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This book was a fun exploration of both my imagination, some of our trips and some of our own fantasies.  I hope you enjoy our third book.  I’m starting off with an excerpt of one sex scenes, just as a preview of what’s to come.  Enjoy! 

--Dawn O’Rourke

Excerpt from “Confessions of a Dirty Housewife”

              They came up quickly behind me and I led them into our bedroom, sheets still rumpled from this morning.  I felt really guilty about doing it in my own bed, in my husband’s bed, but I wasn’t quite sure what else to do… Mike and I often did it outside in the lounge chairs, in the pool, on the grass, etc… but all their equipment was in the pool and it seemed strange to walk back outside, naked with two men for a threesome, when it seemed so dirty and taboo… the confines of the house, of the room, made it seem safer somehow, even if moving things into the bedroom seemed completely wrong on the other hand.

              Mike picked me up and threw me on the bed… Paul seemed surprised by his use of force, but followed suit.  Mike climbed on top of me and started kissing me and rubbing my bare breasts.  I noticed he’d gotten redressed while I’d gone upstairs before, probably made it more comfortable to talk to Paul, but now I wanted them off… of both of them.  And I wanted them all over me and inside of me, all at once, right now, I just wanted to absorb them, I was so horny.

              Mike worked his way down to lick my clit while Paul stood there unsure of what to do… “Come here, Paul,” I called to him… he came over and I took his elastic waisted gym shorts and pulled them down to reveal a very large lump in white boxer briefs… I pulled the fitted undershorts down to reveal the biggest cock I’d ever seen… I had thought Mike’s 8” cock was big, but Paul was easily as big as my favorite black dildo, and that was 10” – Paul wasn’t as thick as Mike, but he was definitely “well hung,” in a way I’d never fully understood before.  My eyes opened wide with approval and anticipation as Mike took it in himself… you could tell he’d guessed but wasn’t quite aware of what Paul was packing until now, either.  I pulled Paul closer to me as Mike continued to lick my hot pussy and I wrapped my juicy lips around Paul’s great big black cock – it was so real and warm and different than my vibrating dildo… I couldn’t wait to have it inside of me… as I licked and sucked and rubbed his cock it stiffened up to full capacity and very truly might have been bigger than my fake cock, locked tight under my bed right now… this is my fantasy come true, I thought in awe.  

              “Paul, my my, I’m not sure I can handle you,” I joked with him… “that is one huge cock,” I teased him… I licked the shaft from bottom to tip and then wrapped my lips around him again and bobbed up and down.  “Mike, come here,” and Mike pulled his shorts off and crawled up the bed towards me as I reached down and stroked his already hard 8” dick… “Paul, I’d really like to feel you inside of me,” I said to him.  Paul acquiesced as I took Mike’s cock and licked it delicately.  Paul started slowly and worked his way into me little by little… I moaned in pleasure and pain, loving every minute of it.  I couldn’t concentrate on Mike anymore, “Mike, suck my tits, please, pleeasseee, suck on my tits, you’re so good at it…” and I lay back and moaned in complete ecstasy while they worked me over.  

              Paul was pounding me while Mike sucked vigorously on my supple breasts… I had Mike’s dick in my hand and every time I thought about it I’d pump it up and down, though I was a little self absorbed, if you know what I mean… Paul pulled out and came all over my stomach so I took our super soft Egyptian cotton sheets and wiped it off without much of a thought. 

Mike crawled over to where Paul left off and started pounding my already well lubed stretched out burning cunt.  Paul came up by my head and offered me his semi limp cock to perk back up… I dutifully licked it and sucked it and pumped it back to full mast at which point I backed away from Mike, mid thrust, and climbed on top of Paul, who I pushed onto his back.  I leaned forward over him and adjusted myself on top of his throbbing cock.  I looked back at Mike, “remember what we did last Thursday?” I asked him.  He grinned, said “really?  Are you sure?” and I smiled at him and raised my ass up a little higher for him.  “Oh Hell Yeah, you are such a dirty fuck!” he cried as he took the lube I offered him and poured it all over my aching ass and oiled his own dick up as well.  

He came up from behind and rubbed his cock all over my asshole, teasing me and preparing me for his entry.  He started prodding gently as Paul filled me from the front.  Slowly he worked his way in, it was tight but I was ready and already so hot from fucking Paul.  I still hadn’t orgasmed and felt incredibly loose and immensely turned on.  Little by little Mike worked his way up my ass and I could feel the friction as Paul thrust from the front and Mike from behind.  I was such a porn star… this was crazy… they were basically holding me up with their huge dicks as they filled me up and used my body.  Mike came in my ass but I reached behind me and grabbed his ass and held him to me, begging him to not pull out just yet. Paul fucked me harder and I could feel his curved cock rub against my g spot as I had a thunderous orgasm that rocked my body to the core. 

I fell back into Mike and felt as he slid wetly out of me.  Paul fucked me through my orgasm and had another one of his own… this time he came deep inside of me.  I could feel the warmth as he filled me with his hot seed.  As he pulled out of me, finally, I could feel it running down my thigh.  It was nice.  I felt incredibly fulfilled, and after years of boring and disinterested sex, it was about time. 



Introduction

              7:46 am my day begins.  This is when my husband takes the kids and heads to school.  I’ve already been up getting the kids ready for school, making coffee, breakfast, feeding the dog.  Now it’s my time.  If you ask my husband what I do while he’s away and the kids are at school he’ll tell you I clean house, exercise, walk the dog, help out at the kids school, sometimes I substitute teach.  I do most of those things… sometimes.  But they’re certainly not every day occurrences.  I participate with field trips three or four times a year and turn in pies at Thanksgiving for the teachers and send drinks and things when they need them for teacher appreciation.  If the kids need things for class projects I’m happy to send them up.  What my husband doesn’t know, is what I do with most of my day.  

              You see, I love my husband and I love my life.  Being able to stay home with my kids is a dream come true.  I have a lovely home, complete with pool and Jacuzzi.  My husband is a lawyer in the city, he has a 45 minute commute in traffic, so I don’t expect him home for lunch.  I have everything I want, except that my husband is often tired at night and where he used to want to have sex four or five times a week, now he just kisses me goodnight and crawls into bed with a paperback, or, more often than not, case files to review.

              I’m a very sexual person and that just doesn’t do it for me.  I tried to adjust for years.  I spent an awful lot of money (cash, of course) at the local sex shops and own just about every vibrator on the market (I find I prefer the thick ones, about 9” with really good vibration and alternate speeds).  When Steve left with the kids I’d return to our bedroom, open the box I keep under the bed, select a toy (or two) and go to work on myself.  After several orgasms I’d take a hot shower, get dressed and run errands.  

              My day to day routine changed six months ago when something unexpected happened.  Since that day my life has been forever changed, for the better, even Steve agrees.



Confession One – I Fucked the Pool Boy

              It was a typical day and I woke up, helped the kids get ready for school, handed them their lunches and backpacks and kissed them as they filed out the door.  Steve kissed me on the forehead, the extent of our physical contact for the day, and the kids followed him to the shiny new black Mercedes parked under the portico on the side of the house.

              I poured a cup of coffee and put the dishes away.  Then I headed upstairs to our luxurious master suite.  Steve and I had designed it together and it was lovely.  A large room with solid oak floors, thick Persian rugs and a California King sized bed, ordered specifically for Steve’s tall frame.  Our sheets and bedding had to be special ordered for it and we ordered the best, the softest sheets we could find, 1000 thread count Egyptian cotton and a high dollar down comforter and duvet with a handmade quilt to go over that.  It really was beautiful.  An Amish lady in Pennsylvania had made it, or so I was told when I purchased it from an online buyer at a posh boutique that handled high quality antiques and handmade quilts and such.  

              Our bathroom was my favorite part of our room.  We had special ordered a very large Jacuzzi bathtub, comfortable enough to fit two people, specifically so Steve and I could bathe together.  That’s happened once so far.  The shower is the same, a double shower with rolled marble tiles and a built in bench surrounding it.  Along with two shower heads on either side, it has several nozzles up top that simulate rain.  It is very wonderful and very lonely, considering we also designed it to be used together and even when we do Steve is all business, usually in a hurry to get somewhere.  Even last Easter when I turned around and started to wash his back, lingering on his flat ass, he quickly rinsed off and said we needed to get ready for church, we’d be meeting his parents and should hurry so we could help the kids.  He’d kissed my forehead, like I was one of our girls.

              I pulled my sex toy arsenal out from under the bed, picked a couple of toys and climbed into our exquisitely soft bed, still warm and rumpled from earlier.  I pulled off my short satin dressing gown, enjoying the feel of the smooth material on my soft skin.  Underneath I was wearing a thin short nightie with matching panties, satin and lace, salmon colored today.  Steve used to like the way it felt, he’d throw his arm over me and rub my breasts, my stomach, my hips, my pussy.  He’d rub until the friction made my nipples hard and I was wet and completely turned on.  He’d nuzzle my neck and bite my earlobes gently, then turn me over and pull my breasts out and suck on my hard nipples while he pulled off my soft lacey panties and rubbed me until I pushed against him and he knew it was time to enter me.  

              That hadn’t happened in a while, though I continued wearing my sexy lingerie to bed.  I certainly had plenty of beautiful things, it just seemed I was the only one who appreciated them.  I was beginning to feel more ornamental than anything else.

              Feeling sorry for myself I began to rub my soft breasts.  They were a full C cup, and while they weren’t huge, they were more than a handful and they hung well.  They were flawless, without stretch marks and they didn’t sag.  Often I went braless, particularly if I was just around the house.  I was very proud of my breasts and I gave them ample attention.  Attention they deserved.  Attention my husband denied.  I rubbed in circles and squeezed my nipples gently.  They were dark pink and large (they were also particular to sucking, but I could only do so much alone).  I worked my way down and started to rub gently on my clit.  I found that a silicone based lubricant optimized my pleasure so I rubbed some of that on, too… it was chilly, but felt good as I rubbed it in.  I lubricated a dildo I’d upgraded to… after starting out with a 7”that was larger than my husband, I decided to try something larger next time.  So I’d bought a 9” and then a 10” dildo.  I had some that had attached clitoral stimulators, some of them moved around, some did both, some were waterproof, but my favorite was a thick, vibrating, long 10” black cock that was made out of super soft flesh like material.  I lubed it up well and started teasing myself with it while I used a smaller vibrator on my clit. 

              My breasts felt neglected, but I only had two hands, so I gently worked the large fake cock into my well oiled pussy and enjoyed the friction as I turned the vibe up on my clit.  The higher the vibe the faster I could come, but it also made me super sensitive and I wanted to come twice, so I didn’t turn it up as high as it would go… yet.  I bucked gently, and then more forcefully, into the dildo, pushing for more depth, more friction, rubbing my clit faster and faster until finally I came with a small orgasm.  I pulled the long wet dong out of my vagina and reached in with my first finger on my right hand.  Rubbing the ridges that comprised my g spot I worked towards my second orgasm.  After several minutes I could feel another orgasm building and soon I could feel myself contract with a decent orgasm and a spray of hot cum ran across my right hand.  

              I lay there for a while enjoying my masturbatory effort and cleaned up my toys, then put them away for another day (tomorrow).  I climbed into the shower and felt the hot water course over my sensitive nipples and soft skin from every angle.  I liked to turn on each nozzle, even if I was the only one in the shower.  I soaped up with a delicious smelling lilac body wash and stepped out of the shower and wrapped up in a fluffy spa towel.  It was warm out already and I decided to go for a swim.  

              Though we live in a neighborhood the houses are all pretty far apart and we put in a 10 foot privacy fence, so often when I am home alone I like to swim naked and sunbathe for a while, enjoying the warmth on my bare skin.  Also, I detest tan lines.  When my husband and I do go out, rare though it is, we usually end up with his colleagues, either at one of their homes or at a fancy restaurant, and the dresses I wear are relatively low cut with a plunging neckline and often very little along the back.  Tan lines ruin the line of the dress and take away from the unique straps or design elements.  I just don’t like them.  And, believe me, people notice.

              I walked out to the pool and admired the setting.  We strived to make it as resort like as possible.  We live far enough south for palm trees, though occasionally it does snow, and have  enough tropical elements outside that it’s like a little oasis of our very own.  We have a nice outside kitchen, complete with grill and mini fridge full of water, sodas for the kids, beer for Steve and tastier “chick beer,” as Steve called it, for me.  Our lounge chairs near the pool are cushy and inviting.  I laid my towel, the same one I’d stepped out of the shower with, on the one nearest me and dove into the cool crisp water.  I absolutely love the feeling of the water on every inch of my naked body.  I hate to wear swim suits, the clingy feeling as they stick to every inch of your breasts, the way the bottoms pull and stick to all the wrong places.  This was much better.  

              I swam laps for about 15 minutes, then tread water for 5 and did some scissor kicks and frog kicks on the stairs.  Exercise for today, done.  I stepped out of the pool, toweled off and lay in one of the lounge chairs letting the sun seep into the coolness of my skin.  I reached over to a pocket on the side of the chair and brought out some tanning oil already warm from the sun and poured a small amount into my hand.  I started on my feet and worked my way up, rubbing into my calves, then my firm thighs.  I lingered on my tush, I just really enjoyed the feel of oil being rubbed into each cheek.  I rubbed the oil into my stomach and over the little bump that just didn’t want to go away, no matter how many sit ups I did, then worked up to my breasts, again lingering and enjoying the feel of my oily hands rubbing my soft breasts.  Reaching my back was difficult, but I reached around and did my best.  I dropped my oil, then, and as I bent over to pick it up I noticed the gate was slightly askew.  I looked around quickly, nervous and embarrassed and saw the collegekid we’d recently hired to work on the pool watching from the corner of the pool house.  

              “What are you… How long have you… What are you doing?!” I yelled at him.  I noticed that his pants were unbuttoned and he hastily yanked his hand out of them and tried to fix them as he ran toward the gate, but he tripped on the garden hose and fell and hit his head on a planter.  I threw the towel around me and ran over to see if the little pervert was alright.  He had a cut on his head and was clearly embarrassed, but he seemed not to be seriously injured.  Scowling I told him to come with me so we could clean him up.  Reluctantly he followed.

              The towels are big and soft, but at 5’8” they don’t do a great job of covering my ass, so I walked carefully trying to cover as much of myself as I could as we made our way to the kitchen sink, where I kept a number of basic first aid elements.  I grabbed some bactine and a band aid.  I tucked my towel into itself around my breasts and reached up to clean his cut.  It wasn’t deep, but it was pretty nasty.  I cleaned it out and put a flexible band aid on it.  

              “I think you’re going to be alright,” I said, “though I couldn’t guarantee you would be if my husband knew what you were doing when you fell.” I looked hard at him.  He was maybe 19 years old with dark shaggy hair and perfect teeth.  His steely blue eyes looked back at me sheepishly.  “Maybe he shouldn’t leave you home alone without supervision, then,” he smiled sheepishly, “especially walking around naked and all.”  He was noticeably still a little excited and a semi-erection showed through his lightweight shorts.

              “Don’t you think that in my own home, at my own pool, I should be free to wear, or not wear, anything I want to?” I replied, shocked at the audacity of this neighborhood kid lurking around peeking at me in my own yard.  “What are you doing here anyway?  Don’t you have school?” I questioned him. 

              “’Course you can, Lady, it’s your house, your pool… I kinda like your choice of swimwear,” he grinned, “and anyway, I don’t have class after noon, I’m taking some college basics at the junior college, but they’re online so my days are free in the afternoon and I clean pools for extra money.  It’s easier to do now while the kids are in school and most people are at work or running errands.  I didn’t know you’d be here, honest.  I didn’t see a car or anything.”

              We keep my car in the garage, as do most people in our neighborhood, so I didn’t see how that excuse made much sense, but I could see his point.  “Alright then,” I said, amused at his childish charm and young muscular build.  You could tell he either worked out or cleaned a lot of pools.  “Do you just clean pools around here?” I asked him.  

              “I clean pools, do some landscaping, I’m very talented,” he winked at me.

              “Are you flirting with me?” I asked him, point blank, “I’m at least 13 years older than you are.”

              “Look, I’m sorry if I scared you, but if you were naked out there rubbing oil all over yourself tomorrow I’d totally watch you again,” he told me flatly.

              “With your hand in your pants?” I shot back.

              “Absolutely,” he said, looking straight at me.  “I’m sorry if that offends you, but you look amazing and I’m 19 years old.  I have thoughts about sex going through my head about every millisecond… really, I can’t help it, it’s perfectly natural.  If you were really decent you’d help me out with that.  I mean, sexual frustration is dangerous stuff, it’s one of the reasons I work with my hands so much.  If I didn’t I’d probably be at home looking at internet porn and jacking off all day, and I wouldn’t accomplish much that way, would I?”

              He looked straight at me and said, “I’ll bet a decent lay once in a while would set me right straight, and to be honest, Ma’am, the way you were focusing on those supple tits of yours and that nice tight ass, I’m guessing it’d do you some good, too.”

              I slapped him, hard.  He shook it off, smiled, stood up (he was slightly taller than I am) and kissed me hard.  I was totally offended, caught off guard, and completely turned on by his forcefulness.  When I was too stunned to pull away he put his hand around my back and pulled me closer to him and kissed me again, this time deeper with tongue.  

              I could feel my nipples harden and a tingling deep within thatI hadn’t felt in some time took over and before I knew it I was kissing him back.  He pulled the towel and it crumpled on the floor.  His hands were all over me, rubbing my neglected breasts, my ass and my back, he cupped my ass in both of his hands and lifted me up to the counter where he bent down and put his face in between my thighs.  Steve hadn’t kissed me there in several years.  He licked and teased me with his tongue.  It didn’t take much before I orgasmed right there.  He looked up at me and grinned.

