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Dear Reader:

Cairo always brings the heat, along with drama, and Passion Island delivers it.

Readers are exposed to the lives of three couples—Krista and Kendall Evans; Brenda and Roselle Woods; and LaQuandra and Isaiah Lewis—as they explore the ups and downs of their relationships on a private island off the coast of Tahiti in the South Pacific.

This adventure offers the best and worst from this trio of couples under the direction of Dr. Gretchen Dangerfield, a sexologist and therapist with actions and thoughts off the planet when it comes to her clients. She’s cool, savvy, seductive and practices a no-holds-barred theory where anything and everything goes in this lush paradise. The couples, who’ve arrived for a six-week session to reignite their relationships, get more than they bargained for, including the revelation of dark secrets and desires.

While the novel is entertaining and loaded with Cairo-style erotica, there is another side of the journey: the doctor’s tactics are engaging with her consultation style, and readers may feel as if they too are in a therapeutic chair. Her messages are realistic and provide challenging techniques on relationship advice. Whether the characters decide to heed it or not, they must face their own realities.

Sit back and become immersed in tropical temptation on this wild ride.

As always, thanks for supporting myself and the Strebor Books family. We strive to bring you the most cutting-edge, out-of-the-box material on the market. You can find me on Facebook @AuthorZane.

Blessings,
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DEDICATION

For you, the readers . . .

Step into your own sexuality, embrace sensuality, and allow passion to guide you. Keep waving those freak flags!



Acknowledgments

What’s good, my freaky peeps? It’s been a minute since I’ve written one of these. I mean, after seventeen books in, whom else should I have to acknowledge? You all know you’re my motherfuckin’ peeps. You all know how thankful and blessed I am to have you riding on this literary journey with me. You all know how much I appreciate you waving your freak flags and spreading the heat with ya own peeps.

So, again . . . whom else do I need to say thanks to?

But, uh, for the hypersensitive—I say, thank you, thank you, thank you!

Enough said.

So moving on. Passion Island was supposed to be a story of three couples seeking sexual freedom, welcoming hidden desires, and embracing unbridled passion like never before; it was supposed to be a mush love story with a happy-ever-after ending.

But somehow the story evolved into something much bigger than I had any control of. The voices, the characters, their personalities—all had influence over how the tale should be told. With that being said, this is their story. Not mine. And, hopefully, you will enjoy their journeys as lies are uncovered, truths are exposed, and loads of drama unfolds.

Now open wide, you nasty heathens. And step into the heat. [image: Image]

    One luv—

        Cairo



Prologue

Rope looped around each wrist and tied to the headboard, her cunt tightened up like a vise, her slick walls clutching, as her six-foot-three, two-hundred-and thirty-five pound anonymous lover pummeled his thick, long dick into her wet valley.

Skin the color of mahogany, stretched over rippled abs and miles of muscled back, glistened from sweat as Mr. Anonymous stroked her walls and slid his dick back and forth over her G-spot; the head of his dick nudging her cervix.

The woman arched her back, her eyes slowly rolling back in her head. Her anonymous lover was fucking her . . . down. And yet he methodically stroked the core of her soul. Sweetly. He was fucking her pussy. Loving her pussy.

How could that be?

How could a man, a stranger, dig so deeply into her guts, stretch her cunt, and ravish her walls and then so gently caress every fiber of her being at the very same moment?

How could this man burn the essence of her skin with just his touch?

A man she could not see. Or touch.

The woman couldn’t make sense of it, even though she knew there had to be some rational reason for this exquisite man being able to—

“Aaah. Oooh. God, yessss . . .”

The air heated and sweetened from her musk. And she audibly inhaled. Her pussy smelled . . . intoxicating. She—unh, ooh, yes—tried desperately to remember the last time she’d had an orgasm—one not manipulated by her own hand or by some ridiculously expensive sex toy.

She couldn’t.

And, and . . . oh, God, yes . . .

This was what she’d asked for, wasn’t it? Yes, yes, yes. Oh, God, yes.

She croaked out a half-grunt, half-groan as a tear—a mixture of pleasure and heartache—slid down her cheek.

Oh God, oh God . . . yes, goddammit, yes . . .

Her pussy rippled over her secret lover’s cock. Smooth velvet wrapped around thick, hard dick. This, this—oh God, yes . . . this anonymous fucking, felt so d-d-damn good. She needed this—God knows she did. But it wasn’t the man she loved. It wasn’t her husband. And yet her body defied the confusion swimming around in her mind. She couldn’t get her husband out of her head, wondering what he was doing at this very moment. Was he somewhere fucking some island whore behind her back? Was he somewhere with his dick stuffed down in some other bitch’s neck?

Still . . .

She cried out, her hands tightly gripping the restraints. She felt so helpless. So trapped. And, yet, so liberated.

“Oh God,” she heard herself murmur as she felt soft fingers rolling lazily around her clit, making her skin erupt with goose bumps.

This wasn’t cheating. It was therapy. Sexual healing. Wasn’t this why she’d come to Passion Island, for passion and therapeutic healing?

“God, God, God . . . yes, yes, yessss,” she chanted as another woman’s delicate hand drew slow, deliciously sweet circles over her clit.

“Mm. Ja, mijn liefde,” the other woman whispered in her ear. “Geniet van zijn grote pik met uw natte kutje (Mm, yes my love. Soak his big cock with your wet pussy).”

Tears gathered behind the woman’s eyelids as she tried to imagine what her lover looked like, while fighting through the hurt and betrayal she felt so consumed with. Her husband had hurt her over and over and over again—with his lies and infidelity. Yet she was too weak to leave him. She didn’t want to abandon their marriage the way he had abandoned her, leaving her heart aching and her cunt empty.

However, through everything, she still summoned the fortitude from somewhere deep within to forgive him for his indiscretions, his moments of weakness. After all, what man didn’t cheat, at least once? It was in their DNA. Men were born to be dogs. They were bred to be unfaithful. They had to be trained to be faithful and loyal.

So why hadn’t he been faithful and loyal to her? She fought to understand, nearly driving herself crazy, trying to figure out what it was those other bitches had that she didn’t?

Still, in spite of her husband’s faults, he was a good man. But she was simply tired of his shit. She was tired of being in her marriage by herself. She was tired of begging—for attention, for love, and now, most recently, his dick.

She was a woman with wants and needs and desires, too.

And what she wanted most was for her husband to love her again, to want her again. And she was willing to do whatever it took to win him back.

The woman tethered to the bed cried out as her clandestine lover began thrusting furiously. The steady pounding of his body into hers made her toes curl. He was fucking her like a wild, rabid animal as he rammed in and out, pounding her into the maelstrom of a third orgasm.

“Yessss, yessss, yesssssss . . .”

She gasped for breath, her body arching, welcoming the rippling waves of ecstasy. She heard him growl, and then it dawned on her that she hadn’t heard him say one word the whole evening; only grunts, groans, and garbled sounds of pleasure.

