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Beach Blanket BBC

The images haunt me. Large, black men. My wife’s delicate, blonde, and pink pussy stretched wide open around long, thick, obsidian shafts. Her lovely hands grasping long, dark rods. Her mouth, her coral lips wrapped around dark meat. Spurts of pearly semen. And me, her hapless husband, helplessly watching it all — witnessing her treatment at the hands of that buff gang of black body builders on the beach.

What a day that was!

Nora and I had arrived the night before. The cottage on Florida’s west coast, near Sanibel, was perfect. The back porch looked out on the Gulf of Mexico. The balmy air was too pleasant to use the air conditioner.

We ordered from an old favorite — seafood of course. The host for the cottage had thoughtfully included a few decent bottles of wine. Warm air. Warm water. It was a welcome change from the northern winter we had just fled.

We repaired to the back porch to enjoy the moonlit darkness of the beach. Glasses in hand, we settled in on a wide and comfortable chaise. Nora, a pale, Nordic goddess was clad only in a bikini. I was in a more modest set of trunks. They were new, and we would wear them tomorrow - our special day.

“So what do you think?” I asked.

“So far,” she said, “so good.” She sipped her Chardonnay. Then she said, “Will I get what I want?”

I nodded. “The place is a short walk up the beach. Very secluded. Private.”

I could see her teeth flash in the low light. “You are a good boy,” she said. “You may kiss my foot.”

Instantly, I slipped off the lounger and knelt at her feet. Her right foot, pale, soft and well pedicured lifted. Trembling with both pleasure and anticipation for tomorrow, I gently grasped it and lifted it to my lips. “You will be so happy,” I muttered.

“Tell me about the place she said, and I will let you kiss my lips.”

So I did. I had come here a few weeks earlier, both for business And to find a place to satisfy Nora’s needs. It was perfect. Years ago, the beach needed refurbishing, so engineers had laid a long, limestone breakwater. Since then, the action of the surf had brought sand to shore. At the same time, sea-oats and other plants fixed dunes along the shore. One area formed a series of alcoves between successive waves of sand. And it was this area, with its secluded bays that had become a nude beach. One crowded with the kind of people Nora liked best.

We would visit there tomorrow.

Nora smiled in the dark and drained her glass. “Sounds perfect,” she said. “The thought alone has made me a little wet. After you fill my glass, you may kiss my lips and wipe up my excess.”

So I rose and took her glass. The ice bucket was on the side table. I refilled her glass and turned back to her. In the dark, I could see that she had removed her bottom and lay back with her creamy, tennis-thighs spread wide. My hard-on was steel in my trunks.

She took the glass from my hand and pointed at her snatch. “Now make me come!”

“As you wish,” I replied with a happy smile. I laid myself prone between her legs and pressed my lips against hers. I slipped my tongue between them and flicked her clit. At the other end of her, she sighed. “Good boy! Lap it up!”

So I did.

My wife has the sweetest pussy anyone ever tasted (and many have). A lovely pale pink with petite inner lips and a heavy and hooded clit. The juices flowing out of her cunt are clear, slippery and sweet - with a hint of salt. I prize moments like this one where she rewards me for being a good boy. So I licked her lovely labia, lapped her lube and sucked her clit like it was a tiny cock.

My own dick was adamantine. The flavor of her hole. The smooth, slippery texture of her lips. All of it was proof that I had done the right thing. It was enough - the very thought of what was to come (and who) - was almost enough to make me jism.

I would when she told me.

Meanwhile, I reveled in the feel of her lovely lips against mine, the texture so equal to that of my lips and cheeks. I tasted the sweet-slightly acrid taste of her juices. I snorted the heady aroma of her musk.

That would have been enough for most men, but for us there would be more. Tomorrow, if I was good tonight, I would have an even greater treat. I was steel at the thought of what I would see and what she would experience tomorrow morning.

Nora cried out. Her hands pressed my face hard onto her snatch. She gushed sweet juice, which I eagerly lapped up.

“Now,” Nora commanded. “Put your little dick in me!”

