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Chapter One

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

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

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

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

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

“Karen, wait for me!”

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

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

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

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

* * * * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * * * *

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you doing?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

“You can come with me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mmmm…oh, just a week,” Karen said.

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

“My what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well…and?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Karen put on her stubborn face.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Jeffrey!”

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

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

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

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

* * * * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The fingers in her ass pulled back.

“No!” Karen said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, shit,” she said.

Both men looked at her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Epilogue

“I did what last night?”

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

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

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

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

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

As they approached the lobby, Jeffrey suddenly stopped.

“What is it, honey?” Karen said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well, yes. I’m sure of it.”

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

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

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

“The what? What spirits?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tanice nodded.

“And just where was your husband last night?”

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

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

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

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

The staff of the Grand Coral Bay Resort and Spa will return in Trophy Wives’ Island Fertility Contest, the second book in the Tales of Cuckold Bay series.
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Rick awakens one night, to loud noises and flashing lights coming from the old gothic mansion next door. Thinking to play the hero for the hot young blonde who lives there, he grabs his trusty bat and goes to find out if she’s all right. What he finds, is that his neighbor is a witch, and she’s summoned a succubus from the Seventh Circle of Hell.

The Witch Next Door: Demonproof Book 2

After defeating the succubus Caesetia, and binding her to him, things are going great for Rick. At least until one of Jessica’s fellow witches comes to town, looking for her friend. When she discovers the power Rick has over demons, she tries to take it for herself, using every sexual trick in her spell book.

The Angel Next Door: Demonproof Book 3

Being immune to demons can have its advantages, but it can also set you up as a target. Rick possesses Lilith’s Rib, and everyone wants to take it from him, including the Prince of Hell that just moved into the neighborhood. Using the sensual powers of a captured angel, can the demon lord defeat the upstart mortal and his succubus servant to reclaim Hell’s lost artifact?

Demonproof: The Complete Saga

Get the entire Demonproof Saga, over 70,000 words, for one low price.

Becoming the Hound - Hunter's Hound Book 1

The exciting start to a new supernatural erotica series from the author of Demonproof. When American tourist Daniel gets caught up in a sadistic ritual in the underbelly of Prague, he stumbles into a world of demons, magic, and the battle of good and evil. Now, marked by the demon known as The Hound, he must decide whether to save the world, or revel in pleasures of the flesh.

Training the Hound — Hunter’s Hound Book 2

Armed with a powerful new body, and a slew of strange new abilities, Daniel must decide whether to stay in his quiet Boston home, enjoying the attentions of his three devoted girlfriends, or join the demon hunter Ava in taking down a Russian aristocrat who’s playing politics by stealing people’s souls.

Unleashing the Hound: Hunter's Hound Book 3

Daniel has finally accepted the powers of the Hound, embracing his new life, new skills, and the undying affection of his three beautiful companions. But even his demonic abilities may not be enough to save the world, when the demon-huntress, Ava, discovers a diabolical plot to summon the Four Kings of Hell. The supernatural trail leads them from the dusty archives of the Vatican, to a mysterious, hidden island in the Pacific, where Daniel will test the limits of the Hound's fury.

Hunter’s Hound: The Complete Saga

Get the entire Hunter’s Hound Saga, over 125,000 words, for one low price.

The Witch in the Woods

Desperate to get home for Thanksgiving, a shortcut through the mountains seemed like Brian’s best bet, until strange visions cause him to crash during a storm. Stranded on a lonely road, tired and bruised, he’s drawn toward a mysterious glow coming through the trees, and sets out hoping for rescue. What he finds is a quaint little house in the woods, where a strange old woman and her beautiful young niece live in seclusion. Now, trapped in a nightmare world of demons and witches, will he give in to his lust at the cost of his soul, or can he resist infernal temptations, and break free from the witch’s spell? A stand-alone, novel-length story of supernatural adult adventure.

Kerr Cronin

Rebellious Angels: Fringe Space Book 1

The first book in a new series of sexy, suspenseful space opera. Join the crew of the ship Bad Karma as the handsome Captain and a beautiful galactic Ambassador try to save the five cultures of the Torus from an insidious threat. Over 30,000 words of steamy adventure.

Void Pirates: Fringe Space Book 2

The second book in the sexy, adult, space-opera series. Ambassador Owhena’s father has been kidnapped by pirates. Desperate to find him, she calls on the one man she knows will do whatever it takes—Captain Darellon Tate, skipper of the Tannerill Combine merchant raider Bad Karma. Together, their search takes them across the outlaw space known as the Hole, encountering friends and enemies, both new and old. Piece by piece, they uncover a sinister plot by the alien Oes’ai to disrupt the balance of power within the Torus, with Elhena’s father as the key. Over 48,000 words of adult adventure.

The Trance Moon: Fringe Space Book 3

The third book in the ongoing adult space adventure. When Tannerill merchant ships start disappearing in the Fringe, Captain Tate, Ambassador Owhena and the crew of Bad Karma set out to find the cause. A distress beacon on a barren planet leads them to a place where alien creatures control the minds of everyone who lands, turning them into sex puppets for their pleasure. Can Tate and Elhena escape before the hostile Oes'ai arrive, and claim the secret of the trance moon for their own? Over 55,000 words of sexy sci-fi fun.

Fringe Space Omnibus: Volume One (Books 1-3)

Read the first three books of Kerr’s Fringe Space series—over 135,000 words of sexy, space-opera adventure—for one low price.

The Trial Run: Fringe Space Book 4

Ambassador Owhena is convinced that the Oes’ai have fled to the Fringe, and once again she teams up with Captain Tate to track them down. Distracted by the lusty traditions of the local government, they are caught by surprise when three of Bad Karma’s crew are abducted by the aliens. Getting them back will mean competing in the Trial Run, an ages-old contest used to settle disputes on the isolated planet. It’s aliens vs. humans in a competition where winner takes all. Over 85,000 words of pulse-pounding erotic adventure.


About the Author

Jennifer Alonzo never liked romance. While all of her friends gushed about the latest bodice-ripping happily-ever-after romance book, she was much happier reading mysteries and fantasy epics. That is until she discovered the erotica section on Amazon. Now, this mother of two small girls has a new obsession—reading and writing dirty stories. She was surprised to find that her husband supports her new hobby, and waits excitedly to edit and test-read her latest work.

Find Jennifer’s Books on Amazon

Email Jennifer at jenniferalonzowrites@gmail.com
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Gillies Publishing was formed by a group of online friends who were interested in writing erotica for publication. The authors and genres represented by Gillies Publishing are as varied as they come, but the common goal is to help and support each other to produce the best and hottest ebook erotica possible.

Visit our blog: gilliespublishing.wordpress.com

Email us at gilliespublishing@gmail.com

Join us on Twitter @Gillies_Publish
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