              “See, we can help each other,” he reasoned.  He helped me down from the counter and laid me down on the floor.  He pulled off his suit and revealed a surprisingly large dick for a 19 year old pool boy.  It was a good 8” and already as hard as a rock.  I was already wet and so ready for a good fuck, I didn’t even hesitate as he slid right into my hot aching cunt.  As he pushed into me I bucked back willingly, wanting more, wanting it deeper, wanting it faster, just wanting to fuck.  It felt amazing.  This kid, I didn’t even remember his name, was much bigger than Steve and so full of energy. He came soon, within five minutes and then kissed me some more as he rubbed my breasts.  We kissed for a while and I enjoyed his attention to my chest when he moved down and fondled my clitoris again.  I was ready for more, and anxious for another orgasm.  He was already getting hard again and I spit on my hand and rubbed his dick to help him out.  Before long he lay me on my side and slid back into me while he played with my clit with his free hand.  Rubbing furiously while fucking me hard I squeezed my own breasts and enjoyed the attention.  Before long I was cumming again, “Yesss!” I screamed at him, “Don’t stop fucking me, fuck me harder, harder, HARDER, like that, right there, yeeeeeeeessssssssssssss!” He rode me for a few minutes more and came himself, right inside of me.  It felt so good, I was so alive, so excited and so, guilty… but that made it even more dirty, even more wrong, even more amazing.

              “Thank you, Ma’am,” said the pool boy as he pulled his shorts back on and walked around the island and the kitchen counter toward the patio.  I picked myself up off of the floor. 

              “Wait a minute,” I said, scrambling after him.  “How often do you clean the pool?”  He looked at me and grinned… “’bout every four days or so, I guess,” he replied.  “Why do you ask?”

              That kid knew exactly why I asked, the coy little fuck.  “No reason,” I said, “I’ll just make sure I’m dressed or gone next time you come by,” I said, jumping right into his game.

              “That’s a real shame, Ma’am,” he said, “I was hoping to see you again, I really enjoyed our time together today,” he smiled at me with those perfect teeth and winked.  “I’ll be back Thursday,” he said, “just after noon,” and he walked out the patio door and through the gate.  



Confession 2 – Sex With Strangers Makes Me Even More Horny Than Usual

              I picked the kids up from school at three and rushed around to ballet at the nearby dance studio.  While the girls were in class I headed to the grocery store to pick up a few essentials for dinner.  Regardless of the busy day I’d had, the unexpected events that still had my head whirring and my nipples tingling every time I thought about it (which was about every five minutes), I had appearances to keep up.  The last thing I wanted was anything suspicious calling attention to today’s kitchen extravaganza… 

              I grabbed a roasted chicken, hot and ready to go, then headed to the produce aisle where I picked up a bag of Spring Mix greens for a salad (I usually just chopped up my own mix of herbs and fresh greens, but didn’t have time today).  I also picked up some already chopped veggies to add to the salad (which I always thought was SO lazy, how hard is it to chop veggies)?  I picked up some feta crumbles then I grabbed some garlic rolls and pre-cut fresh pineapple and strawberries.  Finally I went to the liquor aisle and picked up a couple of decent bottles of wine and some sparkling white grape juice for the girls (they love it and then they get to drink out of wine glasses, too, and feel big).  

              When I had everything together I headed back to the dance studio and watched the girls finish up their pirouettes.  When they were changed we headed home, but it was already after five.  I got the salad mixed, reheated the chicken and toasted the garlic rolls at the same time, set the table while the girls started their homework, laid out the pineapple and strawberries and mixed up a quick vinaigrette for the salad.  Everything was ready by the time Steve walked in the door at 5.45pm, I poured the second glass of wine, handed it to him as he kissed my cheek and asked me how my day was.  

              I smiled and said it was busier than most, but that I’d had a very nice swim earlier and asked how his day had gone.  He then told me about the conference calls, the clients, new and old, and his two hours in court for divorce cases.  Then the girls joined us at the table and we were seated.  Dinner was a chorus of everyone talking about their day, plans for the next day, school and testing and etc… but I heard very little of it.  I was thinking about the kitchen floor, the countertops, the pool boy and the tingling in my warm pussy as I thought forward to Thursday, which was the day after tomorrow… I was greatly anticipating Thursday.  

              That night, after the girls cleared the table and I had put all the dishes away and joined my husband in our bedroom, I crawled next to him in bed, wearing another very sexy and very skimpy short see through nightie with a very skimpy thong.  He looked at me with slight interest.  

              “You seem different today, hon,” he said, “happier and you weren’t short with the girls at all tonight.  You also look very sexy.” 

              I was thoroughly surprised… most days he didn’t look twice at me and today, after being fucked by a complete stranger in his own house and throwing together a dinner I was both slightly ashamed of and rather impressed with (due to healthy fare and quick thinking, even if it was store bought), he actually wanted to give me the time of day.  He reached out and pulled me close into a short kiss.  I kissed him back eagerly, guiltily, as he lay his paperwork aside and cupped my left breast in his right hand, rubbing it absentmindedly while he kissed me.  He used too much tongue and it was wet, but I liked the attention.  I craved it.  

              He pushed me down gently as I reached for his semi-hard penis, hidden under layers of pajama pants and boxer briefs.  Finally I found it and started rubbing, gently at first and then faster with a bit more force.  He stiffened right up and let go of me just long enough to quickly strip off his pants.  He pulled off my tiny thong, decoration really, and rubbed my warming cunt, still tingly from vivid thoughts of earlier debauchery.  I was already wet, so he cut the foreplay (what little of it there might usually be) and went ahead and entered me.  He went faster and faster, breathing hot on my neck and kissing me intermittently.  I grabbed his muscular ass and pulled him into me, but as soon as I started bucking back and really getting into it he came inme and it was over.  He leaned down and kissed me on the forehead as he pulled himself out.  I excused myself and cleaned up in the bathroom.  When I returned his light was off and he was turned, away from my side of the bed, seemingly asleep.  I crawled in next to him, turned off my lamp and went to sleep myself… thoroughly unfulfilled.



Confession 3 – I Have No Idea What the Pool Boy’s Name Is and I Like It That Way

              I was torn away from a very nice dream as our 45 lb Boxer, Huck, jumped onto the bed.  He immediately curled up next to me and started licking my arm… it was a quarter ‘til 6 am and the smell of chlorine was still reminiscent from my dream.  I begrudgingly awoke and trod downstairs to get a start on the girls’ lunches for today.  I started the automatic coffee maker (I’d looked into Keurig, but I drank enough coffee myself, let alone sharing with Steve, that the Cuisinart that ground its own beans was perfect for us).  I let Huck out into the side yard (which was conveniently gated in an effort to restrict an area for dog poop) and got out some Colby/Jack cheese and thick cut deli honey ham, which I cut up into squares for lunchables… I threw some crackers, fruit cups and Capri suns into their thermal lunchboxes and added an ice pack apiece.  Then I set them aside next to the girls’ backpacks and started breakfast.  

              Steve grew up in a small town with a Mom that woke up early and had a full breakfast on the table every morning, so unless I’m in a rush (or overslept) we have a sit down breakfast every morning… today I cut up some fresh apples and drizzled some lemon juice over them to keep them from browning, then rinsed off some red and green grapes (hard and ripe) and put them all into a wooden bowl in the center of the table.  I set out placemats, two cups apiece, clean plates, a carafe of freshly juiced apples (and snuck in a few carrots) and a cold carafe of 1% milk, though Steve prefers Vitamin D.  I poured two cups of coffee and added some amaretto coffee creamer and Splenda, then scrambled up some eggs and shredded cheese as the coffee cooled to drinkable temps and the kids came bounding down the stairs.  

              After breakfast I braided hair, tucked in shirts, rinsed off dishes and fed them to the dishwasher, refilled coffee, handed out backpacks and lunches and kissed the girls’ goodbye.  After receiving my obligatory kiss of the forehead from my romantically challenged husband I closed the door and let my nerves go to work.  It was Thursday…  

              And it wasn’t yet 8 o’clock am… I had until noon (ish).  What was I going to do until then.  And would he really come, and when he did would he want to clean the pool first or would he just be ready to go.  Should I wait outside, naked like last time or be inside so it didn’t look like I was waiting…  I don’t want to appear too eager, but I’ve been craving this all week (okay, since Monday)… the guilty pleasure, the burning desire and the dirty feeling of being unfaithful.  Where would we even do it?  Last time was so… so unscripted, but this… this is premeditated.  That’s the word I was sure Steve would use… premeditated.  He might be able to forgive me for a chance occurrence if I was really sorry (though I’m not really sorry), but this is planned.  I am waiting for a 19 year old college boy to come over here, rip off my clothes and fuck me like I haven’t been fucked in years.  Ohmigod, I am so hot right now… I am so burning up and HOT right now… I am about to get fucked by a 19 year old well hung college kid, what the hell is wrong with me?!

              I go to the kitchen and listen to the running dishwasher.  I put the juice and milk back into the fridge and put up the placemats for later.  I hand wash the wooden bowl the fruit was in and eat the last few grapes as I drink my third cup of coffee.  The kitchen is spotless, and still, the dishwasher isn’t finished… I grab Huck and get ready for a walk, I am a bundle of nervous energy.  

              Normally at this point I’m upstairs humbly taking care of my needs, but knowing that they’ll soon be met in such a better way, I just can’t… I like this nervous waiting wanting burning feeling blistering inside of me.  

              I run upstairs and smooth the sheets on the bed, layering the duvet and quilt on top, then fluffing the pillows.  I hang up the satin robe I wear downstairs in the morning and peel off the skimpy nightie I sleep in, throwing it in the hamper with a handful of others.  I pull on some fitted yoga shorts (no panties, they just get sticky and hot) and pull on a fitted yoga top with a shelf bra for support.  I lace up some new running shoes that weigh, like, 7 ounces, and attach the leash to Huck’s pinch collar that we use anytime we go walking or jogging – it’s the only way I get to control the walk, otherwise it’s more of a chase and I am not the one in the lead.  

              We leave the house and start briskly up the street toward the trails.  The cool thing about our neighborhood is that behind all the houses there is a system of trails that go around the houses and along the large playground area and pond, it’s 2.4 miles around and usually I go around 2 or 3 times.  It’s warm out, but not yet hot.  We go around twice and Huck is panting, so we head back towards the house….  I am still a nervous wreck, obviously thinking of nothing but what’s to come this afternoon, but I think I’ve got a plan.  

              I lay some water out for Huck and look at the clock –10.45 am.  Damn it!  I pour yet another cup of coffee and unload the dishwasher, putting everything in its proper place and wishing that I had either more dishes or that time would magically speed up, just for the next hour….

              I run upstairs and make the girls’ beds, pick up their dirty laundry off the floor and toss it in their hampers.  Then I head back to my room and strip down, throwing my walking ensemble into the hamper.  I step into the shower (once more turning on all the nozzles… my husband says I hate polar bears, but I just love the way it feels)!  I wash off the outdoorsy smell of dog and sweat and condition my hair, then I step out and towel off with another one of our fluffy towels.  I comb through my long hair and braid it, slightly askew, letting it fall just past my shoulders.  I step into a sexy bikini I bought before our trip to Hawaii last summer (deciding that baring it all is just a bit much when I know he’s coming) and head downstairs to soak up some sun before he arrives.

              As it’s nearly noon and I’m nervous as fuck I crack open one of my “chick beers” and down half of it immediately.  Then I take a few more swigs and dive gracefully into the cool clear water.  I swim the length of the pool and back in one breath and get into my routine.  I do this about every day, so it’s easy to not even think about it and just swim, letting the cold water whoosh past me and calm me down.  I can’t count how many times I’ve gone back and forth and then suddenly there’s something, someone, in my way and I almost run into them and choking a little on water I surface and strong hands have me and I look up and he’s grinning, apparently happy to have caught me off guard.  

              “I thought I told you I was coming back today,” he teased me.  I blush, embarrassed, then realize, suddenly, he has no clothes on.  I mean, I did know he was coming back, I assumed, I hoped, we’d be, um, fucking, again… but he didn’t know that!  I’m married, what if I’d changed my mind?  He’s so fucking cocky!  I couldn’t believe it and yet, I was feeling that warm tingling below my naval and knew that the pool wasn’t the only reason I was feeling wet.  He rubbed up against me and I could feel my heart pounding through my chest… I hoped he couldn’t feel it or hear it, I didn’t want him to know how nervous I was, I mean, I’m the adult here, right?  I should be the one in control… 

              He kissed me, hard, for a long time, finding my tongue and tracing it with his own.  He backed me into the side of the pool, still kissing me, then he turned me around so that my back was to him… I was so not in control… 

              “You’re wearing a lot of clothes, today, Ma’am,” he admonished, tsking a bit… “it just makes all that much more work for me, you know.”  I couldn’t tell if he was being facetious or was serious.  He untied my top and pulled it off then pulled down my bottoms, not even all the way, and reached down and touched my hot cunt.  He picked me up and pushed me forward until I was bent over the side of the pool, my breasts pressed hard against the hot rough limestone lining the pool.  My nipples burned, but I could barely think about it as he jammed his already rock hard rod into my warm dripping wet pussy.  He rammed me over and over and over as I lay there, useless, chaffing on the stones.  He fucked me relentlessly and came quickly, then he rolled me over and started sucking on my super hot (from the sun warmed stones) breasts.  He sucked hard, chewing on my hard nipples as he rubbed his semi hard cockagainst my still dripping cunt.  He worked his way down and licked my clit with the ferocity of a tornado.  I wanted him in me, again.  I pushed on his head and bucked against him, he knew what I wanted but he wasn’t going to give it to me just yet.  I came with my first orgasm, but he licked me and teased me right through it.  He inserted two of his long fingers into me and warmed me up for his thick cock, I was so ready for it.  

              He sat me up on the edge of the pool and stepped onto the low bench, pulling me onto his ready dick, my breasts right in his face.  He nuzzled down and sucked them, bit them, as he fucked me hard and fast.  I pulled his face deep into my tits and relaxed into his thrusts.  I shuddered with my second orgasm and he came again soon afterfilling my cunt with his hot seed.  I collapsed on the side of the pool and he pulled himself out of the water and lay next to me panting with exertion.  

              I sauntered over to the fridge and took out another cold bottle of “chick beer,” offering a Coors to my new friend… whose name I still didn’t know, surprisingly enough, I didn’t want to know.  He took it and drank deeply.  When we came up for air he encircled my waist with his arms and pulled himself closer to me.  He licked my nipple again, just for kicks, and it responded by stiffening up a little.  He grinned with those perfect teeth and said, “next time, no clothes.”  Then he got up, checked the skimmer drain, scooped a few leaves out of the pool and refilled our floating chlorinator.  

              “My friend and I come by on Sunday mornings to do a more thorough cleaning, that’s when we vacuum.  Most families are at church and never even notice, then I check on the pools a couple of times throughout the week to scoop out leaves, check the skimmer and make sure they’re  in good shape,” he told me as he finished up.

              I sat on the edge of the pool, with a towel across me, taking occasional sips.  “Do you know your friend from school?” I asked casually.  He looked at me for a second and then said, “No, he’s in his Junior year at State, he comes home weekends to see his family and help me with this – our little business pays for his books, which his football scholarship doesn’t cover.”  

              I wondered if his friend was as good looking as he was… if he was as, um, well endowed… I played with the idea of having them both at once.  I was feeling very brave, very dirty and very very hot.  I was enjoying myself, but I didn’t want to push it.  “So you’ll be back Sunday then?” I flirted.

              “No, we’ll be back Sunday,” he smirked, “I’ll be back Tuesday after class.” And with that he picked up his net and his bucket of chlorine and left.



Confession 4 – I Like To Get Fucked In The Ass, Who Knew?

              A couple more weeks went by with bi-weekly meetings from our pool boy, who I unhappily learned was named Mike.  I absolutely enjoyed our sex, he was young, good looking, lithe and excellent at taking control.  But I couldn’t stop fantasizing about having his friend as well, at the same time… One Thursday Mike came by quickly after noon, as usual, and after a few rounds of hard rough fucking I asked him if he’d be coming by on Sunday.

              “Yeah, we usually start really early, before everyone gets home from church, but we end up working well into the afternoon, why? You having people over or something?” He asked, completely unaware of the depth of my inner slut.

              “No, I was just wondering,” I smiled up at him coyly.  He leaned down and kissed me again deeply.  We were laying on the cushioned lounge chairs next to the pool again and he started to rub my overworked cunt, again.  19 year olds are insatiable.  I loved it!  I could feel the wetness, even though we’d already fucked twice, my clit was already super sensitive and my thighs started shaking as he continued to rub me gently then more vigorously.  He flipped me over and continued to rub my clit as I was “put” into a position on all fours, like a dog… he started to rub my ass, first my cheeks, then closer and closer to my tight asshole.  I was tingly everywhere and burning for him, but I never even let my husband put it there.  I started to protest, but he shushed me and licked me, then slightly inserted a finger into my wet asshole.  It felt… really… good, surprisingly enough, but it was a finger and it was only part way in.  He rubbed my clit with his other hand and it felt so good and I was so hot and wet, I just wanted to get fucked again, hard… “Pleeaase,” I begged him, “please just fuck me again.”  

              “I’m going to fuck you, I’m going to fuck you silly, but you’re going to let me fuck your ass or I’m not going to fuck you again… ever.”  He sounded serious and totally in control.  I was so wet, but I was scared of his thick dick penetrating my tight asshole.  I had let Steve try it once, before we had the girls’, when we were younger, but it hurt and I made him stop.  “I would really rather not, Mike, you’re a lotbigger than my husband and I know it’s going to hurt.”  He laughed at me, “you’re going to love it, but you have to relax.”  I couldn’t relax, this guy wanted to stick his thick 8” cock up my ass!  I didn’t agree, but I didn’t say no either, so he kept rubbing my wanting clit and working his finger into my nearly virgin ass.  He pulled the tanning oil I keep down here out of the pocket in the corner of the lounge chair and I shivered as it dripped warm and wet all over my exposed cheeks, raised up and waiting for Mike.  He worked the makeshift lube around my hole, into my ass and all over his rock hard cock, which he then started rubbing back and forth over my burning asshole.  

              “Rub your clit,” he commanded.  I started to rub vigorously as he concentrated on working his cock slowly into my super sensitive ass.  He’d go in a fraction of an inch and then back up a bit, then gently thrust in slightly deeper.  It hurt, but it also felt really amazing, not like when Steve had thrust it in with barely any warning when we were younger.  Soon he was nearly all the way in and had a rhythm going.  I started leaning into it, wincing every once in a while and pulling away, only to be pulled by my hips deeper onto his cock and fucked in the ass harder and harder.  It didn’t hurt anymore… with my fingers on my clit it actually felt really amazing.  He thrust deeper and deeper into my tight ass and I orgasmed, but he didn’t stop, he just kept fucking me… once he pulled out, oiled me up again and went right back to it.  He drilled me until I thought I’d collapse from exhaustion, but kept telling me to rub my clit, faster, and then I inserted my finger and started rubbing my g spot again.  This time when I orgasmed, I soaked the lounge chair and shook violently… Mike came, right into my ass and then pulled out while still squirting and his warm cum coated my cheeks as I sunk down onto the lounge chair.  He slapped my ass, blew me a kiss and pulled up his shorts, then walked out the gate until next time.



