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Quirk of Fate

Sometimes the universe has a wicked sense of humor. What begins as pure coincidence can quietly rearrange two people’s lives forever.

Luke Lewis was sitting at the kitchen table one ordinary Tuesday evening in Albuquerque, his laptop open, scrolling through search results for a small investment firm called FREETRAV. He needed their corporate address for a client proposal. But Google, in its infinite and slightly mischievous wisdom, also served up a brightly colored result titled “FREE TRAVEL.”

The word “free” has always had a way of catching the eye. Luke clicked it almost without thinking.

The website was vague—deliberately so. Sleek photos of turquoise water and smiling couples, but few hard details. Still, the headline was impossible to ignore:

Want to be considered for an all-expenses-paid vacation for two? A special seminar is being held June 6–7 at the MGM Grand in Las Vegas. Register online today. If selected, we’ll cover every expense for the next stage of screening.

Luke leaned back in his chair, rubbing the back of his neck. He and Emma hadn’t had a real vacation—just the two of them—since Ben was born eight years ago. Theme parks, camping trips, weekend sports tournaments… they’d done all of it as a family. But nights alone, tangled sheets, lazy mornings, and the kind of uninterrupted time that used to come so easily? That had slowly slipped away under the weight of mortgages, client meetings, and parenting.

He wasn’t thinking about the ad, not really. He was thinking about his wife. About how tired she looked some evenings. About how their sex life had become polite and infrequent rather than passionate and frequent. About how much he missed the version of them that used to sneak away for long weekends before life got so… responsible.

By the time Emma got home from work, the idea had taken root.

She kicked off her heels in the hallway, her long blonde hair a little tousled from the wind, and gave him that familiar half-smile as she dropped her bag.

“Hey, babe. Rough day?”

“Not too bad,” Luke said, closing the laptop. He waited until she had poured herself a glass of wine and settled onto the couch beside him before he brought it up. “Listen… I’ve been thinking. We haven’t had any real time to ourselves in years. Ben’s eight now. Both sets of grandparents are right here in Albuquerque and they’re always offering to take him. What if we actually did something? Just us. A weekend away.”

Emma raised an eyebrow, swirling the wine in her glass. “A weekend away? With what money and what time?”

He grinned. “That’s the crazy part. I stumbled on this thing online today. Some kind of free vacation promotion. They’re holding a seminar in Vegas next month. If we get picked, everything’s covered—flights, hotel, the works.”

She gave a short laugh, the skeptical one he knew so well. “Free vacation? Come on, Luke. That sounds like a timeshare pitch wrapped in a scam. Next thing you know we’ll be sitting through eight hours of ‘you too can own a slice of paradise’ while they pressure us into signing our lives away.”

“I know, I know,” he said, holding up his hands. “It does sound sketchy. But the registration is simple, no big commitment upfront. We fly in Friday, check it out Saturday, and if it feels off, we bail Sunday and still get a couple nights in Vegas on our own dime. Blackjack, shows, a hotel bed without a kid knocking on the door at six in the morning… When was the last time we had that?”

Emma studied him for a long moment, her blue eyes softening just a little. She took another sip of wine, then let out a slow breath.

“God, it has been forever, hasn’t it?” Her voice dropped, quieter now. “I miss us. The version of us that didn’t fall asleep the second our heads hit the pillow.”

Luke reached over and squeezed her thigh. “Exactly. So… what do you think? Should we at least fill out the form? Worst case, we waste twenty minutes and get a free trip to Vegas anyway.”

She hesitated, the practical side of her warring with the part that clearly liked the idea more than she wanted to admit. Finally, the corner of her mouth curved up.

“Fine. But if this turns out to be some sleazy sales thing, I’m blaming you. And we’re leaving the second it feels wrong.”

“Deal,” Luke said, already feeling a spark of excitement he hadn’t felt in months.

“Listen, honey,” Luke said, reaching over to take Emma’s hand, his thumb brushing gently across her knuckles, “we really need some time just for us. Both sets of parents would be thrilled to have Ben for a weekend — you know how much they love spoiling him. We could leave Friday afternoon and be back Sunday evening. The flight’s short, and honestly… we haven’t been to Vegas together since before we got married.”

Emma tilted her head, studying him with that familiar mix of skepticism and affection. The soft glow of the living room lamp caught the gold in her long blonde hair, and for a moment Luke was reminded of the carefree college girl he’d fallen for on Bourbon Street all those years ago.

“Well…” she replied slowly, a small smile tugging at her lips, “when you put it like that, it does sound tempting. I suppose we could at least explore the opportunity. If anything feels off or too pushy, we can just leave. No harm done.” She squeezed his hand back. “But let’s go through the registration form together first. I want to make sure there’s no sneaky fine print hiding in there.”

They sat side by side on the couch, laptops open, and filled out the form together. It was surprisingly simple — just their names, with address and phone number listed as optional. No pressure, no hard sell. It felt almost too easy, but after double-checking every line, they both agreed it was low-risk. They weren’t interested in timeshares or any high-pressure pitches anyway. Luke was already imagining the poker tables, the satisfying click of chips and the thrill of a good hand. Emma’s eyes lit up at the thought of the slot machines — that addictive jingle of coins and lights — and they both loved blackjack. Maybe they’d even catch a show if something good was playing.

The following week, Emma called her parents, Paul and Lucy. As expected, they were delighted.

“Of course we’ll take Ben!” Lucy said warmly over the phone. “He practically lives here half the time anyway, and he has all his little friends in the neighborhood. You two go have fun — you deserve it.”

With that, their plans clicked into place. A quiet current of excitement began to hum between them in the days leading up to the trip — stolen glances across the dinner table, playful touches that lingered just a little longer than usual.

On the evening of June 5th, they touched down at McCarran International Airport, tired but buzzing with anticipation after a long workday and the short flight. The shuttle ride to the Hilton was quiet, the Las Vegas lights glittering outside the windows like a promise. Once in their room, they showered off the travel grime, shared a simple meal from room service, and collapsed into bed early, bodies brushing against each other with a familiar, comforting warmth.

The next morning, following the instructions on their registration card, they made their way to the designated breakfast room. The spread was modest — coffee, pastries, fruit — but the energy in the room was palpable. About thirty other couples milled about, everyone polite and pleasant, yet clearly as cautious as Luke and Emma. No one seemed to know much more than they did, and the shared uncertainty created a strange, almost conspiratorial atmosphere.

A middle-aged man with a confident stride took the stage. He introduced himself as Walter and outlined a straightforward process: they would move to designated tables, receive a packet, fill it out, and return it after lunch. He assured everyone that the complimentary vacation and all subsequent screenings would be fully covered. The destination, he explained, was a secluded private island in the Caribbean. The photos he displayed on the large screen showed pristine white-sand beaches, crystal-clear turquoise water, luxurious villas, and an array of activities — scuba diving, fishing, snorkeling, and plenty of lively parties. The images looked almost too perfect, but they stirred something hopeful in everyone present.

After the presentation, Luke and Emma retreated to the privacy of their hotel room, the door clicking shut behind them with a soft finality. They settled onto the king-sized bed with the packets spread out between them, the faint hum of the air conditioner and distant casino noise creating a cocoon of intimacy.

The instructions were clear: some personal details were optional, but providing more could improve their chances of advancing. They were relieved to see that sensitive financial information — income, credit rating — wasn’t required, and they chose to leave those sections blank. As they worked side by side, answering questions about their lifestyle and relationship, Luke felt a quiet thrill building. For the first time in years, he and Emma were doing something adventurous together — just the two of them.

Luke and Emma were in a solid financial position — the kind most couples their age only dreamed about. Years earlier, Luke’s parents had quietly lent them the money for a $400,000 home in one of Albuquerque’s nicer suburbs. They had paid it back, interest-free, over fifteen disciplined years, and that early help had given them a stability that allowed them to breathe easier than many of their friends.

They both worked as investment bankers, and they were damn good at it — especially with the retirement communities scattered around Albuquerque. Luke had a patient, steady way with numbers and nervous clients. Emma, though… Emma had something extra. Her warmth, her easy laugh, and that effortless charm made older couples open their checkbooks and their trust almost instantly.

They kept themselves in excellent shape, hitting the local gym five days a week like clockwork. Emma had grown up in New Orleans, and before marriage and motherhood, she’d had a brief but unforgettable stint as a cheerleader for the New Orleans Saints. Luke had never gotten tired of watching her perform at the Mercedes-Benz Superdome — the way the lights caught her long blonde hair, the athletic grace in every movement, the way thousands of eyes followed her. Even now, years later, he still sometimes asked her to slip into that old cheerleading uniform at home, just for fun. She almost always obliged, a playful sparkle in her eye as she twirled for him in their bedroom.

And God, she was still absolutely stunning.

Her long blonde hair fell in soft waves down her back. Her breasts were a full, perfect 32DD, high and firm despite motherhood. Her waist remained slim and toned, curving out into the most beautiful, round, heart-shaped ass Luke had ever seen — the kind that turned heads whether she was in yoga pants or a business suit. She carried herself with a natural confidence that made her seem untouchable and approachable at the same time.

That beauty and charm had become a genuine asset in their work. Retired clients — both the husbands and the wives — were equally captivated by her. A warm handshake, a genuine smile, a few thoughtful questions about their grandchildren, and suddenly Emma was their favorite person in the room. Luke had noticed it more than once: he often had to work twice as hard to build the same level of rapport that seemed to come to her effortlessly. It didn’t bother him exactly… but it did make him quietly aware of just how lucky he was to have her.

Back in their hotel room, they turned their attention to the questionnaires. The packets were divided into separate forms for each of them. Most questions were optional, but the wording felt carefully crafted — gentle probes designed to sort Type A from Type B personalities, to gauge honesty, integrity, and the real strength of their commitment to each other. Nothing felt invasive or overwhelming. The questions were straightforward, even thoughtful, and they answered them honestly, side by side on the big hotel bed, occasionally reading a question aloud and laughing softly at how personal it felt.

After lunch, they returned to the meeting room and handed in their completed questionnaires. Walter reminded everyone to come back at three o’clock on Sunday afternoon for the next step. With the rest of the weekend suddenly theirs, Luke and Emma exchanged a quick, excited glance and decided to make the most of Las Vegas.

They called an Uber and headed to a show — nothing too extravagant, just a fun, high-energy performance that had them laughing and clapping along. Dinner afterward was delightful: a quiet Italian place off the Strip where they shared pasta and a bottle of red wine, talking about everything and nothing. For a few hours, it felt like they were dating again. Later, they wandered into one of the casinos and spent a couple of absorbing hours at the blackjack tables. Emma’s eyes sparkled every time she won a hand, and Luke couldn’t stop smiling at how alive she looked — cheeks flushed, leaning forward with that focused little smile he’d fallen in love with years ago.

Their evening ended back in the softly lit hotel room. They kicked off their shoes, poured each other a glass of wine, and sank onto the king-sized bed with matching sighs of contentment. The wine loosened their bodies and their inhibitions. One thing led to another — slow kisses that grew deeper, hands sliding under clothes, the familiar but long-neglected heat building between them. When they finally made love, it was unhurried and tender, full of quiet moans and whispered endearments. Emma came first, her back arching beautifully beneath him, and Luke followed soon after, burying his face in her neck as pleasure washed over him.

They slept in late on Sunday morning, tangled in the sheets. When they woke, the lazy morning light filtering through the curtains, they made love again — this time slower, sleep-warm and intimate. Luke couldn’t help thinking that alone had been worth the entire trip to Vegas. Twice in a little over eight hours. It had been years since their sex life felt this easy, this passionate. Between work, parenting Ben, and the steady grind of daily life, intimacy had quietly slipped into the background. This weekend was already reminding them how good it could still be.

By three o’clock they were back in the meeting room, freshly showered and quietly hopeful. So far there had been no hard sales pitch, no aggressive upselling — just smooth organization and tempting promises. It almost felt too good to be true, and they remained cautiously optimistic, half-expecting some hidden catch to appear at any moment.

Walter took the stage again and shared more enticing details about the secluded private island in the Caribbean. The photos and descriptions only heightened their interest — pristine beaches, luxurious villas, endless opportunities for adventure. Afterward, the couples were directed to the tables once more to collect their next set of instructions.

Walter thanked everyone warmly for their participation. “As you receive your envelopes,” he said, “please understand that some applicants will be eliminated at this stage. Those selected will find an invitation for the next phase. If you choose to proceed, you’ll be asked to sign legal non-disclosure agreements and a contract that protects both you and the owner of the island.”

Choosing to savor the suspense a little longer, Luke and Emma decided to wait until they were back home before opening the envelope. It felt thrilling in a strange way — like holding onto a secret that might change everything. They spent the rest of their time in Las Vegas unburdened and lighthearted: another show, a long walk along the Strip hand-in-hand, and one final, indulgent dinner where they laughed more freely than they had in months.

The flight home was quiet, both of them stealing glances at the sealed envelope tucked safely in Emma’s carry-on. Once they stepped through their own front door, the familiar comfort of their Albuquerque house wrapped around them. Emma kicked off her shoes, uncorked a bottle of smooth red wine, and poured two generous glasses. They settled onto the couch together, the envelope resting on the coffee table like a live wire.

With a mix of nervous excitement and anticipation buzzing between them, Emma finally picked it up. She slid her finger under the flap and pulled out the card. They read it together in silence.

YOU ARE INVITED TO A CURIOSITY CONVENTION ATLANTIC CITY – HILTON

If you are interested in exploring a variety of topics that will enhance your sex life and marriage, you may respond affirmatively to this invitation.

The words hung in the air. They looked at each other in stunned silence. For nearly two full minutes, neither of them spoke. The only sound was the soft tick of the wall clock and the faint hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen. It felt like an elephant had just settled comfortably in the middle of their living room.

Finally, Luke broke the tension, his voice low and rough with disbelief.

“Holy fuck, Emma… we actually made the cut.” He let out a short, incredulous laugh and ran a hand through his hair. “But seriously… what do you think of this?”

Emma bit her lower lip, staring at the invitation again before meeting his eyes. A faint flush had crept into her cheeks.

“Uh… it’s kind of intriguing,” she admitted, her voice softer than usual. “I really did enjoy our lovemaking in Vegas. It felt… different. Good different.” She paused, swirling the wine in her glass. “We’ve both been so busy lately — work, Ben, everything. I’d welcome a chance to add some real intensity back into things. Especially now that he’s getting older and has more of his own interests. A little jump-start might be exactly what we need.”

Luke nodded slowly, though his stomach did a small flip. “I guess if we accepted, my parents would be happy to take Ben for the three days, just like it says.” He hesitated, searching her face. “But babe… are you actually dissatisfied with our sex life?”

“No, Luke. It’s not that,” she said quickly, reaching over to rest her hand on his thigh. Her touch was warm, reassuring. “Not dissatisfied. It’s just… getting away by ourselves really seems to bring the romance back, you know? Like the spark we used to have is still there — it just needed a little breathing room.”


Curiosity Mounts

Over the next few days, Luke and Emma openly shared their curiosity about the invitation, turning it over during dinner conversations and late-night talks on the couch. They laughed about how wild it sounded, speculated about what “enhancing their sex life and marriage” might actually involve, and gradually warmed to the idea of saying yes. But beneath those shared conversations, each of them carried private thoughts about some of the more probing questions from the questionnaires — questions that had lingered in their minds like a half-remembered dream.

For Emma, one section in particular kept resurfacing: the questions that gently explored assertiveness, dominance, and how power flowed in their relationship. She didn’t see herself as subservient — far from it — but she had always made a conscious effort to include Luke in the big family decisions, never wanting him to feel sidelined. Still, those questions had stirred something deeper.

Lying in bed one night while Luke slept beside her, Emma found herself drifting back to her days as a Saints cheerleader in New Orleans. The memories came flooding in with surprising clarity and heat. She remembered the roar of the crowd at the Mercedes-Benz Superdome, the way thousands of eyes — mostly male — locked onto her as she performed. The energy was electric, intoxicating. There was a unique thrill in commanding that kind of attention, in feeling the stadium pulse with desire she could direct and control with nothing more than a smile, a flip of her long blonde hair, or the confident sway of her body. She had loved being in the spotlight, loved the power that came with it.

Transitioning from that limelight into her life as a businesswoman and mother had been deeply rewarding in its own way. She cherished the stability she and Luke had built, the home they’d made, and the love they shared with Ben. But every now and then, a quiet nostalgia crept in. She missed the constant admiration, the rush of being desired by so many, the heady feeling of knowing she could captivate a room — or an entire arena — with her presence alone.

There had always been strict rules for Saints cheerleaders: no dating active players. Everyone knew it, though plenty of the guys tried to bend those rules anyway, flashing smiles and invitations in the tunnels after games. Emma had dated a couple of ex-players who still lived in the New Orleans area — men in their late thirties or older, successful, confident, and used to getting what they wanted. She quickly discovered she had a natural talent for taking control in those relationships. It often caught them off guard — these big, athletic men who assumed they could dominate the young, stunning blonde cheering on the sidelines. But Emma had never been one to be dominated.

She had slept with a few of them — both black and white — never indiscriminately, but with the same confident appetite she’d always had for sex. She made no apologies for being aggressive in the bedroom, for knowing exactly what she wanted and taking it. Even back then, she understood a truth that many women seemed to miss: when a strong woman truly owned her desire, pussy made the rules.

As Luke lay awake one night, the invitation still fresh in his mind, he found himself pondering the fragile spark they had rekindled in Vegas. His thoughts drifted back to how he had first met Emma — a moment that still felt like the luckiest accident of his life.

It had been Mardi Gras in New Orleans. Luke had tagged along with his best friend Mark from Miami. Mark had connections at Tulane University, so they ended up at a crowded house party that spilled out onto the streets. Bourbon Street was chaos — beads flying, music pulsing, bodies pressed together in the humid night air. Luke’s girlfriend at the time knew Emma casually through mutual friends, and somehow their groups merged in the madness, finding safety in numbers amid the wild celebration.

From the moment he saw her, Luke was hooked. Emma was radiant — long blonde hair catching the neon lights, her laugh cutting through the noise like music. She was a Tulane student and a Saints cheerleader, the kind of woman who turned heads without even trying. Luke considered himself reasonably attractive, but even then he knew she was in a completely different league. Stunning didn’t begin to cover it.

Looking back now, he realized how incredibly fortunate he had been. Emma had seemed quietly weary of the relentless athletic scene that surrounded her — the players, ex-players, and their cocky entourages who were always on the hunt. She had confided in him early on how exhausting it was: the constant ego, the superficial chase tied to her cheerleading persona. Being with Luke felt different. He wasn’t part of that world. He listened. He made her laugh in a genuine way. Their connection had felt refreshing, deeper, like a real escape from the spotlight she both craved and sometimes resented.

Emma had never been secretive, exactly, but she also didn’t dwell on the details of her past interactions with those successful athletes. Luke knew she had dated a few of them — she had mentioned it casually over the years — but she never elaborated much. And in the quieter moments, when insecurity crept in, Luke couldn’t help wondering if his lack of raw physical dominance was part of what had drawn her to him in the first place. She had chosen the steady, attentive guy over the flashy, alpha athletes. On his darker days, that thought twisted into something painful: maybe she had settled for him.

But then he would remind himself of the truth. Emma was open, honest, and fiercely self-confident. If she were unhappy, he would know. She had a way of taking charge of any situation and guiding it toward the best outcome. That strength was one of the things he loved most about her.

When they finally decided to accept the invitation to the Curiosity Convention in Atlantic City, the tension between them had grown thick and electric. They had both been thinking — obsessing, really — about their sex life in ways they never had before. The evening before their flight, with Ben already happily settled at his grandparents’ house, Luke and Emma sat on the sofa full of nervous energy, the air between them humming with anticipation.

