible, she had been happy with her new freedom and selfishly I was asking her to put herself in danger again for my own distorted pleasure.

I was restless all day; I glimpsed Juliet in the early morning sitting on my rock but did not want to disturb her. Then she disappeared all day and I did not see her until she came into the main bar at 8 p m to join me for dinner as promised, she looked beautiful in a long elegant white dress that seemed to support itself leaving her shoulders bare.

We drank and sat in silence; I did not want to broach the subject, it was history, what counted was that Juliet was here now with me.

She looked at me as we drank our coffee, “I’ve been thinking about what you said to me all day,” she whispered quietly, as if every one in the room knew.

“I couldn’t think straight, so I wandered down the beach and found myself outside B Js. I saw Din.”

“What did he do?” I gasped hardly able to contain myself. 

“I think I’d better tell you in our room,” she replied seriously, “It’s terrible.”

My mind was racing, we went back and I watched as Juliet slipped off her dress and panties and put on a long flowing chiffon night dress, she looked like a princess.

I changed, put on my pyjamas and slid next to her into our bed,  “What happened?” I whispered. 

“You’ve got what you wanted,” she said bitterly.

“What do you mean?”

“Din was outside the club and when he saw me he dragged me in, into one of the back rooms, he made me strip!”

I felt myself getting aroused, “Did he…”

“No,” Juliet screamed “He pointed a gun at me again and said he’d shoot both of us unless.”

“Unless what?” I said, “What?”

“Unless I work for him, until we leave… or else.”

I swallowed hard, “The girls in white pants,” I mumbled.

“But the thing is Harry,” Juliet said aggressively, “When they stand and dance on the bar and one of them gets chosen.”

I nodded?

“They get bought stupid, sold, they have to provide the customer with a Blow-Job… B J’s get it? And now… I’m going to have to be one of the girls… Are you happy now?”  

I felt my cock, stiffen but I cried out in revulsion, 

“No Juliet, my wife’s not going to parade around half naked then get on her knees and blow some stranger off… we’ll leave now,” I stuttered.

My cock seemed longer than ever.

“It’s too late,” she said crestfallen, “I’ve given my word and you’re going to get your wish.”

“I’m so sorry Juliet, I didn’t mean this to happen.”

I felt her hand around my prick; I was solid.

“Don’t lie,” she scolded me and she pulled my cock back and forward. 

“You want me to humiliate myself, some man is going to drag me into the back of that club, stick his big cock in my mouth then Din and his friends are probably going to fuck me and fuck me. And there’s a place that you can watch!”

I reached a terrible orgasm, the thought of her story overpowering me and as I felt the semen flow into my pyjama bottoms there was no sense of relief only dirty, guilt.

“I’m sorry Juliet,” I blustered “ I didn’t mean to put you in danger. We can…”

“Do nothing, Harry. The die is cast, at least you’ll enjoy it,” she said, “ Remember… I’ll be doing it to please you.”

The following day both Juliet and I were terribly agitated, she was obviously concerned and I did my best to persuade her to leave, but there was no flight until our scheduled flight, day after tomorrow and the island was small, dangerously small.

It was too late to do anything and after sunbathing all day, we had a light meal and Juliet put on a pair of jeans and a shirt and we set off together to the club, Juliet’s new place of work.

We arrived at 8 p.m. and the bar was due to open at 9p.m. Juliet was ushered into the back room and I followed lamely. She disappeared behind a screen and came out shortly afterwards in nothing but a white pair of panties with B Js on them. Her bushy hair from her sex formed a slight mound in the bottoms and she looked like a sex goddess. 

Her body suited the tight pants it accentuated her curves, her diminutive, perfect breasts, her slim thighs, elegant long neck and soft beautiful brown hair. Even in these demeaning clothes she was a lady and I reproached myself for what I had brought her to.

Juliet showed me the viewing room, “If I’m picked you can look and watch from here, it’s free to husbands,” she said sarcastically, “You can get pleasure from my oral obligations.”

I went to say something but Din came in, “Out,” he commanded me and I left sheepishly leaving my half naked wife with him, and bought a beer.

At 9 p.m. the bar started to fill quickly and Juliet started working, she looked sensational and was an instant hit with the men. She was touched, fondled and man -handled in every way as she walked around the mass of people and I saw her smile and try to play along as if she was enjoying it. In an hour all the waitresses, -all 4 of them- two white girls and two black, got on the bar and danced to a fast reggae beat, the atmosphere was electric and as the music stopped the girls caught their breath as all the men started to yell. 

A tall black girl touched the head of each girl and the bidding started, when they reached Juliet the room seemed to explode into numbers and it was clear that she had extracted the highest price. The room returned to normal and I slipped into the viewing room as Juliet walked despondently to the room through the tassels. The viewing room was not empty and I had to fight to get to the front as Juliet sat on the bed and waited for her client. 

“She looks dirty,” said a voice behind me and we all shut up as a grey, middle aged coloured man walked into the room and stood patiently in front of my wife. She looked up at him and smiled then unzipped his trousers and pulled them down to reveal a large erect cock surrounded by grey pubic hair.

She leant forward and put it in her mouth and sucked him, I felt my own erection proud in my trousers. The man leant back and stroked her hair as she moved her head, back and forward, faster then slower, teasing him “Suck it… bitch,” he said. 

“What a whore,” the man at the back gasped and I saw Juliet look at the mirror as if she knew I was watching. She smiled and tilted her head back as the man came smothering her face and mouth with thick sperm and she licked him clean. 

“Now she was worth 50 Dolla’s,” one of the men laughed as he left the room. 

So that was the price of oral pleasure from my wife at B J’s, 50 dollars. It seemed cheap but it had turned me on and I was mortified by it.

The man left without a further word and Juliet glanced at me through the one way mirror as if she could see me. I knew she couldn’t but the look turned my blood cold anyway. She returned to work and at midnight she was chosen again and I watched her go through the same performance with a young black stud, he looked familiar but I couldn’t place him. He was more demanding than the previous gentleman and held her head firmly as he tried to get his cock as deep inside her mouth as he could. He played with her breasts and I saw her nipple sticking out rigidly and she seemed to suck him with vigour and passion until he came all over her breasts. To my horror my penis was erect throughout and, even in the bar afterward it would not retreat to its normal size.  

Eventually at 2 a.m. the night ended and I held Juliet’s hand as we walked up the beach back to the hotel, we said nothing, I didn’t know what to say.

“Enjoy yourself?” Juliet snapped “Liked it… when that young stud held my head and came all over my tits?” 

She glanced at the hardness in my trousers and looked away in disgust.

“Din said he’s going to drop my money into our room… It was that or wait all night.” 

She shrugged “It would serve you right if he made me give him a blow-job.

I was horrified; she was to receive money for her performance, I was disgusted but aroused and I had to admit, in spite of what she said to me, I wanted to get her into our bed to hear how she felt when the men had her.

At the room she showered and put on a short black negligee with matching panties, they raised up around her hips and had a little red bow on the front of them. Juliet was extremely jumpy again and I wanted Din to leave her the money so we could retire and put the evening behind us. 

We opened some wine and Juliet had just taken her drink when she jumped to the sharp knock on the door; she sprang up, spilling her wine, and ran elegantly to the door, her long slim legs protruding under her short negligee. Din was standing there, dressed as normal in nothing but his short jeans; he smiled and walked in as if it was his room. He walked to the bedside table and placed a small wad of money there, “Ya’ did well tonight, bitch.” he said.

He sat on the bed as if exhausted and stretched out, his muscles rippling to his mild exertion, he looked at Juliet, eyeing her up and down “Do you want a drink? She said respectfully, as if he was an invited guest. She was obviously shaken, as I knew she wanted him to leave just as much as I did, 

“I’ll ha’ a beer,” he replied, admiring her as she walked over to the fridge and bent down to extract a cold brown bottle showing off the thin string on her panties along her ass. She looked so sexy, her body seemed to melt through the expensive fine material; I wanted him to go!

She walked over to him and seemed to parade her body for him, her long legs that the skimpy material barely covered. He took the beer from her and she stopped in front of him, he could smell her perfume, reach out and touch her, whatever he wanted to do. She went to move and sure enough he put his arm around her waist and pulled her closer to him, “I was goin’ home but ya’ wife looks like such a whoa’ Ia’m gonna stay a little,” he smiled at me.   