“Ja, my love,” she heard the woman with the seductive drawl murmur near her ear. The thick accent warmed her skin, causing prickly heat to coat her flesh. “Let yourself go, my darling. Geven uw natte kut.” The woman’s native tongue whispering in her ear, urging her to give into her wet pussy made her walls clench. She moaned as she felt the fluttering of fingertips over her nipples. She’d never had another woman touch her breasts, her clit—or any other part of her body before and the sensation, the knowing, was startling. Her nipples suddenly became turgid, chocolate peaks of arousal, swollen and painfully tight.

Heat splintered through her.

Behind the blindfold, her eyeballs rolled around in their sockets, and her lids struggled to flutter open against the silky material. But there was nothing but a blanket of blackness over her eyes. More heat danced over her skin as her mystery lover’s dick—

“Oh God, oh God . . . ohhhh . . . unh . . .”

 The curve of his dick swept around her cunt, brushing her walls causing vibrations to ricochet through her womb.

“Please God, yes, yes, yessss!” the woman cried out and grew wetter, her lips swelling between her legs.

The scent of sex and sin and unbridled lust filled her nose. She breathed in, and swallowed as her lover’s gaze dipped to the swell of the other woman’s own breasts, her nipples and chocolate-colored areolas visible through her sheer gown. He growled over the red gag ball strapped in his mouth at the erotic image.

Everything about the exotic beauty standing before them was breathtaking. She’d been one of his many fantasies. He’d fucked her in all of his fantasies, his dreams, many times over the years.

As he eyed the exotic goddess, he imagined it was her cunt his dick was in. He wanted nothing more than to feel his thick organ snuggled deeply inside her heated walls. He imagined her pussy being hot silk.

The striking enchantress licked her lips and slid a hand through the thigh-high slit of her dress and pulled it back like a curtain, unveiling her heavenly cunt. With eager fingers, she opened herself to him, pulling open her petals, giving him a glimpse of her glistening pink flesh.

Transfixed on the magnificent view of her cunt, her labia, her beautiful clit, he drew in a breath and slammed his dick in and out of his bounded lover’s quaking body; his dick knocking against her cervix with a ravening hunger.

His fantasy woman leaned forward and licked over the ball stuffed in his mouth, and—holy shit—he nearly came on the spot.

He grunted again, sweat dripping from his face, sliding down the center of his chest. He gripped the edge of an orgasm, and fought to contain himself.

The seductress watching him watch her undid him. She wet her lips again, the pink tip of her tongue seductively darting out, teasing him. He nearly groaned. And then she leaned forward. Her mouth brushed against the woman’s ear beneath him, and he felt her pussy quiver around his dick. “Je wilt je kut gevuld met lul, mijn liefde (You like your cunt stuffed with cock, my love)?”

His mystery lover had no idea what the sexy siren was saying, but it made her toes curl again. And she mewled out and writhed as her lover’s hips rocked forward, thrusting hard and urgently into her body—his dick sliding against the walls of her cunt.

The masked woman moaned. “Yes, yes, yessss . . .”

She felt herself being tossed around in a sea of sexual pleasure and emotional pain as sensual heat washed over her as she became swept up into the blaze of another orgasm.

“Welcome to Passion Island, my darling,” was all the woman heard before the room went blurry around her and she grew hotter, wetter, and then . . .

She felt herself getting swept up in the firestorm.



One

Brenda Woods stepped on the gas and ran through the red light, not caring about the posted speed limit or potentially getting a speeding ticket. She was going seventy in a forty-mile zone and still running late. She had a plane to catch. And she didn’t give a damn how fast she was going. She had no intentions of missing her flight.

The thick-hipped, curvy diva with the butterscotch complexion and almond-shaped eyes was on a mission. Come hell or high water, she would be boarding that plane. And nothing but death would stand in her way from climbing aboard the luxury private jet.

She needed this six-week, all-expense-paid getaway, like she needed the air she breathed. She needed her whole life back. And she needed it back, fast, before she became unglued.

Professionally, she had it going on. Her trendy hair salon, Scissor Happy, was finally pulling in the clientele and the coins that would set her apart from her competitors. No, no. She had no competition. She considered her salon one of the best.

Shit. Who was she kidding? She knew as did the rest of the hair industry that until she crushed out her only real rival—the highly successful Nappy No More hair salon—she would still be second best. The salon’s owner had several locations in Jersey, New York, and California. Now that bitch was getting paid. And Brenda wanted that same level of high-profile success. She’d never openly admit it, but she secretly admired, idolized, and envied its owner, Pasha.

Still, Nappy No More—aside from numerous locations—didn’t have anything that her salon, Scissor Happy, couldn’t have. It was in a class all by itself. And it had the potential to be one of the world’s premier hair salons. And it was well on its way to being just that. And she was happy. Finally living the good life.

Now her personal life . . . ugh. Well, it was part good, and part bad, with a mixture of bullshit stirred somewhere in the middle, thanks to her philandering husband. Roselle.

Simply put, she was tired of his cheating . . .

Her stiletto-clad foot pressed down on the pedal and the car flew through another light as it turned from yellow to red.

Roselle—red-skinned with jet-black wavy hair and dark, long lashes (a pretty boy)—cut his eye over at his wife, then flicked his gaze to the speedometer. What the fuck? She was flying. And he had to wonder if she was trying to kill them—him, intentionally.

It wouldn’t have been the first time she’d tried some crazy shit like that. But he wasn’t going to let himself think about her crazy-ass antics. It was too early in the morning for this shit.

The bitch was crazy.

But the pussy was good.

Real good. Wet and juicy good; he had to keep reminding himself of that. Hell, yeah, she had good pussy. And she sucked dick and swallowed. It didn’t get any better than that, crazy or not. Still, she had multiple screws loose.

However, two kids and eleven years later, he had no intentions of leaving her. Like the saying went, it was cheaper to keep her. So fuck a divorce. He’d ride it out with her nutty-ass until she’d had enough and wanted out of the marriage on her own. Until then, he’d be stuck with her evil ass. And he’d keep slinging his dick whenever his salacious urges heated through his veins.

That didn’t mean he didn’t love her. He did. She had his heart in a way that no other woman ever had, or would. But he loved himself more. And—in no particular order, he loved fucking, getting head, and busting a heavy load. Yeah, he was a selfish motherfucker, and a very horny bastard.

And?

Shit. She knew what it was before she’d married him. She’d played the sidepiece for almost two years, was willing to share the dick, before she’d finally made her way to MVP—Most Valued Pussy.

So what the fuck was her problem now?

She knew he loved her crazy ass. Knew that them hoes in the streets didn’t mean shit. They were just a piece of wet ass and a nut.

Roselle sighed inwardly, glancing over at Brenda. She was pretty as fuck. He allowed his gaze to linger over her breasts—oh hell yeah, those big, bouncy tits with the big areolas and thick nipples. He felt his dick thicken as he imagined sliding his meat between the folds of her breasts. A nice titty-fuck was what his dick needed.

Brenda felt his gaze on her, and shot him a hot glare that said, “Why the fuck are you staring at me?” She rolled her eyes for emphasis and sped through another light.

