Carnal Caribbean Cruise

by  Straight_8

It had been a bleak couple of months for Carol and I.  The cold Midwest winter combined with increasing work stress for both of us had made us both irritable and rather glum.  I can’t remember who suggested a winter getaway first, but when I had the chance to attend a conference in February on-board a luxury cruise ship (at my employer’s expense, no less) we didn’t have to wait too long when making up our mind.  I booked her airfare on-line that very evening and got one of the last seats on the flight to Puerto Rico as Carol busily made phone calls to cover her scheduled shifts at both the hospital and clinic.
The conference looked like a snoozer.  But I figured out that, like most of these junkets, I could probably blow off most of it and spend lots of time around a pool or on a beach with a cold drink in my hand.  Though the trip was two weeks away, Carol started packing immediately and went out the next day to purchase every Caribbean travel guide ever published.   She has always been the planner, and even if she tends to be a bit anal-retentive in this regard, I’ve long-since gotten used to it in our 20+ years of marriage.  To her credit, her research did lead us to make a cabin up-grade with the cruise line.  After we were aboard ship and saw the tiny shoe box that we were initially booked into, the relatively spacious ocean view state room was well worth the extra $700 we spent on the upgrade.

Those readers that have followed our adventures over the years will remember that Carol and I have dabbled in some on-again, off-again swinging.  Actually, more accurately, I dragged my rather repressed wife kicking and screaming into the lifestyle almost 5 years ago when we were both in our late 30’s.  We have had to be extremely discrete in our play.  Given our relatively upstanding reputation in our smallish community, her as a physician and me as a manufacturer’s rep, we have usually chosen to travel to one of the larger cities in our area to maintain our anonymity.   Suffice it to say, once she came out of her shell, my sexy wife took to it like a fish to water.  Her special fondness for younger black men has been a mixed blessing in our relationship.  It led to a divorce in her sister’s case (let’s just say she shared Carol’s fondness for black men…it’s a long story that you can read about in earlier posts if you are interested).   It also led to one brief episode of infidelity that put a strain on our marriage before it was resolved.  In all, however, it has led to a real flowering in our sex-life that has made our lives much less hum-drum and actually brought us much closer together both inside the bedroom and out.

Of course, Carol’s intrepid research included endless hours on the internet taking virtual tours of every island destination on our itinerary.  The fact that the indigenous population of the islands included plenty of her preferred fantasy objects did not escape her keen attention.  It had been several months since Carol had gotten the “itch” and brought up one of little trips to the city to play.  We had both been swamped at work and time away was hard to come by.  So she was really ready to blow off some steam. Our lovemaking over the next two weeks included a lot dirty talk about hung Caribbean men and illicit sex on secluded beaches.  Her large black dildo came off the shelf and was put into action several times before the trip.  I didn’t mind because her sex drive, which had been in the doldrums most of the winter, was now getting revved up into the territory where I liked it.  We had sex at least once a day and sometimes for hours at a time.  Once I even came home to find Carol in the tub with her thick rubber friend.  I even spied for awhile, jacking off, before joining her in the tub for the finale—Carol taking my cum deep in her throat as she pumped her frothy pussy to orgasm with the big black toy.   Nicely prepared dinners improved in both quality and frequency too, as Carol’s energy level and mood both magically improved in anticipation for the vacation.  
Finally, the day arrived!  I had received a thick packet in the mail with the conference information.  It looked like it was going to be more intensive and time-consuming than I had hoped, but the schedule did include a lot of free time as well.  The conference was 6 days—some full some half, but the cruise lasted 10, so that left the last 4 days totally free to enjoy it like a real vacation.  On the ride to the airport, Carol and I had a very frank discussion about ground rules.  She actually broke the ice by asking rather directly whether sex with others was going to be an option on this vacation.  Her actions over the past two weeks made it quite obvious that she hoped (if not actually expected) that it would be.  I agreed, of course—how could I not.  We agreed to a rather wide-open policy—‘when in Rome,” I said.  Her reaction was one of pure glee as she kissed my cheek before rather matter-of-factly launching into an almost scientific lecture about how men of the Caribbean region, on average, have the largest penises in the world.  She cited articles she had read and internet testimonials from satisfied women posted on a ‘hedonism’ website she had seen.   And as a doctor, of course, she had her own rather considerable sample of “hands-on” knowledge to draw upon-- reminding me (as if I needed reminding) that she was practically an expert on the male sex organ after 20 years in clinical medicine.   “Men of original West African descent, as is true in most of the Caribbean by the way, I’ve found, have by far the largest average cock size,” she prattled on sounding like an Anthropology professor giving a lecture.   As I parked the car in long-term parking, Carol smiled slyly and made me put my hand down her panties to feel how wet she was.  Her smooth-shaven pussy was literally soaking wet.  Her juices ran out of her as I probed the folds with my fingers.  All that high brow talk had her really got her creaming and I eagerly frigged her wet pussy.  After just a few seconds though, she slapped my hand and made me pull my fingers out--reminding me, “I have to sit in these wet panties for the next 8 hours on a plane.”
The flight was jam-packed as they all are nowadays, and the airport in San Juan was a zoo.  We finally cleared customs after more than an hour standing in line and then boarded buses like cattle to get to the docks.  Eventually we did make it on board and we were able to find our way around on the massive cruise ship well enough to find our little stateroom on deck 10.  With the balcony door open to let in the balmy breezes, I wasted no time in pushing Carol down on the bed, lifting up her skirt and diving between her thighs.  She was still gooey and fragrant and I hungrily lapped up the sticky, congealed juices that coated her labia before plunging my tongue deep inside to fill my mouth with the fresh flow that was quickly gathering inside her.  I’ve always loved the responsiveness of Carol’s pussy.  She gets so wet so quickly and even after long sessions of fucking and sucking she continues to secrete an endless supply of her tasty lubricant.  And when she cums, a thick, copious fluid flows out of her spasming pussy in waves, coating her swollen labia before running down her thighs.   She was obviously ready for my oral attentions, as she thrust her hips upwards to meet my face.  She bucked and moaned as soon as my tongue touched her rapidly-swelling little clit. Within a minute Carol was already digging her nails into my scalp signaling an impending orgasm.  Instantly her pussy let loose as if she hadn’t cum in a month.  She wrapped her thighs around my shoulders pinning my face against her soaking pussy until the last wave passed and her breathing slowed to near normal.  
I unbuckled my pants as Carol laid back and got ready to receive her first good fucking in the tropics.  Just as I was stripping off my shorts, though, straining to get my underwear over my stiff erection, there was a knock at the door.  Carol instantly shot upright, straining to hike the back of her skirt back down over her sexy round ass.  I almost fell over as I fumbled backward trying to pull myself back together.  We both were trying hard to stifle our laughter, feeling like school kids caught in the back seat.  Still giggling Carol opened the door. It was a steward delivering the luggage.  I couldn’t see him at first, but I did catch the rather approving expression on Carol’s face as she.  He was, of course, a young black male-- lean, handsome, but very young.  His skin was very dark black and it contrasted starkly with his bright white uniform.  He took a few minutes to introduce himself.  His name was Andre and he spoke with a high-pitched voice in an unusual French-Caribbean accent.  He couldn’t have been more than 19 or 20 years old and only stood about 5’5” or so.  Having never been on a cruise before, we learned something new.  Each set of suites, he told us, was assigned one steward for the duration of the cruise, and Andre would “be taking care of our needs” as part of his assignment.   Now, the smell of sex, I’m sure, was hanging in the air in our small, but comfortable stateroom.  And, of course, the pie plate-sized wet spot on the bed was a dead giveaway too—I saw Andre’s eyes fix upon it a couple of times during his introduction.  As he went over some basic instructions, I also caught Carol eying him up and down (mostly down) as he explained the basics of the ship to us in his heavily accented English.  In his white uniform, it was hard to hide the rather large bulge that went down his right trouser leg, and Carol and I exchanged a knowing glance or two as he finished his explanation.   
Within seconds of Andre’s departure, Carol was back spread-eagle on the bed with my cock rhythmically penetrating her sopping pussy.  The encounter with our young, black steward had clearly done nothing to lower Carol’s level of excitement, for her juices fairly ran out of her with each inward thrust.  The cabin walls were thin and we could just make out Andre’s voice, as he was giving his well-practiced introduction to the occupants of the next room as I slowly fucked Carol’s pussy.  She was soaking wet and it felt like heaven as I slid slowly in and out of her.  We giggled and whispered in each other’s ear.   Of course, we both had noticed Andre’s healthy endowment so clearly put on display and I remarked that it had taken Carol only minutes to give her first young guy a hard-on.  She chuckled before replying that she was pretty sure that he didn’t even have an erection…”No, I think he was still soft,” she growled.  She backed up her claim by stating in detail how, according to her observations, “his penis seemed to swing too loosely in his pants for him to be hard.”   I deferred to her expertise on the matter and began pumping her harder now.  Then, as Carol reached down to fondle my balls, I literally shuddered as I blew my load deep inside Carol’s warm, soaking vagina. 
After a shower, Carol and I strolled around the ship for awhile trying to get oriented to its layout.  It was a huge boat with 12 decks, 3 pools, a casino, a movie theater, full-size auditorium (where my conference would take place), several restaurants and a dozen or more bars.  When we returned to our stateroom (we got lost on the way) to get ready for the conference reception, Andre had already picked up the room, made the bed and replaced our used towels with fresh ones—what service.  He left a card with his name and phone extension with the hand written message, “call if you need anything.”  I mused out loud to Carol as she readied herself that all she had to do was pick up the phone and call Andre.  After all, the card did say “call if you need anything.”  Without batting an eye, she said, “well, I might just have to do that,” as she went on nonchalantly putting on her make up, “I’m sure I’ll be in need of something this week.”   She was being coy, of course, and mostly just for my benefit--she knows that I love this sort of understated teasing.    I felt that familiar zinging sensation in my groin, my mind racing, imagining Carol calling young cabin steward to come by the room to give her ’what she needs.’  “After all,” she continued, “ I am on vacation and should really take advantage of all the services that the staff has to offer…”   I felt a slight twinge of embarrassment at how quickly I had become erect again thinking about my wife being serviced by Andre’s young black cock.  I tried in vain to hide my excited state, but Carol was eyeing her carefully crafted effects in the mirror.  “I think you might have to call him for me,” she chortled as she touched the tented crotch of my pants as she slipped past me, “looks like you’re in quite a state there.”  “Well, I’m ready,” she then announced abruptly and she thoroughly enjoyed watching me struggle to corral my stiff cock down my pants leg so it wasn’t too obvious that I was walking down the hallway with a full-blown erection.
The reception was a snoozer, and fairly poorly attended as well.  It was an optional activity on the schedule and over half the attendees elected not to show up.  As it turned out, however, I am glad we showed up.  Because we happened to be seated at a table with a cute little drug rep from Tennessee named Kendra.  She and Carol hit it off right away, with lots in common to talk about.  And I enjoyed the view of her pert little tits through the skin-tight, tropical print halter she was wearing.  A tiny woman with a dyed auburn-red bob hairdo, Kendra was an early thirties cutie who was obviously set on enjoying her week with plenty of tropical drinks to help her along.  We didn’t stay long, adjourning to one of the bars nearby after the dinner.  Over several rum punches, Kendra shared her life story with us.  A divorced mother of two, she attended college as a single mom and had really pulled herself up by her own bootstraps.  She shared that this was the first time in many years that she was actually able to go on a vacation, and she was intent on really enjoying herself.  But she was also very ambitious and was looking at this conference as a real opportunity to network and learn some new sales techniques.  
It didn’t take too long, of course, before I was able steer the conversation towards sex.  With the help of the rum, even Carol (who is normally still quite shy-even prudish--in public) was beginning to slip into some pretty titillating subjects.  Carol is not at all bisexual.  She has, for my benefit, a few times tried an “actual” FMF threesome…once even with her sister Anne and I!   Let’s just say it’s not her cup of tea.  As she put, “I’d really just rather watch you have sex with another woman, than join in.”  (Of course, threesome or more-somes--with her as the female center of attention—now that’s another story).    Anyway, I was a bit surprised by the way Carol seemed to be probing Kendra on the subject of bisexuality.  Carol even shot me a little wink once or twice as our new friend seemed to open up about her past—which included (doesn’t everyone’s) a bit of kinkiness.  The cocktail lounge was now crowded but we had a nice corner table with a great view out over the calm seas.   I had another great view—of Kendra’s tight little body.  Above her bare mid-drift stood a pair of firm little tits sporting large perky nipples that swelled in the cool Caribbean breeze.   I was now heading up to the bar every 15 minutes or so as the girls were really going to town on their fruity drinks.  The bartender warned me that the first night on board was always dangerous as it took awhile to adjust to movement of the ship and the hidden kick in the kool aid-like concoctions.  Back at the table, Carol “accidentally” let slip (twice) how good I was in bed.  And not too tactfully either…if wasn’t for the alcohol, it would have really been incredibly obvious.  When Kendra excused herself to use the ladies’ room, Carol came right out and asked the obvious, “So, do you want to have sex with her?”  Carol’s hand slipped under the table where my stiffening cock answered her question for me.  As she squeezed my aching balls, she whispered, “ I think I could get her to come back to our cabin for you.”  Just then, I got an inkling of Carol’s strategy here.  She wasn’t really fishing for a FMF at all.  She was simply hoping to offer up Kendra as some sort of a down payment.  To be honest, it was a little off-putting.  Carol was pretty drunk, so I had to give her a bit slack, but we got into a pretty good argument over this later. 
We walked Kendra back to her cabin (one of the tiny interior shoeboxes) where she seemed more than a bit perplexed by the fact that the evening was actually coming to an abrupt end.  She did give both Carol and I big hugs, and I got a sexy little nuzzle that lingered long enough for me to feel her warmth penetrate my skin.  Her hair smelled of flowery perfume and I let my hands fall down around her tiny waist and back to the shelf above her tight little ass.  I really did want to fuck her…taste her actually…then fuck her.  But my pride was a bit hurt and I wasn’t going to give in—at least not that night.  Back in our stateroom, Carol said I was cutting off my nose to spite my face (which, of course, I was).   She freely admitted that she was indeed angling just to get me laid.  She also admitted that she was, in a way, trying to offer Kendra to me as some sort of recompense for her intentions to have sex with other men.  Carol was pretty wasted, the rum had really snuck up on her.  And the more we argued, the less tact she was able to maintain.  Her last comment really stuck in my mind.  “So I was trying to help you get fucked,” she slurred…”is that a bad thing?”  She continued as I turned off the lights and bit my tongue, “Because, I mean…like…you know that I’m gonna get fucked a lot this week…” she patted my shoulder, “so I mean you should…have some too, baby…”  Her voice trailed off and she slowly passed out.  Which was fine…it had been a long day.   As I drifted off to sleep, I could still smell Kendra’s perfume, could still feel that tiny waist in my hands, I could still feel her body pressed against mine.  I was rock-hard and Carol was right…
Our little tiff was completely forgotten by the morning.  Carol was only trying to be helpful, I reasoned, and besides there was little point in getting our trip off to a bad start.  The rum did a good job on Carol’s head and she was paying for it with a terrible hangover.  My conference started at 9:00 a.m. and as I showered, Carol staggered into the bathroom and took some aspirin before heading back to bed.  We were able to chat a bit after I got out of the shower and we resolved not to make Kendra an issue…whatever might transpire over the week.  I ‘spooned’ up against Carol’s naked body as we talked about Kendra and the awkward ending to the previous evening.  The heat of Carol’s bare flesh penetrated my shorts and I could feel myself stiffening as she ever so slowly moved her soft, round ass rhythmically against me.   “Mmmmm…she was pretty hot for you though,” Carol chuckled as she increased the pressure against my rapidly growing bone.   I had to honestly admit that I was hot for Kendra too, but that I preferred doing my own ‘pick-up’ work.  Carol apologized and we kissed a bit before I glanced at my watch (I was already late) and I headed for the door.  “Go get her tiger,” Carol laughed before grimacing slightly and holding her aching head.  I reminded her that I actually had work to do this morning while she was able to just lounge in bed.  As I left the room, Andre was in the hallway already checking the rooms for occupancy.  I had the last little laugh, though, as I snuck the ‘maid service’ card in the door slot before heading to the auditorium for the conference.  

If Kendra shared any of my awkwardness over the events of the previous evening, she sure was good at hiding it.  She waved me over to a seat next to her in the auditorium as I grabbed a cup of coffee and a croissant from the buffet they had set up for us.  I was dressed in shorts and a tee-shirt as were most of the others now filing in.  Kendra, wearing a gray business suit, was slightly embarrassed at being ‘over-dressed’ for the conference.  The only others dressed in business attire were the presenters.  “My first vacation-conference,” she whispered sheepishly, “I wasn’t sure how to dress.”  She looked stunning actually.  The crisp folds of her skirt looked very sexy above her nylon-clad legs.  The only mention of the previous evening were her remarks about the how sneaky rum drinks were and how much fun she had had hanging out with Carol and I.  All I could think was how stupid I had been not to let Carol complete her little plan, because I certainly regretted now that we hadn’t all end up in bed.  No harm seemed to be done, however, because Kendra didn’t seem any less enthusiastic now about spending time together.  In fact, she suggested that we all get together again for lunch after the conference ended that day.   The presentations that morning were completely forgettable.  Kendra dutifully took notes while I pretended to pay attention.  Mostly, I just sat and watched Kendra as she enthusiastically asked questions, and occasionally munched on her plate of fresh strawberries, melon and pineapple.  My mind also couldn’t help but slip back to Carol in our stateroom.  I wondered how her morning was going, and if she was enjoying my little ‘maid service’ surprise.  Eventually, the clock slowly wound around to 11:00 a.m. break time.  I was eager to get back to the room, and told Kendra I’d stop by her room (since it was on my way back to the auditorium) at break’s end.

I pretty much jogged back to the cabin.  When I got to the door and saw the ‘do not disturb’ card in the door slot, my heart nearly stopped.  I pressed my ear against the door expecting to hear the tell-tale sounds of sex, but all was silent inside.  Quietly I swiped my card key and opened the door as silently as possible.  Carol was out on our little deck on a lounge chair reading.  She had heard me trying to slyly sneak in and she looked over her shoulder at me and laughed.   I walked out on the deck; she was wearing her silk robe half open, revealing her deep cleavage.  With a knowing smile, she said, “So, you don’t even knock when you see a ‘do not disturb’ sign on the door, huh?”  We both shared a good laugh about her little payback gesture.  I did want to know what happened though, and I was really pressed for time…so, I just came out and asked.  Andre did, it seems, see the ‘maid service’ message card I had left in the door slot.  Unfortunately, he spoiled my plan by knocking first, so Carol had some warning. So, my little daydream of him walking right in to find my naked wife in bed, it seems, didn’t come to pass.  Not exactly, that is.  The room was obviously cleaned and the bed was mad, so I knew he had to have been there.  “So where were you while he cleaned the room?” I asked.  “Right here,” she said, “on the deck.”  Obviously nothing sexual had transpired, but Carol’s devilish look implied to me that there was more to the story.  “So, did you flash him or something?” I said rather jokingly.  Carol didn’t even look up from her book as she blithely turned a page and replied in her sexiest deadpan, “I really didn’t have to, I wasn’t wearing anything.”   Our little deck, though packed along the ship with several others on Deck 10, did have privacy walls.  So nakedness (as long as it was fairly discrete) was easy enough to pull off.   I was eager to hear more.  Pointing to my watch, though, I reminded Carol that I had to be back to the conference in just a few minutes.  Carol went on slowly, purposely dragging out the details, “Well, I think our young steward is a little shy.”  “Did he even look?” I asked.  “He sure tried hard not to,” she smiled as she related the story, “he tried very hard not to peek but I think I finally got his attention.”  Carol held up a bottle of sunscreen and told me how she had given Andre a little show rubbing lotion all over her naked body.”  “And he still didn’t get the hint,” I chuckled,” maybe he’s gay?”    “Nope, I don’t think that’s a problem,” Carol winked, “not by the reaction I saw in his pants.”  Carol held up her hands to indicate the estimated length of the erection she had inspired.  Andre apparently had had quite the embarrassed reaction and had quickly finished up his work.  He made the bed, straightened up the room and cleaned the bathroom and then he just left.  Although he hadn’t spoken a single word to her, Carol seemed satisfied that her little plan of seduction was well on its way to fruition.  Meanwhile, I had almost forgotten about Kendra’s invitation for us to join her for lunch.  I told Carol to meet us at the forward bistro by the large pool at 2:00.  “So you didn’t completely screw it up for yourself last night, huh?” Carol intoned.  “I guess not,” I answered wryly, “just meet us there OK?” I hustled out the door to pick up Kendra and get back to the conference.
When I got to Kendra’s cabin, the door was slightly ajar.  I gave a polite knock and heard her “come in” reply from the cabin’s bathroom.  I walked in and saw the bathroom door closed.  I took a seat on the edge of the bed.  The interior cabin was tiny, even compared to our rather modest stateroom.  The double bed literally took up 90% of the floor space.  There was a small dressing table and chair and a wall mount television that was tuned to the “shipboard events channel.”  About the exact time that I noticed Kendra’s business suit and nylons folded neatly on the bed next to me, she came bouncing out the bathroom door.  She was wearing a bright yellow Brazilian cut bikini and my eyes nearly popped out of their sockets staring at her barely covered little body.  She turned to tie a tropical print sarong skirt around her tiny waist and giving me an ultra close up view of her tight little ass in the process.  The small of her back sported a Celtic knot tattoo that followed the contours of her lumbar spine and dipped seductively down toward the crack of her lovely ass.  “I thought I’d go a little more casual this afternoon,” she chuckled as she slipped on some flip-flops and pulled on a tie-dyed tee-shirt which she knotted at the waist.  I told her that I approved of her choice, but I think my staring already had communicated that pretty clearly.  She asked about Carol and I hesitated a bit before saying, “she’s just been lounging around all morning doing a little reading.”  “She is going to meet us for lunch,” I sputtered, trying hard to appear coolly disinterested as Kendra adjusted the sarong just below her belly button.  I noticed a small c-section scar and a second tattoo (a tiny purple flower) just above her pubic mound.  My mind raced a bit, imagining the petals of another flower that lay just a few inches lower.  My half-erect penis moved noticeably in my pants and I wondered how I was going to set about plucking that fragrant little bloom.  We were now running late and we rushed a bit to get back to our seats at the conference. 
The afternoon presenter was terrible.  The info was OK, but he was from India and his accent made it almost impossible to understand what he was saying.  He also had the annoying habit of reading every word that was on his power point slides, which makes for a deathly slow presentation.  Even Kendra, who paid such fastidious attention in the morning session, soon was yawning in boredom.  We occupied each other with little scribbled notes and games of tic-tac-toe on our handouts.  As the two hours crept by, our little messages became more flirty—eventually even down-right racy.    I was careful not to push it too far, not wanting to read too much into her little double-entendres.  But, by the time 2:00 pm rolled around, I was pretty confident that she was almost as interested in me as I was in her.  Together, we walked down to the forward bistro to find Carol.