Confession 5 – I Faked a Fever to Stay Home From Church So I Could Attempt a Threesome

              Sunday morning I slept in a bit longer than usual and let Steve get up, let out the dog and feed the kids.  Unlike my lavish breakfast spread, he poured some cold cereal and poured them some juice, turning on Sponge Bob in the kitchen for them.  Then he crawled back into bed.  “Are you feeling, okay, hon?” he asked me, concerned.  “You seem so tired and you’ve been so busy lately, do you think you’re coming down with something?”

              I relaxed into my fluffy pillows and said that I did have a really bad headache and that last night I’d felt warm so I took my temp and it was just a little over 100, but that wasn’t too high and I really wanted to make it to church.  “Honey, maybe we should just stay home today and take it easy,” Steve suggested (which would totally ruin any and all plans of sin I had in mind for this holy Sunday)… “Steve,” I said, in my most martyred voice, “the girls love Sunday School, and this Sunday there is a church picnic after services, they were really looking forward to it.  We need to go.”  I closed my eyes in exhaustion, for dramatic effect.  When Steve suggested I stay home and rest and he’d take the girls I smiled and said that I thought that was a great idea, “you’re fabulous, you know that?” I asked him.  He smiled, proud to be such a good father and husband and went off to get into the shower and dress for church.  

              I snuggled under the covers and touched my clit, gently rubbing, just because it felt good, in anticipation, nervousness and hope… because Mike had no idea I’d be here this morning… and I had no idea if his friend knew anything about our weekday escapades.  Steve emerged from the shower wrapped in a towel and put a hand to my forehead… you do feel warm, honey… just rest.  Do you want me to bring you anything?

              “No, thanks, love… I will go downstairs in a bit and heat up some soup.  Don’t worry about me, just have fun with the girls – I’ll do better at home without them here, anyway, you know how loud they can get.”  I smiled up at him (did he have any idea that I was an evil heinous lying cheating whore)?  Apparently not, because he leaned down and kissed my forehead before he walked away to finish getting ready.  I closed my eyes and fantasized about looming possibilities.

              As soon as I heard the front door close I made my way downstairs and poured some coffee, luckily Steve had made a large fresh pot (we’re both total caffeine addicts).  I looked out back at the pool, which looked great, actually.  It really didn’t need vacuuming or anything more than a few leaves scooped out and the skimmer checked.  Good… leaves more time for other things, I grinned to myself, evilly.

              I peeled an orange and enjoyed the “pop” of each wedge as I jammed it into my mouth whole and bit down, delighted with the explosion of juices – it reminded me of other explosions, explosions I would happily host in my mouth, hopefully soon.  Hopefully in multiples.  My pussy burned in anticipation.  I looked out the window again and noticed a very large, very strong, sweaty, muscle bound very dark black man checking the skimmer drain out back.  Mike had said his friend played football, but this guy was enormous, he must be a linebacker… Mike was built more like a quarterback.  The new guy had on baggy shorts and a tightly fitted white wife beater.  He looked like a total thug, I could totally see him pummeling guys on the field.  Mike walked by and glanced at the window, he saw me and dropped his net.  He was visibly surprised.  I looked down, I hadn’t expected them this early, I was wearing my tiny nightie and my windows were wide open… I can only imagine what anyone else would think, of course, we’d been fucking for weeks… he came towards the house, quickly glancing over his shoulder.

              I got up and opened the back door.  “What are you doing?” he asked, “aren’t you supposed to be at church?” He eyed my thin nightie, I hadn’t bothered with my robe since it was just me and I hadn’t expected them quite so early.  “I stayed home, today, I had a headache,” I grinned at him.  “I wasn’t expecting you guys quite so early, though, I only just woke up”  He looked at my mussed hair and again at my thin sexy lingerie and said, “I see that,” and grinned.  “Listen, it’s Sunday, I have Paul here with me, like I said… we can’t…” “I know,” I interjected, “it’s just that I’m so horny, I had so much fun Thursday and I just don’t think I can wait until Tuesday, I’m sorry, I didn’t want to interrupt you guys, I know you work really hard to get things done on Sundays, I just…” Mike stopped my mouth with a deep kiss and glancing back at Paul, who was attaching the vacuum, called out that he was going to go over the bill with me inside and would be right back out.

              He pushed me inside and around the corner where we were obscured from view by cabinets.  I got down on my knees and pulled his shorts down and started sucking his semi hard cock and gripping his tight well toned ass in my hands as I pulled him to me.  He pulled my head closer to him, choking me with his thick cock and I gagged a little then put my hands up to massage his balls and stroke his shaft while I licked and bobbed on the head of his dick.  He was ready.  He reached down and stroked my thin satin and lace nightie.  “Rip it,” I told him, “just rip it off, now.”  He looked unsure, but pulled hard and it came right apart, with a few more pulls he was able to tear it right off of me.  He pulled the tiny thong that matched and it, too, came apart quickly, shredded and he tossed it nonchalantly behind us.  He lay me back on the kitchen rug and got to work licking my breasts, and then working down to my burning hot cunt.  He rubbed his cock along my wet pussy and then entered me, fast and hard, I moaned in ecstasy as he set about fucking me.  Then just as we were getting going hard and fast, deep like I like it, it stopped.  Mike was thrown off of me, “What the FUCK!?” I heard as Mike yelled at Paul, “What are you doing, man?!” yelled Paul to Mike, “are you okay, Ma’am?” Paul asked me, averting his gaze from my naked frame. 

              “Paul,” I stated as matter of factly as I could in this situation… “Paul, listen… this isn’t what you think…. Mike and I have a sort of… arrangement.  I’m sorry if you thought… if you thought…”  Mike burst out, “did you think I was fucking assaulting her?  God damn it, Man, you know me!”

              Paul looked at Mike, then glanced back at me, I’d rolled over and sat up a bit, “I’m so sorry, Ma’am, I didn’t know.”  Paul continued to glance at me… “I just saw the ripped up clothes and you on top of her and she was moaning… I just didn’t know, man… I’m sorry… I had no idea.  Maybe you should tell me things like this before we go to jobs, man… like maybe hey, I’ll be a while, I’m fucking the old lady, instead of I’m going over a bill and will be right back out.  You was gone a long time, man, I had a question about the vacuum.”

              “Paul,” I said, “Paul, it’s okay… seriously.  I’m sorry we scared you.  Why don’t you sit down and have a coke and I’ll, um, get dressed… Mike, get the drinks, I’ll be right back down.”  I hurried upstairs and threw on my skimpy robe, then headed back downstairs.  Mike and Paul were obviously discussing events as I came back into the room… Paul looked up, “I’m sorry, Ma’am, again… I just didn’t know.”  

              I smiled at him, the boys were sitting at the bar at the island in the kitchen… the remains of my night clothes were laying in shreds on the marble floor… I casually picked them up and tossed them in the trash (which I’d have to remember to take out later)… “Paul, Mike tells me you play football at State, what position do you play?”  Paul looked up from his coke, “linebacker, Ma’am, I got a full scholarship pays for school and housing.”  He was getting over his fear of eye contact, I looked without breaking eye contact and said, “that’s fantastic… I like all kinds of different… positions.”  I smiled at him and grabbed a bottled water out of the fridge.  “Is linebacker your favorite position or would you prefer something else?”  He looked confused, “Ma’am?”  “Well I thought maybe you and Mike could show me a few plays… I never played football before and I have girls, so I’d like to know a little more about the game.  Especially about the tackling, could you show me how to tackle, Paul?  Mike, could you and Paul show me how to tackle?”  I looked at them as earnestly as I could manage.  Paul was obviously unsure how to proceed and Mike was not looking as into it as I’d hoped… “Come on, boys, I’d really like to be double teamed,” and I smiled at them coyly and dropped my robe.  “Oh my God,” said Paul, as he looked hungrily at my full breasts and smooth seamlessly tanned skin, which looked like toothpaste compared to Paul’s.  

              I rubbed my nipples, making them hard, “it’s a little chilly in here, isn’t it?” I grinned.  “Mike?  Paul?  Let’s do this, please?” I threw in.  “Follow me,” I said as I walked slowly up the stairs so they could watch me, taking in my full breasts and my firm tight naked ass.  I looked back down… “now, please.”  They got up and scrambled up the stairs behind me.



Confession 6 – Double Teaming?  Yes, I AM a Fan…

              They came up quickly behind me and I led them into our bedroom, sheets still rumpled from this morning.  I felt really guilty about doing it in my own bed, in my husband’s bed, but I wasn’t quite sure what else to do… Mike and I often did it outside in the lounge chairs, in the pool, on the grass, etc… but all their equipment was in the pool and it seemed strange to walk back outside, naked with two men for a threesome, when it seemed so dirty and taboo… the confines of the house, of the room, made it seem safer somehow, even if moving things into the bedroom seemed completely wrong on the other hand.

              Mike picked me up and threw me on the bed… Paul seemed surprised by his use of force, but followed suit.  Mike climbed on top of me and started kissing me and rubbing my bare breasts.  I noticed he’d gotten redressed while I’d gone upstairs before, probably made it more comfortable to talk to Paul, but now I wanted them off… of both of them.  And I wanted them all over me and inside of me, all at once, right now, I just wanted to absorb them, I was so horny.

              Mike worked his way down to lick my clit while Paul stood there unsure of what to do… “Come here, Paul,” I called to him… he came over and I took his elastic waisted gym shorts and pulled them down to reveal a very large lump in white boxer briefs… I pulled the fitted undershorts down to reveal the biggest cock I’d ever seen… I had thought Mike’s 8” cock was big, but Paul was easily as big as my favorite black dildo, and that was 10” – Paul wasn’t as thick as Mike, but he was definitely “well hung,” in a way I’d never fully understood before.  My eyes opened wide with approval and anticipation as Mike took it in himself… you could tell he’d guessed but wasn’t quite aware of what Paul was packing until now, either.  I pulled Paul closer to me as Mike continued to lick my hot pussy and I wrapped my juicy lips around Paul’s great big black cock – it was so real and warm and different than my vibrating dildo… I couldn’t wait to have it inside of me… as I licked and sucked and rubbed his cock it stiffened up to full capacity and very truly might have been bigger than my fake cock, locked tight under my bed right now… this is my fantasy come true, I thought in awe.  

              “Paul, my my, I’m not sure I can handle you,” I joked with him… “that is one huge cock,” I teased him… I licked the shaft from bottom to tip and then wrapped my lips around him again and bobbed up and down.  “Mike, come here,” and Mike pulled his shorts off and crawled up the bed towards me as I reached down and stroked his already hard 8” dick… “Paul, I’d really like to feel you inside of me,” I said to him.  Paul acquiesced as I took Mike’s cock and licked it delicately.  Paul started slowly and worked his way into me little by little… I moaned in pleasure and pain, loving every minute of it.  I couldn’t concentrate on Mike anymore, “Mike, suck my tits, please, pleeasseee, suck on my tits, you’re so good at it…” and I lay back and moaned in complete ecstasy while they worked me over.  

              Paul was pounding me while Mike sucked vigorously on my supple breasts… I had Mike’s dick in my hand and every time I thought about it I’d pump it up and down, though I was a little self absorbed, if you know what I mean… Paul pulled out and came all over my stomach so I took our super soft Egyptian cotton sheets and wiped it off without much of a thought. 

Mike crawled over to where Paul left off and started pounding my already well lubed stretched out burning cunt.  Paul came up by my head and offered me his semi limp cock to perk back up… I dutifully licked it and sucked it and pumped it back to full mast at which point I backed away from Mike, mid thrust, and climbed on top of Paul, who I pushed onto his back.  I leaned forward over him and adjusted myself on top of his throbbing cock.  I looked back at Mike, “remember what we did last Thursday?” I asked him.  He grinned, said “really?  Are you sure?” and I smiled at him and raised my ass up a little higher for him.  “Oh Hell Yeah, you are such a dirty fuck!” he cried as he took the lube I offered him and poured it all over my aching ass and oiled his own dick up as well.  

He came up from behind and rubbed his cock all over my asshole, teasing me and preparing me for his entry.  He started prodding gently as Paul filled me from the front.  Slowly he worked his way in, it was tight but I was ready and already so hot from fucking Paul.  I still hadn’t orgasmed and felt incredibly loose and immensely turned on.  Little by little Mike worked his way up my ass and I could feel the friction as Paul thrust from the front and Mike from behind.  I was such a porn star… this was crazy… they were basically holding me up with their huge dicks as they filled me up and used my body.  Mike came in my ass but I reached behind me and grabbed his ass and held him to me, begging him to not pull out just yet. Paul fucked me harder and I could feel his curved cock rub against my g spot as I had a thunderous orgasm that rocked my body to the core. 

I fell back into Mike and felt as he slid wetly out of me.  Paul fucked me through my orgasm and had another one of his own… this time he came deep inside of me.  I could feel the warmth as he filled me with his hot seed.  As he pulled out of me, finally, I could feel it running down my thigh.  It was nice.  I felt incredibly fulfilled, and after years of boring and disinterested sex, it was about time.

              Paul and Mike pulled their shorts on as I lay spent on the bed.  I gave them a stupid grin and said “thanks, boys,” as they walked toward the door.  Paul said, “It was, um, nice to meet you!” and Mike said, “see ya, Tuesday,” and winked.  I was a total mess, I was sticky and smelled like ass.  My sheets were soaked with sweat and cum.  I didn’t care, though… no one would be home for… hmmm… what time was it anyway?  I looked over at the blue glowing numbers on Steve’s alarm clock, they read 1:00… 1:00!  They’ll actually be home sooner than I thought!  I hopped up, mopped up my dripping cunt with a dryish patch of sheet, stripped everything off of our marital bed and tossed it into the hamper, then I climbed into the shower and washed all evidence of unfaithful whore of a wife out of my hair, out of my ass, out of my cunt and scrubbed Paul’s and Mike’s scent off of my skin.  

              When I was convinced that I smelled like lilac and honey and my hair was completely squeaky clean and my breath was minty fresh (yes we have toothbrushes in the shower), I stepped out of the shower and into a fluffy towel and made the bed with fresh sheets and blankets.  I promptly threw on a tee shirt and climbed under the fresh coversand fell into a deep sleep, completely unencumbered until Steve came in, kissed my forehead and asked how I was feeling an hour or so later.  “You still look flushed, honey,” he looked concerned (I was such a whore, I am a bad person and I am going to die alone), “why don’t I make dinner for me and the girls and when you feel up to it I’ll bring up some soup, does that sound good?”  I blinked, this man was going to feed me and take care of me after what I did today… I smiled and thanked him and snuggled back under the thick covers seething with guilt… and something else… the sense of being wholly fulfilled.  What the fuck have I gotten myself into?  



Confession 7 – I Just Can’t Get Enough

              “Mmmmm,” I murmured, something felt really nice… “mmmm, there,” I sleepily moaned as I instinctively started pushing into the strong fingers that were massaging my thighs and my wet warming cunt.  I blinked sleep out of my eyes, placing myself.  I glanced at the clock on Steve’s side of the bed, 1:45 AM.  The blue glow illuminated my husband’s silhouette near my knees and his muscular arm as it reached low and inside of me.  His left hand found my breasts and squeezed my nipples through the lightweight black lace nightie as his right hand continued to work over my wet pussy.  I was still a little groggy, but totally ready for him.  I reached for his already hard cock and started rubbing it, teasing him.  He leaned down and kissed me, thrusting his tongue hungry into my mouth as he continued to work me over with his hand.  His fingers found my g spot and rubbed vigorously as I arched my back in ecstasy and pulled his head tighter to me devouring his kisses.  I rocked with my first orgasm as he entered me with his hard dick and started pumping his way through my orgasm making me want more.  I bucked back, harder and harder, making him go as deep as he could.  He grabbed at my breasts and pulled my hips to him, faster and faster.  He fucked me hard, so fast that my clitoris got enough stimulation to build into a second very strong orgasm.  I shuddered against him as he kept pounding me through the orgasm until finally he came in me hot and sticky.  He fell against me, still in me as his cock convulsed with the last of the orgasm.  He lay on top of me sighing and then kissed my neck, my lips, my breast.  Finally pulling out of me and laying next to me.  “Wow,” I said… “what was that?” 

              Steve hadn’t waken me like that for years, not since we were newly married and he was just starting with the firm.  Before my belly was swollen with babies or I was up all night nursing the girls and putting them back down so Steve could get a good night sleep for work the next day.

              “I heard you moaning in your sleep,” Steve replied, “it turned me on so much I couldn’t help myself.”  He was grinning like his young self and looked 26 all over again.  I turned on my side and sidled up next to him.  “I liked it,” I smiled back, “you should do that more often.”  He looked thoughtful.  “I might just have to,” he said, “there’s something about you lately, I just can’t stop thinking of you… you exude sex in a way you haven’t for years.  I try not to bother you too much, you always seemed testy and tired, you yellat the girls over nothing sometimes and can be really short with me.  Lately though, you’re so much more relaxed, so much more accepting and so confident… you’re just sexy as hell, and that moaning in your sleep… I couldn’t stop myself if I’d wanted to.  Whatever’s going on with you, it’s working.”  He smiled at me and I felt another angry stab of guilt.  But I could see he was right… I was a different person.  Happy, sexy, confident… a better mother… a better wife.  I didn’t know if it was from guilt or just being more relaxed.  Though the guilt was stressful, I felt so alive and so excited all the time.  This was definitely a change for the better… but if Steve knew the truth would be be able to see that?  Would he ever agree that me fucking other people was a “good” thing?  I kissed him again, softer this time, snuggled into the crook of his arm and fell asleep without even bothering to clean off the sticky semen dripping down my legs.