“Ya made me horny again bitch, struttin’ about in ya’ finery… Feel it,” he commanded. He took Juliet’s hand and placed it between his legs and I could see his large bulge there, “ C’mon bitch, it’s show time.” 

Juliet looked at me as Din lay back on the bed, she subserviently undid his top button and pulled at his jeans until they were discarded onto the floor, his erection sprang up vertically like a flagpole. Din looked at me and smiled as Juliet bent down over him and inserted the tip then the shaft of the huge black object in her mouth, “Ya’ should be proud man ya’ wife gives great head, she’s ga’t a jab fa life if she wants it.”

Juliet was working herself up and down on him and he leaned up, raised her negligee to enable him to stroke her back and her ass. “Man, ya sa’w lucky ta ga ta bed wid dis every night, I’d neva get any sleep man! ”

I heard Juliet groan and take his cock more into her mouth as he slipped his fingers into her rear vagina, “Ya bitch is so wet, she’s always wantin’ it… ain’t ya’ bitch?”Juliet just looked up with her wide brown eyes, they seemed to confirm what he said, and she continued her service, I knew he was wrong, she didn’t want him to fuck her, but he was and I was going to have to watch. 

He let her suck him, he was in no rush, making himself at home, and she used her small pink tongue licking every gland oblivious to anything but his cock. Eventually he motioned her to lie on the bed and, as instructed she waited for him with her thighs apart.  I could see her black panties as her short, sheer top bunched around her waist. I was aroused, hard, it excited me to see her laid out like a whore, waiting to be fucked; she seemed so helpless.

Din lay over her and raised her top to expose her brown tummy, he stroked her and I saw her thighs open further, he was straight in front of me and his dark eyes seemed to penetrate mine, sensing both my pleasure and discomfort, it was an intoxicating mixture. He pulled Juliet’s panties down to her knees and I saw her brown hair and pink lips beneath, he ran his fingers over it and my wife squirmed in pleasure. 

“I’m gonna’ put my cock up dis,” he whispered to me and he bent over her and stuck his tongue at the head, then the soft insides of her crack. She moaned and opened her thighs, but they were constrained by her panties, and she used her hands and impatiently removed them and threw them on to the floor.

“You see how frustrated she is man? Look at her.” She had spread her thighs squat, wide and I could see her wet lips and her ass hole as she did so.

Din lost interest in me and positioned himself until his cock was at my wife’s face and his head wedged between her thighs, her hips were moving uncontrollably and I watched as she struggled to fit his organ into her small mouth.

He must have found her spot because she moaned terribly and he then changed position until his black cock was nestling dangerously on her brown hair; he took the tip and I saw her vagina wet with desire and her hips thrusting to take him inside her. 

“Soon bitch,” he said.

Juliet was acting more and more outrageously “Please Din… fuck me…please…fuck me,” she murmured absent-mindedly.

Din pushed himself inside her, just a little, and she whimpered.”

He looked at me rubbing his coarse hands on my delicate wife’s ass, “Your wife’s a dirty bitch… ain’t ya’ bitch?”

“Yes Din, I’m a whore… a slut… just fuck me!”

Din entered her, his black cock and balls melded with the brown and pink of Juliet’s cunt. She groaned in satisfaction as I saw her muscles contract around it; she looked in ecstasy and seemed beyond any reason. Din fucked her for a minute and then stopped and withdrew from her, “No…no…no…no,” she wailed.

He turned her onto her front pushed the black material of the negligee away from her bottom and I watched as he spread the juice from her cunt into her ass.  

“Not up my ass Din, not…” It was too late he slid his enormous cock slowly up her asshole and Juliet wailed in helplessness as he increased his pace; she came within seconds and collapsed exhausted. 

Din lay her on her back and lifted her sodden negligee, her small hands gripped his erection and he let her bring him to an orgasm where he released his thick white, creamy seed all over her belly, vagina and pubic hair. I couldn’t believe the amount; she was covered. I felt my own trousers and to my shame I had come as well.

I looked at my wife stretched out like a tart. Why had I made her subject herself to this? It had been all my idea and now this animal was in my bed fucking my helpless wife, but at least he was finished and would be gone.

They both lay for a while, Din rubbed his cream into her belly, “She loves fuckin’ man,” He cooed, “I think… I’ll stay the night.”

“Sort him out bitch,” he said to Juliet but pointing to me and went into the bathroom, where I watched as he used my toothbrush to brush his teeth. Juliet came over to me and turned over the bed in the couch, my bed for the night! 

“I hope your enjoying yourself,” she muttered darkly but quietly; she felt the wetness in my pyjamas and I blushed embarrassed. 

“I thought you were?” I responded.

“Are you mad?” look at me she said through gritted teeth.

I saw her covered in his come, her hair dishevelled, her lipstick smudged by his cock. 

“You’ve turned me into a whore” she went on, “Now he’s going to fuck me all night.”    

She saw me get erect again and turned away in disgust.

Din returned into the main room and I saw his naked muscular body, it was going to lie next to my wife and fuck her; there was nothing I could do!

“Come here bitch,” he ordered her, “Turn the light off and take off that top, I want ta’ feel your naked ass beside me.” 

Juliet turned off the light and I watched as she removed her negligee, pulling it over her head and framing her lithe body in the light of the moon shining in brightly through the window. I watched her as she walked over to the bed reluctantly and lay beside him, he made her massage him for a while and he groaned as she rubbed him. Juliet had never gone to bed naked before in her life, now she offered herself to him like a lamb. They were tired and Juliet wrapped her long white legs around his body and went to sleep. I was losing my mind, this man, was in my bed next to my naked wife and I was a spectator!

I entered into a fitful sleep and awoke to hear Juliet moaning softly, “No Din… No…no…no…don’t fuck me again.” 

The unmistakable sound of her being rhythmically screwed met my ears, over and over, I sensed him fucking her, minute after minute seemingly for hours. 

“No Din… No…no…no,” she wailed but almost in entreating, begging way. Finally I heard her squeal and it ceased and quiet returned. I was horny again and to my shame I wanked myself, spreading more wetness inside my trousers. 

I awoke to see the blessed relief of the morning Din was asleep and I heard the faint hum of the shower; soon we would be rid of him. Juliet came out of the bathroom in a long white robe, her hair was in a small pony tail and she looked clean and refreshed, I would never have guessed she had been fucking all night. 

“Are you OK,” she whispered. I nodded; she looked down and saw the stains on me and turned disdainfully away, Din was stirring and she went to his side.

He stretched, threw the covers of him and perched on a cushion, his early morning erection powering out before him, “Get some breakfast, bitch,” he scolded my wife and slapped her bottom playfully.

“It is already ordered Din, calm down,” she whispered. 

Sure enough there was a knock on the door and Juliet took a large tray that she put on her dressing table. I watched her as she moved she had a white cotton pair of panties on and I thought she looked innocent and virginal.

Juliet poured a large glass of orange juice and took it over to Din, she must have been nervous because she spilt some and it splattered over his erection. 

“Lick it off then, bitch,” he instructed. 

Juliet bent down and using her tongue licked the offending liquid off him. He undid her robe letting it fall to the floor and made her squat by him on the bed. He poured some juice onto each of her nipples and let it trickle down to her white knickers staining them yellow; he pushed her back and poured some more directly onto her panties and licked the juice of them.

Juliet was powerless again and he removed the only tiny garment she was wearing then poured half the glass into her vagina and licked it out of her. She was moaning again like a whore and Din smiled at me “I like a nice fuck in da’ mornin’… and ya wife’s a good fuck.”

Her sex lips were sodden and Din lay her out on the bed and then went to the breakfast tray; he picked up a banana and an egg. He came back and moved my wife until her thighs were around his torso and her sex lips were in front of him.

He peeled the banana and inserted it in her hole, Juliet groaned, then groaned again as he ate his way down it until his tongue was on her clitoris. She looked at him as if not believing he was using her as a table then lay back and closed her eyes as he screwed the egg into her vagina, removed the top and ate the yellow and white interior with his fingers.

After he had finished he discarded the shell and fucked Juliet without any further foreplay. He was vicious with her and her head banged softly against the headboard as she grunted, to each hard stroke. She climaxed and Din moved his cock to her mouth and grabbing her hair roughly held her until she had sucked him; he groaned as he came and ejaculated into the half full cup of orange juice. 

He passed it to Juliet, “Drink it,” he ordered, “And t’ank me for fucking you so well.” 