I did this. I rose up and covered my wife, something I would not be allowed to do until tomorrow night. I slid my five-inch member into her wet center. I went all the way in, feeling the trembling of Nora’s vagina as she shuddered through an orgasm. “Is it enough!” I gasped.

“Almost!” she cried, her hips rocking to meet my shallow thrusts. “Tell me again!”

I knew what she meant. “They’re huge,” I gasped, hammering in and out as hard and fast as I could. “Six of them! Big and buff!”

“And their cocks?”

“Big bulges!” I cried. I knew that there were people passing on the beach who might hear us, but I knew Nora didn’t care. That meant that I didn’t care. “The naked ones had giant cocks, baby! All for you!”

“And black?”

“Like midnight! Like obsidian pillars!”

She screamed as her orgasm rumbled through her body. Even with my substandard cock, I felt the contractions of her muscular vagina. That, and the prospect of that vagina stretch wide around a huge black cock, sent me close to the top. “I need to come,” I gasped, begging.

“Do it!” Her hands came down on my ass and pressed me as deep as she could press me. “It’s almost adequate!”

“Here it comes!” My semen blasted out and coated the inside of Nora’s pussy. Once, twice, three times, I felt the jism shoot. Nora’s heels were behind my knees and her hands were on my ass. She was happy enough to take me inside her. All was right with the world.

Things would be even better tomorrow when Nora would get her way.

She deigned to sleep in my arms that night.

“Oh, Lee!” Nora cried when she saw our playground the next morning. “It’s perfect!”

I felt a shiver of excitement at the words. I knew I had done well, but now I knew I had exceeded her expectations. It was as I described last night: a broad alcove of beach among the sea oat- anchored dunes. It was close enough to the water to hear the surf, but a bank of sand hid most of the entrance. As such it was ideal for those who wanted to sun bathe au natural. And those who enjoyed amor au natural as well. There were couples and groups hanging about, most in their birthday suits. Amidst the various couples and singles catching rays was the group of buff, black men I had spied earlier.

This group of six men had obviously made this little area their personal Muscle Beach. They had a real bench and a set of weights. They were set up to one side, away from the opening to the area and away from most of the others enjoying the privacy. Somewhere, they had scrounged a chin-bar. And as we came through the narrow opening to this little naked nation, they were already glistening like volcanic glass with the sweat of their workout. Though flaccid, their picks nevertheless hung like thick snakes from their thick brushes of black pubes.

I heard Nora catch her breath as she caught sight of them. That made me smile as I knew that I had done well. She was going to have a good time. And that meant I could have a good time, too.

Nora made sure we walked close enough as we passed for at least two of them to notice the blonde apparition that is my wife. Dressed in a short and loose shift - and nothing else - she made a vision of ice-queen mystery. At least two of these fine gentlemen noticed her. One grinned at her friendly smile. I noticed that his cock twitched with the beginning of an erection.

Nora has that effect on men.

We found the spot I’d chosen at my last visit and I dropped our things and made ready. Once the blanket was spread and the cooler - filled with beer, wine and assorted snacks - positioned, we disrobed. I dropped my shorts and stepped out of them. But Nora, well, she made a show of it.

First, the hat. She wore a wide-brimmed, straw hat. It had hidden her face in shadow, except (somehow) her eyes — those were what hooked those two, dark gentlemen. Now, she whipped it off and absently tossed it to me. Her long, almost white hair streamed out in the sea breeze. Several of the men took notice.

All of them noticed her next move.

In a single, sinuous movement, she reached down to grasp the hem of her shift, all the while looking toward the body builders. She skinned the dress up and over her head to reveal her voluptuous body. Lightly tanned, her long body. Atop long legs. Matched by slender, long arms. Two upstanding breasts, each tipped by a coral nipple. Her patch, her landing strip, golden curls where thigh met thigh. I took the shift from her, folded it with practiced ease and deposited it in the large tote in which I had carried the blanket and other accouterments.

For a long moment, Nora stood as a statue — on display to the group of ebony body builders. And I could see that they had noticed. At

Least two of them had cranes rising from their loins. I saw that Nora had noticed these
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