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Chapter One: Dream Come True
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It’s finally happened.  I’m married to the love of my life.  At least, the love of my life since the tenth grade.  Krystin Allison Cothren is now Krystin Allison Westerman.  We have been together for seven years without the rings that now represent our binding love, so I have no doubt that we will be together for the remainder of this life and forever.  My parents saw it.  Her parents saw it.  Krystin’s father even predicted just a year after we started dating that we would get married eventually.  Happy to say, his prediction turned out to be correct.  

“This place is beautiful,” my new wife says to me as we get out of the car that was sent to pick us up at the airport.  “I’ve seen commercials about Sandals Royal Bahamian Resort, but they don’t do this justice.”  We both look around the bright buildings and the boardwalk that surrounds it.  The waves of the crystal blue ocean nearby roll slowly toward the white sand beach.  

“So, do we check in or just go to the beach first?” I quip.  

“They probably don’t allow people to just walk around before checking in,” my bride replies.  “We should go check in first.”  She smiles at me, her blue eyes framed by the wisps of her blonde hair that blow around her face in the gentle sea breeze.  I nod my head and we turn to go inside the main building.

“Welcome to Sandals Royal Bahamian!” a young woman just inside the doorway says with a smile.  She hands us a brochure and then points to the check-in desk.  “Please enjoy your stay with us!”  

“Thank you!”  Krystin smiles widely at the woman at the door before we continue to the desk where we will check into our room.

Krystin’s father, Trace Cothren, owns a construction company that his grandfather started in the 1940’s.  It has grown exponentially since that time and is now a multimillion-dollar corporation.  So, Krystin’s parents thought extravagantly when they were looking for the perfect wedding gift for us.  A five-night stay at this resort turned out to be what her mother, Denise, thought would best fit the two of us.  From what we have seen so far, her mother was correct.

“Good morning!  Welcome to Sandals Royal Bahamian Resort!  My name is Alfred.  How may I be of service to you?”  The older man behind the counter smiles as he looks at the two of us.

“Good morning,” I say as I return the smile.  “We have a reservation under the name Westerman.”  The man nods his head and looks over at his computer screen as he moves his mouse around.

“Ah, yes.  Jesse and Krystin?”  

“Yes, sir,” I reply.

He smiles.  “We have your suite ready for you.”  The desk clerk reaches down and scans two electronic cards to activate them for our room.  As he does this, I look around the large, open lobby and the people inside.  Just now, I realize that there is a pleasant aroma floating around.  It’s as if the sea is inside the building, not just outside. 

After a moment or so, he reaches up with the cards and a sheet of paper.  “If you could sign here, please.”  The man hands me a pen and I put my name on the line at the bottom of the page.  “So that you know, your suite comes with a small wet bar as well as butler and maid services twenty-four hours per day.  If you happen to need any amenities, please do not hesitate to call down here and ask for Samuel.  That is me.”

“You’re here around the clock?” Krystin says with a surprised look on her face.

He shakes his head and chuckles.  “You will be able to get a message to me and I can respond very quickly when I am not behind this desk.  I supervise most operations inside this building and I have an apartment here.”  Samuel pushes the cards toward us.  “I’ll have a bellhop to see you to your room.”  He taps a chrome bell on the desk in front of him.  A young woman who is dressed in a sharp outfit comes up to the desk.  “Please take the Westerman’s to room 304.”

“Yes, sir.”  She smiles and nods her head at us before turning.  Our luggage has already been brought in by our driver and deposited on a luggage dolly.  The bellhop pulls the cart toward one of the elevators and we follow her.  Soon, we are on the third floor and at the door of the suite where we will stay for the next several days.  I’m excited as I look over and smile widely at Krystin.

“Shouldn’t you carry me over the threshold?” she asks with a giggle as the young bellhop opens the door.

I raise an eyebrow.  “Carry you in?  Sure.”  Reaching down, I take hold of my petite wife and pick her up.  She throws her arm around my neck and puts her other hand on my chest as I carry her into the room.  

“Thank you, my love,” she giggles before I let her down.  We both need a moment to take in the airy beauty of the suite.

“You have access to a butler as well as to a maid and other amenities,” the young bellhop tells us.  “All you need to do is pick up the phone and press the correct button.  They are all labeled for you here.”  She reaches down and moves her hand over the phone to point out all the buttons.  “The desk downstairs is open all the time and we are happy to be of any help if you need us.”  She turns and removes our luggage from the cart and places them on the floor.  “Do you need any help unpacking your things?”

Krystin’s eyes widen a little.  “Do you actually help people unpack?”

“When they wish for me to do so,” the woman says with a nod and smile.  “We are full-service here, ma’am.”

“Wow.  Very nice.  However, I think my wife and I can handle that,” I tell her.  Reaching into my pocket, I find a twenty-dollar bill and hand it to her.  “Thank you for everything.” 

She smiles and puts the money into her pocket.  “Yes, sir.  Please call if you need anything.  My name is Rachel.”  The bellhop pushes the luggage dolly through the door and closes the door of the suite once the dolly is out of the room.  

“Damn, this is nice,” I chuckle.  “Your parents went all out on this place.”

“That’s Mommy and Daddy for you.”  Krystin giggles as she pulls me close to her.  We kiss passionately for a minute or two as our hands move over each other’s bodies.  It’s been a long trip from Indiana to the Bahamas and we’ve been horny for each other since leaving the wedding ceremony.  My new wife and I have yet to consummate our marriage properly since we got onto the flight just after the wedding reception ended.

“That’s my dick, Mrs. Westerman,” I say with a laugh as her hand goes into my shorts and finds the growing shaft. 

“No, Mr. Westerman.  That’s now my dick.”  Krystin pulls at my shorts and forces them to my ankles as she goes to her knees.  My cock swells completely as she strokes it with her small, soft hand and then presses her lips to the tip of it.  I buck a little as she draws it into her mouth and begins to suck on me softly.

“Holy shit, babe,” I say as I put my hands on her head.  Although marriage is new to us, getting oral from Krystin has been a staple since our third date in the tenth grade.  My first blow job ever was from her and was a bit awkward as neither of us knew what we were doing.  Since then, two other women in college have sucked on my meat, but that was during a short period while Krystin and I were not dating.  We decided to take a break from our relationship and discovered in a matter of a couple of months that we were meant for each other.  I’ve had no other lips on my cock since we got back together just before graduating from college.

Krystin pulls her mouth from my manhood and stands to her feet.  She pulls her tee shirt up and quickly removes it before reaching back and unfastening her bra.  That drops to the floor quickly and her beautiful C-cup breasts with their medium-pink nipples are free for me to reach out and take hold of.  We move to a sofa in the suite and I lay down before she crawls on top of me.  My new wife slides her wet pussy down my shaft easily
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