She swallowed the sickly concoction, “Thank you Din…” she said quietly “ I…I… enjoyed you fucking me.”  

“And ya’ can fuck me when ya’ want,” he prompted her. She looked at him weakly, she was still naked and helpless.

“You…you…can fuck me when you want Din,” she said wearily. She touched her mouth, “In here,” she said “In here,” touching her ass and then her sex “or especially in here Din…right… up here.”

Din smiled, put on his trousers and raised himself off the bed, “Ah’ told ya’ she was a dirty bitch, man… Just loves a fuckin’… See ya’ tonight girl.”

He left and Juliet and I were finally alone.       

Juliet was quiet for a moment then walked to me. 

“I hoped you enjoyed seeing me humiliated like that,” she screamed.

I was speechless “You looked like you were enjoying it,” I gasped.

Juliet saw I was erect and grabbed my penis and another glass of fresh orange juice. She wanked me viciously and, as I came she poured my sperm into the liquid as Din had done for her. 

“Drink it,” she said, “It’s fun… isn’t it?”

I sipped, then with Juliet holding my head swallowed the thick brew and nearly choked.

“I’m sorry Juliet I didn’t realise… of course you didn’t enjoy it it’s disgusting… degrading… we’ve got to get away.”

She looked at me as if I was mad, “I’m going to relax, don’t hassle me I’ll be needing my strength for tonight.”

She changed into a blue bikini and was absent from the world for the rest of the day as she let the sun’s rays revive her. I endeavoured to find an answer to our predicament but as she was dressing to leave for the club, gave up. 

“ Pick me up Harry,” she said, “Don’t come in the club… when Din sees you he seems to make me suffer worse… I’ll be ready at 1a.m.” With that she walked alone up the beach and I cursed my stupidity again for her being in this situation.

I drank copiously at the bar and watched the clock go round, at 10p.m.then 12a.m I imagined her dancing naked on the bar, only the white panties on, being dragged into the back as on man after another put their cocks into her mouth, I was aroused at the thought. I was half drunk and made it to B Js, as promised; at 1a.m Juliet came out to me still dressed in only her panties. “I’m going to pick my money up here tonight,” she looked at me “…Otherwise Din will have to come to our room again! Go back and… I’ll see you in half an hour.”

I staggered back to the hotel and took a bottle of scotch out of the bar, the phone rang as I took my third shot; it was Juliet. I heard her breathing hard. 

“I’m a prisoner,” she gasped, “I’m being held here; no police… I’ll be all right, this is what I want you to do.”

She reeled of a list of instructions and shaken to sobriety I tried to remember them all, until dramatically the phone went dead. I was alone; there was nothing I could do. I drank some more scotch, I knew she was being fucked as I lay there; I dreamed drunkenly, Juliet was laughing, fucking and laughing being covered in mountains of white thick spunk. In my haze she was happy, laughing, always laughing. I felt my erection and stroked my cock until I came and, as the alcohol overcame me I gratefully drifted into a deep sleep when I did not have to confront my waking nightmare any more.      

I awoke with my head splitting, the light was streaming in through the windows and I looked around for Juliet; I remembered the phone call; she was a prisoner. The clock showed me that the morning had long gone and I leapt up and showered; there was so much I had to do.

I packed all our bags and told the porters to leave them at reception; I paid our bill and was pleased to see that the health club had not charged for room service!

I ate a sandwich and a couple of beers before, feeling everything at the hotel was now in place, walked to the shabby town just a mile down the road. My first port of call was in a dingy barber’s shop, the antique red and white swirl was full of dirt and dust and an old man with a rough grey beard drew a white towel around me.

“Cut it all off,” I commanded and the man rubbed his chin, looking at my smart, straight, blonde hair. 

“Ya’ sure bas?” he whistled.

I nodded and felt the shears remove my locks in reams, it fell sadly onto the white cracked, tiled floor as a young boy ran his broom over it, sweeping it away. I paid and returned to the sunlight, the sea breeze fanning and cooling my uncovered head. I then went into the only clothes shop and chose, a pair of cheap, baggy, khaki jeans and matching shirt. I purchased a local pair of moccasins and threw my normal clothes in a skip that was blocking one of the side roads. 

The stench and confusion of the town was profound and I was about to leave to return to the hotel when a small jewellery shop caught my eye, I had my ear pierced and chose a large silver ring for the young technician to insert. I looked into the dirty, stained mirror in front of me and I hardly recognised myself. 

I looked rough, a wastrel, a wanderer, not myself at all. I smiled, pleased with my efforts; that’s exactly how I wanted to look!

I notice a knife stall on the edge of town on my walk back to civilisation and picked up a long evil shaped instrument; I removed it from its sheath. 

“Be careful man, its va’ry sharp,” said the young boy serving. 

I let my fingers run lightly along the serrated edge and winced as the blood started to show along the line of my motion. I started to feel faint, I’d always hated the sight of blood and I quickly placed the weapon back in its cover. I’d manage without a knife, I’d rescue Juliet with just my determination and courage, those bastards weren’t going to win this time.

“I’ll think about it,” I said to the boy placing it back on the table. 

“No problem, man,” he replied, unconcerned and I walked back determinedly to the hotel.     

I sat around the outside bar and sipped beer as I watched the clock spin around, slowly, it moved, so slowly and I thought about my poor Juliet. Dancing, serving with just those white panties, I felt aroused, even in the centre of the nightmare I was still aroused by the thought of her prostituting herself, maybe that was the nightmare!

At 11p.m I drifted down the beach to B J’s, I did not want to know if Juliet had been chosen at 10p.m and I slipped into the crowd and melded into the mass of people there. I saw Juliet, she didn’t recognise me at first, then gave me a furtive smile. She bought me a beer, “Is everything prepared?” she whispered. 

I nodded coolly; I was in charge now.

At midnight all the girls stood on the bar again, Juliet as before outstanding in her beauty and sheer class. The slim woman with the close cropped hair, similar to my own touched the top of each girl, 50, 30, 70, 90, I could hear the bids ever more clearly through the bustle. She came to Juliet, “1,000 Dolla’s,” I roared in my best Australian accent. 

The bar went silent for an instant, a split-second, then exploded into screams,  applause and raucous comments as I walked towards the bar to claim my prize.

“Good on ya’ man, she’ll give ya’ a good time fa’ that.” Some one shouted.  

“It’s gonna be some blow job man.”

“Take a picture, make it last.”

“Ya’ can have my missus fa’ 1000 Dalla’s man.”

I ignored the calls, the laughter I ignored them all and walked into the rear room with the tall black woman where Juliet was waiting demurely for us. I counted out ten, one hundred- Dollar bills and the woman smiled at me, looking through me with her deep, dark soulful eyes. 

“I want her for the next four hours for this money,” I said callously and the woman didn’t blink an eye. 

“For a thousand dolla’s man, ya’ can fuck her a’ll night a’n in the manin’ as well.” She laughed “…When ya’ finished ring this number ‘an we’ll unlock the da’s.”

She left through the tassels, brushing them forcefully as she departed; Juliet immediately dropped to her knees and started to undo my trousers. I went to stop her but she motioned to the one way mirror, “We’ve got to make it look real,” she whispered.

I felt her mouth around my cock, for the first time, it was heaven, and I stroked her soft hair as I had seen the other men do. 

“Suck it bitch,” I commanded, playing the game, and Juliet teased and pleased me as if I was her most important client. 

“Don’t come,” she murmured quietly, and I controlled myself giving a good performance to any, would be, spectators.

After ten minutes Juliet stood up and lay back on the bed. 

“No sir,” she screamed dramatically but slowly, feigning reluctance pulled her panties off her leaving her sex lips open to me. 

“I’ve paid for it bitch, you belong to me tonight,” I sneered. 

I was hard, aroused, solid, and, seemingly lost in my new persona, found a force and roughness that I didn’t know I possessed. I entered my wife, then starting slowly, fucked her passionately. I was inspired, I felt her rhythm, her motion, her lust, she wanted me and I drove her until finally she came moaning like the whore I’d paid for. As I sensed her climax I released my semen inside her. We had made love, real love for the first time and I was elated. Juliet snuggled next to me and I felt her nakedness her body next to me.

“Thank you Harry,” she whispered meekly; “You were wonderful.” 

I put my arm around her and we lay together listening to sounds in the bar, get softer and quieter until a door banged, a key turned and we were finally alone. Juliet waited half an hour then ran to the bathroom and returned dressed in her jeans and T-shirt. 

