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Pushing the Limits

Our marriage was no longer monogamous. Suzy’s antics at a student house party had put paid to that, and a few weeks later she’d followed it up by offering herself in a free-use arrangement to my ex-army buddies. I’d been so caught in the hedonistic thrill that I didn’t consider the long-term consequences.

The next step was for me to become more involved, and we sought out like-minded couples for swinging dates. Everything was hunky dory, so a week-long stay at a couples’ resort in Mexico sounded like the perfect vacation.

Things couldn’t have started better. Our very first hook-up resulted in Suzy getting exactly what she likes every which way from a stud called Dean, while I connected with his beautiful partner, Cyndi.

Before long though, I became a little uncomfortable with Suzy’s care-free approach to hook-ups. She randomly overstepped boundaries, and her competitive nature with a hotwife called Daisy pushed the limits even further.

Suzy and I had changed. We were no longer the same people we’d been six months ago. I knew we’d never get our old selves back, but I suspected that bothered me more than it would bother my wife. And why couldn’t I get Cyndi out of my head…?
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Chapter 1

Suzy and I seemed closer than ever in the weeks following our weekend away with my old army buddies. Considering what had happened at that cottage in Yorkshire, this would be inexplicable for normal couples, but Suzy and I were no longer a normal couple. We were hedonists. Thrill seekers.

After opening things up in our marriage, every aspect of our lives felt enriched, somehow. More intense. Even the simplest tasks seemed to hold some sort of sensuality. Everything became sexualised. From doing chores around the house to conversations we had when we were out, there was always an undercurrent that set my pulse racing.

“You remember how we discussed going on a kinky holiday?” Suzy asked, putting down her beer bottle. We were sitting in the beer garden of our local pub early one Friday evening.

I blinked and racked my brain, then shook my head. “No.”

She frowned. “On the drive back from our hot weekend in Yorkshire, I suggested we go to a holiday destination that caters for couples who play.”

That did sound familiar. “I sort of remember you suggesting it, but I can’t say I remember any discussion we had around it.”

“Well, we’re having it now.”

“Is this your not-so-subtle way of telling me you’re ready to trash your wedding vows some more?” I smiled to make sure she knew I was only teasing.

“I didn’t trash my wedding vows,” she protested, kicking me under the table. “I simply bent them a little to give you a sexy thrill.”

“How was sucking off a stranger in a dark room just bending them?”

She smiled. “Hmm, I’d forgotten that.”

“I hadn’t. That’s where it all started.”

She picked up her bottle and took another sip, then looked into my eyes. “I only did it because I was drunk, and you’d rebuffed my advances.” She leaned over the table and lowered her voice. “And I only did what I did next morning because of your reaction to me giving the blowjob.”

I looked into her big blue eyes for a second, then decided to come clean. “I thought you were kissing him.”

Suzy blinked, then frowned. “Kissing who?”

“The guy on the neighbouring mattress. I woke up to find you hanging off the mattress. When I felt your head moving, I assumed the two of you were just making out.”

She shook her head as if confused. “But you slipped your hand down my panties.”

I shrugged. “Those students had spent the entire party staring at you. To them, you were the hot older woman. I found the idea of you swapping spit with one of them kind of sexy.”

“But you fingered me until I came.”

I nodded, remembering my shock when I realised what she was actually doing. “I was surprised by how wet you were, but then I reasoned that if this was the first time you’d kissed anyone else in the five years we’d been together, you probably would be turned on.”

“God, Rob. I had no idea.” She shook her head again, this time looking regretful. “I thought you knew what I was doing, and I assumed you approved.” Her eyebrows knitted together. “So when did you realise what I was really doing.”

“When I heard him grunt, which was followed by the sound of you gulping as you swallowed his load.”

She stared at me with big guilty eyes.

I smiled, trying to lighten her mood. “And just as my mind was playing catch-up, you came on my fingers.”

“I can’t believe you didn’t know I was blowing him.”

“Like you said, we were pissed. I obviously wasn’t thinking too clearly.”

“I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be.” I reached over and placed my hand over hers. “After you’d fallen asleep, I lay in the dark and thought about what you’d done. I thought about the young guy lying there getting a blowjob from someone who was probably his wank fantasy. It gave me a hard-on.”

“You weren’t jealous?”

“Oh, I was jealous. But that was only a part of it. There were a bunch of other feelings mixed in there.”

She chewed her lip. “But then in the morning, I did a lot worse.”

“Yes, you did. And that gave me an even bigger hard-on.”

“You could have stopped me.”

“I know, though in truth, I didn’t know you were going to fuck all five of them. Twice.”

She looked around at the other tables. “If we were alone now, I’d make you fuck me like you did when we got home after the party.”

I picked up my beer and smiled. “I’m a patient man. I can wait until we get home, where we will be alone.”

“Hmm.” She gave me a sexy smile which made my cock twitch. “Anyway, I’ve been thinking about the holiday thing.”

“What a surprise.”

She laughed. “But I was also thinking about something that Terry said on the patio at the cottage.”

“God, I hate to ask what Terry said on the patio. Was it ‘go and lie on the kitchen table so I can fuck you again’?”

Suzy laughed then narrowed her eyes. “Don’t pretend you didn’t enjoy my free-use weekend. You’ve been reaping the benefits of how horny that made me feel ever since.”

I nodded. “True. So, what was it Terry said that you’ve been thinking about?”

“He asked how I’d feel about you taking another woman.”

“Oh yeah, and I remember your answer.”

Suzy paused, then frowned. “I’m not sure I do.”

“You said you might join in, just to see what it’s like.”

“Really?” She laughed and shook her head. “I don’t remember saying that. No doubt I was focusing so much on my role of being a complete slut that I’d say anything to try and impress your friends.”

“By that point, you’d already impressed them.”

She smiled. “Yeah, I guess I had. Anyway, what I was thinking about was…” She dragged her nails down the back of my hand. “It might be a good idea for you to have a different woman before we go on our swinging holiday.”

This was a surprise. “When you say I should have a different woman, do you mean I should have sex with one?”

She nodded. “I don’t think we should go to a resort claiming to be a couple who play if I’m the only one who’s had more than one sexual partner during our marriage.”

A slow trickle of excitement buzzed in my groin. “You’d be happy with that?”

“Of course I would.” She grinned. “Maybe not as happy as you seem to be watching me get railed, but the thought of it turns me on.”

“So, how do you suggest we go about finding me a suitable partner?”

She picked up her beer and smiled. “We join a contact website and make a date with a swinging couple.” She drained her bottle.

I nodded. “I see you’ve given it some thought.”

“I’ve done more than that. I’ve arranged a date for tomorrow night.” With that bombshell, she went into the pub for another round of drinks.

When she got back, she was grinning like a Cheshire cat. “So, have you got a hard-on yet?”

“No, but I have questions.”

“Oh?”

I nodded. “When did you join the website?”

“Just after we got back from Yorkshire.”

“And how did you choose the couple we’re meeting?”

“Initially, I chose five couples I liked the look of from their photographs and profiles. Then I contacted them all.”

“You chose five couples? Were you planning an orgy?”

“No.” She laughed. “I’m happy to wait until the holiday for that. I just wanted to see what they were like.”

“They all wrote back?”

“Of course they did. They’re on the site because they want hook-ups.”

“How did you narrow it down to the couple you chose?”

“Part of it was availability and where they live. There were three couples I liked, but this couple live relatively close and are free tomorrow.” She smiled. “I’m still sorting out possible dates when we can meet up with the other two couples.”

My balls clenched. “So, we’re swingers now?”

“Not if you don’t want us to be.” She shrugged. “We’re just trying it out before we go on our sexy holiday. I don’t want you to be intimidated by all the hot babes that will be available.”

I laughed. “Thanks.”

She reached into her bag and pulled out her phone. “Want to see a photo of who we’re going to be fucking tomorrow night?”

“They’ve sent you photos?”

“Yes, and I’ve also got the ones from their profile page.”

A coldness seeped into my stomach. “Do we have a profile page?”

She nodded as she brought her phone to life and tapped on the screen.

“Are our photos on the profile page?” I had visions of the guys at work asking about me and Suzy being swingers.

She looked up at me and frowned. “The profile photo doesn’t show our faces. But I have sent the couple we’re meeting tomorrow a photo of us that does.” Holding up her phone, she said, “Meet Bryn and Amanda.”

The photo looked like it may have been taken at someone’s wedding because the couple were smartly dressed. The guy wore a suit and tie, the woman a long dress and heels. He had brown hair and a close-cropped beard, whereas she had long dark hair, big brown eyes and tanned legs. They looked a bit older than us, maybe late thirties, and both were attractive.

“What do you think?” She raised her eyebrows.

“I think they’re…” I shrugged. “They’re both good-looking.”

She nodded and clicked through to another photo, which must have been taken while they were on holiday. Bryn wore a white vest with combat shorts, Amanda a short summer dress. Both were tanned and smiling brightly.

Suzy licked her lips. “How does it feel, knowing you’re going to slide your cock inside her tomorrow night?”

I thought about it and let out a long breath. “Exciting. What about you?” I nodded at the photo still showing on her phone screen. “How d’you feel about him sliding his cock inside you?” The thought of Bryn fucking Suzy was as sexy as the thought of me fucking Amanda. Well, almost.

“I think it’s safe to say I’m pretty excited...” She smiled. “I know we came here for dinner, but how hungry are you?”

My cock was getting harder by the second. “Not very.”

“Why don’t we go home and work up an appetite, then phone for a pizza delivery later.”

During the ten-minute walk home, I kept my arm around her waist and she tucked her hand into the back pocket of my jeans. As soon as we got through our front door, she started to unbutton her shirt.

“Living room or bedroom?” she asked, dropping her shirt and kicking off her shoes.

“Bedroom.”

She walked upstairs barefoot with me close behind her, my eyes on her arse in the tight jeans. As soon as she reached our bedroom, she turned to face me. I took her in my arms and kissed her, unclipping her bra at the same time. Then I worked on my own shirt as she pushed down her jeans and panties, and slipped into bed.

I pulled the quilt off and stared at her naked body. Suzy was built for sex; big firm tits with small dark nipples, a flat, toned stomach that I knew she worked on in the gym, womanly hips swelling out from a slim waist, and shapely, muscular legs as a result of the hours spent on her bikes — the road one or the Peloton we had set up in the spare room.

As I took in the sights, she bent her knees and let them fall apart so her sex was on view. The lips were engorged and slick with her arousal. She ran her finger through her wet crease and looked up into my eyes.

“You’ll be getting yet another cock in there tomorrow,” I said.

“I know. And you’ll be sliding that—” she nodded at the hard-on I was stroking “—into a different pussy.”

I remembered how good Amanda looked in the photos. “Hmm.”

“Are you excited about fucking someone new?” she asked, still dragging her finger through her folds.

“Oh yeah.” I knelt on the bed and she pulled her hand away. “I guess getting fresh cock is something you’re used to now.”

“Yeah, but I never get tired of fresh cock.” She flashed a smile. “Just like you never get tired of watching me take it.”

I swiped my cockhead through the wet slit where her finger had been, then pushed into her hot canal. She arched off the bed, pushing her tits against my chest. I slid my hands under her arse and held it up off the mattress as I drilled into her hard and fast. We normally built up to this sort of fucking, but both of us seemed to be supercharged already. Suzy wailed and writhed, sliding her feet up and down the sheet as I pounded her. I heard her breath catch and felt her clench around my cock, then she was scratching my back and urging me to come.

I raised my upper body, pinned her hands above her head and jackhammered my hips. She screamed and came again. I kept slamming into her and blew my load as the spasms from her second orgasm milked me dry. Spent, I rolled off and lay on my own side of the bed, sucking in huge gulps of air.

Suzy snuggled into my side. “Well, that was intense.”

I nodded, still too breathless to speak.

She raised her head and looked into my eyes. “Were you so up for it because you know you’ll be fucking someone different tomorrow?”

“I don’t think it was just that.” I shrugged, unsure. “Talking about what’s going to happen definitely contributed, but you were hot to trot. That always gets me going.”

“Hmm, I know. So, tell me about the last different woman you fucked.” She smiled. “And that’s not an accusation. I know it was before we met.”

“Christ, I don’t think I can…” I shook my head, trying to remember.

“When we first met, you’d recently split up from a girl you met in Spain.”

“Ah, Tina.” We’d had a holiday romance in the Costa Blanca and tried to keep it going when we returned to the UK. “It was short-lived after we got home. Wasn’t the same without those steamy Spanish nights and all the cocktails.”

“That’s sad.”

I shrugged. “She lived a couple of hundred miles away, and after a few weekend meet-ups it sort of fizzled out.”

“What was she like?” Suzy looked genuinely interested.

“Nice. A bubbly, petite brunette who was a receptionist in Cumbria. That was probably the last relationship I was in, but she wasn’t the last woman I slept with before you. I had a few one-night stands between splitting up with Tina and meeting you.”

She slapped my stomach. “You were such a slag.”

I laughed. “What about you? Who was the last guy you fucked before you decided to pull a train in Richie’s loft?”

“I have no idea.” She grinned. “I was a slag, too.”

“What do you mean ‘was’?”

She slapped me again, laughing. “I’m not a slag now! I’m a sexy hotwife who’s about to become a sexy swinger.”

“What’s the dirtiest thing you did before we got together?”

Suzy blinked, then frowned. “I don’t know. I did quite a few dirty things, but nothing like what I’ve done in the last couple of months.”

“You mean no gangbangs or free-use weekends?”

She laughed. “Definitely none of those. All the dirty things I did were strictly one-on-one with whoever I was seeing at the time.”

“You weren’t dirty with the one-night stands?”

“Of course I was. But I was seeing them at the time—even if I had no intention of seeing them again after that night.”

“What sort of things did you do?” I could feel a buzz of excitement running through me at the thought of a younger version of my wife getting down and dirty with other men.

“At university I blew one of the guys from my class in the lecture theatre.”

“Were there other people there?”

“No. We hung around until everyone else had left, but knew another class would be starting in there soon. I unzipped him and went to work.” She smiled. “It didn’t take me long.”

I laughed, unsurprised. “I once fucked a girl in an old-fashioned red phone box.”

“Ooh, kinky.” She placed a hand on my soft cock. “Day time or night?”

“Night, but it had a light on inside.”

“Were people walking past?”

“I never noticed.”

She started to squeeze and release her grip on my cock. “I used to go with a guy who liked to use a vibrator on me.”

“Really?” I hadn’t heard this story before.

“He’d make me come with it and, more often than not, I’d suck his cock while he pleasured me.”

“Nice.”

She reached over to her bedside drawer and took out her vibrator. “And sometimes we’d switch it around. He’d go down on me while I used the vibrator on him. Want me to show you?”

My arse cheeks clenched together. “There’s no way you’re shoving that thing in me.”

She laughed and shook her head. “Not like that, you dingbat!” She pushed me onto my back and straddled my knees. “What I did was to use the vibrator and my mouth on his cock to get him off.

“Oh.” I looked down at the sex-toy, then back into her eyes. My cock was starting to thicken. “And how did you do that?”

“Well, I’d press it against his cock while I sucked his balls.” She turned on the vibrator and held it lengthwise against my rapidly stiffening cock. It felt good. “And then I’d do this.” She dipped her head and took one of my balls into her warm mouth.

I groaned as she gripped my cock to the vibrator and moved her mouth to my other ball, sucking while rubbing her tongue over it. After just a few minutes of this, my toes were curling.

She raised her head and smiled. “And when I felt like I’d teased him enough, I’d move the vibrator down to his balls and my mouth up to his cock.”

I stared down and watched as she pressed the tip of the humming toy against my scrotum and took the top half of my cock into her mouth. She bobbed her head and moved the vibrator over my balls and the base of my cock while her tongue massaged my sensitive glans.

“That’s going to make me come,” I warned.

Suzy looked up into my eyes and sucked harder.

I gripped her hair and watched her beautiful face, then exploded into her mouth. She gulped, bounced her head and sucked me dry. By the time she released my cock and turned off the vibrator, I felt like I’d climbed a mountain and cycled back down.

She moved up the bed and lay on top of me, her naked tits crushed against my chest. “How was that?”

“Amazing. There’s no way I’ll be able to get hard again for a while, but do you want me to use my mouth and your toy to get you off?”

She smiled and shook her head. “I’m full of cum. Let’s go downstairs and order a pizza. I’m happy to wait until tomorrow night for my next orgasm.”

* * * *

During most of Saturday, I felt a weird kind of anxious anticipation. Even though I’d seen Suzy having sex with numerous men over the last few weeks, the thought of her doing it again tonight still gave me a thrill. On top of that, I’d be having sex with a woman who wasn’t Suzy for the first time in five years. The fact she was an experienced swinger who’d probably had more partners in the last year than I’d had in my lifetime was a double-edged sword. I was half-enthralled and half-intimidated.

What if I didn’t measure up to the usual standards of the men she slept with? What if I came too soon?

Suzy had already admitted part of the reason she chose Amanda and Bryn as our first swinging encounter was because they lived in Peterborough, which was less than an hour’s drive from our home in Cambridge. She explained that they’d offered to host the evening, but that we wouldn’t be allowed to stay over.

After a day of doing a few minor chores around the house and garden, we headed upstairs to get ready for our date. I showered and dressed in a smart pair of chinos and open-necked shirt. Suzy was still applying her makeup by the time I was ready, so I went to wait downstairs. When she joined me ten minutes later, I was shocked to see her wearing the red dress and mules she’d worn during the weekend in Yorkshire. She looked amazing, though a little on the slutty side.

“Nice outfit,” I said.

“Thanks. I’m hoping it gets me the same attention it did the last time I wore it.”

I smiled, remembering my friend Flynn taking one look at her and immediately leading her up to his bedroom. “I’m sure you will.”

She stepped close and stroked my cheek. “How do you feel about me getting fucked by yet another man?”

My balls tingled. “It turns me on.”

“And how do you feel about fucking another woman?”

I hesitated, then shrugged. “That turns me on as well, but…” I shrugged. “I don’t think I have your self-confidence.”

“What?” She shook her head and squeezed my arm. “You’re the best lover I’ve ever had. Just give Amanda what you give me every time we have sex, and she’ll be a happy woman.”

I smiled, grateful for her pep-talk. “Come on,” I said, picking up the bottle of wine we’d bought to take with us. “Let’s go and become swingers.”

Traffic was relatively light, and we completed the journey up the A14 and A1 to Peterborough in less than fifty minutes. Amanda and Bryn lived in a detached house on a modern estate a few miles out of the town centre. Their two cars left no more room on the drive, so I parked on the road. We walked hand-in-hand up the path to their front door, where Suzy rang the bell.

The door opened and Bryn ushered us into the hall. He looked a little different than in the photos we’d seen. His beard was longer, and his hair was now clipped short.

“Hi, welcome.” He shook our hands, and I noticed his eyes wander all over Suzy’s body in her red outfit. “Come in and meet Amanda.”

He led us through to a large living room with two couches facing each other on either side of a low coffee table. Amanda stood near the marble fireplace. She looked just like she had in the photos, her long dark hair loose on her shoulders and her big brown eyes emphasised by mascara and eyeliner. A blue knitted dress hugged her slim figure. Her legs were bare, and she wore strappy sandals with a four-inch stiletto heel.

She shook Suzy’s hand, then smiled up at me as she squeezed mine. “Hi, it’s nice to meet you.”

“Yeah, you too.” It was a weird feeling, knowing I’d be having sex with her later.

“Would you like a drink?” Bryn asked.

I passed him the wine bottle and he went to fix our drinks.

“Please,” Amanda said, pointing at the couches. “Take a seat.”

Suzy and I took one couch, and Amanda sat on the other. When Bryn returned, he placed our drinks on the table and sat next to his wife.

“So, not too far a journey for you guys,” he said, smiling.

For the next few minutes, we spoke about Cambridge and its surrounding areas, and what we all did for a living. Our hosts both worked in sales, with Bryn selling auto-electrical components within the motor trade and Amanda working as part a sales team for a software company. They looked surprised that Suzy was a scientist and seemed intrigued when they discovered I’d served in the army.

“Did you see action?” Bryn asked.

I nodded. “I was in Afghanistan for a while.”

Amanda turned to my wife. “That must have been hard for you.”

Suzy smiled and shook her head. “I didn’t know him then. He’d already left the army by the time we met.”

We exchanged a few more pleasantries, then the topic moved onto swinging. Bryn explained they’d been swingers for almost ten years. “So, are you two new to the lifestyle?” he asked.

“No, but we’re new to the contact site you’re on,” Suzy said. We’d already agreed that we didn’t want to come across as newbies.

“And how do you guys prefer to do things?” Amanda asked. “I know some like to pair off into different bedrooms while others prefer it when both couples stay in the same room.”

“We’re happy either way,” Suzy said. “We both get a bit of a voyeuristic thrill from watching each other with different partners.”

“Cool,” Bryn said. “Maybe we could start off down here, then take the action upstairs later? We can decide if we want to share the same bed or use separate ones then.”

Suzy glanced at me, and I nodded. Fucking Amamda and watching Suzy getting nailed was a win-win as far as I was concerned.

Bryn got up and walked over to the sideboard. He picked up an ornate wooden trinket box, carried it back and placed it on the coffee table. When he removed the lid, I saw there were a range of different condoms inside.

“Rob,” Amanda said, smiling at me. “Do you want to come and sit with me over here?”

As I got up and walked over to the beautiful brunette, Bryn joined Suzy on the couch I’d just vacated.

Our first-ever swinging adventure was about to begin.
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Chapter 2

Amanda turned to face me on the couch. Her brown eyes shone, and her red lips glistened. She reached out and ran her hand down my arm, her fingertips tracing along my triceps. “So,” she whispered, inching her head closer and smiling. “What do you have in mind?”

Before I could answer, she kissed me. Her lips were soft and tasted of strawberries. She darted her tongue into my mouth and withdrew it immediately. I cradled her head as we kissed, then moved my hand down. Though she was tall, her body was petite. Her shoulders were slender, her boobs small but pert. She wasn’t wearing a bra and when I ran my thumb over a nipple, she let out a sigh.

Our kissing got more heated. She pushed her tongue into my mouth and moved it against my own as her nails raked over my ribs and stomach. I moved my hand past her hip and down until I felt her bare leg. I drew small circles on the soft skin of her inner thigh. When I slid my fingers beneath the hem, she parted her legs slightly. I moved my hand higher, and she spread them wider. The insides of her upper thighs were slick with her juices, which surprised me until my finger brushed against the wet folds of her pussy. She wasn’t wearing any underwear at all.

I ran a finger from back to front through her slippery cleft and circled her stiff clit a couple of times. When I slipped two fingers into her wet channel she moaned and pushed herself onto my hand, rocking her hips and fucking my fingers.

She broke the kiss and placed her mouth next to my ear. “Oh, that feels so good.” She pulled her head back and looked into my eyes while I fingered her. Her expression made her look kind of vulnerable, and I realised there was no need for me to feel like a newbie. I may not have been a swinger before tonight, but I’d certainly had my share of women. Curling my fingers inside her, I rocked my arm and slid my thumb around her clit. Amanda’s mouth dropped open and she let out a little gasp, then she gripped her thighs around my wrist and shuddered through her orgasm. I grabbed her hair and pulled her in for another kiss, feeding her my tongue while I finger-fucked her spasming pussy. She yelped and scratched at my arm, pulling my fingers in deeper.

With a long exhale, she opened her eyes and smiled at me. As soon as I withdrew my hand, she stood up and pulled her dress off over her head, leaving her completely naked except for her heeled sandals. She had a good body with an all-over tan. Her hips and boobs were smaller than Suzy’s, her stomach flat but not toned. Suzy worked out in the gym and did a lot of cycling. I suspected Amanda was more into yoga or Pilates; she looked lithe rather than athletic. But she looked good, and as she pulled me to my feet and started undoing my shirt, I kicked off my shoes.

When I glanced over at Suzy and Bryn, I saw my wife was already naked and in the process of fitting a condom onto his hard cock. Amanda focused my attention back to her when she unbuttoned my trousers and slipped her hand inside. Her cool fingers wrapped around my quickly thickening dick as she chewed her bottom lip.

She picked a condom from the box on the table while I quickly pushed off my trousers, boxers and socks. On the opposite couch, Suzy pinned Bryn against the backrest and straddled him. As I watched, she lowered herself down onto his sheathed cock. She and Bryn both let out a moan, and then she started to ride him, rocking forward and back as she slid up and down his cock.

Amanda tore the foil, gripped the base of my cock and rolled the condom on. I noticed she’d chosen a ribbed one. She lay full length on the couch and opened her legs invitingly. I placed a knee on the cushion between her legs and swiped the tip of my sheathed cock through her pussy lips. Then I looked into her eyes and pushed in.

Her eyes fluttered and her mouth formed a perfect O. I didn’t go all the way in on my first stroke, but I did on the second. She cried out and arched her back. I soon got into a slow, steady rhythm, giving her long strokes of the full length. It’d been years since I’d worn a condom and, in truth, I wasn’t getting as much sensation as I’d have liked. But it quelled my fears about me coming too soon.

I heard Bryn let out a grunt and glanced over to see Suzy bouncing harder and grinding herself against him until she let out a groan as well. Evidently, they’d already finished Round One.

Amanda was a good-looking woman with a hot body, but she hadn’t got Suzy’s muscle control. I’m not saying sex with Amanda wasn’t good – but it was a completely different experience to fucking Suzy. My wife’s inner muscles squeezed so tight they enticed the jizz from my balls. With Amanda, I wasn’t worried about losing my cool anytime soon, so I fucked her hard. She moaned and writhed beneath me. Then she squealed and came, thrashing her head from side to side as her pussy gripped my cock. I kept fucking her until her orgasm had passed, then pulled out and encouraged her to kneel on the couch.

She did as I asked and, as I lined my cock up to push into her from behind, I could see Bryn and Suzy sitting side by side on their couch watching us. I pushed back in, and Amanda let out another groan. Standing with my straight left leg on the floor and my bent right knee resting on the cushion between Amanda’s feet, I gripped her hips and fucked her hard.

Amanda wailed and groaned. “Yeah, fuck me,” she hissed. “Use my dirty hole.”

It seemed odd for her to talk like this with an audience and I tried to ignore it. I concentrated on driving my cock into her as hard and deep as I could.

“Oh God, that feels so…” She let out another long groan. “Fuck, I’m going to come again.”

I pumped my hips so fast I could feel my balls swinging and slapping against her thighs. I reached beneath her and rubbed her clit.

“Yes, yes oh… Fuck!”

Her pussy gripped me once more. Not as tight as Suzy’s does when she comes, but maybe that was down to the rubber dulling the sensation. I wasn’t close to my own climax, so I just kept banging into the hot hole in front of me. Amanda seemed to lose energy after her latest orgasm and her arms gave way. She dropped her head to the seat of the couch. I withdrew and moved her along to the end so that her stomach rested on the arm of the couch. Then I re-entered her and resumed pounding her pussy.

I was the only person in the room who hadn’t come yet, and I was determined to do so. I slammed into her like a man possessed. Amanda hung over the edge of the couch with her hands pressed on the floor as I jack-hammered her drenched pussy. She was sobbing and whispering ‘fuck me, fuck me, fuck me’ when I finally felt the tingle of an impending orgasm. I re-doubled my efforts, slamming my cock into her. I closed my eyes, held still and flooded the condom.