Roselle shook his head. Evil ass.

Truth be told, he hated what his cheating ways did to his wife. And he hated even more having to apologize for shit he wasn’t necessarily sorry for. And he hated making promises he knew, she knew, he most likely wouldn’t keep. He’d try, like now, to not fuck another woman.

And, so far, for the last two months, he’d managed to keep his dick home. Well, shit, wait—head didn’t count, right? Nah, head definitely wasn’t cheating. And it was that mindset that told him it was okay for him to let some young booster chick suck his dick in the backseat of his truck in exchange for a pair of woman’s Gucci shades she’d managed to swipe out of Neiman Marcus for him.

The same oversized sunglasses his wife currently had wrapped around her face, his gift to her for her birthday. It was fair trade. He got superb head, and his wife got a banging pair of shades.

“Don’t you think you should slow it down?” he asked calmly as she made a sharp right, then sped down the street.

She sucked her teeth, cutting her eyes at him. “I got this,” she grumbled. “But if it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t have to run red lights ‘n’ shit. So don’t start.”

They were running late, once again, because of his ass. Red-skinned fucker. She felt like backhanding him. He’d been dragging his heels all goddamn morning, being his usual passive-aggressive self. And all she knew was, if they missed this flight, she was going to jail because she was going to slice open his face with her six-inch acrylics.

“All I’m saying, Bren, is slow down. Damn.” He shook his head. “I know I was dragging my ass this morning, but that doesn’t mean you gotta be reckless behind the wheel.”

“Don’t tell me how to drive,” she snapped. She felt like slamming on the brakes and watching his head go through the windshield. God, he made her so fucking sick, just looking at him or hearing his voice made her want to claw his face open. And if she thought she could get away with it without him beating her ass—not that he’d ever put his hands on her, but there was a first time for everything. Shit. She knew her man—pretty boy or not—was no punk, and she knew just how far to go with him; even though he allowed her to get away with more than she knew any other man would.

Roselle was a mixture of men—a little street, a little hood with a splash of sophistication and lots of education (yes, she’d snatched herself a man with a college degree!). And those were some of the things that had drawn her to him.

 “Yo, I’m not telling you how to drive,” Roselle said, trying his damnedest to keep from snatching the steering wheel from her. “I’m telling you to slow the fuck down. Period.”

She blinked him back into view and said, “I said I got this.” She clenched her teeth, gripping the steering wheel tighter. “So don’t start your shit with me.”

Roselle gritted his teeth. This disrespectful bitch! Anger splintered through his mind. He was really getting tired of her calling him out his name. Her slick-ass mouth would be the reason he’d conveniently forget real men didn’t put their hands on women, and crack her motherfucking jaw open. Shit. She was lucky he’d never beat her ass, like the last motherfucker she was with. He didn’t agree with a man putting his hands on a woman, but he definitely understood why some motherfuckers knocked a bitch’s eye socket in, and punched all of her teeth out.

That mouth.

Sweat trickled down Roselle’s back. Brenda picked a ninety-eight-degree day to decide she wanted to have the goddamn windows down instead of pumping the AC.

All for spite, he was sure.

She was spiteful as hell, he admitted inwardly. I knew I should have driven my own shit, he thought to himself as he took several moments to keep his attitude in check. He glanced over at the speedometer again.

“Slow the fuck down,” he ground out, giving her a hot stare. “Or pull this motherfucker over.”

She took her eyes from the road for a moment to throw a glare in his direction. Opened her mouth to say something, but closed it just as quickly. She faced forward before speeding through the intersection. They were only a few blocks from the ramp that led toward the Garden State Parkway, and twenty minutes from the airport.

Her SUV bounced as she hit a deep pothole.

“Shit,” she hissed. The last thing she needed was another bent rim or her front end tore up again. She’d just gotten her truck back a few weeks ago after damaging her suspension system.

Fucking potholes!

Roselle’s head hit the roof as the car jolted them. “Fuck, yo,” he snapped. “So what you gonna do, tear this motherfucker up?”

She sped through another intersection, then veered onto the ramp for the Parkway, ignoring him. Several painfully long seconds passed before she shot him another look, and then her eyes narrowed slightly. Her gaze caught his masculine jawline, and she felt herself fighting the urge to slap the shit out of him and then lean over and kiss him.

She wondered how one man could have such an effect on her. Love him one minute, then hate him the next. Want to kill him one second, then fuck him dry the next.

“If you wanna live to see another day, I’d advise you to not say another fucking word, Roselle. And I mean it.”

She stepped on the accelerator.

Roselle shifted in his seat and frowned.

But he kept his mouth shut.

This fuckin’ crazy bitch!



Two

I WISH I COULDA LICKED UR ASS N SUCKED UR DICK ONE LAST TIME B4 U LEFT 4 UR TRIP. I LUV THE TASTE OF UR ASS N THAT SWEET NUT ON MY TONGUE

Kendall grinned as he read the text message, before looking up from his iPhone to see if his wife, Krista, was anywhere in sight. She’d walked off to use the bathroom before they boarded their flight, and the last thing he wanted to do was get caught texting another woman.

Yeah, it was a No-Strings-Attached situation, but—shit—damned if she didn’t make his dick stir every time he thought about her, or every time she sent him a dirty text. And though he loved his wife, she wasn’t sexually adventurous. She wasn’t open-minded. And she damn sure wasn’t freaky.

If only she were . . .

Shit. Quite frankly, Kendall found his wife’s ignorance to sex and sexuality repressive and emotionally stifling. And he blamed her, partially, for his infidelity. Although he knew his cheating was a choice. Still, he believed he wouldn’t have had to seek fulfillment of his baser needs outside of his marriage if she were the type of woman who was more open to explore a wilder side. But, no—hell no—Krista was satisfied with missionary, doggy-style (every few weeks) and, maybe, the occasional cowgirl, where she got on top and rode his dick wet and wild.

But even that was a stretch.

Give her a good, old-fashioned missionary dick down and she’d mewl like a kitten, and then sleep like a baby when the deed was done.

Shit. Krista didn’t even suck dick, except for maybe his birthday and Christmas. She didn’t like having all that leaky shit—referring to his precum—in her mouth, and the thought of his nut busting in her mouth made her stomach queasy.

Who the fuck didn’t give head? What woman didn’t suck dick in her relationship and expected her man to be okay with that?

Fuck if he knew.

Kendall shook his head. The shit disgusted and bored him. And it confused him even more, because he loved his wife. Truly he did. And he loved fucking her. He loved the feel of her pussy rippling along the length of his dick; he loved losing himself inside the warmth of her silken valley. And he loved when she gave into his desire to see her facedown, ass up, her ass cheeks pulled apart and her asshole puckering while he fucked her from the back.

If only she’d let him spit into her asshole and slide a finger inside, or pull his dick out of her pussy so that he could dip his head in between those soft ass cheeks of hers and tongue that sweet-looking brown hole.