“Did you bring the screwdriver?” she whispered.

I reached into my trousers and produced a small black box and opened it to reveal a small tool that I screwed together as Juliet had instructed. She dragged a chair to below the high window and I watched in admiration as she fumbled in the darkness above her until I heard her breathe out in relief, “It’s open Harry… let’s go.”

I pushed her up to the opening and she climbed through; she was so nimble she seemed to float to the ground without a sound and I heard her whisper softly in the quiet of the evening. “OK Harry it’s clear… let’s go… bring my b

ag!”

I threw the bag out of the window and heaved myself up, forcing myself through the small aperture and I plunged into the blackness until I felt my feet hit the soft sand below. We held hands and hugged the shadows of the sand dunes on our way back towards civilisation.

Suddenly we heard a shout, “Stop…stop… Y’a takin’ ma bitch… stop… or a’l shoot!” 

I cursed it was Din again!

“Come on, Harry,” Juliet said bravely, “Let’s run for it.” 

We ran like our lives depended on it, two loud bangs exploded behind us and I hit the sand in terror. 

“Don’t stop Harry,” Juliet screamed “We’re nearly there.”

Juliet was fearless, inspiring; she took my hand and we ran, together, our hearts pounding, lungs exploding until, we were there, in the sanctity of the hotel.

The bags were ready, a taxi was with us in a minute and we collapsed into each others arms as the vehicle took us towards the airport hotel, away, from Din and his cronies, to safety!

“Thank you darling,” Juliet gasped, grasping my neck, “You saved me.”

“I couldn’t have done it without you,” I responded kissing her softly on the lips, “ We did it together.”

We reached the hotel in half an hour and after a quick meal we went to our room to rest for the few hours before our flight. I held Juliet close to me and made passionate love to her again, I felt her climax and as we lay there in the afterglow I comforted her, “You’re safe now darling.” I said lovingly. 

We boarded the flight to New York, still in the early morning and I gazed at my wife who was staring, silently out of the window at the approaching day; I wondered what she was thinking about. She was so beautiful, I loved her with all of myself and I felt that we were closer now than at any time in our lives.

The honeymoon had been an excruciating, enriching experience and I knew through the pain and the frustration our relationship had blossomed into a deeper understanding than before. We were now an item, a partnership; a team together, husband and wife with no need for any more childish games. I felt as if I had won her, won my wife and as her fine warm, elegant hand nestled comfortably in mine, I breathed deeply in satisfaction. 

“I really was a lucky man!”

Juliet

I decided that attack was the best form of defence, it was Harry’s fault I was in this predicament and however much it excited me I needed clearly to establish blame. I walked into our room dramatically, my head low, a resigned look upon my face; Harry immediately questioned me, concerned.  

I told him that at his suggestion I had gone down to B Js that afternoon, Din had seen me and literally dragged me into the back room. Harry was captivated but feigning exhaustion I delayed any further discussion until dinner, where I played with my fish, trying to look pensive. I told him that he had pointed the gun at me and made me remove my clothes until I was naked and defenceless before him. 

Harry’s blue eyes bulged, “Did he fu…?”

“No,” I replied, “That was the point… he showed me he could have me, fuck me when he wanted. He could have pinned me against the wall and screwed me and there would have been… nothing I could have done.”

I paused, choosing my words carefully, for effect, “He threatened us Harry, he threatened to shoot us if…”

“If what?” Harry spluttered.

“If I don’t agree to work for him be one of his waitresses for the last two night of our stay.” I whispered.

I saw Harry colour up; no doubt thinking about the women dressed in nothing but a pair of white pants, “No way,” he exploded!

“And there’s something worse.” I looked at Harry despondently and I saw he was bewildered but enraptured.

I would tell him nothing further until we were in bed, I, with my long silk gown and Harry with his grey pyjamas. I saw his bulge of excitement as he slipped beside me. 

In total silence I continued my tale, “The bar girls,” I said, “When they’re picked they have to take the clie…the customer into the back room and provide them with a service …a blow-job… B J’s get it?”

Harry’s penis felt as if it would explode.

“I’ve had to give my word, Harry… I was naked… he was threatening to kill us… I had no choice Why did you make me go? I told you he was dangerous.” I said pathetically.

“We’ll run away,” he said weakly “We’ll…” His penis was still hard!

“You like this,” I screamed at him, “You’ve got what you wanted… I’m going to have to parade half naked in front of a crowd of men then one of them is going to drag me into the squalid back room and stick his cock in my mouth. I’m going to be a whore Harry, a prostitute, Din and his friends might even take it in turns to fuck me, fuck me… are you happy?”

I felt my husband come, staining his pyjamas and gasping his apologies as he did so, “I’m so sorry Juliet, I never meant this to happen. We’ll run away, we’ll...”

I looked at him as if he was an idiot, “No plane, a small dangerous island,” I muttered, “I’m committed… trapped because of your selfish desire.” 

I turned over to go to sleep; I felt I’d castigated Harry as much as necessary. 

“By the way,” I whispered, “There’s a place for you to watch when I give my oral… you’ll see it.” 

I sensed his erection starting to return; he loved just the thought of me disgracing myself but as I felt my stomach in knots and knew how it turned me on as well. Harry had given me a licence to do as I pleased and the exquisite beauty of it was that he would take all the blame for my indiscretions.

The night passed fitfully, I would wake and sense myself aroused, I was wet; I wanted to spread my thighs and for Din to be between them, his cock deep inside me. I wanted him to keep his promise to come to my room, my bed, and fuck me all night. I saw myself laid out, prostrate, legs, thighs, apart, helpless, as he pumped, pumped me hard, his erection into me, on and on and on endlessly. 

Then I was awake and I blinked at the morning. Harry was still dormant and I showered and tried to shake this feeling of lust and wantonness from inside me. I was not a whore, why did it excite me so much? I just could not control myself and I hated, and loved, the pull of my sex, my fantasies and my desires.

I ignored Harry and spent the day by the pool, I loved the sun, the heat as it bronzed me, I could just relax and think about nothing; or at least try to. Harry came with me to the club and we arrived punctually at 8 p.m. I led Harry into the back room and oblivious to some other girls that were changing I removed my jeans and top and stepped into the white pants with B J’s on, for the first time. I felt my vagina pulse as I pulled the soft material around my bushy brown hair and pulled them up tight around my sex lips to relieve the sensation. I saw Harry looking at me, with wide eyes and I glanced into the long mirror on the back of door, I liked what I saw. My body was fit, tanned, even my small breasts, I’d never liked my legs or thighs but they looked long and elegant as if shaped by the panties that rode high on my hips and descended to my crotch. My mound was pronounced, my hairy bush pressed against the tightness of the material and almost absentmindedly I considered shaving it for the future.  

I showed Harry the side viewing room just before Din came in and ordered him out of the room like a stranger, he left dejectedly and all the girls sprang to attention. Gloria inspected us, gave us a drink or some food if we wanted it and just before 9 p.m. gestured us through the bright tassels and to work. 

I waited until the other girls had gone and walked gingerly over to Din, he looked me up and down and smiled, “Ya’ look cool girl,” he cooed.

“Are you coming back tonight?” I whispered trying not to show my desperation. He ran his fingers along the front of my panties and I pushed against them, trying to increase the pressure. “We’ll see bitch, if ya’ do a good ja’b I’ll tink aba’t it, now ga’ ta work.” 

“You promised,” I said bitterly, “Please,” I pleaded.

He just smiled patted my bottom, “Ga’ ta work bitch, ya’l be fucked sa’n enough.”

I was excited and horny and threw myself into the job with relish. I toyed and teased the customers, laughed as they pushed dollar tips into the top of my panties and felt the pull of my sex, the power it gave me over all these men. 

At 10 O’clock I was on the bar with the other three girls, gyrating to a quick reggae beat from the sound system. The music stopped and Gloria touched each of us on the head lightly and the room exploded into a cacophony of noise. It was clear when she touched me the sound reached its zenith and I was soon in the rear room waiting for my client. I looked at the mirror, the one way glass mirror and knew Harry was on the other side of it, erect. But I was aroused as well, giving a blow-job with an audience, it was a fantasy come true.

The client was not ‘Robert Redford!’ He was middle aged, plump with grey hair but when I lowered his trousers his erection was long if not a little, thin and gnarled. I placed it in my mouth in keeping with my role, squeezing him, licking him, sucking; he groaned, held my head, groaned again uttered something unrepeatable and came, his sperm gushing into my mouth and throat. He left without a word and after wiping my mouth I looked at the mirror again. 