Now, having never been on a cruise, I was a bit unprepared for how food seemed to be everywhere.  The bistro had an over the top buffet set up, and Carol was already at a table with her food in front of her.  They had offered us lunch at the conference, but knowing we were going to meet Carol I declined.  Kendra had had some more fruit, so she passed on the buffet, but I grabbed an assortment of things to make a sandwich and headed back to the table.  Carol was already finishing up by the time I got back to the table.  The two girls decided that they were going to the hot tub and I watched as Carol removed her cover up revealing my favorite swim suit—a tight, black one-piece that was low cut in front to reveal her ample cleavage.  Her skin was already tan and freckled from two-weeks of preparation in our local tanning salon, and I watched as heads turned while she and Kendra strolled across the deck to one of the four bubbling tubs that framed the pool corners.  Kendra’s tiny yellow suit was—of course-- a real eye-catcher as well, and I wolfed down the sandwich so I could hustle down to our cabin and grab my suit and join them.  When I got to the stateroom, I was surprised to find Andre inside.  He was obviously nervous, and said, in a stuttering French accent, “I was just bringing more towels,” before quickly exiting the room.  After he left, I noticed that one of the dresser drawers was opened—the one with Carol’s panties and bras.  I chuckled, knowing now that Carol’s little plan was having its effect.  But I had two women waiting for me in a hot tub, so I quickly changed and hurried back to the pool area.
The girls already had drinks in hand and were chatting away by the time I arrived.  Several men had crowded in as well, “like a pack of wolves,” as Carol put it, and I had to literally shoe-horn my way into the pool.   I first began to sit down to Carol’s left, but she slid over and directed me to the spot right between them.  The water was HOT, hotter than I had expected, and it felt heavenly on my body as I slid down into it.  The girls looked happy at my arrival as they had seemingly been fighting off the attentions of the other guys before my arrival.  Carol leaned in and gave me kiss and a “Hi Honey.”  Then, much to my surprise, Kendra did the same.  Just as Kendra’s peck landed on my cheek, I felt a hand touch my suit front—lightly at first, but then turning to a full squeeze of my free-floating cock.  I must admit that for a second, I wasn’t completely sure that it was Carol’s hand doing the work below the bubbling water.  But the grin on her face, gave her away.  Just as quickly as it had arrived, her hand disappeared.  But that’s all it took and I could feel my staff rising to a near full erection.  Kendra quickly admitted that Carol had put her up to the little kiss, and their strategy had worked as the men slowly began leaving the pool on to other women in other tubs.  We stayed in the tub for nearly an hour, drinking and chatting. The hot water quickly rushed the alcohol into the bloodstream and soon we were having quite the open conversation.  Carol and Kendra must have shared quite a bit of information already (either the previous evening or before I got back to the pool) because Kendra was clearly aware of the nature of Carol and I’s relationship.  “I think it’s so cool that you guys trust each other so much,” Kendra cooed, already sounding a bit tipsy.  We really got to know a lot about each other in that hour.  Kendra was very open about how she had been twice pregnant by age 20 in a seemingly loveless 7 year marriage.  Carol whispered in my ear, “She’s never had an orgasm with a man,” knowing full well that this little tidbit would certainly get my competitive juices flowing.   Carol and I, from our own struggles with differing libidos in the first decade of our own marriage, knew what Kendra was dealing with.  “It’s my own fault really,” Kendra went on, “I’ve never really been comfortable with my own body.”  It always blows me away when I hear a woman say this, especially one as attractive as Kendra.   I mean it has to be obvious when a dozen men cram into a hot tub to ogle you that you must be hot, right?  I remember how before Carol and I made our first forays into swinging how negative she was toward her own physical appearance.  Even after we had started, Carol would always be wringing her hands before every party or meet up, worried whether the men would find her attractive.  Like I always told her, “when  a bunch of guys are lining up with boners to fuck you…that means you’re pretty, dear!”    We found out that Kendra’s short-lived expedition into bisexuality was really just an outgrowth of this underlying insecurity, and it was the eventual cause for her break-up with her husband.  Her ex sounded like a real red-neck jerk anyway.  And a fool too, I thought to myself, for not seeing the opportunity of the situation to both save his marriage and multiply his own pleasure at the same time.  
We were all pretty tipsy by the time we got out of the hot tub.  I can’t really remember anything actually being said in reference to going back to our cabin, but it just somehow seemed inevitable that we would eventually end up there.  I ushered the ladies down the long deck corridor and Carol excitedly squeezed my hand as we approached our stateroom and gave me a big smile as I swiped the card to unlock the door.  I clearly remember the wave of nervous excitement as we entered the room knowing what we were obviously about to do.  It was that wonderful feeling of anticipation that always sweeps over me every time we meet up with new people.  I think the most addictive part of swinging are those very moments—the ones right before you are about to make love to someone new.  It’s like being a teenager again and climbing into the back seat for the first time.  There was an awkward moment of silence as we all contemplated where all this was so quickly.  Thankfully, Carol abruptly ended the awkwardness by putting my hand into Kendra’s and excusing herself to go ‘grab a quick shower.’  There was, of course, no hiding my excitement as my swimsuit was tenting out visibly from my growing erection.  In seconds Kendra and I were locked in embrace, our hands eagerly exploring each others’ bodies.  Carol gave me a quick wink as she disappeared behind the closing bathroom door.  Kendra and I kissed deeply as I struggled to remove her bikini top, finally just deciding to pull it up over her head. With her chest now bare, I dropped my lips to her small, firm breasts and began suckling her nipples.  Kendra’s tits were very small, but perfectly proportioned and tipped with large, darkly pigmented areolas and thick nipples that just beg to be sucked upon.  I pulsed the large firm nipples in and out of my lips and Kendra sighed audibly as her hands gently stroked my hair and played with my ears.  As a rule, I generally prefer large breasts--just the sight or feel of Carol’s pendulous D-cups in my hands makes my blood pressure rise--but I have to admit that Kendra’s meaty nipples were having much the same effect.  I also was enjoying the fact that she was so petite.  She seemed like a feather as lifted her and backed her toward the bed. We lay down as I continued to lick and suck my way from breast to breast.  The chorine from the hot tub was coming out of every pore of Kendra’s bare skin and mingled with her perfume. The smell was intoxicating and it made me all the more ready to explore her body with my mouth.  Her hand had worked its way down to my swimsuit and was busily manipulating my swollen cock through the thin fabric.  The tight skin of her firm belly was a delight as I kissed my way down her torso toward that small purple flower tattoo that adorned the spot just above her pubic mound.  Just as I was just hooking my thumbs under the strings of her tiny bikini bottoms, however, I felt her suddenly go stiff.  She wriggled a bit lower while trying to direct me away from the object of my immediate desire.  The message was subtle, but clear.  Something was obviously wrong.
When I looked up, Kendra had the clear look of fear in her on her face.  My mind raced trying to think back over the past two days.   Had we moved too fast?  Had we pushed things in a direction that Kendra wasn’t comfortable with?  I drew a complete blank because she clearly had been as eager as any of us for things to proceed.  She didn’t say anything, but continued to wriggle her body down the bed until my face was nuzzling back up near her breasts and then even further up to the nape of her neck   As I kissed her softly,  she whispered, “I’m a little uncomfortable with… a man going down there…you know…with his mouth.”  Her voice had changed.  She sounded like a scared little girl, and her Tennessee accent now was much more pronounced.   We lay together and continued to kiss as I massaged her shoulders and back.   About that time, I heard the shower stop and the shower door open in the bathroom.  I told her that I truly loved going down on women, and I’d take it just as slowly as she wanted.  Kendra giggled, and nodding to the bathroom where my lovely wife was now drying off said, “Carol says you have a golden tongue.”  I leaned in and gave her neck and ear a little flourish with my “golden tongue” and she cooed her approval.  After several minutes more of kissing and gentle assurances, Kendra’s resistance seemed to slowly be slipping away.  So once again I kissed my way back down her lithe little body and began to remove her bikini bottom.  I could hear her breathing get halting and choppy as I slipped the tiny yellow garment down her thighs.  A small patch of auburn hair adorned her pubic mound.  Still nervous, she stiffly held her legs together as I moved back up to position myself, gently prying her knees apart as I went.  She slowly parted her thighs, and I got my first look at her delicate, freshly waxed pussy.  Her small labia were thin and darkly pigmented like her nipples.  But above her tiny slit, emerging from the cover of the little patch of pubic hair was a very large and pronounced clitoral hood—also of a deep purple hue.  My mouth was literally watering as I moved between her thighs and parted her soft folds with my thumbs.  As I lifted the large fleshy hood, I got my first glimpse at Kendra’s enormous, pink clit.  As I pulled the hood back, Kendra’s body stiffened again in an obvious state of discomfort. I heard her say weakly, “See what I mean, that’s why I don’t really like a guy to go down there.”   Longer than the last segment of my thumb, her bulbous clit protruded more than an inch—like a small, erect penis.  I moved my head back slightly to admire the throbbing little organ.  “If you are grossed out, it’s OK,” she stuttered nervously, “I understand.”   Far from grossed out, I was fascinated.  By this time, Carol had come out of the bathroom and taken up a position on the edge of the bed behind Kendra.  Actually, I thought that it was about the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.  Rather than tell her, though, I used my mouth to communicate in another way.  Carol gave me the loveliest smile before I lowered my lips to Kendra’s pussy.  Kendra’s body was rigid as a board as I began gently licking her tiny slit.  I remember that her pussy felt so damn hot on my tongue, perhaps still holding the heat of the hot tub within its delicate folds.  Her juices were tart at first, but as her little labia swelled and began to more easily part with each stroke of my tongue, they mellowed into a musky sweetness.  I spent a long while just making long, languid strokes along her tiny slit.  When I did finally move up and began gently flicking her massive clit with the very tip of my tongue, Kendra again squirmed nervously.  Carol sensed her discomfort and began to lean in and massage Kendra’s belly and thighs.  This seemed to have an immediate soothing effect on Kendra, and I was able to begin moving up to her clit again.  Slowly, patiently, I began working my tongue around and around in gentle circles of her amazing organ.  Within a few minutes, Kendra’s body was relaxing and I was able to start gently sucking it in and out of my mouth.  I could feel her breathing begin to pick up and I timed my pulses of suction to coincide with each breath.  She was seemed to be thoroughly enjoying herself, and any lingering nervousness was swept away by the pleasure she was now receiving from my eager mouth.  I wrapped my arms under her tiny ass and began eating her more forcefully now--my tongue alternating between deep forays inside her boiling hot slit and stiff strumming strokes over the large erect clit.  Each curling upward lap now coated my tongue and lips with Kendra’s spicy wetness.  I felt her hands begin to dig at my scalp as I ate her ferociously.  Her amazing clit now stood well proud of its purple hood and I sucked it hard between my lips in fast, rhythmic bursts.  Kendra seemed to be hanging on the edge of orgasm for what seemed like several minutes as she writhed and bucked against my face.  Her hands held the back of my head, urging me down between her thighs.  I lifted her pelvis slightly and inserted two fingers into her tiny wet vagina and began to massage the rugated flesh of her frontal vaginal wall.  When Kendra finally came, the pulsing spasms of her pussy gripped my fingers like a vise as my lips continued to suckle her big pulsing clit.  The spasms wracked her body for a long, long time as our mutual grip on each other slowly began to release.  Carol was smiling and slowly rubbing her own pussy as I raised my head and climbed up to kiss her.   
Kendra lay smiling on the bed in a pose of utter contentment watching Carol and I kiss deeply.  As I have said, Carol really has shown no bi-sexual tendencies whatsoever.  But as we kissed, I noticed that she seemed to take special delight in sucking and licking Kendra’s juices from my face.  In a throaty whisper she told me how watching me eat pussy always made her so excited (actually, on occasion at home Carol will sometimes use a hand mirror to watch me lick her pussy).  Carol directed my hand to her own sopping pussy as we kissed.  Her thighs were slippery as my fingers curled upward to enter her dripping vagina. Three fingers slipped easily up past her pubic bone and I began frigging her gently as Kendra looked on smiling.  Carol’s hand dropped to my crotch and began working the elastic waistband of my swimsuit from the front down over my swollen dick.  Suddenly, I was aware of Kendra’s hands on me as well as she untied the drawstring and then helped work the damp suit off over my ass.  As my boner sprung free, Carol’s hand deftly caught it and gave me a good hard squeeze.  My already-oozing head released a large dollop of clear fluid that Carol corralled in her palm and expertly used to lube up my hard prick with a simple twist of her hand.  After a few firm strokes, she moved further onto the bed and my fingers were pulled from the warmth of her pussy.  Leaning down, she engulfed my entire length in one impressive motion and locked her lips tightly around the base of my cock.  She held me there for what seemed like an eternity.  She made a long low growl that reverberated on my cock which was buried deep in her throat--a sensation that was both heavenly and excruciating.  
As Carol released her lip lock and slowly lifted her head off my stiff bone, I felt her saliva running down my shaft and coating my balls.  Carol’s little deep throat maneuver was clearly a case of showing off, and she smiled and winked at me as she sat back up--her hand continuing to stroke my slippery cock.  Kendra now crawled down toward us and lowered her face toward my erection.   Carol tenderly directed it toward her mouth and right between her lips.  The wonder of swinging, of course, is experiencing the infinite variety of sensations that new partners introduce to the mix.  Kendra’s technique was so different than Carol’s that to describe both as simply ‘oral sex’ is to miss the million essential details that make each encounter unique.  Kendra’s tongue swirled around my throbbing head between episodes of hard, rapid-fire sucking that had me nearing orgasm in less than a minute.  In fact, I had to pull away a couple of times to avoid spilling my seed too quickly.  I especially loved how Kendra’s eyes darted upward every few seconds to meet mine as if to gauge my approval.   I smiled down at her in perfect pleasure.  After a few minutes, I made a motion to Carol to have her get out her always ready supply of condoms.  She was busily strumming her shaven pussy in the bedside chair watching Kendra suck my cock.  With the other hand waved me off, a gesture I understood to mean that she was giving me tacit approval to proceed without a condom.  Kendra seemed safe enough, I guess, to forgo the condom and I wasted little time moving in.  I lifted Kendra up away from her oral ministrations and we kissed.   Our hands dropped to eagerly explore each other’s genitalia.   Her tiny hands rolled my swollen balls in their light grip as mine wrapped around her to spread her delicate folds from behind.   In one motion, we fell together on the bed.  As she laid back, I began sliding my cock up and down her tiny slit.  Each little stroke ended with a small collision against her large, protruding clit.  With a little direction, I convinced her to hold back the hood so I could drum my hard cock lightly against the large pink bulb.  Her groans of pleasure egged me on and I began spanking her clit more forcefully.  The sight of that big throbbing nub was too tempting and I slid down momentarily to give it one more good sucking.  

The moment of penetration was sublime.  Kendra was slippery wet and I was as hard as a fence post.  Her pussy was tiny and I could feel it stretch open as my swollen head parted her labia before disappearing inside her.  I was so on edge that I had to move with extreme care to keep from cumming immediately.  I had to steel my mind and concentrate just to stave off orgasm as I began to move my cock slowly in and out of her.  What a contrast to Carol’s large, soft vaginal folds—Kendra’s little pussy was so tight and firm.  My cock felt enormous as it plumbed in and out of her tiny hole, her vaginal walls gripping me like a vise.  I raised her calves and held her spread-legged as I continued to work my rock-hard cock increasingly deeper with every long, deliberate stroke.  Carol and I made eye contact; she continued to rub her pussy as her eyes urged me on.  After several minutes in this awkward upright position, I needed to change my angle of approach.  As I lowered myself down on top of Kendra, she seamlessly canted her hips back to accept my full length.  Now I could really start to fuck her in earnest, and I could feel every millimeter of her pussy as I slowly buried myself fully into her.  I bottomed out against her cervix with more than an inch to spare.   I held it deep, reveling in the incredible sensation of her pussy’s tight grip on my cock.  I began to fuck her hard, and our bodies quickly got into a rhythmic symmetry.  She moved upward with each inward thrust, meeting my every move with almost perfect timing.  The sensation was soon more than I could hold out against, and I began to feel the cum starting to boil up from my trembling balls.  Kendra’s eyes, mere inches away, were glued to mine.  A look of concentration was frozen on her face as increased my pace.  She could obviously see the impending orgasm written all over my face and she cooed pleadingly for me to cum in her sweetest little southern drawl.  Her hand tenderly rubbed my arms and shoulders as she whispered over and over, “cum for me, Baby…cum for me.”   At that very moment, the familiar sound of Carol’s orgasm began to echo through the room as she groaned in release.  I couldn’t really see in her direction, but could somehow feel the energy of her orgasm filling the little room.  Like a trigger going off, my body went stiff.  I craned my neck and caught a quick glimpse of her trembling thighs and belly in the dressing table mirror and I instantly felt my own orgasm begin to rise and my cum starting to jet out of my spasming cock.   In pure ecstasy, I slammed my cock in deeply two, three, four times as Kendra’s tight pussy milked out thick ropes of jism with each stoke.  She seemed so tiny and fragile as I bucked my hips hard against her little pelvis, but she gamely rode out my frantic pounding until I was totally spent.   Exhausted, my sweat-soaked body collapsed down on top of her momentarily.  Conscious of my weight now crushing down on her, I slid my knees forward to lift myself up off her little torso.  As our damp bodies parted, I could feel my cock literally swimming in cum as we kissed breathlessly for several minutes while I recovered my wits.  Slowly I lifted my hips and began pulling my slowly flagging cock out of Kendra’s cum-filled pussy.  To my surprise though, Carol had already taken up a position behind me.  As I slowly pulled out of Kendra’s dripping womb, Carol was beneath my hips and craning her neck under me to take my slimy cock straight into her mouth.  
In its half-erect state, my cock slipped easily down my sexy wife’s throat and I could feel her tongue all the way up lapping the underside of my balls as she swallowed me whole.  I was overcome with the mixed feelings of both disgust and pure pleasure as Carol hungrily slurped up the gooey mixture of secretions covering my flaccid cock.  With steady suction, Carol worked up and down my soft shaft carefully cleaning the ooze off my cock and balls.  Her fingers fondled my slippery scrotum and massaged the secret area just under my ass that she knows so well.  Kendra now locked me in an embrace, pulling me back down to kiss her.  As Kendra and I pressed our bodies together, writhing in a post-coital slow dance, Carol stood up behind us.  I felt her hand sternly wrap around my cock and begin making firm strokes.  Almost angrily she milked my spent cock back downward in her tight fist.  Stretching it almost to the point of pain with each down stroke, she vigorously jacked my aching cock steadily bringing it back to life.  “You didn’t think you were done, did you?” Carol growled as she continued to patiently coax my prick back toward another erection.  Her nails were now digging into my sensitive flesh as she jerked me slowly.  Meanwhile, Kendra’s hand had slipped down and was now raking her cum-covered pussy in rapid little bursts.  Always observant, Carol directed my hips upward and began mashing my half-hardened cock forward against Kendra’s big swollen clit.  Kendra was really beginning to writhe under me, lifting her hips to grind her pussy against my cock still captive in Carol’s tight fist.  Steadily, my penis began to regain most of its firmness and I was able to somewhat control its movement.  Carol’s grip loosened and then suddenly disappeared completely as my hip motion took over where her hand had left off.  My half-erect cock lay in perfect position and I began working it up and down Kendra’s slit and up over her swollen clit.  My leaking cum, still working out of her pussy, coated the underside of my cock.  The slippery feeling was rapidly getting me hard again.  Kendra moaned softly and arched her back in pleasure as I was able to apply increasing force with every grinding thrust.  