As they talked, the conversation naturally drifted into reminiscing about their sexual histories — what things had been like before they met, and how they had changed since. Luke admitted, a little sheepishly, that he really wasn’t all that experienced. In fact, he had only been with three women before Emma.

“It’s strange we’ve never really talked about this stuff before,” he said quietly, swirling the last of his drink.

Emma nodded, but Luke couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that she still wasn’t sharing her entire history. She had admitted to sleeping with a few of the athletes, yet whenever he gently pressed for more details, she would smile, change the subject, or simply say it wasn’t important. That vague unease lingered in the back of his mind like a shadow.

In the quiet moments when his mind wandered, Luke couldn’t stop the images from surfacing.

He kept picturing Emma — his beautiful, confident wife — with a big, athletic stud. The fantasy was raw and vivid: her long blonde hair spilling across a pillow, her full breasts bouncing as some muscular stranger thrust into her, her moans filling the room. The thought made his stomach tighten and his cock twitch at the same time.

Deeper still, buried in the part of his brain he didn’t like to visit, was an even more unsettling image. He couldn’t help imagining that some of those athletes Emma had been with were black. Like most guys his age, he had watched plenty of porn and read the endless stories online about the size and sexual prowess of black men. He had always dismissed it as exaggeration — just another myth designed to sell videos and stroke egos. In college, he had showered with teammates and classmates from every race. Sure, some of them had been impressively hung, but as far as he could remember, it wasn’t a racial thing. Big cocks and small ones appeared across the board. Still, the sight of a truly massive one had always made him self-conscious. His own cock had a habit of shrinking up tight in the cold locker room air, and he would hurriedly wrap a towel around his waist the moment he stepped out of the shower, embarrassed at the thought of being compared.

The trip to Atlantic City felt noticeably more intense than their carefree weekend in Las Vegas. From the moment they arrived at the Hilton, it was clear this round was far more selective. Couples had flown in from major cities — New York, Chicago, Dallas, and others — and though there was no formal group gathering, Luke and Emma noticed the steady stream of attractive, well-dressed pairs moving through the lobby and hallways. The energy in the air was different: charged, deliberate, and slightly intimidating.

This stage involved personal interviews. A staff member escorted them to a quiet, elegantly appointed office where they met with a man and a woman — both polished, professional, and clearly skilled at reading people. The interviewers moved smoothly between them, sometimes asking the same question of each in turn, carefully watching their responses and the subtle dynamics between husband and wife.

Many of the questions centered on fidelity in modern marriages. They explored the importance of independence within a committed relationship, the nature of happiness, sexual fulfillment, and the role of jealousy. The inquiries felt thoughtful rather than accusatory, designed to uncover the true depth of their bond and how each of them viewed these intimate aspects of married life. It was thorough, probing gently but persistently into both their individual perspectives and the shared reality of their partnership.

During the joint interview, Luke and Emma answered with genuine openness and honesty. It quickly became clear that the interviewers weren’t particularly interested in the raw details of past sexual experiences. Instead, they seemed far more focused on the current dynamics of Luke and Emma’s sexual relationship — how they connected, communicated, and satisfied each other in the bedroom. The conversation stayed rooted in the present: how they related to one another physically and emotionally right now.

The joint interview session stretched for nearly three hours on the first day — exhaustive, probing, and strangely intimate. By the time they stepped out of the office, both Luke and Emma felt mentally drained yet oddly energized. That evening, back in their hotel room with the lights dimmed and room service wine glasses in hand, they curled up on the bed and talked through it all.

They replayed the questions, reflected on their answers, and tried to make sense of the overall direction the interviewers seemed to be heading. Importantly, nothing they had discussed felt alarming or off-putting enough to make either of them want to walk away. If anything, the conversations had stirred a quiet curiosity that neither wanted to admit out loud just yet.

The following morning they were given separate appointments in different parts of the hotel. Three hours later, when they finally reunited in the lobby, the air between them crackled with unspoken questions. The interviewers had shifted into more gender-related and explicitly sexual territory. The new line of questioning left Luke feeling vaguely uncomfortable — a low, persistent unease mixed with something else he couldn’t quite name. Still, nothing suggested the process would force them into anything non-consensual. If they reached the vacation stage, it would clearly be their choice.

Those questions had also awakened old, half-buried feelings in Luke. He remembered the rush he used to get watching Emma perform in her cheerleading uniform or tight dance costumes at the Superdome. The way thousands of men in the stands stared at her, wanting her. Even after they were married, he’d felt a strange, private thrill whenever guys openly told him how gorgeous his wife was — a mix of pride and raw arousal that always left him slightly off-balance.

When they finally met up after the morning sessions, both of them were visibly curious about what the other had experienced.

“So… what was your session like?” Luke asked, trying to sound casual as they walked back toward their room.

Emma let out a soft, surprised laugh, her cheeks coloring just a little. “Photos. A lot of photos.” She glanced at him sideways, a mix of amusement and contemplation in her voice. “And not just headshots. I mean… I practically stripped down. Then they had me try on several pieces of lingerie and took even more pictures.” She paused, then added with a small shrug, “It felt very… visual. Like they were testing how comfortable I was being seen.”

Luke nodded, a flicker of heat stirring low in his belly at the image of his wife posing in lingerie for strangers. “Mine was different,” he said. “Some photos, sure — they had me take my shirt off for a few — but mostly it was more questions. They dug deeper into what turns me on… what turns you on.” He hesitated, then continued, “They knew you were a cheerleader. They asked me a lot about watching you perform, about how it felt seeing you dance in front of all those people.”

Emma’s expression softened with understanding. “Yeah, they asked me some questions too,” she replied, “but a lot of it was about our day-to-day life. How we divide domestic chores, whether you’re as available for Ben and for my needs as I want you to be.” Her tone made it clear the questions had been aimed at uncovering the balance — or imbalance — in their household roles.

She hesitated for a moment, then added another detail, her voice dropping slightly. “They also asked if you ever got jealous when I was cheering. And during the photo shoot… they wanted to know what I thought you would say if you knew I was almost naked in front of a male photographer.”

The words hung between them, heavy with implication. It was clear the interviewers were deliberately exploring trust, boundaries, and comfort levels within their marriage — testing the waters of how far that trust could stretch.

“I told them I’d done the swimsuit calendar for the cheerleading team, so I was totally comfortable with it,” Emma said, a small, confident smile playing on her lips. “And that you never had any objections. You’ve always been good with that kind of thing.”

Her words carried an easy assurance that spoke volumes about her comfort in front of the camera — and about the deep well of trust between them. Luke hadn’t objected back then, not once. In fact, he’d secretly loved knowing other men were admiring his wife in those revealing photos. The interviewers had clearly picked up on that dynamic, probing it as a sign of confidence, security, and perhaps something more.

After comparing notes on their separate sessions, Luke and Emma both agreed the questions aligned perfectly with the convention’s stated goal: broadening sexual horizons and reigniting passion in their marriage. The vacation itself still hadn’t been discussed directly, but it was becoming increasingly obvious that whatever awaited them on that private Caribbean island was going to be intensely, deliberately sexual.

The afternoon session introduced an unexpected technological twist.

When they returned to the meeting rooms, each of them was handed a pair of sleek electronic goggles. The staff explained little, simply instructing them to relax, keep their eyes open, and let the test run its course.

Luke settled into a comfortable chair in a dimly lit room, the goggles fitting snugly over his eyes. The moment the session began, a rapid series of images started flashing across his vision. First came women — dozens of them — dressed in everything from modest everyday clothes to sheer lingerie and finally completely nude. Their bodies varied in shape, size, and beauty, each image lingering just long enough to register before the next appeared. The test clearly aimed to measure his raw, instinctive reactions to female sexual stimuli.

Then the imagery shifted. Now it was men. Fully clothed at first, then progressively more exposed — shirts off, underwear only, and eventually fully naked. The men ranged from strikingly handsome to perfectly average, and the selection was deliberately diverse across races and body types. Luke’s pulse quickened slightly as the flashes continued, the goggles capturing every micro-reaction — pupil dilation, heart rate, subtle shifts in breathing.

The test moved into a faster combination phase. Random images of men appeared in quick succession, testing his unconscious preferences and perceptions. It felt clinical yet deeply personal, like the system was peeling back layers he hadn’t even realized were there.

Luke’s breath caught when his own photo suddenly flashed across the screen — a recent shot of him smiling in a button-down shirt. But the surprise quickly turned sharper as the images shifted again.

Now the goggles showed men in skimpy thongs, their bodies oiled and athletic, the thin fabric stretched tight over heavy bulges. Luke’s stomach tightened. They’re not really going to… The thought barely formed before the thongs disappeared. Cock after cock filled his vision — soft and heavy, thickening, fully hard and throbbing. Some were thick and veined, others long and sleek. The test moved into rapid side-by-side comparisons: massive shafts next to noticeably smaller ones, the contrast stark and deliberate.

Then the combinations grew more explicit. Naked cocks appeared alongside naked women, the flashes coming faster. But it wasn’t random anymore. Emma’s images began dominating the screen — far more than any other woman. Most showed her in nothing but tiny panties, her beautiful 32DD breasts fully exposed, full and firm, nipples tight. The panties were sheer and stretched so tight across her mound that the outline of her pussy lips was clearly visible, leaving almost nothing to the imagination.

Her pictures appeared with increasing frequency, paired with a wide variety of men. Luke noticed the pattern immediately. There were far more shots of tall, athletic black men with impressively large, thick cocks — some still soft but already heavy, others rock-hard and intimidating. These images flashed repeatedly alongside near-naked photos of Emma, the contrast impossible to ignore. Every few seconds the sequence would break it up with a shot of Emma paired with a naked white man whose cock was clearly small — pale, average, or even smaller than Luke’s own.

Luke’s heart hammered in his chest. He wasn’t entirely sure where the test was heading, but the message was brutally clear: they were showing him his wife naked and aroused next to other men… especially well-hung black men. His mouth went dry even as unwanted heat pooled low in his belly.

What he didn’t know at the time was that the goggles and attached monitoring equipment were tracking everything — blood pressure, pulse rate, pupil dilation, skin temperature. By the end of the session, the staff had compiled a detailed, highly accurate profile of exactly what excited Luke.

Emma’s experience was similar in structure, but the final sequences were arranged differently. Luke’s upper-body shots were most often paired with white men who had small or average dicks. Her own images, however, appeared far more frequently beside the biggest cocks — thick, dark, powerful. She did see a few pairings with smaller white men, but in those she was fully clothed, almost modest.

Try as she might, Emma couldn’t control her body’s reaction. Every time a particularly large cock filled the screen — especially the thick black ones — a rush of heat flooded between her thighs. Her pussy grew wetter and wetter, her clit throbbing with unwelcome but undeniable arousal. Vivid flashbacks hit her hard: the two black ex-players she had secretly been with years ago, both of them hung and relentless. She remembered the incredible fullness, the way they stretched her so perfectly, the deep, shattering orgasms that came so easily when she was fucked like that. She couldn’t deny it, not even to herself. She absolutely loved that feeling — being opened up, filled completely. It was some of the best sex she had ever experienced.


The Final Question

The day’s final session brought Luke and Emma before a new team of interviewers — two calm, sharply observant professionals who seemed to already know far more about them than they should.

This session cut deeper than anything that had come before. The interviewers didn’t waste time with pleasantries. Instead, they laid out their conclusions from the goggle test in the form of direct, probing questions, designed to force honest reflection and expose any cracks in their answers.

The room felt smaller, the air thicker.

“Luke,” the male interviewer began, his tone even but penetrating, “you seem to really enjoy images of Emma paired with naked men who have large penises. Would you agree with that statement?”

Luke’s face heated instantly. He shifted in his chair, avoiding Emma’s eyes for a second.

“No,” he answered quickly, his voice tighter than he wanted. “I mean… it was probably just because the pictures were of Emma. That’s all.”

The interviewer nodded once, unfazed. “So, just to confirm — you’re telling us you’ve never fantasized about Emma being with another man?”

Luke swallowed hard. The silence stretched for a beat too long.

“Well… yes. I have,” he admitted, his voice dropping. “But it’s just a fantasy. Nothing more.”

The female interviewer turned smoothly to Emma.

“Emma, did you know, or have you ever suspected, that Luke fantasized about you in this way?”

Emma paused, her expression thoughtful rather than shocked. She glanced at Luke for a moment, then answered with calm honesty.

“No, I didn’t. Not really.” She gave a small shrug. “But he was never jealous when I was a professional cheerleader or dancer. In fact, he really gets off when I wear my old uniform at home.” Her lips curved into a faint, almost teasing smile. “I never connected it to this kind of fantasy, though. Looking back… he did used to get especially horny after the games. He’d ask me a lot of questions about whether dancing in front of all those men in a skimpy outfit turned me on.” She tilted her head slightly. “So yeah… I guess the signs were there.”

The room grew even quieter. The female interviewer leaned forward slightly, her gaze steady on Emma.

“Does knowing that change your perspective on your marriage vows?” She let the question hang for a moment before continuing. “The test results were quite clear, Emma. You were significantly more responsive to stimuli involving big penises — and especially large black penises. Have you ever had a black lover?”

“Do I have to answer that in front of Luke?”

Emma’s voice was quiet, but the question itself was answer enough. The slight hesitation, the way her cheeks colored — it told the interviewers everything they needed to know. Luke’s stomach dropped, a confusing rush of heat and unease flooding through him.

The male interviewer turned his attention back to Luke, his tone calm and measured.

“Luke, how does that make you feel? Does it make you jealous… or angry?”

Luke rubbed his palms on his thighs, his mouth suddenly dry. “Well… I knew she’d dated a couple of the retired athletes,” he said carefully. “But I never really asked for the details. I guess it made me feel a little… uncertain about my role sexually. But we were always okay — at least until parenthood and work took over and slowed things down.”

The interviewers exchanged a brief glance. Then the woman leaned forward slightly.

“Luke, knowing that Emma has experienced interracial sex… does that make you think badly of her? Does it make you think any less of her?”

“Oh, fuck no,” Luke answered quickly, almost too quickly. His voice softened as he continued. “Neither of us was a virgin when we got together, so judging her on past experiences would be ridiculous. She could feel the same way about me. No… I don’t think less of her at all.” He looked at Emma, his eyes full of sincerity. “She’s such a beautiful woman. I know how lucky I am to be married to her.”

A heavy silence settled over the room.

The female interviewer finally spoke again, her voice gentle but direct.

“So, if the goal is to heighten your sexual horizons… if either of you were to experience sex with another partner on this vacation, would that be a problem? Would you rather not continue the process?”

Luke and Emma turned to look at each other. Their eyes searched one another’s faces, the weight of the question pressing down on them. Neither wanted to be the first to speak. The air felt thick, charged with nerves, excitement, and something dangerously close to arousal.

Finally, Emma broke the silence. Her voice was steady, though a faint flush still colored her neck and cheeks.

“If we’re still in consideration for the vacation,” she said, glancing briefly at Luke before looking back at the interviewers, “then based on what Luke has said… I’m still interested in going forward.”

There it was.

Luke felt a dizzying wave of relief crash over him — but it was tangled with a sharp, conflicting storm of emotions. Admitting out loud that he had fantasized about her with another man had been excruciating. And now, with those words hanging in the air, they had just taken a decisive step into something far more intense. A new, dangerous level of sexual excitement had ignited between them, and there was no turning back.

When they got home from Atlantic City, the floodgates opened.

That first night, after putting Ben to bed, Luke and Emma poured themselves glasses of wine and sat on the couch, the invitation still burning in their minds. What started as light reflection on the interviewers’ questions quickly turned into something far more intimate. They began exploring their sexual histories in real depth — things they had never truly discussed before.

The more they talked, the more the air between them thickened with heat. Luke admitted again how limited his experience had been. Emma opened up more than she ever had, sharing fragments of her wilder days in New Orleans — the thrill of being desired, the confidence she had learned in the bedroom. She didn’t give every detail, but the hints were enough to make Luke’s pulse race.

The conversation grew bolder, dirtier. Fantasies slipped out. Admissions turned into teasing. Before long, they were no longer just talking — they were touching, kissing, pulling at each other’s clothes with urgent hands. They barely made it to the bedroom.

That night they had some of the best sex of their entire marriage.

Emma let go completely. She rode him with abandon, her full breasts bouncing, her head thrown back as raw, uninhibited moans filled the room. When she came, it was explosive — her body shaking, her pussy clenching hard around him as wave after wave crashed through her. Luke was overwhelmed with a strange, powerful mix of pride and relief that his very average-sized cock could still bring his stunning wife to such an intense orgasm.

Afterward, lying tangled and sweaty in the sheets, they made a decision.

“If we actually get the invitation,” Luke said, still catching his breath, “we’ll ask the grandparents to take Ben for the whole vacation. We’ll just… see what happens.”

Emma smiled against his chest, her fingers tracing lazy circles on his skin. “I like that plan.”

It took a full week before the packet arrived in the mail.

The letter inside was direct and professional:

You have been selected to participate in an all-expenses-paid vacation to a private Caribbean island. In order to proceed, you must sign the following document and return it to our office before the details are finalized.

The document was lengthy and comprehensive, covering a wide range of potential issues — injuries, emotional distress, health concerns, and more. It was essentially a broad hold-harmless agreement designed to protect the mysterious benefactor from any liability. Luke and Emma understood what they were signing: by putting their names on it, they were agreeing to take full personal responsibility for whatever unusual or unexpected situations might arise during the trip.

They read every page carefully.

Near the end, they found the notable catch:

"Couples will provide an escrow account in the amount of the round-trip flight costs. If, for any reason, either member of the couple decides to terminate the vacation agreement, the escrow account will be forfeited."

This clause added a real financial stake to the agreement — a security deposit in the form of an escrow account covering the cost of their round-trip flights. It was clear the organizers wanted proof that the selected couples were serious and wouldn’t back out on a whim. Forfeiting that money if either of them decided to terminate the trip made the commitment feel heavier, more binding. The decision to sign suddenly carried real weight.

Luke read the clause twice, weighing the implications carefully. He wasn’t angry or alarmed, but the seriousness of it settled over him like a quiet pressure. After a long moment, he looked up at Emma.

“I guess that’s fair,” he said slowly, his voice thoughtful. “They’re not asking for the whole cost of the trip — just the flights. That seems pretty reasonable, all things considered.”

He set the document down on the coffee table and leaned back against the couch, thinking out loud.

“It makes sense, really. The flights are on a charter, so spreading the cost across a whole plane keeps it manageable. And if someone gets sick or has a family emergency and needs to leave early, the organizers would still have to cover extra accommodations or changes. Plus… if anyone gets cold feet at the last minute, losing the escrow money is a decent penalty. It keeps everyone honest.”

He turned to face Emma fully, searching her eyes. The weight of what they were about to agree to hung between them.

“If someone gets cold feet, they pay a reasonable price for it,” he continued. “I think we can sign this… if you agree.” His voice softened. “I’m ready to move forward, but only if we’re both completely on the same page.”

Emma set the contract aside and turned toward him on the couch, her eyes bright with a mix of nerves and unmistakable arousal. She bit her lower lip, then asked softly, “Baby… is this making you as horny as it’s making me?”

Luke let out a shaky breath, his cock already half-hard just from the conversation. “I can’t lie,” he admitted, his voice low. “There’s definitely some apprehension. Yeah… I’m a little nervous about the possibility that you might have regrets afterward.”

Emma shifted closer, her hand sliding onto his thigh. “What about you, baby?” Her tone turned teasing, but there was real curiosity beneath it. “The results of those tests… they seemed to suggest you might end up watching me have sex with someone else.”

He swallowed hard, his pulse quickening. “I mean… I kind of think that’s a given, considering everything the questions and the tests were getting at.”

She held his gaze, her fingers tracing slow circles on his leg. “Do you think you would be okay with that?”

“Fuck yeah,” Luke answered, his voice rough with honesty. His cock twitched visibly in his pants. “I get a massive hard-on just thinking about some stud with a big cock fucking you.”