Fuck yeah. Kendall would love nothing more than to lick all in his wife’s ass. He loved eating ass, almost more than he loved eating pussy. It was still considered so taboo, so dirty . . . and the idea of going against the grain of what society considered sexually acceptable gave him a hard-on. He opened and fanned his legs again. Precum was already coating the head of his dick. It was only a matter of time before there’d be one big-ass wet spot in his Calvin Klein’s.

DAMN, BABY. WOULDA LUV’D THAT, he quickly texted back.

Seconds later, his phone buzzed. MMM. ME 2! [image: Image]WHILE UR AWAY WITH UR WIFE, HOPE YOU’LL BE THINKING OF MY TONGUE WEDGED IN BETWEEN THE MANLY GLOBES OF UR ASS AS I’M STROKING UR DICK IN MY SOFT HANDS. MY PUSSY IS SO WET THINKING ABOUT IT

“Fuck,” he hissed, pressing his legs shut, then spreading them open; he fanned his legs a few more times, the inner part of his muscular thighs pressing into the thick width of his dick; cramped up in his boxer briefs, like a caged beast desperate for release.

Kendall felt his scrotum swelling with lust. He hadn’t nutted in almost—he glanced down at his Tag Heuer watch—eleven hours. He knew if he didn’t end these sordid text messages soon, he’d wind up having to slip into one of the stalls in the men’s bathroom and rub out a quick nut, before they were shuttled to their plane, just to ease the pressure.

His balls were heavy and tender and begging for release.

That’s what sexting with her did to him. Wet his drawers with his arousal, with his hungry need and freaky want for her.

Persia.

He didn’t necessarily consider her a sidepiece, although they hooked up at least once or twice a month over the last two years, but they were definitely friends, of sort, with benefits. Though he didn’t have feelings for her (other than having a fondness and mutual respect and admiration for her sexual confidence)—or at least he didn’t think it was any more than that—they shared a special connection. Their sexual chemistry was intense. She was sexy as fuck, freaky as fuck, and chill as fuck.

Everything his wife wasn’t.

He’d met Persia nearly three years ago when she’d replied to an sex ad he’d posted on a sex site called Nastyfreaks4u.com looking for an open-minded woman for no-strings, stress-free freaky fun that included sucking his dick, licking his ass, and stroking his prostate—yes, he was a heterosexual man who enjoyed having his asshole licked. What was the problem with that?

Nothing, he thought.

But his wife, and so many other closed-minded women like her, didn’t share that same sentiment. They saw a man enjoying ass play as being either gay or on some down-low shit. That was some straight-up bullshit. He couldn’t speak for anyone else, but he was neither. And, he learned that he wasn’t alone in his desires. There were other straight women-loving men out there, like himself, who enjoyed having their assholes licked and their prostates stroked.

So he would post ads from time to time—not anymore, though, since he and Persia connected. But, in the past, when his dark desires crept up in him and they needed to be indulged, he’d post an ad; like the one he’d posted the day he’d met Persia.

And out of all the responses he’d received, she’d been the only one who captured his attention. And held his interest.

And she’d kept it since.

NO DOUBT, he finally replied back. DEF GONNA KEEP THAT WET TONGUE N THEM SEXY LIPS ON THE BRAIN

“Who is that you’re texting?”

Shit.

“It’s work,” Kendall lied, glancing up at his wife, who was wearing a frown on her smooth brown face. Krista wasn’t the prettiest woman, but she wasn’t butt-ugly either. She was simply unassuming. Plain-looking. However, what she lacked in the looks department, she made up for in other areas.

Krista huffed. “Don’t they know you’re on vacation?”

He looked over at his wife, sheepishly, as she plopped down beside him. “I’m not officially on vacation—if that’s what you wanna call it—until we board the plane.”

Krista rolled her eyes. “Well, you need to officially let them know that you’re off duty for the next six weeks, starting right now. And I mean it, Ken.”

Krista snatched open her pocketbook, and pulled out her own cell to check for any missed calls or messages. There were none. “You’re the one who convinced me to go on this couple’s retreat for six damn weeks—having me use up all of my time at work.” She shook her head, trying to bite back her annoyance.

This whole idea of Kendall telling her he wanted more intimacy, more excitement, between them was a bunch of foolishness. As far as Krista was concerned, Kendall got more sex than most married men, so what more did he want from her?

How more intimate did he want her to be? Did he want her to fuck him upside down from a chandelier? Swing from a damn stripper pole? Invite another woman into their sacred bed? Suck and swallow his damn dick?

No.

She was not about to ratchet up her sex life to appease some selfish-ass man, who couldn’t appreciate all the good loving she’d been giving him. Letting him use her body up. Fuck her pussy inside out whenever he wanted. Hell no. And she knew good and goddamn well—even though he’d hinted around the subject several times over the course of their marriage—Kendall wasn’t even thinking she was going to consider letting him stick his fingers in her butt, or lick her there. It was nasty. And unnatural for a man to want his tongue wedged in the crack of some woman’s ass. And she wasn’t even about to go there with him.

Her asshole was off limits.

Krista looked over at Kendall. “The least you can do is disconnect from work and that damn phone.”

Krista was right. He had been the one who broached the subject of taking part in a couple’s retreat with two other couples on a remote, private island in the middle of the South Pacific Ocean. Krista had been reluctant, more like resistant. But he was persistent, and still very patient, presenting it like a chance of an opportunity to take a long-needed vacation. But secretly, he hoped that working with a sex therapist/relationship coach might help loosen the screws on his wife’s prudish ways.

“I don’t need no damn therapy,” she’d said to him when he’d approached her with the idea of doing couples work. “Are you unhappy? Because if so, then you’re the one who needs the therapist.”

He quickly texted: WIFE. GOTTA GO. TTYL

Persia would know not to reply back. They understood each other’s boundaries and relationships. She too was involved—happily as she would say. In fact, she was due to be married sometime next year.

Krista tossed her phone back into her purse, then shot Kendall an evil eye.

“Okay, baby,” he finally said to his wife. And then he quickly deleted the entire text, before powering off his cell and sliding it down into his front pocket. He leaned over and kissed his wife on her pouty lips. “Whatever you say.”



Three

    “Why the hell are you on the phone with that bitch right now, Isaiah, huh?” LaQuandra hissed as she dragged her carry-on onto the luxurious aircraft, The Pleasure Chest. A ninety-foot-long Gulfstream G500, with enough space to accommodate twenty passengers.

“She doesn’t need to know shit about . . .”

Isaiah ignored his wife. She stayed tripping and talking dumb shit. Fuck what she was talking, his BM—baby mother—needed to know he’d be out of the country for a minute, and that he’d only be accessible via email (one of the rules for couples taking part in the retreat) if something popped off regarding his teenaged son, Isaiah Jr.

So fuck what she was popping shit about.

He caught the eye of a brown-skinned woman who looked up from her book, The Wait, and nearly frowned as LaQuandra breezed by her seat. LaQuandra gave the woman the evil eye as she proceeded to an empty set of seats on the other side of the spacious cabin.