              Tuesday morning I got up as usual and got breakfast on, I kneaded together gently the ingredients for fresh strawberry ginger scones and set them in the oven to bake while I scrambled up some eggs and soft cheese to go with them.  I poured another cup of coffee for myself and one for Steve as he came quietly up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist gently kissing my neck and ear.  I reached behind me and rubbed his cock through his slacks, feeling it firm up a bit.  He turned me around and kissed me full on the lips wrapping his arms around my waist and cupping my ass in his hands through the thin satin of my short robe.  He rubbed hungrily as the girls bounded loudly down the stairs distracting us from our moment.  He kissed me again quickly as the girls came in and shrieked “ewww!” as they sat down to breakfast.  My oldest daughter giggled, “Mommy and Daddy are kithing!” (she lost her two front teeth within the last month and was having a hard time saying “sss.”)  My youngest hugged her daddy’s legs and said “kiss me, too, Daddy!”  Steve picked her up, swung her around and gave her a big raspberry on her cheek, leaving it wet and sticky.  She squealed and laughed and wiped it off then scrambled to the table to eat her breakfast.  I pulled the scones from the oven and finished scrambling the eggs as Steve poured juice and milk for the kids and sat down with his own coffee.  I brought over the eggs and scones and we all sat down together to start our day.  It was nice.  Who was I kidding… it was perfect.  My life was absolutely perfect and I was ruining it… once again I asked myself… “what am I doing?”

              The girls and Steve kissed me goodbye, he winked at me as he closed the door, and they were off for the rest of the day.  It was Tuesday and Mike would be here after noon.  I felt more guilty than usual, but I couldn’t help feeling tingly when I thought of that.  When I thought about his youthful energy and vitality… the way he took what he wanted and gave me everything I needed in turn… God help me I wanted it all.  I wanted Steve to be as attentive as he was last night and this morning, I wanted Mike on Tuesdays and Thursdays and I wanted Paul, too… I wanted he and Mike together, fucking me hard and touching me everywhere at once, stimulating me everywhere so much that I couldn’t think straight.  

              I cleaned up breakfast and rinsed the dishes and put them into the dishwasher.  I hand scrubbed the pans I’d used for the eggs and scones and dried them before I placed them back under the cabinet.  I called Huck in from the side yard and scratched him behind his ears.  He trotted along behind me as I went upstairs and ran a hot shower, rinsing away Steve’s dried cum from all over my sticky thighs and scrubbing my soft skin until I was clean and fresh and ready for more.  I thought about my box of toys under the bed… I hadn’t had to break them out much at all lately… maybe a handful of times over the last month.  I smiled to myself, guiltily, as I wrapped myself in a fluffy towel and sprawled onto a chaise near the window.  I rubbed some lightweight lotion into the supple skin of my freshly shaved legs and then caressed my arms and shoulders, too.  I felt very silky and very sexy.  I pulled on a very short pair of cotton shorts with a drawstring waist, no panties and picked a tightly fitted tank top, no bra.  As I walked downstairs I heard the phone ring and I hurried to answer it from the cordless in the kitchen.

              “Hello?” I answered.  “Honey, it’s me,” Steve replied “are you busy?”  I glanced at the wall clock in the kitchen, it was 10.15am.  “No,” I held the phone up and leaned into it, holding it between my head and shoulder so I was hands free, “I just got out of the shower, what’s up?”  “Well I had a short break in between meetings this morning and I am having a hard time concentrating on my paperwork,” Steve started excitedly, “I thought maybe we could get away this weekend, go somewhere just you and me, what do you think?”  

I was surprised, we hadn’t gone anywhere just us for quite a while… “Do you think you could call my parents and see if they’ll get the girls after school Friday, watch them for the weekend and take them to school Monday?” he asked.  “Of course,” I said, “I can call right now… where are we going?” “I don’t really know,” Steve replied, “it only just occurred to me that we could even go this weekend… I have a light load right now, can get off a little early Friday and, after last night, I’ve been thinking about having more time alone with you, uninterrupted, it’s been way too long.”  It really had… “I agree,” I acquiesced “I’m really excited… do you need me to call, make any arrangements, come up with something to do?” He laughed… “I have a few ideas I want to work on… just call my parents and we’ll talk more when I have some solid plans, I love you, have a good day.”  I told him I loved him, too, and poured myself another cup of coffee… how strange.  All of a sudden I start cheating on my husband and I end up with the man I always wanted.  Like he inherently knew something was going on and needed to step up to the plate. 

              I wondered what he could possibly be planning… knowing Steve it was probably a trip to Vegas or maybe wine country, where we’d play golf during the day and have nice dinners and wine in the evening overlooking a vineyard.  With my head full of ideas I headed back up the girls’ rooms and took the laundry from their hampers to the laundry room, started some laundry and emptied the dryer busying myself until noon. Now I was excited and hornier than ever.

              I kept looking at the clock as the minutes drug by… finally I made my way out back and dove into the cool immaculate pool.  It never got old, the crispness of the water as it enveloped my naked form.  I could feel the chill as it crept between my thighs and bathed my most vulnerable parts.  I parted my legs and frog kicked to the shallow end and enjoyed the feel of the water rushing between my muscular thighs as they pushed together again and then apart.  My nipples were hard from the sudden contact with the cold water, too… and I was already wet with devious thoughts and ready for Mike.  It would still be a while, though, so I finished swimming and climbed onto the lounge chair to air dry.  I pulled a book out of the niche in the side of the chair, the same one that held my tanning oil that I loved so much.  I read a chapter, getting lost in the popcorn vampire novel.  I had intended to oil up after drying off, but I was so engrossed in the book I didn’t even notice that time had gone by so quickly that the gate was creaking open and Mike was walking deftly toward me with a big cocky grin and those perfect white teeth.  “You’re ready for me, I see,” he grinned as he pulled his fitted white tee shirt over his head.  “I have a surprise for you,” he said, motioning behind him.  “You had so much fun with Paul the other day… I brought a couple of my friends today.  I wouldn’t usually do this, but you seemed to really enjoy having two of us on Sunday and, well,” he looked a little embarrassed, like he was overstepping his boundaries (which he was) “some of my friends thought I was making you up. What do you think?”  

              I looked behind him and saw a very muscular mulatto boy and a white kid as bronze as a roasted almond.  Eric is a basketball player at my school and Jeff is my cousin, he graduated college last year, but he hasn’t found a job yet.  They were staring at me and I realized I was naked, waiting for Mike, and my nipples were hardening readily in anticipation, betraying my agitation at Mike’s presumptuousness.  “Mike shouldn’t have invited you here,” I said loudly, coldly, pulling my towel over me, trying, not very successfully, to cover up.  Mike looked crestfallen.  “I’m sorry,” he said, “I thought you’d like this, I thought this would be fun for you… I’d certainly think it was fun if you brought a friend one day.” He grinned at me, playful.  I couldn’t imagine telling any of my friends about this or especially inviting them along to participate… but I wasn’t a sexually amped 19 year old either.  And his friends were very good looking.  “Mike, you can’t do this, just invite people over like this… I’m not Hugh Hefner and this isn’t “the grotto” – It’s my home, where my husband and daughters live as well… you have to be more respectful.  I can’t trust everyone.  I have a family to think about.”  He looked at me earnestly, “I totally understand, maybe I didn’t think this through, but they’re totally trustworthy, I promise,” I looked at him, “you mean like you?”  “Absolutely,” he said.  “Mike, if you’re so trustworthy, why did you tell anyone?  And then bring them here to my home?”

              He quickly defended himself, “I didn’t say who you were, I was just excited and I didn’t tell everyone, just a few friends, I would never implicate you.”  “You just did,” I said, glancing at his friends, clearly uncomfortable.   “However, I’ve been waiting for you all morning and don’t feel like waiting all the way until Thursday….” I smiled at him coyly.  Besides, after Paul I found I really enjoyed having the extra attention.  Three might be a bit excessive, but I was at least a little interested in how this was going to unfold.  “So how do you propose to do this, Mike? You guys just want to line up or what?” He blushed red and his friends looked embarrassed.  “I’m kidding… why don’t you guys come over here.  Would you like a drink?”  His friend, Eric, nodded and said “Yes, Ma’am, thank you,” and Jeff said “yeah, thanks.”  “Mike,” I called, “show them the fridge and bring me a hard lemonade.”  

              He did as I asked and they came back with beers, my lemonade and Eric had a coke.  I set my book aside and set the oil on the table next to my chair.  “Would one of you be good enough to oil my back?  I didn’t get a chance to earlier.”  I lay flat on my stomach and let them choose who would get to rub oil all over my flawless back and tight ass and thighs.  Jeff grabbed the bottle, I swear he could be an extra on Baywatch, and started to pour it onto my back.  It was warm from the sun and felt good.  He rubbed it in and massaged my shoulders and back, slowly working his way down to my ass, which was starting to ache in yearning for what was to come.  He lingered on the sides near my breasts but worked diligently on my back and finally was touching my hips and my firm ass.  He separated the cheeks making sure I was well oiled.Using his thumbs, he worked up from where my ass met my thigh and slowly got closer and closer to my tight asshole, rubbing it lightly.  “Mmmm,” I murmered, “that’s nice, right there,” as he continued to rub slowly and firm.  

              “He might need some help, guys, my arms and legs could use some oil and you still haven’t gotten my other side.”  Mike grinned and Eric looked happy to have something to do.  Mike poured some oil into his hands and gave the bottle to Eric.  Mike went to work rubbing my limp arms and Eric started on my feet working his way up to my calves and finally the inside of my thighs, parting my legs as he worked.  Jeff was rubbing my ass, my asshole, working his way down to the softer places in between my legs.  They picked me up and flipped me over pouring on more oil and rubbing it all over me, all over my legs, my thighs, my chest, rubbing into my breasts and my nipples, pulling them slightly, rubbing my stomach and my warm aching cunt, slowly and firm, six hands kneading my sinful flesh.  

              Eric, who was by my legs, had opened them wide started to lick my clitoris slowly, holding my hairless lips apart with his fingers.  Mike was rubbing my breasts and when I looked at Jeff, he had taken down his pants and was rubbing himself, ready for my wanting and soaking wet pussy.  He nudged Eric out of the way and I pushed myself up and back onto the lounge chair as he straddled me then entered me.  He wasn’t as big as Mike, but he wasn’t small either… he was a very thick 6 maybe 7 inches and ready to go.  He fucked me faster and faster, like he hadn’t been fucked in months.  He rammed his cock in my burning pussy as Mike sucked hard on my nipples.  Eric came up by my chest and took over the other one so I had a man on each breast and another one fucking my cunt.  Harder and harder and I pushed their heads harder onto my breasts wanting it rough.  They sucked and bit lightly as I came with my first orgasm.  Jeff squirted into me and I could feel him shudder with an orgasm of his own.  Mike stood up and nudged him aside, changing places Mike shoved his rock hard cock into me and pumped away with more energy and enthusiasm than I’d seen, I wasn’t sure if he was showing off for me or for his friends and I didn’t care… I loved it.  I loved the attention, I loved the energy, I loved the raw fucking and the repetition of dickin my already cum soaked cunt.  

              I grabbed Eric’s hard cock and started to rub it, then pulled it closer and into my mouth.  His was larger than Mike’s, but skinner and not as big as Paul’s.  I couldn’t take it all into my mouth, so I pumped his shaft with my fist as I toyed with the head of his wet and ready dick while Mike continued to pummel me and Jeff sucked hard on my breast.  Mike came quickly, spilling his seed inside of me and down my sticky thighs.  I turned over wanting more and Mike spanked me hard on my ass then started rubbing my cheeks hard.  He told Eric to climb under me, but warned them that my ass was his and his alone.  I lowered myself onto Eric’s ready cock and Mike teased my ass with his semi hard spent dick.  He poured more of my tanning oil over my cheeks and rubbed it in with his pulsing member, I could feel him stiffening right back up as he poked me gently and then more demanding until he was all the way up my ass.  

              I moaned loudly and allowed Jeff to hold me up rubbing my breasts as he kissed me deep and shoved his tongue deep into my mouth.  He tasted like Coors and I wanted more.  I massaged his tongue with mine as I gasped with pleasure.  I could feel Mike’s cock and Eric’s in me, pushing me and rocking me.  I could feel their dicks filling me up and rubbing against that thin wall separating my ass and my cunt.  I was stuffed but still had room for more.  I opened my mouth and guided Jeff’s huge cock into my mouth.  It was hard to concentrate with all the dick, but I toyed with him and gave him some attention.  I flicked my tongue back and forth over the head of his thick penis and felt it tense with pleasure.  I licked the shaft, what of it I could reach, while Mike and Eric continued to pump my holes with their cocks below.  I held on to Jeff’s cock and bounced a little trying to help them out, I couldn’t get enough… I wanted more, more, more and there was nowhere else to go.  

              “Suck on my tits,” I demanded, and Jeff immediately leaned in and sucked with all the power of a Hoover.  “Both of them,” I complained, and he reached for the other while he sucked my left tit.  Pinching one nipple and nibbling another, sucking hard intermittently, I moaned in pleasure, screamed “Harder!” and exploded with the most fantastic orgasm of my life… “Don’t Stop!” I yelled, pushing into Mike and pulling Eric’s hips deeper into me.  Jeff sucked hard and they rode me through until Mike exploded into me as well and pulled out as I continued to ride Eric when he spit his seed deep into my womb.  I pulled Jeff off my breasts and kissed him deeply.  He put his tongue back into my mouth, tracing my teeth and my massaging my tongue, hungry still for more.  

              I was exhausted and super sensitive, but I let him crawl on top of me and enter my ravaged cum filled cunt.  He pumped slowly at first, letting me build back up to enjoy him… it wasn’t long before I felt tingly all over again, regardless of the major fucking I had just received.  Mike and Eric jumped into the pool to wash off and Jeff just kept pumping.  He took his thumb and started rubbing on my super sensitive clit, slowly in circles.  My swollen nipples were sensitive and even the breeze against them turned me on.  I bucked back against him and he pushed ever so gently on my clit as he rubbed in circles until I came again for a third time, leaking cum and making it even more lubricated and slick for Jeff,even more pleasurable, I pulled his muscular ass closer to me and limited his pumping but devoured his cock into me while I savored this hearty orgasm.  He started to cum and he pulled out and sprayed his cum all over my stomach and my breasts.  Then he offered me his cock and I licked off the few drops that were left and tasted my own coppery juices.



Confession 8: I Really Don’t Know My Husband At All

              I finished packing, though confused, and hoped I had everything we’d need.  Steve had told me we’d be going somewhere “tropical beachy,” and that we’d need “sundresses for me and polo shirts for him for dinners,” but he didn’t mention swim suits.  I threw them in anyway, of course… I didn’t want to spend all my time on a golf course when there was a beach nearby, or even a pool.  I like golf well enough, but I really play it for Steve… I enjoy a good book and a quiet beach as well as anything.  And hopefully we’d be spending a lot of time in our room, if you know what I mean.

              Our flight left at noon and I still wasn’t sure where it would be going… Steve wouldn’t tell me much of anything!  I went ahead and left our suitcases by the front door and waited for Steve to show up from work.  He’d gone in early to attend a couple of meetings and finish up some paperwork.

              The phone started to ring and startled me.  I picked up the receiver in the kitchen.  It was Steve.  “Honey, I’ve called a cab, they’ll be there in a few minutes and then come by here to get me and take us to the airport.  Are we all packed?” He asked.  “I packed our big carry ons that we took to Hawaii… I wasn’t sure what all we’d need since you’ve been so elusive, but I packed some nice dinner clothes and some shorts and swim suits, some sun block and our toiletries… anything else?” I really was clueless.  “No that should be good, we won’t need much,” he replied, maintaining his secretiveness.  “You know, I’m going to figure out where we’re going when we hit the airport.” I told him.  “You will,” he agreed, “but you won’t know where we’re going when we get there or what we’ll be doing.”  I could hear him grinning through the phone… he was getting a big kick out of this.  “Alright then,” I gave up, “I’ll see you in a bit you big dork… I love you and I’m really excited to see what you’ve come up with.”  He told me he loved me too and we hung up.  I grabbed a cherry coke zerofrom the fridge and my phone and charger from the counter and glanced out the window just in time to see the cab turning into the circular driveway.  This was it!

              Maybe we were going to a spa, I thought as I relaxed in the back of the black comfortable minivan with leather bucket seats the cab company had sent, enjoying not having to drive.  Or to that new golf resort in Florida they’d been talking about a few months ago.  I really had no idea, Steve wasn’t usually the type to surprise me – everything was usually well thought out and, honestly, I usually did most of the planning.  We slowed as we pulled into Steve’s downtown office. I pulled out my phone and dialed his cell to let him know we’d arrived… as it started to ring he walked out of the building and to the car and I pressed end, surprised again that he was ready and waiting to go.  He was as excited about this trip as any we’d been on before, it seemed.  Where were we going?

              Steve got into the van and kissed me quickly, “to the airport,” Steve told the driver as he closed the door and the car pulled away.  “We’ve got a big weekend planned,” he grinned.  It was infectious.  I couldn’t help but return his grin, why he wouldn’t just tell me was beyond me, but it was so cute and he was being funny and I was just really enjoying this side of him, I hadn’t seen it in years.

              When we got to the airport he directed the cabbie to the correct gate and we got out of the car.  The driver got out and handed us our luggage from the back.  Steve tipped him and we went to check in.  Since all we brought were carry ons we went straight through baggage check and without much hassle were on our way to the gate.  They tossed our sunscreen, however, since it was over the 3 ounces they allow on carry ons.  “Don’t worry, it’s not a big deal,” Steve said, “we’ll pick some more up from one of the airport shops or from the resort.”  I looked at him, eyebrows raised, “resort?” I said, indicating that he’d given something away.  He grinned and left it at that.

              Sure enough there were a lot of shops in the airport and we were able to pick up more sunblock, some tanning oil and after sun soother withlidocaine(just in case we burned).  I had an excellent base tan so I wasn’t too worried, but you never know how sun is in different parts of the worldso I like to be prepared.  Plus, Steve had a great farmers tan from golfing, but his chest was as pasty as his ass and if we were swimming at all he’d have to be careful… his feet, too.  Last time he didn’t think about them, he fell asleep in the sun and could hardly walk for the next two days!

              We were early, as you have to be these days, so instead of going straight to the terminal we stopped at the airport Fridays and ordered a couple of appetizers and some drinks… I got a daiquiri and Steve ordered a Coors Light.  His came in a frosty cold mug and mine looked smooth and delicious, I was SO ready for tropical beaches.  After a few drinks (it was a long wait) we made our way to the correct terminal to await the plane to… “Mexico?  We’re going to Mexico? Did you remember the passports? They’re locked up in the study in our lockbox!”  Steve grinned at me again and replied “they’re in my pocket, right here, with our tickets and with my wallet… trust me, we’re good to go.  I’m totally capable of planning a vacation, even last minute.”  I relaxed and grinned back, “I’m sorry!  I’m just used to planning them and, well, having more control over the situations.” Steve looked at me, still grinning, “I know,” he said, matter of fact, “and all that is about to change.”  I can only imagine the look on my face about then.  What in the world did he have planned?  And who was this stranger and what had he done with my overworked, self involved, boring husband?