With my cock back to full staff, I backed up and lifted my body to watch my cock glide over Kendra’s pretty little pussy.  Her little labia were now puffy and splayed open.  A thick glob of my semen was leaking out of her dilated pussy and I scooped it up with the head of my penis and deposited it up on her clit.  Carol was watching every move, and she quickly darted in to lick my cum off Kendra’s clit, her tongue lingered to give the little organ a couple of extra laps before proceeding to clean the rest from my knob and down my shaft.  I can count on one hand how many times I’ve seen Carol actually lick another woman’s pussy (three times it was her sister Ann’s in some of our early forays into swinging).  Each time, it has had the exact same effect on me—my cock sprung to full, throbbing erection!  For several minutes Carol alternated between Kendra’s pussy and my cock with her slutty mouth.  As she licked Kendra’s pussy, I used my cock to rake more of my leaking cum upward for Carol to clean off with her hungry lips.  My excitement was at a fever pitch watching my wife’s skilled tongue flitting between cock and clit.  Finally, I could no longer resist and I pressed my fat knob down and watched it disappear inside Kendra’s tight pussy.  With Carol still busily sucking her meaty clit, I had to satisfy myself with some shallow, poking strokes in and out of Kendra’s little slit.  I loved the elastic feeling of her vaginal opening as it clung to my bulbous knob and stretched slowly open with each slow, shallow thrust.   Kendra had managed to hook Carol’s left leg and she was now directing her up on to the bed.  As Carol’s head lifted out from between Kendra’s thighs, I immediately sunk my shaft deep inside her pussy.  The cum remaining inside her oozed out around my shaft as it penetrated her.  The sticky sensation of the semen running down my balls was incredible as she let out a long groan.  My cock was buried to hilt as I leaned down hard into her.  I could feel my knob mashing firmly against Kendra’s cervix.  Carol was now climbing over to straddle Kendra’s face and we kissed as she lowered herself down onto Kendra’s eager little mouth.  I was in heaven as I played with Carol’s big, pendulous tits while slowly fucking Kendra’s little pussy with long deep strokes.  Having released all the tension with my first orgasm, my cock now seemed almost wooden and impervious to the incredible sensation of Kendra’s incredibly tight hole.  I fucked her hard this time without fear of cumming, and I could hear her muffled screams as I pounded my dick deep inside her.  Carol seemed to be enjoying her ride too as the faraway look on her face could attest to.  Though our faces were only inches apart, we were both in our own little worlds of pure pleasure.  My only downside was that I couldn’t see Kendra eating Carol’s voluptuous pussy.   For that, I could only use my imagination.  Eventually, Carol began to come out of her trance and she looked in my eyes and demanded to be fucked.  First it was a whisper, but when she repeated it a second time, she meant business.  With almost perfect precision, she rolled off Kendra and pulled me toward her.  Within about three seconds my cock went from one pussy to another as I swung to the left and fell down between my wife’s thighs.  My cock disappeared completely in one downward thrust between her velvety labia.  Her vagina was soft and soaking wet, and I hammered it with a steady barrage of long, hard strokes push-up style.  Her fingers strummed her clit furiously and within a minute she was cumming like a freight train.  I had every intention of cumming along with her, but I was caught off guard by how quickly she went off and I couldn’t muster enough friction to push myself over the edge.  Realizing this, I quickly slowed my pace and stayed with her, deeply grinding my cock with arcing swirls of my hips, until the last of her spasms subsided.  Carol is definitely multi-orgasmic and after achieving one the floodgates sometimes are pretty much open.  But this was certainly one of the quickest orgasms I’ve ever given her—especially with my cock.  

Now, I was feeling pretty much the stud as I moved off my wife and motioned for Kendra to climb back onto the bed.  As Carol was coming out of her orgasmic stupor, Kendra moved her face down to suckle on one of my wife’s big tits.  Carol hefted the breast to Kendra’s lips as I looked on in a state of visual overload.  I quickly moved up behind Kendra and tipped her little ass upward to gain the right angle.  Her puffy little pussy smiled up at me perfectly and I wasted no time in burying myself deep inside her.  In this position, her cervix was tipped back also, and the first few hard strokes elicited little, breathless whimpers from Kendra’s tit-filled lips.  Within a minute or so, we were able to make adjustments that allowed me to fuck her to almost full length.  Her tiny waist was the perfect fit for my hands as I worked her little ass back and forth on my cock.  I experimented with a few angles until I found one that Kendra seemed to really enjoy.  Her low, purring moan and her doll-like body were so sexy and my cock looked and felt massive as it appeared and disappeared between the cleft below her tiny ass.  I felt like the world’s greatest lover as she moaned louder and louder and gasped in pleasure with every hard stroke.  I had tucked my hips down and was now grinding the underside of my shaft downward in long, slow thrusts against the frontal wall of her tight little tunnel.  This is a technique that Carol really likes and Kendra seemed to be truly enjoying as well.  It also freed up my hand to reach under her little torso and play with that amazing clit.  In this position, on all fours, her clit stood almost 2 inches proud of her pubis, and I could literally jack it between my middle and forefinger as I massaged her pussy.  My cock was so rigid that it felt like I could fuck forever.  I fell into a machine-like rhythm of long, deep stokes timed to match my strumming of her throbbing clit.  We fucked like this a long time, my sweat dripping down onto her and pooling in the small of her tattooed back.  The pace was steadily picking up as I could feel her body urging me faster and faster.  I suddenly felt her body go stiff.  Kendra’s head shot back, and without warning I felt her pussy grip me like a vise.  “Fuck me, fuck me,” was all she said in a rasping groan.  And fuck her I did.  My hand was met by Carol’s as it exited out from between Kendra’s thighs.  I bucked my cock hard into Kendra’s wildly spasming pussy as her whole body literally shook underneath me.  It took less than 5 or 6 strokes in and out before I was joining her in ecstasy.  As I was cumming, Kendra suddenly collapsed forward underneath me.  Several jets of my jism ended up coating her back, ass and thighs (and a lampshade) before I could manage to wrangle my spurting cock back inside her tight hole.     
We lay in bed lazily enjoying the post-coital buzz until, in short order, we had all dozed off.  At least a few hours had passed before a rhythmic shaking of the bed woke me first and then Kendra.  The tropical sun had long-since set and the room was now completely dark save for the crack of light escaping from under the bathroom door.  Kendra was lying with her head on my chest, and I could just make out Carol’s outline beyond her.  The rhythm, not unfamiliar to me, was Carol busily pleasuring herself as she sometimes does at home when she can’t sleep.  She was covered from the waist down by the bed sheet, but as Kendra and I turned onto our side spoon-style, we could clearly see Carol’s hands moving slowly in circles under the sheer fabric.  Carol’s eyes were closed in studied concentration, but the sneaky smile that soon formed on her lips told me in an instant that she knew that we were now awake and watching her.  I reached over Kendra and slowly lowered the sheet draped over Carol’s slightly bent thighs.  I honestly didn’t expect to see what, even in the dim light, was now clearly revealed.  Not only was Carol busily strumming her smooth shaven pussy, but she was also gripping the shaft of her big black dildo which was already partially buried inside her.  I heard Kendra a gasp audibly as she saw the huge latex dong steadily disappearing into my wife’s pussy.  “Oh my God,” she stuttered as she wiggled back against me in obvious amazement.  I must admit that although I have rather gotten used to the sight over the years, an arm-thick, 15-inch rubber cock penetrating a pussy is truly a sight to behold.  By the time I had moved the sheets down past her knees, Carol had managed to work almost half its length inside her.  With a rather stunned Kendra looking on in what I can only describe as a mixture of horror and fascination, Carol managed to insert another 4 or 5 inches in with relative ease.  Carol was obviously enjoying putting on a show as she canted her body to the side a bit to give us a better view of the monstrous dong impaling her gaping pussy.   Over the next five minutes or so, we were spectators as my wife fed her favorite toy in and out of her wet hole with increasing speed and force before finally cumming in waves of self-indulgent pleasure.  Carol’s back arched in pleasure and her big tits quivered in an almost silent, but clearly intense orgasm.   As her breathing calmed and her tensed body began to once again relax, I reached over and gently massaged her thighs as Carol reached down and slipped the massive, black snake out of her massively dilated pussy.   

My sore cock, that had been happily nestling between Kendra’s pert little ass cheeks had once again awoken and risen to near full erection while watching Carol’s little show.   And once the dildo had vacated her pussy, the sight of Carol’s gaping pussy brought me instantly to full staff.  I wasted no time in putting that hard-on to good use.  I quickly rolled up and over Kendra, positioned myself, and fell down heavily between Carol’s thighs.  Her pussy was loose and wet and it easily enveloped my whole cock as I sunk balls-deep inside her.  The slippery secretions of her orgasm coated my dick and soothed the raw skin of my corona. Although her stretched hole offered almost no resistance or friction, and despite the fact that I had cum twice already, I found myself almost immediately near orgasm.  I can only say that it must be a Pavlovian response, because in less than a minute of fucking her stretched, cavernous vagina, I was emptying what little cum I had left in my aching balls deep inside her.  My orgasm was brief, passing as quickly as it had arrived,  and it left me feeling weak.  I collapsed on top of Carol’s torso, her big soft tits cushioning me as I laid there totally spent.  Carol tilted her hips and ground her swollen pussy slowly up against me in a gentle rocking motion that cradled both my cock and balls between her wet puffy labia.  It felt like heaven, as if you couldn’t tell where one body started and the other ended.  As we laid there in a state of perfect peaceful bliss, I saw Kendra getting dressed.  She blew me a kiss and whispered that she’d see me in the morning, and then she quietly slipped out of the room.

Still jet lagged and worn out from the marathon sex, I slept all the way through the night (I doubt that it was even much past 9 pm when Kendra left our stateroom).   I hadn’t eaten a thing since our late lunch the afternoon before, and I was starving.  Carol, already up and showered for hours was reading (in the nude) out on the balcony.  We had gotten into port (St. Thomas) sometime overnight and our balcony was on the dockside—so Carol, to be discrete, had draped a towel over the railing to hide behind as she soaked up the sun.  The bed was a disaster, as I looked around, rubbing the sleep from my eyes.  On the little nightstand, though, were a plate of pastries and fruit and a cup of coffee-still warm!  Carol came inside and sat beside me as I ate.  I thanked her for getting me breakfast and motioned for her to lean over and give me a kiss.  Her big boobs grazed across my chest; they were warm from the sunshine and the brown, freckled cleavage between them was so inviting I had to nuzzle my face in there a bit.  My cock stirred, but was sore and bloated feeling as it moved under the sheet.  I had less than half an hour till the conference started, and I needed a shower badly.  The shower felt great, even though the child-sized enclosure barely gave you enough room to turn around.  As I got dressed I asked Carol’s plans for the morning.  She gave me a peck on the cheek as she picked up her book, “Oh, I think I’ll just do a little more reading.” And she headed back out to the balcony, still nude of course.  As I headed out the door she added in a playful tone,” Don’t forget to put the housekeeping card in the door slot.”
Kendra was already seated near the back door (she was learning fast) when I joined her in the auditorium.  We had both figured out how to game the system a bit from the first day—attendance was taken only once each day during the morning session.  So getting credit was just a matter of showing up in the morning for the first presentation.  Each day we would see more and more people just sign the log and just simply leave.  We were pretty good though.  We would at least watch one or two presentations before adjourning (usually to her cabin)--we got into a pretty good routine over the next four days!  Kendra and I would pay passing attention to the lectures, all the while teasing each other until we’d both got so horny that we’d have to scurry back to her room to fuck at the first break time.  For someone who started out so shy about a man going down on her, she certainly had warmed up to the idea.  I loved sucking that big clit and she loved it too.  I always gave her at least one orgasm with my mouth before fucking her tight little pussy each morning.  I had to admit that this was turning into the best vacation of my life.  The sex just got better and better—as we got to know one another’s body over the course of the week.  We also had a chance to learn more about each other too.  I was completely open with her regarding Carol and I’s relationship.  She thought the swinging thing, an idea that can be pretty off-putting to a lot of people—especially women, was actually pretty cool.  Of course we were both the beneficiaries of my rather open marriage, which allowed us to spend each morning fucking each other’s brains out.  I found out a lot about her marriage too.  The guy sounded like a real jerk in bed and out.  He was mostly to blame for her self-consciousness about her clit, berating her and calling her a freak.  He, of course, had never gone down on her and seemingly never given any thought to her pleasure at all during sex.  She had married him when she was only 18 and she had only been with one other “boy” before she got pregnant with the jerk’s child the summer right out of high school.  It was no wonder she had never had an orgasm with a man.  By the sounds of it, her husband had never even taken the time to try.  

I told Kendra just about everything—including the story about how my wife had actually started out as a fairly sexually repressed person before her “awakening” less than five years ago.  I even shared Carol’s hobby of searching out hung black guys to fuck.  Being from the south, as you might imagine, Kendra’s attitudes regarding black men were not exactly progressive.  She had grown up in a segregated white section of suburban Memphis and had heard an endless series of “horror stories” about predatory black men.  Of course the big black dildo naturally came up in our little conversation.  And, at first, Kendra refused to believe that any human being—black or white—really could have a penis that big.  She had, of course heard the rumors, part and parcel of all those stories she’d been told, that black men were well-endowed.  She figured that they were mostly just that—stories.  Since we’ve been swinging, I’ve seen men of all colors with all sorts of sizes and shapes.  I told her quite honestly that from my experience (and even more convincingly from Carol’s experience as a physician) that just because a man is black doesn’t mean he’s got a big cock.  But that most of the biggest ones we’d ever seen (at least in real life) belonged to black men.   Thinking that Carol wouldn’t mind, I told Kendra about my wife’s little research project on Caribbean men and how, as we were speaking, she was likely trying to seduce our 19 year-old cabin steward.  Kendra found this amusing and she chuckled as she slowly crawled down the bed to take my cock into her warm mouth.  “Well, I think this cock is just right,” she cooed as she slowly sucked me to full hardness.  We had a nice slow fuck, before I needed to head back to our stateroom.  Carol and I were going ashore to do some shopping, and I was anxious to hear how her hunt for Andre was going.         
I got back to our stateroom only to find the “Do Not Disturb” card in the door slot.  I could only surmise that Carol’s little plot must have been paying off and listened carefully expecting to hear sounds from inside that would indicate as such.  After a moment or two, however, I had heard nothing and then I spotted Andre coming down the hall.  Seeing me, he quickly reversed course and headed back down the hall in the other direction.  Now, I was more than just a bit perplexed.  I wrapped lightly on the door before swiping my card and entering the room.  Carol was lying naked on the bed vigorously masturbating with her eyes closed.  She was so engrossed that she hadn’t even realized that I had entered the room until I was standing over the foot of the bed.  When she finally realized I was there, she literally ordered me down to finish her off with my mouth.  Never one to refuse a woman in need, I enthusiastically dove down between her soft thighs and started in.  Carol’s hands roughly ground my face hard into her slippery pussy.  I immediately jammed 3 fingers hard inside her slippery hole as my lips and tongue worked her clit—she came almost instantly.  She gripped my head between her thighs and continued to forcefully press my face down into her pussy for a long while.  When Carol came out of her orgasmic stupor, her death grip finally released me and she began relating the whole sad story of her rather frustrating morning.

It seems that Andre had come in to straighten out the room and all seemed to be going pretty much according to her little plan.  First, he changed the sheets—that were an obvious mess all covered with all the remnants of the previous day’s action.  All the while, of course, he was sneaking plenty of peeks of Carol’s naked body as she ‘sunbathed’ on the deck.  After he had straightened out the room, he had disappeared into the bathroom—presumably to clean up the sink and shower and to change the linens—at least that’s what Carol had figured.   After about ten minutes though, he still hadn’t emerged.  Carol, it seems, had then gone to investigate and been pretty surprised by what she discovered.  When she opened the bathroom door, she had caught Andre jacking off into the sink.  At this point I couldn’t help myself, and I burst out in laughter.  “And he was using a pair of my silk panties to do it with,” she went on angrily—obviously not sharing my amusement with the whole situation.  I suddenly remembered the guilty look on Andre’s face the afternoon before as I saw him sneaking out of our stateroom, and I had an instant visual of him digging through Carol’s lingerie and sniffing her panties.  As my snickering continued, Carol shot me a very dirty look.  I tried to control myself and to be as understanding as possible as she continued.  “I mean here I am, naked and in the flesh and he’s jacking off with my panties,” she sputtered, “and then, the worst part, he just pulls up his pants and runs out of the room.”   I tried to remind her that the kid was only 19, and probably nervous.  “I mean, put yourself in his situation,” I said, “he’s 19, he’s probably afraid—he might even be afraid of losing his job.” “And he didn’t even clean up his mess,” Carol continued on her rant, “I have half a mind to call and complain.”  At this, I really had a good laugh.  I reminded Carol that it might be just a tad awkward for her to call and make a complaint that our cabin steward had jacked off in our bathroom sink instead of fucking her.  At last, Carol seemed to be calming down—and she began realizing the humor in the whole situation.  I went into the bathroom to inspect and my jaw nearly dropped as I surveyed the huge mess Andre had made.  Cum dripped down the mirror and vanity in long, gooey strands.  Gelatinous puddles pooled on the back splash and around the ring of the drain.  Carol’s stolen panties, saturated with gobs of thick semen, were hastily cast aside and left sitting in the little sink.  He must have cum like a racehorse!  As Carol came around behind me she reached up to the mirror and loaded her finger with a dollop of the cold, sticky cum.  Putting it on her tongue, she cooed, “such a waste of a magnificent load.”  And then Carol turned to me still sucking her finger and said in her cutest put-on baby doll voice, “Honey, I think you are going to have to have a little talk with our cabin steward!”
The phrase “Have a little talk with…” has a special connotation in Carol and I’s relationship and it harkens back to the earliest days of our swinging.  Remember, originally it was my subterfuge that was always working behind the scenes to try and open up our marriage.  In those times, the bad old days as I like to call them, Carol had retreated into near frigidity after years of marriage and raising our daughter.  Sex was rare, dull and unfulfilling and several forays into infidelity were my only refuge.  It was only at the brink of divorce that we finally had the courage to honestly open the lines of communication and discuss sexuality and its implications for our continued life together.   It wasn’t until Carol’s first black lover stumbled into our lives, however, that she truly discovered her full capacity to enjoy sex for sex itself.  Over the years, Carol has actually gotten very good at verbalizing what she wants and going after it on her own.  But for a long period in between, it was difficult for her to overcome the social and personal barriers needed to actually approach a man and make the first move.  That is where the “have a little talk with…” came in.  In those days, it was usually me brokering illicit hotel sex in a smoky bar somewhere downtown.  Carol, having identified some object of desire—almost invariably a young black guy—would send me over to “have a little talk” with him.  Although the actual experience was always a bit humiliating on some level, the pay off for me was plain.  In the weeks leading up to and in the weeks afterward, I was pampered and treated to unlimited gratification by my sexy wife.  She was all I ever dreamed of in a lover and a wife.   So, when Carol invoked the phrase this time, I could hardly deny her request.  I kissed her deeply, tasting just a bit of Andre’s salty semen still on her tongue, and agreed to have a little talk with him. 
We spent an enjoyable day ashore shopping in the many (touristy) shops.  We decided to grab a bite at a little café and between the rum and the slow service we barely made it back on the ship before its designated departure time.  St. Thomas was nice, but we both agreed that we wouldn’t want to have been stranded there.  Carol was tipsy and by the time we got back to the room she was already lobbying me to pick up the phone and “have my little talk” with Andre.  I was sober though, and knew that it was going to take at least a bit of thought about strategy.  The bathroom, by the way, was spotless—Andre must have returned while we were ashore and cleaned up his morning mess.  Carol got undressed and laid down on the bed rather lasciviously as I thought through some possible tactics.  “Just call him and tell him to come and fuck me with that magnificent young cock,” she giggled.  When I finally decided on my tact, I hushed Carol—now softly strumming her clit—and picked up the phone.  I had to go through about 3 people before I was able to actually get Andre on the phone.  The number he had left was just a general housekeeping number and not a direct line.  As soon as I mentioned our stateroom number I could immediately hear the change in his voice.  He was clearly nervous—probably scared, I thought—about what I was going to do or say.  In any event, I really didn’t want to talk over the phone anyway.  So, I calmly but firmly asked if he could come to our cabin in 20 minutes.  “Yes Sir, I will be there Sir,” was his response and then he hung up the phone.  My next move was to get Carol out of the cabin.  I convinced her that I’d probably have better luck talking to Andre one on one.  She slipped on a beach cover up (with nothing underneath it) and I quickly escorted her down one level to the nearest lounge and sat her on a bar stool with one more cocktail before heading back to meet Andre.  It was the late dinner seating and the bar was completely empty save for Carol and the bartender.  He was very friendly Caribbean guy with long dred locks tied back behind his head in what looked like a large bow-- he introduced himself as Bennie.  I asked Bennie to keep an eye on my wife while I was gone—something he seemed perfectly pleased to do as Carol’s pull-over cover-up left very little to the imagination. 
Andre was very prompt.  He arrived at the door exactly 20 minutes after we had talked on the phone.  I was right, he was terrified.  He immediately launched into an apology and started begging for me not to report him to his supervisor.  I let him go on a bit as he pleaded.  He was desperate not to go back to the shack he had come from on Martinique; he desperately wanted to save his job and his future.  I truly felt bad for all the angst we had caused this poor young man, but I also knew that his desperation was going to make the next part of our conversation very easy.  First, I stopped him and had him sit down.  I reassured him that he was in no danger of losing his job—at least not on our account.  Next, I asked him to tell me what had happened.  At this point, Andre was clearly conflicted.  He wasn’t sure where I was headed—did I want him to “rat out” my wife who was clearly coming on to him?  So I gave him a little help.  I asked him straight out, “do you enjoy looking at my wife?”  He hesitated so I repeated the question.  I think he finally caught on that my demeanor was not that of someone out to harm him.  He couldn’t look me in the eye when he said it, but he finally relented, “yes, she is very sexy.”  Bingo!  The next order of business was to simply go collect my horny wife and let nature take its course.  I told Andre to stay put and that I’d be back shortly.  I think it was at that exact moment when the light bulb finally went on in his head, and a broad smile came across his face.