Amanda whimpered and wriggled on the couch arm. I resumed thrusting and shot several more spurts into the teat of the rubber as I fucked myself dry. She announced she was coming again, but her clench this time wasn’t as strong as her others. I eventually pulled out and helped her up from her prone position back onto the seat of the couch. She pulled me close and kissed me. Glancing down at my sheathed cock, she stroked the teat at the end as if trying to judge how much cum I’d produced. With expert technique, she removed the condom and tied it. Then she dropped it on the rug beneath the coffee table.

I looked over at the other couple. Suzy gave me a smile, then turned and said something I didn’t catch to Bryn. He nodded, and she slid off the couch to kneel by his feet. From my position I couldn’t see what she was doing with her hands, but Bryn’s expression made it obvious she was playing with his cock. After a little while she leaned over him, pushed her boobs together and started to move her body up and down. I knew she was giving him a tit-wank.

“Ooh, she’s dirty,” Amanda whispered, wrapping her fingers around my spent dick.

I nodded. “Yeah, she is.”

Suzy picked another condom from the box and fitted it on Bryn’s cock. Then she climbed onto his lap with her back to him and fed his cock inside her. She looked directly into my eyes as she rode the other man. Her nipples were pointing slightly upwards on her big firm tits, and the muscles in her thighs were clearly defined. She looked amazing.

As Amanda watched my wife fuck her husband, she squeezed my cock. To my surprise, it started to get hard again straight away. Soon she was pumping it in her fist, and I had a raging hard-on. She dropped to her knees on the rug and took me into her mouth, which was a pleasant surprise. She sucked me for just a few moments then fitted another condom and crawled up onto my lap. I perched on the edge of the cushion and she impaled herself on me, pushing her hips forward and sending my cock deep inside her.

Over Amanda’s shoulder, I could see Suzy rubbing her clit as she rode Bryn. It felt surreal being fucked by one woman while watching my wife ride another man’s cock just a few feet away.

Suzy didn’t seem to have any reservations. She smiled at me, then bounced harder and repeatedly slapped her open palm against her mound as she fucked Bryn. I heard him grunt and saw his legs trembling. Suzy’s eyes closed as she came with him.

All the while, Amanda kept thrusting her hips so my cock slid in and out of her soaked pussy. I could feel her juices running down onto my balls and thighs. I lay against the back of the couch and watched her ride me, tracing my hands over her pert little tits and tweaking her nipples.

“I love your cock,” she said.

I wondered if this was what swingers usually said to new partners while their spouse listened. “Well,” I said, assuming it was all part of the role. “I love what you’re doing to it.”

“You like me riding your cock?”

“Oh yeah.”

“I’m going to come on it pretty soon.”

I brushed the dark hair out of her eyes and smiled. “Good.”

Over her shoulder, I saw Suzy push Bryn down onto his back on the seat and look down at him. His cock was flaccid inside the flooded condom, but I suspected Suzy wasn’t satisfied yet. She crawled up his body and lowered her pussy onto his face.

Amanda let out sigh. “Oh God, that feels so good.”

“Hmm.” It felt good to me, too. I watched Suzy grip Bryn’s head and ride his tongue. I wondered if she could feel his beard scratching her thighs, and if he could taste her juices or the lubricant from the condoms.

My mind came back to Amanda when she cried out as her pussy gripped my cock.

Suzy looked over at us and ground her pussy on Bryn’s face, his head trapped between her powerful thighs. As she dropped her head back and let out a groan. I pulled Amanda’s hips down and shot my load.

Amanda held me close and wiggled from side to side, milking my cock. After a short silence, she climbed off me and removed the condom, knotted it and dropped it next to the other one beneath the coffee table. Suzy lifted off Bryn and helped him up, then we all sat and made small talk for about twenty minutes, drinking wine like a regular foursome of friends.

Bryn told us how the Covid pandemic had stopped their swinging activities for a while, and we admitted that had been before we’d joined the lifestyle. Suzy mentioned the couples’ holiday we were planning, and Amanda told us she knew of a place in the Canaries but had never been. Suzy said she’d built herself up to going to a place she’d read about in Mexico.

Amanda emptied her glass. “So,” she said, looking over at Suzy. “Did you get a voyeuristic thrill from watching?”

Suzy laughed and nodded. “I certainly did.”

“Me too. Can I take him to bed now?”

My wife looked at me and smiled. “If that’s what you want, I’m sure he’d love it.”

“Good.” Amanda gripped my hand and stood up, pulling me with her. She looked at Bryn. “We’ll use our room. You can use the other one if you two need a bed.”

Before he could answer, Amanda was dragging me towards the door. I was naked, and she wore only her shoes. I glanced at Suzy, who was already pulling Bryn to his feet.

Amanda closed the bedroom door behind us and stepped close, pressing her body up against mine. She was taller than Suzy and still wearing her 4-inch heels, so we were almost eye-to-eye.

“Do you mind that I wanted us to continue our evening in private?” she asked, tracing her finger down my cheek.

“No.” That wasn’t completely true. I always enjoyed watching Suzy fuck, though as I’d learned at the cottage in Yorkshire, just knowing she was doing it still gave me a huge buzz.

“It’s just that I wanted to get to enjoy you in a bed, and…” She leaned close to whisper in my ear. “I wanted to give you something Bryn doesn’t need to know about.”

“Oh?” This was something I hadn’t been expecting. I wondered if it was another part of their roleplay. “And what’s that?”

Amanda narrowed her eyes. “I’d like you to fuck me in bed exactly how you fucked me on the couch, but this time I want to feel you au naturel.”

Although the thought of fucking her bareback was appealing, it made me a little uncomfortable. They’d stated in their profile that protection was always worn. “Wouldn’t that be breaking the rules you and Bryn have agreed to?”

“Not really. He doesn’t want other men coming inside me, and I’ll honour that.” She leaned closer. “I want you to come in my mouth.”

“And what will he say when there’s no used condom in the bedroom?”

“There will be. I’ll squirt in a little shampoo and knot it. He’s hardly going to undo it and smell the contents, is he?”

I doubted using shampoo to make her husband think she’d stuck to the condom rule was something she’d just thought up on the spur of the moment. “Do you always do this on your swinging dates?”

She sighed. “If you don’t want to go in bare or come in my mouth, you don’t have to.”

Just then, I heard an upstairs door click shut. Bryn and Suzy were in another bedroom, and I wondered if Amanda’s husband was trying a similar approach. Would he be asking Suzy if he could forgo the condom, now they were alone? Maybe his line was that Amanda didn’t like him coming inside other women, and this was all part of their ruse.

Amanda sat on the bed, unbuckled her sandals and took something from the drawer of her nightstand. She lay back on the bed and looked up at me, dropping a condom on the sheet at her side. “It’s your decision, Rob.”

The sound of Suzy’s moan made Amanda smile. “Sounds like they’ve already started.” She bent her legs and let them fall open.

I climbed onto the bed, knelt between her legs and leaned over her. She looked up at me and smiled, then reached down and gripped my cock, which was already hard again.

She raised her head and kissed me, swiping the tip of my cock through her wet furrow at the same time. Cursing my own weakness, I pushed forward and sank my unsheathed cock into her hot, wet hole. She whimpered and closed her eyes, wrapping her legs around mine and her arms around my waist. I fucked her slowly, the sensation of sliding in and out of her slick twat a lot more intense without the rubber. If I’d gone in bare earlier, I wouldn’t have lasted as long as I did. Now that I’d already shot my load twice, I wasn’t worried about coming too soon.

It was more comfortable in the bed than on the couch. I enjoyed the feeling of her hot body pressed against mine, and the cool sheets were far more preferable to the material of the couch. Suzy’s wails drifted through from the other bedroom, and this seemed to drive Amanada on.

“I’m going to come soon,” she whispered. “I’m going to come on your big, fat cock.”

I’d seen Bryn’s cock earlier and knew he and I were a similar size, so I assumed this was just how Amanda liked to talk with her swinging partners. I wasn’t bothered by it, but I didn’t let it go to my head. Instead, I just concentrated on fucking her.

“Oh god,” she hissed. “Oh yeah, just keep doing that.”

I kept thrusting at the same speed and watched her face. She sighed and sobbed, then let out a loud scream as her pussy clenched my cock. Her entire body seemed to go into spasm, her heels digging into the backs of my calves and her fingers raking over the skin of my back.

Amanda screamed and thrashed for almost a minute before she finally opened her eyes and smiled up at me. “Did you come?”

“No.”

“Wow.” She gave me a smile, then ran her hand over my cheek. “Can I go on top?”

I eased out and lay on my back.

Amanda straddled me and fed my cock back inside her. She rocked her hips forward and back, then stroked her hand down my stomach. “I can tell you guys work out. You’ve both got ripped bodies.”

I ran my hand over her boobs and flat stomach. “Your body’s hot, too.”

She grinned. “So’s my mouth.”

With that, she lifted off and scooted back to straddle my knees. Bending over, she took my slippery, wet dick into her mouth and bobbed her head. I groaned and pushed up. She sucked for just a few seconds before she released it, crawled forward and impaled herself again.

Resting her hands on my chest, she rocked herself on my cock. “Tell me when you’re about to come.”

I nodded, gripped her hips and bounced her harder. Her mouth dropped open, and she let out a grunt each time my cock prodded as deep as it’d go. I kept bouncing her, watching her pert little tits quiver every time her body slapped down onto mine.

She let out a breathy sigh. “If you can last a little longer, I could come again.”

“I can last.” I slipped my fingers between our groins so her clit could get friction from my fingers. She let out a moan and closed her eyes, and I watched her pretty face as she rocked herself to yet another orgasm. This time she was quieter, whimpering rather than screaming.

After it passed, she smiled down at me. “Are you ready to come now?”

When I nodded, she raised herself off and moved back to straddle my knees. Gripping the base of my cock in her hand, she flicked her long hair over one shoulder so I got an unobstructed view of her face, then took the top half of my cock into her mouth. Pumping her hand while bobbing her head, she soon had me pushing my head back into the pillow and curling my toes.

Amanda held eye contact and pumped her hand faster. I held my breath, arched my back and gushed into her mouth. She moaned and hummed, jacking me harder and using her tongue. I fired two or three more spurts down her throat, and she kept swallowing and humming. My spine tingled and all my muscles seemed to relax. I felt drained, which I guess I had been.

She finally released my cock and crawled up my body until she was lying full-length on top of me. She looked into my eyes and raised her eyebrows as if daring me to kiss her. I did, pushing my tongue into her mouth and digging my fingers into her bum cheeks. She groaned and rocked her body, but we both knew there’d be no more sex.

The sound of Bryn grunting and Suzy encouraging him made us both smile.

“Your wife’s insatiable,” Amanda whispered.

I nodded my agreement. “You don’t know the half of it.”

“You’ll both have a great time on that holiday of yours.”

“I hope so.”

We heard the other bedroom door open and Suzy and Bryn heading downstairs. Amanda got out of bed and pulled on a robe. All my clothes were still where I’d dropped them, so I had to walk downstairs naked. By the time I got to the living room, Suzy had her red dress on and was stepping into her mules. Bryn wore a pair of pyjama bottoms and a t-shirt, so I quickly dressed. Amanda went to stand with Bryn, and they held hands as I tied my shoelaces and then stood up next to Suzy.

“Thanks so much for hosting us,” Suzy said.

“It was our pleasure.” Amanda stepped close and gave Suzy a hug, then gave me a peck on the cheek. We headed out to the hall, I shook Bryn’s hand and Suzy gave him a final kiss, then we were walking down the drive towards our car.

Once inside, we looked at each other. I raised my eyebrows, and Suzy shook her head. “Let’s wait until we get home to discuss it.”

I started the engine and found my way off the estate. It only took us a few minutes to get back onto the motorway. Suzy rested her hand on my thigh and we completed the journey in a comfortable silence. I remembered Amanda’s big brown eyes locked on mine as I came in her mouth. I’d thoroughly enjoyed tonight. If this was what swinging was like, bring it on!

* * * *

It was almost one in the morning by the time we got back home. We didn’t bother turning on the downstairs lights and headed straight up to the bedroom. When Suzy took off her dress, I saw there was dry cum on her tits.

“I’m going to need a quick shower,” she said.

I nodded at her chest. “Looks like you’ve already had one.”

She laughed. “Hmm.”

I waited a few minutes then followed her in. I needed to wash off the smell of condoms so when Suzy stepped out of the shower, I got in. By the time I got back to the bedroom, Suzy was sitting up in bed. I slipped in beside her, and she leaned against me.

“So, how did you like being a swinger?” she asked.

We’d agreed to be honest with each other, so I was. “I had a great time.”

Suzy nodded, then took my hand and squeezed it. “I was really proud of the way you fucked her on the couch.”

I laughed. “Why?”

“Because she was squealing and moaning like she hadn’t been fucked that well for years.”

“I think she was just putting on a show for us all.”

Suzy frowned. “What makes you say that?”

“She was fucking someone else in front of her husband and the other guy’s wife. I think she felt obliged to act dirty.”

“She wasn’t acting. I saw her face and the way her body trembled all over by the time you’d finished.”

I couldn’t help smiling. “Thanks.”

“Bryn came quickly every time.”

“Too quickly?”

She shrugged. “Let’s just say that I didn’t get the same treatment that Amanda did.”

“Oh.” I was beginning to feel guilty.

She laughed and shook her head. “Don’t get me wrong. Bryn may have come quickly, but he got hard again pretty quickly as well. I had a good time.”

“How many times did he get hard again?”

“He fucked me twice on the couch and two more times in bed.” She leaned close. “And I also made him come with my tits.”

“He came five times?”

She nodded. “How many times did you come in the bedroom?”

“Just once.” I knew I had to tell her the truth. “And that time, she asked me to not use a condom.”

“You fucked her bareback?”

I nodded. “And I came in her mouth.”

“You dirty bugger.”

“Are you angry?”

“That you fucked her bareback?” She seemed to think about it, then smiled and shook her head. “No. I think they seemed like a pretty responsible couple. I’m sure it’ll be fine.”

“I suspect Amanda’s done that before. When I asked about Bryn not finding a soiled condom, she said she’d squirt some shampoo into one and tie it up so he’d think we used one.”

“Wow.” She chewed her lip, then shrugged. “Bryn never asked to go in bare, but he did ask if he could come on my tits.”

“I think Bryn may have come so quickly because your inner muscles are so much stronger than Amanda’s.”

She frowned. “What do you mean?”

“Fucking you is a lot more of a challenge than fucking Amanda.” I saw her expression, then re-worded my statement. “What I mean is, fucking you and making it last is a lot more demanding. You squeeze and wring the cum out of a cock.”

“And Amanda doesn’t?”

“Not like you. When you come, it’s like having my dick trapped in a vice.”

“Is that a good or bad thing?”

“It’s amazing.” I stroked her cheek. “If Bryn’s used to Amanda, having you bouncing on his cock must have been quite a shock. Exhilarating and thrilling, but I’m not surprised he came quickly.”

She smiled. “That makes me feel better.”

“It should. You’re a hot babe and a hot fuck.”

“And that means when we go on our holiday, I should probably take the men two at a time.”

“Are you trying to get me hard again?”

Suzy laughed and placed her hand on mine. “No, I need to sleep. But tomorrow morning, we’ll have nice slow sex that lasts longer than it takes for a kettle to boil. And after that, you can boil the kettle and make me a cup of tea.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter 3

Our first swinging session had been such a success it motivated Suzy to get the couples’ holiday booked. She admitted how much she’d enjoyed watching me with Amanda, and claimed the sexiness of it helped her overcome the jealousy aspect. There was no need to explain that to me. I’d watched her take on five students one after the other, and also witnessed her weekend of free-use shenanigans with myself and my three friends. I’d experienced a whole cocktail of emotions during those times but jealousy had been way down the list. I still couldn’t decide if lust or pride was the most overpowering emotion I’d felt.

“So,” she said one evening the following week, turning the laptop on her knee around so I could see the Mexican resort she’d been recommended to visit. “What do you think of this place?”

The website showed a collection of photos in a slideshow. I saw many images of blue sky, turquoise sea, white buildings surrounded by palm trees, and lots of tanned, beautiful bodies. “It looks amazing.”

“That’s what I thought. How much notice will you need to give to book time off work?”

“I can check the rota online now, if you want.”

She clicked through the booking system and listed several potential weeks that still had vacancies. I logged onto the work app and saw nobody else had booked time off for one of those weeks. Suzy quickly grabbed her bank cards and paid the deposit.

When the booking confirmation came through a few moments later, she smiled broadly. “Right, we have just over three weeks to prepare for our trip. Who shall I try and arrange a date with from the contact site before we leave for Mexico?”

I remembered her saying she’d found three couples on the contact site she liked the look of and had only chosen Bryn and Amanda because of their location. “Who are the choices?”

“There is—” she typed on her laptop then turned it around to show me the screen “—Elena and Tim.” The photo showed a couple who looked about our own age. He was tall and broad with curly brown hair, she was a petite redhead. Both were attractive. Elena looked really sexy in a little black dress and fuck-me shoes.

I nodded enthusiastically. “I like the look of them.”

Suzy laughed. “What I think you mean is, you like the look of her.”

“Yeah.”

“They’re in Cornwall, so maybe we could book somewhere to stay and make a weekend of it. If we saw them Saturday night, we could drive over Friday night and spend Saturday and Sunday doing tourist-type things.” She hit a few more keys and showed me the next picture. “There’s also Curt and Jacqui. They’re in Northumberland, which would also require us booking somewhere to stay.”

This couple looked older, maybe early forties, but again they were attractive. Their photo was an informal one that showed Jacqui sitting on her husband’s knee. Both were looking at something out of shot and laughing. She had long dark ringlets and good legs.

“They look good, too.”

“So, which would you rather meet up first?” Suzy asked.

“I’d be happy with either, so let’s see what their availability is like. But if we can’t arrange a date before the holiday, it’s not a problem.”

She held my gaze for a few seconds, then nodded. “I don’t intend seeing a different couple every week, but I’d like another swap before Mexico.”

“Fine with me.”

As Suzy set about emailing both couples to check their availability on potential dates, I felt my phone buzz in my pocket. I took it out and saw I’d received a text from Stig, one of my friends from the army. My pulse quickened.

“What’s wrong?” Suzy asked.

I looked up to see her staring at me. “Sorry?”

“You look like you’ve received bad news.” She looked genuinely concerned.

“I don’t know if it’s bad news, but it’s a text from Stig.” Stig was one of the guys who’d been at the cottage in Yorkshire during Suzy’s free-use weekend, and the only one who was married. He’d mentioned then that he and his wife Mandy were going through a bad patch.

“What does it say?” Suzy asked.

Like me, Suzy was probably worried that Stig’s wife had found out about what had taken place during that weekend. I chewed my lip and opened the text, dreading the worst. The message was short and didn’t ease my fears. We’re coming to Cambridge for a couple of days. Fancy meeting up?

I looked over at Suzy, whose eyes were fixed on mine. “They’re visiting Cambridge and asked if we want to meet up.”

“When?”

“It doesn’t say.”

She nodded. “Of course we should meet up. Find out when they’re coming and ask if they’d like to stay here.”

I blinked, then nodded. I sent a quick reply. A minute later, my phone rang. It was Stig.

“Hey, Stig,” I said on answering. As I listened, I heard Mandy’s voice shouting a friendly greeting from a distance. Stig laughed and then came on the line.

“Hiya Rob. Thanks for the offer, but we’re being put up in a hotel by my company.”

“Ooh, very nice. I wish I worked for one of the big boys.” Stig and I both worked in telecommunications, though my employers were only a small outfit.

He laughed. “They’re running some sort of touchy-feely HR bullshit course, and since nobody wants to go, my boss is sending me.”

“And Mandy’s joining you?”

“Yeah. She’s taken a few days off, and people are being encouraged to bring partners along.”

At the cottage, Stig had said he suspected his wife may have been seeing someone else. While there were so many questions I wanted to ask, the fact Mandy was in the same room as him and listening to his side of the conversation made it impossible.

“So,” I said. “When is your course?”

“Middle of next week. We’ll drive over Tuesday afternoon, spend Wednesday and Thursday on the course, then go home Thursday night.”

“Cool. So, when do you want to meet up?”

“We thought we could all go for a beer on Tuesday night, if you guys are free.”

Suzy usually went on a ride with her cycling club on Tuesday evenings. “Could you make Tuesday night?”

She smiled. “Of course.”

“Sounds great, Stig” I said. “Where are you staying?”

He said it was a place with a conference centre but couldn’t remember the name. We agreed to call again next week to make specific plans for where to meet.

After I’d ended the call, I looked over at Suzy. “Seems like everything’s normal between them.”

“Do you mean compared to us, whose relationship is abnormal?”

“I mean it doesn’t sound like he still thinks she’s cheating on him, or that she knows he fucked every hole in your body.” I laughed at her shocked gasp. “I’m only teasing.”

“You make me feel like—”

“You know how I feel about the way our relationship’s changed.” I gave what I hoped was a warm smile. “I’m enjoying what we’re doing. You know that.”

She held my gaze for a moment, then narrowed her eyes. “Are you enjoying it more now you’re getting to have fun with other women?”

I thought about it, then nodded. “I get a huge kick out of watching you, or just from knowing what you’re doing, but I had a good time with Amanda.” I nodded towards the laptop which was still open on her knee. “And I’m looking forward to having a good time with Elena and Jacqui, too.”

She smiled. “It’s good to know you’re as big a slut as I am.”

As it turned out, neither couple was available for the coming weekend, though Elena and Tim were up for a meet the following Saturday night and were happy to host. Apparently, they lived in a town called Launceston, but also owned a chalet on the coast near the fishing village of Port Isaac. The chalet was where they liked to host their swinging dates. They explained that after the date they’d go back to their own house, and we’d be welcome to stay overnight in the chalet.

Suzy confirmed the date and sent off a couple of photos that showed our faces. She received two more photos of Elena and Tim. One of these showed them on a beach standing side by side holding surfboards, their hair wet and their smiles wide. I couldn’t help noticing how great Elena’s tight little body looked in the figure-hugging wetsuit.

* * * *

When Stig told us which hotel they were staying in, we arranged to meet at the nearby Trinity College. They were already there when we arrived, and we all greeted each other with hugs. Stig had grown a beard, which suited him. Mandy looked good, and her hair was longer than she usually wore it.

“Since it’s a nice evening,” Suzy said, “we thought we’d wander around for a while then find a nice pub.”

Stig and Mandy gave enthusiastic nods, and he led them off towards St John’s College. We made small talk and caught up on each other’s news.

“I’m so sorry I couldn’t make it to Yorkshire,” Mandy told Suzy.

I watched the women’s faces closely, but Mandy showed no indication that she knew what had gone on between her husband and my wife.

“It was a shame you weren’t there,” Suzy said without batting an eye. “How’s work?”

Mandy sighed. “Awful. The last government fucked us over for so long, they broke the NHS. But let’s not talk about that. How are you two doing?”

By the time we reached the River Cam, we’d somehow split up, with Suzy and Stig a few yards ahead, with Mandy and me lagging behind and chatting about Stig’s upcoming course.

Watching the other two, I couldn’t help wondering if they were talking about the last time they’d met. During that weekend, Stig had done pretty much everything a guy could possibly do to my wife. He’d come inside her during the gangbang that had started the shenanigans, come on her face when he and I spit-roasted her over the arm of the couch, come in her mouth when she blew him at the end of the card game, and in his three visits to her bed throughout the night, he’d come in all three of her holes.

“Wow, it’s gorgeous here,” Mandy said, looking around Jesus Green Park. There were several boats being punted on the river, and students wandered around in groups, laughing and talking excitedly.

She stopped walking and looked up into my eyes, her face serious. “I don’t know what you guys said to Stig during the weekend in Yorkshire but when he got back, he was a different person.”

I blinked, trying desperately to keep my expression neutral. “What do you mean?”

She shrugged. “For quite a while before that weekend he’d been distant, almost secretive. I thought he might have been having problems at work.” She smiled. “But after the weekend with you guys, he came back like the same old Stig again. You should all meet up more often. I think he misses the camaraderie.”

I smiled, relieved that she was obviously unaware of Suzy’s fuck-fest. “He mentioned things were strained between you, though he put it down to you being overworked at the hospital.” What he’d actually said was he thought she was fucking another guy from the hospital.

Mandy laughed and shook her head. “Well, whatever you said to him, he came back a new man.” She leaned close. “The minute he walked through the door, he dragged me to bed.”

“The dirty dog.”

She laughed.

I looked down at Mandy’s pretty face and trim figure. Before I could stop myself, I imagined what it’d be like to drag her to bed and slide my cock into all her holes like Stig had done to my wife. I felt my dick start to thicken and immediately chided myself.

I glanced up at Suzy and Stig thirty yards ahead of us. “I guess we should go for a drink before the gnats start biting us.”

Once settled inside a pub, the four of us sat around a small table in the crowded bar. Stig asked if we had any holiday plans, and Suzy grinned.

“We’re off to Cornwall this weekend,” she said. “And in a couple of weeks we’re going to Mexico.” She didn’t mention what we’d be spending our time doing at both locations.

Mandy’s eyes went wide. “Wow. We’ve booked a week in Tuscany in early September.” She put her hand on Stig’s arm. “There’ll be two days in Florence, and the rest of the time in a small village in the middle of wine-making country.”

“That sounds idyllic,” Suzy said. “Let us know what it’s like because I’d love to go to Italy.”

We spent the rest of the evening chatting about regular stuff and Stig’s course. Mandy said she’d be using the spa facilities as much as possible while Stig was attending workshops. He had an early start the following day, so we called it a night at ten-thirty. We said our goodbyes and headed back to the car park as they made their way to their hotel.

“Those two seem to have patched up whatever was wrong,” Suzy said.

I nodded. “While Stig thought she was seeing someone else, Mandy was worried he was being distant because he had a problem at work.”

“Typical. People don’t talk enough.”

I unlocked the car, and we got in. “Speaking of talking, did either of you two mention what happened in Yorkshire?”

“He asked if I’d had another free-use weekend, and I told him I hadn’t.”

“Did you tell him about us becoming swingers?”

“No, of course not.” She glanced at me. “Did you tell Mandy?”

“No.” I let out a sigh. “But I did wonder what it’d be like to fuck her.”

Suzy laughed. “Considering what I’ve done with her husband, I guess that’s only natural.”

“No it isn’t. I need to remind my dick that while it’s okay to swell for the women I’m supposed to fuck, it has to behave around the women who are just friends.”

“You got a hard-on when you were talking to her?”

“No, just a semi.”

“Well, I’ll see if I can coax it up to a full-blown one when we get home.”

I grinned. “Does that mean you got wet talking to Stig?”

“No.”

“Did you think about what you two did together the last time you saw him?”

She frowned and nodded. “Some things came to mind.”

“What like?”

“Sucking his dick during the card game. Him lifting my legs over his shoulders and taking me anally.”

“It’s been a while since we’ve done that.”