Confession 9 – I am a Dirty Whore and Now My Husband Knows It

              We arrived at the resort by shuttle and it was breathtaking… all white mission style Spanish architecture, tile roofs, terra cotta tile floors, not shiny, but smooth and natural.  The place was inundated with tropical plants, flowering shrubs and palms.  All of the rooms had balconies overlooking lush gardens or (I couldn’t wait) the ocean.  I couldn’t wait to see our room.  We pulled our suitcases behind us as an attendant showed us the way to our room.  We wound through the mini rain forest they’d created in the courtyard and around a couple of sets of buildings.  I saw the ocean peek a boo through the buildings as we strolled through a walkway and turned to walk out onto the sandy beach and ended at our private patio, just steps from the cool clear turquoise ocean with a gentle surf.  Our patio had it’s own hot tub and bistro set.  French doors opened into our room, which had more of the terra cotta floors, a very soft looking bed with a large white down comforter and lots of fluffy pillows.  The bathroom was also large with a glassed walk in shower, more of the natural tile and a granite sink with a large mirror.  There were two plush Spa robes hanging in the closet area, a couple of soft large white towels designated for the beach and a bunch of rolled bath towels.  An array of soaps, shampoos, conditioners, etc. were situated nicely in a basket on the countertop.  Steve tipped the attendant and thanked him for showing us to our room.  He turned to me, “ready to explore,” he asked, “or would you like to unpack first?”

              We changed into our suits so we could walk the grounds.  I put on a new two piece I’d bought this summer at a little boutique in a trendy part of town – it cost a leg, but the deep blue halter top made my boobs look amazing (not that they needed much help) and the cut was very flattering.  I swung a sheer black sarong around my waist and pulled on my black strappy wedges.  They weren’t as comfy as my Simple flip flops, but they made my legs look great and they matched my suit.  All in all, I looked very sexy.  My hair tumbled over my left shoulder loosely clipped so it would stay out of my face.  We sprayed some sunblock on quickly and went to survey our surroundings.  It was a very nice resort… I hadn’t heard of it.  “Oceana Libre,” it sounded beautiful and natural and… “are those people naked!?”  I asked Steve.  He grinned… there it was again, this new grin of his, “why yes they are, didn’t I mention that?  This resort is clothing optional… would you like to join them?”

              I looked at him sure that he wasn’t joking, though it sounded like it all the same.  I choked a little… “wha… you mean… you knew that when you booked this?”  He nodded at me.  “I wasn’t sure you’d come otherwise, I have other surprises, but this was the big one… I thought it sounded like fun.  Our room is actually on a more conservative side, that half over there (he pointed) is totally nude.  Listen, we can stay on the conservative side the whole time if you want, though people can still go topless here, if they want to, but that side (he nodded back at the nude side) is supposed to be really fun.  Don’t you want to give it a chance?”  I thought about it.  A bunch of random naked people?  I was certainly curious. “I’m game,” I said – “let’s go.”

              We made our way across the beach.  Steve untied the strap of my suit and I pulled it over my head.  I walked topless as we checked out our surroundings.  There were sunbathers talking, reading, relaxing and a bunch of people floating in the calm water.   There were some trees and a lot of palapas.  Several servers were carrying trays of drinks to people on the beach.  There was a large pool with a deck around it, raised higher off the sandy beach overlooking the gorgeous ocean views.  There was nothing for miles out there, save some resort boats and parasailers.  It was truly stunning.  The pool was clean and the water looked incredibly inviting.  I lay my top on a nearby lounge chair, untied my sarong and inched out of my bottoms.  Steve did the same and we stepped into the pool.  The water was perfect, not too warm and not cold… just cool enough to take the heat out of your skin.  Refreshing.  

              We walked through the water to the swim up bar and ordered some cocktails… I preferred the tasty drinks with umbrellas and got a pina colada swirled with strawberry daiquiri, Steve ordered a Tom Collins.  As we waited for the bartender to make our drinks the couple next to us introduced themselves.  “Hi,” a voluptuous brunette with doe brown eyes and huge tits smiled at us.  Her teeth were nearly perfect if not for the tiniest gap between the front two, “I’m Sandy and this is my beau Harrison.”  I smiled back at her easily… this being naked thing wasn’t so weird when everyone was naked with you.  Harrison was a strapping black man with perfect abs and a blinding smile.  I told her our names and where we were from.  Sandy was from Kansas and had on a straw cowboy kind of hat, much like one I had at home and hadn’t thought to bring.  “How long are y’all here?” she asked.  “We leave Monday morning,” I told her, “just here for a long weekend, what about you guys?” She informed us that they’d be there until Sunday, but had arrived 5 days ago.  “We always try to stay as long as we can,” she stated, “reality’s a bitch!”  We all laughed.  

              Our drinks arrived and we moved away from the bar area so other people could order.  Sandy and Harrison joined us for a while at a table in the pool (how cool is that) and we continued to talk about the resort.  They’d been here several times, whereas it was Steve’s and my first trip.  I was really glad we met this couple, they were a few years older than us, mid-thirties.  Harrison, a recently divorced veterinarian in Overland Park and Sandy, a single mom of two, had met when one morning she turned on the car to take the kids to school and heard an awful noise.  She turned the car off, popped the hood and found their cat bloody and hurt… Harrison had been at the clinic already when she came rushing in with this damaged cat and two hysterical kids.  He had his secretary call the kids elementary school and calmed them down, offering the kids glass bottles of coke and turning on Sponge Bob while taking Sandra back just long enough to discuss what he was going to do with the cat.  A couple of hours later Harrison came out smiling and saved the day.  The cat would be fine, but needed to stay immobile for the rest of the day.

              “He sent us on our way, hugely relieved,” Sandra smiled at him, “then we got some ice cream and ordered a cookie bouquet for the Vet clinic and Dr. Harrison.  The next day when we picked up Crookshanks (the kids are HUGE Harry Potter fans) I got a card for the clinic with his personal cell number on back… in case of emergencies he’d said as he winked at me.”  Sandra looked at Harrison, “I called him that night and asked him out.  The rest is history in the making.”  

              We talked a little longer and asked a lot of questions about the resort.  “A lot of swingers come here,” said Sandra, “but this resort is really for anyone and everyone… it’s a place where you can be free to be yourself and if you want to explore your sexual boundaries, you can without pressure.  If you want to try something with someone (and they’re willing) then you do, but if you are uncomfortable just say stop.”  I looked around.  There were some older people and a group of cute young women, probably in their twenties.  There were some nice looking single men sitting back and checking out the pool, and another guy, skinny and old, watching everyone like a creepy vulture.  I wrinkled my nose and turned back to find Harrison looking at my chest.  He glanced up, winked, and took a sip of his drink.  Steve had his hand on my upper thigh and moved his hand closer to my inner thigh, rubbing slowly.  Harrison was lightly stroking the side of Sandy’s breast where his hand lingered.  His arm was behind her resting on the wall of the pool.  It was all casual and very sensual.  I looked at a group of people in the nearby whirlpool and there were women on laps and hands on breasts and a couple in the corner were making out like mad… the guy was in between her legs and she was perched on the edge of the pool with her fingers tangled in his hair.  This place was crazy!

              Steve was talking to Sandra about some of what was going on, “how crazy does this place get?”  Sandra and Harrison looked at each other… “it’s not like you walk around and see people fucking all day, though you see it occasionally, but at night there’s a hot tub in the courtyard here on the nude side.  You want to be there late, around midnight.  You don’t want to miss it, that is, if you’re really curious.  But you can’t just gawk, you either have to join in or leave.”  My eyes were wide open, “are people actually having sex?  IN the hot tub?” I asked.  Sandra smiled.  “Are you going?” I asked them.  Harrison smiled, “we usually do,” he said, “do you virgins want to come with us?” I could feel my cunt start to tingle again and was sure my nipples were hard.  I could feel warmth in my cheeks and knew I was blushing.  This was a dream come true for me, but what would Steve think?  And would he even allow me to be a little wild… would he want to be a little wild?He spoke up, “I don’t know… we’ll talk about it,” he said, non committal like.  Harrison was openly rubbing Sandra’s breast carelessly.  Steve’s hand crept closer to my wet pussy and I covered it with my own hand guiding him closer still until his fingers were just brushing me.

              An older guy, about 40, but with a thick head of hair and shiny blue eyes walked past us towards the bar.  He winked at Sandra, who grinned back and asked what time it was.  The man wasn’t wearing a watch.  He came over and squeezed her boobs, shaking them gently, and said about 5:30, then walked away.  I looked at her confused and she smiled… “if you ask someone what time it is they get to feel your boobs” she replied.  She looked at Harrison, “I’m hungry, what time are our reservations?” she asked.  “7:30 at Abuelitas,” he replied “do you guys want to join us?” he asked.  He explained that while the resort had a nice buffet, there were a couple of on site restaurants that required reservations.  The food was generally really good, all made to order with special treats, like homemade enchiladas, with a special sauce you could only get here and fresh made guacamole that was done at your table.  “We already made reservations earlier, so we should be able to just call and change it from two to four, if you want to come, too” he looked at me when he spoke though Steve said, “that sounds good, want to go?” and he looked at me.  I thought it sounded great so we all went back to our separate rooms and Sandra said they’d meet us at our room at 7:15 to help us find it since we were new to the grounds. 

              As we walked naked back to our room with the warm sand between our toes, Steve asked me what I thought.  I glanced at the gorgeous beach with my shoes dangling from my fingers and my suit and wrap draped over my arm.  A light breeze lifted my hair and felt good on my bare tanned breasts.  “I like it,” I said… “it’s very laid back.  What do you think?” he grinned at me, “I was hoping you’d say that, I think it’s great.  Do you want to try out the hot tub later on?” He looked at me with an expression of… was that hope?  I told him I was certainly interested in checking it out.  And he grinned and said, “it’s a date.”  Then he asked me if I thought Harrison and Sandra were swingers.  “I saw Harrison looking at you, but I’m sure I checked out Sandra, too, I mean she was right across from me and her tits were all over the place… maybe you just can’t help looking… what do you think?”  I laughed.  “Are you asking because you want to fuck Sandra?” I smiled at him keeping it light.  “Actually,” he said without blinking, “I wouldn’t mind watching you fuck Harrison.”  I flinched, surprised.  “Don’t you think he’s hot?” Steve asked hurriedly,“I mean, I saw you looking at him, too, particularly when we were getting out of the pool.  He’s got a nice… package, a bigger one than I have to give anyway.” He walked to the bathroom and turned on some hot water for a shower.  I came in behind him and started soaping up his back.  “And you wouldn’t mind that?” I asked, just to be clear, “you wouldn’t mind me fucking someone else?”  He shrugged, “I don’t know,” he said… “I guess there’s only one way to find out.  But we’re only here for a few days, I think we should make the most of it.  Do what feels good and try something different.”  I rubbed his tight ass, my hands soapy and slick and reached through his thighs to his balls, soaping him up everywhere.  He turned around, “my turn,” he said.

              The shower had a lightly scented hair/body wash already in the shower along with all the nice shampoos and conditioners in the basket by the sink.  He filled his hand with some and poured it over my right breast.  It was cold compared to the hot shower and he rubbed it in.  My nipples were hard and the friction was lovely torture.  “Do the other one, too” I murmured.  He rubbed my other breast and then bent down to his knees and kissed me where I was most tingly, and sopping wet.  He grasped my ass and pulled me closer as he tongue probed deeper.  I soon shuddered with a nice orgasm.  “What would you think about Harrison rubbing your breasts while I did that?” he asked me as I rubbed his cock ready to reciprocate.  My cunt was already achy, but when he said that I felt a drop in my gut and felt tingly all over again thinking about those strong dark hands on my supple tanned tits.  I wondered if he knew about the pool and Mike… I thought about Paul and that thick black cock pumping me, I thought about the satisfaction of being pleasured by multiple partners.  I looked up at Steve as I placed his cock in my mouth and smiled… yes, I’d be quite pleased with Harrison rubbing my breasts, or anywhere else for that matter.  The hot tub was sounding more and more interesting.

              Steve stepped out and dried off, handing me some of the conditioner from the basket as I rinsed the rest of the shampoo off of my body and out of my hair.  I slathered most of the contents of the little bottle into my hair and shaved my legs again quickly while it set in.  I rinsed off, pulled a brush through my tangles and braided my hair off to the side.  I quickly applied some light makeup (grateful I brought waterproof mascara) and slipped into a snug black miniskirt and a fitted black cotton tank, cut low, with my favorite jade necklace.  I slipped on a pair of strappy black heels and admired my pedicured toes.  Steve was lounging on the bed watching me.  He smelled great and was wearing a pair of khaki cargo shorts and a fitted polo shirt, light blue, that brought out his eyes.  He really was very handsome.  Yet I couldn’t stop thinking about Harrison.  

              We stepped out to our patio and were seated at the little bistro set when Sandra and Harrison walked up.  “This is nice,” Sandra said as they walked barefoot through the sand to our patio.   “I would love to have my own hot tub,” Sandra said, “though I’d probably end up with half the resort in it,” she laughed.  “I thought that was what the courtyard was for at midnight,” I laughed, grinning back.  “Right you are, “replied Sandra, “are you ready?  Abuelitas is SO yummy and I am SO hungry,” she grinned, looking at Steve.

              We wove our way back through the garden and Harrison pointed out the path to the courtyard hot tub, though it would be on the other side of the resort.  We went past another series of pools, smaller than the main one we saw on the beach with the bar.  There was a bar/grill under a large thatch roofed hut with a deck for eating and a few palapas to sit under.  There was a waterslide running into a small pool surrounded by greenery and a waterfall in one corner with a little grotto.  “There’s a hot tub back in there, too,” mentioned Sandra, “it can be a really nice escape.  Even though it’s not on the fun side,” She grinned at us.

              As we made our way to dinner we passed the main buffet.   It was a giant open aired hut with a thatched roof, like a gigantic palapa.  There was a bar on one end, a soda and iced tea station and a lot of fresh fruit and a salad bar.  There was a pasta station, a taco bar and a hot line with vegetable medleys, French fries, chicken fingers and more.  None of it looked as good as fresh guac, though… I love avocados and fresh limes, besides, a margarita sounded pretty damn good right now.  Maybe a few of them – I couldn’t stop thinking about the hot tub later, what it would be like and how frisky I’d be able to get with Steve watching.  The thought made me just as nervous as the prospect of having sex around other people.  Though that afternoon at the pool wasn’t as weird as I thought it would be… maybe this wouldn’t be either… maybe it would just be fun.

              We made our way onto a terra cotta tiled patio with a slew of bistro sets and umbrellas boasting several Mexican beers, Corona, Dos Equis and Del Sol, their bright umbrellas contrasted nicely.  There was an open archway into one of the pretty adobe main buildings and I could hear the trickling of water.  The short arched walkway led quickly into a wide open space with a large fountain in the middle.  There were nice tables and chairs set up all around it, dark heavy wood and the tables had a Mexican tile inlay, all of them different mosaics of flowers or stars, one had guitars and mariachis.  They were beautiful and the fountain added a nice ambiance.  There were a lot of flowering plants and tropical ivies in here, too.  We were seated quickly and we all ordered margaritas while our server returned and mixed up some fresh guac with lime juice and hot homemade tortillas and light crispy chips.  Who needed dinner, this was fantastic.  Since we knew we’d eat a ton of guacamole, Steve and I decided to split the house specialty that Sandra and Harrison had told us about earlier, the homemade enchiladas.  There were shredded beef, shredded chicken or pulled pork and they had either a rich spicy con carne sauce (secret recipe) or a white cheese sauce with a tomatillo verde salsa drizzled over the top.  They both looked excellent and we decided to try the original con carne sauce now and come back another night for the verde enchiladas.  

              After two large margaritas and a ton of some of the best Mexican food ever we each ordered a margarita to go and made our way around the rest of the grounds.  There was an onsite spa that looked fantastic.  We went in to look around and Sandra showed me the sauna and steam room, the large spa hot tub (which was scented with something floral and very relaxing).  We went to the front desk and looked at all the services.  Steve came over and said, “not to ruin the surprise, but I’ve already scheduled us massages and body scrubs on the beach tomorrow late morning.”  I gave him a quick kiss and a smile and agreed that a beach massage sounded fantastic.

              It was nearly eleven by now, we’d sat and chatted in the restaurant for several hours.  We stopped by the bar and each ordered another drink then walked over to the hot tub.  It would be an hour or so until it got really wild, but it wasn’t too early to relax and see what was going on.  We stopped by Sandra’s room and watched as they stripped down and grabbed their towels.  Harrison wound the towel about his waist, but Sandra had a short little wrap she threw on and a pair of sandals.  They followed us to our room then while we did the same.  I exchanged my strappy black heels for my Simple flip flops and pulled my sheer sarong around my naked hips, leaving my breasts exposed.  Clothing optional was working for me.  I watched Harrison, and even Sandra, admire my evenly tanned breasts as they bounced on the way out the door.  

              We made our way to the hot tub and it was already pretty busy.  There were about 10 people there already, drinks in hand.  There were no servers out here, however, so Steve took orders and ran back to the bar to refresh all of ours while we settled in.  When he returned we were all submerged in bubbling hot chlorinated goodness.  I was feeling pretty hot and bubbly myself.  Steve sank down next to me and I immediately settled my hand on his thigh and slid it (what I considered to be) inconspicuously toward his flaccid cock.  He was visibly surprised but looked pleased.  He leaned over and kissed me deeply, wrapping his arm around my back and squeezing my breast.  