I literally jogged down to the lounge, using the stairs.  The last dinner seating had just let out and the corridors were filling with people—many dressed in their formal attire.  The lounge was full too and there, among the tuxedos and the cocktail dresses was my nearly naked wife in her flimsy cover-up.  I swooped over and inserted myself next to Carol along the crowded bar.  There were a couple of empty glasses in front of her and she was now well past just being tipsy.  “I really like Bennie”, Carol chirped, “and he’s kinda cute.”  I dropped a tip on the bar and helped Carol off the bar stool as she waved good bye to her new favorite bartender.  I noticed that she had left a distinct little puddle of wetness on the shiny vinyl fabric of the barstool.  I had a little chuckle as one of the tuxedos was kind enough to soak it up with his suit pants as he rudely pushed his way past another couple to score the empty stool.  Carol was a bit plastered and it took me a couple tries to successfully communicate that Andre was actually waiting in our cabin right at that moment.  When it finally sunk in, she was frantic.  “You mean he’s there?”  “Right now!?”  On the way back to the stateroom, I patiently listened to Carol’s usual pre-meet nervous rant—how she needed to fix her hair, to get ready and prepare herself---blah, blah, blah.  At least the nervousness seemed to sober her up a bit and by the time we reached the door, she seemed able to comport herself pretty well.  She took a deep breath and nodded at me to swipe the card and open the door.
Once inside, all the nervousness, so much on display just minutes before, evaporated before my eyes as Carol strode over to face Andre who stood up from his chair as we entered.  They were almost exactly the same height, I noticed, and she moved her lips aggressively to kiss him.  The anticipation of this moment had obviously been working its way on him, as his short pants were massively tented by his already full erection.  Carol was, by my math, 28 years his senior, and she immediately went into her instructor’s mode.  She directed his hands around to her soft, round ass as she moved forward to grind her pussy into his big, hard bulge.  Andre, his eyes wide, shot me a nervous look.  I smiled and waved him on, assuring him that it was OK.  Carol’s cover-up came off first and she wasted no time in directing his mouth to her large breasts as she lifted them to meet his lips.   Andre’s hands worked their way around and up Carol’s thighs to her already dripping pussy while she started to unbutton his white uniform shirt.  By the time she got to the last button she had him backed up to the bed and she literally tackled him down onto it.  Carol ran her finger seductively over the taut white fabric covering his hard cock while giving me an evil smile and silently mouthing the word “big” before moving quickly up to unzip his shorts.  Andre’s cock fairly leapt from his pants as Carol pulled them down.  Rock hard, it pointed directly upward like long, black arrow without any hint of sag at all.  He was fairly large—quite long, but not particularly thick.  His balls, I observed, were rather small and tightly packed into his scrotum.  Carol wrapped her hand around the base of his cock just above his sack as Andre’s hands found their way to Carol’s big tits swaying over him.  I moved to take up a comfortable position in a chair in order to watch the action, but by the time I sat down I heard Andre let out a long moan.  I turned to look just in time to see the first wave of cum burbling out of his head and flowing down over his mid-night black shaft like white lava.  Instinctively, Carol started jacking his dick as it spasmed rhythmically and it continued to spew out several more thick volleys of cum.  He produced a prodigious amount of thick sperm that quickly covered Carol’s hand like gooey white syrup.  I don’t know who was more embarrassed and disappointed, but Carol, for her part, was a trooper about it.  She laid his long dick down on his hard, young belly and moved around to clean the black shaft with her tongue.  Andre quietly apologized for his faux pas as Carol reassured him in what struck me as an almost motherly tone.  His cock steadily lost its rigidity as Carol tenderly licked him clean.  As he softened, I noticed, his dick had hardly lost any of its impressive length, and it looked like a dead snake in her hand as Carol lifted it from his stomach. For the next half hour Carol tried mightily to coax his cock back to hardness with her hand and mouth, but without success.  Once or twice he seemed on the brink of regaining his erection, but the awkwardness of the whole situation (and perhaps my presence in the room) seemed to kill any chance of its recovery.   Finally, when it seemed certain that nothing more was going to happen, Andre shyly got dressed and slipped out the door with one final apology. 
“Fuck, Fuck, Fuck!” was all that Carol said as she dropped back onto the bed after Andre’s disappointing departure.  Frustration was written all over her face, as she slowly strummed her clit, in an attempt to somewhat alleviate her obvious desire to be pleasured.  I muttered something about having to settle for her ol’ stud hubby as I finished undressing and climbed into bed beside her.  Getting an erection was not gonna be a problem for me, as I was already stiff as a board from watching Carol trying give Andre’s cock a half an hour’s worth of mouth to dick resuscitation.  Carol’s left hand wrapped around my cock and gave it a squeeze as she opened her eyes slightly and gave me a little wink.  “At least I can still give you a hard-on,” she said in a near whisper.  We kissed softly as I reminded her that giving Andre a hard-on wasn’t really the issue.  The musky taste of Andre’s premature pop was still on her lips as we cuddled and discussed what had just happened.  The problem was, I consoled her, that the kid was just that—a kid—and one, obviously, with no dick control.  “So really,” I explained--turning the tables as I kissed my way down her voluptuous torso, “the problem is actually that you are too damn sexy.”  My lips replaced Carol’s strumming fingers on her clit, and I sunk two fingers of my own deep inside her.  She was beyond creamy!  Carol groaned as my fingers twisted inside her pussy.   “Fuck me now…please,” was all she said between soft moans as I greedily lapped at her soaking pussy.   Eventually, I fulfilled her request, and as I sunk my cock deep inside her, the pooled secretions in Carol’s vagina welled up and poured out around the base of my cock.  She was so wet that fucking her was almost frictionless—enabling me to pound her pussy hard with no fear of repeating Andre’s mistake and cumming too early.  Carol gave me a real aerobic workout as she frantically rubbed her clit and ordered me over and over to keep fucking her hard.  This went on for several minutes, before Carol finally (and mercifully)burst into orgasm.  Completely exhausted from the torrid pace, I collapsed sweatily down on top of her.  I was still buried balls-deep in her quivering hole and her slippery cream coated both our bodies from belly to knee.  Still rock hard and now greatly in need of my own release, I rolled us both a bit to the side, lifted Carol’s left thigh and positioned myself behind her.  I pointed my swollen knob up toward her well-lubed ass crack and pushed the aching head against her sphincter.  With almost no resistance, my cock penetrated her slippery ass with a wet popping sensation.  My shaft was well-greased all the way down to my balls and it slipped deep inside her in one smooth gulp.  Carol’s only reaction was a continuous soft, humming sigh as my cock rhythmically glided up and down inside her like a fleshy piston.  The tight ring of her ass, as it always does, felt wonderful as it milked my shaft.   I slowly pumped my cock in and out of her molten-hot bowel, fighting off orgasm the whole time.  Within a few minutes, her tight hole won the battle.  The base of my shaft began to pulse in rhythmic contractions and I could feel my thick cum silently spurting deep inside her ass.  And that is the way we both fell blissfully asleep—our bodies pressed together like two spoons, my softening dick basting in its own juices deep inside my sexy wife’s warm butthole.  
By the time I awoke, Carol had already been to the onboard gym for sunrise aerobics and was bringing me a cup of coffee back from the buffet.  As I jumped in the shower, she casually came in, sat down on the toilet and began giving her pussy a touch up shave.  At home, this is usually a part of our regular foreplay routine, but I am the one wielding the razor.  I love to shave her before giving her a long, slow licking.  My cock always gets especially hard on these occasions, and watching her do now it from my vantage point in the shower had a similar effect.  I pressed my stiff dick against the glass to show her and Carol chuckled and said, “nope, you have to get to your conference.”  Carol stepped into the shower as I was stepping out and I made one last cursory attempt at seduction.  We embraced in the tiny shower stall, my erection pressing against her belly and her big tits mashing into my chest.  She was still sweaty from her morning workout, and her musky aroma made me want her all the more.   But Carol would have none of it, and she wriggled past me and fairly pushed me out of the shower.  “You better save something for Kendra anyway,” she snickered, as she turned on the water.  What could I say, she was right.  And though I may have been rejected, I had to smile as I turned my attention to getting ready for my day.  As I exited the room and walked down the corridor, I spied Andre watching my departure from the service door.  I pretended to turn the corner, but glanced back to watch.  He wasted little time heading for our cabin door.  

Kendra and I stayed for the first lecture of the day, before heading back to her cabin for our morning romp.  Her shyness was completely gone now and she readily spread herself out before me, inviting me to eat her pussy after only the briefest bit of playful kissing.  Her big clit was already on display, swollen and pushing out from its fleshy purple hood.  I purposefully licked and teased it for a long time, waiting for Kendra’s confidence to grow enough for her to ask for a more forceful approach.  My little teasing game was working, and I soon had her hands playing with my hair as she begged for more.  My sense of her limits was improving and I intentionally brought her near orgasm twice before backing off.  By the third time, she was literally gripping my head and demanding I bring her off—which I gladly did.  Before the spasms subsided, I climbed between her trembling thighs and slowly penetrated her.  My thumbs continued to massage her big, swollen clit as I pumped my cock in and out of her in long, leisurely strokes.  Canting her hips upward, I adjusted my angle of penetration until I found just the spot.  Her eyes told me I was there and I could feel the tension building in her body once again.  I fucked her harder now as my thumbs continued to roll over her clit.  Within a minute, she was cumming again and I happily let myself go and joined her in orgasm.  I continued to fuck her cum-filled pussy for several minutes, gradually slowing my pace as her breathing settled.  I pulled my still erect cock out of her frothy little hole and she immediately motioned for me to bring it up to her waiting lips.  She playfully licked and sucked me clean, her eyes darting up to meet mine, a big smile never leaving her lips.  

I must admit, that Carol was on my mind the entire time I was with Kendra that morning.  Far from a distraction, though, it made me all the more horny.  I openly shared the saga of the previous day with Kendra as we chatted between fucking and sucking.  She chuckled about Andre’s premature ejaculation and joked that he must be related to her ex-husband.  Today was a cruising day, so there was no port to explore.  Tentative plans were made to meet by the pool a bit later to soak up some sun and maybe a few cocktails.  We finished the morning with a long sweaty fuck that culminated in 5 minutes of hard doggy before I finally popped my second nut inside her tight pussy.  I grabbed a quick shower, and kissed Kendra (who was fast asleep) on the cheek before letting myself out.