Emma’s eyes widened slightly, a flush creeping up her neck. “Really?”

“Yeah,” he confessed, his breath coming faster. “I know it’s playing with fire a little… but I’ve jerked off to that idea pretty much nonstop since we figured out where this was heading. It’s so… nasty. And so fucking hot.”

A slow, wicked smile spread across Emma’s face. She leaned in closer, her voice dropping into a sultry whisper. “Well, if you put it that way, baby… then I can hardly wait to get a nice big dick in my pussy.” She paused, letting the words sink in, her hand drifting higher on his thigh. “It’ll be like a flashback to how wild my life was before we got married. And it’s only temporary anyway… right?”


Departure Day

As the day of their departure for the two-week vacation drew closer, Luke and Emma threw themselves into wrapping up work. They not only cleared their desks but pushed ahead on several projects, determined to leave nothing hanging. Emma, in particular, seemed to pour extra energy into preparing for the trip. She spent hours shopping online and in stores, carefully selecting an array of skimpy swimwear, flattering beach cover-ups, and elegant evening outfits that hugged her curves in all the right places. Luke took a simpler approach — a few new pairs of swim trunks and some comfortable beach shoes.

Neither of them realized how unnecessary all that careful packing would soon prove to be.

On the morning of their adventure, a sleek black limousine pulled up outside their home. With a heady mix of excitement and nervous energy, they loaded their suitcases into the trunk, laughing and stealing quick kisses like teenagers sneaking away for a dirty weekend. They had no idea their luggage would be quietly placed in storage the moment they boarded the plane and would never make it to the island with them.

The first leg of the journey took them to Miami, where they transferred to a luxurious small jet charter. On board were ten carefully selected couples, including Luke and Emma. The women were all strikingly attractive, each with her own distinct appeal — from curvy and generously busty to one athletic beauty who looked like a fitness model, with perky breasts and an impossibly tight, toned body. The men were handsome and fit, and the age range varied: some couples appeared to be in their mid-twenties, while others were pushing forty. One pair stood out — a distinguished-looking man around forty with a stunning young wife clearly in her twenties, her body language radiating confidence and sensuality.

Once everyone had settled into the plush leather seats and the jet climbed smoothly into the sky, conversation naturally turned to the curious fact that no one had been allowed to bring their luggage on board. Speculation rippled through the cabin. Maybe clothing and accessories would be provided on the island? The idea only added another layer of mystery and forbidden anticipation to the trip.

As the chatter grew, the same middle-aged man who had led the Las Vegas seminar — Walter — stepped forward with a microphone. The couples fell quiet, turning their full attention to him, eager for answers about the unique experience awaiting them.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Walter began, his voice smooth and confident, “if I may, I’d like to start part of your orientation now. When we arrive at our private island sanctuary, you will be issued special clothing to wear initially. Additional outfits will be provided daily — sometimes multiple times per day. The general motif is beachwear, but with certain… modifications and stylistic changes that make the clothing far more exciting.”

He smiled knowingly as a few of the women exchanged intrigued glances.

“The island has a full staff to assist with any needs or concerns you may have. There will also be other guests present. Feel free to engage with them at any time. They are on vacation as well — and in fact, they are the ones who generously fund this entire experience. You’ll find both men and women among them, though mostly men. Some of the gentlemen are slightly older than your group, but not by much. There is absolutely no need to feel uncomfortable around any of the guests, staff, or maintenance personnel. Our recreation staff will be available daily to guide you and provide instructions whenever necessary to ensure you fully enjoy your stay.”

Walter paused, letting his words sink in, his eyes sweeping across the eager faces.

“Please… relax. Let go. And enjoy every moment of your time with us. I truly believe that by the end of these two weeks, each and every one of you will agree this was the most stimulating, transformative jump-start your marriage — and your sex life — has ever received.”

The small jet touched down smoothly on the private airfield, its size perfectly matched to the runway. The moment the cabin door opened, a wave of palpable excitement swept through the ten couples. Warm, tropical air washed over them, carrying the scent of salt water and blooming flowers. They were quickly ushered from the plane onto a sleek waiting boat, the engines purring as it pulled away from the dock and set sail toward the private island that would be their home for the next two weeks.

Though modest in size by Caribbean standards, the island felt vast and inviting, with lush greenery, hidden coves, and enough space for four-wheeler tours and other adventures. As the boat approached the dock, the couples leaned over the railings, eyes wide with anticipation.

Upon arrival, they were guided up a gentle path to a lavish open-air main house with sweeping views of the turquoise sea. There, the first of many wardrobe changes awaited them.

The women were handed stylish pink bikini swimsuits — elegant yet undeniably revealing, with just enough coverage to feel fashionable while still hugging every curve. Emma slipped into hers in a private changing area and emerged looking breathtaking, the bright pink fabric contrasting beautifully against her sun-kissed skin, her full 32DD breasts supported perfectly and her round, firm ass accentuated in a way that made Luke’s mouth go dry.

For the men, the outfit was far more unconventional: a simple khaki wraparound loincloth paired with a navy blue mesh net crop top that left most of their torsos exposed. No underwear was provided. The loincloth offered just enough overlap to maintain a semblance of modesty in casual settings, but the lightweight fabric and open design made it clear that comfort — and perhaps vulnerability — was part of the experience.

The first organized activity immediately separated the men and women. The women were led toward one stretch of pristine white-sand beach, while the men were taken to another section farther down the shore. The deliberate division only heightened the sense of mystery and the promise of activities designed to encourage interaction in this relaxed, sensual beachside paradise.

As Luke and the other men arrived at their designated area, they noticed several other guests already enjoying the island’s leisurely pace. A few older white men stood on a wooden pier, casually fishing with rods in hand. Nearby, an attractive couple lounged on oversized beach chairs, soaking up the warm Caribbean sun in peaceful contentment.

Among the other guests, one group immediately drew every man’s attention: seven or eight powerfully built black men dressed in simple red shorts and flip-flops. They moved with easy, confident grace along the shoreline, their dark, muscular bodies glistening under the Caribbean sun. Each one introduced himself with a warm, rolling Caribbean accent, though the inflections varied slightly from island to island.

Luke couldn’t help but notice how they carried themselves — broad shoulders, powerful chests, thick arms and legs that spoke of serious athletic training. They looked like professional soccer players or perhaps former track athletes. There was an undeniable presence about them, a quiet dominance in the way they occupied space that made the vacationing husbands suddenly feel… smaller.

With friendly smiles and relaxed charm, the black men began showing the group the array of recreational equipment available for their use: fishing rods for the pier, volleyballs and nets for beach games, snorkeling gear for exploring the vibrant reefs, and a variety of other toys and tools for whatever spontaneous fun they might want.

“All this is yours whenever there are no scheduled group activities,” one of them explained in a deep, smooth voice. “Feel free to grab anything you like. We want you to enjoy yourselves fully.”

The men were reassured that there would be plenty of free time to take advantage of the serene beach, the clear water, and everything the island had to offer. The message was clear: this was a place designed for pleasure, relaxation… and whatever else might naturally unfold.

The women were guided along a winding path to a stunningly large, pristine white-sand beach that seemed to stretch forever under the brilliant Caribbean sun. From there, they were taken on a luxurious tour of an expansive spa complex — all open-air pavilions, marble floors, and fragrant tropical flowers. The staff were almost entirely beautiful island women, each one strikingly attractive, graceful, and clearly chosen for both skill and presence.

They gave the group a warm, enthusiastic overview of the services available: deep-tissue massages, refreshing facials, full manicures and pedicures, and an extensive hair salon. The thought of being pampered like this for two entire weeks felt almost sinful — an indulgent dream of total relaxation and self-care.

As the orientation was drawing to a close, the tone in the room shifted noticeably.

The women were introduced to the island’s “recreational assistants” — a team of very attractive black men whose physiques were every bit as impressive as the group the husbands had met. Tall, broad-shouldered, and powerfully built, they moved with natural athletic grace. But unlike the men’s more modest attire, these assistants wore nothing but tiny string bikinis — the kind that left almost nothing to the imagination.

The thin fabric pouches strained visibly against their heavy, well-endowed cocks. Several of them were clearly semi-hard, the thick outlines unmistakable. Emma’s eyes widened in genuine shock. At least three of the men were visibly bigger when soft than any cock she had ever seen — even larger than the hardest ones she had experienced in her past. The sheer size made her breath catch and sent an involuntary rush of heat between her thighs.

The other women reacted with a mix of delighted gasps, nervous giggles, and open ogling. Whispers and laughter rippled through the group as they stared, unable to look away from the prominent, heavy bulges swaying with every confident step the assistants took.

The men moved through the spa with relaxed, unapologetic confidence, their minimal attire and powerful bodies adding a thick, electric charge to the already luxurious atmosphere. The air suddenly felt heavier, warmer, and far more dangerous — in the most delicious way.

Later that afternoon, both groups were brought back to their private cottages. As soon as the door closed behind them, Luke and Emma began comparing notes about their day. Most of the wives were careful with their descriptions, glossing over the most explicit details of what they had seen. But a few — including Emma — were far more open.

She told Luke about the dress code for the women and then, with a sparkle in her eye, started asking him questions about the group of black men the husbands had met. It quickly became obvious that the women had been given the more provocative “eye candy” right from the start.

When Emma began describing the recreational assistants — specifically the size and fullness of the bulges in their tiny string bikinis — Luke’s body betrayed him instantly. He felt his cock swelling rapidly, pushing noticeably against the thin khaki fabric of his wraparound loincloth until it was blatantly tenting outward.

Emma didn’t miss it. Her gaze dropped to the obvious erection, and a knowing, slightly wicked smile curved her lips.

“Is the idea of me surrounded by all those big black cocks turning you on, baby?” she asked, her voice low and teasing, laced with genuine curiosity.

Luke’s face flushed, but he couldn’t deny the truth. Within moments he was fully rock-hard, the thin fabric doing almost nothing to hide his arousal. Emma’s smile widened, warm and affectionate, though there was a new edge of confidence in her expression.

While his cock was far from the largest — something Luke was acutely aware of (he had measured it more than once and knew the internet stats all too well) — at 5.3 inches long and noticeably thinner than average, he had always taken quiet comfort in the fact that he had somehow won the heart of such a stunning woman. He didn’t spend much time comparing himself in locker rooms, and even then the cocks he saw were usually soft. Still, the obvious contrast on this island was already making him feel exposed in a way that was both humiliating and strangely thrilling.

He felt a flicker of embarrassment at how quickly and obviously he had gotten hard just from hearing her talk about the other men’s endowments. And since they still hadn’t seen any particularly attractive island women, Luke was starting to suspect this vacation might be designed far more for the wives’ enjoyment than the husbands’.

Boy, was he right. He simply had no idea yet just how thoroughly that truth would unfold.

That evening, the island’s atmosphere grew even more charged as everyone gathered for dinner. The local men continued the theme of minimal clothing, wearing little more than skimpy loincloths that beautifully accentuated their powerful, athletic physiques and added a raw, exotic heat to the warm night air.

In contrast, the vacationing men were given more conventional gym-style shorts, which only emphasized how minimal the island staff’s attire truly was. The women, however, looked stunning in their assigned outfits: short, flowing wraparound skirts in soft, tropical fabrics — similar to the men’s earlier loincloths — paired with bright red thongs that peeked teasingly into view with every step or sway of their hips. The thongs added a bold, playful flash of color and skin as the women moved about.

On top, they wore bustier-style pieces that resembled sexy performer costumes rather than ordinary swimwear — skimpy, structured, and designed to lift and display their breasts beautifully. The combination created a look that was simultaneously elegant and deliciously suggestive, perfectly matching the island’s festive yet unmistakably hedonistic atmosphere.

During dinner, as candles flickered and soft Caribbean music played in the background, the MC stepped forward to give the group a little more orientation. He spoke with smooth confidence, his voice carrying easily across the open-air pavilion.

“One thing I want to be very clear about,” he said, gesturing toward the group of powerful black island men who moved gracefully among the tables, “the men you see here were chosen very deliberately — because of their race and certain… exceptional attributes.”

Luke glanced around and felt the truth of those words settle heavily in his gut. The attributes were impossible to miss.

The MC continued, his tone turning more direct. “In the world of taboo sexual encounters, race — specifically black men with white women — remains one of the most forbidden and charged dynamics for couples. But let me be perfectly clear: these black gentlemen are not here as servants in any way. Quite the opposite.”

He paused, letting the words sink in as the guests listened with rapt attention.

“They have been hand-selected as the absolute crème de la crème — superior examples of strong, virile, highly desirable men in every sense. By the time these two weeks are over, I have no doubt that will become an undeniable consensus among all of you.”

Once everyone had finished the delicious meal, the music swelled and the dancing began.

At first, the couples paired off naturally on the open-air dance floor, laughing and moving together under the soft lights and starry sky. But before the second track even ended, the black island men began stepping forward. One by one, they politely tapped the white husbands on the shoulder — a clear signal that they were cutting in.

That was the last time the couples danced together that night.

From that moment on, the women were passed smoothly from one powerful black man to the next. The dancing grew steadily more suggestive as the free-flowing cocktails took effect. Hands roamed lower, bodies pressed closer, hips grinding with increasing boldness. The women’s short wraparound skirts flared and shifted, flashing bright red thongs and smooth, toned thighs. Laughter turned into breathy giggles, inhibitions melted away with every sip, and the air around the dance floor grew thick with raw, unmistakable sexual energy.

By the time the evening finally wound down, most of the couples walked back to their cottages a little unsteady on their feet, flushed from alcohol and something far more potent.

The moment the door clicked shut behind them, Luke was on fire.

He guided a tipsy, glowing Emma straight to the bed, his hands already tugging at her clothes. He stripped her quickly, then laid her down and dove between her thighs with desperate hunger. The moment his tongue touched her, he was stunned — her pussy was soaked, absolutely dripping with arousal. She was so wet that her juices coated his chin and cheeks almost instantly, a slick, slippery flood that told him exactly how turned on she had been all evening.

Luke licked her with fervent need, sucking and swirling his tongue over her swollen clit until she came hard — twice — her thighs trembling around his head as she cried out in pleasure.

Only then did he climb on top of her. He pinned her arms above her head, slid inside her soaked heat, and began thrusting. The sensation was overwhelming. Emma felt incredible — hot, wet, and still pulsing from her orgasms. He lasted barely thirty seconds before he groaned and emptied himself deep inside her with a shuddering release.

As he collapsed beside her, panting, his cum slowly leaking from her well-fucked pussy, Luke felt a strange mix of satisfaction and embarrassment. He silently vowed that as the week went on, he would do better — last longer, make it better for her.

Little did he know that those frantic thirty seconds would be the last time he would have penetrative sex with his wife for a very, very long time.


The First Night

During their first full night on the island, most of the husbands experienced something very similar to Luke. They wasted the rare opportunity to properly fuck their wives, reduced to a few frantic minutes of desperate pounding before losing control and spilling too soon. Even though Luke had gone down on Emma first, it was safe to say that most of the women fell asleep that night slightly drunk, flushed with alcohol and dancing… and more than a little unsatisfied with their husbands’ rushed performances.

None of the men — Luke included — had any real idea yet that, barring something extraordinary, these would be the last times they would fuck their own wives for the entire vacation.

Luke, for his part, had been painfully turned on all evening. Watching Emma pressed close against one powerful black dancer after another — their big hands resting possessively on her hips, her body grinding back against them with increasing freedom — had left him rock-hard and aching. By the time he finally got her back to their cottage, she was soaked and ready, her pussy slick with arousal in a way he hadn’t seen in years.

But the husbands weren’t the only ones watching.

A number of the other guests — the benefactors who quietly funded these trips — had observed the entire scene with keen interest. Several of the older white men seemed just as fascinated by the white husbands’ reactions as they were by the sight of the beautiful wives dancing so intimately with the black staff.

The one married couple among the benefactors appeared to be enjoying themselves immensely. The distinguished older husband spent nearly as much time kissing his much younger, stunning wife and openly rubbing her pussy through her thin skirt as he did watching the increasingly heated dance floor. The sight only added to the thick, voyeuristic atmosphere of the night.

The next morning brought a new, carefully orchestrated arrangement of activities.

The husbands were gathered at the long wooden pier, where they could choose between peaceful fishing or a more energetic game of beach volleyball. It was presented as a relaxed way to enjoy the morning — some quiet contemplation with a rod in hand, or friendly competition and camaraderie under the sun.

Meanwhile, within clear view from the pier, their wives had been led to a different section of the pristine beach. There, they were given “instructions” on snorkeling — an activity that promised an underwater adventure filled with vibrant coral reefs and colorful marine life.

But today, the women were given far more revealing swimsuits — tiny red thongs that barely covered anything and minuscule tops that left very little to the imagination. Several of the bustier women, including Emma, were clearly struggling to contain their full breasts in the skimpy fabric. The tops were so small that Emma’s heavy 32DD tits spilled generously over the edges, her nipples faintly visible through the thin material. Luke couldn’t help noticing that the fitness model in the group — with her perky A-cup breasts — was one of the few who didn’t look like she was about to burst out of hers. Emma, despite being a solid C cup on a normal day, was actually one of the less busty women in the group. That realization said everything about how deliberately provocative the outfits were.

Almost all the black recreational assistants were there as well, wearing nothing but tiny G-strings. The thin pouches strained dramatically against their heavy, soft cocks, the outlines thick and impossible to ignore. When the fabric got wet from the surf, it became almost transparent, leaving virtually nothing to the imagination.

From his spot on the pier, Luke watched as Emma was approached by two very tall, powerfully built island men. They guided her onto a small floating platform and out into the gentle waves, “teaching” her how to properly use the snorkel mask and breathe through the tube. Luke smiled to himself at first — Emma was a fully qualified scuba diver and knew exactly what she was doing. The “lesson” was clearly just an excuse for the two men to run their large hands freely over her ass, thighs, and waist as they adjusted her position on the float.

On more than a few occasions, Emma found herself eye-level with their crotches. Their already impressive cocks were visibly growing inside the tiny G-strings, the thick bulges swelling and shifting with every movement. Luke’s own cock twitched hard in his loincloth as he watched his wife so close to them, her face inches away from their heavy, thickening manhoods.

After about an hour of this so-called instruction, most of the women had shed their tiny tops altogether, letting their breasts bounce freely in the warm sun and sea spray. Luke had no complaints about that development. The black attendants arranged for staff to bring out trays of colorful cocktails, keeping the women refreshed while quietly collecting the discarded tops and carrying them back to shore.

The black assistants made sure the women took frequent “breaks” from snorkeling — ostensibly to reapply sunscreen and avoid burning in the intense Caribbean sun. In reality, it was the perfect excuse for their large, confident hands to explore.

They were on hand immediately, generously spreading thick, coconut-scented lotion and shimmering oil across smooth, bare skin. Luke watched, transfixed, as strong dark fingers glided over backs, shoulders, and then boldly moved to the front. The topless women made little effort to stop them. Emma included. Her full, heavy breasts were soon glistening under the assistants’ attentive touch, their palms cupping and massaging the soft, oiled flesh with slow, deliberate strokes. Thumbs circled and teased hardened nipples. Even the slim fitness model with her perky little A-cups received long, lingering attention.

Luke’s cock throbbed painfully in his loincloth as he stared from the pier. The sight of his gorgeous wife — topless, oiled, and clearly enjoying the hands of two powerful black men roaming freely over her body — sent a confusing rush of heat straight to his groin.

From his vantage point the view wasn’t perfect, but he was almost certain he could see several of the assistants’ thick cocks beginning to strain and escape the tiny G-strings, growing visibly harder as they worked. The thin fabric did nothing to hide the heavy, swelling outlines.