“Hmm.” She leaned close and blew in my ear. “Maybe when we get home, you’ll get lucky.”

I drove as fast as the speed limits allowed.

* * * *

“Did it feel weird for you seeing Stig again after our weekend fun?” Suzy asked as we were getting ready for bed.

“No, it wasn’t a problem tonight.”

“But now we’re swingers, you kept lusting after Mandy.” She was smiling.

“I wasn’t lusting after her. She told me that as soon as Stig got home from Yorkshire, he dragged her to bed.”

“Good for him. Nothing clears the air like a good hard shag.” She stepped close and wrapped her fingers around my cock as soon as I unfastened my jeans. “So,” she said, pumping her hand slowly. “Where are you going to put this?”

“Where do you want it?”

She leaned in and nuzzled my ear. “You mentioned something about it being a while since we’ve done anal.”

I felt my balls tighten. “You’re really up for that?”

“I think it might be good practice for something I’d like to do in Mexico.”

Before I could ask why she’d want to do anal on our holiday, Suzy walked over to her bedside cabinet and took out some lube and her vibrator from the bottom drawer. My mind raced. Suddenly I knew exactly what she had in mind.

“You intend taking two men at once in Mexico.”

She smiled. “And tonight, I’d thought we could run through how I’d like it to happen.” She sat on the bed, pulled off her jeans and panties then motioned for me to approach her.

I kicked off my shoes and removed my jeans and socks. We were now both naked, and I stepped in front of her.

She held my cock and looked up into my face. “So, when I find a man in Mexico who turns me on, I intend doing this to him.” She parted her lips and took my cock all the way into her throat, making me catch my breath. Bobbing her head slowly, she kept her eyes fixed on mine. I felt her tongue moving against the shaft.

After a minute or so, she pulled back and released it. Gripping the base, she pumped and twisted her hand as she looked up at me. “Once I have him nice and hard, I’m going to tell him to lie on his back.”

I climbed onto the bed and lay on my back. Suzy kept pumping my cock, then manoeuvred herself so she was straddling my legs. “I guess this will be when I fit him with a condom.”

I held her gaze. We’d spoken about the necessity of safe sex at the couples’ retreat. Everyone there was a potential STD risk.

“But since this is just a practice run…” She rose up on her knees and swiped the tip of my cock through her slick crease. “We’re not going to rubber up tonight.” She slowly lowered herself down. My dick slid into her wet pussy.

“Mmm.” She clenched me in her warm, tight grip, then began riding me. “I’ll tell him how good it feels to have his cock buried deep inside me, and I’ll order him to lie still and let me use his cock to get off.”

“Will he be allowed to play with your tits?” I asked.

“Oh yeah.”

I reached up and placed my hands on her boobs, trapping her taut nipples between my splayed fingers. “Will he be allowed to come?”

“Not yet, but I’ll expect him to stay nice and hard so that I can.” She closed her eyes and rocked faster.

I kneaded her tits and pushed up into her. She let out a muffled grunt and my cock was squeezed tight. It was a struggle not to blow my load.

Suzy slowed her movements, opened her eyes and gave me a beautiful smile. “Then, I’m going to look around and see which of the watching men I want to join us.”

“There’ll be people watching?” I didn’t know how I felt about her doing things in public. “I’d assumed the action was taking place in our cabin.”

“Oh no, it’ll be out in the open. Maybe on a lounger by the pool.” She smiled. “And when I see someone I like, I’ll tell him to lie on the next lounger. I’ll climb off the first guy—” she raised herself up and picked up her vibrator “—and suck the second to get him nice and hard.” She took the vibrator into her mouth, covering it with saliva. “Then it’ll be his turn to fuck me.”

I watched as she held the vibrator vertical on the bed and positioned herself over it. The sex-toy was life-like with raised veins and a moulded head, so it was easy for me to imagine it was another man’s cock. She lowered down, and the thick latex cock disappeared into her hungry pussy.

She let out a sigh, then looked over at me. “Then I’ll tell the first guy to join us on this lounger and give me a full house.” She lay face down on the bed and started to thrust slowly up and down on her sex-toy.

I knelt between her spread legs and applied lube to my cock as I watched her fuck the vibrator. After adding a generous squirt to her puckered hole, I moved close and held my cockhead against it. “Ready?”

“Yeah but take it slow.”

I pressed in and felt her opening up. The tip slipped in, making us both moan. I pushed harder and slid inside. I could feel the sex-toy pressing against my shaft. We’d never simulated a threesome like this before, and it made her feel tighter than ever. God knows what it must have felt like for her.

“Okay,” she said, her voice breathless. “Don’t try and hold back. Just enjoy the ride.”

Before I could ask what she meant, she flicked the switch on the vibrator and rocked her hips. My cock was being buzzed, squeezed and milked in the most glorious way. I let out a gasp and after less than a minute, I exploded inside her. She pumped the sex-toy quickly in and out of her pussy, and as each spasm shook my body, I fired more cum deep into her body.

When Suzy’s second orgasm arrived, her contractions were so strong they almost forced my softening cock out of her. She bucked her hips and plunged the sex-toy in and out, then the sensation must have gotten too intense because she pulled it out and turned it off. We lay panting in the relative silence. She clenched and this time my cock did slip out. I rolled off and lay beside her. Her eyes were closed, and she was smiling.

“What are you thinking?” I asked.

She opened her eyes and looked at me. “I’m thinking I don’t actually need anybody else because you give me great sex.”

I blinked, surprised and touched but also a little anxious. “Are you saying you don’t want us to do swinging anymore?”

“No, I’m not saying that. I want all the fresh dicks I can get.” She leaned in and kissed me. “But I know that when we get tired of it, I’ll still have a great sex-life with you.”

I smiled, flattered. “I need a shower.”

She nodded. “I’m going to lie here and leak cum all over the sheets just to prove what a dirty slut I can be.”

“Okay. Just make sure you leak them all on your own side of the bed.”

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───

Chapter 4

Suzy and I took Friday afternoon off work to drive to Cornwall. Elena and Tim had told us we could stay in their chalet after our date on Saturday night, so we’d only needed to book a hotel for Friday night. The journey was just over three hundred miles and took more than five hours. After we’d checked in to the hotel in Boscastle, we went for a walk along the sea front. It was a warm sunny evening but there was a strong wind that whipped Suzy’s hair around her face so much she had to tie it back in a ponytail.

“Anywhere in particular you want to go while we’re here?” she asked.

I’d been to Cornwall on numerous holidays as a child and had told her I’d like to see a few of those places as an adult. “One place that sticks in my mind is Polperro,” I said. “It’s a really picturesque little village with a harbour, but it’s quite a way from here. Maybe we can call there on Sunday on the way home.”

“Okay.”

“Tomorrow we can drive along the coast and stop wherever we see somewhere we want to explore. There are lots of pretty beaches and coves around here.”

“I should have brought my bike.”

I scoffed. “You’ll be saddle-sore enough after Tim’s ridden you like a surfboard.”

“Ooh, I hope so.” She pulled my arm. “Let’s go back to the hotel and get cleaned up, then we can go and find a nice restaurant.”

The hotel was a little dated but clean, and our room was a good size with a sea view. We showered and dressed, then walked into town and browsed the numerous gift shops that were still open. We settled for a pub rather than a restaurant, and it turned out to be a good choice. The food was fabulous and the atmosphere very friendly. We both had a few drinks and were ready to leave shortly after ten. The drive, dinner and drinks took their toll, and we were both sleepy by the time we got into bed. We were happy to just hold each other because we knew that tomorrow night, we’d both be getting a lot more than just cuddles.

* * * *

On Saturday morning we got up late, dressed in shorts and t-shirts and headed down for breakfast. The hotel restaurant was busy, with most of other guests being tourists who were chattering excitedly about their upcoming day. After eating, we got in the car and drove south, sticking to the coast road as much as possible. We found a couple of nice little coves where we stopped for a walk, and also visited Tintagel Castle. We had a late lunch, then headed back to the hotel around five. We’d arranged to meet Tim and Elena at eight, so that gave us plenty of time to get ready.

I showered and dressed, then went down to wait in the hotel bar while Suzy bathed, did her makeup and got dressed. When she walked into the bar, I saw all the men in the room take notice. She wore a pale blue summer dress with a short white cardigan and white sandals. When she sat at my table, I noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra.

“Hi.” She smiled at my expression as I peered down the top of her dress.

“It’s a good job you’re wearing the cardigan.” I looked around at the older people in the bar. “Half the guys in here probably have heart conditions.”

“I thought it’d be appropriate to cover up a little in here. I’ll leave it in the car when we get to the chalet.”

Once I’d been to get her a drink, we sat and smiled at each other.

“What are you thinking?” she asked.

“I’m wondering if we’ll be given a choice of all staying in the same room or going into separate bedrooms.”

“Which would you prefer?”

I thought about it for a second. “I like watching.”

She nodded. “Me too. If they ask our preference, let’s say we’ll stay in the same room.”

“Okay.” I thought about Amanda’s request to forgo the condom. “What about safe sex?”

Suzy chewed her lip and shrugged. “I’m happy to play it by ear. And I know you have a weird fascination for other men’s cum.”

“I do not have—”

She laughed at my reaction. “I’m not saying you’re into it in a bad way, but I’ve seen your reaction when a guy comes over me. And there’s no denying how much you like fucking me when my pussy’s full of another man’s cum.”

I looked around the neighbouring tables to make sure she hadn’t been overheard, then glared at her. “That’s down to me finding you sexy, not me liking other men’s jizz.” I shook my head in dismay. “You accused me of having some kind of homoerotic obsession after the weekend in Yorkshire.”

“You wanted to know how many times and where they all came.”

“That’s just…” I hesitated. I was going to say ‘natural’ but there was nothing natural about a husband wanting the details of where guys shot their loads when they fucked his wife.

Suzy grinned as I struggled to justify my fixation.

I shrugged. “I think details like that contribute to the whole wife-sharing fetish.”

“I know, and you’re right. I just like winding you up.” She sat back and picked up her glass. “So, are you looking forward to your second swinging date?”

I remembered the photos of the tiny redhead. “Yes.”

“More than the last one?”

I paused for a second, then decided to be honest. “Amanda was nice, but I find Elena much more physically attractive.”

She bit her lip, then nodded. “Same here. Bryn was fine, but did you see how good Tim looked in his wetsuit?”

“I was too busy admiring the way Elena’s suit clung to her body.”

She laughed out loud, then nodded. “Yes, I noticed that as well.”

We sipped our drinks in silence. My mind was partly on Elena, but there was an added buzz now I knew that Suzy was excited by Tim’s body.

Suzy finished her drink and checked her watch. “How long will it take us to get to their chalet?”

“About twenty minutes, I think.”

“Want another drink?” she asked.

I shook my head. “I’m driving, but you can have another if you’re feeling nervous.”

“Why would I be nervous? All I need to do is lie on my back and spread my legs.” She leaned over the table and lowered her voice. “You’re the one who’s going to have to ride a hot little surfer-babe without falling off or shooting your load.”

“Right,” I said, nodding. “No pressure, then.”

She laughed. “You have nothing to worry about. You’re a hot fuck.”

“Coming from someone who’s had so many men, I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“Touché!” She laughed and stood up. “Come on, let’s go and spread the love.”

I got up, gripped her hand and led her out to the car park. It was another sunny evening and after stopping for a couple of bottles of wine to take, we completed the journey listening to music.

Port Isaac had a picturesque harbour that looked west over the Atlantic, and the sky had an orange tinge as the sun was beginning to set. Tim had sent Suzy directions to the holiday park, and we drove slowly through it. The grass and flowerbeds were well-maintained, with maybe forty static caravans and chalets located around the site. Tim and Elena’s chalet was situated in the best row, at the edge of the site overlooking the bay. The chalet itself was a large single storey wooden structure with verandas front and back. I had no idea how much holiday chalets in Cornwall cost, but I suspected this one must be somewhere near the top of the range.

There was a red Toyota Hillux pickup truck parked outside, and I pulled up next to it. Before we had a chance to get out of the car, Tim and Elena came out to meet us. They were dressed casually, with Tim in long shorts and a baggy ‘No Fear’ t-shirt, and Elena wearing a short tie-dye dress. Neither wore shoes.

“Hi,” Elena said, smiling like we were all old friends and coming to give us both a hug.

“You found it okay then?” Tim asked as he shook our hands.

“No problem.” I passed him the bottles of wine and glanced around at the site. “Fabulous location.”

“Thanks. Yeah, we love it and spend as much time as we can here.” He tilted his head towards the chalet. “Come on in, let’s get you guys a drink.”

As we followed him up the paved path, I let my eyes wander over Elena. She was tiny, barely five-foot and very petite. Her feet were small and dainty, the toenails painted dark blue. Both she and her husband were tanned and looked like they spent a lot of time outdoors.

The veranda overlooking the sea was a large space with wicker furniture and a stainless steel smokeless firepit. After we gave Tim our order, he went inside the chalet and Elena sat in one of the chairs. Suzy and I settled on a two-seater while he took another chair, and Tim returned with our drinks.

“You guys been to Cornwall before?” he asked with a friendly smile.

“I spent a few holidays here as a kid,” I said. “We’re planning on calling at Polperro on the way home to see if it’s how I remember it.”

“Oh, I love it there,” Elena said.

“And you guys are in Cambridge, right?” Tim asked.

We nodded, then spent about half an hour chatting like we’d just met them in a pub, rather than with the intention of swapping partners. We refilled our glasses and discussed where we’d all grown up and studied. Tim was a native of Cornwall, but Elena was originally from Gloucester. She and Tim had met at university in Bath, and she’d got the surfing bug from him. They asked about my army days and how long we’d been married. The sun was now almost at the horizon, the red disc and orange sky reflected in the sea. Tim added a couple of logs to the firepit as the evening air became chilly.

“So,” Elena said. “Whose idea was it to get into swinging?”

I turned to look at my wife, and she sighed. “I suppose it was because of my actions.”

They waited for more of an explanation.

Suzy shrugged. “I gave a guy a blowjob while Rob lay next to me, and things sort of snowballed from there.”

“Cool.” Tim looked impressed. “When you say snowballed, what do you mean?”

I didn’t think Suzy wanted to admit to fucking the guy along with four of his mates. “I let her know that I wasn’t upset by her actions.” I glanced at my wife, then back at Tim. “And I realised it actually turned me on. How about with you two?”

Tim and Elena exchanged looks. He cleared his throat. “I suppose we got into it through a couple of friends of ours.”

“They’re fellow surfers who we’ve known for years,” Elena explained. “They were staying with us one weekend. We’d surfed all day, then came back here and had a few drinks.” She shrugged. “We were all just chilling and having a laugh, then I noticed Sammy was flirting with Tim and Dennis couldn’t take his eyes off my legs. One thing led to another.”

“When I looked over from the couch,” Tim said, smiling, “Dennis had his head between Elena’s thighs. She had her eyes closed and was stroking his hair. Sammy slid her hand inside my shorts and before I knew it, she had my cock in her mouth.”

“We’ve partied with them a few times,” Elena said. “They’re ten years older than us, and apparently they’ve been swingers for a while.” She glanced at Tim, seemed to come to a decision, then looked back at us. “We’ve only just joined the contact site, so you’re our first new partners.”

“Oh, wow.” Suzy smiled. “Well, we’re flattered. We’re actually quite new as well. We’ve only met one other couple through the site.”

“And how was it?” Tim asked.

“It was a success. They were nice, and we all had a good time.”

“So how did you all…?” Elena frowned and looked uncomfortable. “I mean, where were you at the time?”

“We went to their house,” Suzy said. “We started in their living room, me and the husband on one couch, Rob and the wife on the other.” She gave them a guilty smile. “We both get a bit of a kick out of watching, so that worked for us. But later we went to separate bedrooms.”

“Can I ask about condoms?” Elena said.

“They insisted we use them,” Suzy said, then glanced at me.

“When we got to the bedroom, the wife asked if I wouldn’t mind not using one because…” I hesitated, a little embarrassed.

“She wanted him to come in her mouth,” Suzy explained.

Elena looked at Tim, then back at Suzy. “Did that bother you?”

“Not at all.” Suzy smiled. “Why?”

Elena chewed her lip. “I just think it’d be nicer all round if we didn’t need to worry about using condoms tonight.”

Suzy looked at me and raised her eyebrows. After I nodded, she smiled at Elena. “We’re happy not to use them.”

“And you’re happy for us all to be in the same room?” Tim asked.

Suzy and I both nodded.

“Great. Let’s go inside.”

All four of us stood up, ready to move onto the next stage of the evening.

As we walked into the chalet from the veranda, we passed through a galley-style kitchen and a short hallway into a good-sized living space. It had an L-shaped leather couch along two walls and a set of patio doors on the third wall. The only other furniture was a low coffee table and a couple of scatter cushions. There were three doors off the small hallway that presumably led to two bedrooms and a bathroom.

Elena stopped in the middle of the living area. “Since the bedrooms are quite small, are you guys okay with us all staying in here?”

Suzy and I nodded.

“Great.” She gripped the hem of her short summer dress and pulled it off over her head. She wore nothing beneath it, and I stared hungrily at her body. She had small boobs with upturned brown nipples, a narrow waist and a shaved pussy. A small blue tattoo of what looked like Chinese writing ran down one side of her flat stomach.

Suzy took her own dress off. She was braless but wore a white thong. Her tits were much bigger than Elena’s, and Tim’s eyes were fixed on my wife’s body. Elena moved close to me and slid her hands up my t-shirt. As I lifted it over my head, she clamped her mouth onto my nipple and sucked. I dropped my t-shirt on the floor and ran my hands over her smooth back. She pressed her hand against my thickening cock, released my nipple from her mouth and looked up into my eyes. I dipped my head and kissed her. Her lips were soft, and she pushed her tongue into my mouth. She broke the kiss and moved her fingers to my belt.

I heard Tim let out a sigh and looked over at them. Suzy was on her knees and already had his cock in her mouth. He’d removed his t-shirt and shorts. His body was tanned and toned, with a similar tattoo to Elena’s inked next to his well-defined six-pack. I couldn’t tell how big his cock was because Suzy’s nose was pressed against his shaved pubis. She had his full length in her throat.

I turned my attention back to Elena, who now had my belt undone and my jeans unbuttoned. She gave me a smile, dropped to her knees then tugged my jeans and boxers down. My cock sprang out, now fully hard. She ran a finger down its length, then looked up into my eyes as she parted her lips and took the tip into her mouth. I shuddered and let out a long breath.

Elena bobbed her head and worked her tongue. I entwined my fingers in her hair and enjoyed her ministrations. Suzy led Tim to one side of the couch and encouraged him to lie down on the seat. She straddled his legs and lowered herself onto his cock, letting out a long moan as she took his full length inside her.

I eased Elena’s head back and helped her to her feet, hurriedly kicking off my shoes and jeans. She pulled my head down and kissed me. I hugged her small body against my own. Pushing down on my shoulders with her arms, she lifted herself up and wrapped her legs around my waist. She was so light I could easily take her weight, and the idea of fucking her like this was too inviting to resist. I reached down and ran my cock through her folds. Watching my face, she lifted herself a little and then slid down onto my cock. I let out a sigh, gripped her backside and bounced her on my dick as she let out breathy little moans.

“Oh yeah,” Suzy whispered from the couch. “Fuck, yeah.”

My wife was working up to her first orgasm of the evening, but my focus was on Elena. Her eyes were locked on mine as I stood in the middle of the room with her impaled on my cock, her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist. A small frown creased her brow, her eyes closed, and her mouth dropped open. I felt her climax grip me.

Suzy let out a loud gasp from the couch as both women came at the same time. I kept jerking my hips and bouncing Elena through her orgasm but by the time she’d rode it out and opened her eyes, my legs and back were starting to ache. I walked her to the vacant side of the couch where she unwrapped her legs and lowered her feet to the floor. I bent and withdrew. She sat on the couch and spread her legs invitingly.

On the other bench of the L-shaped couch, Suzy was now on all fours with Tim fucking her from behind. I dropped to my knees and stared at Elena’s pussy. It was still gaping a little from my cock’s presence, and I bent to lick it. She tasted as good as she looked, and I ran my tongue through her folds a few times before pushing my tongue as far into her channel as I could.

Elena arched up and pushed against my face, riding my tongue. I let her do this for a while before moving up and locking my lips around her clit. As I sucked at her nub, I pushed two fingers as far inside her as I could reach and curled them up to press her G-spot. With a startled yelp, she came again, bucking her hips and humping my face.

Then she pushed my face away and tugged at my hair, encouraging me to move further up her body. “Fuck me,” she hissed, back-crawling further onto the seat of the couch and dragging me on top of her. I entered her again, sinking bollocks-deep into her hot little snatch.

Each couple was on adjacent seats of the L-shaped couch with the women’s heads close to the corner. Suzy was on all fours being fucked doggy-style, and Elena was on her back with me holding myself above her and jackhammering my hips.

Suzy flashed me a smile, then let out another grunt as Tim increased the speed and intensity of his thrusts. Suzy’s tits swung beneath her as Tim’s onslaught reached fever-pitch. Then he pushed deep and let out a loud grunt. He was coming inside my wife.

As I watched her rock and wriggle, I knew she’d be squeezing herself around him, milking every last drop. I banged harder into Elena, and she heaved beneath me, coming up to meet each thrust. Lights flashed in my periphery vision as I exploded inside her.

Elena moaned, clenched down on my cock and stroked my face as I sent at least four more spurts into her writhing, eager little body. When I eventually stilled and opened my eyes, Elena and Suzy were both smiling at me. Tim pulled out, then he and Suzy lay spooned on the couch. I withdrew from Elena and lay next to her, so the four of us were lying as two pairs at right-angles.

Elena looked at Suzy. “You’ve got a fabulous body. Do you work out?”

“Yeah, and I also cycle a lot.”

“I love your abs, but I’d kill for tits like yours.”

Suzy giggled. “They’re good now, but I’m expecting them to sag as I age.”

“Can I touch them?”

Suzy blinked in surprise, then nodded. I felt my cock twitch.

Elena reached out and cupped one of Suzy’s tits in her small hand. “Wow, they’re…” She lifted and squeezed. “Are they real?”

“Yes.”

Elena traced her fingers around Suzy’s nipple. She smiled at Suzy’s startled expression. “Am I freaking you out?”

Suzy’s brow creased, suggesting she was a little uncomfortable. “No, I just…”

“Would it freak you out if I wanted to suck them?”

Suzy looked at me as if confused, then looked back at Elena and shook her head.

The tiny redhead grinned and crawled towards Suzy. Tim moved back which allowed Suzy to sit up. Elena dropped off the couch and knelt on the floor in front of my wife. Using both hands to caress Suzy’s tits, Elena ran her thumbs over both nipples for a few moments before lowering her head and sucking one into her mouth. Suzy’s eyes fluttered closed.

My dick was getting harder by the second. I glanced up at Tim, and he was watching the women with a sly grin. He must have known Elena was also into women, and I wondered if this had been the real reason why they wanted all four of us in the same room. I certainly wasn’t complaining.

Elena sucked and pawed Suzy’s breasts for a couple of minutes. Suzy was obviously enjoying the attention because she’d started cradling Elena’s head and even reached down to trace her fingers over Elena’s pert little tits.

Elena looked over at her husband, who was slowly stroking his erection. “Sit back and hold your cock up so Suzy can sit on it.”

Tim placed his feet on the floor, leaned against the back of the couch and continued to stroke his cock. Elena helped Suzy to her feet and encouraged her to straddle Tim with her back to his chest. As my wife bent her knees to sit on his lap, Elena gripped her husband’s cock and guided it inside my wife. Suzy let out a sigh and then began to ride him.

Elena looked over at me. “Don’t just sit there, come and fuck her mouth.”

I got up and stood next to where Elena knelt. Suzy looked up into my eyes and parted her lips. I leaned closer and slid my dick between her lips. I kept thinking it must have tasted of Elena’s juices, but Suzy bobbed her head and slurped like it was the tastiest lollipop she’d ever had.

Elena lowered her head and ran her tongue over Suzy’s clit. My wife moaned and mumbled around my cock as Elena continued to pleasure her. Suzy released my cock and fell back against Tim’s chest. His hands immediately cupped her tits as Elena sucked on her clit. Suzy arched up and screamed as the other couple made her come while I stood and watched.

Elena pulled her head back and looked up at me. “Fuck me from behind.”

I didn’t need telling twice. I dropped to my knees and fed my raging hard-on back inside her. Gripping Elena’s hips, I soon got into a rhythm and started pounding her.

After a couple of minutes, she looked over her shoulder at me. “Now come and fuck my mouth.”

I withdrew, stood up and presented my slick cock to her mouth. She looked up into my eyes and licked her juices off it before taking the tip into her mouth.

Elena took me deeper, bobbed her head a couple of times before pulling back and looking at Suzy. “Want to help me suck his cock?”

Suzy was still bouncing on Tim’s cock, but she sat forward and opened her mouth. Elena pointed my dick at my wife’s face and Suzy swallowed my full length. I let out a groan.

“Oh wow, deep-throating as well.” Elena stroked Suzy’s cheek. “Do you like the taste of my juices on his cock?” As soon as Suzy released my dick, Elena took it back into her mouth. It took her a couple of attempts before she proved to be adept at deep-throating, too.

A few moments later she released my cock and pointed it back at Suzy’s face. As Suzy opened her mouth, Elena moved my dick aside and leaned in to kiss her on the mouth. Suzy closed her eyes and kissed her back. I stood watching the hot little redhead making out with my wife. It was sexy as fuck.

When they eventually broke their kiss, Suzy was a little breathless. She glanced up at me, then looked into Elena’s eyes. “Sit on my face.”

Elena planted a gentle kiss on Suzy’s lips. “I’m full of your husband’s cum.”

“That’s fine. I’ve tasted it many times.”

Elena smiled, then looked over at her husband. “Want to fuck her on her back?”

Tim nodded. Elena helped Suzy to get up off Tim’s cock, then laid her on her back along the seat of the couch. Tim knelt between Suzy’s spread legs and re-entered her. Elena climbed onto the couch, placed a knee either side of Suzy’s head and lowered her pussy onto her face. I watched as my wife probed Elena’s pussy with her tongue.

The fiery little redhead rocked her hips then she looked up into my eyes. “Fuck my mouth again, and don’t stop until you’ve shot your load.”

Over the next ten minutes, the four of us indulged in our mini orgy. It was definitely the kinkiest sex I’d ever participated in. Suzy came first, her muffled screams clearly heard despite Elena grinding her pussy on her face. Tim banged harder and held still, and I knew he was pumping his second load of jizz inside my wife. Elena let out a sob, then used her hand to pump the base of my cock. She was coming and trying her best to get me over the line at the same time. I stared into her pretty face and let loose. She gagged and yelped, then took my dick deeper. I sent another spurt down her throat. She didn’t stop pumping her hand or bobbing her head as I emptied myself completely.

Eventually, I stepped back and Elena rose off Suzy’s face. Tim withdrew and we all sat on the couch getting our breaths back. More drinks were poured, and we sat and chatted like old friends, all of us naked and not seeming to care.

“I’ve never done anything like that with another woman before,” Suzy confessed.