Good, Krista thought as the loudmouthed woman walked by. She didn’t want that in back of her, all up in her ear with all that negative energy the whole flight. She cursed herself for not bringing her Essential oils to ward off negative energy; that one there needed an exorcism, Krista mused, before catching the eye of Isaiah.

Isaiah offered her an apologetic smile as he strolled behind LaQuandra, while he listened to his BM on the other end of the phone run her mouth nonstop. LaQuandra and his BM were more alike than not when it came to not knowing when to shut the fuck up.

Krista shifted in her seat. Isaiah was handsome, Krista thought as she returned a smile of her own, one meant to be more sympathetic than friendly.

She decided she’d seen enough and returned to the page in her book.

“And why is you gonna be gone for so long with that dogged-face bitch, anyway?” Isaiah’s BM asked. “I know that flat-ass ho ain’t ever gonna clap her ass cheeks around that big thick dick the way I do.”

Isaiah shook his head. “Cass, chill with that shit,” he whispered. “You always tryna . . .”

“Isaiah, did you hear what the fuck I said?” LaQuandra said in a staged-whisper as she slung her carry-on into the overhead compartment. She waited for Isaiah to come closer and then snatched his cell phone from his hand. “My husband has to go. Don’t call. Don’t text. Don’t fucking bother him, or us, unless it’s an emergency.”

Isaiah didn’t even try to take the phone from her. It was useless. He simply repositioned his wife’s carry-on in the overhead bin, then slid his carry-on inside, before closing it shut.

“Coon bitch, boom!” his BM snapped loud enough for Isaiah to hear through the phone. “Eat my ass, LaQuandra. He might be off with you, but he’ll still be thinking about all this big fluffy ass I shook in his—”

LaQuandra removed the phone from her ear and ended the call. Then she threw Isaiah’s cell phone at him. “I know you did not fuck that bitch last night when you dropped little Isaiah off.”

He sucked his teeth. “Quandra, chill with the dumb shit, a’ight. No we didn’t fuck. Damn.” He’d only eaten her pussy, then tongued out her ass. So technically he wasn’t lying. And lying by omission didn’t count.

Did it?

“Well, you sure as hell haven’t been fucking me,” she said nastily.

Isaiah cringed, glancing around the aircraft’s cabin. The last thing he wanted was for the two other couples to hear LaQuandra’s big-ass mouth. Too late. They’d heard it all.

He shot her a hot glare. “Bring the volume down.”

LaQuandra sucked her teeth. “My volume is down. But if you want me to turn it all the way up, you know I will.”

“Yeah, okay,” Isaiah said, taking a seat across from his wife. “Whatever you say, Quandra. Just sit the fuck down and use your damn quiet voice.” Before I punch your fucking teeth out.

Roselle glanced over at Isaiah, and smirked, giving him a head nod. Isaiah did the same, then shook his head, causing Roselle to chuckle. Roselle’s wife, Brenda, gave him a look, then made a face, before dipping her gaze back down to the Ebony magazine article she was reading on her iPad.

Isaiah spotted a sleek bar near the back of the aircraft and swallowed the cotton swelling in the back of his mouth. Shit. He needed a drink.

He sighed. “Look, Quandra. I’m not tryna beef with you.”

“Neither am I,” LaQuandra admitted, finally taking her seat.

“A’ight then. ’Cause I’m not flying halfway around the country to hear you bitching and complaining the whole time because if that’s what you’re about to do, I can get my shit and step.” He raised a brow, then pinned her with a hard stare.

LaQuandra stared back, feeling the urge to reach over and slap the shit out of him for treating her so damn shitty. This cocky bastard!

She was cranky. Evil. And she needed a good fucking.

It’d been months since she and Isaiah had been intimate; let alone, shared the same bed. He’d moved out of their master bedroom nearly two months ago, and she’d been stricken with anxiety ever since. She loved him. Her love, however, sometimes—okay most times, bordered along the fringes of obsession, but—oh well.

So what if she stalked his text messages and calls, or rifled through the clothes hamper and sniffed his dirty drawers every night? So what if she stood at the door, arms folded, foot tapping, and waited for him. Then fought to snatch down his pants and drawers to smell his dick? Daring him to have another bitch’s dried-up pussy juice on his dick.

What woman hadn’t done so once or twice in her lifetime?

Sniffed her man’s drawers and smelled his dick?

Real love, she reasoned, made a bitch do some crazy things. So crazy or not, LaQuandra had no intentions of searching for someone else to call her own when she already had whom she wanted.

He wasn’t perfect—hell, neither was she, but he’d been her perfect love story.

She hadn’t snagged Isaiah sixteen years ago, only to lose him now. He was hers. And she’d do whatever she had to do to keep him. Bottom line, she missed what they’d once shared. And she missed him fucking her. Oh God how she missed the stretch of her pussy melting over his powerful dick.

That’s what she’d fallen in love with, first. His dick.

Long, thick (oh so very thick) and curved.

And, now, selfishly, the bastard denied her it. What kind of man denied his wife dick? That was so goddamn thoughtless, cruel, and unusual torture. She was so fucking angry with him for being such a selfish prick.

Sure, she’d sneak into the guestroom where he’d taken up residence and slip between the covers and take his dick into her lush, greedy mouth. She’d suck him hungrily (and, with no words spoken, he’d fuck her mouth with an urgent need), until he’d explode his warm seed down into her throat. Tears streamed down her face every time she swallowed him. She’d drink him, empty him, until he had nothing left to give her while she rubbed her pussy and shuddered. Then after she’d cleaned his dick with her tongue, she’d tiptoe back into her big, empty bed with her wet, lonely pussy weeping as she cried herself to sleep.

Sadly, that had become the soundtrack of her now failing marriage.

She was goddamn miserable.

And yet she didn’t want to lose Isaiah. He was a good provider. And, as painful as it was to admit—he was a damn good father to his fourteen-year-old bastard son. Isaiah Jr. The lovechild he’d conceived with some hoodrat bitch he’d been fucking almost a year into their marriage.

Cassandra Simms.

She hated that bitch with a burning passion.

She was everything unholy and foul. And she was the cause of LaQuandra’s grief. Cassandra just couldn’t stay the fuck out of her life, his life . . . and their marriage. And their bastard child—a spitting image of the man she loved—was a constant reminder of how deeply he’d sliced open her heart with his sordid affair. That bitch, Cassandra, had given him the son she couldn’t. And every time she looked into his handsomely chocolate face, that painful fact was smeared in her face.

Her marriage was in shambles. And she felt as if she were hanging on by a thin thread—no, no . . . a cobweb. Yes. That’s what she’d been hanging onto. But this couple’s retreat, she hoped, would be what they needed to relight the flame in their marriage, a start to a new beginning.

LaQuandra breathed through her mouth, then exhaled. The fact that Isaiah had even agreed to participate in this once-in-a-lifetime experience had to mean something.

Didn’t it?

 “All I know is,” LaQuandra said as she eyed him, “shit is gonna have to change, Isaiah. I can’t keep going through this shit with you and that ghetto bitch. What kind of man lets some bitch disrespect his wife, huh, Isaiah? I’m your wife. Not some dirty piece of ass you found on some street corner. I deserve respect from that ratchet bitch.”