Later, while the women relaxed with a light lunch in the shaded beach pavilion — laughing, sipping cocktails, and chatting with flushed cheeks — the husbands were served simple sandwiches and cold beer beneath the palm trees. Luke had been rock-hard for most of the morning, doing his best to hide the obvious tent in his wraparound. He wasn’t the only one. As the minutes passed, it became clear that nearly every husband was struggling with the same aching erection, their eyes repeatedly drifting toward the beach where their wives were being so openly admired and touched.

After lunch, the men were given fresh wraparound loincloths. As they tied the new ones on, they quickly realized these were cut noticeably shorter and more open than before. Their erections were now almost impossible to conceal. Even with the women temporarily out of sight, a few red-faced husbands stood awkwardly with raging hard-ons of varying sizes on full display. Luke glanced around the group and felt a strange, bittersweet wave of reassurance wash over him — at least, in this particular crowd of white men, he was roughly average.

By midafternoon, the husbands were led to a large shaded pavilion near the beach. The mood shifted noticeably when one of the men — a fit, sandy-haired guy in his thirties — was singled out and taken into a small dressing area. When he emerged a few minutes later, the change was shocking.

His new “wraparound” was nothing like the others. The front was completely open, the fabric barely covering the sides of his hips. His small, flaccid cock hung out completely exposed, soft and vulnerable in the warm air. Luke felt an immediate pang of sympathy for the man, wondering why he alone had been dressed this way.

The answer arrived almost immediately.

The man’s wife — a very pretty brunette with shoulder-length curly hair and a lithe, athletic body — stepped into the pavilion wearing nothing but a tiny red G-string that barely covered her smooth, freshly waxed pussy. The husbands would soon learn that the women’s first spa session had focused on Brazilian waxing for anyone who wasn’t already bare.

A tall, powerfully built black islander approached her with confident ease. He pulled her into a deep embrace, kissing her passionately while his big hands roamed freely over her body — squeezing her ass, caressing her breasts, teasing her nipples. The brunette melted against him, moaning softly into his mouth. Her hand slid down his muscular torso and boldly rubbed the rapidly swelling pouch of his G-string.

With one smooth, practiced motion, she untied the string and tugged the tiny garment down. His massive black cock sprang free, thick and heavy, bobbing heavily in front of her face. The contrast was breathtaking.

She dropped to her knees without hesitation, wrapping both hands around the thick shaft. The husbands stared open-mouthed as she struggled to fit even the swollen, bulbous head between her stretched lips. The black man groaned in pleasure, placing one large hand on the back of her head and slowly feeding more of his enormous cock into her eager mouth.

Once he was fully hard — veined, intimidating, and glistening with her saliva — he gently lifted her onto a cushioned table in the center of the pavilion. He laid her on her back, spread her legs wide, and lowered his mouth to her dripping pussy. The moment his tongue touched her, she cried out and came hard, her body arching violently as the first of many powerful orgasms ripped through her.

After several long minutes of skilled oral worship, he rose, positioned the thick head of his cock at her entrance, and began teasing her slick folds. He rubbed the heavy shaft up and down her slit, slowly increasing the pressure until she was whimpering and begging.

“Please… fuck me…”

He pushed forward slowly, stretching her open inch by thick inch. When he was halfway inside, the brunette screamed in ecstasy and came again — hard — her pussy visibly clenching around his girth. From that moment on, she seemed to stay in a near-constant state of orgasm as he worked deeper and deeper, methodically claiming every inch of her.

Soon he was bottoming out against her cervix. Each powerful thrust made her wince and moan, her body jolting as he repeatedly slammed against the entrance to her womb. Finally, with one deep, punishing stroke, she went rigid, her eyes rolling back as a paralyzing orgasm tore through her and left her limp and trembling.

The black stud gave two more long, deliberate thrusts before he buried himself to the hilt and froze. Everyone watched in stunned silence as his heavy balls tightened and he pumped load after thick load of hot black cum deep into her womb.

After the whispers and lingering shudders finally faded, the powerful black stud reached down and helped the trembling brunette to her feet. He handed her a small silk bag with a knowing smile. She reached inside and pulled out a pair of delicate pink panties.

Still flushed and breathing hard, she walked over to her husband. She gave him a long, passionate kiss — deep and possessive — then held the panties open for him. Without a word, he stepped into them. The pretty brunette pulled the soft pink fabric up his legs until it snugly cradled his small, spent cock and balls.

Then, with a wicked, satisfied smile curving her lips, she lay back on the cushioned table, spread her legs wide, and looked up at him.

“Clean me,” she said softly but firmly.

Apparently, this was nothing new for him. He didn’t hesitate for even a second. He dropped to his knees between her thighs and buried his face in her freshly fucked, cum-filled pussy. The pavilion was dead silent except for the wet, obscene sounds of his tongue lapping up another man’s thick load from his wife’s swollen folds.

Luke stood frozen, watching in absolute shock. A violent storm of emotions crashed through him — raw excitement, sickening revulsion, and a cold spike of dread. Surely Emma wouldn’t ask me to do that… The thought made his stomach twist. He knew there was no way he could bring himself to lick another man’s cum out of his wife. The very idea made him feel physically ill.

When the brunette finally shuddered through one last orgasm on her husband’s tongue, the message became crystal clear to every husband present:

This was their destiny on this island — to watch their beautiful white wives get thoroughly taken and bred by big black men.

The rules were laid out plainly. The wives were expected to have sex with the black bulls in open-air settings or, at minimum, in spaces open to all vacationers, guests, and staff. The staff needed full access in case the wife or the stud required anything during the “mating ritual.” One thing, however, was made emphatically clear: condoms were completely banned on the island.

Occasionally, a staff member would be sent to fetch a husband if his wife and her lover had already started without him. The goal was always to include the white husbands whenever possible. For the most part, that rule was followed.

But every so often, one of the wealthy sponsors would arrange a special session — multiple bulls with one wife — and the husband would not be invited.

The next time anyone saw the brunette’s husband, he was wearing an even smaller wraparound skirt that rode high on one thigh, making it impossible to miss the bright pink panties underneath. It was a clear public symbol of his new status.

It didn’t take long before nearly all the wives had abandoned their earlier outfits. Most now wore nothing but the skimpiest “wicked weasels” — tiny bikinis that were little more than colored elastic strings. The narrow strips barely covered their nipples and vulvas, leaving the rest of their bodies gloriously exposed. Some women didn’t bother with even that, happily walking around topless or completely naked, their bodies glowing with confidence and sexual freedom under the tropical sun.

Shoes were required for certain activities, so the women were given sexy heels whenever they were at the pavilion or spa. Otherwise, they wore simple canvas slip-ons or simply went barefoot, their bare feet padding sensually across warm sand and polished marble.

The very next day, the pretty brunette from the first public sex show appeared with a fresh Queen of Spades tattoo inked elegantly on the upper curve of her left breast. It wasn’t strictly mandatory, but it had been strongly encouraged. The black guys had even advised her on placement — high enough that she could easily hide it with normal clothing back home… or choose to display it proudly for anyone she wanted to see.

It didn’t take long for the dominoes to begin falling.

One by one, the cuckold husbands fell into line. By the second day, every man Luke saw was wearing the shorter wraparound skirt and the telltale pink panties underneath. The symbolism was unmistakable — each pair of pink panties meant that husband had already been cuckolded by at least one of the black island men.

What struck Luke as strange was how calmly it all happened. He never witnessed a single outburst of jealousy or rage. No arguments, no dramatic scenes. The screening process must have been ruthlessly effective at weeding out anyone who might have second thoughts. Of course, the threat of forfeiting the escrow money was always there — not as punishment, but as a quiet reminder of their commitment. It might come into play later if anyone started having regrets about fully embracing this “free cuckold vacation.”

It was early afternoon on the second day when a smiling staff member approached Luke.

“Emma asked me to fetch you,” he said politely. “She’d like you to join her in the spa.”

Luke’s heart slammed against his ribs. He swallowed hard, nodded, and followed the man to the special activities building with leaden legs.

When he stepped inside, the sight hit him like a physical blow.

Emma was lounging completely naked on a wide double chaise, looking radiant and utterly at ease. Beside her lay one of the biggest black men Luke had ever seen — dark-skinned, massively muscled, and exuding raw masculine power. They were both sipping colorful cocktails, relaxed and intimate.

Emma glanced up, her eyes sparkling with a mix of affection and unmistakable excitement.

“Bring my husband a double whiskey,” she told a nearby staff member, then turned back to Luke with a soft, commanding smile. “Take a seat over there, baby. About twenty feet away — in that chair.”

Luke obeyed, his mouth dry. After two stiff whiskeys were placed in his hands, the reality finally settled over him like a heavy, intoxicating fog.

He was about to watch his wife get black fucked.

The big islander was exceptionally dark, his powerful body gleaming. As Luke sat there, heart pounding, he watched the man’s thick cock slowly swell and rise, growing harder and harder until it stood straight up — heavy, veined, and intimidatingly large against his chiseled abs.

Luke had to do a double-take.

It was hard to believe just how massive and thick the man’s cock truly was. Even mostly soft, it was intimidating. The fat purple head was only barely visible, peeking out from beneath a thick layer of foreskin. Luke’s mouth went dry as Emma rose gracefully to her knees and positioned herself between the black man’s powerful, muscular thighs on the wide lounger.

Without a word, she reached out and wrapped her elegant hand around the heavy shaft. The black man was already leaking a generous bead of precum that glistened at the tip. Luke gulped hard, his heart hammering wildly in his chest. This was no longer a fantasy playing out in his head late at night — this was real. His own wife was about to worship another man’s cock right in front of him.

Emma leaned forward slowly, her long blonde hair cascading over one shoulder. She used her fingers to gently pull back the foreskin, fully exposing the swollen, shiny purple head. She tasted it first with the tip of her tongue, swirling softly around the sensitive ridge, savoring the salty-sweet flavor of his precum. Then she stroked the thick foreskin up and down a few times with her hand before lowering her mouth onto him again.

She could only take about four inches before her jaw began to ache from the sheer girth. The rest of his massive cock — easily another five or six inches — remained in her hand, throbbing hotly against her palm. She pulled back with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to the glistening head, and began licking lovingly up and down the entire thick ebony shaft, coating every veined inch with her spit.

Once the whole length was slick and shining, she moved lower. She licked and sucked each heavy ball into her mouth, stretching her lips wide around them. Then she pushed his strong thighs farther apart and dragged her tongue underneath, teasing the sensitive skin before boldly licking all the way down to his ass. The black man groaned deeply in pleasure.

His cock responded instantly, growing even thicker and angrier. The foreskin retracted further, revealing more of the fat purple head. Fully hard now, it had to be close to nine inches of thick, powerful meat.

Luke shuddered violently. He had always known Emma had taken some big cocks in her past — both black and white — but seeing it happen right in front of him was something else entirely. No fantasy could have prepared him for the visceral reality of watching his beautiful wife eagerly service a cock this enormous. From this moment on, he would never have to imagine it again. He would carry the memory of her taking this huge black cock into her tight pussy for the rest of his life.

Just then, Luke noticed the benefactor couple — Kenny and Tara — strolling casually toward the scene. They smiled warmly at him.

“Mind if we stay and watch?” Kenny asked politely. “We’d love to see your lovely wife get properly deflowered, so to speak.”

Luke hesitated for a split second, his mind racing. But he couldn’t think of a single reason to refuse. These people were funding the entire trip, and he had already watched the brunette get fucked the night before. If anything, it was obvious that everyone here — guests included — was there to fully enjoy the voyeuristic thrill of it all.

As the couple settled into chairs beside him, Luke took them in more carefully. Kenny looked to be in his mid-fifties but was in excellent shape — trim, tanned, and clearly someone who took care of himself. Tara, on the other hand, was a knockout brunette who appeared no older than her mid-thirties, though she was almost certainly older. She had the polished, confident beauty of a trophy wife who was very well kept by a successful man.

They sat with Luke and watched the action on the lounger heat up, their eyes gleaming with open lust. Almost immediately, they began peppering him with questions about Emma.

“Is this her first time trying interracial sex?” Kenny asked casually.

Luke answered only what he knew for certain. “As far as I know… yes.”

In truth, he was now almost positive it wasn’t her first black cock, but he had no proof — only a growing suspicion that made his stomach twist in strange ways.

“God, she is seriously hot,” Tara murmured, her voice low and appreciative as she introduced herself. “Look at that tight little pussy, baby,” she said to Kenny with a wicked grin. “I bet you’d love to sink your tongue into that, huh?”

Kenny smiled broadly, clearly enjoying the game. “Mmm… absolutely.”

Luke wasn’t sure if the guests were allowed to participate, but Tara’s hungry gaze made it obvious she was at least bisexual — and very much into the show.

“Yeah, well, don’t pretend it’s all one way, mister,” Tara teased her husband, her hand sliding possessively along his thigh. “I can see you admiring that huge cock he’s about to sink into her tight little pussy. I bet you’d love to share that fat black cock with me.”

The couple was rapidly heating up, kissing deeply and groping each other as the black bull finally pressed the thick head of his massive cock against Emma’s slick entrance.

Emma let out a high, delighted squeal as he began to push inside her. At the same moment, Tara and Kenny started making out furiously, hands roaming freely under each other’s clothes. The scene was dangerously close to turning into full-blown group sex, and Luke sat there — the only one receiving zero attention — feeling painfully exposed.

He was almost certain that, after what he’d seen with the brunette the night before, he would be expected to clean Emma’s pussy with his tongue once the black man finished filling her. But he had no idea what else might be asked of him. As he sat there pondering his fate, the wet sounds of Tara and Kenny moaning and attacking each other’s bodies filled the air.

“I know the cuckold husband usually gets first dibs,” Tara said breathlessly, breaking their kiss just long enough to look at Luke with hungry eyes, “but would it be okay if I had a taste of that pussy after you clean her up?” She licked her lips. “Actually… I’d really love to lick it before he cums in her. I think I could convince him to flip her over and fuck her from behind so she can spread her legs nice and wide… and I can get my tongue right into her full, dripping cunt.”

Luke was practically burning alive with conflicted desire. He was watching his own wife slowly being penetrated by a huge black cock, inch after thick inch stretching her open, while this gorgeous woman sat right beside him openly describing how she wanted to taste her during the act — and her husband seemed completely on board with it.

Kenny leaned in with a filthy grin. “Yeah, Tara… you can focus on licking up and down her lips and that swollen little clit. But me? I’d want to concentrate on that big black cock — really get my tongue all over it… and those heavy balls.” His eyes sparkled with excitement. “Hell, I bet I could reach all the way to his asshole, just like that sweet blonde did earlier.”

By now, Emma was moaning almost continuously, a soft, breathy symphony of pleasure as the huge black cock sank deeper and deeper into her pussy. Luke stared, transfixed and horrified, certain that any second she would cry out in pain when the thick head finally battered against her cervix. But the massive islander kept going — slow, deliberate, powerful thrusts that stretched her open wider with every inch.

Kenny and Tara were fully lost in their own lust now. Kenny had Tara bent over in front of him, fucking her hard from behind in a deep doggie-style grip. Luke caught a glimpse of Kenny’s cock — surprisingly thick and decent-sized for a white man — slamming into his younger wife. Yet even as they fucked with abandon, both of them kept their eyes locked on Emma and the enormous black cock disappearing between her legs.

Luke’s own cock was painfully hard, straining desperately against the thin fabric of his wraparound, tenting it obscenely outward. But Emma wasn’t looking at him. She wasn’t looking at Tara or Kenny either. Her gaze was fixed solely on the powerful black man above her, staring into his deep brown eyes with raw, open desire. Every time he leaned down to kiss her, she smiled against his lips like she was exactly where she belonged.

While Kenny continued pounding Tara from behind, she gasped out between moans, “Luke… could you go over and reposition them for us? We want a better view. We need to see that hot little white pussy getting stretched around his big black cock.”

Luke’s legs felt like lead as he stood and moved forward. He took Emma’s hand, helping her rise on shaky legs, then guided both her and the black stud to the edge of the wide lounger. With trembling hands, he helped Emma climb on top and straddle the man in reverse cowgirl position.

As she lowered herself, Emma reached back, took Luke’s hand, and deliberately pushed it downward. She wrapped his fingers around the thick, veined black cock she had just been riding and held them there.

“Hold it for me, baby,” she whispered, her voice husky with lust. “Help me take it.”

Luke’s heart hammered as he gripped the hot, throbbing shaft. Tara said nothing — she simply moved forward, dropped to her knees between the spread legs, and began licking Emma’s swollen clit with eager, hungry strokes. Emma came hard within thirty seconds, her body shuddering violently as Tara’s talented tongue worked her most sensitive spot.

Tara licked lower too, dragging her tongue along the slick black shaft where it disappeared into Emma’s pussy. She looked up at Kenny with a filthy smile and beckoned him over. Soon he was right there beside her, eagerly licking the messy union of cock and cunt, tasting the abundant juices dripping from their joining.

After a few minutes, Kenny glanced at Luke. “Come on… join us.”

By now Luke was beyond resistance. He dropped to his knees, leaned in, and tentatively licked his wife’s stretched pussy lips. The taste hit him immediately — her familiar sweetness mixed with the thick, musky flavor of the black man’s cock. As he slid his tongue along her folds, the huge shaft pushed back into Emma, sliding right past his licking tongue. He even found himself licking the heavy balls, just as he had seen Emma and Kenny do earlier.

The rhythm built faster. Emma began bucking wildly on the thick cock, taking every inch she could. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, until suddenly her entire body tensed, shook violently, and she let out a long, broken cry as the most powerful orgasm of the day tore through her.

Seconds later, the black stud groaned deeply, thrust up hard, and froze. Everyone watched as his heavy balls tightened and he pumped load after thick, hot load of black cum directly against the entrance to Emma’s womb.

As the swollen black cock began to soften inside her, the massive islander slowly withdrew from Emma’s stretched pussy. A thick trickle of cum immediately followed, leaking from her swollen lips. Emma simply smiled, a satisfied, almost dreamy expression on her face. She reached down, placed her hand gently over her freshly fucked pussy to hold the load in, and looked straight into Luke’s eyes.

No words were needed.

Luke moved forward as if in a trance. He lowered his mouth to her dripping sex and began to lick. The taste hit him immediately — warm, thick, and surprisingly not unpleasant. Emma’s familiar salty-sweet flavor mixed with the creamy, slightly musky load of the black man. It was thick and rich, with a faint sweetness underneath the saltiness. To his shock, he didn’t hate it. In fact, as he lapped eagerly, sucking the cum from her pulsing folds, he found himself growing even more aroused.

When he had cleaned her pussy thoroughly, Emma stroked his hair and smiled down at him tenderly.

“Now his cock, baby,” she said softly. “Clean my new lover’s cock for me.”

Luke obeyed. He moved between the black man’s muscular thighs and began licking the heavy, softening shaft. He could taste Emma’s juices all over it — her bold, slippery secretions from their intense mating. He worked his way up to the head, gently pulled back the foreskin, and sucked the still-leaking tip. The last few pulses of cum coated his tongue as he swallowed them down.

It was done.

Luke had just sucked another man’s cock clean. He had officially become a cock-sucking cuckold.

Emma smiled warmly at him, then turned to Tara. “Would you like a turn?”

Tara didn’t hesitate. She moved forward eagerly and buried her face between Emma’s thighs, her talented tongue attacking Emma’s sensitive clit with expert precision. It took less than a minute for Emma to cry out and cum hard again, her body shaking as Tara sucked and licked her through the powerful orgasm.

Meanwhile, Kenny gave the black stud only a short rest before he dropped to his knees and took the heavy, cum-slick cock into his mouth. Luke watched in stunned amazement as Kenny sucked and licked with obvious enthusiasm. Within minutes, the massive black cock was hardening again in Kenny’s mouth. Kenny kept working it diligently until the stud groaned and erupted once more, flooding Kenny’s mouth with a second thick load. Kenny swallowed greedily, savoring every drop.