 My mind was definitely on ‘catching’ Carol in the act and, I must admit, I found myself almost jogging to get back to our stateroom.  There was no “Do Not Disturb” card in the door slot which actually left me a bit crestfallen as I let myself in.  Carol was on the deck reading again, and I briefly wondered whether she had suffered another disappointment.  But when I opened the sliding glass door the satisfied smile on her face signaled instantly that her morning had been a good one.  She was wearing only a sheer beach cover-up, and through the nearly transparent fabric I could see that she had an aquafina bottle resting between her slightly open thighs.  Her hair was wet and tangled, and glancing back, I noticed the bed was unmade and the sheets were marked with two enormous wet stains.  Although raw and sore from fucking Kendra, my cock instantly began to stiffen as Carol teasingly removed the cold water bottle to reveal her freshly-fucked pussy.  Her whole crotch was beet-red and her puffy labia were splayed wide open revealing her gaping vaginal opening.  Her tits were flushed and mottled with red blotches as well.  (I had, she later told me, missed the last of the action by less than 15 minutes).  I can’t explain it, but seeing her in this condition always fills me with instant lust, and I took her hand and led her to the bed as I quickly undressed and climbed over her.  Without a word I sunk my aching cock deep inside Carol’s freshly- stretched hole.  She was obviously sore, and she put her hands on my hips to slow my enthusiastic attack.  I curbed my lust, just grateful that she was letting me continue.  “So, I guess things worked out with your young friend?” I asked a bit facetiously.  It was, of course, a silly question as I saw two used condoms adorning the bedside table like discarded socks.  “Um hmmm…,” was all Carol said as her eyes closed as she melted into the sensation of my cock swirling inside her lusciously roomy pussy.  I tried to pry out more information as I slowly ground my dick round and round inside her loose, sopping tunnel.  “Shhhh…,” was all she said as her hand raised and covered my mouth.  Her pussy was so stretched and distended that my mind couldn’t help racing to thoughts of Andre hammering his 19-year-old bone into my little wife.  With amazing speed, especially having already cum twice with Kendra and the almost frictionless depths of Carol’s soaking vagina, I found myself quickly going uncontrollably over the brink—my cock sputtering out the few drops of semen that still remained in my aching balls.  My rapidly flagging dick slid out of her distended pussy with a wet plop as I lay panting on top of her.  I begged Carol for the details of her morning escapades, and after just a little teasing hesitancy (she knows me so well), she finally obliged.  It seems that Andre had, indeed, overcome his self-consciousness and had no difficulty keeping it up that morning.  In between cleaning his assigned staterooms, he had managed to slip back to our cabin three times to fuck Carol.  “Each time he got better and better too,” cooed Carol with a purely lascivious look in her eye.  I joked about the ‘boy’ becoming the ‘man’ while asking whether his stamina had improved.  Carol reported that there had been no problems with pre-mature ejaculation this time, “the third time he fucked me so long that I thought I was gonna pass out!”   From the condition of her pussy, I had no reason to think she was exaggerating.  I told Carol about Kendra’s idea of hanging out by the pool that afternoon, she readily agreed as she slowly rubbed her swollen crotch, “Mmmm…I think I could use a good soak in the hot tub.”  I needed a good soak too.  My soft, wrinkled dick was throbbing—the skin red and raw from overuse.    
We met Kendra later that afternoon at the foredeck pool area not far from our stateroom.  As it was a cruising day and everyone was on board, the pool area was crowded.   It took a while to find 3 chairs together, so I hunted while the girls went straight into the hot tub.  I enjoyed watching from afar as the wolves descended upon the two unaccompanied women.  It was late afternoon and a lot of drinking had already transpired—so there was a good supply of rum-soaked passengers really having a good time.  A Reggae band was just getting started and enough people got up to move for me to snag a few chairs on the other side of the pool area.  I laid down some towels to hold the spot and headed for the bar.  Benny was working and, he took my order.  He clearly remembered Carol—even pointing her out in the hot tub—and offered to have the drinks sent over.  I waded through the crowd and wedged myself (again) between the ladies just a moment before the waiter arrived with the drinks.  I was really enjoying how well Carol and Kendra were getting along.  Carol is often a bit slow to warm up to people, but she and Kendra really seem to hit it off.  This fact especially bode well for me in that I had probably had the best 4 days of my life in terms of getting laid and we still had almost a week to go on the trip.  The alcohol, of course, helped too as the more they drank the chummier the two became.  I was painfully aware just how much sex I had had the past few days as my cock was burning in my swim trunks with the hot chlorinated water swirling all around it.  The tropical sun was already getting low in the sky and I hopped out to catch the last hour of its rays on the deck chair.  I was soon joined by the girls, who took up the chairs next to me.  The sun felt wonderful and Benny kept a steady stream of cocktails flowing our way.  The waiters seemed more than just a little over attentive to the girls, taking plenty of opportunities to smile and chat as they delivered the drinks.   Kendra looked so sexy in her little yellow swimsuit.  As she laid on the chair, my eyes fixated on the crotch of her suit—the outline of her bulbous clit was clearly visible under the tight fabric of her bikini bottoms.  It made my mouth water.  The sun was disappearing and Carol finally went up to the bar and spent a good half hour chatting with Benny.  I watched her from across the deck as she laughed and talked with the handsome young bartender.  She returned with an extra glass of ice in her hand that she surreptitiously slid under a towel covering her bottom half.  I shot her a knowing smile as she placed the makeshift icepack between her legs.  “Icing her down, eh?” I whispered in a joking tone.  Kendra was on to us, which she communicated with a smile.  Carol had, I soon figured out, shared all the details of her morning’s activities.  We stayed on the chairs, unmotivated to move, until the growing evening chill finally chased us back to our cabins to change for dinner.  We agreed to meet at eight to grab a bite.   
We met Kendra for dinner, but Kendra wasn’t feeling the greatest from the combination of rum and sun, so she decided to end the night early.  Carol was holding up surprisingly well considering how rarely she drinks, and suggested that she and I hit the casino.  As we said our goodnights to Kendra, Carol—who never stopped drinking and was still plenty tipsy—actually gave her big kiss.  With a chuckle Carol said, while giving me a wink, “he’ll have to show you amazing his hang-over cure in the morning.”  This was something of an inside joke, as I have over the years, always used this line to extract morning sex out of Carol after night of drinking.  “I can’t wait,” Kendra shot back, clearly picking up on Carol’s drift while giving me a nice long kiss outside her cabin door.  Now, I’ve never been a big gambler, finding it a monumental waste of time.  But I willingly watched as Carol pumped a hundred dollars into the ice-cold slot machines.  Carol seemed content to steadily lose money until she suddenly announced, “it’s getting pretty late,” before we headed back to our stateroom around midnight.   I was brushing my teeth and Carol was taking a pee when there was a knock on the door.  I went out to answer and it was Benny, the bartender.  He seemed a bit nervous when he saw me and he said awkwardly, “Um……just checking if you need anything, sir.”  I gave him a rather confused look, just about the time Carol stepped out of the bathroom wearing just her bra and panties.  Instantly, a huge smile washed across his face as he exclaimed, Ca’-rol, in his most charming accent,”I was just asking your husband if you needed anything.”  Carol was beaming too.  “Oh, how nice, I’ve always heard about the incredible service you get on these cruises,” Carol said in a rather facetious tone as she winked at me while taking Benny’s hand to pull him inside.  It was clearly a set up, and I knew then why she was suddenly so concerned with the time while we were at the casino.  When I went to close the door, however, there was another surprise that I believe even Carol wasn’t expecting.  Two other men were standing outside, obviously waiting to gauge the reception Benny was going to get.  Benny was clearly expected, but not these two.  But Benny whispered something in her ear and Carol waved her hand signaling for me to let them in, which I did—although with some hesitancy.  One of them I recognized as one of waiters from earlier at the pool area.  He was, like Benny, tall and thin, handsome and well-groomed.  Both he and Benny were light skinned and could have actually passed for brothers.  The third man (James) was very large, 6’ 5” or taller, very dark-skinned and built like a weight lifter.  He was quite a bit older too—closer to our age—he was balding and had tinges of gray hair at his temples.  His hands were large and rough, I noticed, as he eagerly reached out and shook mine.  He smiled broadly as he looked my scantily clad wife up and down revealing two gold-capped teeth.   He also wore a different uniform from the others—just a simple blue workman’s coverall (James-- we later learned--was a baggage and freight handler who worked below decks).  
Benny had brought some rum and mixers with him and he started to pour drinks while his waiter friend adjusted the TV to a music station playing Bob Marley.  Benny handed Carol the first cocktail, from which she immediately took a big swallow.  But before he could even get a second drink made, Carol had already moved down in front of him and began unbuttoning his pants.  The boys had obviously come prepared for a party, but there were going to be very little in the way of formalities here it seemed, as Carol lifted Benny’s thick cock from his boxers.  Benny’s hands immediately moved from the liquor bottle down to hold my wife’s head as it engulfed his rapidly growing penis.  The others stepped in to pour themselves drinks as the handsome young bartender removed his pants.  Within seconds his cock stood proudly out in front of his lean torso—a good eight or nine inches and quite thick.  Carol’s hand deftly wrapped around its base and she applied suction to his large purple knob while twisting her head seductively.   Benny nodded in the other’s direction and they set down their drinks and moved to take up positions on either side of Carol.  Thomas, the waiter, dropped his pants and hoisted out his already half-hard cock and bobbed it in front of Carol until she took the hint, reaching out to grasp it.  “Mmmmm…,” Carol growled as she stroked its ebony length, “what a nice surprise!” Thomas was every bit as long as Benny, if not quite as thick and Carol flicked her tongue up and down his veiny, black shaft as she smiled at me and motioned with her head for me to come over and remove her bra.  I sat on the bed behind her, undid the clasps and reached around to juggle her heavy tits as the bra fell away.  As James pushed his way into the little circle, the other two smiled at each other and happily made room for their large, muscular friend.  James’ loose fitting jumpsuit was already unzipped down to his mid-drift revealing his heavily muscled chest.  As she looked up at the huge black man now standing squarely in front of her, Carol’s hands released the others’ cocks and focused their efforts on removing James’ jumpsuit.  Like a child opening a gift on Christmas morn, Carol began to unzip the rest of his garment.  James was not wearing any underwear, and when she had lowered the zipper all the way, he began to shrug off the pantsuit.  An audible gasp escaped Carol’s lips as the suit dropped away from his wooly mid-drift revealing the holy grail of all black dicks.  Though only partially erect, it was already arched out in a smooth curve over a foot in length and it was clearly thicker than Carol’s arm.  Carol was wide-eyed with excitement as she slowly pumped the magnificent organ with both hands.  Responding to her touch, it gradually rose up in front of her face like a cobra reacting to a snake charmer.  James’ amazing cock was uncircumcised and as it began to attain its staggering full length, his massive knob began to swell out from under the sheath of his foreskin.  “Oh my…!” was all that Carol could manage to say as she steeled herself and moved her lips forward to accept his mammoth head into her mouth.  Carol’s whole body trembled as she craned her neck back and stretched her lips to accommodate its incredible girth.  From the way Benny and Thomas reacted, it was pretty clear that they had sprung this surprise on a few other unsuspecting women before.  They smiled, high-fived and watched as my little wife slipped James’ loose foreskin the rest of the way down over his bulbous head.  His incredible weapon—easily 15 inches long-- was missile-shaped and the big knob at its tip flared out into a perfectly symmetrical bell shape.  Carol wrapped her lips tightly around his huge purple lollipop and sucked him hard.  Her hands released their grip on his shaft and fell down to fondle James’ hefty testicles.  James’ big, calloused hands grasped her head as he slowly bucked his hips in obvious pleasure.   Delighting in the challenge this monster cock presented, Carol began working her mouth down his huge shaft.  Readjusting her position a few times to accommodate his girth into her throat, she eventually was able to bury him almost completely.  Carol’s little white hands looked tiny as her manicured fingers alternated playing with his thick, curly pubic hair and his large heavy scrotum.    Benny and Thomas cheered her on as she made four or five transits up and down James’ thick shaft, before finally disgorging him with a gasp.  With an evil smile upward at James, Carol gave his massive organ one last slurp before turning her attention back to Benny and Thomas.  She took turns sucking them, swallowing both easily after having worked James’ monster into her throat.  Again they exchanged high-fives as Carol worked their cocks deep into her throat like a pro.  After several minutes, James interceded by picking her up like a feather and laying her down on the bed.  Carol was more than ready!   I handed her a drink, which she accepted with a smile before laying back down to ready herself for the coming onslaught.  Her panties were soaking wet as I worked them over her ass while the three of them took up their positions around her on the bed.  Benny straddled her head, shoving his hard, black organ back into her mouth.   Carol eagerly swallowed him again, holding him deep in her throat with the death grip I know so well, before pumping her neck up and down viciously on his slobbery cock. She paused for a breath and gasped, “Honey, get the condoms—they’re in my toiletry bag.”  Meanwhile, James and Thomas were both roughly squeezing Carol’s large breasts as Benny continued to fuck her mouth.  Carol’s hand clawed at her pussy which lay swollen and dripping between her spread thighs.  James attentively saw her rubbing her pussy and pushed two of his fat fingers up inside her.  After retrieving the condoms, I saw the juices literally running out of her as James removed his fingers.  I considered climbing down there to eat her—my mouth was watering just staring at it—but before I could act, Thomas had already sheathed his ebony member and was jumping between her thighs to enter her.  With Benny still perched over Carol’s torso, Thomas had to satisfy himself with some short, halting strokes.  But as soon as Benny took the hint and climbed off, Thomas readjusted his hips and easily pushed his entire length into her.  Carol groaned and pulled Thomas down hard on top of her.  Over the next half hour or so, Benny and Thomas took turns fucking Carol in a variety of positions in tag-team style.  Carol, it seemed, had one of them in her mouth and one in her pussy the entire time.  Meanwhile, James just patiently contented himself to sit in the bedside chair and stroke his massive cock while he watched the action.  Carol came several times before, one after the other, the two accepted Carol’s invitation to cum in her mouth.  Throughout, Carol made periodic eye contact with me—knowing she was putting on quite a show.  She especially made efforts to give me good views of Thomas then Benny as they unloaded their cum into her open mouth.  When she wasn’t looking at me, however, her eyes were transfixed on James as he slowly kneaded the amazing organ that stood upright in his lap.  Thomas jacked his quivering cock above Carol’s face before tipping it down to fire off several jets between her lips.  Benny rammed his cock straight into her mouth and groaned as Carol’s lips efficiently extracted his every drop of his seed.  Before she gulped down their loads, Carol opened her jaw and swirled her tongue around the pooled cum filling her mouth—making a real show of it.  She then tenderly cleaned each of their black tools as they leaned over her, their sweat dripping on her red, blotchy torso, belly and tits.  Within seconds of Benny shooting his load, James finally stirred from his chair, picking up a condom off the night stand.  He had hardly said a word the whole time and, while Carol licked and fondled the others’ softening cocks, he maintained his silence and took up a position beside Carol on the bed.  He leaned in and kissed her roughly—his big tongue visibly swirling inside her mouth as his large lips engulfed hers.  Benny and Thomas took their cue and quickly withdrew to watch the impending spectacle.  James handed Carol the condom and knelt on all fours beside her—his massive cock was so long that it actually dragged on the bedspread between his legs.  James sat up and swung his huge dick around in front of her.   With difficulty, Carol managed to unroll the Trojan Magnum down over his enormous cock.  Her eyes darted to mine and I could see the wild excitement in them as she ran out of latex with several inches still left above the root of his massive tree trunk.  The stretched rubber looked shiny and tight on his monster of a cock and she held it upright to admire it like a trophy.  “Now this is a one-in-a-Million penis,” she announced, before leaning in to give the enormous, latex-encased head a final kiss.  Starting in the missionary position, he ran his whole 15 inch length up and down Carol’s sopping slit over and over, occasionally lifting it and letting it drop on her clit and up her belly with a wet thud.  His Cock was massive and heavy and I could almost feel the weight of it as he let it drop onto her gaping slit.  When he finally entered her, Carol’s eyes were glued to the massive organ as it began plowing its way inside her and I watched as they rolled back in their sockets.  As he sunk deep inside, James lifted Carol’s thighs blocking my view, so I moved onto the bed next to her.  He was so thick, that even her already well-fucked pussy had to visibly stretch even wider to accept his monstrous girth.   Carol came almost instantly as James bottomed out in her pussy.  I held her as she writhed in orgasm.  He still had a few inches to spare and he jangled his hips around trying to corkscrew as much of himself inside her pussy as was physically possible.  Carol’s eyes were now jammed shut as if she were on the world’s scariest rollercoaster.   She had an almost continuous orgasm the whole time he was fucking her—her hoarse wails nearly drowning out the music.  Thomas laughed and adjusted the TV’s volume trying in vain to cover up Carol’s screams.  For several minutes James maintained a moderate, rock-steady pace as her body writhed uncontrollably under him.  His hands pinned her hips in place, keeping her from wriggling away up the bed.  At each crashing impact with her cervix, James grunted and Carol’s body shuddered in an awesome mix of pleasure and pain.  After almost ten minutes or so of steady pounding and without warning, James quickly pulled his black log out of Carol’s battered vagina and she instantly let out a loud groaning gasp.  Her pussy immediately began to disgorge a flood of pinkish-white fluid.   James stemmed the flow with his huge paw and began massaging the slippery juices around her crotch and up her belly and thighs.  Without a word, James silently motioned for Carol to slide over—which forced me back into the chair.  Benny and Thomas had already dressed and were in lost in their own conversation over freshly poured drinks, occasionally taking notice of James and Carol’s activities.  During this brief break in the action, I handed Carol the rest of her cocktail, which she emptied in one gulp.  James was now laying down on the bed, his immense frame stretching from the headboard down with his feet hanging over the edge.   His huge swaying cock was in his hand and Carol dutifully took up a position straddling him.  Carol carefully positioned herself over his thighs, and she reached down with her hand and directed James’ massive cock up toward her pussy hovering just above his swollen purple knob.  Carol adjusted the condom on the engorged prick, sliding the latex tight sheath down until the wrinkles were all out-- her hands looked like a child’s in comparison to the incredible black shaft.   As Carol began to lower herself onto him, the others moved in to join me in watching the spectacle.  As Carol rose up over him and then sunk down on to his massive dagger, her body’s convulsions quickly started once again.  She was able to balance herself only with the help of James’ large hands which wrapped around her waist.  After a few halting bounces, Carol finally managed to recover enough control to start her ride in earnest.  Within a minute or two, shuddering in pleasure the whole time, Carol managed to achieve a steady pace that soon had James grimacing in obvious concentration.  I moved to watch from behind as James’ fat black tube snaked in and out of her.  She had to squat on her feet in order to ride his long cock and everyone in the room was amazed by her stamina.   Every stroke literally turned her swollen pussy inside out as she made long hard transits up and down, taking nearly his entire shaft.  Carol’s secretions oozed out from around her stretched labia and coated James’ long shaft and heavy balls.  Her pace increased and the bouncing movements whipped their juices into a slimy white butter that greased his thick pole as she glided up and down his entire length.   For the first time, James now became vocal, growling obscenities in Pidgin English as Carol milked his massive bone with her athletic fucking.   Within a few minutes, a series of deep grunts signaled to Carol that James was nearing his limit.  Sensing his impending orgasm, she deftly climbed from her perch, spun around and corralled his huge black prick in her tiny hands.  She managed to strip off his condom just as the first volley leapt from his dick—coating the underside of her chin in thick spunk.  With both hands, she gripped his enormous black shaft as several more spurts found their target on her outstretched tongue.   James’ back curved into a stiff arch as his tennis-ball sized nuts expelled their contents.  Carol’s lips struggled to cover his fat, spurting knob.  In all, seven or eight rockets of thick cum shot from his spasming cock as Carol’s hands continued to pump up and down its length.  Even as his body relaxed, Carol kept stroking him with her jizz-covered hands until the last sticky wave had flowed out of her lips and over his massive knob, drooling thickly down onto his stomach.  Thomas and Benny went crazy watching as Carol hungrily licked her way down his long black shaft and began slurping up the puddled cum from James’ belly.   Carol shot me a huge smile as she tenderly cleaned his enormous, cum-covered balls, his huge black cock swaying in her little hand like a live snake.  Cheers followed from the three satisfied men, who took turns complimenting Carol on her feat.  Benny and Thomas were astounded claiming that they had never seen anyone handle James’ cock the way Carol just had.  She smiled up from James’ lap with pride, his cock—still enormous in its completely flaccid state—still firmly in her grip.  The goodbyes were as short as the hellos, and as quickly as James could get his coveralls back on, the men departed. 
While Carol hopped in the shower, I stripped off the cummy bottom sheet and put the bed back into some sort of order.  I knew from experience that she’d really appreciate a nice cold icepack when she got out, so I went down the hall to get some ice.  By the time I got back, she was toweling off and absolutely giddy about her surprise gang bang…especially the finale with James.  Her body was flushed red and covered with big red blotches—some still roughly the shape of large handprints.  As always, she was careful to repeatedly thank me for my indulgence.  I don’t know if it was still the lingering effects of the alcohol, but she still seemed completely energized and insisted on replaying the details of the encounter over and over while I got a wet washcloth and carefully wrapped up several ice cubes to make an ice pack for her.  As she pressed the cool, damp cloth into the swollen, red cleft of her crotch, a long sigh escaped her lips.  After a few moments, she pulled the cloth away to show me her battered vagina.  Her large labia hung loose around the still-gaping opening to her glistening tunnel.  With her forefinger, she probed the opening, wincing while telling me how sore her pussy felt after its pummeling.  I don’t know if her little display was purposeful or not, but it was clear by the bulge in my underwear, that her little show was getting my juices flowing.  Seeing Carol fucked so thoroughly always makes me horny and I must admit that I was close to shooting a load in my pants more than a few times that night.  “Poor boy,” Carol cooed in her baby doll voice as she patted the bed alongside her signaling for me to come closer.  She skillfully hooked my elastic waistband with one finger and yanked my shorts down revealing my stiff cock.  It was crusted with my half-dry secretions, the knob still gooey with my own leaking juices and she pulled me closer to get a closer look before hungrily taking it between her lips.  I gasped as she wriggled her chin and took me easily down her throat in a single gulp.  She purred and the reverberations from her throat rumbled down my shaft and made my spine tingle.  I was caught completely off guard and instantly began shooting my load.  Carol hardly flinched as my orgasm arrived and my cum shot down her throat.  “Mmmmmmmmmm...” was all she said as my balls continued to empty and my orgasm quickly subsided, leaving me breathless and instantly spent.  Carol’s lip lock on the base of my shaft slowly released and my rapidly flagging cock slowly fell from her mouth.  “That was easy,” she said with a little chuckle as she wiped her lips on the pillow, “you must have been a horny little boy.”  A little sheepish from my quick ejaculation, I retreated to the bathroom.  By the time I came back out a few minutes later, Carol was already on her side fast asleep—the ice pack pressed tightly between her thighs.   
Carol was still asleep when I left for the conference the next morning.  She aroused enough to ask me to slip the ‘do not disturb’ card in the door slot on my way out.  “Not up for a morning visit from Andre, eh?” I whispered playfully.  “Not yet,” was her reply as she rolled over, “I’m still tired.”  And with that, I went to pick up Kendra.  Of course I was dying to tell her all about Carol’s adventure, and we barely made it through the first lecture before heading off to her room.  We enjoyed a nice morning of playful lovemaking as I shared the story of Carol taking on her three midnight visitors.   She remembered Thomas from the pool, “Ohhhh, he WAS kinda cute,” she giggled and stroked my hair as I teased her big clit with my tongue.  I described James to her and she shuddered as I had her ball up her fist and told her, in all honesty, that his cock was roughly the same size as her arm from elbow to hand.  “Too big,” she said trying to convince herself, as I ran my shaft slowly up and down her little slit.  But then she qualified the statement by asking, “don’t you think?”  The way her tight little pussy gripped me as I entered her, I honestly couldn’t imagine how anything even approaching the size of James’ monstrous dimensions could ever fit inside her.  Kendra and I enjoyed a nice long fuck capped off by her taking my cum straight into her mouth.  As we lay in our post-coital haze, she gently grilled me, probing for more information about how Carol had developed her hunger for king-sized black cock.  Thinking back, it had actually all happened quite quickly.  Her first black lover—Tariq—was extremely large.  And she pretty rapidly went from pain to pleasure over their first several encounters.  Of course Carol had gone through childbirth and was already less tight than Kendra was now.  Clearly the seed had been planted in Kendra’s mind though, and I wasn’t surprised when she finally asked, “do you think Carol would mind if I watched the next time…er…assuming there is a next time.”  Well, it was a foregone conclusion that there would be a ‘next time’ of course.  The look in Carol’s eye and the way she went on talking about James after they left the previous night told me that it was guaranteed.  I told Kendra that I would certainly ask.  She seemed giddy at my answer, smiling and immediately crawling down the bed to take me in her warm mouth.  Several minutes of her oral ministrations had me rock hard once again.  And then she surprised me by asking rather sheepishly, “would you like to try fucking my ass?”  Never one to look a gift horse in the mouth, I enthusiastically rolled out from under her and took up a position behind her before she had a chance to change her mind.  My cock was already wet with her saliva, but I slipped it in her pussy first to get it thoroughly lubed.  My tongue added a bit of lubricant as well as I gave her little butthole a quick licking before placing my knob against her perfectly symmetrical sphincter.  With gentle pressure, I began pressing into her.  Much to my surprise, Kendra reacted with impatience and pushed her ass hard back against me and my entire cock disappeared inside her instantly.  For the next few minutes, I just hung on for dear life as Kendra frantically moved her perfect little ass back and forth on my cock.  She bore down hard, squeezing me as she milked my slimy bone.  Her hand frigged her swollen clit rhythmically, her manicured nails occasionally grazing my scrotum in their haste to pleasure her pussy.  She started to cum first, but I followed immediately—emptying what little jizz remained deep into her bowel.  She looked back over her shoulder and growled, “I just love anal,” as I continued to slowly move my slippery cock around in her ass.  My sweat dripped down onto the intricate pattern of her tattoo just above her ass crack, and instantly my whole attitude about Kendra had changed.  She was one amazing little slut, not at all the demure little southern girl I had imagined her to be.    
After grabbing a quick shower at Kendra’s, I headed back to our stateroom to meet Carol.  We had pulled into port at Barbados where we would be docked for 2 days, and we had planned to go ashore to take in some of the sights.  When I got to the cabin door, I noticed the ‘do not disturb’ card was still in the slot.  I remember assuming that Carol had really slept in—as it was nearly noon.  When I entered the room, however, I quickly realized that the card was in the door for another reason.  Andre’ was lying on the freshly made bed naked except for his bright white socks, his uniform neatly draped across the bedside chair.  Carol, wearing only her panties, had her head bowed in his lap and was busily sucking his cock.  Andre’s eyes were closed, obviously enjoying the treatment, and he didn’t immediately realize I had come in.  Carol saw me enter and shot me a lusty look before lifting her mouth from his hard, black pecker and giving me a nonchalant, “hi honey.”  Andre  instantly reacted as he opened his eyes and saw me, but Carol calmed him with a pat of her hand urging him to lie back down so she could resume her oral ministrations.  She was giving him the full treatment as she slowly licked his balls and sucked his thick black knob.  Gradually his body began to relax once again, his hands moving back down to fondle her hair as she worked his cock over with her lips and tongue.  “Andre’ did such a nice job cleaning our room this morning,” Carol said teasingly, “so I thought he really deserved a nice treat.”  Carol then straddled his thighs and bent over him so that her big tits grazed his erection.  Andre’s black bone swayed until Carol was able to corral it into her deep cleavage.  Wrapping the soft, white flesh around his shaft, she held her tits together as his hips instinctively began to move slowly up and down.  As his big cock glided between her tits, Andre stuttered awkwardly, “your wife has very lovely breasts.”  Not sure what to say, but not wanting to be off putting, I simply replied “thank you.”  Andre seemed to have overcome at least some of his shyness as he began to more aggressively fuck Carol’s tits while I watched.  With each upward thrust, his purple knob emerged from Carol’s deep cleavage and slid up near the nape of her neck.  Eventually, Carol was able to time his thrusts and steal a quick lick or suck as his swollen head popped up near her open lips.  After several minutes, Carol took Andre’s hand and led him over to the chair.  As he sunk back, Carol kneeled between his legs and throated his entire length with amazing ease.  There was no teasing this time.  Carol was all business as she locked his big tool between her lips and viciously pumped her head up and down its length.  I watched Andre’s fingers dig into the arms of the chair as Carol went about her business of extracting his load.  I don’t want to brag, but there is nobody who can suck a cock any better than my wife.  With every downward thrust she gave her head a little twist as Andre’s cock disappeared down her throat.  In almost no time he was reaching the brink as Carol lips went into overdrive.  As he came, Andre’s body shuddered and a high, almost girlish gasp escaped his lips.  Carol took the first few spurts into her throat before slowly moving her lips up his pulsing shaft until finally his fat knob, still ejecting jets of hot cum, popped out from between her lips.  Carol took a quick, gasping breath before engulfing his head once again.  Andre kept cumming for what seemed like an eternity, his hands now holding her head down in his lap as the base of his thick shaft contracted 7, 8, 9 more times in a gradual wind down from his orgasm.  When her face finally emerged, Carol held her lips half open showing me the enormous pool of pearly jism in her mouth.  Then she slowly pursed her lips, careful not to lose any of his precious seed, smiled and swallowed her thick, creamy prize.  With workmanlike efficiency she dutifully cleaned the cum she had missed from Andre’s swaying member, licking it from balls to head like a big black ice cream cone.  When every last drop was consumed, she proudly smiled up at him as she cooed, “I just love these young guys and all the yummy hot cum they make.”  I had to admit it was a huge load!  Then, of course, when Carol kissed Andre on the cheek and went to the bathroom, there was that awkward moment leaving me to stand there as he got dressed.  Andre quickly dressed, embarrassed as he tried to frantically tuck his still half-hard dick back into his briefs.  He gave me one final sheepish look and silently slipped out the door.  

When Carol came out of the bathroom with her panties twirling on her forefinger, I knew she wasn’t done.  Amazingly, my cock was almost hard again, but I was raw and sore.  She had a pleading look on her face as she approached me, her lips coming close to mine.  I pulled back a bit at first, and Carol sensing my hesitation giggled and offered, “what, I brushed my teeth.”  As we kissed, Carol directed my hand down between her legs—she was sopping wet.  Her pussy felt puffy and loose, still recovering from the effects of James’ tree trunk the night before.  But she was obviously horny and in need of some relief.  We lay down on the bed and continued to kiss.  I noticed a thick glob of cum, an errant shot she’d missed, still hanging from her hair.  As I wiped it off with the pillowcase, she gushed about Andre’s capacity to cum.  “One of the biggest loads I’ve ever seen,” she giggled, “I mean, you didn’t even see the half of it that went down my throat—I thought I was gonna choke.”  She repeated her observation about young men, and then wiggled up a bit spreading her legs.  “But an older man has his charms as well,” she chuckled as she pushed my shoulders down directing me between her creamy thighs.  She gave a long sigh as my tongue buried itself into her gooey abyss.  For the next half hour I lazily ate her deliciously wet pussy.  Her juices are almost addicting and I savored them as I sucked swollen labia and scooped out mouthfuls of her copious wetness. I had to be gentle as she was still very tender, but using a slow rhythmic technique I gradually brought her to the nice back-arching climax that she so needed to relieve her horniness.  Surprisingly, there was no offer of reciprocation as she seemed anxious to get ready to go ashore, but that was OK.  Although I had a raging hard-on, my dick was still sore and achy from its earlier anal romp with Kendra.             
We walked into Bridgetown and were a bit surprised how “un-touristy” it actually was.  Unlike the other ports we were to visit, this was like walking into a “real” town.  After we cleared the duty-free area, we walked right into the city market area where locals shopped right alongside those from the cruise ships.  Music played all down the narrow, winding streets.  After about an hour we stopped at a little outdoor bistro for some food and beverage.  As far as I could tell, we were the only tourists there.  The local population seemed, on average, very young.  There were mostly elderly women selling things in the street-side tents and markets, but all the natives shoppers milling about were young people—young women with children tagging along with them and small groups of black twenty-something men.  While we were sitting enjoying a local beer, Carol spotted a pharmacy kitty-corner from the bistro.  Always the organized one, Carol suggested that while we were in town we might want to think about purchasing some more condoms.  She had packed a couple of boxes, but given that she had nearly gone through one box already, well…better safe than sorry.  Of course by “we” she really meant “me” and after finishing my second beer, I went across the street to the seedy little drug store.  Thankfully, the condoms weren’t behind the counter.  In fact there really wasn’t a counter per se, just rows of half-filled shelves organized in a haphazard way.  When I found the condom “section” I made an observation.  Whereas at home in our predominantly whitebread suburb, there were mostly ‘regular sized’ condoms with one little row of the XL’s, here the opposite was true.  Almost all the familiar brands were represented along with a couple of British ones I’d never heard of, but 90% of the stock were of the XL size.  I remembered what Carol had told me about her research on Caribbean men, and—if you could call this evidence—I guess she was right.  I loaded my basket with a few different brands and grabbed an extra tube of astro-glide, just in case, and headed to the check out.  When I got back outside, Carol had attracted a small crowd of young black men around her.  I watched from a distance for awhile as a few were openly ‘checking her out’ as one man chatted her up.  Carol was wearing a sarong skirt and a little tank top that really showed off her tits and I could see one of the young men making hand gestures behind her indicating that he seemed to really be appreciating her large breasts.   She now had 2 extra drinks in front of her and I could see where these guys’ minds were headed.  When I finally returned to the table, the look of disappointment was clear on their faces.  Two of the men were still pretty persistent though, and it took me nearly half an hour of gently kicking my wife—who was rapidly straying into tipsy territory once again—to convince her we had to be moving on.  Vincent, one of the persistent ones, told us as we were leaving that he was one of the owners of the café and he invited us back again the next day.  Carol readily accepted, but I quickly added a, ‘we’ll see,’ qualifier as we left the bistro.  Vincent shouted as we walked down the narrow cobble stone street, “I’m here all day and all night,” before heading back to his friends who laughed and gave him high-fives for his efforts.  I was more than a little pissed at the position Carol had put us in, and I told her so.  Carol, however, didn’t see it as the potentially dangerous situation that I did, instead focusing on something altogether different.  “I could just smell the testosterone,” she growled.  And then she laughed, “Good thing they didn’t know you had sack full of condoms there,” as she pointed to the paper bag in my hand.  The tropical sun had set and it was already dark by the time we finally made it back to the ship.  