Isaiah swallowed, then blew out a frustrated breath. He was royally fed up with LaQuandra’s bullshit. However, deep down, he knew she was right. His BM needed to respect her more. Nevertheless, respect went both ways, and LaQuandra needed to figure out a way to respect the mother of his son regardless if she despised the woman or not.

Yeah, his BM was ghetto. But, shit, so was she. The only difference was, LaQuandra had a college degree and his BM had a bunch of kids. Ten.

With eight baby daddies, he just so happened to fall into the lucky number seven spot. And, yeah, he admitted that when he’d first met her, he’d thought with his twenty-year-old hard dick when he’d seen all that ass his BM had bouncing in the back of her the day he’d spotted her fifteen years ago, strutting across Essex County Community College in some skimpy-ass outfit with an infant son already propped up on her thick hip.

What he hadn’t known before he’d fucked her sexy-ass raw was that, at twenty-five, she already had seven kids. Shit. Had he known she was so damn fertile, he would have probably pulled out. Then again, on second thought, he would have still busted inside of her. The pussy had been too damn good to pull out.

Hell. It still was.

“Are you hearing me, Isaiah,” LaQuandra badgered, reaching over and slapping his arm. “Shit’s gotta change. I refuse to . . .”

Isaiah opened his mouth to say something, anything, to get her to shut the fuck up, but a beautiful dark chocolate angel, with long sculpted legs appeared from out of nowhere—wearing a dangerously short, very fitted, black skirt and a pair of killer gladiator heels. A mouthwatering amount of cleavage spilled out over the top of a black corset, and her thick black hair was braided and coiffed in an elegant knot.

Isaiah caught himself admiring the way the gold straps wrapped seductively around her toned calves, then swirled up and around her shapely thighs.

“Hello,” the chocolate beauty greeted, clasping her hands together in front of her. Her full lips were spackled to perfection in gold lipstick “On behalf of Captain Daniels, welcome aboard The Pleasure Chest. I am LaLani. And this is”—she gestured toward a lighter-skinned, more voluptuous woman donned in the same outfit as she stepped beside her—“Mocha . . .”

Next appeared two tall, dark, and very chiseled men, who stood bare-chested and oiled on either side of the two women, wearing nothing but a pair of black slacks.

“And to the right of me is Sin.” He gave a slight head nod, his dreads brushed over his chest. “And to my left,” the strikingly beautiful woman continued, “is Saint.” He also gave a head nod—his smoothly shaven head gleaming under the cabin’s lights. He ran a hand down over his neatly trimmed goatee. “And we’re here, along with the rest of The Pleasure Chest crew, to cater to your every need. So, as we prepare for departure, please, get comfortable. And enjoy the experience.”

LaQuandra shot Isaiah a nasty look. “I mean it, Isaiah.” Her voice rose in frustration. “I refuse to continue to be disrespected by that bitch. I deserve . . .”

Isaiah sighed, waving over his Chocolate Angel.

She smiled. “Yes, Mr. Lewis. What can I get you?”

“Let me get a shot of Henny. Please.”

She gave him a slight nod. “Coming right up.” She looked over at LaQuandra. “Ma’am, can I bring you anything?”

“No. I’m fine,” she said tersely, sizing the sexy vixen up. Another bitch with a big, voluptuous ass, she thought as she glanced at her cantaloupe-sized breasts that were practically spilling out of her corset.

Isaiah eyed LaQuandra and shook his head. This was going to be one long-ass flight. “Um. On second thought,” he said to the flight attendant. “Make that a double.”



Four

Four hours, and fifty one-thousand feet of altitude later, the magnificent aircraft was somewhere high above puffs of sunlit clouds. The start had been rocky due to a significant amount of turbulence that had kept Brenda and the rest of the passengers confined to their plush cream leather seats.

But now that the ride had smoothed and the captain had given the okay to move about the cabin, Brenda peeled her gaze from the breathtaking window view and quickly unlatched her seat belt to stretch. She had never ridden in a private jet before, but she’d experienced the comforts of first-class travel several times. However, this right here was how real ballers traveled—in sophisticated comfort and endless luxury.

And she loved every second of it.

She glanced over at Roselle, who was reclining in his seat, sipping a Hendrick’s gin and tonic. He seemed to be enjoying the velvety smooth drink as he peered out the window. Drink number three, of course. But she promised herself not to keep count.

When he drank gin, his dick stayed hard and he could fuck literally all night long. Cum. Then want to fuck again. A blessing and a curse, for her, her pussy, and the bitches he made time to cheat on her with. But Brenda wasn’t going there. Not now.

She eyed Roselle as he pressed his forehead against the portal glass and peered downward into the thick cloudbanks beneath the plane as if he were looking for something. Probably some damn pussy, she thought, narrowing her eyes.

She simply couldn’t trust his ass. Not even when he sat across from her, and she had her eyes trained on him.

His ass was sneaky.

Roselle smiled. He knew Brenda was staring at him as he attempted to get a glimpse at the terrain below, but all he got so far was a foretaste of the sun slicing through the clouds. And he was cool with that. The view was awe-inspiring nonetheless.

He took another sip of his drink, then glanced over at his wife and winked.

Damn, she was fine. He sensually licked his lips at her. Against her will, she smiled. Damn him.

The flight attendant, LaLani, came to Roselle’s seat. “Can I get you anything else, Roselle?” she asked in almost a breathy whisper, bending at the waist, her face mere inches from his.

Roselle smiled, then licked at his bottom lip, trying like hell not to ogle her cleavage nearly spilling out of her dress. “Nah, baby. I’m good. But thanks.”

“How about something to eat? I can have the chef whip you up something really delicious, if you’d like.”

Roselle felt his dick stir, but then he caught Brenda’s glare and it went limp again. “Nah. Not right now.”

“Okay then,” she said with a wink.

Brenda tilted her head and raised a questioning brow. Oh, so this bitch was on a first-name basis with her husband. When did that happen?

Most likely, she guessed, when she’d dozed off about two hours into their flight.

Still . . .

I know this messy bitch is not trying to flirt with my man knowing I’m standing right here.

LaLani turned to Brenda. “Can I get you anything?”

“No. You can’t,” Brenda said nastily. “But you can make a note that Roselle over there is a very married man. Please and thank you.”

LaLani smiled. “That fact is duly-noted.” She matched Brenda’s stare. “Will there be anything else, ma’am?”

Brenda gave a fake smile. “No, sweetie. Not at the moment.”

“Very well.”

As LaLani moved back toward the galley, Brenda sneered at her, and Roselle shook his head, but said nothing.

“Baby, huh? So that’s how we’re doing it, Roselle. Huh? Baby? Since when?”

“It’s a figure of speech. Damn. It meant nothing,” Roselle said nonchalantly. “Why you always tripping, Bren? All she was doing is her job.”

Brenda rolled her eyes. “And I doubt anywhere in her job description does it say for her to fall into your lap and suck your damn dick.”