              We parted and took in our surroundings.  There were several other couples, a group of three (two males and a woman), and an old lurky guy.  Harrison noticed me watching him and inched over to me.   Putting his hand on my thigh and leaning close he whispered “Sandy and I call him “the Creepster,” he smiled.  “He is creepy!” I concurred.  He settled back, still close to me and left his hand on my thigh… low, though, nearer my knee, not terribly imposing.  I leaned over to Steve and whispered… “are you sure you’re okay with us exploring a new realm with new people?”  He grinned and said “I just want you happy, if something feels good to you, do it.”  I kissed him, then covered Harrison’s hand with my own and moved it a little higher.  He took the hint and moved closer, massaging my inner thigh with his fingers, but taking it slow.  Sandra was across the way talking to the threesome, they looked like they knew each other pretty well.   She turned around and asked Harrison a question.  He whispered in my ear that he’d be right back and walked over to Sandra, putting his arm around her waist and settling his hand on her nicely rounded ass.  Sandra wasn’t as toned as I was, but she was undoubtedly beautiful.  Her large breasts probably earned her a full D cup and her ass was grabbably full.  Her nipples were dark and large, like two plump targets.  He leaned in and said something to her then she glanced back at us smiling.  I could feel my face flush with embarrassment, but I also wondered when Harrison was coming back.  I didn’t have to wonder long.

              The hot tub was larger than most, I’d guess it could fit twenty people comfortably… more if people were stacked (which I guessed happened after a while).  A couple at the end were visibly having sex while another man (I guessed it was the woman’s husband) watched.  I guess it should have shocked me, but in this place… I guess it was kind of expected.  A couple of girls got in, part of the group I’d seen earlier in the pool.  They were cute, in their 20s, I guessed.  One of them was a blonde with shorter hair cut in a cute bob.  Her friend was a red head and her hair was shoulder length and curly, though it was pulled up now.  They eased in a few feet from Steve and said “hi.”  Steve smiled at them and asked them how long they’d been here.  They had just come yesterday, they said and continued to make small talk.  I watched Harrison make his way back across the hot tub and settle back down next to me.  “Where were we,” he smiled as he settled his hand back on my thigh, higher this time.  

              “Did you ask Sandra if it was okay to touch me?” I asked him.  “No,” he said, “I told her I thought it was okay with you and she said to make it fun, just ask Steve first.  You guys haven’t done this before right?”  “Done what?” I asked, “you mean swap partners?”  “That,” he acquiesced “or just play with other people.  Do you like girls?”  That took me by surprise… “do I like girls?” I repeated, “um, I’ve never been with a girl!  I mean, in college I would be at parties where girls would kiss occasionally, but it was only to turn on their boyfriends.  No, I’ve never really thought about girls!” I laughed.  He smiled at me and glanced over towards Steve, who was still talking to the girls.  “Steve and I just talked and decided we could do whatever we thought would be… fun,” I told Harrison.  “So you wouldn’t mind if those girls just jumped up on his cock and started riding, right here?  Right now?” he asked me.  I thought about it and said, “maybe, but not if I were already occupied, then I might encourage him,” I grinned at Harrison who immediately took both of my breasts in his hands and started squeezing and rubbing.  

              My nipples were already hard and tingling and I could feel the dull ache and tingling in my pussy, too.  Harrison was standing in front of me, and parted my legs to get closer, then he leaned down and kissed me, deep and with tongue.  My head was spinning and I didn’t know if it was from all the drinks or this whole crazy situation and I didn’t care.  I kissed him back and sucked hard on his lower lip.  His huge hard black cock brushed against my inner thigh and my pussy ached even more, but he wasn’t ready to just fuck me yet.  I looked over and saw that Steve was watching us.  I was concerned he’d change his mind until he winked at me and turned back to the girls who were giggling and touching him like we were at a typical sorority party.

              Harrison dropped down to his knees and put my right breast into his mouth and started sucking gently and licking my nipple.  He held on to my tit and squeezed it while he flicked my nipple more and more vigorously with his tongue.  It was an amazing sensation, and much more stimulating than just sucking on a boob.  My left tit felt neglected, so I reached up and rubbed it, too, murmuring.  I looked over at Sandra, but she wasn’t even facing us.  I closed my eyes and savored the tit play.  I put my hands on his head and rubbed so he’d know I liked it.  He stood back up and lifted me up and onto the side of the hot tub and then he parted my legs and dropped to his knees again, this time on the bench.  I felt completely exposed, naked and wet on the side of the hot tub while Harrison licked my wet pussy.  I wasn’t alone, at least one other person was on the side getting fucked, but I still felt pretty conspicuous.  Steve must have noticed because he came over and sat next to me, kissed me and then rubbed my breasts while Harrison continued to lick me.  I moaned with pleasure.  “Yesssss, I encouraged them both, yesssss, like that,” I murmured. 

“Oh God!” I gasped,wishing somebody would fuck me now.  Steve pulled me down so I was laying on the side of the hot tub with my throbbing cunt opened up to Harrison.  Harrison reached over to his towel and picked up a small bottle of lube that he’d concealed and carried out here earlier.  He poured some directly onto my hot pussy and it felt cool and amazing.  Then he took some and rubbed it onto his own hard cock and used the thick head to rub it into my cunt.  He slid himself over my hairless lips and towards the crack of my ass, which was also throbbing by now.  He guided just the head of his penis into my wanting cunt and then pulled out again, teasing me.  He did this four or five times as Steve sucked and licked my tits, which, in essence, kept me down.  I couldn’t easily watch Harrison fuck me, see Sandra or anyone else, I fondled whichever breast wasn’t being teased and sucked by Steve and enjoyed Harrison’s taunting until I couldn’t stand it anymore.  

I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him closer to me.  He stuck his long hard dick all the way into me then as I gasped with pleasure and a little pain (the good kind).  He started fucking me, slowly at first, then harder, holding onto my ass so I wouldn’t slide back and forth on the tile and concrete and get hurt.  Steve was hard, too, I could tell when he leaned over me to suck on my other tit.  I touched his cock and rubbed gently, still absorbed in my own pleasure.  

              Harrison took my legs and pushed them up to get a better angle and better penetration.  Deeper and deeper he seemed to go as I pushed back wanting more.  “Faster,” I cried out, and Harrison picked up speed, Steve, too.  I was being pleasured by two men as people all around us watched our own amateur porn live.  That, in itself, was a major turn on.  Harrison reached down with his thumb and started to touch my clit in a soft circular motion.  I was glad he’d brought the lube, his fingers were slick on my clit and it felt amazing as he slid effortlessly deep into my cunt, harder and faster, like I liked it.  He pulled out and orgasmed all over my stomach, but I still hadn’t gotten off, so I pushed Steve down there to finish the job.  Harrison came up and rubbed on my breasts while Steve jammed his already hard (yet substantially smaller) dick into my already well fucked pussy and started pumping away.  “Rub my clit,” I called to him as Harrison said, “taste yourself,” and offered me his softening cock.  As I licked my tangy juices off of his dick it firmed up a little.  He pinched my nipples simultaneously for a few seconds and I contracted in a very satisfying orgasm while Steve exploded into me.  His seed spilled slowly from in between my thighs, but Harrison was already hard again.  I got to my knees on the bench of the hot tub offering him my place on the side and went to work on him with my mouth.  

The girls next to us who Steve had been talking to were watching appreciatively, but I didn’t have time to really think about them or anyone else who might have been watching.  I licked and bobbed up and down on the head of his thick cock.  Steve relaxed next to me and I briefly noticed the girls talking to him again.  Harrison held the back of my head pulling me further onto his cock, which made me gag a little, but I tried my best.  Usually I felt I gave great head, but it’s harder with a cock as big as Harrison’s.  I put my hand on his shaft, jerking him off as I suckled and licked the head, until finally he came right in my mouth.  I swallowed it as fast as I could and licked the few drops that remained.  He sank back down into the water on the bench and pulled me onto his lap then closed his eyes, relaxing.  He had one hand on my thigh and the other around my waist just under my breast.  “This is what I like,” he said, “a good fuck and tits in my face,” he smiled.  I had to agree… tropical paradise and amazing sex with my husband’s consent.  It wasn’t half bad.In fact, it was pretty fucking amazing.



Confession 10 – My Husband is a Bigger Freak Than I Gave Him Credit For

              It was very late (or very early) as we walked back to our room, taking the longer way so we could walk along the sandy beach listening to the small waves washing ashore.  There was a full moon above glowing brightly as it’s reflection painted the water below.  We walked barefoot in the white sand and shook our feet off when we got to our room.  Though it was late and we were both exhausted we were too excited to sleep right away so we ran a hot shower and climbed in together.  Steve lathered up my hair for me (my favorite) and kissed my neck.  “I’ve never been so turned on,” he said, “seeing all those people watching you.”  I laughed, “they were watching everyone when they weren’t participating themselves, I mean, it was kind of a free for all,” I replied smiling.  “I know what you mean,” he replied, “but you looked better than all of them, I mean no one cared about watching the old lady in the corner with her husband, but you, you’re amazing and hot and you’re with a guy who probably played college football, they were definitely all looking at you.”  Steve lathered my shoulders and my breasts while I rinsed the shampoo out of my hair and then started to clean the rest of me, the dirtier parts of me, as I conditioned my thick hair.

              He kissed my naval and worked his way down.  “Honey,” I said, “this is amazing and I’m having so much fun, but… can we take a short break, please?  I’m pretty sure I’m a little bruised and I need some time to, well, recover.” I grinned at him, then kissed him as I grabbed his half hard cock and gently stroked.  I went to my knees as the hot clean water streamed over us and licked slowly at first then faster and more vigorously.  I played with his balls with one hand and used the other on his shaft.  He groaned with pleasure as I licked faster and sucked him deeper.  It was only a few minutes before he came in my mouth.  I swallowed it all down and washed off his slick cock in the running water.  I stood back up and gave my hair a final rinse then Steve and I stepped out of the shower and wrapped up in cozy hotel towels.  We fell naked into bed and curled together under the crisp white sheets, asleep almost as soon as our heads hit the pillow.

              The next morning we woke relatively early, still used to our day to day schedules.  It was not yet 9am and we decided to check out breakfast.  I was totally famished.  We made our way to the main dining room, an open air hut with a thatched roof and smooth terra cotta tiles with white wicker chairs with plush cushions and white wooden tables with tile inlay.  Unlike the mosaics in “Abuelitas,” these were heavily glazed jewel tones, some were deep blue, others emerald green or dark ruby red or rich yellow.  They were very pretty and they all had fresh cut flowers in the middle.  There was fresh pineapple, mango, kiwi, strawberries, grapes, whole bananas and apples, an omelet bar, cereals, bacon and sausages, several Belgian waffle makers with your choices of syrups, jams, whipped creams and more.  There was a coffee bar with different flavored coffees and creamers.  Steve and I fixed our plates and as he got a glass of orange juice for each of us I fixed our coffee’s the way we like them (lots of cream and sweetener).  We sat down at a blue table with exotic smelling white flowers that I didn’t recognize.  I looked around at this gorgeous place, still amazed that we were even here.

              I mean, I still couldn’t believe what happened last night with my husband and he seemed totally fine with all of it.  “Steve,” I asked him as I took a delicious bite of fresh pineapple, “how are you feeling after last night?  Are you still okay with all of this?”  He smiled and said “absolutely, that was so hot and I was so turned on by you… wait, are you okay with it today?  Do you have any regrets?”  “No,” I said, “I’m totally fine with it, I don’t even feel like it’s cheating, I mean, you’re here… but also, it’s just sex and for me sex is, well, kind of like a carnal need.  It is totally separate from my love for you as my husband.  It’s not like when we make love… sometimes we just fuck and that’s what it was last night, fucking.  It’s not romantic and there’s no real emotional connection, it’s animalistic.  But it’s something I feel like I’ve needed for a long time.”  I watched his reaction, which seemed sad.  

“I know I haven’t been giving you enough of what you need in that sense,” Steve took a sip of coffee and said slowly, “it’s another reason I planned a trip like this.  It’s for us, to be sure, I enjoyed the hell out of myself last night, but also… well, you’ve been absolutely amazing lately.  You’re in a great mood most of the time, you’re obviously happier than you have been in years…” he paused. 

“I got the feeling you were cheating on me,” (I’m pretty sure every drop of color drained from my face) “and whether you have or not, I don’t need to know,” he said, “I just want you to know that I love you and I’m happy.  If we need to make, err, concessions in our sexual relationship to keep this marriage happy and functional, well, I’m for it.  I don’t want anything to go on behind my back though and I don’t want anything emotional outside of us.  But, you can have all the raw sex you want as long as you tell me about it later.  You could even show me later,” he grinned a little and looked up at me.  

              I composed myself and said “Steve the last thing I want to do is hurt you.  I love you, too, and our family is everything to me.  I’m so happy, you are such a great husband and provider.  You’re a wonderful father.  I have everything I ever wanted… especially now.”  I smiled at him, too.  Relief washed over me, months of guilt washed away.  “This could totally work,” Steve said.  “I always kind of thought swingers were crazy, the whole idea goes against everything we were raised to believe, but sex is fun and in this environment, it just doesn’t feel wrong.  We’re all consenting adults.” 

“Speaking of consenting adults,” I grinned at him, “how consenting were those horny minors last night,” I winked.  “Those girls are in their last year of college, one of them is getting an early masters in accounting and the other one is going to teach elementary school,” he laughed, “it went great, they’re totally into me, and you, too, actually, they were enthralled with your antics in the hot tub last night.  I’ve always known school teachers were a bit wild, but accountants?  That one threw me for a loop!  She’s the wilder of the two, while you were fucking Harrison she came over and said I looked left out and gave me a hand job right there while her friend, the teacher, rubbed her thigh.  I think they’d definitely be down for some action.  What do you think about girls?” he asked, taking a bite of his ham, cheese and mushroom omelet, his eyes wide and questioning.  I really didn’t know what I thought.  

“Is that something that would turn you on?” I asked him, “to see me with girls?  Or do you just want several girls at a time?”  He laughed again, “this is a weird fucking conversation, isn’t it,” I smiled back, “kinda,” I agreed.  “I’m up for whatever,” Steve replied.  “I’m not interested in being with a guy in any sense, but if you want to be with a girl, I’m down for that, if you want to be with two guys, I’m up for that, too, and yeah, I think it would be awesome to see you with several girls, it’s refreshing to feel attractive to other people after being married for so long and off the market.  This is the first time I feel like a man again, in just that sense, I mean, I don’t want to offend you, I love being a husband and a Dad and a lawyer, but they’re all defining things… just being a man, in a sexual sense… it’s freeing.” “I know exactly what you mean,” I acquiesced. That sexual freedom was exactly what I’d felt these last few months with Mike.

              We finished breakfast.  It was incredible to be able to talk openly and freely about our sex life, our desires and our needs.  A little weird, because this was new territory for both of us, but it wasn’t as weird as I thought it would be.  This place was so laid back and it just felt like you could be yourself and not worry about being judged.  I mean, honestly, worst case scenario was that you might possibly see someone you knew, but if you did, they were here, too, so how bad could it be?  I mean you run into each other in town and look knowingly at each other, but you can’t rat each other out because then people would know you were here….  

              Steve and I decided to go snorkeling that morning and we’d heard the grill by the pool was excellent so we planned on hanging out at the pool afterwards and just playing the day by ear.  We rode with about 12 other guests on a glass bottomed boat about 15 minutes away to a pretty reef area.  We’d all picked out snorkel equipment back at the little dive hut at the resort and were ready to go.  I had my bikini on for this one, though, I wasn’t interested in any of my bits and pieces being nibbled by anything not human.  There were several people on the boat who looked about our age, but most of them were a little older and one couple was probably in their sixties (if Steve and I are still wild and crazy nudist swinger resort goers at sixty I’ll be a happy woman).  We all got out of the boat and swam around the large bay area looking for “stuff.”  I saw some starfish and a couple of lobsters right away and after a while I saw an eel and a lot of colorful little fish.  I was looking for turtles because I’d seen some in Hawaii several years before, but Steve told me I probably wouldn’t see any of those around here.  It was fine, the water was perfectly clear and cool without being cold.  There was a lot of stuff to see, various corals and sea grass as well as all the “creatures.”  We all snorkeled around for about an hour and then most of us were ready to go back.  We all loaded back into the boat and told each other what all we’d seen.  One girl swore she saw a little shark.  I was glad it wasn’t me who’d seen it!  I would have been too scared to stay in the water wondering where it’s mother was!  (I’ve seen Jaws – and all the sequels – way too many times to count, honestly it’s amazing I can even swim in open water.  As a child the deep end of our pool scared me if I was alone in the water too long). 

              We exited the boat back at the resort and said goodbye to our new acquaintances.  Most of them headed to the nude beach straight away.  Steve and I made our way to the spa cabana nearby to check in for our body scrub and massages.  We were about 20 minutes early, but they were able to go ahead and get us started.  We stripped out of our wet swim suits and hung them outside to dry then made ourselves comfortable on the massage beds as we looked out over the tranquil waters. 

The treatment started with a relaxing therapeutic massage with sweet almond oil scented lightly with vanilla.  My masseur was strong and handsome, he reminded me of Eric Estrada from CHiPs (which was my favorite TV show when I was a kid, I used to watch the reruns with my mom in the summer when I wasn’t in school).  Steve had a woman with long thickly braided hair that hung down to her waist.  She was stout and looked strong as well.  We closed our eyes and let them get to work.  I let myself totally relax under his strong thumbs as he kneaded and rubbed out tense shoulders and my lower back.  He even rubbed my butt, which felt strangely fantastic though not wholly sexual.  He was completely professional and thorough.  After the massage he brought out a small tub of an invigorating body scrub with lavender and mint scented sugar crystals.  The sugar scrub felt wonderful and rejuvenating as he rubbed it into my skin.  When we were finished they led us to showers and gave us pool towels. 

“That was wonderful!” I admitted to Steve, “One of the best massages ever, especially with the mint scrub at the end, what a way to revitalize after being ready to fall asleep from the massage!”  Steve was scrubbing his arms, “I totally agree, I’m energized and ready to go.  You want to head over to the beach?”  I did, so we toweled off and grabbed our gear and headed for the main pool and the bar.

              There were couples lounging on floats in the shallow sandy swimming area and most of the lounge chairs in the shade were taken, but Steve found what may have been the last palapa near the ocean and dusted the sand off of the chairs, then pulled the foamy mattresses from some other chairs in the sun and brought them over (they were squishy and warm and super comfy).  He ran off towards the bar to get us drinks.  I stripped of my bikini and sprayed myself with a very low SPF oil and rubbed it in, I noticed a couple of nice looking older men watching, so I lingered on my chest and paid special attention to my butt. Then I grinned at them and got comfortable. 