Afterward, Kenny and Tara shared a deep, messy French kiss — swapping the mixed cum between them — before Kenny bent Tara over and fucked her hard until he added his own load deep inside her pussy. When he finished, he immediately pushed her onto her back and buried his face between her legs, eagerly cleaning his own cum from her while licking her to two shattering orgasms. Emma and Luke watched the entire display in dazed silence.

Luke couldn’t help wondering whether Tara would eventually sample the island’s black bulls herself. It made perfect sense — Kenny had clearly paid a small fortune to watch a dozen beautiful white wives get fucked senseless by superior black cock. Later that week, Luke would indeed see Tara getting thoroughly fucked multiple times on the open beach. He suspected that behind closed doors, both she and Kenny were enjoying plenty of black cock as well.

As everyone finally collapsed back onto their loungers, spent and glistening with sweat, an attendant approached and handed Emma a small silk bag.

Emma stood up gracefully, still naked and glowing. She gently removed Luke’s wraparound skirt, then held open a pair of delicate pink panties for him. He stepped into them without protest. She pulled them up snugly around his hips, then handed him a new, even shorter open-front skirt.

From that moment forward, Luke was officially marked.

He was a confirmed cuckold.

And soon, every husband on the island would be dressed in the same humiliating pink panties.

Every evening after dinner, the island offered a sex show.

Before the two weeks were over, every hotwife in the group would take her turn on stage. Each performance grew bolder and more erotic than the last, always involving multiple black bulls in one form or another.

One night, the MC drew a name at random from a hat. The chosen woman — a curvaceous redhead — was led onto the raised platform and quickly stripped naked to the pounding rhythm of Caribbean drums. Three powerfully built black men joined her. The entire audience watched, mesmerized, as they used her body in every imaginable way.

Luke and Emma sat close together, their hands intertwined, eyes locked on the stage with pure, unfiltered lust. The redhead was soon double-penetrated — one thick cock buried deep in her pussy, another stretching her ass wide open. She was completely stuffed, writhing and screaming in ecstasy as the two men pounded both her holes in perfect rhythm. Her third lover fed his massive cock into her eager mouth, completing the obscene tableau.

When the bulls finally came — flooding her pussy, ass, and throat — the woman’s husband was ushered onto the stage. In front of everyone, he dropped to his knees and cleaned her thoroughly: first her cum-dripping pussy, then her well-fucked ass, and finally sharing a deep, messy kiss with her as he licked the third man’s load from her face. The whole pavilion erupted in loud, enthusiastic applause.

From the very first time Emma had been fucked by a black bull, Luke found himself caught in a constant emotional storm. One moment he felt like the ultimate submissive cuckold, reveling in the intense arousal of watching his wife get taken so completely. The next, sharp pangs of doubt and shame about his own sexual identity would crash over him.

Whenever he tried to voice his feelings of humiliation to Emma, she would pull him close, kiss him tenderly, and reassure him with genuine warmth.

“Oh no, baby,” she would say softly. “Why would you think that? This whole experience has been so incredibly erotic and fulfilling for me… and you’ve been such an important, loving part of it all.”

She never once used the word “cuckold.” But Luke knew exactly what he had become.

It wasn’t just the threat of losing the escrow money that kept him compliant. Deep down, he couldn’t deny how intensely turned on he was by the sight of his wife — and all the other beautiful women — being filled again and again with huge black cocks. Secretly, he worried about what would happen when they returned home. Would Emma become addicted to this? For his part, he couldn’t imagine inviting a black man into their marital bed back in Albuquerque. And while many of the other husbands seemed perfectly content with their new roles, Luke still recoiled at the thought of sucking another man’s cock again.

Emma had chosen to get her Queen of Hearts tattoo placed high on her upper breast — discreet enough to hide with a bra in everyday life, yet visible and provocative whenever she wore something skimpy or low-cut.

One evening, as they lay together after another long day, Luke’s paranoia finally spilled out.

“Baby… I’m worried you’re losing respect for me,” he confessed quietly. “I’m scared that seeing the role I play every time you’re fucked… you’ll start thinking of me as less of a man.”

Emma turned to him immediately, cupping his face with both hands, her expression soft but confident.

“Oh, no, baby. Why would you ever think that?” She kissed him gently. “This experience has been so erotic, so sexy, and so deeply fulfilling for me. And you’ve been such an integral, loving part of every moment. I’m sorry if I made you feel otherwise — I really thought you were getting off on all the wild sex as much as I was. You told me yourself that you’d always wanted to see me fucked by another man.” She searched his eyes. “You’re not having second thoughts, are you?”

She paused, then continued with quiet honesty, her voice dropping lower.

“I had almost forgotten what it felt like… a big, thick black cock slamming all the way up inside my pussy. No offense, baby, but these guys really know how to use what they have. They stretch me so wide and so full… it makes my clit rub perfectly against their hard shaft with every thrust. It’s hard to describe, but I can feel the difference so clearly.”

“Does that mean you won’t want to get back to having sex with me?” Luke asked, his voice quieter than he intended.

“Oh my God, Luke. No. No, baby,” Emma said quickly, rolling toward him and cupping his face with both hands. Her eyes were soft, almost pleading. “Seriously, don’t worry about that. This vacation is supposed to enhance our sex life, not replace it. Haven’t you been listening to the other couples and the MC every night? This is meant to be an adventure. A guiltless, once-in-a-lifetime adventure. The only reason we’re not supposed to have sex together right now is because… well, I’m getting so much black cock all the time.” She gave him a small, almost apologetic smile. “But that will be over soon. When we go home, we’ll go back to being just a normal married couple again.”

Luke searched her face. “So… you won’t be wanting big black cocks to fuck you when we get home?”

“Oh, come on, baby,” Emma replied with a light laugh, though it sounded a touch forced. “Surely that’s not really bothering you? I just said it — things will go completely back to normal once we’re home.”

Luke felt a wave of reassurance wash over him. Deep in the back of his mind, he was genuinely looking forward to returning home and making slow, familiar love to his wife again. But right alongside that hope, a darker feeling of regret was already taking root — the quiet dread that he might never again get to watch her get fucked so thoroughly, so wantonly, by superior black cock.

He couldn’t decide which future he wanted more. The seed of doubt had been firmly planted, and he knew, with a sinking feeling, that he would soon be the one reluctantly watering it.

In reality, life back home would prove no different from the island. It might not happen every night like it did here, but Luke was almost certain he would see his wife filled with big black cock again. The real question was whether he could handle a steady diet of it once they returned to Albuquerque. What if they grew too comfortable with the arrangement? What if friends or family somehow found out? They would need to be extremely careful — keeping any future encounters far away from home.

Am I going crazy? he wondered silently. Emma says we’re going back to our old life the moment we get home… but what if she can’t? And what if I can’t?

That wasn’t the last they would see of Kenny and Tara, either.

Later in the week, after Emma had been double-teamed in the pavilion one evening, Tara pulled Luke aside with a mischievous smile.

“I’ll give you a blowjob,” she offered sweetly, “if you let me go down on Emma afterward and lick all that cum out of her pussy and ass.”

It really wasn’t a bad offer, Luke thought. Since he wasn’t allowed normal sex with his own wife, this felt like the next best thing. No one seemed to mind when Tara dropped to her knees in front of him, pulled down his short skirt and pink panties, and took his painfully hard cock into her warm, eager mouth.

As she sucked him with surprising skill, Luke wondered how many of the other husbands had quietly begged their wives for some kind of sexual relief.

Luke kept dropping subtle hints to Emma that no one would ever know what they did together in the privacy of their cottage. “Just a quick one,” he’d whisper. “No one has to find out.”

But every time, Emma would smile at him gently and remind him of the rules. “Baby, I’m getting so much black dick right now… I really want you to experience the full thing. I want you to wait until we’re back home before you fuck me again.”

Luke had managed to sneak in a couple of quick masturbation sessions when no one was around, but it was a poor substitute for the real thing. The aching need only grew worse.

So when Tara dropped to her knees in front of him one evening, pulled down his short skirt and pink panties, and took his painfully hard cock into her warm, skilled mouth, he didn’t stand a chance. He lasted barely a few minutes before he groaned and erupted, pumping what felt like the biggest load of his life down her throat.

Tara rose with a satisfied smile, pulled Emma close, and kissed her deeply — a filthy, open-mouthed snowball that let Luke watch his own cum pass from Tara’s tongue into his wife’s mouth. Emma swallowed it all, then looked straight at Luke and gave him a playful wink.

Tara wasted no time dropping back down between Emma’s spread thighs. She feasted hungrily on the steady flow of mixed cum leaking from Emma’s well-used pussy, her tongue working eagerly while the small audience of nearby guests clapped and cheered every wet, obscene sound.

For the cuckold husbands, the emotional journey varied widely.

A couple of the men seemed deeply embarrassed after watching their wives get thoroughly fucked by the well-hung black bulls in the open pavilion — especially when their wives made no attempt to stay quiet. The women moaned, screamed, and cried out in ecstasy without any inhibition as they came over and over again in front of everyone.

Luke existed somewhere in the middle. He wasn’t constantly upset or mortified, but he also wasn’t as enthusiastically vocal about it as some of the others. A few husbands spoke openly and brazenly about how incredibly hot it was to watch their wives get dominated by massive black cock. One man even admitted casually over drinks that he was pretty sure his wife would come home pregnant. She wasn’t on birth control, he explained with a shrug, and she had been letting every well-hung local bull cum deep inside her without hesitation.

By the end of the two-week vacation, Luke had no more questions about the cuckold lifestyle.

He had been present for nearly every time Emma was taken by a well-hung black lover, and he had almost always cleaned her cum-drenched pussy afterward with his tongue. By the final days, he was even cleaning the island guys’ cocks without being told — licking them clean after they had finished inside his wife. Near the end of the trip, Emma had asked him, with a soft, expectant smile, to suck one of the bulls hard while she watched. He did it for her pleasure, taking the thick, heavy cock into his mouth until it swelled back to full hardness.

The black studs were living out a dream — an endless supply of eager white pussy. Luke noticed that during the second week, new faces appeared among them, and the numbers seemed to grow. It felt like there was a constant rotation of large, virile black cock available for all the wives. Emma, for her part, was getting fucked anywhere from two to five times a day. The only thing she did more often than take black cock was reassure Luke — pulling him close, kissing him tenderly, and telling him what a wonderful, caring, and giving husband he was. She had no intention of ever leaving him.

He now knew she had enjoyed her fair share of well-hung black lovers before they started dating. A few times he worked up the courage to ask whether she had gone back to any after they were married. The question clearly stung her a little, but she understood his insecurity. She assured him she had not. What she didn’t tell him was that, while she hadn’t returned to any of those old lovers, she had deeply missed the feeling of being so completely filled.

She always added the same gentle truth: while Luke was nowhere near as well-endowed as her earlier lovers — and certainly not comparable to the island studs — sex with him was sweeter, more familiar, and more emotionally comfortable. It was a different kind of pleasure, she said, and one she still cherished.

On the final night, before the couples were due to fly home, the island pulled out all the stops. Special decorations lit up the pavilion, and the black studs walked around completely naked, freely rubbing their heavy cocks against the women as they pleased — and as the women eagerly encouraged.

That night, the cuckolds were encouraged to measure the size of their own hard cocks and compare the measurements with the black bulls. Many of the wives participated enthusiastically — not just with their own husbands, but willingly helping measure other men too, laughing and teasing as they held rulers against pale, average white cocks and then against the thick, heavy black ones.

Each cuckold was given a small keepsake book to record the data. The sponsors circulated freely among the couples, congratulating them on two weeks of incredibly entertaining and intensely erotic activities. Most of the thanks came from the white wives, who gushed about how grateful they were for the luxury vacation. Some of the cuckolds also expressed genuine appreciation. Remarkably, no one seemed to have any real regrets or second thoughts. As Luke looked around the mingling crowd on that final night, he had to admit the screening process had been eerily effective at selecting exactly the right couples.

The following morning, the men were issued casual island-wear slacks and short-sleeved shirts for the flight back to Miami. Of course, the cuckolds were still wearing their pink panties underneath. They would only reclaim their regular luggage and change back into their own clothes once they were safely home.

The black guys were all there to say goodbye, wishing everyone a safe journey and thanking them for the unforgettable two weeks. Each cuckold was handed a small zippered bag with strict instructions not to open it until they were back home. Their wives would give them further directions about the contents then.

On the flight back to Miami, many of the wives slept deeply, exhausted from the intense two weeks of constant pleasure. Many of the husbands, however, sat wide awake and nervous about returning to real life. Some, like Luke, couldn’t stop wondering whether their wives would now need a steady diet of big black cock to stay truly satisfied. Others were already looking forward to continuing their new cuckold lifestyle, fully indoctrinated and eager for more.


Back To Reality

On the flight back to Miami, Luke and Emma spoke in hushed whispers about everything that had happened on the island. If Emma had any reservations, she hid them perfectly. In fact, most of her words were breathed hotly into Luke’s ear, each one designed to keep him on edge.

“I can’t wait to get home, baby,” she murmured, her lips brushing his earlobe. “I’m going to fuck you so hard… I’m going to ride your little dick until it can’t take any more. This whole vacation has me so fucking horny. Just watching all those other girls getting destroyed by big black cocks woke up something deep inside me. I just hope my pussy isn’t too stretched out for you when we get back. I don’t want you feeling like your willy is too small to fill me properly.” She paused, then added with a wicked little smile, “Either way, I’ve decided that from now on, you’re definitely going to lick your cum out of my just-fucked pussy every single time we fuck.”

The constant stream of filthy whispers kept Luke painfully hard for the entire flight. He had to keep a blanket or a magazine over his lap to hide the obvious tent in his pants. Emma noticed his arousal immediately and took it as confirmation — he wasn’t having second thoughts. She dozed for a few hours, but every time she closed her eyes, visions of thick ebony cocks lined up for her played behind her lids. At one point she grew so wet and worked up in her seat that she nearly came just from the memories.

As soon as they landed, they picked up Ben from his grandparents. The next few days were filled with normal family activities — school runs, meals together, catching up on everyday life. But at night, once Ben was asleep, Emma became practically insatiable.

She would deliberately strip in front of Luke, teasing him with slow, sensual movements, then beg him to fuck her at every opportunity. Her new favorite ritual, however, was something entirely fresh for them. After he came inside her, she would climb onto his face, grind her cum-filled pussy down onto his mouth, and ride his tongue until she shattered with a powerful orgasm of her own.

Sometimes she would catch him in the shower, drop to her knees, and suck his cock with expert skill — always stopping just before he could finish. She saved every load for her pussy, then immediately sat on his face afterward so he could clean her.

Luke quickly grew worn out from the relentless pace. After several nights of multiple rounds, he finally begged for a single night off. Emma smiled sweetly and sent him to a novelty store to buy a big, thick black dildo.

“If your cock can’t keep up, baby,” she told him playfully, “then you can use this on me until I cum… and then you’ll go down on me until I cum again.”

It was obvious the dildo was only a temporary measure. Deep down, Luke knew that if Emma kept up this hunger, he would eventually have to find her a real, well-hung black lover. She never said it outright, but her vocal reactions whenever he used the toy on her made it crystal clear.

“Oh fuck… yes, yes, that’s it,” she would moan loudly as he worked the thick black dildo deep inside her. “Fuck my pussy with your big black cock… Oh yes, cum in me… fill me up!”

Luke actually started worrying he might need to soundproof their bedroom to contain her screams.

Between Ben’s activities and the intense nightly sessions, they completely forgot about the small sealed bag they had been given as a parting gift from the island — until one evening when Emma suddenly remembered. She retrieved it from her suitcase, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

“It’s time to open this, baby,” she said, holding up the mysterious zippered pouch.

She prepared for the moment with deliberate care.

Emma slipped into a short, sheer baby-doll nightgown that barely reached the tops of her thighs, the delicate fabric doing little to hide her full breasts or the curve of her ass. Beneath it she wore a tiny G-string, and she finished the look with strappy high heels and just enough makeup to make her eyes smolder. When she stepped back into the bedroom, Luke could only stare.

With a slight flutter of nerves in her stomach — equal parts excitement and something deeper — she watched as he opened the small sealed bag they had been given on the island.

Inside were five pairs of pink panties, each one a different delicate design. Tucked on top was a small handwritten note:

CUCKOLD, You will put these panties on at your pretty wife’s command. You should wear them proudly and with honor, as you have honored your wife by giving her the ultimate sexual pleasure.

A small notebook accompanied the note.

Congratulations, cuckold. Your wife has been voted one of the top performers during your vacation stay. As a reward for both of you, please find enclosed a list of contacts for our stateside brothers. They are most interested and very willing to help you continue your wife’s journey into the world of BIG BLACK COCK.

The notebook contained names and phone numbers of roughly twenty black men, neatly organized by region. The area codes clustered around major cities: New York, El Paso, Los Angeles, Atlantic City, and several others. There were even contacts in smaller cities who traveled frequently. It was clearly a well-organized network.

Later they would learn that some of the black men they had met on the island actually lived in the States. They enjoyed these paid “vacations” as much as — sometimes more than — the cuckold couples did. For a well-hung black man who loved fucking beautiful white women, it was an exceptional arrangement: the rich benefactors covered everything in exchange for providing unforgettable experiences.

Emma’s fingers trembled slightly as she flipped through the pages, her breath catching at the sheer number of options.

With their newly heightened sexual awareness, Luke and Emma’s bedroom routine had become something most men could only fantasize about.

Even though Luke’s stamina was starting to suffer from overuse, they were still having sex almost every night. He no longer worried that Emma’s exposure to big black cocks would ruin their marriage. If anything, the opposite seemed true — their connection felt deeper, more electric, and far more honest than it had in years.

Out in public, Emma was noticeably more sexually open than she had been since becoming a mother. She had grown reserved and careful during those early parenting years, but now her senses were fully awake again. She would casually point out an attractive couple at a restaurant or in the grocery store and whisper filthy suggestions to Luke — what she might like to do with the man, what she thought Luke might enjoy with the woman, or sometimes even both of them together. The casual boldness of it startled him every time.

She was always discreet, though. Around friends, family, or Ben, Emma never let even the slightest hint slip. But when she was certain no one could overhear, she would lean in close and breathe her dirty thoughts into his ear, loving the way it made him flush.

Her work wardrobe had also evolved. On the surface, she still looked professional and polished — nothing overtly risqué. But underneath, her lingerie had become far sexier. Some days she skipped the bra entirely, letting her full breasts move freely beneath a jacket. Other times she wore a garter belt and stockings with no panties at all. When she met Luke after work, she would sometimes “accidentally” let her blouse fall open just enough to give him a teasing view of her cleavage. She adored the way it always made him blush.

They stole time together whenever Ben stayed over with friends or grandparents — frantic, passionate encounters that left them both breathless.

One Friday around noon, Emma called Luke at the office.

“Baby, Ben’s spending the whole weekend with my parents,” she said, her voice warm and playful. “I’ve got a little surprise for you when we get home. I’ll order pizza so we don’t have to cook.”

Luke felt a familiar spark of excitement mixed with curiosity. He was intrigued, but after everything they’d been doing lately, he wasn’t exactly starved for attention. Still, the promise of a “surprise” from Emma always carried delicious possibilities.

He thought about how many of his friends constantly complained that marriage and kids had killed their sex lives. Luke usually just nodded along sympathetically. If they only knew how much he was getting — and how intensely — they would be speechless.

He tried his best to leave the office early that Friday, but heavy traffic delayed him, and he didn’t pull into the driveway until just after 6:00 pm.

The moment he stepped through the front door, Emma’s voice floated from the kitchen, warm and teasing.

“Hurry up, baby. Your pizza is starting to get cold.”

Luke kicked off his shoes and headed toward her. “I should really shower first—”

“No,” she interrupted smoothly, turning to face him with a knowing smile. “Come on, eat first. I need you to follow my instructions after we’ve eaten.”