“I wouldn’t have known.” Elena gave her a smile. “How was it?”

“It was...” Suzy narrowed her eyes. “Sexy.”

“You’re not freaked out?”

Suzy laughed and shook her head. “Not at all. It might even help me in a couple of weeks.”

Elena frowned. “What do you mean?”

“We’re going to Mexico for a dirty holiday at a couples’ retreat.”

“Oh, you lucky things.” Elena turned to Tim. “We should go to one of those.”

He nodded.

“Come with us,” Suzy said. “I’d happily repeat what we just did.”

Elena smiled. “We can neither afford to go, nor get the time off work. But thank you.” She shook her hair back from her face. “But if you want to repeat anything, let’s meet up again here.”

Suzy blinked, then glanced at Tim. “Are you serious?”

Both nodded.

Suzy glanced at me and laughed. “I know Rob would be very happy to have another night with you, Elena.”

The redhead flashed me a beautiful smile. “Same here.”

“Okay then,” Suzy said. “I’ll email you when we get back.”

Now that we’d agreed on another playdate, the four of us drank and chatted for another half hour. Elena looked up at me and smiled. “Are you going to be able to go again?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Good, because I can see Tim’s getting hard over there.”

Elena lay on her back in the middle of the floor. Suzy did the same, their heads next to each other but their feet at opposite ends of the floor space. Tim got into position on top of Suzy, and I crawled over Elena.

Elena looked from me to her husband. “This time, I want you both to pull out and come over our bodies. If you promise to make us all sticky, we’ll put a show on for you afterwards.”

Suzy groaned as Tim rammed his cock inside her. I entered Elena more gently, but we were soon going at it with force and fervour. She arched up and came, screaming and panting. Suzy’s orgasm was close behind, and she let out a few expletives. Then Tim pulled out and ejaculated all over my wife’s heaving tits. I pumped my hips, worried that my balls would be empty after the intensity of coming in Elena’s mouth. She writhed beneath me, scratching at my arms as she urged me to come.

I pulled out and fired a thick cord of pearly cream so far up her body that some of it landed on her chin. I gripped my dick and pumped it, shocked at how much I shot over her body considering it was my third orgasm in a relatively short time. Elena groaned and wriggled then, as I moved back, she clambered on top of Suzy.

The two women pressed together, their cum-slicked tits and stomachs rubbing together. They started kissing and groping each other, Elena pumping her hips like she was a guy fucking a woman. Suzy moaned and held her close. It was a very sexy show to watch. Elena slid down my wife’s body and locked her mouth on her pussy. She clung on as Suzy bucked and squealed, then Suzy arched up off the floor as yet another orgasm wracked her body.

Elena backed off with her tongue and just stroked her hands over Suzy’s tits and stomach. Then she crawled up her body, lay her head on her shoulder and cuddled her. The evening had come to an end.

“We’ll go home and leave you two to reconnect and get some rest,” Elena said. While Tim showed me the bedroom, Elena led Suzy to the shower room and showed her where the towels were kept.

“We’ll be here tomorrow afternoon,” Tim said. “It’s up to you guys how long you stay. I know you want to head home and maybe call to see Polperro, so just lock the door and post the keys through the letterbox.”

After we’d said our goodbyes, Tim and Elena left and Suzy and I took turns in the small shower. Then we got into bed.

“So,” Suzy said. “It seems that not only am I a slut, but I’m also bisexual.”

I nodded. “Yeah, I noticed.”

“What did you think?”

“It was sexy.”

“You’re not upset that I had sex with a woman?”

I laughed and shook my head. “Of course not.”

“After me saying you had a weird obsession with other men’s cum, I feel like a bit of a hypocrite.”

“Did you enjoy it with Elena?”

She chewed her lip and nodded. “Yeah, it was really sexy.”

“So, if a woman comes onto you while we’re in Mexico?”

She smiled. “You know me. I’m up for anything.”

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───

Chapter 5

I woke next morning to the sound of seagulls. Checking my watch, I saw it was a little before six. I left Suzy sleeping and walked through to the living space, which still smelled of last night’s sex and booze. Images from the evening flickered through my mind. I sat down where I’d fucked Elena and smiled at the memory, then glanced at the patio doors. There was no curtain or blind on it. Anyone who had walked past the chalet last night would have been able to see everything what happened.

“Hey.” Suzy smiled at me from the bedroom door.

“Morning. Did you sleep okay?”

She nodded, then looked back inside the dark bedroom. “These blinds are effective.”

“Yeah.” I tipped my head towards the patio doors opposite the couch. “Shame these doors don’t have them. Or curtains of any kind.”

“I noticed that last night.”

“And you weren’t bothered that people might have been watching us through the window?”

She shrugged. “Not really. I was more interested in what was happening inside than outside.”

“Are you telling me that not only are you a bisexual slut, you’re also an exhibitionist?”

She walked naked across the room and stood next to the patio doors. “Yeah, I suppose I am.”

I laughed and got up. “Fancy a walk down to the sea?”

She nodded, picked up her dress from the floor and slipped it on. “Where are the car keys?”

I reached into my jeans and passed them to her. When she opened the door onto the veranda, the noise of the seagulls increased. Suzy returned with the holdall we’d brought with us. We brushed our teeth and got dressed, Suzy in a pair of cycling shorts and crop-top, me in regular shorts and t-shirt. Then we locked the chalet, strode down the short walkway made from wooden planks and onto the sand. Unsurprisingly at this hour, the beach was completely deserted. We walked barefoot into the sea.

“Fuck, that’s cold,” Suzy said, laughing.

I nodded my agreement. “I’m not surprised Elena and Tim wear wetsuits for surfing.” We held hands as we paddled further along the beach, ankle deep in the freezing, lapping waves.

She squeezed my hand in hers. “So, how did last night compare to our first swinging date?”

“Better,” I said immediately. “Much better.”

“Why?”

“Elena was much sexier than Amanda.” I grinned. “Even you thought so.”

She laughed and nodded. “Yeah, I can see why you like her.”

“And the four of us all having sex together, that was a big turn-on as well.”

“Hmm.” She pulled me close. “At one point I had Tim’s cock inside me, yours in my mouth and Elena sucking my clit.”

“And how good did that feel?”

“It was the most fun I’ve had since you and your three mates gangbanged me at the cottage.”

“And when we meet them again?”

“I’d like more of the same.”

We discussed several other aspects of our evening, including the finale of the two women rubbing their cum-soaked bodies together while kissing. Eventually, we made our way back to the chalet, tidied as best we could, locked up and dropped the keys through the letterbox. We drove back to the hotel, which we’d decided to book for two nights anyway. Once there, we showered, packed our bags and headed down for breakfast.

Once we’d eaten and checked out, we completed the forty-mile drive from Boscastle on the west coast across the county to Polperro on the south coast. The small village was as quaint and idyllic as I remembered, and Suzy loved it. We wandered around the town and harbour front for a couple of hours, browsing the small gift shops and calling at a café for scones with jam and clotted cream, then walked back to our car and headed home to Cambridge.

* * * *

The next couple of weeks were spent getting ready for our holiday. Suzy dragged me to the Grand Arcade shopping centre where she bought herself several new outfits and swimsuits. I also expanded my wardrobe with a few t-shirts and a couple of pairs of combat shorts. I had no idea what sort of dress code guests were expected to adhere to on a couples’ holiday. Suzy seemed to think all the women would be expected to wear short dresses with plunging necklines and high heels. I hoped she was right.

She laughed when I bought myself a couple of paperbacks. “Is that to give you something to do while you’re waiting for your cock to get hard again?”

“I was hoping you’d help me with that.”

She scoffed. “I’ll be too busy enjoying myself with guys who already have a hard-on.”

I held up the small carrier bag with my two novels in. “These are to read on the plane. The flight to Cancún is going to take over ten hours.”

She frowned. “Are you serious?”

I nodded. “It’s almost five thousand miles.”

“Maybe I should buy myself a book as well. Or download a few films onto my tablet.” She scratched her chin as if contemplating, then shook her head. “Nah. I’ll fill my time thinking about all the cocks I’m going to suck and fuck.”

“And the minges you’re going to munch and crunch.”

She slapped my arm. “In your dreams.”

* * * *

I knew the day of the flight was going to be a long one. We’d leave London at lunchtime, fly for ten hours and arrive in Mexico before six in the evening. If we didn’t manage to get some sleep on the plane, we’d be awake for over twenty-four hours. As it turned out, the excitement of the trip got us through it okay. The plane took off on time, the in-flight food was okay and the queues at immigration were not too bad. It was still light when we boarded the coach for the journey from the airport to the resort, and we were able to admire the green foliage of the palm trees and the turquoise sea beyond.

Suzy was grinning beside me. “It’s gorgeous.”

I couldn’t disagree.

“What’s the ocean here?” she asked.

“I’m not sure if it’s The Gulf of Mexico or The Caribbean Sea.”

Her eyes flashed. “Ooh, pirates.”

I laughed and shook my head.

The resort turned out to be a secluded site that bordered the beach. The coach dropped us at the large main building. Once we’d completed the paperwork at reception, a wiry young man in a white shirt and black trousers picked up our suitcase and asked us to follow him.

We headed out along a path that skirted a large terrace where people were drinking cocktails, past a large swimming pool that had only one guy in it, and down a winding path. We took a left turn onto a narrower path signposted ‘36 – 48’ which meandered between a series of white cabins. When we reached number 43, he stopped and placed our case on the grass by the step. He’d smiled and left before I even had a chance to tip him.

Suzy took the key she’d been given at reception and opened the door. Since it was beginning to get dark, she turned on the lights. The cabin had white-painted plaster walls and terracotta tiles on the floor. There were two low, wooden-framed couches with patterned cushions and a coffee table between them. A large fan on the ceiling turned slowly, but I assumed it was just for effect because I could hear the hum of an aircon system.

In the bedroom, a white net surround was fitted over the huge bed. Our research had warned that mosquitos could be a problem, and we’d both taken anti-malaria medication. Suzy went to check out the bathroom while I looked out of the bedroom window. All I could see was green foliage.

“What do you think?” she asked, coming back into the bedroom.

“It’s fabulous. I’d enjoy a holiday here even without any sex.”

She laughed and stepped close. “You’ll enjoy it more with sex though, right?”

I nodded. “So, what do you want to do now? I know our bodies think it’s one-thirty in the morning but if we go to sleep now, we’ll wake up far too early. They’re still serving dinner if you want to eat.”

“I’m not hungry, but I wouldn’t mind a drink. I’d also like a shower.”

I unpacked while Suzy showered, and then I took a shower while she got ready. Once dressed, we walked back towards the terrace bar we’d passed on arrival. We found a table, and each ordered a cocktail from the waitress. I looked around at the people at the other tables. While most seemed to be in their thirties or forties, there were a few who were noticeably older, and one couple that looked barely twenty.

“Are you people watching?” Suzy whispered.

“Yeah.”

“And?”

I shrugged. “I was just wondering why a couple as young as that,” I tipped my head towards the youngsters to my right, “would come on a swinging holiday.”

Suzy let her gaze wander in their direction, then looked back at me. “It’s because she wants to get drilled by a lot of different cocks, and he wants to watch it happen.”

I laughed. “You have a filthy mind.”

“I know, and that’s why you love me.”

“No it isn’t. I love you because you have a really fuckable body. The fact you’re a filthy slut is just a bonus.”

She held my gaze and sipped her cocktail through her straw, which made my cock twitch. Then she looked around and leaned closer. “I wish there was a way of knowing the histories between all these people.”

I frowned, puzzled. “What do you mean?”

“I wish I was psychic and could tell who’s fucked each other.” She grinned. “Or better still, if I could see different coloured lines connecting them. Imagine if there was a red line between partners who’ve fucked, a blue line between people who’ve had oral sex, and a yellow line between those who’ve only used hands on each other.”

My wife’s dirty imagination never ceased to amaze me. “And if a guy had fingered, licked and fucked the woman, would there be three coloured lines or a single white one?”

“They’d only get a single white line if they’d had anal, too.” She took another sip as she looked around at the other tables. “I wonder how many of the people here will fuck me before we fly home?”

“Are you drawing coloured lines in your head?”

She laughed. “Yeah, something like that.”

The waitress came to see if we wanted another drink, but we were both so tired, fatigue was setting in. We declined and stood up, then Suzy nodded toward a path leading down to the beach.

“Let’s take the scenic route back,” she said, slipping her hand into mine and pulling me towards the path.

Strings of fairy lights were wrapped up the trunks of palm trees, and they illuminated the way. There was a straw-roofed bar on the beach, and numerous burning torches on poles along the shoreline. Most of the tables were occupied, as were a few of the wooden loungers. As we walked slowly along the sand away from the bar, we listened to the gentle lapping of the sea and looked up at the stars in the sky. It was an amazing sight.

Suzy squeezed my hand and nodded in the direction of a lounger at the back of the beach under a palm tree. There were three people on it, a woman and two men. The dark-haired woman was on all fours with a guy at either end, spit-roasting her. I saw a third man standing a few feet away in the shadows under the tree. The woman’s moans were becoming louder and more urgent, suggesting she was approaching orgasm.

“Lucky girl,” Suzy whispered as we walked within ten yards of them.

“She doesn’t seem to mind an audience,” I said, pointing at the guy watching them.

“That’ll be her husband.”

I thought about it and realised she was probably right. We continued along the beach then saw another path back towards the cabin with similar lights on the palm trees. As we made our way through the site to our cabin, the night was filled with the sound of crickets, cicadas or whatever. Once inside we stripped, pulled back the mosquito nets and got into bed.

“Hmm,” Suzy said, snuggling close and looking at the mesh surrounding us. “This is sexy, in a tropical sort of way.” Her cool fingers wrapped around my cock, and even though I was completely shattered, I got instantly hard.

She kissed me gently on the lips, rolled onto her back and pulled me on top of her. “I’m too tired for sex,” she said, guiding my cock inside her. “So just put it in and we’ll go to sleep.”

I pushed into her hot channel and let out a sigh. She felt so good. “I don’t think either of us believe that’s going to happen.”

“Shh.” She stroked my back and lay still.

I wanted to buck and bounce my way to climax but did as she asked. My heart banged so hard in my chest she must have been able to feel it. Lying still with my cock throbbing inside her took a lot of willpower, but somehow I managed to do so for over a minute. Then Suzy clenched her inner muscles, and I groaned.

“Sorry,” she said, not sounding sorry at all.

“It’s okay.”

She clenched them again, and I kissed the side of her head. The next time she clenched, I slid my hands up and gently tugged at her nipples.

“Could you come like this?” she asked. “Without moving, I mean.”

“Yeah.”

“Really?”

I nodded.

“So could I.”

“Good. Keep doing it.”

“Kiss me.”

I pressed my lips to hers and lay perfectly still as she gripped and released my cock with her amazing inner muscles. I pulled harder on her nipples as her breathing became shallow, and when I felt the clench that accompanied her orgasm, my cock swelled and erupted inside her. Only then did we move, thrusting and jerking through the echoes and reverberations of our orgasms.

“You’re going to have to do that every day we’re here,” she whispered as we lay catching out breaths.

“I thought you were hoping to get somebody different every day.”

“I am, but I want you as well.”

I liked that idea. “That sounds like a good plan.”

When my softening cock slipped out of her, I eased down to lie beside her. I kissed her cheek and held her close as we fell asleep.

* * * *

I woke to Suzy planting soft kisses on my shoulder blades. We’d turned during the night, and now lay with her spooning me. My cock was fully awake before I was. I rolled onto my back and pushed the sheet down.

Suzy traced her fingertip up the length of my erection. “Have you been having dirty dreams?”

“Probably.”

She wrapped her hand around the base of my cock and started to slowly pump her hand. “Does the thought of sliding this into another woman turn you on?”

I wasn’t going to lie. “Yep.”

“It turns me on, too.” She looked up into my eyes. “But not as much as the thought of another guy’s cock sliding into me does.”

She was still pumping my cock, and I was getting to the point where I wanted more. “How about letting my cock slide into you now?”

She scrunched up her nose. “No, I don’t think so.”

“I thought you said you wanted me to fuck you every day we were here?”

“I do, and you will. But not in the mornings.” She gripped a little tighter and pumped a little faster. “I don’t intend going on the pull with a pussy full of your joy juice.”

“So why are you getting me all revved up now?”

“Because I don’t want you going on the pull with a full sack. I can’t have my man shooting his load too early and embarrassing himself.”

“I don’t shoot my load too early.”

“I know you don’t. You have a lot of staying power, and that’s one of the reasons why I love you.” She sat up, straddled my legs and resumed jacking me off. “But just so you’re not walking around with a hard-on, I’m going to make you come every morning before we go to breakfast.”

This holiday was starting off better than I could have hoped. “Every day?”

She smiled and nodded, then pumped me faster still. “But don’t worry, it won’t always be a hand-job.”

“Oh?”

She shook her head. “No, some mornings I’ll blow you. Or give you a tit-wank.” She leaned over me and looked down into my face. “From the look in your eyes, I’d say you were getting close.”

She was right. I was breathing through my mouth, and my balls felt fit to burst.

Suzy pumped me at double speed. I grunted, arched my back and sent a thick rope of creamy white jizz up onto my chest. She cooed and kept pumping prompting more spurts onto my stomach. Then she released my cock and lay flat on top of me, smearing my cum all over our bodies. I reached down and cupped the cheeks of her arse, pulling her down while pushing myself up against her mound. She bucked and writhed, grinding her clit on my slippery cock. Then she bit into my shoulder and shuddered through her own release.

We lay panting together for several minutes inside the white gauze shelter of our mosquito net.

“Come on,” she finally said, lifting up and parting the nets. “Let’s get showered and go find some breakfast. I’m starving.”

It had been about twenty hours since we’d eaten on the plane and, now that she’d mentioned it, my stomach was grumbling as well. We took turns to shower before getting dressed and heading out along the path towards the main building. There were other couples walking in the same direction, all of them holding hands, whispering and laughing. I wondered if they were revealing the dirty things they’d done with other partners the night before or discussing what they hoped to do today.

Even though the restaurant wasn’t overly crowded, quite a few people had chosen to eat breakfast outside on the terrace. We did the same, so once we’d filled our plates from the buffet and got orange juice, we settled at a table just two along from where we’d sat the previous night. As we ate, I glanced around at the other guests. There were two men sitting not far from us, and I tilted my head in their direction.

“Do you think they’re a couple?” I asked.

Suzy laughed and shook her head. “What makes you think a gay couple would be interested in hetero men? While I'm sure there must be resorts that cater for gay swingers, I suspect those two are straight guys hoping for some fun with married women.”

“But I thought this was a couples-only holiday resort.”

“This is where hetero couples come to play, but you know how dirty some wives can be. We’re greedy and, as you saw on the beach last night, sometimes we like more than one man at a time.” Suzy nodded towards a different table where another two guys were eating their breakfast. “So, the resort lets single guys come here as well, though according to the stuff I read online, they have to pay a higher fee. And they’re only allowed into certain areas if they’re invited by a couple or a woman.”

I could see it made sense.

Suzy drained her orange juice. “I’m certainly glad there are more men than women here.”

“Did you notice that most of the restaurant staff are good-looking guys?”

“Of course I did, and I’m pretty sure they’re here to serve up more than just food.” She stood up. “And just so I can see which ones I like the most, I’ll check them out while I get our coffee.”

Breakfast finished, we decided to explore the resort. We left the terrace, walked past the swimming pool and down onto the beach. Rather than turning left as we had the night before, we turned right. The sand was white, the sea aqua green turning to blue farther out in the bay. We slipped off our shoes and paddled in the gentle waves. It was a lot warmer than the sea in Cornwall.

When we got to the far end of the cove, we turned around and walked slowly back. I noticed the people on the loungers were sunbathing nude, as were the few people who’d already ventured into the sea.

“Looks like you won’t need all those swimsuits you bought,” I said.

“Well, I guess it’ll make the laundry easier when we get home.”

“You’re happy to walk around naked?”

Suzy nodded. “I’m happy with my body. The men I get fresh with are going to see it anyway, and the people I don’t get fresh with don’t matter because I’ll never see any of them again.” She grinned up at me. “What about you? Happy to let your tackle hang out?”

“I may need you to rub some sunscreen on it first.”

“Yeah, we don’t want you to get it all red and sore. Well, not from sunburn, anyway.”

We reached the part of the beach closest to the main building and noticed people milling around the bar. Even though it was a little early in the day, we both got a beer. We could hear a guy talking through a mic and a lot of laughter, so we made our way toward the crowd gathered on the patch of grass between the beach and the pool.

“Okay,” said the guy with the mic. He was wearing a t-shirt with the resort logo on the front. “I’m Dale, and I’m here to break a little ice. Can I please have a volunteer couple to start today’s challenge?”

A pair in their mid-thirties stepped forward and were given a round of applause. When asked their names, they spoke with American accents and introduced themselves as Roscoe and Ellie. The guy was tall with a goatee, his wife short and curvy.

“So, Roscoe,” Dale said, eyeing Ellie. “Would it be fair to say that you appreciate a woman with a good rack?”

Ellie did a little wiggle, which made her ample boobs sway beneath her t-shirt. This earned her another cheer from the crowd.

“Yeah,” Roscoe said, smiling brightly. “I’m definitely a tit man.”

Dale stood next to Roscoe and slipped an arm around his shoulder. “And your wife, if you don’t mind me saying, is a fine example of that body type.” He flashed a smile at the crowd and turned back to Roscoe. “Do you think you could encourage your beautiful wife to show us what she’s hiding under that white tee?”

Roscoe nodded enthusiastically. “Come on, honey. Show ’em what you got.”

Ellie gripped the hem of her t-shirt and pulled it up and off, revealing her big tits and huge pink nipples. As the crowd whistled and clapped, she did another dance, setting her tits swinging. Then she laughed and did a little curtsy.

“So,” Dale said, looking at Roscoe. “I know you guys are here to enjoy a little fun with some of these other beautiful people, but I’m sure that in your eyes, Ellie’s your number one. Right?”

“Yes sir,” Roscoe said.

An attractive girl in a matching t-shirt with the resort logo stepped forward and handed Dale a cloth belt with a white square label on it. He held it up so we could all read the label, which showed the number 1 printed in red. He passed it to Ellie and asked her to clip it around her waist, which she did.

“Okay, there she is folks. Roscoe’s number one. Let’s give her a big hand.” Then he turned to smile at the clapping onlookers. “What we’d like to do now is test Roscoe’s eye. Can we please have four female volunteers so that Roscoe can check out your racks?”

There was muted laughter and cajoling among the crowd, then a tall brunette stepped forward, followed by a curvy Latina. Suzy grinned at me before joining them, along with a petite, pretty black woman who looked to be in her early twenties. The girl helper arranged them all to stand in a straight line next to Ellie, facing Roscoe and Dale.

“Wonderful. What do you think Roscoe? There are some pretty hot ladies there, right?”

“Oh yeah.”

Dale grinned. “Ladies, would you please show Roscoe what you’re packing.”

The four women all took off their tops. Suzy and the Latina were wearing bikini tops beneath their shirts, but both whipped those off too. There was an appreciative murmur among the onlooking men as the five topless women stood in a line. In my mind, Suzy’s tits were by far the most impressive. Big and firm, sitting high on her chest with nipples like cherries.

Dale glanced at his assistant. “Breena, can you pass out the other belts, please?”

The girl in the t-shirt passed the belts to the other women, and they all clipped them around their waists. The numbers ran from Ellie’s 1 at the left through to 5 on the petite black woman, who had a lovely figure even though her boobs were the smallest of the women. Suzy’s belt showed a 4.

“Okay,” Dale said, looking at the line of women in front of him. “Roscoe, there are five beautiful women showing you their racks. That’s ten titties for you to feast your eyes on.”

Roscoe nodded.

“What you need to do is memorise those tits, Roscoe. I’ll give you one whole minute to familiarise yourself with them. Make a mental note of the number on each of the beauties’ belts.” Dale smiled at the women. “Feel free to dance and jiggle, ladies.”

Only the Latina did so, swinging her hips and smiling at her husband in the crowd.

“Okay, times up.” Dale nodded at his assistant, who stepped forward holding a silk scarf. “Roscoe, what we’re going to do now is blindfold you, and then ask you to identify each woman from the feel of her titties.”

A cheer went up in the crowd, and Suzy glanced over at me with a grin on her face. Breena fitted the blindfold over Roscoe’s eyes, then stepped back and checked her handiwork. Once convinced Roscoe couldn’t see anything, she gave Dale a nod.

“Okay, we’re going to ask the ladies to step forward one at a time. Roscoe, you need to check out each woman and then give us a number. But be warned, if you fail to identify Ellie, there will be a forfeit to pay. That may involve dangling your pecker into a bucket of piranhas...” A ripple of laughter ensued. “Or it may involve you running three laps around the pool stark naked.”

Roscoe nodded. Breena led the petite black woman forward and then lifted Roscoe’s hands and placed them on the woman’s boobs. Roscoe’s big hands totally covered the pert tits.

“Give them a squeeze, weigh them up, check out the nipples,” Dale encouraged.

Roscoe did so, then lowered his hands. “Number five.”

A cheer went up from the crowd, and the woman went back in line and stood there, smiling. The Latina with a number 3 on her belt was led forward next, and again Roscoe was encouraged to check her out.

“Walk around the back so you can lift them,” Dale suggested.

Roscoe did so, and that gave the onlookers a better view as he cupped the breasts and tweaked the nipples. He chewed his lip, then gave them another grope. “Number two?”

The crowd groaned, and Roscoe slapped himself on the head.

Dale smiled at us all. “Better hope those piranhas have eaten breakfast. Okay Breena, let’s have our next beauty.”

Suzy was next up. She stood with her back straight and her tits looking as if they defied gravity. Roscoe reached out and smiled as his hands covered her tits. He pulled and lifted them, then walked around the back and did the same again, taking longer to pull at her nipples.

“You seem to be enjoying that too much,” Dale said. “And if I let you spend as much time as you seem to want, we’re going to miss lunch.”

Roscoe gave them a final squeeze, then ran a hand down to Suzy’s stomach. I saw his fingers trace the hard lines of her abs. “Number four,” he said with confidence.

Another cheer went up from the crowd. Suzy jiggled her tits for them, which got an even bigger cheer, then went to stand between the two who’d already been felt up. Ellie was led forward next. As soon as Roscoe’s hands touched her breasts, he laughed and shouted, “Number one!”

“Looks like the piranhas are going hungry, though I must say, you seemed to spend much more time playing with number four than you did with number one. Okay, can we have our final lady, please?”

The tall brunette stepped forward and Roscoe spent over two minutes feeling her tits, walking around and cupping them from behind and teasing her nipples.

He shrugged. “I’m going to say number two here, because I think I got that wrong earlier.”

Another round of applause went up. Dale removed Roscoe’s blindfold, and he smiled at all the women he’d blindly groped.

“Four out of five correct and, most importantly, you spotted your own wife. Let’s hear it for Roscoe.” Dale raised Roscoe’s hand like a referee does to a victorious boxer. Each of the four volunteer women gave Rosco a peck on the cheek.