I saw the college girls walkby and they waved at me in acknowledgment.  I smiled and waved back as they made their way over.  We made some small talk and I told them about snorkeling.  They’d never been and decided to try it out maybe the next morning.  Steve came back with our drinks and asked the girls if they wanted anything (we were having mimosas since it still seemed early to us, though, by then it was probably close to one o’clock).  They actually had drinks already in these really cool insulated sports bottles from the resort (they were $20 in the gift shop, which is outrageous, but you better believe I bought one for me and another for Steve that afternoon, they held about 3x as much as the little cups they gave us at the bar).

              We chatted with them for a while.  I noticed Steve glancing back and forth at their breasts as he managed occasional eye contact.  They told me they were from Oklahoma, Steve had already heard all this last night, and had a long weekend and decided to take a quick trip.  Both of them had boyfriends at home, though neither had brought them with them.  They’d told them they were going on a girls’ trip.  

The MC spoke up and announced they were going to start playing some games and giving away bottles of tequila.  We all decided that sounded like fun, mostly just to watch (at least Steve and I were not interested in participating) and made our way toward the main, non-nude, pool to watch the competition. The college girls and I pulled on bikini bottoms and Steve his trunks and we made our way up the lush tropical path to the main patio and pool area. 

There were actually benches and tables built into the large pool with palapas over them.  They were taken, but one just had a few people so the girls and Steve and I asked to squeeze in with them.  There were two older guys, probably in their mid forties, and their wives.  One of the guys said, “yeah, but I gotta feel all your breasts, is that okay?” he grinned.  He wasn’t bad looking.  I said, “I don’t care, feel away,” and offered my perky set of Cs up first.  He squeezed with delight, then his friend said, “me, too!” and I leaned over so he could give me a squeeze as well.  “Nice,” he commented, “thanks,” I said, as the college girls let them feel theirs, too.  Steve feigned disappointment, “what, you don’t want to feel my boobs?” he asked, joking.  The guys wife said “come on over here, you’ve got something I could feel.”  Steve hopped off the built in pool bench, the water came up just up to his chest standing, and made his way over to the pretty woman who reached down, cupped his balls through his suit and said, “nice and tight, please join us.”  We all laughed and Steve came back to sit by me as the first contest got under way.

              The MC was asking for volunteers for a wet t shirt contest.Several girls got up to volunteer as the MC handed them a basic thin white tee.  “Come on now, let’s make this competition fair!  I have a bottle of El Jimador white tequila for the winner, come on ladies!  YOU,” he pointed at one of the college girls, though which one we couldn’t be certain, “come up here,” they looked at each other, “both of you, come on up,” they laughed and shook their heads, but he was pretty adamant and they didn’t want to look like bad sports so they made their way to the deck.  He singled out some other ladies and a couple more went up on their own as his assistant handed out more tees.  

Steve nudged me, “go on up,” he grinned.  “Thanks, but I’m good, I already know I have an amazing rack,” I winked at him.  He threw his arm around my waist and squeezed my left breast, “you do have an amazing rack,” he agreed.  “And,” I reminded him, “I just bought two handles of Cuervo Blanco last week for Henry’s birthday.” (Henry was Steve’s brother who was turning 40 next month and we were having margaritas and catering fajitas and Mexican food from a local restaurant).  Though after Abuelitas I wasn’t sure it would ever taste as good as it had here.

              We looked up on stage and a very large man in his forties (and a speed-o) got up and joined the ladies.  A lot of people laughed, others booed, but it was pretty funny.  He also got a shirt.  The MC handed out water guns to people in the pool and others made their way nearer to get one and participate.  “On your mark, get set, SQUIRT,” shouted the MC as a group of 20 people started squirting the dozen girls on deck (and the guy)”  The MC had a cup and would fill it up from the pool and throw it at their chest.  He refrained from further wetting the guys shirt, however, but the guy was the funniest.  He was rubbing his nipples and really getting into it.  A lot of people were squirting him for shits and giggles.  After a few minutes everyone was pretty drenched, either from water guns or multiple cups of water being poured on them, and the voting commenced.  The MC stood behind each one in turn as the audience applauded.  We applauded loudest for our collegiate friends.  One of them, the red head with shoulder length curls, got a lot of applause and it was easy to see why, her full round breasts were probably 36 Ds and she was milky white and gorgeous.  Her nipples were hard you could see the outline of her areola through the wet shirt.  The MC dismissed all but three contestants.  The cute blonde came back to our table to our applause for being a good sport and the three left waited to see who would win.  It was clearly a tie between the fat funny guy and the red head, although the third contestant, a dark headed woman with dark large nipples clearly visible through her wet shirt was thoroughly stunning.  Our friend and the fat man both ended up winning a bottle of tequila to much applause and laughter, everyone received much more applause and the red head, whose name turned out to be Melody, made her way back to us.  (I had leaned over to ask Steve their names when they went up to the contest, the blonde was Alyssa).  

              Melody (who preferred Mel) put her bottle of tequila on the table and went with Alyssa to get their cups refilled.  I’d moved on from mimosas to something delicious they called “sunset.”  It had Malibu and orange juice and I don’t know what else, but it was delicious.  Mel brought another one back for me and Alyssa and handed Steve a Negro Modelo beer as we laughed about the competition, I congratulated Mel again and watched as the next competition began.  This one was a best abs competition for the men.  The college girls told Steve he should go, but my middle aged hub couldn’t compare to the athletic looking younger guys who were walking up to the deck.  It turned out two of them were firefighters from Miami and with them there, there really wasn’t much of a competition for anyone else.  A few showed up to make it “fair,” but the winner was one of the firefighters, beautiful dark skin with short hair and brown eyes (not to mention a rock hard six pack).  He, too, won a bottle of tequila.  (I hoped he’d show up in the hot tub later).  

              We were all getting along really well, the couples we’d ended up sitting by were loud and funny.  They were from New Jersey and sounded like Tony Soprano.  I don’t think any of us were interested in them sexually, but it was fun to talk to people (completely naked) and have it not be weird.  I spotted Harrison and Sandra over by the grill, but figured we were pretty easy to spot if they wanted to hang out.  I enjoyed talking to them (among other things), but didn’t feel the need to “claim them.”  There were a lot of interesting people here and Steve and I were having a great time getting to know all of them.  We even made up a game we let the college girls in on called “Where Is The Creepster.”  Today he was up in the whirlpool, which was raised up higher than the pool and built into the large pool deck.  He had a drink and was perched in the corner overlooking the pool and beach.  He really found the best spot with the best view.  I guess we all have our own fetishes.  

              Steve and I ended up having dinner in the main dining room that night.  We’d made reservations at Abuelitas for the following night.  We ended up at a large round table with heavily glazed emerald green tiles with rough edges.  Mexican tiles were so pretty I wanted to go home and redo my entire kitchen with them.  But my own granite countertops were really nice and expensive and I doubted Steve would want me to rip them out to put down Mexican tile and grout – the granite cleaned up so easily.  I dismissed the thought and waved to Harrison and Sandra who decided to join us.  We sat down our few belongings we’d carried down with us, my phone, our new insulated cups with Oceana Libre printed on them, Sandra’s small beach bag and our sunglasses then headed to the buffet.  They had a pasta bar, more fresh fruit and a carving station with pork tenderloin next to a fajita buffet.  The fajitas looked good, but after Abuelitas last night and reservations for it again tomorrow, I stuck with pasta – I had the chef toss some angel hair pasta with herbs, halved cherry tomatoes, alfredo sauce and grilled chicken then made my way back to the table.  

              We all started talking about our day.  Harrison and Sandra had taken a tour to the city this morning and done a little shopping.  We told them about snorkeling and they agreed it was a nice trip, having gone before.  Half way through dinner Mel and Alyssa came in with the firefighters we’d seen earlier at the pool and they all joined us.  We introduced them to Harrison and Sandra and we all chatted and enjoyed the rest of our dinner.  I noticed Sandra looking appreciatively at the handsome well built men.  We were all getting along well, so after dinner we decided to get a few more drinks and Steve and I invited everyone back to our room to enjoy our private hot tub.  Everyone agreed that sounded like a great idea, so we made our way back through the tropical courtyard and to our patio.

              Once there we started up the hot tub and we took off our sandals and strappy heels, most of the guys had on flip flops, there were small lightweight sundresses and shorts and tanks littered all over our tiny patio as we eased into the hot tub that was really designed for 6 people at most.  One of the firefighters, the dark one with the stunning eyes (his name turned out to be Brock) pulled Alyssa onto his lap while the other one put his hand on my thigh.  Mel climbed in last and, finding a shortage of seating, climbed onto Steve’s lap, much to his delight.   Harrison was perched on the step into the hot tub with Sandra in front of him on the lower step.  The hot tub had jet settings for low, medium and high, so we were able to have it on but still hear each other talk.  

The fireman to my right moved his hand back and forth on my right thigh then put his arm around me, pulled me closer and moved his hand inward, rubbing nonchalantly as I felt my nipples harden.  I looked over at Steve and saw Mel’s arm relaxing on his shoulder with her fingers tousling his cropped hair.  Her own curly hair was piled back off her shoulders out of the water.  Harrison and Sandra were talking to Alyssa and the cute fireman as Sandra felt his well muscled bicep.  The one next to me was getting dangerously close to my naked pussy.  It was relaxed for now, but I was really hoping it would turn into one gigantic fuck fest before all was said and done.  

We’d been drinking all day, all of us, and we all had drinks in hand or perched on the side of the hot tub nearby.  Steve had bought some coke from a guy on the beach earlier in the day and without wanting to offend anyone mentioned he had it and was going to set up some lines for anyone who wanted to join him.  Everyone but the firefighters took a bump – they were worried about being tested at work.  My teeth felt numb, but I felt dangerous and excited and super awake.  I was so excited and so ready to get fucked, hopefully repeatedly and hopefully with multiple partners at once… I was completely embracing my inner slut.

With my heart racing and my cunt burning I pulled myself over the side of the hot tub.  There was a nice ledge and I leaned back onto it and looked directly at the firefighter who was rubbing me earlier and asked, “who’d like to fuck me first?”  I was surprised when, although the firefighter started to move, Alyssa said “me!” and came over to bury her face in my wet cunt.  I could see Steve’s eyes widen in appreciation as he stroked Mel’s voluminous breast and Sandy reached over and started to caress my own bared breast, pulling slowly on my tight nipple.  “Mmmm,” I murmured, “more!” I moaned.  Harrison came over and offered me his hard black dick as he squeezed and rubbed my other breast.  I sucked hungrily and thrust gently towards Alyssa who was fingering my G spot with curved fingers and licking my clitoris quickly with practiced technique.  I could feel my orgasm building as Alyssa rubbed vigorously and only pulled back when I gushed all over her hand.  She reached up and rubbed it into my nipple as Harrison went around and took over.

“Nice, Alyssa, you got her wet and ready,” and he shoved his ready rock hard cock into my already slick cunt fucking me hard and fast as everyone watched, rubbing each other in various places.  The firefighter Alyssa was sitting on was rubbing Mel’s breasts and I noticed she was stroking Steve, but I was so absorbed in my own dramatic fuck that I could barely pause to watch.  I didn’t even think about lube I was so wet with juices and my own cum.  Not to mention Alyssa’s saliva.  God, that, too, was hot… I just got my pussy eaten by a hot college chick… that had never even happened in college at any of the many frat parties I went to, no matter how many jell-o shots we took.  Harrison fucked me harder and harder and pulled out and offered me his black cock which I quickly put into my mouth and tongued until he came.  I swallowed quickly while the fireman took his place in turn.  I was getting gang banged just like I wanted and showing Steve what a good little slut I could be.  He didn’t seem surprised or upset, just totally turned on, like me, and happy to please (and apparently be pleased by Mel). 

The firefighter named Brock (I had no idea what the other one was named) climbed onto me next and started fucking away.  I was still slick and well lubed.  Alyssa was rubbing my clit as Sandy continued to stroke my breasts.  Harrison was behind her now rubbing her ass and fingering her own wet cunt.  Alyssa leaned down, “do you like it in the ass?” she asked me.  I was totally embarrassed, I played totally dumb.  “I don’t know… do you?” I replied.  She assured me that she totally did and I should really try it.  So Brock turned me over and Alyssa licked her fingers and started rubbing my tight hole while Brock rubbed his own cock and played with my ass hole.  Steve was totally watching this now.  Mel was still playing with him but slowed down while Brock slowly entered my tight ass to much applause and encouragement.  It felt incredible… I orgasmed almost right away but Alyssa kept rubbing my clit and it wasn’t long before Brock pulled out and shot his load over the side of the hot tub.  Mel had finished stroking Steve, and I’d missed what happened.  He was rubbing himself and said, “is it my turn yet,” to which I smiled and said “of course.”

My husband who had watched me just be ravaged by a whole host of practical strangers came up behind me and slowly worked his hard cock into my not-as-tight ass and started pumping ferociously.  He fucked me harder and harder and Alyssa continued to rub my clit which was starting to throb.  I felt raw and it hurt, but it still felt so good and so raunchy that I was loving every minute of it.  I screamed in pleasure and exhaustion as my husband popped his nut up my ass and slapped me, hard on my ass cheek, as he pulled out.  I’m pretty sure he left a handprint, but I liked it.  I felt “branded.”  I felt “owned,” and I sure as hell felt used in every way.  Especially when everyone finally left and Mel kissed Steve full on the lips as he stroked her breast again making plans for the next day.  A tinge of jealousy washed over me, strange after all that had transpired.  Steve winked at me and walked off to the shower as I fell limp and exhausted and completely raw, naked, into bed.  



Confession 11:  I Am a Dirty Slut and My Husband Loves It!

              The next morning I woke up to Steve’s hard cock pressing gently against my ass.  We were in bed, I was still dirty from last night’s debauchery and Steve was ready for more.  Having passed out completely last night I felt awake and strangely turned on already – it was like I just couldn’t possibly get enough.  I was growing more and more aware of what a cock slut I really was, and more than that I really enjoyed Alyssa’s attention, too.   Obviously I just wanted it any way I could get it.  Steve was quickly (and surprisingly well) coming to terms with that, too – as he rubbed his dick up and down my ass crack he told me how hot it was watching me get fucked sideways last night while Mel stroked him in the hot tub.  “I can’t believe you took all that dick,” he murmured… “Harrison is HUGE and you just couldn’t get enough.”  He nuzzled my back and started pushing harder against me, finding my glistening pussy and pushing his way in harder and faster.  “You’re insatiable,” he grinned, “how come I never knew what a sex driven whore you were?”  

              I am sure I blushed with embarrassment, but I put my hand over his and wrapped his arm around me so he could fondle my bare breast.  “I can’t help it,” I complained, “I have needs and they need to be met.”  He fucked me harder and deeper, “am I helping meet those needs now?” he asked as he thrust deeper and faster into my still raw cunt.  “You are, you really are,” I cried back as I pushed my ass against his stomach and allowed him to get closer… I pushed him back onto the bed and climbed on, reverse cowgirl, and bounced quickly up and down, faster and faster as he held my hips and helped me go even deeper, pushing against me, into me. I rubbed my clitoris faster and faster as my breasts bounced freely.  As I looked up I noticed our door was ajar and our cries had attracted a couple of onlookers, but I didn’t care, I enjoyed the attention.  Even more turned on I tensed with my first (but surely not my last) orgasm of the day and rode my way through it as Steve came within me.  My body tensed against his dick sucking his cumlike I needed every last drop as the contractions of my morning orgasm finally relaxed and I climbed off of him and scampered off to rinse away the multitude of dried and fresh cum from between my well worked thighs.  It was Sunday, our last day, and I was going to make the most of it…

              Steve tossed on a pair of khaki cargo shorts and I covered up with a sheer wrap and a g string I only packed to wear with a sexy cocktail dress I figured I’d be wearing to dinner one night (little did I know).  I was so glad we weren’t in some stuffy golf resort surrounded by pretentious people talking about what schools their kids went to or whatever great achievement they’d just accomplished.  Being here was liberating and freeing and I felt incredible.  Steve had given me the most incredible gift bringing me here, allowing me to embrace my inner slut and somehow not only accepting me but thriving on my sinful extraordinarily lustful slutty ways.  He seemed to enjoy my naughtiness as much as I did and even indulged himself.  Yet, he seemed to take the most pleasure out of watching me get fucked.  I wondered why that was, but I wasn’t going to chance asking just yet.  I didn’t want him to feel self-conscious.  I took another bump of coke, since it was just sitting there, determined to start the day out right (after last night I was dragging a bit).  Steve joined me rather than leave it out.  It wasn’t something we did often, but it sure made vacation more fun.

              We enjoyed our breakfast, made to order omelets, mimosas and fresh fruits, then quickly went to the nude pool.  I peeled off the few articles of clothing I’d “covered” up with and stepped into the crisp cool pool feeling the water creep into my most tender and used places.  It felt divine.  My nipples immediately hardened against the cool contact with the water and as Steve slipped down behind me I felt completely at peace… yet I wanted to make the most of my last day.

              We finished the mimosa we’d brought with us from breakfast and made our way to the pool bar to get them refreshed.  I opted for another “sunset” which had a higher alcohol content – I wanted a good buzz and a good fuck before lunch.  We ran into the older couple we’d seen the day before at the wet tee shirt contest. I let “Tony” grab my breasts again as we made our way to the whirlpool (no sign of the Creepster yet).  The whirlpool was fantastic… the water was cool like the pool, but there were some fantastic jets.  The water whipped right by my breasts causing a nice tingle against my nipple.  Steve felt for the jets and inconspicuously positioned me in front of one so the jet stream hit my clitoris.  It was better than a vibrator.  He caressed my breasts as I reached down and inserted my finger in my cunt and finger fucked myself while the jets rapidly massaged my clit.  It was a quick orgasm, but a nice one.  I came as Steve kissed me deep from behind.  No one was even paying attention to us.  

              We relaxed and made small talk with a couple of couples who came and went then decided to go down to the beach.  The nude beach was busier during the day and I wanted to walk around, absorb some sun and be naked and free as much as I could before leaving the next day.

              We found a couple of lounge chairs with floats near the water.  I wanted to be full in the sun instead of in the shade for right now.  Steve went to refresh our drinks and grab a snack.  There was a gorgeous dark skinned man nearby I’d seen alone several times.  He was older than me, maybe in his forties, but he looked amazing.  “Did you come out here by yourself?” I asked him.  He smiled and looked glad to engage in conversation.  “Yes, I did,” he replied, he talked fast, but I couldn’t tell where he was from… America somewhere.  “I am on vacation for two weeks, I came here for one week.”  I wondered why he came alone, “Oh,” I said, “do you come often?”  He said it was his first time but that he really liked it and would probably come again.  