He paused, eyebrows rising. “What?”

Emma simply pointed at the table with a playful glint in her eye. “Just eat your pizza.”

He sat down and devoured a few slices of pepperoni while they chatted about their days. Emma sipped a glass of white wine, and it didn’t take long for Luke to realize it wasn’t her first. She seemed relaxed, happy, and deliciously mellow, her cheeks lightly flushed in a way that always stirred something low in his belly.

When he finally headed to the master bathroom, he stopped short in the doorway. A pair of delicate pink panties lay waiting for him on the vanity, neatly folded.

Emma followed him in, closing the door softly behind her. She leaned against the frame and smiled, slow and confident.

“You remember the panties, don’t you, baby?”

Luke felt heat creep up his neck. “Yeah… How could I forget?”

“Good.” She stepped closer, her voice dropping into that soft, commanding tone he was learning to crave. “So I need you to do a little prep work before you put those on, alright?”

“What kind of prep work, exactly?”

“Trust me, baby.” Her smile widened, playful but firm. “Remember? ‘On your wife’s command.’”

He blushed, the words sending a familiar thrill through him. The blush deepened moments later when she gently but insistently hurried him out of his clothes until he stood completely naked before her.

Emma picked up a bottle of lotion and began applying it with slow, deliberate strokes — covering every inch of his body from the neck down. The scent was strange: clean and slightly clinical, nothing like her usual sweet, sensual lotions. It felt cool against his skin at first, then warm as she worked it in thoroughly, her hands gliding over his chest, arms, back, stomach, and down to his legs and ass.

“Okay, now I want you to wait eight minutes, then jump in the shower,” Emma instructed calmly. “Rub gently with your hands and use the coarse washcloth I left for you. When you’re finished, I’ll come in and do the finishing touches.”

Luke did exactly as she said. The moment he began rubbing his skin under the warm spray, clumps of body hair started coming off in bunches. He wasn’t particularly hairy to begin with, but within minutes nearly all of it was gone, leaving his skin smooth and strangely sensitive. He carefully smoothed out the last remaining patches with the washcloth, then turned off the water and waited inside the shower as instructed.

When Emma heard the water stop, she opened the door and stepped in wearing nothing but her heels. She carried a can of her pink shaving foam. Without a word, she applied a generous layer to his balls, around his cock, and all the way back to his ass. Using a delicate pink safety razor, she began shaving him with slow, meticulous strokes — first his pubic area, then carefully around his balls and the base of his cock.

“Bend over, baby,” she murmured.

He obeyed, gripping the shower wall as she shaved his ass completely smooth. When she finished, she had him raise his arms above his head so she could shave his underarms as well.

Once she was satisfied, Emma took his hand and led him to the large jacuzzi tub, already filled with warm, fragrant water and bath salts.

“Soak in here for a little while,” she said softly, kissing his shoulder. “I’ll come back and finish your prep.”

About fifteen minutes later, she returned wearing only a tiny G-string and her high heels. The sight of her like that — confident, barely dressed, and clearly in control — made Luke’s cock twitch despite everything.

She had him step out of the tub and dry off thoroughly. Then she began massaging a soothing, lightly scented lotion into every inch of his now-hairless body, her hands gliding smoothly over his chest, arms, back, legs, and finally his cock and balls. The attention made him harden quickly under her touch.

When he was completely dry and lotioned, Emma held out the pair of pink panties.

“Put these on for me.”

He stepped into them, feeling the soft fabric hug his smooth skin and cradle his half-hard cock. Emma smiled with obvious satisfaction.

“Come into the bedroom, my little cuckold husband,” she said, her voice warm but commanding. “I’ve got something you need to help me with.”

Luke followed her. In the bedroom, he watched as she slipped into a stunning, full-length sheer blue gown. The transparent fabric clung to her body, her magnificent 32DD breasts tenting the material beautifully, her hard nipples clearly visible. The little G-string underneath showed through teasingly, and the look was completed by a pair of sexy stilettos that made her legs look endless.

She turned on the TV and started streaming a movie. On screen, a muscular black actor sat on a bed, slowly stroking a massive cock that was every bit as big as the largest ones Emma had taken on the island.

On the screen, the muscular black actor was clearly preparing to give his impressive cock to the beautiful starlet — a woman who looked remarkably like Emma herself. The resemblance was uncanny.

The actress moved into position, wrapped her lips around the thick head, and began sucking him with obvious hunger. She then licked slowly all the way down the veined length to his heavy, golf-ball-sized testicles, bathing them thoroughly before teasing underneath. The massive black cock bobbed and twitched as she worshipped it.

As the video played, Emma had Luke sit obediently at the foot of the bed in nothing but his pretty pink panties and watch. She opened a drawer and pulled out a massive black dildo — a realistic replica of a porn star’s cock, thick, veined, and intimidatingly long. A moment later, she began licking and sucking the toy with the same enthusiasm as the actress on screen, her eyes flicking between the television and Luke’s face.

She set the dildo aside briefly, then started massaging her own full breasts through the sheer blue gown, arching her back sensually and letting out soft, needy moans. She smiled at Luke and beckoned him closer.

“Come here, baby. Rub my tits for me.”

He moved up the bed and began caressing her heavy breasts, feeling her hard nipples through the thin fabric. Emma glanced down and smiled at the obvious rock-hard bulge straining against his pink panties. She allowed him to slide his hands under the sheer gown, exploring her smooth, warm skin as she resumed sucking the big black dildo with wet, obscene sounds.

When she was ready, she pulled the toy from her mouth with a soft pop and handed it to him.

“Take off my G-string.”

Luke obeyed. As he slid the tiny piece of fabric down her legs, he could clearly see how soaked she was — her pussy lips glistening, her juices already coating her inner thighs.

Emma took his hand, guided the thick head of the dildo to her dripping entrance, and let him tease her swollen clit with slow, deliberate circles. She moaned deeply, hips rolling, growing wetter with every pass. Finally, she lifted her hips in clear invitation.

Luke didn’t need to be told twice. He pressed the massive head against her opening and slowly pushed inside. Inch after thick inch disappeared into her eager pussy. With every bit he fed her, Emma raised her hips higher, taking more, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

“That’s it, lover,” she gasped, her voice husky and commanding. “Fuck me with your big fat black cock. Take this little white married pussy and use it. Make me cum on your big black cock. Yeah… that’s it. Own this pussy. God, yes — fuck me deeper. Come on, deeper…”

Luke obeyed without hesitation. He gripped the massive black dildo and began pounding it into Emma’s soaked pussy with deep, relentless strokes. The wet, obscene sounds of the thick toy slamming into her filled the room as Emma threw her head back and started screaming.

“Oh fuck yes… yes, that’s it! Your big black cock is so much bigger than my husband’s little white dick! Oh yes… yes… bang my hot little white pussy! God, yes — fuck the shit out of me!”

Her voice was raw, filthy, and completely unfiltered.

“Come on, cucky,” she gasped between moans, “lick my clit while he fucks me.”

Luke was already slamming the dildo in and out when Emma suddenly grabbed a fistful of his hair and yanked his face down hard against her. Her clit was outrageously swollen — engorged and throbbing, almost like a tiny cock.

“Oh god, yes… that’s it. Come on, cucky. Suck my little clit!”

He sealed his lips around the sensitive nub and sucked greedily, flicking his tongue across the top as she bucked wildly against his face. The dildo continued thrusting deep inside her at the same time. Emma’s legs began to spasm, her ass lifting high off the bed as a powerful orgasm crashed through her. She flooded his mouth with a hot rush of her juices, soaking his chin and cheeks while her entire body shook violently.

Finally, she collapsed back onto the mattress with a long, shuddering moan, gasping for air. The huge dildo slid out of her ravaged, gaping pussy with a wet pop, leaving her swollen lips open and glistening.

“Come here, cucky,” she purred, still breathing hard. “Lay your head on my black-owned pussy. Feel my heartbeat through it… feel how hard I just came.”

Luke obeyed instantly, resting his cheek against her slick, heated mound just above her pubic bone. His mouth hovered inches from her dripping entrance. The strong, musky scent of her freshly fucked pussy — mixed with the faint remnants of the dildo — filled his senses. He could feel the rapid throb of her heartbeat against his face.

Despite how desperately hard he was, Luke slowly realized he wasn’t going to fuck her tonight.

Once she had caught her breath, Emma gently stroked his hair and spoke in that soft, commanding voice he was learning to crave.

“Pull your pretty panties to the side, baby… and jerk yourself off for me.”

He would have given anything to slide into her freshly ravaged, dildo-stretched pussy, but he didn’t dare risk breaking the mood and ending up with nothing. So he obeyed, pulling his pink panties to the side and wrapping his hand around his aching cock.

His precum flowed almost instantly, slicking his shaft. Emma watched with dark, hungry eyes, then reached down and scooped a thick dollop onto her finger. She brought it to her own mouth first, licking it slowly while holding his gaze, before gathering another and pressing it between his lips.

“Taste yourself, baby,” she whispered.

Luke sucked her finger clean. Then she guided his hand back to his cock and urged him to keep stroking. When he was right on the edge, trembling and desperate, Emma reached for the champagne glass she had placed on the nightstand earlier.

“Cum in the glass for me.”

He groaned and obeyed, draining every last drop of his heavy load into the crystal glass. It was one of the biggest loads he’d ever produced.

Emma’s smile turned wicked and satisfied.

“Now take it into your mouth, cucky. Swirl it around… really taste it… then swallow every drop.”

Luke hesitated for only a heartbeat before lifting the glass to his lips. The warm, thick cum coated his tongue as he swirled it obediently and swallowed it all down.

“Good boy,” Emma purred. “Now lick the glass clean too. You don’t want to waste a single drop of what belongs to me… or my lover.” She stroked his hair gently as he licked the inside of the glass. “Doesn’t it take you right back to our vacation? All those times you cleaned up my pussy after I’d been fucked for hours? You really are such a good little cuck. I love you so much.”

Afterward, they lay together on the bed, bodies still buzzing. Luke’s head rested on her chest as he tried to process everything.

“Holy fuck… that was seriously intense, Emma. What came over you tonight?”

Emma let out a soft, amused laugh and ran her fingers through his hair.

“Really, Luke? Have you not been getting enough sex lately?”

“Oh fuck, yes — I’m not complaining at all,” he said quickly. “It’s just… you were like a completely different person tonight. I hardly recognized you. I wasn’t expecting anything like that.”

“Baby, we were finally free for the night,” she replied, her voice warm but honest. “I don’t know how to explain it, but I just wanted something extra. No offense, but I really think we should look at that little booklet… the one with the numbers. Are you okay with that?”

Luke’s stomach tightened. “You mean… you want to have sex with a black guy again?”

“Well, yeah,” she said casually, though her fingers kept stroking him soothingly. “But you don’t have to limit it like that. What about black men?”

“Uh… so you mean we should call the numbers and bring them here? To our house?”

“No, absolutely not,” Emma said firmly, shaking her head. “Baby, you know I would never put any of us in a situation where others might find out about our little kink.”

“Our little kink?” Luke echoed, his voice catching slightly.

“Yes, baby,” Emma said softly, tracing a finger down his chest. “Don’t you remember? You wanted to see me have sex with another guy. Well… I’ve been hornier than I’ve ever been since we got back from the island. You know now that I had quite a lot of black cock before we got married, and I know you really got off watching me get royally fucked on vacation.” She kissed his shoulder tenderly. “So there’s really nothing new about it. I just feel like I need to scratch this itch. It won’t hurt our relationship — we’ve already been through the gates on that count multiple times. I mean… don’t you want to see your little wife happy?”

Luke swallowed hard, his heart pounding. “Okay… yes, I do. I want you to be happy. But… how are we going to go about this?”

Emma’s smile turned warm and approving. “That’s my good cucky boy,” she murmured, clearly pleased. “See? It wasn’t that hard, was it?” She shifted closer, her voice dropping into a conspiratorial whisper. “I don’t know all the exact details yet, but I know I’ll have to travel to LA and Vegas at least once this year for work conferences. How about we try to set something up to coincide with those trips?”

“You mean… you there by yourself?” Luke asked, his voice tightening.

“Yes,” she replied calmly. “Or we could arrange for one set of grandparents to take Ben for a few days so we could go together. That way you could come and… service us after we’ve finished fucking.”

Luke’s breath caught. “Would you honestly fuck a black man on your own?”

“Sure,” Emma said without hesitation, though her tone stayed gentle. “I want to… but only if it’s okay with you. You could stay home and look after Ben. I don’t want to pawn him off on our parents too often.”

“But are you sure it would be safe?” Luke pressed, genuine worry creeping into his voice. “You know… doing it on your own?”

“Well, the instructions said a lot of the guys from the island actually live stateside,” Emma reasoned, her fingers still tracing lazy circles on his chest. “And come on, baby — look at them. I’m sure they get plenty of white pussy. They have zero reason to screw up a system that good, do they?” She smiled playfully. “Anyway, we can vet the rendezvous spot beforehand and make sure we’re both comfortable it’s safe. It should be easy enough. Is that okay with you?”

She paused, then added with a mischievous giggle, “The only reservation I have is that you won’t get to clean us both up afterward… or rather, clean up all of us afterward.”

Luke’s cock twitched at her words.

“When’s your next seminar?” he asked, his voice a little hoarse.

“Next month in Los Angeles.”

“Okay… so how do you want to go about setting this up?”

Emma’s smile turned sweetly commanding. “That’s my good cucky boy. See? It wasn’t that hard, was it?” She shifted closer, her breath warm against his ear. “I think it would be smartest for you to stay here with Ben. That way no one else even needs to know I’m extending the trip. It’s already scheduled as a business thing, so it’s no big deal. And I’m not the one setting this up — you are, my little freshly shaved, panty-wearing cuckold.”

She let the words sink in before continuing, her voice dropping into a sultry whisper.

“I’ll leave it entirely up to you how many big black cocks you want to arrange for me. We can use the iPads so I can FaceTime or Skype everything to you in real time. You’ll also have my exact hotel and room number, just in case. So why don’t you get started and make sure you line up some big ones for your little slut wife? Really fucking big.” She shivered with excitement. “Fuck… I’m getting wet again just thinking about it. How about you lick me out one more time?”

Luke felt only the briefest flicker of reluctance. He quickly reminded himself how dramatically their sex life had improved since the island — how much more passionate, open, and frequent it had become. He had no reason to believe Emma wanted this to become anything more than physical, and she had been very clear about that. They would take every precaution to keep it safe and anonymous.

With slightly trembling hands, he picked up his phone and dialed the first number on the list.

A deep, soulful Black voice answered after a couple of rings.

“Oh, yes… Luke,” the man said smoothly, as if he’d been expecting the call. “Your wife, Emma, made quite an impression on our group of gentlemen. The program has been very successful, and we’ve thanked the sponsors for their generosity. So… what did you have in mind?”

“Well… Emma is going to be in LA next month for a conference,” Luke began, his voice already faltering. “She’ll be at the conference for a day and a half, maybe less, but she’ll have three or four days total if needed. We were wondering about the availability of one of the gentlemen to… um… well… to meet up with her.”

There was a brief pause on the other end, then a low, amused chuckle.

“Come on, Luke. Don’t be coy about it. Just say it. You want a gentleman to fuck your pretty little wife, don’t you? It’s not a problem at all. So… do you want just one?”

Luke’s face burned. “Yes. Uh… I mean, well… at least one. Um… can she have more?”

“First of all, Luke, this session is for both of you,” the man replied smoothly. “Will you be coming? If you’re not physically there, the session is still for both of you.” He paused, then asked pointedly, “Can you answer me a question? Has your sex life ever been better than it has been since you got back from your free vacation?”

“Uh… well…”

“Yes or no, Luke?”

Luke swallowed hard. “Okay… no. No, it has never been better.”

“Good,” the man said, sounding genuinely pleased. “And has her love for you seemed to diminish in any way?”

“God, no. Honestly, she’s even more loving, more caring, and definitely more… wanton than ever before.”

“Of course she is,” the man replied, as if that was the only possible answer. “Now, if you give me her available dates and times, I’ll arrange everything on this end. We even have a special suite that might be available at one of the sponsor’s homes. It’s fully outfitted with multiple cameras and wrap-around sound. If you want, we can provide you with a copy of the video of everything that happens. By the way, this video will never be published. At the start, everyone involved will make a formal declaration to that effect, and you can have the sponsor destroy the master copy anytime you ask. There are absolutely no strings attached — it’s just like the vacation. Okay?”

“Hell, you guys really do think of everything,” Luke said, a mix of awe and unease in his voice.

“Discretion is the absolute key,” the man replied smoothly. “Having a woman as beautiful as Emma come to be properly serviced and discreetly watched by the sponsors is an honor for them. She will be treated with the utmost care and respect. Not every couple makes a strong enough impression to earn these privileges. Emma is rated at the very top of the list. She’s actually one of the most popular guests we’ve ever had.” He paused, then added with quiet satisfaction, “I know exactly how incredible she was… because I was there, and I enjoyed her pussy myself.”

Luke’s grip tightened on the phone. He gave the man Emma’s available dates and times, his stomach twisting with nerves about the upcoming trip. Could he really trust this stranger? No one had contacted them since the island, and nothing suspicious had happened… yet he still felt a flicker of doubt. In the end, he pushed it aside and shared her full schedule.

At the end of the call, the man gave Luke a secondary phone number and a secret code to use if any changes came up. The whole exchange felt strangely clandestine, which somehow made Luke feel slightly more secure.

“Uh… one more thing,” Luke added hesitantly. “She really wants to make sure that the gentleman — or gentlemen — are, um… well, you know…”

The man cut him off with a low chuckle. “Yes, Luke. I know exactly what you mean. Was she dissatisfied with any of her lovers’ endowments during her time on the island?”

“Oh, no,” Luke answered quickly. “She was… we were very pleased with them in that way.”

“Then she will be very pleased in Los Angeles too,” the man assured him. “And you’d better be ready for her when she returns. We’ve found that these booster trips often excite the women even more than the vacation itself. We’ll speak again closer to the date. And please don’t worry. She’ll come back much happier… and a lot looser… than when you sent her off. I promise.”

Before her trip, Emma fully embraced her role as the complete hotwife.

Whenever Ben was at school or sleeping over at a friend’s house, the entire atmosphere in their home changed. Luke wasn’t sure he liked the preparation phase as much as she did. She had him wearing his pink panties almost constantly now — even to work — as a constant reminder that his pretty wife was “in season.”

After the vacation, Emma had already been more assertive and constantly horny, but she still made love to Luke regularly. Now, as she prepared for what the contact had called her “booster trip,” things were shifting again. The balance of power in their bedroom felt noticeably different.


More Than Most

Luke was still getting plenty of sex — more than most married men could dream of — but it wasn’t the kind he truly wanted.

Over the next few weeks, the only cock that entered Emma’s pussy was the thick black dildo. She quickly escalated their play, making Luke suck and lick the toy first, then kiss and worship her pussy as if he were preparing her for a real lover. After she had cum once or twice on the massive dildo, she would usually order him to suck her swollen clit while she rode the aftershocks. She still let him cum most nights, but always on her terms — either into the champagne glass or occasionally across her tits — and he was always required to lick up every drop before she pulled him into a deep, cum-swapping French kiss.

The closer her trip got, the more vocal and demanding Emma became. She leaned hard into the role-play, instructing him in a firm, sultry voice to “clean up after my black lover” and “eat every drop of his cum from my well-fucked pussy.” Luke found himself both intensely turned on and slightly scared by how naturally she slipped into this dominant persona.

He wasn’t complaining about the orgasms she gave him, but being denied the chance to actually fuck her — to feel his own cock inside her — was slowly driving him crazy. After every session, once he had finished servicing and cleaning her, quiet doubts would creep in. Where exactly was this heading? Yet he always reminded himself how insanely passionate she had been with him right after the island vacation. He clung to the hope that once this “booster trip” was over, she would let him back inside her again. He was desperate to feel her pussy wrapped around his cock once more.