“Enjoying it Harry?” I muttered to myself before returning outside, downing a beer to remove the client’s essence and resuming to wait tables.

At midnight I was chosen again but this time the winning client was a handsome young local man. I looked at him; I recognised him from somewhere and as I removed his jeans and spied his enormous erection he spoke to me quietly. 

“Ya’ the lady fra’m de hotel? I ta’k ya’ bags fra’m de’ plane, miss.” He was one of the porters from the hotel, one of the two who met our helicopter when we arrived.

“I’v spent two ma’nths wages fa’ this miss, ya’ do a good jab na’w.” he whispered somewhat embarrassed.

I was wildly excited, the man had spent two months wages to feel my mouth around his cock, it was the biggest compliment he could have given me and I loved him for his innocence and honesty. I took him into my mouth with care and sucked him slowly, carefully, lovingly. I could feel the juices flowing from my vagina; I was so turned on.  I wanted to take him onto the bed and let him fuck me, but he hadn’t paid for that, two months wages or not, this was all he was entitled to! 

I listened to myself in my head, I was even thinking like a whore, this man’s big erection was in my mouth and I was thinking about money. I licked him more, held and felt his balls, big black sacs of semen and then he came. Two months money, exploding into my mouth! It tasted rich, salty, sticky, and he pulled up his trousers and ran out to repent on his new found poverty. I hoped I’d been worth it!

And suddenly the night was over, the bar closing, I told Harry to wait for me outside whilst I changed, I was sweating profusely. Din came in as I was pulling the wet panties off and I walked over to him oblivious of my nakedness. 

“Are you coming?” I whispered earnestly.

He looked at me, naked, offering myself to him, “What ya’ want bitch?”

I opened my thighs and showed him my pink wet lips “I want you to fuck me… all night… put your cock… spunk up here,” I whispered, disbelieving my own shame.

“I’ll be there in an hour, girl. I’ll pay ya’ fa’ tonight… as well.”

I dressed and returned to Harry and we walked in silence to the hotel, I knew he wanted to ask me about the sex but I wasn’t ready to discuss it, 

“Din’s coming to the hotel to drop my money off.” Harry shrugged in disbelief. 

I was actually getting paid? 

“I was entitled to be paid,” I figured “I felt I had done a good… professional job.” 

I listened to myself again; was I really going mad or what? When we reached the room I sank myself into a tall, bubbly bath full of fragrances and I cleaned myself fully, thinking only about Din.

I opened my thighs and let the water oil and tease my sex, my vagina was perfumed and spotless. It had been three days since I’d last been fucked; that had not been with Din and was nothing special. I dried myself and put on a short black lingerie set, the top only reached my hips and the panties had a little red bow on them. I felt like a prostitute. 

Harry looked at me when I emerged from the bathroom, he’d poured some wine and I sat opposite him and took a glass. I saw him gaze at my outfit, my body, but his was not for him, I felt my vagina pulse. My cunt was not for him. I liked to think of my sex as a cunt because it was such a dirty word. It suited my thoughts because I felt like a dirty girl. I loved sex, especially with Din, my cunt was for him to fuck and abuse and I was really horny tonight. Harry was going to suffer exquisitely. 

I read that Harry wanted for us to be in bed where I could relate how it felt to be sucking those men. I knew he’d watched, he was probably hard now but I looked into his eyes and spoke to him in my head.

“You’ve got some more to see Harry… you’re going to see your wife act like a shameless whore,” or at least that’s what I hoped he’d see. 

That was as long as Din arrived as promised, “Where was he?” I was so agitated.

The knock on the door was loud, like a rasp and I opened it and looked demurely, innocently at him. He ignored me and sauntered to the bedside table where he laid a small wad of money down. 

“Dis is fa’ ya’… ya’ did a good jab,” he said.

I offered him a drink, to Harry’s surprise, and I took it over to him and waited by him as if for a tip. I wanted him to touch me and after swigging half the fluid down in one he put his long arm around my waist and pulled me to him. I pretended to pull against him but he had me next to him instantly and he looked at my husband. 

“I was goin’ ta’ leave… but ya’ wife’s a horny bitch… I’a’s gonna’ stay a little.” He smiled.

He lay back on the bed and gestured to me to remove his shorts and without need for further instruction I released his erection until it stood up like a totem pole.

He pushed me onto it, but I needed no prompting and I licked and sucked it ravenously while Din told my husband what a whore I was. He stoked my back, then my bottom and then my rear vagina, where he felt my wetness. I was murmuring, groaning already, and worked on his prick with great attention. 

He stopped me after a while and laid me out on the bed, my thighs parted automatically and he slowly lowered my panties until my bush and sex lips were revealed. He bent down and licked me and I groaned loudly. I opened my thighs wide and I felt him move until his cock was near my mouth. “Another 69” I thought.

He teased me terribly, “Tell ya’ husband what ya’ want bitch,” I tried to answer but his cock consumed my mouth. He licked me on my clitoris, the waves of pleasure rippling and vibrating over me and he forced his cock out of my mouth. 

“Fuck me… Din, fuck me… please,” I was begging him.

He removed his tongue from me and I though I would die with frustration, I felt him spread my juices into my ass and, after turning me onto all fours, slowly stuck his cock inside it. 

“No…no…” I groaned but I loved it. I reached for his balls and held them as he fucked me to the wonderful release of my orgasm. 

I collapsed on the bed and he rolled me onto my front and made me hold his cock as he ejaculated all over my belly. I lay back and looked at him, I was so relieved, I felt satisfied and dirty and I wiped his white cream into me. I loved the feel of it on my body and fingers. 

I looked at Harry, he’d had a birds eye view of my utter humiliation, he must have seen every thrust of him fucking me; he was red faced with excitement. 

Din rose and went into the bathroom, “Sa’t him’at,” he said pointing to Harry, “I’m tired… I’m gonna’ stay a little.”

I went over to Harry and quickly turned down the settee that changed into a bed, I was so pleased Din was staying. 

“I hope your enjoying it,” I scolded Harry. I reached for his cock but felt him soft and wet, he’d already come and I pretended to be disgusted.

“I thought you were?” he retorted.

I went wild, “What do you expect me to do?” I ranted, not wanting to admit to him what a whore I was. “…And now he’s staying… he’s going to fuck me all night…in my honeymoon bed…soiling me!” I whispered. 

I saw him looking at the white sperm hardening on me, and was sure he was getting aroused again. 

“He’s going to be filling me with lots of this,” I snarled dirtily touching the white stain. 

I pretended to curse him for putting me in such danger. He was ashamed, I could tell, and as I went back towards the bed I was pleased he was suffering such a bitter, sweet, experience. 

“ I’m sorry,” I heard him whisper but Din came back into the room and he slipped between my sheet and wagged his finger at me. 

“Take da’t whorish top off… and turn out da’ lights…A’h like ma’ pussy neat” He barked.

I stood in the middle of the room and pulled the wet, black top over my head and threw it onto the floor; I looked at Dim, showing my nakedness, his seed all over me. 

I was his, his to fuck and consume. I turned off the light and still full of lust and desire walked slowly over to the bed. I never went to bed naked but as I slipped in beside him I was pleased to feel his hardness against my skin, he was tired but I wrapped my leg around his muscular thighs and put both of my hands around his relaxed penis and balls. 

“Ya’ a tart,” he whispered to me and I squeezed his manhood in response. 

I drifted into an innocent sleep, and awoke after a few hours with a start, I felt something hard in my hands and then remembered where I was and what had transpired. Din was in my bed, I ran my fingers over his resting body, he was magnificent, his penis was almost erect and I kissed it, then licked it, then sucked it, I wanted it inside me, to be fucked in my own bed by this monster. I sucked him hard and felt him stir, he stroked my hair and I raised up to him, “Fuck me Din,” I held his prick, opened my thighs and pulled him inside me, “Fuck me Din… fuck me,” I groaned.

He started and I swore and cursed to each thrust, this was my ultimate fantasy, and I lay back and savoured every moment. I knew Harry could hear me and I moaned for him, so he could hear my soiling, hear how I was being serviced. Din went on for ages and I shuddered to a climax, he followed, exploding him-self inside me and I held his ass to help retain all his fluid.