Breena collected the five labelled belts and Dale said, “Thanks to Roscoe and Ellie, and thanks to our four beautiful volunteers. I hope everyone gets more gropes as the day progresses. I’ll see you later for this afternoon’s challenge.”

As the crowd disbursed, Suzy and I walked towards the pool. She was still topless, carrying her shirt and bikini top in her hand.

“Are you going to cover up?” I asked.

“No, I’m going to let everyone stare at my tits.”

“Have you got the sunscreen with you?”

“No, I left it in the cabin.”

“Okay, you go grab a couple of loungers and I’ll go get it.” I headed back to our cabin. Once there, I stripped naked and applied sunscreen to every part of my body I could reach. Then I put on swimming trunks, a t-shirt and flip-flops. I put the cabin key and cream into a bag and took it down to the pool. I spotted Suzy on the far side and walked around the pool. As I got to the foot of her lounger, I stopped dead in my tracks and stared.

She smiled up at me from behind her sunglasses. On her bare tits and stomach were several dollops of pearly white cream.

“That doesn’t look like sunscreen,” I said.

“No, it isn’t.”

I was dumbfounded. She’d only been on her own for ten minutes. Finally, I found my voice. “How did it get there?”

“A helpful man told me he had plenty of cream, and he said I was welcome to it.”

“But how did it get there? Did he do it, or did you give him a hand?”

She smiled. “It was all his own work. I just had to lie here and tell him where to shoot it, though I may have wriggled and arched a little to encourage him.”

I laughed and shook my head. “If I go and get us a drink and a napkin to clean you up, will there be more cum on you when I get back?”

“Who knows?”

I headed to the bar. We were only two hours into our first day and Suzy had already had her tits groped and allowed some random guy to jack off over her body. This was going to be one hell of a holiday.

───Ξ───


Ψ
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Chapter 6

When I got back to Suzy by the pool, I had drinks, a hand towel and a dozen questions. I put the drinks on the small table between our loungers and passed her the towel. Before I sat down on the neighbouring lounger, I glanced around at the other guests. Nobody seemed to be paying us any attention.

“So,” I said, sitting up with my legs pointing at her lounger. “Who was the guy?”

“I don’t know. Someone who’d watched this morning’s challenge.”

“And he just jerked off over you?”

She looked up from her cleaning up, smiling. “Pretty much.”

“Were you not worried that all the other guys watching might follow suit, or take turns at you?”

She scoffed and shook her head. “Of course not.” Now clean, she dropped the towel on the floor and picked up the sunscreen I’d brought from our cabin. “Why would they?”

I shrugged. While we were here for fun with others, a guy just walking up to her and jacking off seemed a little too… “Was he alone?”

“His wife was standing next to him.”

“His wife was…?” This revelation made me pause. “And she just watched him jack off on your tits?”

“She encouraged him as much as I did.” She smiled. “She was one of the other women in the challenge.”

“Which one?”

“The black girl who stood next to me.”

The one I fancied. Unsurprisingly, this news made my cock twitch. “Is her husband as black and as young as she is?”

“He’s mixed race and about thirty. I have no idea how old she is.”

I glanced around the pool, and Suzy must have noticed.

“They went down to the beach.” She dribbled a generous dollop of sunscreen onto her tits and proceeded to rub it in.

I watched in silence as she covered her front, arms and legs. Her body glistened and looked really sexy. My cock twitched again. I removed my t-shirt, and she held out the bottle to me. I explained I’d already applied it everywhere except my back, so we coated each other’s backs then lay in silence with our eyes closed.

“What are you thinking?” she asked after five minutes.

“I’m thinking I like lying in the hot sun and drinking cold beer.” I glanced over at her and smiled. “What are you thinking?”

“I’m wondering who’ll be the next man to slide his cock inside me.”

“Seen any men you’d like it to be?”

She laughed and nodded. “Yeah. Lots of them.”

I remembered how sexy the petite black woman was. “What about the one who you let come over your tits?”

Suzy raised her sunglasses and looked at me. I could see her brain turning behind her big blue eyes. “Is this anything to do with his attractive wife?”

I smiled. “She’s sexy. But so were the other women who flashed their tits. So was nearly every woman we saw on the beach earlier.” I nodded at the women splashing topless in the pool. “So are all of those. Every woman in this resort is here because she wants to fuck a guy who isn’t her husband. That’s a big turn-on.”

Suzy smiled and nodded. “Do you want another drink?”

I drained my beer and made to get up, but she shook her head. “I’ll go.”

I lay back and watched her stand up. I wondered if she’d cover up, but she didn’t. She picked up the two empty bottles, pushed her sunglasses up into her hair and walked over toward the outdoor bar on the terrace. As I watched from my lounger, several men spoke to her. She laughed and chatted with them, seemingly comfortable with being chatted up with her tits on show. She also flirted openly with the guy serving drinks. When she returned with our drinks, she was smiling.

“Having fun?” I asked.

“Oh yeah.” I waited for her to say more, but she just lay back on her lounger, closed her eyes and resumed sunbathing. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sun’s rays, too.

After about twenty minutes, I heard a woman’s ragged breathing. I opened my eyes and looked over at Suzy. She glanced at me, then looked to her left. On the lounger six feet from hers, a woman was reading a paperback. She held the book in her left hand while her right was pushed inside her bikini bottoms, her actions obvious. She was masturbating as she read.

Suzy and I weren’t the only ones watching her. The couple on the loungers beyond hers were sitting up and staring in her direction, as were a few of the people in the pool. The woman paid none of us any heed. The fingers between her legs worked faster, her breathing became interspersed with moans and grunts, then she lowered the book over her face and finished herself off, tremors running through her tanned thighs. Her bare tits rose and fell with her laboured breathing, the nipples pebbled from her arousal.

Suzy turned towards me and smiled. “Maybe I should have bought myself a book, after all.”

I tried to return to my sunbathing, but I’d become restless. The woman’s display had affected me, and now I couldn’t relax. I looked over at Suzy, who obviously felt the same. We both stood up.

“Want to go back to the cabin?” she asked.

“Maybe.” I glanced down toward the beach. “I suppose we could walk back to the cabin by the same route as we took last night…”

She smiled and led the way between the palm trees to the beach. Suzy made her way over towards the shore and I noticed the black girl and a guy on loungers beneath a straw sunshade. They were both topless and glistened with oil.

Suzy stopped between them. “Hi,” she said, looking at the husband. “Do you have any more cream for me?”

He looked up at her and smiled. “Is that what you want?”

Suzy nodded. I could feel the black woman’s eyes on me, checking me out. Her husband glanced at her and raised his eyebrows. She smiled and nodded; evidently, I’d passed the test.

“Sure,” he said, smiling at Suzy. “I’ve got lots more cream. Where do you want the next batch?”

“How about we discuss that back in our cabin?”

The pair of them got up from their loungers. He held out his hand. “I’m Dean, and this is Cyndi.”

Suzy took his hand. “Suzy, and this is my husband, Rob.”

I shook Dean’s hand, then Cyndi’s. Hers was soft and cool, her smile shy and warm.

“Would you rather we go to separate cabins?” Dean asked, looking from me to Suzy.

The two of us glanced at each other, then looked back at Dean and shook our heads.

“We both like to watch,” Suzy explained.

“Works for us.”

Dean was well-built with a wide chest and narrow waist. His arms were muscular and covered in tattoos, his hair buzzed short. There were two parallel lines shaved diagonally through his right eyebrow. Cyndi looked much younger than him, her dark skin flawless. Her hair was straightened and clipped short. She had prominent cheekbones and almond-shaped brown eyes, and when she smiled her whole face lit up. She was stunning.

As we made our way from the beach towards the cabins, we paired up into two couples. Dean and Suzy walked ahead, chatting and laughing as if we were going to dinner. Cyndi and I followed a few steps behind, both of us more reserved.

“How long have you been here?” I asked, trying to break the ice.

“You mean how many other men have I fucked so far?”

I laughed, trying to hide my surprise at her candidness. “That was going to be my next question.”

She smiled. “In that case, this is our third day.” She raised her eyebrows, making me ask.

“And how many other men have you fucked so far?”

“You’re going to be my fifth.”

I opened my mouth but no words came to mind. She’d fucked four guys in two days.

She laughed and took my hand. “Is this where you tell me I don’t seem the type?”

I shrugged. “The fact you’re here at all suggests you’re obviously the type.”

“Nobody at home would believe it. I teach third grade in a small town in Alabama. None of my friends know about Dean, and they’d never guess that I get off by having sex with strangers.”

“You two aren’t married?”

“No.” She leaned close to whisper. “We’re not even a couple. We’re just fuck buddies.”

“Oh.”

She gave me a beautiful smile. “Please don’t think I’m being used or manipulated. I’m the instigator in all of this.”

“You’re the instigator?”

“Yeah. I’m the dirty little girl who drives up to Montgomery to spend Friday nights with her fuck buddy, then insists we spend our Saturday nights at swingers’ parties.”

Suzy and Dean waited on the cabin steps because I had the key. I reached into the bag and passed it over, and as Suzy unlocked the door, Cyndi ran her hand up and down my back. My cock throbbed inside my trunks.

Once inside, Suzy looked around the room and pointed to the bedroom. “There’s a bed in there, or there are the couches in here.”

“Couches,” Cyndi said, dragging me to the closest one.

As soon as I stepped near the couch, Cyndi sat and tugged down my swimming shorts. My cock sprang out and she wrapped her tiny hand around it, smiling up at me. Then she ran her tongue over the tip, sending goosebumps up my back.

Suzy grinned and came over to sit next to Cyndi. “How about a race?”

“A race?” Cyndi asked.

Suzy nodded. “You suck Rob, and I’ll suck Dean. Let’s see who comes first.”

Cyndi smiled. “Okay.”

I held my breath as Dean walked over to stand next to me. I watched my wife tug down his shorts and release his cock.

Suzy gripped the base then looked up at me and Dean. “Somebody say ‘one, two, three go’.”

While I was thinking about our agreement to practice safe sex while in Mexico, Dean said. “One, two, three go!” and both women pushed their heads forward.

I let out a groan as Cyndi took my full length into her mouth and throat. She bobbed and twisted her head as her tongue slid relentlessly against the lower side of my shaft. I looked down into her face, her beautiful big brown eyes fixed on mine. I could see Suzy working on Dean’s cock and hear his mumbles of appreciation, but my own focus was on Cyndi. I couldn’t tear my gaze from hers. Her throat tightened around my tip as she sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing out.

Before I knew it was happening, I gushed into her mouth. She immediately pulled her head back and aimed the spray up onto her forehead. I grunted as another spasm sent a second spurt onto her cheek. Then she took me back into her mouth and I fired shot after shot into her hot, hungry throat. She swallowed it all. I was still trembling when Dean let out a cry. Suzy didn’t release his cock, and I knew she was swallowing his full load.

So much for safe sex.

When Suzy finally released Dean’s cock, she licked her lips and looked at Cyndi. “Okay, you won.”

Cyndi smiled. “I had an advantage. Dean came on you less than an hour ago, and I knew that would work in my favour.”

Suzy reached up and smeared my cum on Cyndi’s cheek, then licked her finger clean. “I’m not sure that’s the reason. Rob’s already admitted how much he fancies you.”

Cyndi smiled. “Good, because I also fancy him. And I’m going to get him hard again so he can go inside me.”

“How about we have another race, first?” Suzy said. She leaned back on the couch, slipped her fingers into the waistband of her bikini bottoms and pushed them down her legs and off. She looked up to me and Dean. “Let’s see which of you can get us off quickest with your tongue.”

Cyndi grinned up at me as she slid off her own bikini bottoms. She lay back next to Suzy and slowly spread her legs.

I dropped to my knees and traced my fingers up the soft skin of her inner thigh. When I slid a fingertip through her slick folds, she shuddered.

On the couch beside her, Suzy let out a grunt as Dean plunged face-first between her splayed legs. He bounced his head with his tongue sticking out, reminding me of a woodpecker. I looked up at Cyndi and frowned. I didn’t want to race. I wanted to enjoy feasting on her, and my expression must have shown this.

She smiled and mouthed, ‘Take your time’.

Relieved, I lowered my head and kissed her waxed-smooth mons. Then I planted gentle kisses down to her pussy, purposely avoiding her clit as I ran my tongue all around the rim of her glistening sex. I sucked gently at her pussy lips, slowly working my way down one side and up the other.

Suzy was breathing heavily and letting out muted words, though I couldn’t tell if she was saying ‘oh’ or ‘ow’. I’d never gone down on her with the aggression Dean was showing, so I didn’t know how she felt about his technique.

I turned my focus back to Cyndi. Her taste and musk were a real turn-on, and I finally pushed my tongue into her channel. She let out a long sigh and raised her bum off the seat, which allowed me to push my tongue deeper still. I fucked her with my tongue, setting up a steady rhythm. Her juices flowed freely, running down my throat and coating my face. Her thighs flexed in time to my tongue thrusts, and I felt her body quivering.

Suzy screamed as she came, then promptly pushed Dean’s head away. He had clearly won the race, but I didn’t care.

I continued tongue-fucking Cyndi for another minute or so, then moved my mouth up and took her pearl-like clit between my lips. She sobbed as I sucked and ran my tongue over it. She arched more, and I had to kneel up a little to maintain contact. Her whole body was now trembling, and I knew she was close. I brought up my hand and pushed two fingers into her pussy. As soon as I curled them up and pressed against her G-spot, she came.

Her juices flooded my mouth, and her hips bucked violently. I kept sucking her clit while pushing my fingers up against her rippling pussy walls. With another scream, she came a second time, her tight pussy clamping down again on my fingers. I sucked harder and pumped my arm. She raised one leg and wrapped it around my neck, pulling my face against her quivering, spasming pussy. I kept sucking and pressing and she came yet again. This time she yelped and pushed my head away.

I knelt on the floor and looked up into her wide, shocked eyes. My heart thumped in my chest, and I smiled at her.

“Holy fuck,” she gasped, breathing heavily. “Oh, fuckity fuck.”

I glanced over at Suzy. She looked as shocked as Cyndi.

“Well,” she said. “We may have won the race, but I think you guys would get the loudest applause at the finish line.”

Cyndi lowered her leg and took several deep breaths, then sat forward and looked into my eyes. “Thank you.”

“My pleasure.”

“I want your cock.”

“Okay.”

She looked over at Dean and Suzy. “Can I fuck him now?” she asked.

“Only if I can fuck her,” Dean said.

Suzy laughed and stroked Dean’s head. “If you’re as rough with your cock as you are with your tongue, I think I’m in for a good time.”

Cyndi glanced at me, then turned back to Dean and Suzy. “Can I take him bare?”

Suzy shook her head. “I’m sorry, but we agreed before our trip to use rubbers with everyone we met here.”

Cyndi raised her eyebrows. “But we’ve already drunk each other’s cum. All four of us have swallowed body fluids.”

“I know.” Suzy looked uncomfortable, then sighed. “It’s just that we—”

“We always use rubbers, Cyndi,” Dean said, his voice hard. He glanced at me with an accusatory glare as if it had been my suggestion. Then he looked back at Suzy, flipping his pointing finger between himself and Cyndi. “I mean we always use rubbers, even when we fuck each other.”

Suzy’s jaw dropped, then she looked at Cyndi again. “So why do you want to take my husband bare?”

Cyndi shrugged and shook her head. “It doesn’t matter. I’m sorry for bringing it up.”

“If you want his cum inside you, that’s fine.” Suzy’s voice had a coldness I didn’t like. She looked back at Dean. “And if you want to go in bare, that’s fine too. Rob enjoys sloppy seconds, so you can blow your load inside me while he’s filling your wife.”

Before any of us could tell her that Cyndi and Dean weren’t actually married, Suzy stood up and held out her hand to Dean. “Come on, we’ll use the bed and give these two lovebirds some privacy.” Flashing me an icy stare, she led Dean into the bedroom.

I sighed and turned to Cyndi, not really sure what to say. Her request for bareback sex had caused friction, not only between her and Dean, but also between me and Suzy. “Why did you ask to—?”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t realise it would be such a problem.” She shifted in her seat and shook her head. “It’s just that with the oral, I swallowed your cum and Suzy swallowed Dean’s. We hadn’t done that with anyone else here.” She frowned. “Nobody’s ever gone down on me like you did.”

I blinked, shocked and more than a little flattered. “I—”

“You made it feel like…” She hunched up her shoulders and looked up at the ceiling, then back into my face. “You made love to me with your mouth. And now I want to make love to you with my body.”

I wasn’t sure how to reply, but I felt like this was getting into a dangerous situation. Suzy and I were here to fuck other people, not make love to them. “Cyndi, I—”

“Shh.” She slid off the couch and knelt in front of me. “Let’s talk later.” She leaned forward and kissed me gently on the mouth. We both kept our eyes open. “You can wear a condom if you want to.” She kissed me again, harder.

This time her eyes closed, and her tongue ventured into my mouth. We probably tasted of each other’s love juices, but I didn’t notice or care. I heard Suzy let out a moan that told me Dean had already got his unsheathed cock inside. I didn’t care about that, either. All I cared about was what was going to happen here on the hard, tiled floor of our cabin.

“Lie on your back, Rob.” Cyndi moved back to give me space.

She was totally naked, while I still had my trunks around my calves. As I lay on the cold tiles, she laughed at my expression. After she’d pulled off my trunks, she bent and kissed my feet while stroking my lower legs with her hands. She moved slowly up my body, kissing my ankles while stroking my knees, then kissing my shins while stroking my thighs. By the time her mouth had reached my thighs, I had a raging hard-on that was almost painful. She avoided touching it, tracing her fingertips over my stomach as she pressed her tongue against my balls.

In the bedroom, Suzy let out a long series of moans that told us she was already coming.

Cyndi kissed my ribs as her hands squeezed my shoulders. “It sounds like your wife is having more fun than you are.”

I looked into her beautiful face. “I doubt that.”

She smiled and crawled further up my body until she was straddling me, her head directly over mine. “Can I make love to you?”

I swallowed, knowing I should tell her it was just sex. That we were going to fuck, nothing more. “Yes please.”

Raising up on her knees, Cyndi reached down and guided me to her entrance. Then, keeping her eyes locked on mine, she slowly lowered herself down onto me. I sighed as my cock was enveloped in her hot, tight channel. She felt amazing.

“Oh…” Her eyes fluttered, and I noticed for the first time just how long her lashes were. She clenched down and rocked her hips gently. “Oh my.”

Suzy’s staccato grunts from the bedroom suggested Dean was banging her hard as he worked up to his own finale.

Cyndi opened her eyes and smiled. “It sounds like they’re winning this race, too.”

“We’re not racing, we’re just taking a drive and enjoying the journey.”

“Hmm.” She placed her hands on my chest to support her weight, then began to rotate her hips with a slow, sensual rhythm. “It feels so much better without a condom. Your skin is soft and warm and…” Her pussy walls clenched and released, rippling around my entire shaft. She rode me like this for several minutes, her eyes locked on mine as I held her hips. Then her brow furrowed, and her breath caught. “I’m going to come soon.”

“Me too.”

“Do you think we can come together?”

I nodded. “But it’s not a race.”

She smiled. “No, it’s not a race. I’m going to give you a countdown, though…” Pressing harder on my chest, she ground herself down and pumped her hips. “Five.”

I wished she’d started at three.

“Four.”

Clenching my buttocks, I hoped I could last.

“Three.” She bucked faster, sending my cock deep inside with every thrust.”

“Two…” Her eyes squeezed shut and the clench of her orgasm tipped me over the edge.

I arched up and came, lifting her off the floor. Cyndi cried out, then dropped onto my chest and sobbed as I fired torrents of cum inside her. She kept bucking her hips and her next orgasm squeezed with a vice-like grip. I was still spewing jizz into her. Her tiny body was shaking and trembling as I held her tight.

We clung to each other until our bodies stilled. I immediately felt guilty because I didn’t want to let Cyndi go. Fucking Amanda had been nice. Fucking Elena had been even better. But what had just happened on this tiled floor was off the scale. This had been much more than fucking, and I knew that might be a problem.

“Wait, what…?” Suzy’s voice interrupted my thoughts. “Oh you…”

Cyndi lifted her head and smiled at me, tilting her head towards the bedroom door.

“Oh, you dirty bastard,” Suzy said. “Oh yeah, don’t stop. Don’t you dare fucking stop.”

“Why do you like men to cum inside your wife?” Cyndi asked.

“We’re swingers. I like that she fucks other guys.”

She nodded. “Me too, but that’s not what I asked. Why do you like their cum inside her?”

I blinked, surprised by her question. “I just—”

“Do you like to clean her up afterwards?”

“No!” I grimaced, shaking my head to emphasise my answer.

“So, why?”

“I like when she’s so wet it’s obviously not only her juices.” I felt a little ashamed but wanted to try and justify myself. “I know it’s someone else’s cum, and knowing another guy has fucked her and filled her up turns me on.”

She held my gaze then nodded. “Dean likes to clean up, and I’m pretty sure that’s what he’s doing now.”

My mind raced. “I thought you always made him wear—”

“That’s partly why. I don’t like the idea of him drinking his own cum from my pussy. But he used to ask me to take other men bare at the swinging parties so he could clean me up. His ex used to do that.”

My mind reeled as I thought about what was happening in the bedroom and listened to my wife’s gentle moans.

“And as soon as he’s cleaned her up,” Cyndi said, easing off me and moving down to straddle my legs, “He’s going to be hard enough to fuck her again.” She gripped my flaccid cock and smiled at me. “Clean-up turns him on, and he’ll fuck her harder than ever. So, you’re going to have to get hard too.”

“And what do you want me to do when I’m hard?”

She smiled. “While I’d like us to make love again, I think it might be better if we simply fuck.”

“Is that what you want?”

She chewed her lip and shook her head. “Not really, but I think I’ve upset your wife.”

I sighed. “Why me? Why did you want to abandon the condom rule with me?”

“I don’t know.” She looked down for a second and shrugged. “I’m sorry.”

I tried to lighten the mood. “If I stay on this tiled floor any longer, I may not be able to stand up.”

She laughed and got off me. Looking around the room, a beautiful smile creased her face. “Let’s fuck on the couch, then on the coffee table.”

Suzy’s long wail announced that Dean had brought her to climax with his clean-up technique.

“Sit on the couch, Rob,” Cyndi said.

I did as instructed.

She dropped onto her knees and crawled close. “Are you going to be able to get hard again?” she whispered, tracing her fingertips over my cock.

“I’m sure I will.”

She leaned close and kissed me gently on the mouth, then lowered her head and ran her tongue up the side of my shaft. Reaching the top, she took the tip into her warm mouth. I let out a quiet sigh. She sucked and licked around my glans, making the blood rush back into my cock. She hummed and bobbed her head, and I was fully hard in less than a minute.

She looked up, a triumphant smile on her face, and clambered onto my lap. “Now you can have your own sloppy seconds.” She impaled herself on my hard-on, and I felt my cum from earlier running down my shaft and soaking onto my balls. Looking into my eyes, she rode me slowly. Then she leaned forward and kissed my neck.

“This doesn’t feel like us fucking,” I whispered.

“No. I’m sorry.” She continued to ride me slowly.

I wasn’t about to complain. I could hear Suzy’s moans and the slapping of bodies from the bedroom. They were at it again, and what they were doing sounded much more like fucking.

Cyndi pushed her nose against mine. “Just let me keep doing this until I come, okay?”

I nodded and ran my hands over her back. In truth, I’d have been happy if she kept doing what she was doing until we both came.

In the bedroom, Dean said something I couldn’t make out, but I heard Suzy say, ‘Okay’. Then I heard her let out a grunt, and the body slaps resumed.

Cyndi rocked faster, then she let out a quiet breath and her pussy clenched tight around me again. I kissed her face and stroked her back as she came. The loudest noises came from Suzy, grunting in time with each of Dean’s thrusts.

Cyndi opened her eyes and smiled. “Okay, now I want you to fuck me.” She lifted off and stood up. Inclining her head towards the bedroom, she whispered, “He’s fucking her from behind, and I want you to do the same to me.”

She knelt on all-fours on the coffee table, then looked over her shoulder at me. “Fuck me here. When you come, pull out and shoot it over my back.”

I looked down at her body. There were beads of sweat all over her back. The swollen lips of her sex were coated with globs of my cum and her own juices. I held my cock at her slick entrance and pushed in, then gripped her hips and started thrusting.

In the bedroom, Suzy let out a pained wail that made me look towards the door, worried that Dean was being rougher than she liked. But after a short time I heard her moans of pleasure, so I stopped worrying about my wife and focused on the beautiful woman on the coffee table.

I ploughed into Cyndi, sending my cock deep with every stroke. She moaned and wiggled her backside. I was in heaven. From the bedroom my wife’s voice rose to a crescendo, and I heard Dean let out a series of grunts. I closed my eyes and continued to fuck Cyndi, amazed that I was managing to last so long. When I felt something touch the shaft of my cock as I fucked her, I opened my eyes. She was rubbing her clit, and that turned me on even more. I pounded harder, and suddenly Cyndi was grunting and coming. I slammed in three more times before pulling out and sending a thick rope of cum up onto her back. I trapped my cock between her bum cheeks and kept thrusting, sending more spurts of creamy-white up onto her brown back.

I dropped my head back to suck in a deep breath, then noticed Suzy and Dean standing in the doorway. I had no idea how long they’d been there watching us, but I was glad they’d witnessed this rather than the earlier parts where Cyndi and I had kissed and been gentle with each other.

Suzy smiled. “Well, it looks like you made the most of no condoms.”

I glanced down at Cyndi’s splattered back. Suzy went back into the bedroom and brought out a box of tissues. I helped clean it up, and then Cyndi and Dean slipped on their swimsuits.

“Thanks,” Dean said, looking from Suzy to me. “I think it’s safe to say we had fun.” He elbowed Cyndi. “Maybe this one had a bit too much fun.”

Cyndi frowned at Suzy. “I apologise if I made things uncomfortable.”

Suzy shook her head. “It’s no problem. I had a good time, and know Rob did, too.”

Cyndi smiled, then looked at me and smiled even wider. “Thank you.” She looked at Suzy. “Both of you.”

“I’m sure we’ll see you around,” Dean said, taking Cyndi’s hand and pulling her towards the door. “Maybe another hook-up might happen, but I realise we’re all here looking for something new.”

Cyndi glanced at me one more time before Dean led her out and down the steps.

Suzy closed the door behind them and looked at me, the coldness back in her eyes. “Well?”

I shrugged. “Well what?”

“Are you happy that you got to feel her hot little pussy without a rubber?”

I saw no point in lying. “Yes.”

“Good. Dean did a Stig on me.”

I paused, wondering what she meant. “He did a what?”

She sat on the coffee table I’d just fucked Cyndi on. “Remember when we went to Yorkshire with all your friends?”

I nodded, the meaning of what she’d just said finally dawning on me. Suzy spread her legs and raised her hips. I could see cum dribbling from her still-gaping backside.

During the weekend fuck-fest in Yorkshire, my buddy Stig had taken my wife in every hole. Now, I saw that Dean had done the same. I’d seen him come in her mouth and heard him fuck her from the bedroom. From the subsequent noises I’d heard, I surmised that after cleaning his cum from her pussy, he’d fucked her doggie-style and then taken her anally.