There was an event for conferees already going on when we got back.  It was a luau and dance in the main forward show lounge.  It was mostly lame, but we met Kendra there and tried to make the most of it.  Our day’s little run in while in Bridgetown was the eventual topic of conversation and Kendra was fascinated by how Carol seemed able to keep finding herself the center of male attention.  Carol was a bit embarrassed by the question—after all, she is, underneath it all, a very modest woman.  I have developed a little theory about women that “swing,” however, and I offered it up as an explanation of sorts.  I cannot really explain it, but there is a certain vibe that these women put off.  It’s nothing overt; some of them can be the most demure and outwardly modest women you’d ever want to meet.  But somehow, men can sense this vibe.   Carol laughed off my attempt at theorizing, “or maybe it’s just these,” she said, referring to her breasts as she raised her hands up pretending to squeeze them.  Kendra laughed, pointing out that she was a little less well-endowed in that department.  But I defended my position.  It was more than a woman’s physical appearance even—some have that certain something that invisibly signals to men that they are available.  I meant that sometimes you can just walk into a room and you just somehow know who that woman is.  “So you’re saying that I’m a slut then,” Carol said jokingly and they both laughed.  Even though I didn’t dare say it, she had actually hit the nail right on the head.  The conversation turned back to Bridgetown and Kendra asked quite bluntly, “So, are you going back tomorrow?”  Carol turned to me and gave me a long look before replying, “I don’t know…are we?”  I instantly had a knot in my gut.  Not having much time to think, I tried to deflect the question, “Well maybe Kendra would like to come too.”  I’m not sure why I was surprised, but I was when Kendra immediately blurted out, “Cool, what time!?”  We had our last conference session scheduled for the next morning, but Kendra—who had started out as such a serious student—took about 2 seconds to just blow it off.  Well…the stage was set.  There was no going back now.  And although I had real misgivings about the direction things were heading, I didn’t let on as the two girls excitedly discussed what they planned to wear in the morning.  
Carol was adamant about getting an early start in the morning and she left me with a perfectly good erection pressed up into her ass crack as she turned over to turn out the lights.  Eventually, I fell asleep, but my mind was pretty occupied with worries about the next day.  By the time I woke up, Carol was already in the shower.  I walked in to take a piss and she was busily giving her pussy a once over with my razor.  I spotted two empty condom boxes in the bathroom trash can, her beach bag—already packed—sat on the vanity.  I chided her a bit about needing 24 condoms, and she laughed and handed me the razor, “better safe than sorry.”  It was only 8:00am, and I reminded her that it wasn’t exactly a sure thing that Vincent and his friends would even be at the café this early in the morning.  Carol strode confidently out of the bathroom, one towel tied around her head another wrapped around her body, “oh, he’ll be there.”  I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled Carol toward me.  Her freshly shaven pussy was right at head height and I leaned in giving it a nice swooping lick.  Her skin was so warm and smooth and I could already taste the fresh anticipatory juices that were building deep inside her.  A day of rest had returned much of the tone to Carol’s vagina as her labia yielded under the firm pressure of my probing tongue.  She allowed herself only a bit of my oral attentions before she backed away and continued dressing.  The black thong panties under white shorts were an intentional attention getter—the lines clearly visible to anyone caring to see.  The tube top, worn braless of course, also was clearly intended to send a message.  The phone rang just as she finished combing out her still-wet hair, and I heard Carol laugh as she announced to Kendra on the other end, “I didn’t sleep much either, are you ready?”  We hurried down to Kendra’s deck to meet her on the landing.  Carol reminded me for about the third time that we had to be back to the ship by 4 pm and that she wasn’t wearing her watch.  I assured her that I would keep track of the time, and we headed down to disembark.  

On the walk through the duty-free area and into town, Kendra was clearly having a case of cold feet.  She wanted to make sure it was OK with Carol and me if she watched.  With every black guy that passed by us, many who were openly checking out the two provocatively dressed women walking alongside me, her anxiety seemed to grow.  Perhaps it had something to do with her southern upbringing, but by the time we turned down the narrow street leading to the café she was clinging to my arm for safety and seemed unsure if she even wanted to continue.  As for Carol, she confidently strode a few steps ahead, like a bloodhound headed for the bistro.  When we reached the little ramshackle establishment, the windows were shuttered.  In fact, the whole street looked as though it hadn’t woken up yet.  The crestfallen look on Carol’s face was clear to see, while Kendra seemed almost relieved.  But my wife is nothing if not persistent, and she walked all the way around the building even knocking on the peeling window shutters.  After a few minutes, the side door opened and Vincent—looking like he had just woken up—emerged onto the crooked little patio.  “So, can a girl get a beer around here in the morning,” Carol said with a wicked smile as she rounded the corner and saw him stumble out of the door.  For his part, Vincent actually looked stunned, never in a million years thinking that we’d be coming back—especially not at 9-0-clock in the morning.  Carol’s slutty little outfit left nothing to the imagination and he smiled as he looked her up and down.  The sight of another woman on my arm confused him, I’m sure, but he didn’t puzzle over it too long as Carol moved very close to him in a rather bold gesture of her intent .  Her hand reached around to grasp his waist, “Yes, yes...,” he sputtered, “the bar is always open for a pretty lady and her friends.”  His big smile revealed his gleaming white teeth and he looked at me once more before returning her gesture and wrapping his arm around her waist and pulling her toward the door.  The indoor space of the café was just a ratty little kitchen and a serving counter.  A cot was visible in the back of the kitchen--where Vincent had been sleeping apparently.  He looked embarrassed by our seeing his little hovel, and when he went back to the cooler for the beers, he pulled a drape that mostly hid the tiny back room.  We spent a few moments in awkward conversation after introducing Kendra, when Carol just came out and broke the ice, “so, where are all your friends this morning?”  Vincent looked at his watch and replied, “my friends are like me—we like to sleep late.”  Carol wasn’t messing around though.  She pressed herself into him as he handed her a beer that she had absolutely no interest in and almost ordered him, “you better call then and wake them up.”  Vincent looked at me and I gave him a nod.  He seemed to instantly snap into another mode as he took his cell phone, disappeared into the back and started making calls.  Even though he spoke in hushed tones, we could clearly hear him trying to convince those he spoke with that he was being serious.  Kendra expressed her amazement to Carol at how she could be so bold, “I could never bring myself to come right out and do that,” she whispered.  But by the time Carol had a chance to explain that she sometimes even surprises herself, Vincent was emerging from the back with a big smile.  “I think I have found us a party,” he laughed as he loaded several six-packs of beer into a cardboard box before motioning us out the door.  We followed him around back and jumped into an old junker of a van that barely started.  Vincent tooled down the narrow streets and out of Bridgetown into the rolling countryside.  We drove past all manner of shacks and decrepit block buildings along the narrow road—chickens ran back and forth across the yards in front of the shabby houses.  After diving for 20 minutes or so, we pulled into a village of somewhat newer attached houses.  Vincent led us around the back of the building and into fenced back yard of one of the units.  Attached to the house was an outdoor shower—really just a concrete slab with a small wooden enclosure.  Vincent called to the man inside, Raymond, and they exchanged a few laughing lines of pigeon English that was completely unintelligible to us.  Just then, Raymond stepped from the enclosure.  Kendra gasped and gripped my arm as she saw his naked black body.  He was, as Carol likes to say, a real specimen!  Lean and muscular and sporting a thick black penis that, even in its flaccid state, dangled half-way to his knee.  Vincent escorted us into the house through a sliding glass door as Raymond slipped on a pair of baggy shorts and followed us inside.  I recognized him from the day before as one of the young men sizing up Carol from behind.  He wasted little time in renewing his appreciation for my wife’s large breasts as he approached her and immediately began to grope them with his big hands.  Vincent chastised him for being impatient as he went back outside to grab a shower.  Kendra seemed torn between watching Raymond, who was now wrestling off Carol’s tube top and Vincent, who was casually stripping outside the sliding glass door.  She settled, at least momentarily on watching Vincent.  When his shorts dropped to the floor she whispered in my ear, “oh my God, he’s huge too.”  Vincent was tall and thin, more of a runner’s body.  His uncircumcised cock—already half hard in anticipation—swayed in front of his lithe frame as he took off his shirt and stepped into the shower.

By the time Vincent returned, Raymond had already maneuvered Carol down between his legs as he sat on a tiny wooden chair.  Kendra and I watched as Carol’s head bobbed between his legs.  Her hair spilled over his lap, impairing our view, until she purposefully changed her position and gave me a wink as she scooped her hair back so that we could watch her suck Raymond’s cock.  Kendra’s hand started making pleasant little swirls in my lap as she now watched the pair in rapt attention—her fear seeming to subside.   Raymond‘s rapidly growing cock was long and thick, and in this position Carol had to work to get him back into her throat.  When Vincent came back inside and entered the fray, Carol took a time out to remove the rest of her clothes, to put her hair into a ponytail and to make sure the condoms were out of her beach bag--clearly spelling out the ground rules for their use.  Vincent walked over to us, purposefully swinging his large cocoa-brown member close to Kendra’s face, “How about you little lady?”    I explained to him that she was just there to watch.  “At least for now!” she blurted out as her wide eyes stared at his dick.  With a little laugh, Vincent turned to my wife who returned to her knees to accept him.  Carol stroked his cock, sizing it up before directing it down between her lips.  Raymond opened up the old sleeper sofa that sat on the opposite wall.  It had a broken leg and didn’t even open all the way, and he just pulled off the mattress and threw it on the floor.  The venue was nothing fancy, to be sure, but the essentials were now ready as Carol motioned for Vincent to lie down on the threadbare mattress.  Carol quickly moved onto all fours and resumed gobbling his long, brown cock back into her mouth.  Raymond wasted no time in moving behind her, hoisting his big black bone up onto her ass.  Carol shot upward and spun around, chastising him about the ground rules.  “Honey,” Carol said to me nonchalantly, “please get Raymond a condom.”  I reached over, tore off a rubber and tossed it to him.  He began opening the package when suddenly he stood up and walked over to Kendra.  “Perhaps the lady would like to do the honors,” he said with a grin, as he leaned toward her--thrusting his big, black weapon in front of her.  Kendra hesitated, but as he flexed his groin muscles making it bounce seductively near her face, she haltingly reached out and held the massive prick in her little hand.  I felt her shudder as she gauged its weight and mass in her uneasy grip.  Raymond handed her the condom, helping to position it so she could unfurl it over his fat knob and roll it down his thick shaft.  I could see Kendra’s hands shaking as she lifted his enormous cock and began rolling it over the head.   The pulsing veins running up the length of his prick throbbed as she tenderly sheathed him in the ribbed latex skin.  As Raymond politely thanked her and returned to his position behind Carol, Kendra’s eyes followed his enormous cock in a shocked stare.   “Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God…,” she murmured, “I’ve always heard the rumors, but…oh my God,” and then Carol’s loud groan drown her out as Raymond buried his thick cock into her.”  Kendra looked at me with an almost wild expression that I instantly recognized as pure lust.  In seconds, my shorts were off and her head fell into my lap. 

As Kendra sucked my cock, I watched Raymond steadily plumb Carol’s depths with his long, black bone.  Machine-like, his muscular ass pumped her doggie-style with short rapid strokes until gradually he was able to work his entire length up inside her.  Vincent was still lying back thoroughly enjoying the oral attention Carol was applying to his cock and balls.  I was enjoying my blowjob too and barely noticed as several other men entered the apartment and started to take off their clothes.  Carol, who was facing the patio door, had certainly noticed them though, and she stopped sucking Vincent just long enough to smile and welcome them in.  One by one they filed in around the grubby mattress and surrounded the threesome churning on the floor beneath them.  “Looks like the gang’s all here,” Carol laughed breathlessly as she took another break from swallowing Vincent’s shiny brown tool.  All of the men from the café plus a few more were now jammed into the little room.  They were all either naked or busily undressing as they circled the mattress and the couch.  They were all young—in their early twenties—and they all clearly were ready for a piece of the action as their eyes took in the show.  At first Kendra seemed very nervous by their presence, but the young men’s demeanor was friendly, and not at all menacing as they politely watched with big smiles on their faces.  At some point, I could tell Kendra began to actually enjoying having an admiring audience as she started making deliberate eye contact with them while she made long, slow licks around my knob.  My hand worked its way down to Kendra’s pussy, which was now slippery with her excitement.  Her bulbous clit was swollen and exposed and she gasped a bit when I began strumming it with my forefinger.  Occasionally, I felt another hand stray down from her pert little ass, probing her pussy as I massaged her clit.  She suddenly stood up and made a nice little show of slowly removing her tank top and shorts.  The impromptu little strip tease brought cheers from the spectators who now all sported erections in various states of fullness.  There were all shapes, shades and sizes—all except small that is.  And most of them were stroking themselves as Kendra shook her ass for them.  Then she straddled my lap, directed my cock upward and sunk slowly down onto me.  Her pussy was juicy wet as she leaned into my ear and whispered how turned on she was having all these young men watching her while stroking their cocks, “and they’re all so huge!”  I looked over at Carol who now was also enjoying the added attention of a couple of the new comers.  They were groping her ass cheeks and her tits as Raymond and Vincent continued to work her at both ends.  None of the others took the initiative to approach Kendra while she slowly bounced up and down on my cock.  About then, Raymond yielded his spot behind Carol to one of the others, and stood up.  The condom Kendra had put on him was hanging half off his enormous staff.  He turned and walked behind Kendra, “I see the little lady has decided to join the fun.”  He smacked her ass a few times with his black war club, the wet slapping impacts actually reverberated through her body so hard that I could feel them deep inside her.   Kendra arched her back and peered over her shoulder to once again stare at the impressive black erection.  Then Raymond circled her, and putting one leg on the couch next to me, lifted himself up to direct his cock toward her face.  This time, there was no hesitation. Kendra reached out and lifted his enormous member to her lips.  Stripping the slimy condom off in one smooth motion, she dropped her jaw and directed the fat knob straight into her mouth.  I almost shot my load!  Fighting off my orgasm, I bit my lower lip.  Raymond smiled over at me, “I think she is having fun now, no?!”  Kendra was really squirming as Raymond coaxed her head down further onto his cock.  Her eyes were wild as she strained to accommodate more of his massive girth in her little mouth.  I knew I couldn’t last much longer, and when Raymond suggested we change places I agreed.  Instantly, though, Kendra’s eyes went wide and she shot me a fearful look, unsure if she was ready for this next step.  I was immediately sorry that I had spoken without getting her approval, but as Raymond returned and began rolling a fresh condom down his shaft, she took a deep breath gave and lay back on the couch and gave me a nod of approval.  I must admit that this was a moment I didn’t want to miss.  Raymond, at 12+ inches, was almost half again my length—and quite a bit thicker as well.  Kendra’s pussy was tight for me; I could hardly imagine how he was going to manage even getting it inside her.  I moved to a position beside her, my cock arched across her face, as Raymond moved between her milky-white thighs.  I had hardly paid any attention to Carol, who was at the center of a knot of black limbs on the floor behind me.  Her regular moans of delight told me that she was enjoying herself anyway, and I felt the more immediate need to help Kendra through this experience.  Her eyes looked up at me and signaled her anxiety as Raymond placed the tip of his enormous cock against her tight little opening.  Raymond used his hand to maneuver his fat knob up and down her wet slit.  He remarked about Kendra’s big swollen clit as he rolled it around with his thumb.  Then, backing up to lower his cock into position, he prepared to attempt penetration.  He pushed her legs up toward her shoulders as he balanced himself push-up style over her and slowly used his weight to apply the downward pressure.  Amazingly, her little pussy steadily opened as the knob slid inside with an audible pop.  “Mmmmmm...very tight,” Raymond groaned as the first several inches of his shaft disappeared inside her.   Kendra’s breathing got shallow and choppy and she turned her head to clasp her lips around the head of my dick.  Raymond kept dropping more and more of his weight down onto her until he was buried nearly all the way inside her.  Within seconds, the first roiling orgasm gripped her body.  Her lips bore down hard, almost painfully so, on my cock, and I could see by the look on his face that Raymond’s cock was getting a similar reaction from her pussy.  “Oh that little lady is tight,” he groaned while he held himself deep inside her.  Then with the same machine-like motion I’d seen him apply to Carol, he began fucking her in earnest--long, precise strokes that turned her pussy inside out with each stab and withdrawl.  A few minutes of his hammering rhythm brought her quickly off again.  This time, I had lost the will to fight my orgasm any longer.  When her lips clamped down I felt my knees go weak and I flooded her mouth with my cum.  She hungrily gulped my seed as it covered her tongue in thick squirts.  As she gasped for breath the last few jets burbled out over her lips and chin.  Raymond too, was at the end of his rope—for he made a few last deep penetrations before he lifted his body and stripped off the condom.  Before he could climb up her torso, the first arching shots of his jizz sprayed out over her tits and neck.  Eventually he was able to sling his cock down to her face where it continued to erupt several more times as she worked to wrangle her lips around his massive knob.  She held him there for a long time as the last of his spasms passed away and the stiffness of his large organ softened into a more half-erect state.  She was a mess!  From her hair to her small, pert tits, globs of our cum covered her alabaster skin.  When he was finally able to wrest his cock from between her lips, Raymond bent down and gave her cum-covered face a big, open-mouthed kiss.    
Now, I looked over at Carol who was busily stroking two new cocks while Vincent bounced up and down between her wide-spread thighs.  Two of the others, seeing that Kendra was now unoccupied, pushed past me and began to waggle their long cocks over her face.  The party was on!  Raymond and I grabbed beers out of the cardboard box on the kitchen counter and returned to watch the show.  Kendra was taking turns giving head to two guys while a third went down on her.  Carol was still taking a good fucking from Vincent while another man now straddled her face—feeding his thick, black cock deep down her throat.  She had him locked in her patented deep throat grip and I knew from experience that he couldn’t last long there.  In seconds, he began to quake as her muscular throat milked out his seed.  She was in the zone now and as soon as her lips let loose, and his slimy black cock slipped out of her mouth, she greedily accepted another.  Vincent, who was turning out to be a marathon man, continued to churn his hard dick in and out of her sopping pussy.  Meanwhile, Kendra was now on all fours as the guy who had been eating her pussy was wedging his fat prick into her tight pussy.  One of the others had gained the inside track, slipping under her as she turned over.  His big black hand guided her head up and down as she sucked his large, uncircumcised cock.  At one point, both Kendra and Carol had simultaneous orgasms and their loud moans of pleasure echoed in the tiny room.  After Vincent had finally cum, coating Carol’s large, ruddy tits with his thick ropey ejaculate, there was a scramble amongst the remaining young men to glove up their eager cocks and get inside her.  