On some level, her growing dominance appealed to a deep, submissive part of him he was only beginning to acknowledge. The constant wearing of the pink panties and the smooth, hairless state of his body served as daily reminders: his sex life now began and ended with his beautiful, increasingly dominant wife.

The weeks leading up to the trip were perfectly paced — enough time to stoke his desire and fear without quite pushing him over the edge. But he came very close.

One evening, as they lay together, he finally voiced some of his twisted anticipation.

“Emma… I can’t wait to hear all about your trip,” he said, his voice thick. “Make sure you tell them we want the video so we can watch it together when you get back. I want to see you naked and completely satisfied… getting filled up by their black cocks.”

Emma’s eyes lit up with affection and something darker. She stroked his cheek tenderly.

“Oh, baby… that’s so sweet of you.” She leaned in and kissed him softly. “Tell you what — I’ll make sure to send you a video of part of my first night. That way you can start jerking off while I’m still there… while you’re wearing your pretty panties, of course.”

The night before she left, Emma made sure everything was in place.

She laid out plenty of clean pink panties for Luke and instructed him to stop by her favorite nail parlor after work for a pedicure. When he got home, she sat him down and spent a long, intimate time painting his toenails a bright, glossy pink. She held his foot gently in her lap as she worked.

“This is to remind you of watching my feet every time I fuck black cocks,” she told him softly, blowing gently on the wet polish. “Every time you shower or look down, you’ll think of it.” She showed him where the nail polish remover was, just in case of an emergency. “Otherwise, I want you to leave it on. It’ll help you concentrate while you jerk off thinking about what I’m doing.”

She also made him promise to take a photo of the champagne glass right after he came in it each evening, followed by a short video of him drinking every drop.

The next day, Emma flew into Los Angeles. She went straight to the hotel hosting the seminar, where a professional mixer was scheduled for the evening. She wore a conservative business suit with a satin camisole underneath — the picture of polished professionalism. All evening she focused on networking, building valuable contacts and relationships. Some attendees were staying longer, just like her, and she used the time wisely.

She knew the next day would be intense with back-to-back seminars, but afterward she would be completely free. She had deliberately carved out two full days and nights to indulge in what she really wanted: big black cock. Work came first, but the moment it was done, she was going to play — and play hard.

Once the final seminar ended, Emma returned to her hotel room and called the secret number for the second time. She had already told the fixer she would be finished by the end of the day. He gave her the address, but the sponsor’s identity remained hidden. She took an Uber and arrived at a luxurious private residence. The moment she stepped inside, she recognized the gentleman — he had been one of the benefactors on their island vacation. Their greeting was warm, but carried an undercurrent of delicious ambiguity.

A large, beautifully appointed bedroom had been prepared just for her. She took a long, relaxing hot bath, letting the tension of the day melt away, then spent time doing her makeup with care. She knew most of it would likely be ruined by the end of the night, but she wanted to look stunning when things began.

A soft knock sounded on the door. Still wrapped in nothing but a towel, Emma opened it. The gentleman stepped inside, offering her a fresh drink with a polite smile.

“I’ve laid out a selection of lingerie for you,” he said smoothly. “Please choose anything you like.”

She flicked through the selection of lingerie with deliberate care, her fingers brushing over silk and delicate lace. Her choice was bold: an expensive-looking embossed white halter made of the thinnest, almost translucent material she had ever touched. The subtle gold highlights did nothing to conceal her charms — instead, they framed and accentuated them perfectly, lifting and displaying her full 32DD breasts to devastating effect. She paired it with a matching Roman-style skirt of the same sheer fabric, the deep slits on both sides revealing tantalizing glimpses of her long legs and smooth thighs. A pair of strappy gold spiked heels completed the look.

The outfit was pure seduction. Whether viewed through the gossamer fabric or through the daring splits in the skirt, her beautiful, already slick pussy was clearly visible from almost any angle. Her slightly larger-than-average pink areolas and stiff, protruding nipples were equally on display, giving her the regal, intoxicating presence of a modern-day Cleopatra — sensual, powerful, and utterly irresistible.

A few minutes later, the gentleman returned. When he saw her standing there in all her radiant glory, a slow, appreciative smile spread across his face.

“Exquisite choice,” he murmured, his eyes roaming over her with open admiration. “You look absolutely stunning. I must say again how much of an impression you made on the sponsors and the gentlemen during the vacation. You were unforgettable.”

He paused, letting his gaze linger a moment longer before asking, his voice smooth and expectant:

“So, my dear… are you ready to receive our guests?”

Emma smiled, a confident, hungry gleam in her eyes, and gave a single, graceful nod.

Almost immediately, a tall, powerfully muscular black man stepped into the room. Emma recognized him instantly from the island. He moved toward her with slow, deliberate grace, his dark eyes locked on hers. Without a word, he cupped her face gently and kissed her softly on the lips — a kiss that promised so much more.

Meanwhile, the sponsor settled comfortably into a cushioned loveseat positioned near the center of the large bedroom, clearly intending to enjoy the show from the best seat in the house.

It was silently understood that the sponsor was to be treated like just another piece of furniture — present, watching, but not to be acknowledged. He sat quietly in his cushioned loveseat, eyes gleaming with anticipation.

The tall black man pulled Emma into a brief but heated embrace. His large hands roamed down the sheer white halter, then boldly over her big, shapely ass, squeezing the firm cheeks possessively. He caressed and kneaded her for several long moments before gripping her hips and pulling her tightly against the thick bulge straining in his pants.

Emma smiled up at him, her painted-red lips curving with clear hunger. She sank gracefully to her knees, unbuckled his belt, and slowly undressed him until he stood completely naked in the center of the room. His huge ebony cock sprang free, already heavy and thick, bobbing rhythmically with every heartbeat. He was fully hard within seconds.

Emma wasted no time. She leaned forward and took the swollen head into her warm, red lips. Like her, he was completely smooth-shaven — something she greatly preferred. To her, pubic hair had never been a sign of masculinity; it simply got in the way. That was why she kept her own pussy perfectly bare… and why she had trained Luke to stay the same.

She sucked him with slow, deliberate passion — running her tongue up and down the thick veined shaft, then moving lower to lavish attention on his heavy balls. Each one was roughly the size of a golf ball. She sucked them into her mouth one at a time, then spread his powerful thighs wider so she could lick underneath and even tease his ass with her tongue.

His cock grew even thicker and more imposing, the purple head now fully exposed as the foreskin retracted. Fully erect, it was close to nine inches of thick, angry black meat.

After several minutes of devoted oral worship, Emma stood, slipped off the Roman skirt, and lay back on the luxurious bed. Her powerful black lover knelt between her spread legs and lowered his mouth to her already dripping pussy. She cooed and moaned softly, holding his head with both hands as his skilled tongue explored her. She hadn’t expected to cum from his mouth alone tonight — she had thought oral was just foreplay — but the sensations were so exquisite that a massive orgasm suddenly crashed over her, taking her completely by surprise.

When the waves finally subsided, he moved up her body. She felt the massive purple head press against her slick opening. With a deep moan, she wrapped her long legs around his waist and pulled him in, urging him deeper. He sank the huge pole into her slowly but relentlessly, stretching her wide. Soon he was pressing firmly against her cervix. It didn’t take long before she came again — hard — her body clenching around his thickness.

They fucked like that for a long time, Emma cumming twice more beneath him as he drove deeper with every powerful stroke. Finally, with a low groan, he buried himself to the hilt and unleashed his thick, hot cum deep inside her, flooding her womb.

After he had finished draining the last thick ropes of his massive load deep inside her, the black Adonis stayed buried for a long moment, lying heavily on top of her. They kissed slowly, deeply, while Emma basked in the warm, glowing aftershocks of what was easily some of the most satisfying sex she had ever experienced.

She felt his thick cock gradually soften inside her until he finally eased out. A heavy trickle of cum immediately followed, leaking from her well-used pussy. He moved up the bed and offered his glistening shaft to her. Emma eagerly licked and sucked their combined juices from his cock, cleaning him thoroughly with long, loving strokes of her tongue.

They rested briefly, sharing water and soft touches, but it wasn’t long before he gave her a hungry look.

“Get on your hands and knees for me.”

Emma smiled and obeyed instantly, arching her back and presenting herself to him. He mounted her from behind and drove his huge black cock back into her soaked pussy with one powerful thrust. Having already cum once, he lasted much longer this time, pounding her married white pussy with deep, unrelenting strokes. Emma didn’t want mercy — she wanted to be used.

She moaned and groaned shamelessly, her voice growing filthier with every thrust.

“Oh fuck yes… yes, that’s it! Fuck me like a little bitch. Come on, fuck me harder! Knock me up… ruin my little white pussy! Stretch me out so wide that my little-dicked white husband will never be able to satisfy me again!”

She was putting on a deliberate show now — partly for the silent sponsor watching from his chair, and partly for the video she knew Luke would eventually see. When she glanced over at the host, he was frantically stroking his small white cock, clearly mesmerized by the scene. He had hosted many of these encounters, but Emma was by far the most beautiful woman who had ever graced his chamber. The chemistry between her and the muscular black bull was electric — they seemed insatiable.

After watching Emma cum three more times in rapid succession, the sponsor finally saw the black man tense, grip her hips hard, and slam forward one last time. With a deep groan, he unleashed his second heavy load deep into her womb.

By now they had been going for nearly an hour. The sponsor eventually stood, gently ushering the young black man out of the bedroom and offering him a drink as they spoke quietly in the hallway.

A moment later, the doorbell rang.

“Ah, this is our other guest for tonight,” the sponsor said with a satisfied smile. “Thanks for coming.” He glanced back toward the bedroom. “The staff loves it when I host these events — they get the whole night off. I always make sure no one else is here so we can guarantee complete privacy and discretion.”

With that, the sponsor walked over and opened the door after discreetly showing the first man out through a side exit. The next gentleman stepped in — almost a twin to the first: tall, powerfully built, and radiating the same quiet dominance. The two men chatted briefly, catching up like old acquaintances. It turned out this bull hadn’t been on the recent vacation roster, so the sponsor quickly filled him in on the basics of his guest while Emma waited patiently in the bedroom.

The introductions were deliberately vague and nameless.

The moment the new black man laid eyes on Emma in her sheer, cum-scented outfit, his gaze darkened with hunger. She hadn’t cleaned up properly — she had only wiped her outer lips with a soft cloth. She knew there was no point in being pristine. She would be a dripping mess again soon enough… and she was well aware that most men secretly loved the slick, sloppy feel of fucking a pussy already filled with another man’s cum.

They wasted no time.

Emma helped him out of his clothes with eager hands, then sank gracefully to her knees. She performed a masterful blowjob on his thick black cock, taking him deep, swirling her tongue, and sucking with hungry devotion. He was roughly the same impressive length as the first man, but noticeably thicker — the girth made her jaw ache in the best way. For a brief second, a flicker of doubt crossed her mind as she stretched her lips around him, but she quickly pushed it aside. She had never met a big black cock she didn’t enjoy fucking.

There was something undeniably taboo and wanton about black men that made her feel like a complete slut the moment one was inside her. A delicious little thrill of adrenaline rushed through her as she pulled her mouth off his cock with a wet pop and told him to lie down on the bed.

She climbed up and mounted him in cowgirl position, taking his full, thick length into her already cum-slick pussy in one smooth, greedy motion. She leaned forward, offering one of her stiff pink nipples to his lips. He sucked it eagerly as she began riding him.

He had been on the edge from her blowjob, and the tight, wet heat of her pussy proved too much. Within a few intense minutes, he groaned deeply and unloaded an enormous second load of thick cum into her already-filled pussy.

When he finally started to soften, Emma lifted her hips and slid off him. She stood over him on the bed, letting his cum leak freely from her stretched pussy onto his stomach. When he began to protest, she simply held up a single finger and gave him a stern, authoritative look. He instantly fell silent.

Once the flow slowed, she slid back down and began rubbing her messy pussy against the warm puddle of cum on his abs, grinding until she brought herself to yet another powerful orgasm.

The host couldn’t contain himself any longer.

He had hosted dozens of these encounters, but he had never witnessed such a completely wanton, uninhibited act. As Emma ground her cum-smeared pussy against the black man’s stomach, the sponsor stroked his small white cock with frantic desperation. He moaned loudly as he came, his whole body jerking — though by this point there was almost nothing left to give. His cock twitched pathetically, producing only a weak dribble that ran over his fingers.

Emma looked down into her lover’s eyes with a wicked, satisfied smile as she continued slowly fucking the puddle of cum on his abs. Then she glanced up at the host, watching with open amusement as he finished milking the last weak spurts from his spent cock.

The couple relaxed for the next ten minutes or so, breathing together, sharing soft kisses and sips of water. Then the black bull rolled her onto her back and took her again in a deep, traditional missionary position. He fucked her with long, powerful strokes, and Emma came twice more beneath him before he finally emptied his second load deep inside her.

When he pulled out, Emma scooped the warm, thick cum from her pussy with both hands and rubbed it slowly into her skin — over her lower belly, her hips, and her thighs. By the end, almost her entire lower body glistened with a shiny layer of cum. She would have loved for one of them to paint her face, but she simply couldn’t resist the intoxicating feeling of letting them flood her pussy instead. She was too turned on, too satisfied to even think about the iPad. Luke would just have to enjoy the full videos she brought home with her.

After the second lover had dressed and left, the host approached the bed with a warm, almost reverent smile.

“How are you doing, my dear?”

“I’m fine,” Emma answered, still glowing. “Actually… I’m much better than fine. Thank you so much for arranging all of this. Something about that vacation really unlocked a deep, hidden desire in me.”

“It often does,” the host replied gently. “But tell me — how has your husband adjusted to all of this? We truly want the men to get as much pleasure from the experience as the women do. That’s one of the reasons we record everything.”

“Oh, he’s doing fine,” Emma replied with a soft, satisfied smile. “I’ve been so incredibly horny since we got back from the vacation that I’ve been fucking him every chance I get. As a matter of fact, he’s had to ask for a night off a couple of times because he literally can’t keep up with me.”

“Oh, wow. That’s fabulous,” the host said, clearly delighted. “So he was more than ready for some relief when you returned, I take it?”

“He sure was,” Emma laughed lightly. “He ended up getting more sex in those first few days than he’d had in years. And I was really enjoying fucking him too… but I was biding my time until I could do this.” She gestured lazily around the luxurious room. “I’m pretty sure I can balance both sides nicely. The most important thing is that nothing is happening behind his back. It’s all exactly as advertised. This whole experience has expanded the parameters of our sex life and made us communicate so much better about everything.”

The host nodded approvingly. “So… are you ready for another guest?”

“Absolutely,” Emma answered without hesitation, her eyes sparkling with fresh anticipation.

“Excellent.” He stood and smoothed his shirt. “One of the gentlemen lives quite close by. I told him to stay on standby because I wasn’t sure if you’d be able to handle a third tonight. Remember, we still have plans for tomorrow evening as well, if you feel up to it.” He smiled warmly. “Also, if you’d like, I have a friend who can take you shopping tomorrow. I would really enjoy seeing what sexy outfit you choose for tomorrow night. What you picked out this evening was absolutely stunning — it’s quickly becoming one of my favorite ensembles.”

“In fact, after tonight, I will retire this ensemble in your honor,” the host said warmly. “You’re welcome to take it home with you, along with anything you might like to purchase tomorrow. It’s all at no cost to you, of course — you’re my honored guest.” He paused, then added with a gleam in his eye, “And if you wouldn’t mind repeating that delicious little act you just performed on the next guest… it would be incredible. Watching it was absolutely mind-blowing. So spontaneous.”

Emma smiled, a slow, radiant smile that carried a quiet thrill of victory.

She had just punched another hole in the glass ceiling.

Even while the handsome black studs had been ravishing her pussy, she had never once surrendered the upper hand. She was doing exactly what she wanted, when she wanted, on her own terms. Luke was coming along beautifully back home — freshly shaved, wearing panties most of the time, and growing more obedient with every passing day. And that unrehearsed moment when she had dripped the cum back onto her lover’s stomach? It had excited the host far more than she had anticipated. She hadn’t planned it; it had simply felt right in the moment. Now that she saw how powerfully it landed with this wealthy, experienced man, she felt even more pleased with herself.


Waiting for the Moment

When the next gentleman finally arrived, Emma was genuinely impressed.

He was coal-black — the deep, rich shade she always thought of as true African black. She knew immediately he hadn’t been on their island vacation, and that excited her even more. Fresh cock. He was enormous in every sense — well over 6'6", possibly closer to 6'8" — with the long, powerful build of a professional basketball player. She wondered whether his cock would match his frame: long and lean, or deliciously long and thick like she was secretly hoping.

It didn’t take long to find out.

They shared a quick cocktail provided by the host, the tension between them already crackling. Then Emma took his hand and led him into the specially prepared bedroom. The host followed silently and settled into his usual viewing seat.

The moment the huge black man leaned down, Emma rose to meet him. She kissed him deeply, sliding her tongue past his full lips and into his mouth. He responded with raw hunger, devouring her in return. As they kissed, she reached down and gently rubbed the growing bulge in his pants, feeling the impressive weight and heat of him through the fabric.

‘Oh wow…’ Emma thought, her pulse quickening as she felt the heavy outline through his pants. ‘I definitely won’t be disappointed with that.’

She quickly slipped out of the sheer white halter and Roman skirt, keeping only the gold spiked heels on. Standing before him in nothing but those heels, she smiled with pure, confident hunger and presented herself to her new lover.

He wasted no time. He stripped off his shirt, pants, shoes, and socks, leaving him in just his underwear. Emma moved in again, gently stroking the massive bulge through the thin fabric. Her fingers slipped into the waistband and slowly pulled his briefs down his powerful thighs.

As the fabric descended, his cock was gradually revealed. He was completely shaved smooth — just the way she loved it — matching her own bare pussy. The shaft kept coming… and coming. For a moment it looked almost as if it reached his knees before the briefs finally slipped over the head and the enormous cock sprang free, bobbing heavily in front of her.

‘Oh my fucking God…’ she thought, eyes wide. ‘This has to be a record.’

She wrapped her fingers around the thick ebony shaft, gripping it about four inches from the tip. The foreskin was still covering the entire plum-sized head. She stroked slowly, mesmerized, as the cock continued to swell and harden in her hand. This was easily the biggest cock she had ever seen — and she had taken some absolute monsters on the island.

Even the host let out an audible gasp as the dark, majestic length came fully into view. Emma glanced over at him with a sly, knowing smile, watching as he frantically massaged his own small, soft cock.

She leaned forward and delicately touched the tip of her tongue to the foreskin, tasting him. Then she began stroking the full length with both hands, coaxing him even harder. Slowly, she pulled the foreskin back, revealing the thick, glossy purple head beneath. The skin underneath was just a shade lighter, making the contrast breathtaking — like a living work of art.

She bathed the swollen head with her mouth, kissing and licking it lovingly, before dragging her tongue all the way down the underside to his heavy balls. She gently guided him back onto the bed and had him lie down, positioning herself between his long, muscular legs.

Placing one hand under his firm ass, she signaled for him to lift his hips just slightly. As he did, she licked slowly up the underside of his massive cock again, then continued downward, bathing his heavy balls completely in her warm saliva. She dragged her tongue further back, teasing the sensitive perineum before flicking it playfully over his tight asshole.

His cock twitched violently with every touch, betraying just how wildly excited he was. He raised his long, powerful legs higher, giving her full access to everything she wanted.

Emma took the thick head back into her mouth, letting her saliva flow freely. The extra lubrication allowed her to slide even more of his enormous length past her lips. It quickly hit the back of her throat, making her jaw ache from the sheer girth, but she didn’t stop. More and more spit spilled from the corners of her mouth, running down the veined shaft in thick, shiny rivulets that looked almost like cum.