“Wow.”

“So much for us practicing safe sex. We broke the rule with the very first couple.”

I nodded. “I guess we’ll need to be more sensible with the next ones.”

“We’ll see.” She smiled, and this time it reached all the way to her eyes. “How about we take a shower, then go grab some lunch?”

───Ξ───
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Chapter 7

After coming three times in ninety minutes with Cyndi, what I really wanted was a siesta. I didn’t suggest that, though, because Suzy’s coldness towards me finally seemed to be thawing. We showered and dressed — me in fresh shorts and t-shirt, Suzy in one of her new bikinis with a sarong over it — and walked down to the main building of the complex. The day was now pretty hot so rather than taking our food out to the terrace, we stayed inside the air-conditioned restaurant. I glanced around at the other guests as we ate.

“No sign of your girlfriend?” Suzy asked.

I forced a smile. “I was actually checking to see who I’d like for my next girlfriend.”

“Hmm.” Her expression made it obvious she didn’t believe me.

“What do you want to do this afternoon?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation away from Cyndi.

“Nothing more than lazing by the pool. I’ll save my energy for tonight.”

“What’s happening tonight?”

She smiled. “Who knows? But whatever it is, I intend making the most of it.”

I went up to refill my plate, ignoring Suzy’s comments about having to build up my energy levels after my exertions with the younger woman. Lunch over, we wandered out to the terrace. Seeing there were no free loungers by the pool, we went down to the beach. The first place I looked was where Cyndi and Dean had been earlier, but a different couple were there now.

Suzy took off her flip-flops and removed her sarong, then waded out into the sea. I followed her, but I went no further than knee-depth. The warm water was lapping at Suzy’s thighs.

She bent her knees and dipped until the water reached her waist. “I’m soothing my sore arsehole,” she whispered.

“Ooh, sexy talk. Are you trying to seduce me?”

She sniggered. “While you and your girlfriend were exchanging soft kisses and body fluids, her husband was railing every hole in my body.”

“Isn’t that how you like it?”

“No.”

“It’s how you liked it in Yorkshire.” I still remembered her screams of pleasure on the kitchen table during the onslaught from my friend Terry. “Besides, you told Dean that if he was rough with his cock, you’d be in for a good time.”

She considered this for a second, then nodded. “I like to be fucked hard.” She frowned. “Just not that hard in every hole.”

“Did he ask first?”

“No. He just pulled out of my pussy and pushed it into my arse.”

“No lube?”

“Nope.” She pursed her lips. “I get the impression he doesn’t do gentle, which maybe explains why his wife enjoyed you going down on her the way you did.”

“They’re not married.”

“What?”

“Cyndi and Dean, they’re not married. From what she said, I don’t think they’re even a couple. They just meet up for sex, and they also attend swinging parties together.”

“When did she tell you that?”

“On the walk back to the cabin. She said they were fuck buddies.”

After considering this, Suzy nodded. “That’s actually quite cool.”

“So can we stop referring to her as my girlfriend now?”

She smiled. “No, I don’t think so.” She pointed at a group of people standing in the sea about thirty yards from us. “Come on, let’s go see what they’re up to.”

As we neared the group, I saw there were five guys surrounding one woman. All of them were completely naked. At least two of the men had erections, and I realised one of the others had a chastity device around his cock.

“That’s the couple from the beach last night,” Suzy whispered. “She got spit-roasted while her husband watched. He’s the one wearing the cage.”

Without giving us a second look, the woman reached forward and wrapped her arms around the neck of one of the men with an erection. He lifted her up and she wrapped her legs around his waist. Then he guided himself inside her and started to bounce her on his cock, exactly as I’d done with Elena at the chalet in Cornwall. This woman was considerably bigger than Elena, though, so I was impressed by the guy’s strength.

“She’s taking them all while her husband watches,” Suzy whispered.

Of the four men watching, only one had a hard-on, which he was slowly stroking. The husband’s dick was trapped inside a cage so couldn’t get hard, but the other two men were flaccid. “It looks like she’s already fucked two of them.”

“Ah, lucky girl.”

Just then the woman dropped her head back and screamed, clearly unconcerned that everyone on the beach would be aware of her orgasm. The guy bounced her harder still, then she clung to him as he jerked his hips.

“He’s coming,” Suzy said.

When he lowered the woman back to her feet, I could see he wasn’t wearing a condom. Neither was the guy with the hard-on who picked her up and entered her next.

“Do you think her husband performs clean-up?” I asked.

“If he does, it’ll be even saltier than usual today.”

I laughed, then waited to see if she’d admit Dean had performed clean-up on her earlier. She didn’t mention it, so we left the group to their fun and walked back to the beach.

“I think we should limit how much sun we have on our first day,” she said. “Let’s go back to the cabin and rest there.”

I liked that idea. After brushing the sand from our feet, we went inside the cabin. Suzy removed her wet bikini and pulled on a pair of panties. My shorts were still dry, so I removed my t-shirt, pulled back the nets and lay on top of the bed. Suzy joined me and I started to doze, listening to the quiet hum of the aircon.

“I’m jealous of the woman in the sea,” Suzy whispered.

I opened my eyes and turned onto my side. “Why are you jealous of her?”

“Because she’s getting more dick than I am.”

“We haven’t been here twenty-four hours yet, and you’ve had cum in every hole.”

She pursed her lips as she considered this. “Yeah, but in that same time, we know she’s had six different cocks. Two on the beach last night, and four in the sea this afternoon. I expect she’ll also be getting more dick tonight.”

“As well as her husband’s,” I added.

“Maybe, maybe not. He’s a caged cuck. I doubt he gets to fuck her much, if at all.”

“Really?” I didn’t like the sound of that.

“I don’t know for a fact, but I’ve read that those guys get their kicks from not being allowed to touch her. Or only to touch her as a special treat.” She smiled. “I reckon he’ll have to wear the cage all week. She’ll fuck several men a day, and all he can do is dribble precum down his own leg.” She was nodding, obviously enjoying her own interpretation of the couple’s relationship. “When they get home after this holiday, she’ll unlock his cage and lie naked on the bed. Then she’ll let him jerk off, but he won’t be allowed in her pussy. He’ll only be allowed to relieve his frustration by coming over her body.”

“You have a twisted mind.”

“I know.”

I laughed and closed my eyes. I really was tired and had just started to drop off when I heard her let out a long sigh. I opened my eyes and saw her hand was pushed inside her panties. She was masturbating.

“You don’t even have a dirty book,” I said.

“I don’t need a dirty book. I have a dirty mind, remember?” She rolled her head to face me. “I’m thinking about taking several men, one after the other.”

My cock stirred inside my shorts. “You’ve done that already. More than once.”

She smiled. “Hmm.”

“But you want to do it again?”

Her eyes half-closed as she kept playing with herself. “Yes.”

“You want to do it while we’re here?”

She nodded, then her eyes fluttered closed, her brow creased, and she let out a long exhale as she came. My cock had grown fully hard.

She opened her eyes and looked at me. “Are you going to fuck me now?”

“Yeah.”

She pushed off her panties. I shucked off my shorts, climbed on top and entered her. She held my hips as I fucked her slowly.

“Well?” she said, pulling my head down and whispering in my ear. “Do you like the idea of me taking several men, one after another?”

“I guess so.”

“Will you want to watch, or should I go out on my own and tell you about it when I get back?”

“I want to be there.”

“Will you fuck me when they’ve all finished with me?” She darted her tongue into my ear. “Like you did the first time I pulled a train?”

I was on the brink. “Yeah.”

“Good.” She rocked beneath me. “Okay, you can come now.”

I pushed in deep and erupted. She groaned and moved against me, bringing herself off again on my still-spasming cock. We eventually settled down on the mattress next to each other and slept.

* * * *

It was late afternoon when we woke. I suggested a swim and Suzy liked the idea. The pool area was deserted, and once we’d put our towels on a couple of loungers I understood why; Dale’s amplified voice drifted up from the beach. Evidently the afternoon challenge was being carried out down there.

“Want to go see what’s happening?” I asked, pointing at the path between the palm trees.

“Not really, but you can go if you want.”

I shook my head, got up and dived into the pool. I swam a few lengths before settling back on my lounger, letting the sun dry my skin as I read a couple of chapters of the book I’d started during yesterday’s flight. Suzy went for a swim, and it was while she was in the pool that the crowd from the beach started drifting back. They were all laughing and chattering. Some sat on loungers and a few joined Suzy in the pool, but most seemed to head back to their cabins. Twenty minutes later, we did the same.

I showered and dressed in combat shorts and a clean shirt. Suzy wore a black halter top, a long wraparound skirt and heeled sandals. We walked down to the terrace bar and ordered a couple of mojitos. Suzy and the barman exchanged smiles as he passed her drink, then we wandered over to a vacant table and sat down.

“The barman seemed very friendly,” I said, smiling.

“Hmm. And sexy.”

“I didn’t notice that part.”

“I did.” She sucked her drink through her straw while holding my gaze.

“Is he your target for tonight?”

She laughed and shook her head. “No. Tonight we’re on the pull together, so we’ll find another couple.”

“There’s no law that says we have to fuck someone new every night.”

“No, but isn’t that why we’ve flown all this way?”

“I’ve come five times already today. I’d be happy to have a nice dinner and a few drinks, then go back to the cabin and sleep.”

“Okay.”

“Okay what?”

“Okay, we don’t need to find a couple.” She raised her eyebrows and sucked on her straw again.

“But you’re still going to find a guy to fuck.”

She shrugged. “I’ve been looking forward to this holiday for weeks.”

“Well, if you’re having fresh meat, so am I.”

“That’s the spirit. Come on, let’s get the food out of the way.”

There was an Italian theme in the restaurant, with lots of pasta and pizza dishes. I saw Dean at one of the food counters but there was no sign of Cyndi anywhere in the restaurant. Once we’d eaten, we wandered back out to the terrace, where a band had set up in one corner. They were playing 80’s rock covers, and quite a few couples were dancing. Suzy had more cocktails, but I switched to beer. There was a good vibe among the guests, and I finally saw Cyndi. She was dancing with a tall guy wearing a Hawaiian shirt, and she flashed me a shy smile. I knew she’d fuck the guy later, and I tried to ignore the stab of jealousy the realisation sparked.

A couple stood by our table and asked if they could use the spare chairs. We nodded and Suzy moved her handbag to make room. Once settled in the chairs, they introduced themselves as Lynne and Graham. We exchanged pleasantries. They were English, originally from London but now living in Bristol. They looked about fifty, but both were in good shape and very suntanned. They explained they’d been here for a week, but before coming to Mexico they’d spent two weeks in Florida.

Graham’s eyes kept dropping to Suzy’s braless tits, possibly because her taut nipples were pressing against the flimsy material of her halter top.

“How are you enjoying the resort?” he asked, raising his gaze to look at our faces.

“We only arrived last night,” I said. “So far it seems great.”

“We love it here,” Lynne said. “We’ve been coming here for years.”

I had to bite my tongue to stop making a dirty joke about the way she’d phrased it, but I couldn’t help wondering just how many times Lynne had come during her visits over the years. And how many cocks she’d taken.

We chatted some more, and then Lynne asked me if I wanted to dance. I smiled and stood up.

Suzy flashed me a smile as the older woman dragged me into the throng of people on the terrace. We laughed and danced for a couple of songs, then Lynne moved close and pressed her body to mine, even though the song being played wasn’t that slow. My cock stirred as she moved against me. She slipped her arms around my neck and wiggled her hips until I had a full-blown hard-on.

She smiled. “Something seems to be growing between us.”

I laughed. “Yeah, I can feel it.”

“So can I.”

Her expression became more serious as she pushed harder against my cock. “And although it feels nice pressed against my belly, I’d rather feel it inside me.” She leaned in and kissed me gently.

Although I liked the idea of fucking the sexy cougar, I had no idea how Suzy felt about doing the same with Graham.

Lynne must have sensed my hesitation. “Do you need to get permission?”

“No, but I thought it might be polite to tell Suzy what’s happening.”

“If I know my husband, your wife will already be aware of what we have in mind.”

I glanced over towards our table. Through the gap between the other dancers, I saw Suzy and Graham were no longer sitting there.

“Come on,” Lynne said, leading me towards the path that led to the beach.

I checked the terrace but couldn’t see Suzy or Graham amongst the dancers. We passed between the lit palm trees and turned right, away from the main part of the beach.

There was a half-moon and lots of stars in the sky, and enough illumination from the resort to light the way. We walked hand-in-hand along the cool sand. Although we weren’t the only people on the beach, nobody was within fifty yards of us. Lynne led me to a lounger set back under the fronds of a palm tree, stepped close and kissed me. Her tongue pushed into my mouth as her hand rubbed my cock through my shorts. Since she wasn’t being reserved, I saw no reason why I should be. I ran my hands down her back, hitched up her dress and cupped her bum cheeks in my hands. She wasn’t as firm as Suzy or Cyndi, but when I slid my finger between her legs, I found she was nice and wet.

She broke the kiss and dropped to her knees, her nimble fingers making short work of the buttoned fly of my combat shorts. As soon as she’d released my cock, she wrapped her lips around the tip and pushed her head forward, taking over half the length into her mouth while stroking my balls.

I let out a sigh as she bobbed her head, taking me a little deeper each time. As much as I’d have liked to empty my balls down her throat, I knew she wanted more. I reluctantly pushed her head back, hauled her to her feet and kissed her again. I could taste my cock on her tongue, and it turned me on. I pawed her tits and tweaked her nipples. She groaned into my mouth and wanked my cock, digging her nails into the shaft.

“Will you please put this inside me?” she said.

I smiled and nodded. Lynne sat on the lounger and reached into her bag. She took out a condom, tore the foil, then placed the rolled rubber disc between her lips. Looking up into my eyes, she leaned in and pushed her head forward, using her lips to roll the condom down my shaft. She pulled her head back, used her fingers to roll the rubber as far down as it’d go, then lay back on the lounger. She slipped off her panties and let her bent legs fall open. In the limited light of the beach, I could see the landing strip of pubic hair set against a white triangle of skin. Evidently there was no naked sunbathing in Florida.

Resting one knee on the lounger between her splayed legs, I positioned my sheathed cock at her entrance and slowly pushed inside. Lynne let out a groan and wrapped her arms around my waist. I fucked her slowly, enjoying the way she moved beneath me. The pervy part of me wanted to know how many other cocks she’d taken this week. Suzy often teased me about asking for numbers and details, but I wasn’t going to ask Lynne.

“Oh, that feels so good,” she said, rocking her hips while tightening her arms and pulling me deeper. “Your dick feels so good.”

I sighed and nodded, enjoying my dick sliding in and out of her.

“I might have to let it poke me all the way to Orgasmland.”

I couldn’t help smiling. “Orgasmland?”

She nodded. “Come Central. That’s the station I like to go to with all the hot men I meet.”

I saw my chance. “And how many times have you visited there with this week?”

She smiled. “Far too many to count.”

I increased the pace and force of my thrusts. I thought about the woman in the sea taking four men at a time. “Try and count them.”

Lynne’s mouth dropped open and her pussy clenched. I pounded her harder as she bucked and grunted through her climax. I slowed down and she opened her eyes.

“Did you come?” she asked.

I shook my head.

“Can I go on top?”

I pulled out and got up. Somewhere further up the beach another woman let out a moan of pleasure. Lynne stood up and removed her dress, leaving her naked. She encouraged me to lie on the lounger, then carefully climbed on top and lowered herself down onto my cock. I caressed her tits as she rode me.

She smiled down into my eyes. “You’re my third guy today. I had three yesterday, and two the day before that.”

I teased her nipples. “Do you only take them one at a time?”

“No. I’ve had a couple of threesomes this week.” She raised her eyebrows. “Are you shocked that I’m such a slut?”

I shrugged. “You’re entitled to do what you want.”

“Exactly, and what I want to do now is to come again on that big cock of yours.”

She jerked her hips forward and back, grinding her clit against me. She dropped her head forward so her face was in shadow, then let out a low growl. Her pussy tightened around me again, and she let out a screech as she pumped her hips.

She finally stilled and smiled. “You still haven’t come?”

I smiled and shook my head.

“I like that you don’t come quickly.”

I’d already come so many times today my balls were probably empty, but I didn’t tell her that. “I like that you do.”

She smiled. “I’ve had another idea.”

“Oh?”

She lifted off me, gripped my slick, sheathed cock and held it still. Then she inched herself forward and nestled the tip of my cock against her puckered arse. “Do you mind?” she asked.

I shook my head, trying to keep the surprise from my face.

She closed her eyes and lowered herself down. It was tight and I felt some resistance. Lynne held still and breathed through her mouth for a moment, obviously forcing herself to relax. Then she inched lower, and I felt her open around me. A second later, my dick was enveloped in the snug tightness of her backside.

She let out a breath, then opened her eyes and started to move slowly up and down. I placed my hands on her hips and encouraged her to go faster, lifting her up and pulling her down. She grunted each time our bodies slammed together, my raging hard-on plunging into her depths.

“Does that feel good?” she asked.

I nodded and kept bouncing her on my cock, my finish line now in view.

“It feels good to me, too.”

“Play with your clit,” I said, bouncing her on my cock. “Tease your clit while I fuck your arse.”

“Oh, you’re dirty.” She brought her hand down and rubbed herself.

“Think you can come again?” I asked. “Do you think you can come when I do?”

She rubbed faster. “Would you like me to?”

“Yeah, I want to feel you come while my cock’s—”

Lynne dropped her head back and screamed. Her body spasmed and I exploded, arching off the lounger with a groan. She bounced harder, frantically rubbing her clit. I kept sending more spurts into the teat of the rubber.

Even when we finally stopped moving, Lynne’s thighs trembled. Sweat bathed our faces. The couple from further along the beach walked past us, arm in arm. They’d finished, too.

I held the condom in place as she lifted off me, then removed and tied it up, a little wary of touching it.

She took it from me, wrapped it in a tissue and put it in her bag. “No littering the beach,” she said with a smile.

I pulled up my shorts as she slipped on her panties and dress. Dangling her shoes from the fingers of her left hand, she walked barefoot through the sand back towards the terrace. When we got there, I couldn’t see any sign of Suzy or Graham.

“Well,” Lynne said, running her fingers through my hair. “Thank you for tonight. You’ve added another great memory to keep me warm until we return next year.”

I smiled but was puzzled by her comment. “Don’t you make memories while you’re back home?”

“No, we only swing when we’re on holiday.” She shrugged. “We have two grown kids and would hate for them to find out how their parents like to get their kicks.”

I nodded my understanding. We shared a brief kiss, then I set off towards our cabin. I didn’t know where Suzy and Graham had gone, but I hoped she was already back because she had the key.

The cabin was in darkness, the door still locked. I sat on the step and waited.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 8

I’d been sitting on the steps for over twenty minutes when Suzy finally came walking up the path. She gave me a warm smile and took out the key. I stood up and let her past me to get to the door.

“So,” she said, once we were inside. “How was it with a mature lady?”

I laughed. “I had a very pleasant evening, thanks for asking.” I slipped my arms around her waist and pulled her close. “How about your evening, with a mature gentleman?”

“I had a lot of fun, but he was no gentleman. He almost chewed my tits off.”

I laughed out loud. “I noticed your chest held a fascination for him while we were sitting at the table.”

“Hmm. I need a shower.”

“Me too.”

We walked into the bedroom and stripped off. When Suzy took off her top, I saw the mess on her chest. I smiled. “I hope he chewed them before he came on them.”

“Yeah, but I suspect he would have chewed them again after if I’d asked him.”

We walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower. There was plenty of room for both of us in there, and as the water sprayed down, I washed the other man’s cum off my wife’s body.

“Where did you two go?” she asked, looking up into my face.

“The quiet side of the beach. How about you?”

“He showed me a place around the other side of the restaurant. It’s a private garden with lots of secluded seating areas.” She squirted some shower gel into her hand and washed my cock. “So, what did you do?”

“I guess it could be summed up in a cocktail.” I grinned. “We had sex on the beach.”

“Very funny. Can you be more specific?”

“She fitted a condom using her mouth, then lay on the lounger as I fucked her. Once she’d come, I lay on the lounger and she rode me like that.” Suzy’s boobs were now clean, so I ran my soapy hand between her thighs.

“And that was it?”

“No. After she’d come, she moved forward a little and took me in her backdoor.”

“Really?”

I nodded.

“And?”

“And that’s where it ended. I got my big finish as she got her third.”

“You came up her bum?”

“I came inside the condom, but that’s where it was when it happened.”

Now clean, we rinsed, stepped out of the shower and towelled off. We walked back into the bedroom and slipped into bed naked.

“What about you and Graham?” I asked.

“The garden area is really nice, with burning torches on poles all along the paths. There are comfortable wooden couches dotted between bushes, and we used one of those.”

“What did he do to you?”

“The first thing he did was to remove my top and suck my tits. I played with his dick, then climbed into his lap and rode him while he continued to suck my nipples.”

“Bareback?”

She shook her head. “No, we used a rubber, and we both came like that.”

“I thought he came on your tits?”

“That was the second time. After our first, we chatted while listening to other couples having sex. He told me these holidays were the only time they played with others.”

I nodded. “Yeah, Lynne told me that.”

“They’re paranoid about their friends and family finding out.” She grinned. “I told him about fucking your three army friends. When he was ready to go again, he laid me down on the couch and fucked me in missionary. At the end he pulled out, peeled the rubber off and hosed my tits.”

“Without asking?”

She smiled. “I may have suggested it. Then we got dressed and went our different ways.”

I closed my eyes and thought about our first full day at the resort. We’d had two new sexual partners each, and had both experienced oral, vaginal and anal sex.

She leaned in and kissed my shoulder. “What are you thinking?”

“That’s it’s been a pretty eventful day.”

“Hmm, and this is just the beginning.”

* * * *

I woke before Suzy and spent a contented fifteen minutes watching her sleep. Her hair was more tousled than usual because she'd come to bed with it wet after the shower. Any normal man would wrap his arms around her and thank the heavens that he had such a beautiful wife. As it was, I wondered about the other men who would get to use her body today.

What is wrong with me?

Suzy eventually woke up. She blinked a couple of times, then smiled at me. “Good morning.”

“Hi.”

She chewed her lip, then smiled. “It’s the start of the day, and you know what that means.”

I laughed. “I don’t think it’s a rule you have to abide by.”

She moved closer and smiled, her hand snaking under the sheet and finding my cock. “But I want to.”

“What if I have a headache?”

“I promise to be gentle.” She eased me onto my back and sat up, the action dragging the sheet off my body.

My cock was already hard. She leaned forward and dragged her hair over my stomach, which tickled. Then she looked up into my eyes, parted her lips and took the tip of my cock into her mouth. I let out a quiet sigh. She smiled with her eyes, then took me a little deeper with every bob of her head. Soon she was swallowing my entire length on every downstroke. By the time she released me from her mouth, my breathing was ragged.

She wrapped her fist around the base and started to jack me off. “Where do you want to come?”

“This is your rodeo, so you decide.”

“Hmm.” She pumped me faster. “Yesterday I had Dean and Graham shoot their load on my tits. How about I start today with you doing it?”

I smiled. “That works for me.”

She smiled and leaned over me, her tits hanging just a matter of inches from my cock in her hand. “Tell me when you’re close.”

“I’m close.”

“Good.” She dipped down, the soft weight of her tits pressing against the tip of my cock as she pumped it. “Come whenever you’re ready.” She pumped me faster still.

I came with a grunt. As soon as the first hot splash of jizz hit her, she let go of my dick and dropped down onto my body, dragging her tits over my spasming cock. It spewed more sticky cum all over them as she writhed on top of me. Then she lifted up and took me back into her mouth, making me cry out. My legs locked straight as she sucked and bobbed her head.

The sensation was too intense, so I eased her head back, laughing. “Enough. Jeez, you’re going to give me a heart attack.”

She crawled up my body and kissed my forehead. “Stop complaining. Anyone would think I was torturing you.”

I smiled. “It’s a nice kind of torture.”

“How many times have you come this holiday?”

“I’ve lost count.”

She frowned. “You can’t lose count. You’re the numbers guy. I assumed you’d keep track of everything we do.”

I laughed. “I’ll try, but I’ll need to start writing them down.”

“How many times did you come with Lynne?”

“Only once.”

“How many times with your girlfriend?”

“Will you stop calling her—?”

“Three, I think you said.” She smiled sweetly.

I nodded.

“And how many with me?”

“Four. The no-moving one of the first night, yesterday’s quickie after you diddled yourself, and two early-morning ones.”

She shook her head, laughing. “You and your numbers. Come on, let’s get cleaned up and dressed. I’m starving.”

We ate breakfast on the terrace, then Suzy suggested I grab two loungers by the pool while she got us some coffee. Over the next hour, I read my book and took regular dips in the pool to cool off. When Dale turned up to carry out the morning challenge, Suzy surprised me by suggesting we go back to the cabin. I’d been enjoying relaxing by the pool but acquiesced.

As soon as we got into the cabin, she tied back the nets on the bed, then told me to strip naked and lie down. Puzzled, I did as she asked. I’d been there less than two minutes when I heard a knock on the door.

“No,” she said as I went to get up. “Wait there.”

I lay back, my heart crashing in my chest. A moment later, Suzy returned to the bedroom. Behind her was the handsome barman she’d flirted with last night. But then two more men came through the bedroom door. They were other members of staff I recognised from the restaurant. I instinctively covered my cock with my hands.

Suzy stepped close to the bed and smiled. “These guys only get a short break between clearing away after breakfast and preparing for lunch.” She unbuttoned her skimpy blouse and slid it off, leaving her in just a bikini and sarong. “They’ve offered to help us out with something I want to try.”

I looked up at the men surrounding the bed. They paid me no attention. Their eyes were focused on Suzy as she unclipped her bikini top. The tits I’d covered with cum only a couple of hours earlier now looked perfect. They were firm, tanned and oiled, the nipples pebbled.

Suzy unbuttoned her sarong and let it drop, then slowly peeled down her bikini bottoms. I could see that all the men had a bulge in their black work trousers as they stared at her naked body, and I couldn’t blame them.

She crawled onto the side of the bed and smiled down into my eyes. “Me and the guys have a little routine worked out. I think you’re going to like it.”

I saw the guys move over to stand behind my wife.

“First,” she explained, “they’re going to take turns at me from behind. They’re not allowed to come, but I’m sure that I will. You’re going to watch my face while these three hunky men all use my pussy.” She smiled. “Do you like that idea?”

I let out a slow breath. Lying naked in front of three strangers who were about to fuck my wife was more than a little intimidating.

Suzy glanced down my body. “Your cock seems to like the idea.”

When I realised I had a hard-on, I gave a shrug. Everyone in the room knew I liked the idea of sharing my wife; that’s exactly why we’d come to this resort.

Looking over her shoulder, Suzy told the guys she was ready. I wasn’t surprised that it was the barman who stepped forward. She’d probably approached him about this in the first place, and he would have decided which friends to invite along.