              I pulled out my oil and rubbed it on my legs.  I reached conspicuously around, still chatting with Mr. Tall, Dark and Handsome and reached desperately for my back.  “Here,” he smiled, coming over to my lounge chair and generously offering to help.  He poured my so much loved oil into his palms and rubbed the oil slowly and sensuously into my sore muscles.  “Would you like me to do your whole back?” he asked.  “I’d like you to rub everywhere,” I smiled and winked back.  He smiled and straddled my thighs on his knees as I lay on my stomach so he could easily work on my back.  He worked his way down slowly and when he got to my ass he poured a ton of oil directly onto my skin and started rubbing it in sloppily and wetly.  His black cock brushed against me and I could feel him stiffening.  His cock was long, dark and large and as he worked on my back and on my ass it tap tap tapped on my thighs, like a gentle knock asking to come in.  I reached behind me and rubbed that long cock as he focused on my tight ass, rubbing deeper and harder.  He rubbed my burning cunt, right there in the open and no one said anything.  A few people noticed and looked away, others just looked.  “Let’s go into the water,” he suggested.  Rubbing was probably fine, but flat out fucking in broad daylight on the beach was “discouraged.”

              We grabbed the large float on our lounge chair and made our way into the water.  I lay on my back and he pushed us out farther into the water continuing to rub my aching clit as he fingered my ass with his thumb.  He leaned down and sucked on my nipple.  We weren’t too far out, he could still touch, but we were far enough out that we weren’t as obvious as we were in the lounge chair.  He sucked hungrily on my breast as I wondered where Steve was.  He fingered my wet pussy and wanted more, now.  I wanted to be fucked, this was so much teasing.  There was a small peninsula that jetted out on the side of the beach.  It looked like rock but as we made our way over I noticed a secluded sandy bar on the other side where a couple of people were sunbathing.  One couple was spooning and rubbing each other.  We got closer and lay the mat down with me on top of it.  The dark stranger pinned my shoulders and entered me before I could have a second thought.  He pounded me fast and furious as I pulled him closer and deeper into me, hanging on for the ride.  The other couple watched with interest as he fucked me faster, like a machine.  I gasped with pleasure. 

After he came deep within me he lay by me and kissed me with tongue, tracing my teeth and sucking on my own tongue.  He rubbed my breasts and fondled my clitoris, though I still hadn’t orgasmed.  As I got close he’d stop and focus on my breasts again.  Before long he was hard again and ready for more, he pushed my legs up high, near my head this time, and fucked me hard and fast again.  I could feel my orgasm building and fondled my own clitoris as he held my legs up and filled every inch of my cunt with his thick long black cock.  My ass was tingling and felt a little neglected, though I couldn’t imagine having someone this large in my tiny hole.  A burst of magic exploded from my clitoris and I came wetly lubing the way for his huge cock until finally he burst in me again.  As he pulled out gushes of intermingled cum and juices trickled down my thighs and pooled on the float.  I was euphoric and had to take a moment to just absorb it all.  The couple next to us had started to touch themselves and the man was full on jacking off to our public fuck.  I felt flattered and slightly disgusted.  My dark stranger kissed me, thanked me, said goodbye and swam back to our beach as I recuperated enough to wade back into the water, wash off the float and head back to my lounge chair where Steve was waiting patiently with my drink.

              I couldn’t stop grinning like an idiot as I told Steve exactly what happened.  He had watched some of it from a few rows back.  When he came back with the drinks he’d seen the guy rubbing oil on me and hung back, he said he watched us until we disappeared behind the rocks.  He was disappointed he couldn’t watch the rest, but enjoyed hearing all about it.  I drank my drink which was sadly not cold anymore and went to get another one.  I replenished my “sunset” and picked up a cold Negro Modelo for Steve and headed back to our chairs.  I was feeling very good indeed.  When I got back to our chairs I noticed Steve chatting with Sandra, though Harrison wasn’t anywhere to be seen.  When I sat down next to her and Steve she mentioned that he had gone out with the snorkelers that morning, but that she had just wanted to relax on the beach.  Steve told her about my morning romp and she laughed and said that peninsula probably saw more action in a day than the hot tub did at night.  She mentioned that it was a particular favorite place for the Creepster to hang out (and that the Creepster was a name given to many similar men with the same creepy habits).  “Every time we’re here there’s a Creepster on the peninsula and lurking in the hot tub,” she laughed, “it just wouldn’t be the same without them!”

              We all claimed a lounge chair and relaxed.  Eventually Harrison found us and pulled another lounger to the other side of Sandra.  Steve reached out and held my hand for a while.  This was perfection.  But I couldn’t help wondering what home was going to be like.  Would Steve continue to indulge my fantasies and allow me to meet my needs if he wasn’t right there with me?  There was only one way to know.  Later when we went back to our room to clean up and change for lunch I asked him, as he zipped up a lightweight sun dress, “what will it be like when we get home?  Is this something we do on vacations, or can we, umm, make friends at home?”  He turned me around and kissed me softly.  “What do you need?  When we’re at home, day to day, what do you need?”

              I sat on the edge of the bed and felt everything building up and spilling out… the toys under the bed, the accidental encounter with the pool boy (though I didn’t go into detail about his friends or co-workers) – I told him I enjoyed those encounters but that I didn’t want to sneak around or “cheat” on him.  I wanted us to be open and honest and meet each other’s needs.  He nodded and sat by me, holding my hand and kissing my forehead (but this time I didn’t feel like one of our girls).  “Like I said, I know I haven’t been meeting your needs,” he started, “in fact, I haven’t been meeting my own.  It wasn’t until we got here and I finally allowed myself to relax that I truly noticed how repressed you’ve been all these years, me, too… you shine here, so confident in your sexuality and I feel so turned on by that, and by you.  Watching you with other people doesn’t feel intimidating, but sexy and, well… almost like pride.  I mean, you’re mine.  They may be fucking you, but you go home with me, you love me, you have kids with me.  I feel like you’re getting what you need sexually and kind of like I’m helping you get there… and it’s gratifying for me, too.  I feel better and more virile than I have in years.  I really think this could work.  What if you just tell me when something like the pool thing happens?  What if you have a great time and tell me about it later, so I’m included.  Maybe we can come up here a few times a year together and, I don’t know… check out some of those “creepy” swingers’ websites at home.  Maybe they’re not creepy… maybe they’re more like this but at home.  I don’t know… but I’m willing to explore.  I just want you to be as happy as you’ve been lately and I want to be a part of it.”

              I started to cry.  I don’t know why.  Part of it, I think, was all the guilt I’d pent up over the last few months and part of it was getting everything I wanted at once and part of it was realizing that Steve was, indeed, the perfect husband, at least for me.  I think it scared him, but when I explained how happy and relieved I was he hugged me.  Then I washed my face and we went to get some lunch.  

              That night we went to Abuelita’s, just the two of us, and enjoyed a quiet walk on the beach afterwards.  It was quiet and we were practically alone.  We made love under a strange flowering tree that seemed to stretch out for miles on one of those lounge chairs with the cozy cushy float.  Steve kissed every inch of my body starting with that soft sensitive place behind my ear and I caressed his, focusing on his muscular ass as he pumped into me gently. My nipples were sensitive from all the previous attention and I loved the way his mouth felt sucking and nibbling gently.I pushed him softly onto his back and faced him as I rode his stiff cock, scratching his chest lightly as he reached up and rubbed my breasts, then held my hips and rubbed my ass as I rocked back and forth with his thrusting.  As he came in me I relished the feeling of his cock contracting inside me.  I enjoyed being fucked hard, but I also enjoyed this, love making.  This was something between just me and Steve, a connection that was more emotional than raw sex.  The sky was clear and through the branches of that fragrant tree I could see the stars.  I knew I wouldn’t forget this trip, but this night, in particular, was a memory all to itself.  

              Afterwards we held each other naked in the cool breeze on that pristine beach as the surf lapped gently at the sandy powdery shore.  We could hear couples walking by behind us, occasionally, but the mood was quiet and somber.  “I love you,” Steve whispered in my ear, “I love what a caring mother you are, what a devoted wife you are and what a sexy dirty whore you can be, too – you’re perfect and I love you.”  I kissed him and said, “I love you, too, SO much.”  Then I added, “want to go to the hot tub?”  He grinned, “I’ll race you,” he replied.  



Epilogue: Living the Lifestyle

              After an amazing vacation and a major purging of my devious ways we came home to a new sense of normalcy.  Steve was totally on board with my lunchtime sexcapades with Mike and looked forward to hearing about them later.  One day he even came home and watched from an upstairs window.  I wasn’t comfortable with the notion that he could get it on with a hot secretary at work, though, for me it was important that I be there to participate or be engaged in other activities nearby.  So we looked online, checked out a few websites and decided to try some “new” things.

              Steve happened upon a swingers club called “If 6 Were 9” and we decided to check it out.  It was located downtown in the warehouse district.  A lot of them had been turned into lofts and were pretty trendy.  This particular one was a smaller brick building and the club was located on the fourth floor (the top).  We parked the car and made our way to the entrance, which was a large wooden door with an awning and a security guard.  He asked our names, checked an RSVP list and sent us up on an old service elevator.  

              The elevator opened on an open space that was very contemporary, lit with blue neon backlights, lamps and a huge bar with underlighting.  There were couples of every race and walk of life, it seemed.  There were singles, too, just waiting to “help out.”  The main area with the bar was quite large and had a sunken area with comfortable couches and love seats.  There were a couple of hot tubs in the corner by the window and some double lounge chairs with thick cushions nearby.  A hot blonde with huge fake tits was in there sans swim suit.  There were two well hung black guys with her and her husband was nowhere in sight.  Steve and I were taking it all in with an open mind.  

A guy named Luis greeted us and walked us around, introducing us to the bartender (we had paid a fee to be there and brought our own liquor, the bartender mixed drinks and kept our bottles behind the bar).  Luis took us through an arched hallway and showed us around several rooms.  “This one on the left is a private room for couple only sex, no watchers” he explained as we looked at a room with 6 or 7 canopy beds lined up in a row, hung with sheer draperies.  There was a shelf nearby with an assortment of condoms that looked like a mint bowl in a restaurant, totally normal, like it was meant to be there.  Then he showed us a “group” room where there was a large bed in the middle, like an island, that looked like it could accompany a large group of people at once along with several canopied beds nearby and a few benches along the walls.  “This room is for couples who want to explore with several acquaintances… feel free to meander and just watch, get comfortable and don’t hesitate to say no if you’re not into something.”  He showed us several bathrooms and showers, a locker area and a few places with complimentary towels for either the showers or the hot tubs.  I also noticed a few other condom bowls.  The last room was lined with more canopy beds and benches along the wall opposite.  “This room,” Luis explained, “is for couples and groups of three.  You can participate or just watch, it’s totally up to you.”  He showed us where the clean sheets were for changing the beds after.  “Have fun and let me know if you have any questions.”  He smiled and kissed me on the cheek before he walked away and greeted someone else.

              “What do you think?” asked Steve.  I looked at him with a strange grin on my face.  “This place is totally bizarre!” I exclaimed, “I kind of love it.”  Steve smiled and we walked around.  There were several flat screens playing porn and some very well endowed men walking around in boxer briefs.  Several gave me appreciative nods and introduced themselves.  Steve and I grabbed a drink and headed for the cushy seating area across from a couple that looked like they were about our age.  “Hi,” said the woman, who was a cute 30 something with long chestnut hair and big blue eyes, “I don’t think we’ve seen you here before.”  I smiled, a little shy at first, “we’re new to this place and the lifestyle,” I told her.  “Are you guys swingers?” I asked her.  She told me that they were, full swap, but that some couples only swapped one or the other, it just depended on the couple.  “What about you guys?” she asked us.  Steve looked at me, as I made up my mind.  “We’re full swingers, but Steve’s more conservative than I am.  I’m not as comfortable with him being with multiple partners.  A little play is okay, but I still get jealous.”  I smiled, so did Steve.  Her husband laughed, “women and their jealousy issues, I love it!  We’re a lot the same, I get so turned on by watching her with other men, but she still get’s jealous, too.  You girls are funny.”  

              We chatted with them a little about the lifestyle and how it affected their lives.  Funny enough, it didn’t seem to have much of an affect.  Kind of like Steve and I discussed it was really like any other date night, just a lot naughtier.  But it’s not like you take it home with you.  We continued chatting until one of the guys we met earlier came over and sat down by me and started talking to me.  Our new friends took their leave to refresh their drinks and check out the scene while the hot guy in the briefs (his name was Anton) put his hand on my thigh and leaned in closer to talk to me.  Before long he invited me into the hot tub.

              Steve went to get me another drink as we walked over to the hot tubs that were steadily filling up.  A couple of guys had suits on, but most of us were in the buff.  I peeled off my black miniskirt and unzipped my tall boots, laying them aside.  I pulled off my thin silk cami and my new friend unclasped my lacey bra and laid it over my clothes on a nearby bench.  We stepped into the bubbly hot tub and seated ourselves next to the hot blonde and her two men, (one of which turned out to be her husband, she just liked them young).  She didn’t waste any time either, she started asking me about my lifestyle, sexual preferences, things I’d done.  I was a little embarrassed by how forthright she was, but not offended.  She played around but her husband wasn’t allowed to.  He just got to help her out.  Her playmate, however, gave me several appreciative nods and asked if he could kiss me hello.  I said yes and he kissed me long and deep with tongue.  I felt like I was stealing something away, but the blonde seemed fine with sharing and climbed onto her husband’s lap and started nuzzling his ear as he wrapped his arms around her waist.  My new friends were seated on either side of me and after I kissed back the one guy (I found out his name was James) he kissed me even deeper and started fondling my breast.  Anton rubbed my thigh more vigorously and worked his way toward my excited and wet cunt.  I could feel my asshole tingling, too, and started to think about the possibility of the group room.  I knew it was bold, but I was really into the idea of multiple partners at once and the idea of public sex turned me on so much… I loved to be watched.

              I allowed myself to be fondled and prodded and kissed deeply.  Then I asked them if they had any friends and would be interested in moving the party into the group room.  Anton said he’d be right back and James pulled me on top of him and started kissing me again, rubbing my ass and kneading my cheeks.  Anton gave us a signal and James grabbed me a towel and we made our way to the group room.  Steve had our drinks and followed along like a puppy to watch from the bench.  I enjoyed him participating, too, but it was nice to just be overtaken by strange men.  And he really enjoyed getting the whole view.

              Anton had found several friends and when he asked me what I wanted I told him I wanted them to all fuck me every which way, to use me as they wanted and stimulate me everywhere possible all at once.  “I want you on my tits, in my mouth, in my pussy and eventually in my ass… do you think you guys can handle all that?”  They laughed… “do you think you can handle all of us?” asked James?  “I know I can,” I said as I pushed him down and helped him pull off the boxer briefs.  He was already a little stiff, but I put him in my mouth and he perked all the way up.  Anton leaned down and licked my ass then started fingering me, getting me ready.  As I suckedJames’ black cock Anton bent me over and started to fuck me.  James pushed my head down faster and then pulled out and gave someone else a turn.  He took over for Anton but repositioned me so that he was underneath me and I was laying on top, then one of the guys he brought grabbed some lube and poured it on my ass.  I was giddy with anticipation and my ass was throbbing in wait of dick.  I loved being stuffed full of big black cock.  I looked over at Steve to see him watching appreciatively, there was a couple nearby, too.  The guy was fingering her and she was watching us.  The guy on my ass started soft, rubbing the lube in and pulling my ass apart, working the lube and rubbing his cock up and down my crack as he gently prodded his way in.  It hurt, but in a good way and before long he was balls deep in my ass as Anton continued fucking my wet hot cunt.  James held me up and fondled my breasts, kissing me, and the other guy put his semi-hard cock in my hand.  

              I started to stroke it, inconsistently (I had a lot going on) and it firmed up a little.  He grabbed one of my breasts and started to suck on it.  Anton grabbed my hips and helped push and pull me in rhythm with his thrusts.  The guy behind me had his hands on my shoulders for balance and kept fucking my ass, it felt good.  Every once in a while he’d pull out and lube back up.Before long he pulled out and jizzed on my lower back, the spooge trickled down my ass crack, but it wasn’t long before James took over.  He lubed up, too, and took up where the other guy left off, giving my ass a good fuck with his big hard black cock.  I was in ecstatic spasms of delight.  Steve was still watching appreciatively, talking to the couple on and off, or other onlookers.  I had a guy in my cunt, one in my ass, another in my hand and whatever the fourth guys name was came over and put his cock in my mouth.  I was covered in dick.  Anton pulled out and spooged on my chest.  I was reclined on James, who was still balls deep in my ass as the other guy whose name I didn’t know positioned himself over us, adjusted, and went to town. 

As he thrust into me one of them squeezed my nipples and an incredible orgasm rocked me to the core… but they weren’t done.  They fucked me and continued fucking me for the next hour.  They’d pull out and jizz on me and then move to another part and switch places, it was like musical chairs with all of my holes and whoever was left out rubbed my breasts or I’d jerk them off.  I was so sensory overloaded I couldn’t think of anything except the myriad waves of pleasure I kept experiencing.  One orgasm jumped into the next.  Another guy came in and wanted to get in on the action.  I’d been covered in so much jizz I was sticky from head to toe.  He laid me on my back and fucked me hard and deep, his cock had to be 11” long.  I thought I was done I was so exhausted, but another orgasm ripped through me making me pull that gargantuan cock even deeper into me.  He was balls deep and fucking me for all he was worth, sweat was pouring down on me and I was hot and covered in a light sheen of salty sweat from myself and my previous lovers.  When he pulled out he stuffed his dick into my mouth and I swallowed what seemed like a ton of his salty seed.  Then I fell back into the bed and tried to compose myself.  I was sticky and filthy and felt like curling up into a ball and purring.

              My friends left one by one, some of them thanked me.  I winked at Steve, “I’m going to take a shower now.  Why don’t you clean this mess up for the next group and come help me wash in the shower.”  He smiled at me, said “okay” and got to work while I walked (albeit a bit awkwardly) to the nearby shower and let the hot water run down my back, slowly washing away the myriad men, some of whose names I never even caught, off of my supple skin.

              I was thoroughly enjoying the new “us.”
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