When his entire cock — from tip to balls — was glistening and dripping, she had him lie back on the bed with just his knees at the edge.

She stood, slipped off her gold heels (they were too unstable on the firm mattress), and positioned herself above him, completely naked. For a moment she rubbed her soaked pussy with her fingers, feeling both her own fresh arousal and the warm, sticky remnants of her earlier lovers still leaking from her. Then, slowly and carefully, she lowered herself.

The enormous purple head pressed against her slippery lips. She eased down, taking the whole head inside her, then rocked forward on her knees, working him deeper inch by thick inch. She was genuinely worried about the size — worried it might be too much — so she moved cautiously, backing off slightly each time before sinking lower, until finally he was bottoming out, the head of his cock pressing firmly against her cervix.

She arched her back, balancing on her hands, and began riding him in earnest. Even with his cock buried as deep as she could take it, there were still three or four thick inches left outside her body. The mixture of her saliva and fresh pussy juices had frothed into a creamy white ring around the base of his shaft, marking exactly how much of him she was taking.

The host was beside himself, stroking frantically in his chair. Emma wished Luke could see this right now — the obscene, beautiful sight of her stretched white pussy struggling to swallow such a massive black cock. Then she remembered the video she would receive at the end and hoped the cameras captured a tight close-up of that frothy, stretched junction.

She started riding him with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips, savoring how much cock she had already taken that evening. This was her third big black lover of the night, and he was fresh, eager, and rock-hard — her drenched pussy sliding over him like warm silk meeting unyielding stone.

She loved the way he felt stretching her, filling her so completely. His big hands roamed greedily over her body — sometimes gripping her hips to help her sink deeper, other times sliding up to squeeze and knead her bouncing tits as she rose high on her knees, almost letting him slip out, before plunging back down again.

When his thrusts finally grew harder and more urgent, Emma knew he was close. She shifted her ass back on the bed, spread her legs as wide as she could, and held herself open for him. He erupted with a deep groan, blasting spurt after heavy spurt of thick black cum straight into her womb. She could feel the powerful pulses, the warm pressure as he flooded her.

When he finally began to soften, Emma gave the host that same sly, knowing smile. She slowly lifted herself off his cock. Inch after glistening ebony inch emerged, still coated in a messy mix of her juices and saliva all the way down to his heavy balls. The moment the fat head popped free, she stood tall above him on the bed.

He had no idea what she was about to do.

Emma placed a finger on her swollen clit and rubbed firmly, moaning softly. A few seconds later her body tensed and shuddered. With a wicked little push, she forced a thick, creamy stream of the black man’s cum to gush out of her ruined pussy. It splattered onto his stomach and ran down across his smooth pubic area. She shifted slightly higher and let another warm stream drip onto his chest.

He lay frozen beneath her, stunned into silence, watching his own massive load being pushed back out of her body and painted across his skin.

Emma couldn’t believe how much he had pumped into her — she could still feel it coating her inner walls. Then, craving absolute dominance, she moved higher, squatted directly over his face, and lowered her freshly fucked, cum-leaking pussy onto his mouth.

He didn’t protest. Not a single word. Instead, he grabbed her ass with both strong hands and pulled her down firmly, driving his tongue deep inside her. She fucked his face just like she had ridden her husband so many times, grinding her clit against his lips while feeding him every drop of his own cum. The friction sent her spiraling into another powerful orgasm, and she flooded his mouth and face with even more of the creamy mixture.

As she looked down at the massive black man beneath her, his face glistening with his own cum, Emma savored the intoxicating rush of control.

Normally, a man of his size and power would dominate a smaller white woman, using her body to satisfy his own urges. But tonight, she had flipped the script. She had used him — taken his cock, taken his cum, and then asserted her dominance so completely that he had willingly submitted. It was thrilling. Empowering.

She had always known the power of her beauty, but the vacation had crystallized something deeper: her natural dominance over Luke. She had been careful, though — working hard to frame their new lifestyle as something mutual, something they were exploring together. Luke could never complain; she still fucked him at home every chance she got, often with genuine enthusiasm. Yet she had taken things to another level. Now both her voyeuristic host and this virile black stud were essentially eating out of her hand.

Well… the black man was literally eating out of her pussy. But the point stood.

Emma had to take a steadying breath. She couldn’t let this surge of power go to her head. She genuinely loved men — loved pleasing them and being pleased by them. She had never been interested in domination born from spite or anger. She wasn’t some modern feminist stereotype; she had always enjoyed being treated like a lady, adored and catered to. While she had never truly enjoyed being dominated herself, she vowed silently not to become overbearing or cruel toward Luke.

She also found it strangely fascinating that neither of the black men that evening had shown any negative reaction to her dripping their own cum back onto their bodies. She wondered if all black men were this accommodating, or if these particular men — mostly upper-middle-class, wealthy, and worldly — were simply more open to mutual pleasure and female empowerment in the bedroom.

She remembered that, years ago, receiving oral sex had still carried a slight taboo for some younger black men. In her experience, white men had often been more eager and accommodating when it came to pleasing a woman orally. That had been part of what she loved about Luke — his willingness, his enthusiasm for going down on her.

But now, with her renewed and intensified craving for big black cock, Luke had lost his one clear sexual advantage. Still, his greatest strength remained untouched: she truly loved him. Sex with him wasn’t bad — in fact, it was good, warm, and familiar. Especially now that he had learned to eagerly eat her out after he came inside her.

That night, Emma drifted off to sleep without cleaning herself at all.

She lay there in the luxurious bed, her body still sticky with the mixed cum of two powerful black men, and it felt deliciously erotic. A soft giggle escaped her lips in the darkness as she thought about how things used to be with Luke. They would almost race each other to the bathroom the moment sex was over, wiping away any trace of mess as quickly as possible.

This newfound freedom was something else entirely. It made her feel truly wanton — shameless, powerful, and alive in a way she hadn’t experienced in years. She knew it was only temporary. After one more evening in Los Angeles, she would fly home to her husband and son, slipping back into her familiar role as wife and mother.

She paused for a moment in the quiet darkness, reflecting on the extraordinary life she had stepped into. It was thrilling… and just a little overwhelming.

The following morning, Emma showered and cleaned up thoroughly. Breakfast was served to her in the bedroom by one of the discreet staff members. There was no sign of her host anywhere. She suspected he was somewhere recovering, exhausted from furiously jerking his small white cock while watching her take three different, well-hung black men the night before.

After growing accustomed to being watched during the island vacation, she now found she actually relished the attention. It didn’t diminish her orgasms or her pleasure in the slightest. If anything, knowing eyes were on her only heightened her arousal.

She was starting to become something of an exhibitionist — and she liked it.

Around eleven the next morning, an unexpected development interrupted Emma’s relaxed morning.

A maid approached her with a polite message: her shopping companion had arrived. Curious, Emma stepped out to the sunlit sitting area to meet her — only to discover that the woman waiting for her was Mary, the ex-wife of the host from their island vacation.

As the two women spent the morning together, browsing high-end boutiques and lingerie shops, Emma learned more about Mary’s intriguing backstory. Mary spoke candidly, revealing that she was still deeply in love with her ex-husband, even after their separation. Their marriage had begun to unravel when her sexual desire gradually faded, a change that coincided with menopause. The loss of libido had created growing distance between them, as physical intimacy became less and less frequent.

Mary was refreshingly honest about her limited knowledge of her ex-husband’s current lifestyle, though she admitted she had her suspicions. Rather than fight it, she had made the deliberate choice to move out of their shared home, granting him the freedom to explore his desires without the constraints of marriage. Surprisingly, she added that he wasn’t looking for a younger wife to replace her. He seemed to prefer the freedom of remaining unattached while keeping a warm, cordial relationship with her.

The arrangement appeared to suit them both. Mary no longer wanted the role of wife, and they had settled into an unconventional but mutually respectful dynamic. She also revealed something that made Emma pause: this wasn’t the first time her ex-husband had asked her to take a younger woman shopping during these exclusive “vacation events.”

The comment hinted at deeper layers and long-standing patterns behind the luxurious island retreats — purposes that went far beyond what the guests were initially told. Emma listened with growing fascination, a mixture of intrigue and quiet bewilderment settling over her as she began to glimpse the complex world of the people who orchestrated these experiences.

Emma and Mary spent a delightful morning hitting the high-end shops, with a particular focus on the most exclusive lingerie boutiques. After a couple of hours of trying on exquisite pieces and a light, leisurely lunch, they had selected several stunning outfits. Emma knew she wouldn’t be wearing just one tonight — though she also knew that whatever she chose, it probably wouldn’t stay on for very long.

Mary dropped her back at the residence in the late afternoon. Emma decided to make the most of the remaining hours by taking a relaxing nap beside the pool, letting the warm sun and gentle breeze soothe her body.

After a beautifully prepared dinner, the host joined her for cocktails. They sat together in the elegant lounge, chatting easily. He asked how she was feeling that evening, and Emma smiled warmly.

“I feel wonderful, thank you. The night before was just about perfect,” she said. “These guys are so handsome, yet so genuinely accommodating. They really want to please a woman. It’s such a rare pleasure to be treated like a lady while doing something so deliciously slutty. Being treated with respect and care while having my pussy stretched so thoroughly by big cocks… it really is the perfect combination.” She took a sip of her drink, eyes sparkling. “When I get home, Luke will know exactly what I’ve done and how thoroughly I’ve been fucked. And the best part is that these men seem so well-educated and gentlemanly.”

The host chuckled softly, nodding in agreement.

“Yes, I know. This loose organization has become quite popular with them. You, however, absolutely blew the top off the charts during the vacation. It wasn’t difficult at all to put together a waiting list of gentlemen who were ready to drop everything just to spend time with you.” He leaned back, clearly impressed. “The men who were on the island get first priority, of course, but word travels fast among them. They share the vacation photos, and you proved exceptionally popular even with the gentlemen who hadn’t met you yet.”

That evening played out much like the night before, but with even greater freedom and intensity.

Emma now understood exactly what their host craved most: watching her take a big black cock deep inside her, then seeing her rise and deliberately drip his full load back onto the man’s body. Her first two lovers that night showed no resistance to the act — something that still surprised her slightly. She wasn’t sure if they were doing it to please the host or to please her, but as she studied their faces, neither man looked repulsed. In fact, they seemed genuinely aroused by it. Emma had known plenty of men who would have been horrified.

These men were different — successful, confident, and remarkably open to sexual variety.

By the time her third and final partner of the evening arrived, Emma knew this would likely be her last black lover for the trip — and probably for quite some time afterward. She decided to throw caution completely to the wind.

After a quick drink and a few minutes of easy small talk, they moved straight to business. Emma loved almost every position, but being on top had become her undeniable favorite — cowgirl or reverse, it didn’t matter. The control it gave her was intoxicating, especially with cocks this large. The men seemed to love it too, groaning with pleasure whenever she dragged her full breasts across their chests or leaned forward to push her magnificent tits into their eager mouths.

She even confessed to her final lover, while kissing him deeply and working her way down his body, that she had already been with two other men that evening. She watched his reaction carefully as she told him she had sucked two cocks before him. He simply smiled — a slow, hungry smile — and moments later she was on her knees, taking him into her mouth with practiced hunger.

After a thorough, skillful blowjob, Emma climbed onto the bed, positioned her dripping pussy over his massive cock, and sank down in one smooth, greedy motion. She rode him hard, her big tits bouncing and occasionally slapping against his face as she took as much of him as she could.

He didn’t last long. Within minutes he groaned deeply and erupted, flooding her already cum-filled pussy with surge after surge of thick, hot cum. She could feel every powerful spurt blasting against her inner walls.

When he began to soften, Emma lifted herself off him and moved upward, straddling his chest. His cum immediately started leaking from her well-used pussy, dripping onto his dark skin. She began slowly grinding her messy, swampy folds up and down his chest, smearing the load across his muscles while chasing one final orgasm.

“Holy fuck, baby… that was so erotic,” she moaned. “I love that big black cock of yours so much. God, it gives me such a thrill when I feel it fucking me so deep.”

She could see in his eyes that her filthy words were hitting their mark. Continuing to ride and lubricate his chest with their combined juices, she gasped, “Oh baby, that feels so good… Oh god, please bring me off with your mouth one last time. I just love being eaten out. Please… lick my cunt.”

She didn’t wait for permission.

Emma slid forward and mounted his face, lowering her dripping, cum-filled pussy directly onto his mouth. She fucked his tongue with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips. At first she worried she might be pushing too far, but after only a few movements it became clear he was fully into it. He grabbed her ass with both hands and devoured her eagerly, licking and sucking his own warm cum from her pussy with the same hunger her husband showed back home.

Feeling bolder, Emma rode his face harder, grinding her swollen clit against his lips. The friction quickly pushed her over the edge. Just before she exploded, she glanced over at the host. He was jerking his little white cock furiously, eyes squeezed shut, dribbling a pathetic final spurt into his fist.

As he had the previous evening, the host recovered enough to serve her fresh drinks and politely ask if she would like him to arrange another man — or even more.

But Emma knew this was the perfect moment to stop. She had just cum so hard while dominating this massive black stud, and the rush of power still hummed through her veins. She smiled graciously and declined his kind offer.

The following morning, the house staff had returned to the mansion. One of the women helped Emma with breakfast and packing her belongings. The videos were already prepared; the host handed her two USB drives with a knowing smile.

As promised, she packed up most of the beautiful lingerie that had been provided. As she closed her suitcase, a satisfied little smile crossed her lips. She couldn’t wait to tease Luke with the new pieces while he watched the videos of his wife getting thoroughly fucked by big black cocks.

She was extremely satisfied in that moment, but she knew that in a couple of days she would be ready to resume making love to her own husband — probably while he watched her performances on video. She hoped her pussy would tighten back up soon. Still, she smiled to herself at the thought: if it stayed a little looser, she would simply be even more ready for monster cocks on her next trip.

Las Vegas was only a couple of months away, after all.


Epilogue

Six weeks later, Las Vegas

The neon lights of the Strip painted Emma’s skin in shifting pinks and golds as she walked hand-in-hand with Luke down the crowded sidewalk. She wore a short, tight white dress that clung to every curve and barely reached mid-thigh. The deep plunging neckline displayed the inner curves of her full breasts beautifully — and the unmistakable streaks of dried cum that still glistened across her cleavage.

She hadn’t bothered to clean up after the last load.

Two hours earlier, in the back of a high-roller suite at the Wynn, three well-hung black men had taken turns painting her tits while Luke watched from the corner, pink panties tented and leaking into the fabric. Emma had smiled the whole time, encouraging them, telling them exactly where she wanted it. When the final thick rope landed across her left nipple, she had scooped some onto her finger, licked it clean, and winked at her husband.

Now she strolled down the Strip like it was the most natural thing in the world.

A group of young guys walking the opposite direction did a double-take, their eyes widening as they noticed the creamy streaks shining on her chest. One of them actually stumbled. Emma met their stares boldly, gave them a slow, wicked smile, and didn’t bother adjusting her dress. If anything, she arched her back a little more, letting the lights catch the mess.

Luke walked beside her, cheeks burning, cock throbbing painfully in the pink panties she had made him wear under his slacks. Every few steps he could feel the damp spot growing where he was leaking.

“See that, baby?” Emma whispered, leaning close so only he could hear. “They know exactly what I’ve been doing. They can see I just got fucked and covered like a proper slut.” She squeezed his hand. “And you love it, don’t you?”

Luke swallowed hard, voice barely above a whisper. “Yeah… I do.”

Emma laughed softly, the sound low and satisfied. “Good boy. Because tonight’s not over. We still have that private poker game at the Bellagio in two hours. I told them I’d be bringing my husband… and that he likes to watch.” She ran a finger through one of the drying streaks on her tit and brought it to her lips, tasting it right there on the sidewalk. “I wonder how many loads I’ll be wearing by the time we fly home tomorrow.”

She didn’t wait for his answer. Instead, she pulled him toward the crosswalk, hips swaying with every step, the evidence of her evening proudly on display for anyone bold enough to look.

Behind them, a few more heads turned. A couple of women whispered. One man actually stopped walking entirely, mouth open.

Emma didn’t care.

She was no longer the reserved wife and mother from Albuquerque.

She was something else now — something freer, filthier, and far more alive.

And as the lights of Vegas pulsed around them, Emma squeezed Luke’s hand a little tighter and smiled.

This was only the beginning.


Books By This Author

Cuckold: A Couple's Journey Into A New World

As I looked up, my heart slammed against my ribs. My sweet, sensible wife—the one who still packs our kids’ lunches with little notes—was bent over the hotel bed in nothing but black stockings and heels, her wedding ring catching the bedside lamp as she gripped the sheets. Behind her, a tall stranger—broad-shouldered, thick, very thick—had his big cock buried deep inside her, thrusting with slow, deliberate strokes that made her moan in a way I’d never heard before. Her back arched. Her mouth fell open. “God… you’re so big… so much bigger than my husband…”

I should have said something. I should have stood up from the chair in the corner, crossed the room, ended it. But I didn’t. I sat frozen, beer bottle sweating in my hand, cock straining against my trousers, watching another man fuck my wife harder and deeper than I ever had—watching her come apart on his cock, screaming his name, cumming three times while I just… watched.

How did we get here? How did two perfectly ordinary people—mortgage, school runs, Sunday roasts—end up in a hotel room with my darkest fantasy playing out in front of me? Even six months ago we were so vanilla. So safe. Let me tell you exactly how my quiet, loving wife became the woman who begs for bigger cocks while I sip my beer and wait my turn to reclaim her.

Shared on Vacation: New Friends Bring a New Openness

I never thought a vacation could rewrite a marriage in a single weekend.

Katie and I arrived at the resort sunburn-ready and normal. The kind of couple who still held hands at dinner. The kind of couple who laughed at other people’s drama and swore we’d never be those people.

Then we met Carly.

She was all heat and confidence, the type of woman who makes you feel like you’re already halfway into a bad decision just by standing too close. She didn’t flirt like it was harmless. She flirted like she was testing a lock. And the worst part? She wasn’t wrong about us. About me. About what Katie was curious enough to pretend she wasn’t.

It started small. A look across the pool. A too-long conversation at the bar. Two men—Wes and Mike—watching my wife like they’d already decided she was theirs for the night. I told myself it was nothing. I told myself Katie was just enjoying the attention.

Until the elevator ride. Until the hallway. Until I realized she’d gone right up to the edge of their door… and didn’t seem scared of what was on the other side.

And then it wasn’t flirting anymore.

It was the sounds through the wall. It was the curtain shifting while I watched another man stretch my wife open and make her moan in a way I’d never heard. It was Carly on her knees in front of me, keeping me quiet with her mouth while I stared at the proof that Katie wasn’t just tempted… she was choosing it.

Jealousy and arousal don’t mix cleanly. They twist. They rot and burn and turn into something you don’t recognize until you’re already hard and you’re already complicit and your wife is already begging for more.

I wanted to stop it.

I wanted to watch.

And once the line is crossed, you don’t get to pretend it was an accident.

While He Watches: A Wife Discovers That Size Matters

I still can't get my head around it. Even now, after six months, I don't get it.

I walk through the door having just sucked a random guy's big cock, and my husband Chris doesn't want to shout at me; he doesn't want a divorce. No, none of that.

What he wants to do is lay me down and eat me out while I tell him all about it. My God, ever since the first time I did it, he's been on another level with his oral—like he's trying to compete, but he knows his cock isn't enough.

The weird thing is, my friend Michelle told me this would happen. She told me that ever since she started to open her legs for other guys, her husband became so competitive, so attentive, so willing to please.

But even now, six months and many cocks later, it's so hard to believe. So I've decided to take it to the next level. Tonight, I won't be coming home to Chris to tell him how Edward's big black cock stretched me out.

No, tonight he's going to be watching.
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