Roselle laughed. But the imagery made him shudder inwardly. He’d love nothing more than to see her fine-ass on her knees, her mouth wet and open, and his dick pressed to the back of her throat. He’d fuck her mouth dry. Knock her tonsils loose. Skull-fuck the shit out of her.

He looked at his wife. “Stop being so melodramatic, Bren. You’re always looking for shit to fight about.” He shook his ahead again. “But you know I love your crazy ass, right?”

She sucked her teeth. “Maybe.” She stepped out into the aisle. “I’m going to walk around. See what’s going on. Don’t have me come back and find you grinning in that ho’s face again.”

“Yeah, a’ight,” he said over a chuckle. And then he reached out and grabbed her by the forearm, pulling her to him. “C’mere.”

He pulled her closer.

“What?”

He gestured for her to lean in.

She huffed, bending at the waist. “What is it, Roselle?”

“This Hendrick’s got me feeling some type of way.”

Brenda raised a brow. “So.”

“You know what it is, baby.”

She frowned. “And?”

He reached around and cupped her ass. “You wanna earn your points into the mile-high club tonight?”

She saw heat flash through his eyes, and she knew that look very well. She slid her hand over his crotch, and smirked. As she’d thought, he was aroused. She squeezed the bulge under the button fly and teasingly licked her lips and squeezed his dick over his Robin’s jeans. Then she leaned in a little closer and kissed him softly on the lips. Mm, yes. Fucking in the friendly skies would be a delicious thrill. She’d love nothing more than to get fucked in the cockpit. Getting fucked on a plane had always been one of the things she wanted to cross off her sex bucket list.

She and Roselle had experienced a little hand play under a blanket in their seats on a flight to Jamaica once. And another time, she’d given him some wet sloppy head, while the other passengers slept on their flight to Hong Kong last summer. But fucking on this aircraft would take their sex life to another height. And yet she pushed out, “No,” before slapping Roselle’s hand off her ass and then mushing him in the head. She walked off, leaving him sitting in his chair, sipping the rest of his drink and stroking a hand over his jeans.

Roselle went back to dazing out of the window, smirking. He was going to get a nut off tonight, with or without her, even if that meant using his damn hand.

Brenda headed toward one of the three bathrooms. As she walked through the cabin, she glanced over and smiled at Krista and Kendall. They seemed nice enough. They were in their seats, swiveled to face each other, playing a game of Scrabble. While Isaiah was on the sofa near the bar drinking a beer. And then there was LaQuandra seated across the aisle talking loudly on one of the sky phones that were mounted beside each chair.

She hadn’t officially met the woman with the braids cascading down her back, but so far what she was noticing, she didn’t like. Yet, she knew better than anyone to never judge a book by its cover. She reminded herself to keep that in mind.

Brenda finally reached one of the bathrooms at the far end of the aircraft. Once inside, she locked the door and took in the exquisite space. The walls were white marble, veined with gold. There was a glass shower stall with multiple showerheads. A white leather swivel chair faced a white marble vanity that held gold baskets of top-of-the-line hair-and skin-care products. On a shelf rested a tower of fluffy white towels.

Brenda ran her fingers over the gold embroidered lettering: THE PLEASURE CHEST. This was the kind of wealth she’d dreamed of her entire life. And she wanted it.

One day.

She relieved herself and then washed her hands. And when she stepped out of the bathroom to head back to her seat, she was greeted by one of the two deliciously sculpted male attendants—the dark-skinned one with the shoulder-length dreads.

Her breath caught in her chest at the up-close-and-personal sight of him. He had his locks pulled back. Damn, he was fine. And God knew she loved herself some dark chocolate, every now and again.

He met her eyes with a sexy grin. “How are you enjoying the flight so far, beautiful?”

She blushed, and a quick rush of heat splintered through her. She hadn’t expected that. She hadn’t expected to feel her cunt pulsing between her legs, either. And she hadn’t expected to have this overwhelming desire to reach out and touch him, slide her hands over the stretch of rippled muscle over his dark, chocolaty skin.

She swallowed. “So far, so good,” she said. And then she swallowed again.

“Cool.” He grinned again. “If there is anything I can do to help make your flight an even greater experience, don’t hesitate to call on me. I’m at your service. For as long as you need me to be.”

Brenda’s mouth went dry, but her pussy got wetter as she drank in the sight of him, her eyes taking snapshots of his rippled abs and chiseled pecs; the way his dark nipples reminded her of two chocolate-covered raisins.

Raisinettes. Mm, yes.

Finally, the valves to her saliva glands opened, and her mouth watered. And, instead of swallowing, she allowed her lust to pool inside her mouth until she almost drowned in it.

Lord, help me . . .

“By the way,” he said. “I’m Sin.”

Oh yes you are.

Brenda was sure this fine black man, this Adonis, this Pussy Slayer, was full of just that. Sin. And if she didn’t hurry up and get back to her seat, she’d be tempted to pull him into the bathroom and yank down his pants. Yes, God. She’d drop to her knees and cup his balls and then spit-shine his dick.

Thick and veiny, she imagined. Dear God. Adding him to her sexual scrapbook of naughty deeds (and, yes, there’d be a few salacious moments) would be an exhilarating experience for sure, but not worth the risk of getting caught.

Or was it?

She finally swallowed. “I’m Mrs. . . . uh, Brenda.”

He smiled. “I already know who you are, Mrs. Woods.”

Wait. How did he know who she was?

Then it dawned on her before she could ask the question. From the portfolio each couple had been required to submit with a very lengthy application. Included in that packet were photos of her and Roselle. Yes. That was it. He had to have seen the photo of her to know who she was.

“Anyway,” Sin went on, “I’ll let you get back to your husband.”

Oh. Right. Him. Her husband.

Of course.

Sin’s eyes lingered on her face, her lips, and then traveled over the curve of her hips. He pulled in his bottom lip. Then he said, “I bet you taste like honey,” before licking his lips.

And then he winked, before disappearing behind a wall of frosted glass, leaving Brenda nearly panting and her panties sopping wet.

Tonight, she’d have to give Roselle some pussy after all.

Maybe.



Five

It was nearly two a.m. when Krista heard what sounded like whimpers as she stepped out of the bathroom. She thought her ears might have been playing tricks on her. But then she heard the whimpers again. Someone had to be in the other bathroom across from the one she’d used, crying.

There went the muffled sounds again.

Krista thought to knock on the door, but stopped herself.

No. Whatever was going on behind that door was none of her business. But then she heard grunting and what sounded like a low groan. So, the nosey part of who she was got the best of her and she quietly placed her ear flush to the door, and listened.

No, no. They were cries of pleasure emanating from behind the door.

Her eyes widened. And a hand went up to her chest.

Lord Jesus . . .

Nasty-ass heathens.

“Ooh, yes. Fuck me. Mmm. Oh, yes. God yes . . . your dick is so big . . . yes, yes, yessss . . .”

Krista blinked.