As I lay near him a crazy plan came into my mind, I wanted to stay with him at B Js but I also did not want to lose my husband forever. I whispered my secret into his ear and restraining a laugh he nodded at me. I went down the bed to lick his penis and balls clean to show my appreciation.

I awoke first, I was disgusted by my smell. I quickly dived into the shower and after a thorough wash stepped into a clean white, cotton pair of pants and a white robe. I then went into the suite, ordered everyone some breakfast and looked at Din sleeping softly. The terrible thing was, that I didn’t feel terrible at all I was uplifted, ecstatic, I was having a wild time.

Harry woke first and I went over to him, he asked me if I was “OK?” and I looked at him as if he were mad. I told him being fucked like a dog all night was no fun and not to ask stupid questions, I told him to stay cool and the man would go, that’s what I told him! 

Din pulled himself up on to a pillow and stretched himself, his early morning erection was on show, and I realised the perhaps night had not yet finished.

He demanded breakfast and I told him it had already been ordered and to be patient. Sure enough the knock came and a large tray was delivered full of a variety of morning sustenance. He gestured for the some orange juice and I poured a glass and walked over to him. I accidentally – on purpose- spilt some on his erection and he soon had me licking it of him and even in the light of day I was equally shameless. I removed my robe and he pulled me onto the bed, making me sit squat in front of him then poured drops of juice onto my breasts letting the juice run down to my white, clean pants staining them yellow. He then laid me out on the bed, pulled the knickers off me and poured half the juice into my vaginal crack, before licking it out noisily. He looked at my husband. 

“I la’k a good fuck in the morning, “ he sneered “And ya’ wife’s a good fuck!”

He left me naked and wanton for a moment, went over to the breakfast tray and picked up a banana and a boiled egg; he then returned, sat on the bed and pulled me around him until my thighs were either side of his hips.  He peeled the banana and stuffed the soft long, curved flesh inside my cunt. I grimaced and then watched as he ate down until the fruit was consumed and his tongue was on my clitoris. 

I then felt him push and squeeze the egg into my sex lips and I looked down to see its oval shape, just above my bushy brown hair. I was so turned on; he opened the egg and I watched as he ate the white and yellow interior; I felt like he was eating a part of me. 

I felt his impudence and disrespect of me, but he could eat off me, he could do as he wanted and I opened my thighs to let him savour his food and the manner in which he chose to take it. I felt the remnants discarded then Din raise up and stick his cock inside me and I wrapped myself around him as he fucked me. I reached my climax quickly, I was so aroused, and Din eased his motion, withdrew from me and picked up the half full glass of orange. He held his erection over the glass and I proceeded to suck him, until his semen cascaded into the clear orange receptacle. 

He passed it to me and I shook my head, “Drink it bitch,” he ordered. 

I took it to my lips and raised the glass, the liquid, was, sharp, warm and surprisingly agreeable and I downed it in one.

“Now… thank me for giving you a good fucking bitch… tell me I can fuck you when and where I want.” He sneered.

I kneeled in front of him on the bed, my body wet with his fucking, “Thank you Din,” I said subserviently, “Thank you for fucking me, you can fuck me anytime…in here,” I touched my lips and licked my finger; “In here.” I stroked the cheeks of my ass and bent forward as if I was receiving his thrusts.

“ Or in here.” I said like a slut, and ran my fingers along the line of my vagina as I opened my thighs wide. “You can fuck me here Din… up here!” 

He smiled at my outrageous behaviour as it demonstrated the control he had over me.

He dressed patted my bottom and left. “ See ya’ tonight bitch, we’ll talk s’am more.”

I walked over to Harry pretending to be furious, I pushed my sex at him and he was red faced and embarrassed. 

“Do you see what he’s done to me?”  I said, showing him my pink vaginal lips he’d been fucking it all night. They were bright, red with use. 

I saw he was erect, “I thought you were at least having fun?” he blustered.

I screamed at him, picked up a glass of orange and after firmly extracting his cock from his pants made him ejaculate into the juice, it took only seconds. I mixed the liquid around with my finger and gave it him, “Drink it,” I ordered “And see how much fun it is?” 

“Enjoying it?” I screamed.

I watched in fascination as he took the yellow liquid to his lips then almost choking, swallowed it all down, “Its disgusting, “ he coughed turning red.  

“I’m sorry Juliet of course you didn’t enjoy it… Oh it’s all my fault,” he moaned.

We spent the day apart, I was so grateful for the rest and by the evening I was again refreshed. I told Harry to let me go to work by myself, “It makes him worse when your around,” I said, “He like to abuse me because he knows it turns you on. Come for me at 1a.m.” 

I picked up my bag and walked slowly up the beach, I’d been thinking about sex all day; I had enjoyed the previous evening and night too much.

The club was almost routine, I fitted in, like a hand in a glove; the girls were warm and friendly and the customers happy, fun and open, they knew how to have a good time. I paraded on the bar as normal, enjoying the show and was pleased when I was not picked for any oral obligation on either occasion, blow- jobs were becoming a bit mundane.

I noticed whilst I was working that Din was spending a lot of time with a beautiful white girl; she had long black hair, green eyes, a pretty face and a good young body. I thought I had seen her come in with her boyfriend but she had been dancing provocatively with Din all night and I started to feel a pang of jealousy.

I ignored them however and concentrated on my work, but whilst I was dancing in the midnight show I glanced down and saw that she was in the same corner that I had been a few nights earlier. Jimmy was holding her hands behind her back and Din was fucking her hard, her screams were lost in the commotion but I could tell that the girl had no alternative to match his thrust until he had finished. As the auction finished and one of the other waitresses went to the rear room I watched the dark- haired girl tidy herself up and run out of the bar in tears. “That bastard,” I thought to myself, “He’s raped some one else!”

The situation made me even more nervous, more excited and as the evening finished I went out to Harry and told him to wait for me at the hotel, “Or Din’s going to come back and…” 

I raised my eyebrows and he got the message. I saw he was drunk, or nearly drunk and I watched him as he sadly trooped away, he really was a sap!

Din paid everyone -including me- and the bar soon emptied, I used the small basic shower just by the changing area and wondered what to do. I decided to give Din a final chance to redeem him-self and went into my large bag and pulled out a new outfit that I’d purchased especially for the honeymoon. It was black stockings and suspenders, tiny black pants and a long sheer black lace robe with a black silk bow at the front. I looked at myself in the mirror and felt my body quiver; I looked sexy, like a dirty girl, like a whore dressing to please her man, men! I just hoped Din would appreciate the trouble I’d gone to for him.

The bar finally went completely quiet and I ventured out of the back room and walked towards Din’s broad shape at the bar, I felt the sheer material, caress my body and my libido was starting to flow. As I approached him I saw there was another man sitting opposite him, they were both perched on the high silver bar stools.

“Don’t w’arry girl,” Din said sensing my apprehension at the other man, “Ca’m here.” 

I walked obediently over to him. “Beautiful,” he cooed, “Wha’ a delicious way to serve pussy;” he smiled flashing his strong white teeth.

“You don’t deserve it,” I said viciously, “I saw you rape that girl that girl tonight.”

Din laughed uproariously “Raped her?”

“Yes,” I said, “Just like you raped me!”

Din was overcome with laughter, “Girl,” He wheezed, “Sh’as a whore she wanted a good fuck gir… just like ya.”

He put his arm around me and I pulled away furious, violently, I wasn’t scared of him any more.

“I’m not a whore,” I said through gritted teeth, “I’m…”

“Well wa’t ya’ doin’ here girl leavin’ ya’ husban’ worried? If ya’ ‘aint na’ whore pick up da’ phone ‘an tell him ta’ cam’ ‘an get ya’.” 

He let his fingers play with the black bow on the front of my sheer robe and I felt my body tense. “If ya’ stay here bitch, me ‘an Simon are goin’ ta fuck ya’ good.”

I looked at Simon, he was taller and broader than Din and he leered at me with intent, I could hear my heart pounding inside my breast.

“I will then, “ I said defiantly and I picked up the phone and rang the hotel, “Suite 101,” I said firmly.

“Harry,” I breathed hard, “I… I’ve.” I looked at Din smiling, his black eyed watching my turmoil.

“I’ve… been locked up… imprisoned,” I lied, and with those few words I had sealed my fate and Din’s face broke into a beaming smile. I’d admitted I was a whore; there for sex, my dirty pleasure. I wanted fucking. He’d won!