This went on for nearly an hour, until steadily; the men (8 or 9?) began to wear out and the crowd to thin.  A few had to leave for jobs—grabbing a quick shower, getting dressed and leaving without as much as a goodbye.  Carol eventually took a break too, pausing for a beer and a quick shower herself, before a re-energized Vincent enticed her back to the mattress for another ride.  Kendra continued to take on all comers, however.  The man with the shortest, but thickest cock (thicker than the beer bottle in my hand) finally did succumb to her oral talents, filling her mouth (and then some) with his hot jizz.  Proud of herself, she turned to show everyone her cum-filled mouth, before choking it down with a gulp that brought tears to her eyes.  She wasn’t done though.  Lying spread-legged on the couch, she rubbed her fat clit lasciviously and intoned in a thick southern accent, “who’s gonna put it in my ass?”  Raymond didn’t miss a beat.  He pushed past two younger men and claimed his prize.   He moved between her legs and began rubbing his big black dong up and down her creamy slit.  Kendra’s pussy had been transformed by the onslaught it had endured.  No longer the tiny slit in was two hours earlier, now it gaped open visibly, allowing one to see far up inside her vaginal opening.  Raymond began slapping his heavy, half-erect prick down against her plump clitoris—hard!  She winced a bit with each blow, but the smile that covered her face was proof enough that she was enjoying the rough treatment.  His club-like dick went from big to huge, as the blood steadily filled his black organ.  Using two fingers he scooped a sticky wad of her juices from her pussy and massaged her tiny ass bud with them.  After pausing to cover his dick with a condom, he teased her gaping pussy with a few short pokes of his thick head—coating the fat knob with her secretions—then moved into position to enter her ass.  With surprising ease, her asshole slowly stretched open to accept the massive intruder.  In one, slow, steady motion his entire cock disappeared deep into her bowel.  Like a huge dagger sinking into yielding flesh, his wide, black shaft penetrated her little asshole.  Kendra moaned in a loud, deep monotone as Raymond filled her ass.  Immediately, my own cock jumped into an instant erection and as he began fucking her, I was overwhelmed with horniness—and an instant need to fuck someone, something!  Carol was still riding Vincent’s cock.  She lay on top of him motionless as he bounced her up and down with his hips.  Carol’s round ass was like a magnet that drew me toward her.  Without a word, I moved behind my wife and pointed my pecker down toward her asshole.  She turned to look at me and intuitively adjusted her hips to give me better access.  Within seconds my cock was inside her.  Although not as tight as usual—somewhere in the whirl of the morning’s activities, someone had obviously stretched it out—its molten heat felt wonderful.  My naked cock was dripping profusely, and as I fucked her ass hard, my pre-cum quickly lathered into a slimy butter consistency.  Through the thin wall separating her two orifices, I could feel Vincent’s big erection steadily probing upward inside her pussy.  Carol had an orgasm, but I rode out the spasms that gripped my cock as her sphincter contracted rhythmically around the shaft of my cock.  As I tag-teamed Carol, I had a clear view of Kendra’s face, her eyes rolling back in their sockets as Raymond fucked her through at least two orgasms of her own--her hand frantically strumming her clit in total abandonment and pleasure.  At last, Vincent seemed nearing his own point of no return.  His pace became erratic and the thrusts increased with force as he neared the edge.  Carol, sandwiched between us trembled uncontrollably; overwhelmed by the stimuli her body was receiving.  Vincent’s orgasm caused Carol to go over the brink, and in a classic chain reaction, my cock began to spasm as I emptied my nut deep into her ass.  Raymond too was inspired by the cacophony of moans and he pulled out just in time to cover Kendra’s belly with his spunk.  The two men left watching erupted in cheers. 
As Vincent and I untangled ourselves from Carol’s limp body, Raymond slathered his long sausage around on Kendra’s cum-covered torso and brought it up to her lips for her to clean.  Just a couple  hours earlier, she had been hesitant to even touch the massive black organ, but now she skillfully maneuvered her tongue up and down its length and happily popped its meaty head in and out of her mouth—cleaning every last drop of seed from its ebony surface.  The remaining two men moved in on Carol, but she waved them off.   “No, I can’t…I’m too sore,” she said slowly still breathing heavily.  They looked over at Kendra who also waved and shook her head in the negative.  Vincent interceded on his two friend’s behalf, trying to cajole the girls into one last throw for the men who had waited so patiently for one last fuck.  Carol slowly rubbed her battered cunt, her finger dipping inside while a wincing look crossed her face.  She again gave her apologies explaining that the latex from the condoms had just about rubbed her skin raw.  Raymond and I laughed and cracked open another beer as Vincent, a consummate salesman, continued to plead his case.  Finally, a compromise was reached, and by the time I returned to the living room Carol and Kendra were seated side by side on the couch, each with a dick in their mouth.  Their styles were in marked contrast.  Kendra pumped her man’s shaft with her hand while she concentrated her sucking on his widely flared knob.  Carol, on the other hand, only used her hand to roll her guy’s big, sagging balls while she gave his prick a series of slow, deep trips down her esophagus.  They both seemed perfectly happy with the treatment, either way!  The battle of the blowjobs went on for just a few minutes, with Carol polishing off her man first.  He filled her throat before I even had half my beer finished.  It took Kendra awhile longer, but she was treated to a huge facial that would, if caught on camera, have made any porno highlight reel!  The guy let loose like a stallion, pumping gob after gob of his creamy white jizz onto her outstretched tongue and up over her nose, cheeks and eyebrows.  Even Dr. Carol was impressed as she looked on, “now that’s quite a semen sample!”  The two satisfied customers high-fived Vincent and thanked him for his advocacy on their behalf, but rather rudely, I thought, didn’t even bother to acknowledge the girls’ efforts.  The girls took turns showering, while Vincent insisted on feeding me and Raymond another warm beer from his cardboard box.  

We dropped Raymond off at a ramshackle house on the way back to Bridgetown.  About 6 kids came running out to greet him yelling, “Daddy, daddy, daddy.”  Vincent told us that Raymond had fathered many children, here and in another village on the island.  Kendra chuckled and made a gesture toward her sore, stretched pussy,” well he does have quite the baby-maker!”  Carol was falling asleep on my shoulder as the rocking van wound through the country-side.  She kissed me on the cheek in her dreamy haze and said, “thank you Honey,” as she nestled her body against mine.  Vincent dropped us at duty free area with less than an hour to spare before our ship was to disembark.  With his big salesman smile he welcomed us back to his island, “anytime, day or night.” As the girls walked, rather gingerly and decidedly bow-legged back the last half mile, we all agreed that we wouldn’t soon forget Barbados.     
Back on board, the girls voted unanimously to go to the hot tub to soak their battered pussies.  Carol advised Kendra to alternate hot and cold to minimize the swelling.  We agreed to meet at the forward deck pool  a bit later in the afternoon, and I went to get Carol a bucket of ice.  When I got back to the room, Carol was in the shower.  I went in to tell her that I had gotten the ice, and I watched her as she sat on the tiny shower stool, legs spread, letting the warm water spray on her swollen crotch.  I don’t know why, but I always find it highly erotic watching her nurse her pussy after a meet up with a hung, black lover (or several in this case).  “Damn, I am sore,” she murmured as the trickle of warm water ran down over her red, inflamed folds, “don’t buy those ribbed condoms anymore, they really do a number on my pussy.”  She got out of the shower and dried off—gently dabbing at her puffy red labia with the towel.  I had her lie down on the bed while I applied the ice pack to her crotch.  The velvety flesh of her thoroughly stretched pussy was hot to the touch and beet red.  Carol asked me to put some ice up into her vagina, and I dropped a couple of the large cylindrical cubes into her roomy vaginal vault before putting the cold compress back over it to hold them inside.   Of course, tending to her like this is always an incredible turn-on for me and I adjusted my position to make the erection that was tenting my underwear perfectly noticeable to her.  She was truly in no condition to fuck, though, and she was quick to ward off any ideas I might have had along those lines.   She told me again how much she loved me and how much she appreciated me letting her indulge her desires.  Then she lovingly reached over and ran her hand up and down my cock, which was straining the front of my shorts.  “Ooooo…my poor little boy,” she said in her baby doll voice; “you do need some attention though, don’t you?”  She lowered the elastic band and released my erection.  I rolled onto my side to give her more room to work.  She tenderly stroked my cock, using my dripping pre-cum to lubricate my shaft.  I removed the compress and bent forward with the intention of giving her pussy some oral attention.  But she pushed my head away and as she gently told me that she was too sore—even for that.  She told me to just lie back, as she adjusted her position to let her hand pleasure me.  She started slow, but steadily increased her speed.  She squeezed me very hard as she stroked, showing no mercy even when I moaned in discomfort—actually increasing the pressure of her grip. I didn’t fight it at all, and soon cum was oozing down over her fingers and onto the bed spread between us.  “There, now you feel better, don’t you,” she said in a motherly voice as she used the towel to mop up the little pool of semen running down my hip and to wipe off her cummy fingers.  And I did feel better!  It was about time to meet Kendra, so we put on our bathing suits.  Carol inserted a few more ice cubes into her pussy before she pulled up her suit and put on her cover up.  As we walked down the corridor, we both had to chuckle as the melting ice trailed little streams of water down Carol’s thighs.   
Kendra had beaten us to the pool.  She was already in one of the hot tubs, but motioned to a group of chairs she had saved on the now-crowded deck.  The ship was pulling out of port, and with all the passengers back on board, the pool area was getting full.  In the crowded hot tub, it was hard to have discrete conversation, but a series of little coded messages and more than few knowing smiles clearly communicated Kendra’s enthusiastic enjoyment of her first BBC experience earlier that day.  Back in our chairs, and with a bit more privacy, she gushed over awesome it felt to have something so large inside her, “I was either cumming, or on the edge of cumming the whole time.”  Carol echoed Kendra’s observations and extolled upon her theories on the subject.  A woman’s vagina, she explained, is filled with receptors that are activated when the tissues are stretched.  Most likely an adaptation to child birth, these receptors trigger the release of endorphins that both block pain and lead to a state of mild euphoria.  Carol has always maintained that when she is really being fucked hard by a big cock, she gets almost ‘high’ from the experience.  I’ve seen her many times when she is in what I have just come to call ‘the zone’ and I think her theory has more than a bit of merit.  “Well, whatever it is, I’m hooked,” Kendra said with a throaty laugh.  Carol asked if Kendra was sore after the morning’s events.  “Only a good kind of sore,” Kendra said with a huge smile.  We spent the rest of the day until sunset lazing around the pool.  With the conference now over, I told Kendra that I was going to miss stopping by in the morning to pick her up.  She chuckled and looked over at Carol, “you can still stop by for other reasons, if it’s OK with Carol.”  My beautiful wife leaned over and kissed me, “after today, he can do whatever his heart desires.”  “Besides, I think my pussy might need some rest anyway.”  

After dinner that evening we spent the night hopping from bar to bar.  The ship had over 10 to choose from, with a variety of themes and ambiance—from quiet piano lounges to a large discotheque on the top deck.  At one of the bars, the “Wheel House,” Carol spotted Thomas—one of her late night visitors from a few nights earlier.  He wasn’t initially our waiter, but after he saw Carol, he swapped table duties to take our second drink order.  He was friendly but pretty discrete, not knowing how much Kendra might have been aware of.  Kendra also had remembered him from the pool service bar, “that’s the one I thought was so cute.”  As he went to the bar for our drinks Kendra checked out his muscular ass and asked Carol, “Does he have a big one, too?”  Carol just chuckled and said, “Honey, I haven’t seen a small one since I got to the Caribbean!”  We went to a couple of other bars, but the length of the day finally caught up with Carol and I and we decided we needed to get back to our cabin and get some sleep.  Kendra said she might have one more drink, but that she too would be headed off to bed soon herself.  As she kissed us both good night she playfully reminded Carol of her promise to send me over to her cabin for her “wake-up call.”    Carol looked at me and said that it seemed someone else had discovered the joy of the ‘golden tongue’ wake up.  
The next morning, I woke up with a full erection.  It didn’t go away through my whole shower as I thought about paying Kendra my promised morning visit.  Sunrise comes early in the tropics, and I was eager to get my morning started off right.  Carol blearily looked at the alarm clock and chided me about not letting Kendra sleep in on her first day without conferences.  She asked me to put the ‘do not disturb’ card in the slot, which I happily did on my way out as I practically raced down to Kendra’s room.  I knocked lightly on the door a couple of times and got no response.  A third louder attempt, brought the sound of Kendra clearing her throat and rolling out of bed, and footsteps heading for the door.  Kendra opened the door a crack and gave me a wry smile.  “Could you go get me a cup of coffee, Hon,” she said in a sweet southern drawl, batting her eyelashes.  I walked to the buffet a short distance up the same deck and returned about ten minutes later.  Kendra had left the door cracked open with a shoe, and when I entered she was in the shower.  I kicked the shoe out of the door and brought the coffee in and set it on the vanity just as she was shutting off the water and stepping out onto the tiny bath mat.  She picked up the coffee and took a big gulp before she began to towel off.  I gave her just enough time to wrap the towel around her dripping hair before I pulled her to me and pressed my body against her hot wet skin.  I whisked her out the bathroom door and flung her onto the bed.  In seconds I had kissed my way down her warm belly and my lips arrived at her pussy.  Her thighs were red and blotchy and her labia looked puffy and slightly splayed.  I latched my mouth around her fat clit and she gasped, “careful, I’m a bit sore!”  Then out of the corner of my eye I saw it—an enormous wet blotch on her blue bed sheet.  My first instinct was to stop, but I was so aroused and her pussy so intoxicating that I couldn’t.  I’d been in such a hurry to get down to business, that I had missed it before.  But now, mixed with the musky smell of Kendra’s pussy was the clear odor of sperm hanging in the air.  “So, did you have fun with Thomas?” I asked, pausing a moment between licks up and down her silky pussy.  Kendra, looked embarrassed—caught—as she looked down at me.  But when I lowered my mouth back down and continued to eat her, obviously not put off by her actions, she just purred and said, “Yes, he was magnificent!”  I was so intensely horny that I immediately climbed half way up her torso and pinned Kendra to the bed.  My cock poked down and pierced her vulva in one perfect thrust.  Kendra’s pussy had been transformed!  The tight little slit that had gripped my cock so tightly just two days ago was now changed into a deep velvet tunnel that welcomed my entire length deep inside with ease.  “Did he fuck you like this?!” I demanded as I hammered my rock hard prick into her.  She just moaned softly as I gave her pussy a burst of long hard strokes until my lungs burned and my heart raced.  Kendra just growled and thrust her hips back against me, urging me to fuck her even harder.  Her nails dug into my back as fucked her wet, gaping pussy like a man possessed.  Right as I felt my orgasm begin to rise, I pulled out and dropped once again between her wide-spread thighs.  My tongue ground over her enormous clit in hard, tight circles as her hands gripped my head and her hips bucked wildly.  Within a minute she had cum violently and I was back up and buried inside her.  I rolled her over and pushed her up the bed to fuck her from behind.  I lifted her hips and entered her while I pressed her shoulders down onto the bed.  Her face was now square in the middle of the large, slimy blotch on the bed sheet.  I reached forward and pushed her face down into wet fabric, then leaned back and buried myself hard and deep.  I hit her cervix and she screamed in pain.  “Careful, careful, careful!” she begged, “I’m so fucking sore there.”  I imagined Thomas had pounded her womb pretty good and was careful not to batter her depths with too much force—just enough to make her gasp a few more times.  As I fucked her from behind, her little butthole winked open and shut with each thrust and I soon knew where I was going to deposit my cum.  I primed her hole with my thumb as I relaxed my pace inside her pussy.  “Mmmmm…,” she moaned, “Yes!.. fuck me in the ass.”  I stood up behind her and slowly squatted down until my cock head was plunging into her butt.  Kendra readjusted beneath me and moved to accept my whole length, which I gladly gave her in one deep stroke.  But now she had the upper hand.  I was half pinned underneath her leaning almost backward as she began to bounce up and down on my cock.  My shaft was bent at an awkward angle.  The pain of this unnatural bend was more than balanced by the amazing sensation of her hot ass sheathing my prick.  I groaned loudly.  “Wait, wait wait!” she ordered as she strummed her big clit rapidly, close to another orgasm.  I could feel the muscles of her sphincter tighten as she neared her climax.  I fought off my own eruption just long enough to join her as she toppled over the brink.  Her orgasm stretched out for what seemed like almost a minute as her ass spasmed on my twisted cock buried to the hilt inside her.  As she finally began to come down from her crazed state, her body relaxed and I was able to lift her hips off my painfully bent cock.  The kink in my shaft released and as I pulled myself from the grip of her butthole, the stream of trapped cum ran out of my aching shaft and spilled down her thigh.  We both collapsed in a heap.  It was one of the best fucks of my life.  The intensity was incredible.

As we kissed and cuddled, I got the whole story.  Thomas, as I had surmised was an over-night guest in Kendra’s room.  When I had knocked that morning he had still been there (again, I had surmised as much by her not letting me in the room).  The coffee run had been a ruse to buy the minutes he needed to make his exit.  He apparently had gotten very scared when he heard the knock as spending a night in a passenger’s cabin was an offense that could easily get one fired and put off the ship at the next port.  I joked that having such information meant that our drinks could possibly be free for the last two days of the cruise.  Then Kendra made an evil little gesture with her fingers, “I was thinking more along the lines of making him my sex slave!”  After a little rest period, Kendra wriggled out from my embrace and took my flaccid, cum-encrusted cock into her soft, warm mouth.  She had really turned into an amazing little fuck slut.  She tenderly cleaned my shaft and balls for 15 minutes or more and until I had once again reached sufficient hardness, and she climbed on top of me and rode me long and slow until I spilled what remained of my seed inside her wet, stretched pussy.        
As we lay in bed, I picked up the phone and called Carol.  As the phone rang and rang with no answer, I suggested to Kendra jokingly that Carol might be busy entertaining Andre our cabin steward.  “Oooo, I haven’t fucked him yet,” Kendra giggled.  Carol finally picked up the phone after about 12 rings.  She had been in the shower.  I told her that I thought she might have been fucking Andre and she laughed and replied, “Not yet!”  He hadn’t come to clean the room, she reported, and besides, she said her pussy was still a little raw.  Teasingly, I told her that Kendra might have to come over and take care of him.  I chided her a bit about how she now had competition for the title of ‘champion black cock slut.”  This seemed to get her juices flowing, and she suggested that I bring Kendra back to the room.  Before I could answer, she said, “I’ll put out the ‘maid service’ card,” and she hung up the phone.  Well, it didn’t take much convincing to get Kendra on board with the plan, and as soon as she could put on her beach cover up (and nothing else), we were on our way.  By the time we made the 5 minute walk back to the room, we entered to find Carol already sucking Andre off on the bed.  He seemed a bit nervous as we barged in, but soon settled back onto the bed to enjoy the oral treatment he was getting from my talented wife.  Carol paused just long enough to make some quick introductions, “Kendra this is Andre, Andre this is Kendra,” before burying his salvia covered hard-on back into her throat.  I took a chair bedside as Kendra dropped her cover-up to the floor.  Carol paused again to tell Kendra, “he’s a pretty good pussy eater,” as she motioned up toward his face, “give him a try.”  Andre just smiled as Kendra climbed onto the bed and moved up to straddle his face.  Kendra gave me a little wink as she lowered her cum-filled vagina down onto his mouth.  Andre didn’t say a word as she arched her back and began grinding her gooey crotch over his big lips.  Carol had been giving his cock a pretty good workout, and had to back off a little bit given his propensity for premature ejaculation.  While Kendra rode his face, she just slowly stroked his shiny black bone and started to concentrate on his big balls.  Kendra glanced back at his rigid 9-inch bone as she rhythmically ground her pussy up and down over Andre’s face.  She had a firm grip on the top of his head and used it like a saddle horn to gain leverage as she pressed herself down against his frantically lapping tongue.  He must have been doing a good job, because after a few minutes she was gasping for breath and headed for her orgasm.    
As Kendra slowly came down from her climax, she kept grinding her creamy snatch all over Andre’s face.  Her bulbous clit was enormously swollen and she artfully strummed it back and forth over his froth-covered chin.  By this time, Carol had already moved back down between his legs and was rolling a condom onto his rock hard prick.  Carol motioned for Kendra to slide down, and in one graceful maneuver she slipped down his torso and impaled herself on his rigid cock.  Andre’s face was covered in a slippery glaze of juice, and Carol wasted no time in planting herself squarely on his cum-covered mouth.  She delighted herself in wriggling her ass up and down on her slippery saddle.  The girls were now facing each other and they giggled and praised their young lover for his enthusiastic efforts.  Andre said something in reply, but his words disappeared into an unintelligible garble as Carol ground her fleshy pussy down onto his open mouth.  Kendra worked herself into a steady fucking pace as she found her rhythm on Andre’s long black bone.  After several minutes, with her knees beginning to wobble, Kendra climbed off and yielded her place to Carol.  Carol turned around and lowered herself down onto his cock.  She braced herself on all fours, her big tits hanging in Andre’s face, and made some slow transits up and down his shaft.  She pressed her fleshy tits into his face and ordered him, “Fuck me, fuck me now!”  Almost immediately, Andre’s hips bucked up as he began hammering her pussy.  I watched as Carol’s hands gripped the sheets tightly while she endured his brutal fucking.  Kendra had settled into a spot on the floor alongside me and she leaned over and released my aching cock from my shorts.  Her warm mouth engulfed my rapidly swelling knob as we watched my wife ride the young cabin steward to her first orgasm.  As she regained the ability to speak after the climax, Carol growled, “Don’t stop, damn it….”  Andre, nearly exhausted from the pace, slowed down and was immediately chastised by Carol, “I said fuck me!” as she pressed her tits back into his face.  He was able to manage a few more bursts of energy, but he obviously needed a break.  Carol relented and sat up a bit allowing Andre to breath as her pendulous breasts lifted from his face.  I was thoroughly enjoying Kendra’s oral ministrations—she had nursed me back to full erection-- as Carol turned to me and said sweetly, “Honey, could you get the astroglide and lube up my ass?”  Begrudgingly, Kendra let my stiff prick slide from her between her lips as a stood up and walked around the bed to the night stand.  I coated Carol’s shiny pink butthole with the viscous lube, using my thumb to massage some into the warm, tight interior.  I couldn’t resist, and I climbed up over her and pressed my head against her sphincter until the knob disappeared inside her tight bud with a delightful pop.  I repeated this several times stabbing myself in and out as Carol cooed her approval.  I knew, though, that it was Andre’s cock that she really wanted buried in there, so I returned to my chair and to Kendra’s waiting mouth as Carol adjusted her hips to accept the long black cock.  Now Carol was in complete control.  With a confident, almost angry, look on her face she began bouncing up and down on his dick.  Now it was Andre who had to endure a hard fucking.  His eyes were wide with excited pleasure, but Carol growled at him, “Don’t you cum yet!”  For several minutes she viciously milked his bone with her tight butthole, as he bit his lower lip fighting off his orgasm.  Finally, Carol smiled over at us and asked Kendra to get ready.  Kendra stood and took up a position behind them.  Carol gave Andre one more burst of rapid strokes with her tight ass and then sprung off him.  Kendra deftly captured Andre’s bone in her hand and stripped off the condom.  Using both hands, she gripped the slippery black cock and began stroking it.  Within seconds, Andre went rigid and a veritable fountain of cum began erupting from his spasming cock.  With screams of excited delight, the girls watched as jet after jet of thick, hot come leapt from his dick.  Kendra kept stroking as the milky fluid continued to pour out of him and down over her fingers.  I must say, it was quite a show!  As the two took turns sucking and cleaning the sticky jism from his oozing knob, I moved over between them and began jacking off.  The puddled cum coating Andre’s belly in thick ropey strands tempted Kendra’s hungry mouth down to begin cleaning his taught ebony torso.  Carol continued to slowly knead Andre’s flagging prick as she looked up at me still frantically stroking my dick.  Taking me into her mouth, the warm wetness soothing my raw flesh, she easily swallowed my entire length deep into her throat.  Even craning her neck backward, she was able to engulf my whole dick over and over again—quickly coaxing me to orgasm.  As my body shuddered, her lips locked down around my knob and extracted the tiny load that remained in my aching balls.  She opened her mouth wide to show me the little pearly drops on her tongue before swallowing.   Then she dove back down to help Kendra finish cleaning the copious wads still running down Andre’s belly.  The two giggled like sorority sisters and took turns complimenting Andre on his massive load.  “God, I just love these young guys and all of their cum,” Carol swooned as she used her tongue to lap up the last few drops remaining in his tangled pubic hair.  As Andre got up and began to dress, he awkwardly put out his hand for me to shake.  And in his peculiar accent, he enthusiastically stated the obvious—“Man, you are a very lucky guy.”  I couldn’t have agreed more!      
As we lay around on the bed after Andre departed, we lamented that there was less than 36 hours left of our cruise.  But what an amazing eight days it had been so far.  I knew that for me it had been the one of the pinnacles of my sexual experience.  Between Kendra and Carol, I had been fucked more times in a little over a week than I ever had in any full month of my life!  Kendra quickly echoed that sentiment, “I didn’t know I had it in me!” she said with an almost embarrassed laugh and added, “I guess this tropical air just brings out the inner slut in a girl.”  Carol gave an amused chuckle before replying, “I think all this big, black dick might have something to do with it.”  Then the two girls exchanged knowing smiles before bursting out in waves of laughter.  “Makes me wonder why I waited so long to try it,” Kendra cooed as she lasciviously fingered her distended vagina, “it feels so amazing.”  Then Carol turned to me winked and said, “She really should experience the full treatment by the on-board talent—especially James--before we fly home, don’t ya think?”  I agreed.  A week earlier, I could not have imagined the possibility of Kendra even coming close managing the big baggage handler with the horse-sized cock.  Hell, few women could.  But Kendra had done nothing but amaze me so far, and the pleading smile on her face as she continued to slowly rub her bulbous clit, made it hard to doubt her desire to try.   “So, do think you could set it up, Honey?” Carol cooed, batting her eyelashes at me.  It was the least I could do.
We had pulled into St. Kitts overnight—our last port of call before heading back to Puerto Rico-- and the girls had decided to go ashore and do some shopping.  At first, I’d assumed I’d be going with them, but as they packed a small backpack, Carol decided that this would be a ‘no boys allowed’ excursion.  “Besides,” she giggled to Kendra, “someone has to stay on board to arrange our little party.”  They both kissed me on the cheek before heading below deck to go ashore.  I walked up to the forward pool area thinking I’d find Benny tending the bar.  But instead there was a different bartender working.  I asked him when Benny was scheduled to work, and got some troubling news.  Benny, and Thomas too as it turned out, had both left the ship and would not be coming back aboard for the remainder of the cruise.  They were both from St. Kitts and had scheduled time at home until the same ship cycled through on the next voyage.  My heart sank a bit.  Obviously the party the girls had tasked me with setting up was not going to happen.  My immediate thought was about James.  I didn’t know whether he was still on board (perhaps he was from St. Kitts too, the bartender didn’t seem to know him) and I had no idea how to even go about finding out.   This was going to take some thought—so I grabbed a cocktail and a chair poolside and sat down to try and figure out a plan.