Those nasty fools were in there fucking. But who could it be, she wondered. She flipped through her memory. When she’d gotten up to use the bathroom and freshen up, she’d walked by that loudmouth woman (she’d introduced herself earlier in the flight, but Krista couldn’t remember for the life of her, her name. All she knew was, it was ghetto!), stretched out beneath a quilt; her chair-turned-bed now the resting place for her snore-fest.

Krista was glad someone could sleep on this aircraft. Luxurious or not, she was so over this flying shit. Sixteen hours and twenty-three minutes on somebody’s jet was a whole lot more than she imagined it to be. She’d traded in the book she’d been reading for the first few hours of the flight for her Bible, clutching it most of time, praying that she’d be able to make it through the remaining hours. Yes. They’d been in the air for more than ten hours already. And, although the accommodations were plush and the service was phenomenal, she was over it all already.

So, when she sat up from her bed and decided to shower and use the bathroom before everyone else awoke, she hadn’t expected there to be much activity at this time of the night. Aside from Isaiah sitting up on the sofa (still awake!) watching some racy Showtime movie, she’d imagined everyone else would be asleep.

So it had to be that thick-hipped woman, Brenda, who sat up closer toward the cockpit, with that light-skinned husband of hers. With his long lashes and all that pretty hair, he was simply too fine for Krista’s taste. She liked her men handsome, but they had to have rugged, manly features. But that one there was a pretty boy in every sense of the word. And obviously a real nasty one judging by what she was overhearing, although muffled.

“Yeah, baby. This dick feels so fucking good in that deep, wet pussy . . . aaah, shit. That’s right . . . throw that pussy up on this dick . . . aaah, yeah, baby . . . just like that. Fuck this dick . . . make that shit disappear. I knew you had some good pussy . . .”

Krista pressed the whole side of her face against the crack of the door to get a better listen. She squinted an eye and concentrated.

“Mmm, yes. You like this pussy, daddy?”

“Fuck yeah. It’s so fuckin’ creamy, baby . . . mmm, fuck . . .” He began pumping into her hard, nearly frantic. He felt his nut building, yet he was determined to hold out until her she came again.

 “Ooh, yes, yes, yes . . . you’re gonna make my pussy cum . . . ooh, yes . . .”

“Yeah, baby. Cum all over this hard dick, so I can bust this nut before my wife wakes up . . .”

Krista’s lashes rapidly fluttered. And then her jaw dropped again.

Wait.

What the . . .?

On the other side of the bathroom door, LaLani was holding onto the handholds over the toilet with her skimpy black dress bunched up over her hips and her black lacy thong pulled to the side as Roselle’s condom-covered dick slid in and out of the back of her wet, pink hole. Her pussy lips flared open and sucked at his shaft with each pulsing thrust.

Ooh, he had some good damn dick.

If he fucked his wife’s cunt as good as he was fucking hers—whew, yes, God. Have mercy on her horny soul—then LaLani knew his wife was one happy, well-fucked woman.

She arched her back and reached in back of her, pulling open one ass cheek, giving Roselle more access, his dick slicing in and out of her wetness. She loved fucking the men who boarded The Pleasure Chest. Horny men, unhappily fucked men, cheating men all en route, with their partners, to Passion Island to work on their failing relationships/marriages.

There was always one on every flight. And her pussy stayed ready. After all, that’s what she was here for. Pleasure. That’s what she got paid to do. To feed their passions. To cater to the whims of passengers. To quench their thirst for sordid, uninhibited pleasure.

Roselle grabbed her hips, and watched his dick disappear inside the depths of LaLani’s silken valley. Fuck yeah. The pussy was good.

“Aaah, yes, yes,” Lalani murmured. “Give it to me, harder, harder . . .”

Krista couldn’t believe what she was hearing on the other side of the door. Lord, that man was a hot mess. Cheating-ass dog. She was so glad she wasn’t married to that.

She wondered if his wife knew about his scandalous ass. Mmph. She probably did. She shook her head in disgust. Dumb-ass women staying with a cheating-ass man!

There was no way she’d ever tolerate Kendall cheating on her. She’d leave his ass in a heartbeat. This plane was filled with negative energy, she thought as she kept her ear pressed to the door. Lord God. She needed to burn some sage to purify the air.

“Oh shit, oh shit, baby . . .” Roselle was on the verge of an orgasm. “Here it comes . . . aaaah, yeah . . .” And then a guttural sound escaped him as the walls of LaLani’s velvety cunt clutched his dick, massaging his condom-sheathed shaft as his semen, hot and thick, shot out of his body like lava.

Krista’s breath hitched.

“Can I help you find something—or someone?” asked a sultry voice in back of her.

Krista jumped, startled.

It was Mocha.

Krista’s face flushed, embarrassment spreading through her like a bacterial infection. She suddenly felt sick. She hadn’t expected to be listening for as long as she had been. And now she’d been caught with her ear pressed up against the bathroom door. Caught lurking like some, some, uh, well . . . she couldn’t think what to call it. But she was sure there was some twisted word for what she’d been caught doing, something dirtier than eavesdropping.

Pervert. Deviant.

“No, no. I, um,” Krista stammered. She averted Mocha’s curious gaze and the sly smirk that curled her luscious lips. Brenda straightened her body. Smoothed a hand down the front of her shirt. Then she simply stated, “I thought I’d heard someone crying.”

Mocha’s brow furrowed, and then she smiled like a woman with a secret. “Does it still sound like crying?”

Love cries. That’s what they’d been.

Krista’s stomach tightened.

“No. I was mistaken.”

“Would you like something to calm your nerves?” Mocha asked, feigning concern. “You seem a bit shaken.” She stifled a giggle. “Shall I bring you some Advil? A sedative? A shot of something wet?”

The way the words something wet rolled off Mocha’s lips made Krista feel dirty.

“I’m fine. Thank you.”

Mocha smiled as Krista quickly made a beeline back to the front of the private aircraft. When she returned to her bed, Krista quickly crawled back under the thousand-count Egyptian sheets woven with 22k gold thread. She couldn’t even enjoy the way the exquisite linen felt against her skin.

Fucking, fucking, fucking. She was surrounded by sexual energy. From the soft porn that played on the large flat-screen to the half-naked attendants, this plane was a den of iniquity. It was the breeding ground for sin.

Krista shuddered. She could only imagine what lied in wait for her once they landed. She reached for her Bible beneath the pillow, and closed her eyes.

My Father who art in heaven . . .



Six

LaQuandra rewarded her palate with a long swallow of some of the best champagne she’d ever tasted and pulled up the window shade.

It was eight a.m., and the sun’s rays were already slicing through the clouds. The captain had finally announced that the plane was preparing for its descent.

Thank God.

This shit was almost over. It hadn’t been a bad flight. In fact, LaQuandra had found it quite exciting, being surrounded by so much lavishness. Still, she was ready to land already. The farthest she’d ever been was the Bahamas. And she’d been there twice.

She’d always wanted to travel more. See more. But Isaiah seemed to always have an excuse as to why they couldn’t afford getaways. They both made good damn money. Between her salary as a principal for a private boys school and Isaiah’s job as an IT manager, combined they grossed close to a hundred-and-fifty grand.
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