He unbuttoned the top of his jeans and I took my hand to his zip and pulled it down, “Yes Harry,” I gasped, “He’s a ruthless… dangerous man.” I pulled his shorts off him and his erect cock sprung gently into my face, I could smell the other girl’s sex still on it.

I held his erection and felt my breath quicken, “No police,” I gushed as Din undid my robe and let it slip off my shoulders onto the floor.  

“This is what you have to do Harry,” and I gave him my instruction as Simon slid off my pants leaving me naked except for my stockings and suspenders.

Din was still perched on the stool and he spread the wetness in my vagina into my ass and then slowly lifted me and impaled his erection until it was lost in my rear passage. I slammed the phone down on Harry and groaned in helplessness and Din put his hands on my thighs and parted them until they were on top of his and my cunt was open to his friend.

I watched immobile as Simon lowered his trousers, his penis seemed even bigger than Din’s and it bent slightly to the right, he moved toward me, they were going to fuck me together!

I tried to move but Din held me, stroking my breasts and the other man came closer, closer, I could feel him at the entrance to my vagina, the initial movement with my lips then he forced it deep inside me. 

I grunted in pleasure, the feeling was indescribable, I felt as if my insides were on fire. Simon started to fuck me, harder, faster whilst Din held me fast; I moaned and whimpered, grunting with each thrust. I felt him tense and then release his load and soon I had the sensation of his semen trickling down, and out of me. I tried to move but Din still gripped me tightly, his coarse hands around my breasts and I moaned as he squeezed them feeling my nipples harden to his touch.

“Ya rich bitches don’t care wha’s inside ya… as lang as his pricks big… ya’ don’t wanna’ marry us but ya like us ta’ fuck ya… a’int that so bitch?” he cursed.

“No,” I groaned but felt that he probably was correct.

“Ya didn’ get raped,” he continued, “I just gave ya’ what ya’ wanted.”

“No Din, It’s not like that,” I murmured feeling myself still aroused by his constant attention.

“Don’t tell me missi’” he sneered “I been ara’nd whore’s like ya’ all my life…I na what ya want!”

Just then the door opened and Jimmy came walking in; he saw me, my legs open, Dins cock still up my ass and my cunt wet, soaked from Simons’ spunk. 

“Helloo,” he smiled and walked briskly over to me and stood between my legs admiring my bushy sex. 

“Fuck her Jimmy… show her one big black ca’ck’s like another to her sa’rt,” said Din.

“No…no” I protested weakly, “You can’t do this to me,” No, stop it,” I said but Jimmy’s trousers were already off and I felt his erection at the entrance to my vaginal lips.

“Let’s hear ya’ grunting, bitch,” said Jimmy and I felt the ripples of pleasure overpower me as he slid himself inside me. He held still and I groaned, “More...more” I said.

Din squeezed my breasts again, “It doesn’t matter… whose in ya’ bitch does it?”

“No Din,” I admitted and felt the relief as Jimmy started to fuck me, harder and harder until I climaxed and felt more semen flowing into me.

Din released me and stood me beside him, he stroked my weeping vagina and watched as the white sperm stained my thighs and stockings. “Ya love fuckin’ bitch… admit it!” He put his finger on my mouth and I sucked it. 

“I do, Din you know I do,” I said hopelessly and truthfully.

He pushed me to my knees and in front of the other men I sucked him while he stroked my hair like his favourite pet. He eventually came and I felt his semen all over my mouth and throat and he rubbed it all over me as they all laughed and drank beer if to mark my shame.

“You bastards,” I cried and ran into the back room where, after a quick basic shower I threw myself into bed. 

“Harry,” I cried to myself, “My sweet Harry… what am I doing?”

I heard the men laughing and partying into the night and about 3a.m. I felt Din’s huge frame slide into the bed next to me, he was drunk, ‘drunk as a skunk.’ 

He went to touch me but thankfully he was too inebriated for any more ‘romance’, and collapsed into a deep alcoholic slumber. Din was definitely right about one thing; I certainly didn’t want to marry him! 

I started to miss, Harry and our luxury of the suite in the hotel.   

Morning arrived and I awoke alone, Din had arranged another trip on the boat, I was obligated to go, and after showering again, I put on a striped bikini a pair of white shorts and walked towards the quaint wooden jetty.

It was 7.15a.m.the air had that early freshness that you only find by the sea, and as I looked out into the richness emerging morning it felt good to be alive. I was amazed to see someone waiting by the craft and as I came closer I immediately recognised her from her long black hair, it was the girl from the previous night. She was wearing a small white bikini and a matching wrap and had slung over her slim shoulder an expensive ‘Gucci’ bag. 

“Hii’,” she said in a broad New York accent, “I’m Janine,” she smiled showing teeth that were a product of years of careful dentistry, “I’m a friend of Din’s.” 

“Are you?” I said sounding surprised.

“Yeh,” she replied, “ I met him last night and he invited me an’ my fiancée on this little trip, but Gary couldn’t come.”

“That’s a shame,” I replied knowing full well she’d never told her fiancée any such thing.

“ I’m sure you’ll have a nice time,” I smiled politely.

I tried to keep my face straight; Din was right, the girls were happy to marry the rich white men but wanted the local black men for a good fuck. Janine, I felt sure, was going to be the centre of attention today.  

Din and Jimmy arrived at 7.45a.m.they both looked a little tired but they carried provisions for the day and seemed amiable enough. When Janine saw Din she ran up to him and threw her slim arms around his broad neck, “Hi, Din,” she gushed, “I decided to come after all!”

Din gave me a knowing smile and I shrugged; we boarded the small cruiser and headed out into the blue and yellow of the emerging day.

I laid my towel above the cabin and Janine laid hers at the front of the boat, I remembered my own first time and shuddered but the men were obviously still jaded from last night. Janine was a lady, she oozed money; she had a thin angular face, pretty but a little harsh close to, but she had a firm body; long legs, a shapely ass and firm big breasts. She was performing for Din, laying out stretching her body and focussing attention on her prize between her legs.

“It’s just a matter of time,” I thought and sure enough Janine saw me rubbing some of Jimmy’s magic oil into me and asked to try it: I threw it down for her.

Din was relaxing, sipping beer, dangling his strong legs over the side of the boat, he seemed to be lost in thought, “Din da’ling,” Janine said sickly sweet, “Rub me will you?” 

Din looked at her, her tiny bikini bottoms, hardly covering her mound and walked over to tower over her. “Lie on ya’ back,” he said.

Janine did so and Din expertly rubbed the oil into her, first her legs, then her tummy and then her breasts. She protested at first as he unfastened her top, “Din… not hey’re in the open,” she admonished him but he ignored her and they were soon flopping out open to his touch. Her nipples were large, brown buttons and they swelled quickly and Din moved down to her crotch, “No Din,” she whispered, “You’ve ga’t to wait.”

Din ignored her and put his finger into her small bottoms and caressed her vagina, “ 

Oh no,” Janine moaned and tried to grab his hand. She only made it worse for herself because Din used her own hand to remove her bikini bottoms and then her fingers to caress her sex lips revealed around delicate wispy black pubic hair. Her legs started to part and I watched as Din teased her. He bent down inserted his tongue into her pink lips and suddenly she turned into the tart Din knew her to be. She opened her thighs to reveal all of herself and whispered to him. “Make love to me Din, na’w… its sa’w romantic.”

Din went and cradled her shoulders; he stroked her and sat behind her holding her arms to her sides. Jimmy appeared with his erection powering before him and kneeled between Janine’s open thighs, “No Din,” She wailed “You, not him, you!”

Jimmy had his cock on her wispy hair, then at her lips and I watched fascinated as it slipped inside her completely. She groaned, opened her thighs further then wrapped her-self around him as he proceeded to fuck her. She lost control under his onslaught, she groaned and started to scream, “Fuck… fuck… fuck… fuck,” in rhythm to his thrusts.

She reached her orgasm noisily and Jimmy unable to hold himself any more ejaculated his sperm inside her.  She recovered instantly picked up her clothing and ran crying into the cabin below. I followed her down and founder her sobbing mournfully. 

“I thought he la’ved me,” she wailed pathetically.

“Why?” I said, “ Because he fucked you in the bar?”  

She looked at me shocked, “You don’t… understand,” she moaned.

Din came downstairs and she threw her arm around him dramatically. 

“I thought you la’ved me,” she cried.

“I da’ lav ya’,” Din cooed convincingly and he kissed her softly on her forehead, then her mouth; Janine responded passionately.