I avoided looking as he unfastened his trousers, instead holding eye contact with Suzy. She was biting her lower lip as she waited. There was nothing to suggest the guy was using protection. As soon as his zip was open, he stepped close behind her. From her expression I surmised that he was swiping his cockhead through her folds, getting his cock nice and slick. Then he jerked his hips forward.

Suzy’s eyes fluttered and her mouth dropped open. “Oh!” She frowned at me, then let out another long exhale.

The guy’s tanned hands appeared on her hips, and he began to thrust in and out with a slow, steady rhythm.

“Oh, that feels good.” She was looking at me, but I wasn’t sure if her words were intended for me or the guy fucking her. “Oh yeah, that feels so…” She closed her eyes and wiggled her hips from side to side.

The guy maintained the same steady pace for a couple of minutes before pulling out and stepping back. Suzy let out a moan of disappointment but one of the other men was already waiting to take the barman’s place. He pushed in and she groaned, happy again.

I stared up at her face. There are few sights as moving as watching your loved one receiving sexual pleasure. There’s a constant underscore of angst and jealousy—you know full well that the only person who should be doing that to her is you—but that nagging feeling is drowned out by all the other emotions. The undeniable thrill of knowing it’s another man, a stranger who means nothing to her emotionally, who’s making her feel this good. It’s his fingers, his tongue or, as in this particular case, his cock that’s touching her innermost parts and making her tremble and moan.

“Oh fuck, Rob, his cock feels so good.”

I stared mutely up at her, unsure whether she expected me to hold a discussion in front of the three men. Did she want me to ask if he was big, or if he was poking her nice and deep?

As she started to rock her hips, I got the impression she was working up to an orgasm. Maybe she was, but the second guy pulled out and she let out another frustrated sigh. When the third guy pushed in her eyes went wide and her breath caught in her throat. Her shocked expression made my heart race, and I felt precum drip from my cock onto my body. It seemed like the guys had saved the biggest cock until last.

As the third guy started to fuck her, Suzy’s brow creased and she let out short breaths through her mouth. But after less than a minute she’d obviously stretched to accommodate him, and she was rolling her hips under his onslaught. Though she was still looking down at me, her eyes had become glazed. I guessed she was unable to focus on my face as pleasure took hold of her. Her eyes squeezed shut and her eyebrows dipped. She looked like she was about to cry, but then she let out a huge grunt and began slamming her body back onto the cock railing her from behind.

The guy increased the force of his thrusts. My cock dripped freely as I watched my beautiful wife experience what must have been an intense orgasm on the stranger’s big cock. She cried and sobbed, letting out occasional words of encouragement.

“Oh God. Oh Yeah. Fuck me. Just keep shoving that big fucking… Oh yeah.”

The third guy railed her for another minute or so, then eventually pulled out and let the barman go back inside her. Suzy seemed to get a second wind, now rolling her hips and pushing herself back with force onto him as well. Her eyes were still closed, her body bathed in sweat despite the aircon. The barman pounded her, setting her tits swinging. I reached up cupped one, using my finger and thumb to tease the nipple.

Suzy opened her eyes for the first time in minutes. It looked as if she was trying to smile, but she frowned down at me. “Is it okay if they just keep doing this for a while?”

I smiled and nodded. “It’s fine.”

Her breathing was ragged. The barman was also beaded with sweat. It was obvious he was limiting how much time he spent inside her to keep him from coming. After a couple of minutes, he stepped back and the second man took his place. Suzy came again, this time managing to keep her eyes on mine throughout most of it. Another wave of emotions swept through me, peaks of lust and troughs of envy. The guy with the big dick took his second turn, then after a few minutes the barman went in for his third time.

Suzy was making long whimpering sounds. The men changed places several more times. They’d been taking turns fucking her now for about thirty minutes. I had no idea if she’d managed to come again because her moans of pleasure were continuous.

“Okay, it’s time,” the barman said as he pulled out of her.

I guessed he meant the three guys couldn’t keep their jizz in their balls for any longer. Suzy glanced over her shoulder and nodded, then looked down at me.

“Okay,” she said, manoeuvring on the bed until she was kneeling sideways next to me. “Now I’m going to lie on top of you, and I want you to hold me still while they take turns fucking me.”

I wasn’t sure exactly what she meant but it soon became apparent. Suzy lay face-up on top of me. Her back pressed high on my chest and her bum cheeks rested just above my groin. The wet tip of my dripping cock nestled just between her bum cheeks. I wondered if her intention was double penetration. If it was, she was too far up my body.

“Hold me in place so they can fuck me,” she said. “Push my legs apart and hold them open with your feet.”

I did as she asked, forcing her legs wide open. I looped my feet over her ankles from the inside to hold her legs in place, though we all knew she had no intention of closing them. I snaked my arms around her waist and moved them, holding her upper body in place by her tits. Restraining her was all a sham, but she seemed to like it.

She passed something to the barman, and he handed it to one of his friends before climbing onto the bed between our spread legs. He leaned down and smiled into my wife’s face. As he positioned his cock at her entrance, his hand brushed against my own cock. Then as he pushed into her. Suzy let out a long moan, then began to writhe on top of me as he fucked her. I was aware of his balls dragging along the length of my shaft with each of his thrusts. I tried not to think about it, but it freaked me out a little.

Holding his upper body up on straight arms, he fucked her hard. I could feel her juices running out of her, dripping over the tip of my cock and soaking into my pubic hair. Suzy’s head was over my shoulder so I could see his face while he was fucking her. It was a surreal experience. He gave several short, hard thrusts then lifted up so his face disappeared from my view.

A warm jet of liquid splattered against my shaft. Then another. I held my breath as my mind raced. Was his cum gushing out of her? Another spurt splattered against my balls, and I realised he’d pulled out of my wife’s pussy to shoot his load all over my cock.

“Okay,” Suzy said, moving down a little on my body. “Now slide your dick inside me so that I get his cum, too.”

I was still paralysed from what had just happened, so she reached down, gripped my cock and fed it inside her. Then she rocked her hips up and down, taking me deeper and transferring the barman’s cum from the outside of my cock to the inside of her pussy.

“Does it feel good to you?” she whispered, squeezing down with her inner muscles.

Before I could answer, she lifted off me and the second guy got onto the bed. He entered her and immediately started thrusting at force. I could feel his balls slapping against my shaft as he slammed in and out. I caught a glimpse of his fluttering eyelids before he pulled out and fired his spunk all over my cock. I actually felt his cockhead pressing against my own before the second gush. Yet again, Suzy grabbed my slippery cock and fed it inside her, clenching and moaning as I poked the second guy’s cum into her already sopping pussy.

As soon as the second guy moved, the third guy got onto the bed. His upper body and arms were covered in tattoos. When he pushed in, Suzy let out a loud wail. I could feel his shaft rubbing against my own, his balls a heavy weight dragging against me. He fucked her more slowly than the other two, and I could feel her breathing change. She was building up to another orgasm.

Although undeniably turned on, I wasn’t happy about what she’d arranged for the guys to do. I squeezed her tits, pinching her nipples hard. She groaned and bucked under the guy fucking her. His fat slippery cock rubbed against mine as he ploughed in and out of her sodden pussy. Cum dripped freely from her hole as he railed her. My entire groin area was a sticky mess of my own precum, my wife’s juices and the first two guys’ ejaculate. I knew the third guy was working up to delivering his own load when Suzy came. Her heart crashed in her chest so hard that I could feel it through her back.

The big guy gave three short thrusts, then I felt him move and shower his thick viscous jizz all over my cock. I couldn’t see what was happening, but the gush felt considerably more powerful than the others. And he just kept coming. I counted five separate jets of cum hitting me, drenching my cock, scrotum and pubic hair.

Even after Suzy got me inside her, I felt another jet splatter against my balls and her body. The guy got off the bed and I noticed the first two were already dressed. The third guy pulled on his trousers and shirt. Suzy got off me and knelt on the bed. One of the men passed her something, and I realised it was her phone. Then they were walking toward the bedroom door. Suzy got off the bed and followed them out of the bedroom. I heard muttered words and then the cabin door close.

She came back into the bedroom, climbed onto the bed and stared into my eyes. “Did you like that?”

“Not really.”

She frowned. “I think you’re just too ashamed to admit how much you like other men’s cum.”

“I don’t like other men’s cum, and I certainly don’t like having them fire it over me.”

“You didn’t seem to mind helping it go inside me.”

I opened my mouth but couldn’t think of anything to say. She was right. I’d been more than happy to slide my cum-coated cock into her pussy, and I’d done so with three different batches of cum.

“Are you angry at me?”

I frowned and nodded. “A bit.”

She smiled and dropped onto her back. “Good. I like angry sex, but I doubt you’ll be able to last very long. She opened her legs. “Come and add your own flavour to the three that are already in there.”

I rolled onto my side and looked down. She was covered in cum, her thighs slick with it, her pubic hair matted. All around her opening, globules clung to her outer lips. I was mad that she’d taken the three guys without giving a thought to safe sex, and even madder that she’d asked them to come on my dick like I was some sort of sissy cuck. But I was also as horny as hell. Without caring how rough I was, I mounted her and pushed in. She let out a moan and slid her arms around my waist.

I raised myself up on my arms the same way the three guys had, and stabbed into her hot, saturated channel.

“Ooh, yeah. That’s it. Fuck me.”

I slammed into her as hard as I could, but she just smiled and nodded. “That’s it. Hurt me. Punish me for being a cum-slut.”

I banged hard and fast, bouncing her off the bed with the force of my thrusts. She just moaned and threw her head from side to side.

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me.” She raised her head and stared into my eyes. “Add your cum to theirs. Give me your—”

I grabbed her hair and yanked her back down to the bed. Then I pushed deep and exploded inside her. She clenched, rocking her hips and milking all the juice and anger from me. I groaned as flashes of light skittered behind my eyelids. Then I opened my eyes and saw her smiling up at me. Every muscle in my body seemed to turn to jelly, and I collapsed on the bed beside her.

She snuggled into the crook of my arm and kissed my chest. “Do you forgive me yet?”

“No.”

She kissed me again. “You will. You’re going to remember this for a long time, and you’ll realise how sexy it was.” She looked into my face. “And to help us relive it all again, I got them to video it.”

I closed my eyes and sighed. I still wasn’t sure how I felt about what had just happened, but I hadn’t come that hard in a long time.

───Ξ───


Ψ
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Chapter 9

I lay on the bed while Suzy took her shower. The more I thought about what she’d arranged, the more uncomfortable I became. She’d chosen three guys who worked at the resort. For all I knew, they could have fucked several guests per week for the last year.

Suzy walked into the room towelling her hair, droplets of water all over her tanned body. “Are you going to shower it off, or is having their cum on your dick still giving you tingles of excitement?”

I looked into her eyes. “Other men’s cum doesn’t get me excited.”

She stopped at the foot of the bed and smiled. “We both know that’s not true.”

“Me liking sloppy seconds isn’t about their cum. It’s got more to do with the fact that I know my wife’s a cock-hungry slut.”

She laughed out loud. “Am I supposed to be hurt by that description?”

“No. We both agreed on moving into this lifestyle, and the reason we’re here in Mexico is for us both to act as sluts.”

“So, what’s your point?”

“Those three guys work here. They probably fuck several cock-hungry sluts every week, so I think it would have been prudent to have told them to wear protection.”

Her face hardened. “You didn’t have any qualms about sliding your bare cock into your sexy little girlfriend.”

“She doesn’t work here.”

“No, but she’s probably taking two or three guys a day during this trip. Like it or not, you’re one of about twenty guys who’ve enjoyed that hot little hole of hers.”

“But they always wear a rubber.”

“Says who? You can’t possibly know that.” Suzy threw the towel across the room onto a chair. “What makes you think you’re so special?”

“I never said I was special.” This argument was getting off track.

“So you’re saying it’s okay for you to choose who you take skin on skin, but I can’t?”

“No. But I am saying that taking those three guys bare was reckless. I also wasn’t happy about you telling them to come on my dick.”

“I thought you’d enjoy it.”

“You’re the one who wanted a gangbang, so don’t pretend you did it for me. If you’d kept to the rule we’d agreed to about condoms, I’d have been happy to watch you take them all one after the other. And after they’d gone back to work, I’d have fucked you. Just like I did after the student party.”

She pursed her lips and glared at me. I got the impression she wanted to say more. In the end, she turned away and walked to the dresser. She took out a different bikini and put it on. Then she pulled on the sarong she’d worn earlier, stepped into her flip-flops and picked up her bag. “When you’ve cleaned up, maybe we can get some lunch. I’ll wait for you by the pool.” She walked out of the bedroom, then the cabin door opened and banged shut.

I lay and brooded for a couple of minutes, then went to take my shower. Fifteen minutes later, I headed down to the pool. All the loungers were occupied, but Suzy wasn’t on any of them. I reasoned that if there’d been no space at the pool, she may have gone to wait at a table instead.

Stepping onto the terrace, I quickly scanned all the tables but couldn’t see my wife. The bar was being tended by a different guy from the one whose cum I’d just washed off my body, so I couldn’t ask him if he’d seen her. I looked back beyond the pool and wondered if she’d gone onto the beach. I set off towards the path between the palm trees and heard a voice call my name. I turned and saw Cyndi smiling at me from a chair on the edge of the terrace. She was alone.

“Hi,” I said, feeling a little awkward.

“How’re you enjoying your vacation?” she asked, her smile wide. She had such a pretty face with prominent cheekbones, a pointed chin and huge, almond-shaped dark brown eyes.

“I’m… It’s good. How about you?” I was worried that if Suzy appeared now, she’d cause a scene.

“Oh, you know.” She crossed her legs. “I’m getting plenty of what I came here for.”

I laughed and nodded. “That’s good, I guess.”

She tipped her head to one side. “Is it?”

I shrugged. I didn’t know how I felt about her getting a lot of cocks, but I did know that it wasn’t something I should worry about.

“Where’s your wife?” Cyndi asked, looking around.

“I’m not sure. We were supposed to meet by the pool, but she’s not there.” I looked at the empty chair beside her. “Where’s Dean?”

“Maybe he’s fucking your wife. Again.”

I laughed. “Maybe he is.”

She held my gaze. “Can I ask you something?”

My stomach fluttered. “Sure.”

“Would you be interested in keeping in touch after this trip?”

I frowned, a coldness settling in. “I’m not sure—”

“I know. We live on opposite sides of the ocean, but I think it’d be nice to hear from you once in a while.”

“Cyndi, I—”

“You’re happily married. I get it. It’s just that when we…” She sighed. “I enjoyed our time together, and I felt like there was something between us.”

I remembered Lynne saying the same about my erection when we were dancing, and quickly pushed that thought from my mind. “Me too.”

“Would your wife object if we kept in touch every so often?”

She’d go bat-shit crazy. “Of course not.”

“So you’ll give me your email address?”

I laughed and nodded. “Do you have a piece of paper?”

She reached into her bag and took out her phone. She held it up and took my picture, then tapped the screen a few times and passed it to me. I saw she’d attached the photo to an email. I typed my email address into the recipient box and handed her the phone.

“Thank you,” she said.

“When you reply to the email, I’d like a photo of you.”

She tapped her phone a couple of times, smiled for a selfie and tapped some more. “There you go.”

I looked around again. “I guess I should go and find Suzy.”

“What you should do is take me somewhere private for more of what we had yesterday.”

My cock thickened at the thought of it. I nodded, then shrugged. “That might cause problems.”

“I know. Dean is still giving me shit about taking you bare.”

“Suzy refers to you as my girlfriend.”

Cyndi gave a delightful laugh. “I actually like that.”

In truth, I kind of liked it, too. “Well, I really should go and find her.”

“We’re only here two more days,” she said suddenly, looking up at me with her big, beautiful eyes. “Do you think there’s any chance of us getting together again before I leave?”

“I don’t know.”

“Would you like to?”

I sighed, then nodded.

She smiled. “So would I. But don’t worry if it’s not possible. I don’t want to be the cause of friction.”

“You already are.”

“Yeah, I know.” She tilted her head to the side again. “Sorry, not sorry.”

I laughed, then gave her a final smile and forced myself to continue down the path to the beach. I spent almost ten minutes searching for my wife, walking at least a hundred yards along the sand in each direction from the beach bar. I returned to the pool. The chair where Cyndi had been sitting was now empty.

Finally, I saw Suzy sitting at a table on the far side of the terrace with another couple. When she saw me, she smiled and waved me over. As I reached their table, I realised who the couple were. It was the woman we'd watched take four men in the sea and her locked-up husband. She wore a white summer dress with string straps that tied on the top of her tanned shoulders.

Suzy did the introductions. “Rob, meet Daisy and Jarad.”

“Hi.” I gave what I hoped was a friendly smile. Daisy made no attempt to hide the fact she was checking out my body as I moved to the chair. Her eyes lingered on my groin area before I sat down, then she raised her gaze and smiled.

“Hello, Rob.” Her pale green eyes seemed to sparkle with amusement. “Suzy was just telling me about your earlier kinky session.”

“Oh, was she?”

“Hmm. I’m kind of jealous.” She picked up her glass and sucked her blue cocktail through the straw.

“I don’t think you have anything to be jealous about.” I held her gaze, refusing to be intimidated. “I saw you take more guys standing up in the sea yesterday.”

She smiled. “I took the same number of guys as Suzy. We both had four each.” She rested her hand on Jarad’s. “You had your turn with your wife too, whereas my cuck doesn’t get to fuck.”

“What? Not ever?” I glanced at Jarad, but he wouldn’t meet my eye.

“He hasn’t put his little cock inside me for over three years.” Daisy looked at her husband, who gazed into her face with reverence. “But I bet he’s as happy in his relationship as you are in yours.”

Her words stung, and I wondered if there was some hidden meaning. Had Suzy mentioned the coldness that had developed between us?

“Jarad gets off seeing his queen being satisfied by other men,” Suzy explained.

“Bigger men,” Daisy added. “Men with cocks that stretch me. Cocks that fill me. Cocks that satisfy me.”

I turned to Jarad again, who still wouldn’t look at me. “Maybe if it’s simply a matter of size imbalance, he should try having sex with a woman with a smaller vagina.”

“Rob!” Suzy laughed and slapped my arm, but I could tell she was angry. “Don’t listen to him,” she said, glancing from Daisy to Jarad. “He doesn’t understand how some relationships work.”

Daisy was still smiling. “That’s okay. I like that he stood up for my cuck. Not many men do that.”

I shrugged. “I’m not criticising your relationship. If it works for you both, who am I to say it’s wrong?”

“Exactly.” Daisy looked over at Suzy. “Can I fuck your husband?”

“She’s not my boss, and she’s not my PA,” I said. “Any questions regarding my availability for sex should be directed to me.”

Daisy’s eyes went a little wider, but she soon recovered her composure. “I apologise. I suppose it’s because I’m used to being in a relationship where it’s the woman who makes the decisions.”

“No problem, but our relationship isn’t like yours.” I gave another smile because I really liked the idea of fucking her. She was sexy and sassy, and I suspected Suzy found her confidence a little intimidating.

Daisy leaned forward a little. I saw her boobs move freely beneath the dress. “Do you want to come back to our cabin for sex?”

I hesitated for a couple of seconds, then nodded. “I’d like that, but there are three conditions.”

She glanced at Suzy, then looked back at me. “What conditions?”

“I want to fuck you from behind.”

“Is that so you don’t have to look at my face?”

I laughed. “Of course not.”

“Well, I love being fucked from behind, so that’s not a problem. Second condition?”

“While I fuck you, I want Jarad to tongue your clit.”

Her jaw dropped. She turned to look at Jarad, who immediately dropped his gaze to the table. Returning her eyes to mine, she gave another smile. “I’m sure he’ll love that. What else?”

I suspected this could be the deal-breaker. “I know Jarad’s wearing a cock-cage, but while he’s licking your clit, I want Suzy to suck his balls.”

Daisy let out a gasp, then looked at Suzy with a shocked expression. “Is he always like this?”

Suzy scowled at me. “No. Maybe it’s something he ate.”

“Well,” Daisy said, standing up. “Whatever it is, this is going to be the best day of Jarad’s holiday, that’s for sure.”

She held out her hand for her husband, who got up and continued to avoid making eye contact with me. Considering I’d just arranged for him to tongue his wife’s clit while my wife sucked his balls, I expected a little more gratitude from him. As I stood up, Suzy pinched my arm, hard.

“Why were you such a dick?” she hissed.

“I wasn’t.”

“Yes, you were.”

I shrugged. “We’ve all been getting lots of action, and I just thought Jarad should get some too.”

The other couple were waiting for us where the path split, and they led us in a direction I hadn’t been before. Unsurprisingly, their cabin had an identical layout to ours, though their furniture and tiled floor had different colour schemes.

Daisy stopped in the living room and looked at me. “Since we’re all dancing to your beat, what do—?”

“There’s no beat,” I said, now feeling a little guilty.

“Really?”

“Really. We’re just all here to have a little fun.”

“That sounds good to me.” Daisy pulled at the cords on her shoulders and her dress slid down her body. She wasn’t wearing anything beneath it and looked incredibly sexy in just her high-heeled sandals with an ankle strap. “Shall we go to the bedroom?”

Daisy led the way with Jarad trailing in her wake. Suzy and I followed them in. The nets over the bed were already tied back to the four posts.

I told Jarad to take his shorts off and climb onto the bed. He looked at his wife but didn’t move until she nodded her head. He quickly removed his deck shoes and shorts, then got onto the bed. I told Suzy to get on the bed with him.

“Should I take my clothes off, too?” she asked.

Although she was hardly wearing anything, I guessed she wanted to feel more involved. “That’s up to you.”

She took off her sarong and bikini top, jiggled her tits then climbed onto the bed next to Jarad.

I took Daisy's hand and led her to stand at the foot of the bed. “Okay, you need to stand here facing your husband.”

Rather than doing as I'd asked, she turned around to face me. “Aren’t you going to remove any of your clothes first?”

“I suppose I should take my shirt off,” I said, smiling. “I suspect we’re going to get quite sweaty.”

Daisy leaned in until our noses were touching. “Yes, I think we might.” She kissed me gently. Her lips were soft, and her skin smelt of coconuts - presumably sunscreen. Gripping the hem of my t-shirt, she lifted it up and over my head. She ran her hands over my chest and gave an appreciative smile. Then she slid one hand lower, tracing her fingertips over my stomach for a few seconds before going lower still and squeezing my cock through my shorts.

“Do you need foreplay?” I asked. The hard-on she was gripping showed that I didn't.

Daisy wiped her hand between her legs then placed her slick fingers under my nose. “What do you think?”

I inhaled her musky scent and smiled. “Turn around and step closer to the bed.”

When I took a condom from my pocket, she glanced over her shoulder and frowned. “Now that's disappointing. For me and my cuck.”

I shrugged. “Sorry.” I ripped the foil, took out my cock and rolled the rubber down it. “I’ll try to make it up to you by lasting longer than those guys in the sea did.” I eased her feet apart and moved her left hand to the post at the corner of the bed. “You might need to hold onto this.”

Bending her forward a little at the waist, I encouraged Jarad to come closer. He lay on his side so he could reach Daisy’s pussy with his mouth and Suzy could get to his balls. I swiped the tip of my cock through Daisy’s slick outer lips, lined it up and stabbed in with a hard lunge.

Daisy gave a startled yelp, and her body jolted forward. I gripped her by the hips and pulled her back onto my second thrust, trying my best to hurt her. Then I eased off with the intensity and fucked her slower, which she seemed to like. She was soon letting out whimpers of pleasure and pushing her body back to meet each thrust.

I peered over her shoulder at her husband. He was watching her face while I fucked her. “Jarad,” I said, making him jump a little. “It’s time to lick and suck her clit.”

He stared at me with wide eyes.

“Come on,” I snapped. “Get your mouth down there and help me make her come.”

He looked up into Daisy’s face as if waiting for permission. I don’t know if she responded because she was still moaning with each pump of my hips, but Jarad moved closer. I felt his presence between her legs and Daisy let out a louder whimper. My balls slapped against his chin with each thrust, but I tried not to think about that.

Suzy looked questioningly at me, and I nodded at Jarad’s caged cock. She held my gaze for a second, then dipped her head and took one of his balls into her mouth. Jarad let out a groan of his own.

I stopped watching them and concentrated on enjoying fucking Daisy. I groped her arse, which was like a peach. I reached around and played with her tits, which were firm with stiff nipples, and I ran my hands down her firm thighs. Her moans got more urgent, and she came with a grunt. I felt her clench and I felt her gush. I looked down and saw clear liquid soaking into my pubes. She swore and grunted again. Another gush soaked me, and presumably Jarad was getting drenched as well. I didn’t care. I just fucked her harder.

Jarad was now making more noise than Daisy was. He was moaning as if in pain. Suzy was licking and sucking his balls with zeal. Her hand slid down her bikini bottoms and I assumed she was masturbating until I saw her move a slicked finger between Jarad’s legs. I knew what she was going to do.

Her arm moved higher and Jarad let out a startled cry, pulling away from Daisy and rolling onto his back. Suzy didn’t stop what she was doing and, with a strangled cry, Jarad shot his load all over his own stomach.

Daisy said something, but I yanked her hair and fucked her harder. Suzy was using her finger to stimulate Jarad’s prostate while sucking his balls. He kept firing spurts of cum onto his stomach. His cock, still restricted from getting fully hard by the plastic sleeve, pulsed and twitched as the final drops oozed out. Suzy pulled her head and hand away and smiled down at him. Daisy let go of the bedpost and rested both hands on the mattress.

I pounded her hard and she came again, screaming louder than the first time but without the accompanying squirt. I pulled out, spun her around and pushed her down onto her back on the bed, her legs hanging over the edge. I smiled into her dazed eyes as I pushed back inside her dripping hole.

“Oh yeah,” she said, raising her legs and wrapping them around my waist. “Fuck me hard.”

I did as she asked, slamming into her so that she bounced on the mattress. Then I had another idea.

I slowed the pace of my thrusts and pinched Daisy’s nipple to get her attention. She looked up at me through half-open eyes.

“So,” I whispered, “you’ve come.”

She nodded, panting.

“And Jarad’s come.” I glanced over at her husband, who looked shellshocked. From the amount of cum on his stomach, I guessed it was his first release in a while.

She frowned, then closed her eyes. I was about to pinch her nipple again when she sobbed as a third orgasm swept through her. I kept sliding in and out and let her enjoy it.

When she opened her eyes again, I smiled. “I’m not going to last much longer, so I need you to get Suzy off.”

Daisy blinked and glanced over at Suzy. Maybe this hotwife only liked men, but I didn’t care.

“Suzy, get naked and sit on her face.”

My wife hesitated for a second, then slipped her bikini bottoms off and crawled up to kneel next to Daisy’s head.

“Face this way,” I said. “I want to watch your face when she makes you come.”

Suzy placed a knee either side of Daisy’s head and lowered herself down. I saw the brunette’s tongue come out and push into my wife’s sex. It’d only been a couple of hours since our session with the three guys, though Suzy had taken a shower.

I continued to fuck Daisy with long, slow thrusts. “How do you like the taste of my wife’s pussy?”

She mumbled something I couldn’t interpret.

“Can you taste all the cum inside her?” I reached down and moved my thumb gently around her clit. “She’s had four different flavours in there today already.”