While on about my third drink, I had an idea.  If you’ve ever been on a cruise you know that it is customary to tip your assigned servers at the end of the cruise.  In fact, they put a set of envelopes in your room from day one along with an explanation of the customary rates.  There are suggested amounts for your cabin steward, dining room server, and his or her assistants, etc.  But not for luggage handlers!  So in a flash of brilliance, I went down to the concierge desk with my plan in place.  As I stood in line, I fabricated a story that was sure to get me the information I needed.  I told the concierge that we wanted to leave a tip for a particular luggage handler that had given us particularly good service—which was not totally untrue if you include fucking your wife to a half-dozen orgasms with his massive black dick under the general heading of ‘service.’  Anyway, I explained to him that I had limited information, but wanted to make sure that he received our tip.  I only had a name—James—and a physical description—very tall, and very muscular.  One call to the baggage department was all it took to pull off my plan.  The head of the baggage service told me that James was working, but that his shift ended at 10 pm.  All that was left was for me to give him our cabin number and James would be up to collect his tip after his shift.  Genius!
When the girls arrived back on board around six, I played coy.  I told them the honest truth about Benny and Thomas being gone, and thus being unable to set up a party with them.  They were visibly disappointed, but seemed to accept the news without being too depressed.  It was our last day of vacation and they had obviously had fun shopping, eating and drinking in the tourist district of St. Kitts.  As the ship departed port, we watched the sun set over the last tropical paradise we would visit as we began under full steam back towards Puerto Rico.  While Kendra was using the bathroom, Carol said to me, “do you think that there’s any way we could get in contact with James?”  I tried hard not to let on, but I’m terrible at keeping secrets from Carol.  When I saw her break into a big grin, I knew she had seen right through my poker face.  I quickly told her the details of how I’d gone about setting it all up.  She agreed that we should keep the secret form Kendra—a fun surprise!  Now all we had to do was make sure we were all back at our stateroom by 10 pm.

The quick plan we had devised included meeting around eight to go to dinner.  That would give us plenty of time to eat and make sure we could get back to the cabin before ten.  After dinner, however, Kendra was fairly insistent about wanting to go out dancing at the ship’s disco.  Only Carol’s quick thinking, she feigned needing to change shoes, convinced Kendra to accompany us back to the room.  We got there around 9:45 and, from there, it didn’t take too much maneuvering to keep us there as Carol suggested that I might want to “eat some dessert.”  It was so sexy watching my hot wife directing Kendra down onto the bed, removing her panties for her and then motioning for me to crawl up between her thighs.  While I rolled my tongue slowly around Kendra’s meaty clit, Carol did a slow strip-tease on the bed beside us.   Soon, they were both side by side, legs spread and I busied myself climbing back and forth—taking turns pleasuring them both with my tongue.  Carol was already heavily oozing her sweet, sticky secretions—no doubt anticipating the arrival of our heavily-hung guest.  Kendra’s clit took almost no time at all to come to full attention, its purple hood yielding as the fleshy pink knob beneath became engorged.  A week’s worth of fucking had transformed her tight little slit, her darkly pigmented labia now swelled open to reveal her clearly distended vaginal opening.  Three fingers slipped easily inside her, and I pumped her slowly as she firmly held my head down against her gaping pussy.  Kendra was so preoccupied grinding her crotch up into my face that she didn’t even seem to notice the soft rap on the door.  Carol did, though, and she practically sprang up off the bed to answer it.  It wasn’t until the large black man walked in, hand in hand with Carol, that Kendra discovered the surprise.  “This has to be James!” she said to Carol as she stared up at his 6’5” muscular frame with a look of pure lust in her eye.  James just stood there grinning at his good fortune—his huge hand already reaching around to fondle Carol’s tits.  As I crawled out from between Kendra’s thighs, she wasted no time in sitting up and wriggling herself around toward the luggage handler.  James obviously liked what he saw too as his eyes moved up and down Kendra’s lithe little body.  He could hardly wipe the smile off his face, his two gold teeth glinting in the light from the bedside wall sconce.  Carol walked the big man right to the edge of the bed and then moved behind him.  As Kendra sat watching, Carol reached around and began unzipping the long zipper of James’ blue uniform.  She took her time, pausing to caress the muscles of his powerful chest, before slowly unzipping a bit further.  By the time she got the zipper down to his waist, Kendra was visibly shaking in anticipation.  From behind James, Carol reached down inside his jumpsuit.  Her fingers worked their way down his right thigh where they paused momentarily.  Then, as Kendra’s eyes got wide, she began fishing his enormous organ up and out of his pants.  “Oh my God!,” Kendra squealed as the thick black tube snaked out in front of her, hanging almost to the bedspread.  James took Kendra’s little hand in his huge paw and guided it to his enormous cock.  She looked up at him then confidently took a grip, lifting his still flaccid cock in her tiny hand.  “It’s…it’s so heavy,” she said with a dumbfounded little laugh.  As she rolled the massive head in her palms, he slowly began gaining erection.  As Kendra stroked his growing cock with both hands, Carol moved down beside her and began fondled his enormous balls.  James stepped back momentarily to kick off the jumpsuit from around his ankles.  He then directed the girls to lie down on the bed in front of him.  He had them lay side by side facing the ceiling, while he stood over them hanging his cock down to cover their faces.  He took turns wedging his thick knob in and out of both their hungry mouths, occasionally pausing to stroke himself or to slap his thick shaft down between their faces.  Slowly, James’ cock stiffened until finally, after several minutes, it could support its own weight as it cantilevered out over their faces.  While they took turns sucking his enormous dong, I took the opportunity to slip back between Kendra’s legs for a few last licks before slipping my cock into her wet pussy.   I had slipped a Viagra in after dinner, and my cock was almost painfully erect and I wasted no time in hammering Kendra’s well-oiled pussy hard.  James reached in to massage Kendra’s fat clit with his thick fingers as Carol rolled over and began sucking his cock with more authority.  As I fucked her, Kendra’s eyes were glued to James’ massive dick now sliding in and out of my wife’s throat.  Carol was sucking like a pro, shaking her head as she worked to fit him deep down her gullet.  After a few minutes, she disgorged his slimy cock—now rock hard and throbbing—and smiled, “I think he’s ready for ya.”  Carol disappeared into the bathroom returning with her little toiletry bag as gave Kendra a last little barrage of strokes before yielding my place to our big black guest.  Kendra’s eyes were wide, with a mix a nervousness and anticipation, as James took up a position between her legs.  He laid his long, black cock down onto her flat little stomach.  It stretched well past her belly button as Carol handed him a condom.  As he opened the wrapper, Kendra petted the monstrous weapon stretched across her torso and murmured over and over…”Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God.”   She was shaking like a leaf, and after sheathing his massive cock, James leaned down and tenderly kissed her forehead in order to calm her.  Before he entered her, James knelt down and gave her pussy a few slow licks.  His big lips engulfed her swollen clit and puffy labia as his tongue snaked up and down her frothy slit.  Then it was the moment of truth!  James pulled Kendra down the bed slightly and positioned his incredible knob right at the cleft of her vaginal opening.  With a cock like his, you knew that he was used to having to be gentle in his approach.  With great patience he worked his bulbous head around her pussy, covering it with her slippery secretions before applying gentle pressure.  I turned on the television and cranked up the volume.  Carol started to suck my cock as soon as I sat back down in the chair beside the bed.  Her head turned away from the action, but I had a perfect view as James began the slow process of working himself into Kendra’s pussy.    It was like watching a woman giving birth in reverse as his girth slowly wedged Kendra’s labia apart and began to disappear inside her.  As James pushed his blunt head inside, Kendra clawed at the bedding in initial discomfort.   But as his wide knob finally slipped past her stretched slit and entered her vaginal vault, an unearthly groan escaped Kendra’s lips and she bucked down hard against him, forcing several more inches up inside her.  James shot me a satisfied smile; he was clearly enjoying his ‘tip.’  With successful entry now achieved, James began to fuck Kendra in earnest.  Within a minute, Kendra had achieved her first orgasm and was on her way to a string of several more before it was time to swap partners.

As Kendra stood up wobbly-kneed, Carol quickly climbed up onto the bed and assumed a position on all fours in front of James.  As James straightened out his condom, shirring it back down the shaft of his enormous cock, Carol reached back and lasciviously spread herself open to his obvious delight.  Leaning forward, he squatted down and hoisted his amazing dong upward.  In one smooth motion he buried most of his 15 inches deep inside her dripping snatch.  In response, Carol boldly wriggled her round ass back against his bone, her pussy gobbling up the final few inches.  They stayed locked in this position a good long time with Carol continuing to rhythmically grind her butt into James’ midsection until, all at once, her body began to shake in climax.  With Carol’s first orgasm, all formalities were over and James began to viscously pound her with his massive club of a penis.  Kendra watched in awe as he hammered her repeatedly with long, hard strokes.  With her eyes transfixed, “I can’t believe that thing fit inside me,” she stuttered as I led her around the bed and guided her down alongside Carol.  I lay down on top of her and felt my cock completely disappear inside her gaping hole.  Even grinding my hips round and round, I could hardly feel the sides of her pussy; it had been so completely altered by James’ massive girth.  After a few minutes of bucking up and down into what was essentially thin air, Kendra lifted her legs up and suggested I fuck her ass instead.  My rock hard cock slipped effortlessly out of her loose, slimy cooze and she deftly rolled back to present her tight little pucker in perfect entry position.  I leaned in and my cock pierced her ass having hardly missed a stroke.  Kendra rested her calves on my shoulders as I fell into a good, steady ass-fucking pace.  The girls were side-by-side, Kendra on her back and Carol still on all fours.  As I fucked Kendra’s heavenly asshole, I busied my hands by alternating between my wife’s pendulous tits on one side and Kendra’s meaty clit in front of me.  As I rolled her swollen bulb with my thumb, her pussy splayed open obscenely--I could see six inches up inside her.  The juices ran down out of her and trickled into the cleft of her ass providing perfect lubrication for my cock as in plowed slowly in and out of her.  After several minutes of this lovely symmetry, I could hear James’ grunting begin to grow in volume.  The wet slaps of his balls slamming up between Carol’s legs became noticeably more rapid.  Carol too was nearing her second orgasm, her teeth biting furtively down on her lower lip.  Then, in rapid succession, Carol went over the brink, James stepped back and I could see Kendra reaching for his enormous swaying cock.  James stripped off his condom and Kendra motioned for him to drop his penis to her waiting lips.  His hand was flailing up and down, and it didn’t quite make it to her face before the thick jets started erupting from its enormous head.  A glancing shot off Carol’s ass ended up on Kendra’s mid-drift and another shot all the way down her body hitting her about mid-thigh.  By the third wave, he has maneuvered down and his spunk coated Kendra’s lips and tongue.  She managed to get most of the rest into her open mouth as he quivered over her jacking off his massive dick.  Instantly, I felt my balls tighten and the cum rose up into my shaft.  Pulling out of Kendra’s tight butt, my cock fired three volleys of spunk up her belly in almost parallel lines.  By the fourth spasm, Carol had dropped down to capture my knob between her lips, sucking me mercilessly until I was spent and begging for her to let loose.   Carol dutifully lapped the streaks of my cum from Kendra’s flat belly before climbing up to join her in the oral worship of James’ massive dong.  Even though it was already soft, it hung down a full foot between the two mouths taking turns licking and sucking it.  James’ foreskin was already creeping up around his purple knob.  Carol teased it back down to lick every drop of cum from around its plum-sized perimeter.  Kendra stroked his long, flaccid shaft coaxing out a few more pearly drops which Carol hungrily devoured.  In time, James fell back into the bedside chair.  But the girls, both still obsessed with his enormous black weapon simply crawled after him taking up a position between his thighs.

I went to the bathroom to clean the crusted fuck revenants from my dick and pubic hair.  When I returned, Kendra and Carol were still passing his big snake back and forth trying to revive it.  With a Viagra on board, I had hardly lost erection.  And the sight of the two sucking James off, his huge hands cupping their heads as they bobbed over his lap, returned me to full erection.  Never one to waste a good erection, I climbed around the bed to take up a position behind Carol.  I slapped her back with my stiff bone and Carol took the hint, rising up onto her knees to give me better access.  I slid my prick into her sopping hole just to give it a good greasing up and then aimed the head up at her asshole.  Carol looked over her shoulder and smiled, “Ooooo yeah, Honey…fuck my ass while I suck this magnificent cock.”  Kendra was now holding James’ massive cock, feeding it between Carol’s hungry lips.  From behind, I could see Carol’s head drop low with each stoke, taking James deep into her throat.  My dick felt like a wooden post, and with no fear of cumming, I ravaged her ass with long hard strokes.  I spread Carol’s ass cheeks and ground my cock deep into her hot ass, my balls slapped loudly into the dripping gash of her gaping pussy with each stroke.  As James slowly began getting hard again, Kendra left Carol to her oral magic and crawled down under into a 69 position between my wife’s shapely thighs.  As Kendra began lapping at her pussy, Carol readjusted her hips downward in response.  This made my approach a bit more awkward, but the view I now had of Kendra hungrily licking and sucking Carol’s swollen labia more than made up for it.  My ball hung down right in perfect position too, for Kendra to give them the occasional tongue bath between munches on Carol’s clit.  Kendra must have been doing a good job, because Carol soon was inching very close to orgasm.  As she was getting close, she released her throat lock on James just long enough to turn and give me an almost angry look back over her shoulder.  “Come on, fuck my ass hard…I want to feel it!” she ordered.  I was already burying myself to the hilt with each stroke, but I did my best to fuck her ass even harder.  When she went over the brink, I was almost out of gas!  I quickly surrendered to the peristaltic waves coursing through her sphincter muscles milking my cock.  The first jet shot deep into Carol’s warm asshole, but the spurts that followed rained down over Kendra’s forehead before I managed to work my dick forward toward her lips.  With my dick now dislodged from her ass, Carol dropped her pussy flat against Kendra’s cum-covered face.  As she rode out the last waves of her orgasm she ground her splayed pussy all over Kendra’s slime-coated face.  

By this time, James was standing up already rolling a condom onto his fully revived dong.  I went to the bathroom to get a towel for Kendra, and by the time I returned Carol was already on the bed with James burying his cock between her thighs.   Like a feather, James lifted my wife and slid her up the bed to make room for Kendra.  Silently, he smiled and patted the bedspread showing her just where he wanted her.  For the next half-hour the girls lay side by side while James hopped back and forth alternately fucking their gaping pussies.  They both had shattering orgasms under the punishing bludgeon of his mammoth penis.  James and Carol made an attempt at an anal penetration, but two broken condoms—the cheap British ones were all we had left—ended their valiant effort and he went back to fucking her beet red pussy.  Finally, with sweat pouring down his muscled chest, James withdrew his mighty dick and jacked a huge load onto my wife’s soft, white belly.  Kendra knelt down and scooped up a generous helping on her tongue which she shared in an open mouthed kiss with Carol.  James lolled his flagging cock around in the puddle that remained, spreading his thick seed all over Carol’s torso and thighs.  The big man looked exhausted, and he collapsed back into the chair.  The girls, of course, dutifully cleaned his huge cock and balls, but this time he was done for good.  And when they had cleaned the last drop, he bent down and kissed each of them on the forehead, quickly dressed and exited. 
For next couple hours we all hung out in bed.  While the girls chatted I happily occupied myself gently licking their battered pussies.  Kendra made the observation that James had hardly spoken two sentences the whole time he was there.  Carol’s reply that, “with a cock like that, who cares!?” made them both break out in laughter.  “I kind of like a man who lets his dick do the talking,” she continued.  And they both agreed that James’ massive penis spoke volumes.  As I licked and sucked her swollen labia, her hand playing with my hair, Kendra thanked us for introducing her to a whole new level of sexuality she had never known existed in her.  Carol told her more about her own ‘awakening’ and shared how it had transformed her life and our marriage.  Kendra’s shared her fear about now having experienced what she had, never being able to be satisfied by ‘ordinary’ sex again.  Almost immediately, she apologized to me—fearing that she might have offended me.  I assured her that I had taken no offense—long ago having reconciled with the fact that it was physically impossible for me to deliver the kind of experience to Carol that a man of James’ size could.  Kendra also spoke about living in the south, and how that had predisposed her to all kinds of prejudices that she was unaware of on a subconscious level.  “I mean, we all grew up with the idea that black men were just taboo—off limits.”  Carol put on her physician’s hat for a minute and shared the fact that not all black men have large dicks.  “Although,” she added with a chuckle, “most of the biggest ones I’ve seen are black.”  I paused my oral ministrations long enough to remind them that we had less than 12 hours on board.  “Time enough for a few more fucks,” Kendra chimed in—reading my mind!  I gladly took the bait and climbed on top of her, my cock dropping effortlessly into Kendra’s fuck-stretched pussy.  I took turns slowly fucking the two gaping vaginas as they pleasured each other with fingers and tongues.  Carol’s pussy was so stretched that I was able to easily stuff both my cock and my balls inside her.  I took pride in delivering each of them one more orgasm over the next hour before serving up one final little dribble of cum for them to share on their tongues.

EPILOGUE

The last day of a cruise is something like a cattle call.  There is a lot of standing in lines as you gather at various disembarkation points, collect luggage and board buses back to the airport.  Carol did manage to pull Andre into our cabin the next morning to give him his ‘tip’ before they came for our bags.  The young steward unloaded another huge load of spunk down her gullet that made Carol’s eyes water as she struggled to swallow it all.  “I guess I won’t be needing breakfast,” she quipped as she tucked his jet-black cock back into his bright white trousers.   We didn’t see Kendra at all that next day, having been assigned different stations.  In fact, it was more than two weeks before we heard from her again--in an email.  It seems that she had taken some pointers from Carol.  In the email she shared that, thanks to the internet, she had found it quite easy to “pursue her new hobby—collecting big black cocks! …LOL.”  I think we may be planning a visit to Memphis on our next vacation!         