“I love,” Din said stroking her naked breast, he kissed it and her big nipples responded again, “Yes Din?” she whispered and looked theatrically into his dark eyes.

Din continued, “I love… love to fuck ya’… and to watch other people fuck ya’.”

He stroked her wetness and Janine moaned; he unzipped his trousers and released his penis until it was inches from her pink sodden lips. 

“No Din, I ain’t that type a’f go’irl,” she cried.

Din pushed her back against the galley and inserted his cock inside her; she grabbed his ass and held it as he pinioned her. 

“You a’ that type a’f girl… bitch,” he smiled and he banged into her so his flesh pounded her against the hardness of the galley.  

He stopped and Janine moved her hips involuntarily against him feeling the monster inside her. “If ya’ dan’t admit ya’ a harny bitch I’s gonna take ya’ back right naw,” he threatened.

Janine grabbed the cheeks of his bottom again. 

“ No Din I am… what’ver you say… J’ast fuck me Din… fuck me!” she mumbled. 

Din sucked her big nipples and moved his cock in and out of her. 

“Wis gonna’ fuck ya’ all day, bitch,” he whispered and Janine nodded; only nodded in response.

“Yea…yea…yea…yeah,” she mumbled..

Din ground into her until she groaned mournfully to her orgasm. He withdrew leaving her legs wide apart her sex lips pink and wet and he dragged her to her knees.

“I dain’t do blaw-j…” she mumbled but by then Din had inserted his cock into her mouth and she sucked, in a mixture of shock, pain and pleasure until he came and held her long black hair until all his cream was on, or in her mouth. 

“Ya suck cock na’w bitch,” he sneered. 

I was spellbound, I had never seen anyone having sex before and although I felt in someway connected with Din I was not in the least bit jealous. 

“Ya’l get ya’s later bitch,” he said to me as he climbed back to the main deck and for the first time during the day I realised that I was turned on. Janine sat back on her towel and went to put her bikini back on but Din refused to allow it, “I like ta’ see ya’natural,” he said. 

“She’s not,” Janine screamed pointing to me and I slowly, erotically removed my top, then my pants and thrust my hairy bush at the men. I wanted to be a whore as well! 

We sailed through the bright morning Janine was oiled again and this time did not object as Jimmy spread the liquid abundantly over her breast and thighs. She moaned to his touched lay, with thighs apart, an invitation for them to fuck her when they wanted; she was away from prying eyes and was content with her role on the craft.

We reached our destination and after anchoring, the men led us through some jungle to a small private pool where a waterfall gushed down from the rocks above, in torrent of thick white foam. It was paradise and Janine and I splashed about joyfully in the cool frothy water like a couple of nubile wood nymphs. Lunch was served and I ate and drank and looked quietly at Juliet’s fragile sex. Her hair was so thin and wispy and I could clearly see the outline of her lips; Din saw me look and pushed me, forced me between her thighs. 

“Tak’ a good lak’ girl,” he laughed. 

I licked her and felt her respond; I knew the secrets of a female body only a woman knows and as the two men watched brought her moaning to an orgasm. Janine smiled at me and as I lay back she reciprocated and I also climaxed and stroked her long black hair as I did so. I’d never had any sex with a woman before and the experience was sensual and delightful, “Well worth repeating,” I thought.

I opened my eyes to see the men standing over us and we kneeled submissively and sucked their erections until they released their rich semen all over us. 

Janine and I sat in the still part of the cool pool and refreshed ourselves and too soon we were back on the boat heading home. Janine and I chatted, she was stupid but amiable and I told her all about Harry and she all about Tim, her Fiancée. Our stories were similar -I didn’t go into the arrangement Harry and I shared- we wanted rich white men but we also wanted to ‘fuck our brains out’ as well! Janine went to be with Jimmy and I sat with Din. 

“Our last evening,” I said softly, disappointedly as he caressed my hair. 

“It’s been an adventure for ya’,” he smiled.

I watched the sun setting and as I caught sight of land I bent to kiss his penis, “Thank you,” I said to it, “You’ve been wonderful.” I kissed it again and it gained that power and length that I loved; Din lay on my towel and I squatted over him and sank my hips into him until his hard flesh was buried inside me. 

“I like your cock even… if I don’t like you,” I said honestly and I squeezed it with all the power from my vaginal muscles and tried, as the last of the suns rays fanned my body to hold the picture, the erotic essence in my mind to replay forever. I groaned to my orgasm and after removing his cock from me sucked him until I had swallowed all his fluid and left him licked clean.

After reaching the club, I rested, showered and changed for the evening, I asked Din not to be called tonight and relieved, was left to concentrate on serving drinks. I recognised Harry immediately as he walked in at 11.30p.m, he was disguised brilliantly, shaven headed, scruffy, an earring, but there was something about Harry that you could just not fake. I was touched and flattered by all the trouble he had gone to, it made me humble, I felt loved. Harry loved me and it counted for a lot.

Midnight came and I cavorted on the bar for the last time, enjoying displaying, showing my body. Gloria went to touch us all as normal, the noise was deafening, I hoped Harry would not fail me, but as Gloria touched me I heard his voice clearly amongst the melee, “1,000 Dolla’s,” he cried. 

The bar went quiet for an instant and then exploded into an inferno of noise. I stepped down and watched Harry come to claim his prize, he spoke to and paid Gloria and then we were in the rear room together re-united. I kneeled before him and started to undo his trousers, he tried to stop me but I told him that we had to make it look realistic. 

His erection was soon released and I took it into my mouth for the first time in our relationship. It tasted sweet, innocent and, I whispered for him not to come and to control himself, we needed the time. After sucking him for a while, I lay on the bed and removed my only article of clothing; Harry joined me and shocked me with his passionate lovemaking. 

He was inspired, he called me terrible names, but he excited me and I hoped Din was watching as I groaned under my husband’s power, to an orgasm. He came shortly after and as I snuggled into his arms I felt that I was happy, home, loved.  

Eventually the club went quiet, we were ‘prisoners’ together and I took from Harry the screwdriver he’d brought with him; I stood on a chair and fiddled with the open window until I had ‘unlocked it!’

“Come on Harry,” I whispered “We can escape…bring my bag!” 

He pushed me up to the window and as I lowered myself on the other side Din’s big muscular arms gently eased me to the sand. He kissed me softly on my forehead. 

“See ya’ girl… it’s been fun!” he said softly; I kissed his cheek and he melted back into the shadows. 

Harry followed me down shortly, hitting the sand with a thump and hand in hand we ran through the shadows towards the hotel. 

I heard Din scream out dramatically, “Ya’ takin my bitch!” and then two loud bangs that exploded into the quiet night air. 

Harry threw himself into the sand but I only smiled to myself, “That bloody starting pistol,” I thought.

“Come on Harry,” I encouraged him, “We can make it,” and we ran like the wind until we reached the ‘safety’ of the hotel. 

We dived into a taxi already loaded with our luggage and drove to the airport hotel where we were to wait the few hours to our flight home. I was thrilled to see Harry, and did not object as he made love to me again before I caught some sleep. I almost reached an orgasm but concluded that his performance in the bar was exceptional and I realistically, could not arrange the excitement of a daring escape, every time I wanted satisfying sex!

We were soon on the plane and, as on the flight over I looked out of the cabin window at the early morning light and wistfully at the brightest star. It was a surreal time of day, those few moments between morning and night; a mixture of darkness and flashes of light neither wishing to give way.

That’s how I felt, I was between times, not wishing to forgo my relationship with Harry but not yet ready for the mundane. As I looked at the streaming light, like white daggers winning the battle against the retreating night, I realised that I still wanted to be in the mystery and erotic temptation of the blackness. I decided that my extra marital activities must continue, sex was a part of me, it always had been and I would, or could not, discard it so easily. 

I reasoned that I still was working for Caribbean Airways and was due in Jamaica in a fortnight with a three-day stop over. 

“I just might get my bar job back?” I thought quietly to myself.

Din’s cock was etched in my mind, I could feel him inside me stretching me, fucking me; I needed it more than I could reason. 

I could always explain myself to Harry, dear Harry, bless him, who no doubt now after his ‘brave rescue’ thought we were the perfect couple.

I concluded, decided, that I would bide my time with Harry, play the faithful wife and occasionally stray, and, as I had always promised him, I would tell him everything! 

Well, nearly everything!    

The End
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