Daisy pushed her face up against my wife’s pussy. Suzy let out a gasp and rocked her hips. I increased the force of my thrusts as the first signs of my own orgasm fluttered in my balls. The room was filled with the sounds of sex — my heavy breathing, Suzy’s and Daisy’s moans, and the creaking of the bed.

Suzy came first. She screamed and ground her pussy against Daisy’s face, smearing it with juices. Daisy came yet again. I banged hard through her contractions as I neared my own finale.

“Pull out,” Suzy whispered. “Pull out, peel it off and come over her body.” She narrowed her eyes. “Come over both of us.”

I glanced down at Daisy. She had a great body, and the idea of seeing it covered in jizz turned me on. I banged into her five more times, pulled out and yanked the condom off. Then I stood up straight and jacked my cock. I came hard, a thick rope of cum flying out and hitting Suzy on her stomach. The second spurt didn’t have as much force and that landed on Daisy’s neck and tits. I kept pumping my hand and sent more spurts onto Daisy’s writhing body. Suzy reached down and rubbed it into Daisy’s skin. She groped the other woman’s tits and tugged at her nipples as she massaged my cum over her body.

Suzy finally eased herself up and smiled down at Daisy. “I enjoyed your tongue.”

The brunette smiled, her cheeks slick with my wife’s juices. “I enjoyed your pussy.” She turned her eyes to me and ran her hand over her splattered body. “I enjoyed your cock, and your cum.”

“I’m glad we all got to enjoy ourselves.” I looked down at Jarad, who was staring at my cum all over his wife’s body. I got the impression he wanted to lick it off.

I eased Daisy’s legs from around my waist — the ankle straps of her shoes had chafed my back — and stepped away from the bed. “I guess we should go and let you guys clean up.”

Jarad’s eyes flicked in my direction, but Daisy just smiled. “Hmm, I think we’d both like that.”

Suzy pulled on her bikini bottoms then got off the bed and fitted her top and sarong. I fastened my shorts and picked up my t-shirt.

“How about we all go out tonight?” Daisy said. “Maybe you men could watch your hotwives being hotter than ever.”

Suzy smiled. She obviously liked the idea.

I shrugged. “I’m not here to be a spectator. Why don’t you three go out without me?”

“And what will you do?” Suzy asked, obviously feeling slighted.

“I’ll find another woman to fuck.”

“Fine.” Suzy glared at me then turned to smile at Daisy. “Shall we meet on the terrace at seven?”

Daisy nodded. She smiled at me, but I got the impression there wasn’t any warmth in her eyes. We left them to it, closing the cabin door and heading back towards our own cabin.

“Did you have to be so awkward?” Suzy hissed, as we made our way along the path.

“I wasn’t being awkward.”

“So why wouldn’t you—?”

“Because I’m not like Jarad. I’m not going to sit there oozing jizz while you and Daisy take on a line of men.”

We reached our cabin. She stomped up the steps and opened the door. “You’ve done it before.” As soon as I’d closed it behind me, she continued with her rant on her way to the bedroom. “In that loft, you lay and dribbled into your shorts while five guys took turns at me.”

“Well, our relationship has evolved since then.”

“Couldn’t you have done it for just one night?” She quickly stripped naked and moved to the bathroom doorway, turning to scowl at me one final time. “Does everything have to be about you?”

I was too stung by her words to think of a reply, but she evidently didn’t expect one. She went into the bathroom and slammed the door. I waited for the shower to start before I headed back into the living room and took out my phone.

Listening to the shower running, I emailed Cyndi to ask if she’d be able to meet me tonight. I got her reply before the shower had stopped. It was a short message with just two words. Where? When? There were also about ten smiling emojis

Butterflies took flight in my stomach. I checked the bedroom door, then typed again. The garden. 7.30.

I walked back into the bedroom, removed my shorts and pulled on a pair of trunks. Then I dropped sunscreen, my book and my phone into a bag and walked to the bathroom door. “I’m going down for a swim. I’ll see you at the pool.”

Without waiting for a response, I walked out and left the cabin. Then I headed down toward the centre of the resort. I needed to find out where the garden was before tonight.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 10

There turned out to be a signpost to the garden at the side of the terrace bar, which I hadn’t noticed before. I followed the walkway between two huge bushes and found myself on a narrow path of well-worn cobbles. The garden was surrounded by trees and, as Suzy had said, there were numerous seats placed in discreet, isolated areas amongst bushes and screens. Two of the seats I passed were occupied, though both couples were just relaxing and eating sandwiches.

With my reconnaissance mission completed, I headed back to the pool before Suzy arrived. I grabbed a couple of towels from the kiosk and placed them on two unoccupied loungers, then stood under the poolside shower to wash off the sweat. I slipped into the pool and swam a few lengths before getting out and lying on the lounger to let the sun dry my skin. I was still applying sunscreen when Suzy finally arrived.

“How was your swim?” she asked, removing her bikini top and taking the sunscreen bottle from me.

“Refreshing.”

“Hmm.” Still standing, she squirted a dollop of cream directly onto her tits and rubbed it in, smiling at a guy who happened to be walking past. “Have you had any more thoughts about tonight?”

Did she know about me arranging to meet Cyndi? “What sort of thoughts?”

“I wondered if maybe you’d changed your mind. I thought watching me and Daisy both getting tag-teamed would be something you’d find sexy.” She smiled. “You could keep count. We both know you’re a numbers guy.”

I shook my head. “This is my holiday, too. I’m not here to keep a record of your cock tally.”

She sat on the lounger and then lay back. “Okay. But don’t worry, I’ll tell you all the dirty details when I jack you off in the morning.”

I glanced over at her, but she’d already lain back and closed her eyes.

We lay there in silence for over an hour. I took a couple more swims, and Suzy did as well, though never at the same time I was in the pool. It wasn’t until late in the afternoon that I realised I hadn’t eaten since breakfast. I suggested we eat, and Suzy offered to order us a couple of drinks and something to eat. I let her go, assuming she wanted to ask if any of the staff would be available for her and Daisy to share later.

We ate at the pool, did a little more sunbathing and headed back to our cabin at about six. I read another chapter of my book while Suzy showered and got ready. She dressed in a slinky little red silk dress and black heels, not bothering to put on a bra. It was similar to the one she’d bought for Yorkshire and also worn when we met Bryn and Amanda, but a little shorter.

“Right,” she said, checking her watch. “I’d better go and meet Daisy and Jarad.” She opened the cabin door and looked back at me. “Aren’t you going to wish me luck?”

I laughed and shook my head. “You won’t need luck. You look really sexy in that dress, and every man you see will want to fuck you.”

“Providing I don’t get too sore I might let them all do exactly that.”

“I’ll leave the key under the mat,” I said. “Just in case you get back before me tonight.”

She shook her head. “If tonight goes as well as I’m hoping, I won’t be back until the morning.”

Before I could answer, she’d walked out and closed the door behind her. I wasn’t sure how I felt about her staying out all night, but I didn’t have time to ponder. I had thirty minutes to get ready and find my way to the garden without going past the terrace.

I showered, applied insect repellent and dressed in a long-sleeved shirt and trousers to minimise the target for any mosquitos that might be in the garden. Then I left the cabin, locked up and hid the key as promised, even though I knew I’d be back first. I checked my email and saw Cyndi had sent me a message. I’m here.

When I got close to the centre, I followed a path that took me around the main building on the opposite side to the terrace and pool. Once I rounded the corner, I saw a different signpost to the garden and so went in that way. The first isolated area I passed had three people on the bench, with two women giving a lucky man a double blowjob. I wondered if Suzy and Daisy would be doing something like that later.

I finally saw Cyndi standing beneath a small tree. She wore a long white dress with buttons down to the waist and a split up the front to her thighs. When she saw me, she smiled and walked towards me.

“Hi,” I said, placing my hands on her hips.

Cyndi looked into my eyes, stood on tiptoe and kissed me passionately. I wrapped her in my arms and pulled her close, lifting her off the ground as we continued to kiss. After about thirty seconds I lowered her back to her feet and pulled back to smile at her.

“What did you tell Dean?” I asked.

“I suggested he spend the night as a lone hunter.” She raised her eyebrows. “What did you tell Suzy?”

“She’s made friends with a woman whose husband can only look but not touch. Suzy suggested me and the cuck spend the evening watching her and her friend getting tag-teamed.”

“And you didn’t like that idea?”

“I didn’t fly almost five thousand miles to be an observer.” I ran a finger down her cheek. “Not when there’s something I’d rather be doing.”

She grinned. “And what is it that you’d rather be doing?”

I looked around the garden. “Maybe we should find a seat so we can discuss the options.”

“Come on,” she said, pulling me by the hand. “I know just the place.”

We walked along the cobbled path, passing two unoccupied seating areas before taking a right turn into a very isolated area surrounded by tall ferns and wooden lattice screens covered in honeysuckle. Beneath an overhanging tree threaded with fairy lights was a wicker chaise fitted with a thick cushion. Cyndi could only have known about this place if she’d been here before. I tried not to think about that.

“Good choice,” I said, glancing around.

She stepped close and looked up into my eyes. “I think so.”

“I was talking about the location.”

“I wasn’t.” She dropped to her knees and started to undo my trousers.

“Cyndi.” I reached down and stopped her fingers from undoing my buttons. “I need to tell you something.”

“So, tell me.” She looked up and smiled. “Sucking cock doesn’t stop my ears from working.”

I laughed and pulled her back to her feet. “There is nothing I want more than for you to suck my cock…” I hesitated. “Actually, that’s probably not true. What I want most is to be inside you and watch your face when you come.”

“We can do that next.”

I smiled and led her to the chaise, where we sat down. “I need to tell you about something that happened earlier.” I explained that Suzy had taken three guys who worked at the resort without protection, though I didn’t reveal that she’d told them to come on my dick so that I could introduce their cum into her pussy.

“Do you think they may have passed on an STD?”

I shrugged. “I honestly don’t know, but I think it was a stupid risk for her to take.”

“So, what’re you saying?”

“I’m saying that I don’t want to risk passing anything on. As much as I love the idea of repeating what we did the other day, I think it would be wise for me to wear a condom.”

She held my gaze, her face serious. “You could have let me suck your cock and then fucked me bareback. Even if you are infected, I wouldn’t have found out about it until I was back in Alabama.”

“I wouldn’t do that to anyone, and I certainly wouldn’t do it to you.”

She smiled. “Why not to me specifically?”

I laughed. “Because you’re special.”

She nodded. “How many women have you fucked since you arrived here?”

“Four, including you and my wife.”

“I’ve fucked sixteen guys in six days.”

“That doesn’t matter.” I wasn’t being completely truthful. The number shocked and hurt me.

“How many of those women have you fucked without a rubber?”

“Just you and Suzy.”

She nodded. “Guess how many I took bare?”

I opened my mouth but answered with a shrug.

“Only you. Not Dean, and not any of the others.”

“Weren’t you worried about pregnancy?”

“I’m on the pill in case a rubber breaks, so no.”

“Why me?”

She leaned in and kissed me. The kiss went on for a long time, during which she undid my trousers and took out my cock. I was rock hard and desperate to fuck her. I undid the buttons of her dress and slid my hand inside. Her boobs were tiny, almost non-existent, but the nipples were long and hard.

“Can I tell you a secret?” she whispered between kisses.

I nodded.

“I’m really jealous of women with big tits.”

“You shouldn’t be. These feel—”

“Your wife has great tits.”

“Yeah, I know. Every guy here seems to like them.”

“Dean told me hers were the best tits he’d ever seen. That’s what made him want to jack off on them by the pool.”

“I’d be happy to jack off on yours.”

“I look forward to it.” She pulled back and looked at me. “Shall I tell you another secret?”

“If you like.”

“I can make myself come by playing with my nipples.”

I blinked. “Really?”

She nodded. “I usually grind my pussy against a pillow while I tug and twist my nipples to get a stronger orgasm, but I can come without the pillow.”

“And do you masturbate often?” I couldn’t help smiling.

“Most nights at home. I live alone and usually have homework to mark every evening.”

I traced my fingers over her nipple. “Can you come if someone else plays with them?”

“I don’t know. Nobody else has ever tried.”

Everyone else had probably been more interested in making her come by fucking her pussy. “I’d like to try.”

She gave me another beautiful smile. “You’re full of first-time experiences.”

I laughed. “Yeah, I suppose I am.” I laid her back against the raised end of the chaise and unfastened all the buttons down to her waist, then pushed her dress open to expose her boobs. Her dark skin glistened under the dim glow of the fairy lights. I took each nipple between forefingers and thumbs and pulled them gently. “You might need to give me instructions.”

“No. I want you to do whatever you feel like doing.”

I watched her face as I twisted and stretched her nipples. Cyndi gripped the base of my cock in one hand and gently stroked the tip with the other.

After a couple of minutes, she let out a long sigh and smiled. “Don’t worry too much about being gentle.”

“You want me to pull harder?” When she nodded, I pinched her nipples tight and twisted them through ninety degrees.

Her mouth dropped open, and her brow furrowed. Then she let out another sigh.

“How’s that?”

“That’s…” Her body began to rock, her hips pumping slowly up and down.

I was already oozing pre-cum, which she was smearing over my entire cockhead with her fingers. I mauled her nipples, pulling them up and down while twisting them left and right.

Cyndi’s eyes opened wide, and she let out a grunt. She moved her hips slower, then stopped moving and smiled at me. “You did it. That’s another first.”

“I’m honoured.”

She laughed and pulled me down on top of her. “The honour has been all mine. But now, I want your cock.”

I reached into my pocket and took out a condom.

Cyndi shook her head. “I want your cock, and I want your cum.”

“We’ve talked about this.”

“I’ll get tested when I get home. If necessary, I’ll get treatment. I have a good healthcare plan and—”

“It’s not worth the risk.”

“I’m willing to take it.”

“I’m not.” I stroked her face. “I’d never forgive myself if I passed on something like Hepatitis or HIV.”

She pushed her bottom lip out, which made me laugh out loud.

“Do you always act so responsibly?” she asked.

“Yes. And since you’re a teacher, I’d expect you to respect that.”

She scoffed. “Okay, get his little suit on and get it inside me.”

“Yes ma’am.”

I quickly fitted the condom and reached up her dress. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and she opened her legs invitingly. I slipped two fingers inside her and curled them up, making her groan. “Maybe I should make you come like this before I go inside.”

She gasped and watched my face, then began rocking her hips on my fingers. I pressed harder against her G-spot and brushed my thumb over her clit. It took less than a minute to bring her to a second orgasm. Her eyes closed and her legs shook. Cyndi was stunning, but she was undoubtedly at her most beautiful when she came.

When she finally opened her eyes, there were tears in them. “Swap places.”

She stood up and I lay against the chaise, my cock throbbing with need. Cyndi climbed on top and got into position. She gave my balls a gentle squeeze and then looked into my eyes. “So, do you want me to fuck you?”

My throat constricted as I remembered our conversation during our first session. “Do you want to fuck me?”

“No.” She chewed her lip. “Can I make love to you?”

“Yes please.”

She gave another beautiful smile and slowly lowered herself onto me. Her walls closed around my cock, then she started to rotate her hips. I was in heaven.

I watched her face as she used her body, writhing and undulating with an expert’s finesse as she coaxed the cum from my balls. Beads of sweat appeared on her forehead. I slid my hands inside her open dress and recaptured her nipples.

“Oh...” She moved faster, bouncing on my cock. “I wish it was bare.” Her voice was a breathless whisper.

“I’m going to come in the rubber, and I’m going to enjoy it.”

“I’m going to pretend there’s no rubber and that you’re filling me with your seed.”

I pulled harder at her nipples. “Come with me.”

“I will.” She bounced harder. “I am.”

When I felt the grip of her orgasm, I exploded. I held her close and jerked my hips, sending out spurt after spurt. Cyndi let out a sob and I felt her come again. She scratched my back with her nails, breathing heavily but not making any other sound.

We eventually stilled, and she opened her eyes and smiled. “Thank you.”

I laughed and shook my head. “I’m the one who should be saying that.”

She stood up and removed the condom, which she tied and dropped into a small wooden bin I hadn’t noticed. The fact she knew the bin was there reinforced my feeling that she’d been here before. I wondered whose cock she’d peeled the condom off on that occasion but didn’t voice my thoughts. We lay down on the chaise with me spooning her. I kissed her ear and inhaled her perfume.

“Penny for your thoughts?” I whispered.

“You don’t want to know what I’m thinking.”

“Why don’t I?”

“Because you’re married.”

I hesitated, my mind racing. I knew these were dangerous waters, but I didn’t want to break the spell. “Tell me anyway.”

She twisted in my arms until we were facing each other. “I don’t want to spoil things.”

Her big, beautiful eyes were full of tears again. A lump appeared in my throat, and I had to swallow twice before I could speak.

“Cyndi, this is—”

“Stupid. Yeah, I know.”

I smiled. “I was going to say the best holiday romance I’ve ever had.”

She smiled again. “So you feel something too?”

“Of course I do.” I stroked her face. “I wouldn’t jill off just any woman’s tits.”

She laughed and slapped my chest, then turned serious again. “And you’re not angry at me for falling for you?”

“How could I be?”

She kissed me again, then turned back round so we were spooning once more. We lay for several minutes, the quiet night interspersed with the sounds of insects and the occasional moan of a woman receiving sexual pleasure.

Cyndi let out a long sigh. “I wonder what our other halves are doing at this moment.”

“Dean might be one of the men using my wife.”

“Would you care?”

I thought about it, then shook my head. “It doesn’t matter to me who she fucks.”

“Do you think she’ll be taking them bare?”

That was something I hadn’t considered but, now that I did, I realised there was a good chance that she would. Daisy had taken the four guys in the sea bare, and she’d shown her disappointment when I’d used protection. “Yeah,” I finally said. “She’ll probably let them do whatever they want without giving a thought to safe sex.”

“Doesn’t that bother you?”

“Yes, but there’s nothing I can do about it except use a condom when I’m with her until she’s been tested.”

We lay in silence for several more minutes. I didn’t like the fact that my wife seemed to be out of control in a place where anything goes.

“How many condoms did you bring with you tonight?” Cyndi eventually asked.

I laughed. “I’ve got more condoms than energy.”

“We’ll see about that.” She turned around and kissed me again.

Over the next two hours we had sex three more times. Each one started slow and gentle, and they all ended desperate and passionate. Every time I came, Cyndi held me close and kissed my face.

We lay in a tangle of tired limbs and half-open clothing. From somewhere not far away, we heard a woman cry out and tell whoever she was with that his cock was too big to fit up there. Then she cried out even louder, which suggested he’d ignored her comment. She was soon giving enthusiastic moans and words of encouragement.

Cyndi turned to me and smiled. “Will you wear a condom with all the other women you fuck during the holiday?”

I wondered if she wanted me to tell her I wouldn’t fuck any other women. “Yes.”

“And you’ll wear one with your wife until she gets a clean bill of health?”

“Yes.”

“Will you fly over to Alabama and make love to me without a condom once you’ve been given the all-clear?”

I looked into her eyes for a couple of seconds and sighed.

She shook her head and shrugged. “Sorry, but I had to ask.”

“Cyndi, I—”

“No. You don’t have to say anything. You’re married, and I’m a slut.”

I laughed. “Everyone here is a slut. And most people here are married, so…” I gave a shrug and looked around the garden. “We should be getting back.”

“Or we could sleep here all night.”

“And get eaten by insects?”

She laughed and sat upright. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. Could we have a drink at the bar?”

While I didn’t like the idea of Suzy or Dean seeing us, I nodded. “I’d like that.”

We walked slowly out of the garden and down to the beach bar. Once we had our drinks, we found a table then sat and chatted for almost an hour. Cyndi told me about her life as a teacher, I talked about my time in the army and being stationed in different parts of the world. We barely mentioned our sex lives but whenever her foot brushed mine under the table, I got a shiver up my spine. There was a comfortable silence as we looked up at the sky or out at the sea.

When we finally called it a night, it was well past midnight. With a final tender kiss, we went our separate ways. Cyndi walked back towards the terrace, and I made my way to our cabin through the wooded area. The key was under the mat, which meant Suzy was still out with Daisy.

Once inside the cabin, I stripped naked and had a shower. Then I got into bed and thought about Cyndi. She’d taken sixteen guys this week. If I included me, Suzy had already taken six before she went out earlier. Although she always pointed out that I was a numbers guy, I wasn’t sure I’d want to know how many she’d had tonight.

What was worse, I wasn’t sure if I even cared.

* * * *

The sound of the cabin door opening and closing woke me from my slumbers. I checked my phone and saw it was a little before three in the morning. The bedroom door opened, and the smell of alcohol hit me. Suzy stood just inside the door, swaying unsteadily in the shadows. I flicked on the bedside light and pulled back the netting. As I stared at her, a coldness gripped my stomach.

She was a mess. It was obvious she was drunk; her eyes were glazed, and she could hardly stand. It was also obvious that she’d had sex. Her silky little red dress was creased and covered in stains that were almost certainly cum, and the number of stains suggested they were from more than one man. As she looked in my direction with unfocused eyes, I saw there was dried cum on her face and in her hair. What little of her lipstick still remained was smudged.

“How was your night?” she asked. I’d never heard her slur her words so badly.

“Probably a lot more civilised than yours.”

“Hmm.” She staggered toward the bed and kicked off her shoes. “I’ve been drinking.”

I nodded. “Yeah, I’d guessed that.”

“I probably had a few too many.”

I made a point of looking down at her dress. “Too many drinks, or too many men?”

She giggled as she clumsily tried to undo the zip at the back of her dress. “Too many cocktails. There’s no such thing as too many cocks.”

She eventually managed to unzip her dress and pushed it down past her hips and off. I didn’t know if she’d had panties on when she went out, but there weren’t any now. Her tits had dried cum on them, and the insides of her thighs glistened in the lamplight. She staggered to the side of the bed then hesitated.

“Are you going to be sick?” I asked, worried that she’d throw up then pass out, which would leave me to clean it up.

“No, I’m just a bit dizzy.” She dropped onto the mattress and lay down without bothering to get under the sheet. “Where did you go?”

“The garden.”

She nodded, then frowned. “Have I been there?”

“You went with Graham.”

Another frown creased her brow, then she nodded. “The older guy.”

“Yeah.”

“He loved my tits.” She gave a sneer. “They all love my tits.”

I glanced down at the mess all over her naked body. “I suspect they love other parts, too.”

“Hmm. I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow, but some of the details are a bit…” She blinked. “I may not be able to give you the numbers you like.”

“That’s okay. I’ve stopped counting.” What I meant was, I’d stopped caring.

She nodded again, then rolled onto her side, falling asleep in a matter of seconds. I left the lamp on and stared at the fan on the ceiling. After a while I reached over her to close the mosquito net, and Suzy rolled onto her stomach. When I looked down at her body, I saw her arsehole was gaping and there was a dried-on stain where cum had trickled out. There was much more cum around her pussy. I had no idea how many men had used my wife tonight, but I was pretty sure she’d at least doubled the number of men she’d already fucked. If Daisy was in the same state as Suzy, Jarad would probably be cleaning her up until sunrise.

I slept fitfully and eventually got up at six. After brushing my teeth, I pulled in a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, then left the cabin. I headed back the way I’d walked home the previous night, cutting through the wooded area to the beach. Once I reached the sand, I stared at the table where I’d sat with Cyndi just a few hours earlier. Then I turned left and walked away from the bar area. There were a couple of guys in overalls straightening loungers, raking the sand and picking up glasses and bottles. I wondered if they were also tasked with the disposal of any discarded condoms.

After fifteen minutes I stopped walking, sat on the sand and stared out to sea. Small white boats bobbed on the turquoise water. It was a fantastic view. I sat there for a long time before going back to the resort, where I ate breakfast alone on the terrace. All the other tables were occupied by couples who seemed to be having civilised conversations. Maybe some had an arrangement where they’d spend the whole night with another partner then meet for a catch-up over breakfast. They’d divulge the intimate details of their nights before going back to their own cabin to have sex and reconnect.

A waiter carrying a coffee jug offered me a refill, which I accepted and drank while reading news from the UK on my phone. I decided to let Suzy sleep for longer, so I walked out of the resort and went into town, browsing gift shops and doing regular tourist things. A slender black woman with short hair walked past one of the shop window and my heartbeat raced until I realised it wasn’t Cyndi. I ambled down narrow streets and noticed a small bar. Although I wasn’t carrying any cash, I did have my debit card. When the waiter assured me that cards were accepted, I sat at an outside table and ordered a beer and a tequila. Twenty minutes later, I ordered the same again.

It was around noon when I returned to the resort complex. People were relaxing on loungers and swimming in the pool. I could see others beyond the palm trees, soaking up the sun on the white sand beach or splashing in the surf of the sea. With a sigh, I made my way along the path to the cabin.

The smell of stale booze and vomit hit me as soon as I opened the door. I walked into the bedroom and found Suzy still sleeping, though she was now underneath the sheet. The vomit smell came from the bathroom, so at least she’d managed to get there in time. I changed from shorts to swimming trunks, picked up my book and left the cabin again. At the pool, I grabbed a towel from the kiosk and settled on a lounger. I read, dozed in the sun and took regular swims to cool off. By the time I went back to the cabin it was late afternoon.

Suzy was sitting on the couch wearing a pair of shorts and a white vest top. She’d showered and washed her hair. “You weren’t here when I woke up,” she said. Her voice was quiet, her tone conciliatory. She looked embarrassed.

“You were asleep when I left, and still asleep when I came back six hours later. I didn’t see any point in spending my day watching you recover while smelling your vomit.”

She closed her eyes and nodded. “I’m sorry, I just…” She dropped her head back and gazed at the ceiling. “I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“You weren’t thinking, and that’s the problem.” I kept my voice calm. “You ignored everything we’d agreed on. It was supposed to be a fun holiday. It was supposed to be a swapping holiday where we shared intimate moments with other couples, and where we acted responsibly. But that only lasted for one day. After that, you decided to invite three guys who are effectively gigolos to plough you bareback and come on my dick!”

Suzy sat forward; all embarrassment was now gone from her demeanour. “You were the first to abandon the condom rule, so don’t try and—”

“What?”

“Your sexy little girlfriend wanted your cum inside her. Remember?”

“She hadn’t taken anyone else without a rubber.”

“Says who? Did you believe her?” She shook her head. “I got the impression that her guy likes to perform clean-up, so I don’t for one minute think that yours was the only spunk that filled that hot little hole of hers.”

She was wrong. I knew it, but I didn’t waste my breath telling her so. “Are you saying you only decided to invite the three guys back here because I didn’t use a condom with Cyndi? I thought your retaliation to that was getting her boyfriend’s cum in every hole.”

She glared at me, then shook her head and sat back. “I’m just pointing out that I wasn’t the one who broke the safe sex rule first.”

We sat in silence for a couple of minutes, then Suzy spoke again. “I saw her boyfriend getting hot and heavy with another woman last night, but there was no sign of your girlfriend. I wonder where she could have been?”

Before I could say anything, she gave a humourless laugh and shook her head. “I don’t care, so don’t bother making up a lie.” She grinned. “I was having my own fun.”

“Yeah, I gathered that from the state of you when you got back.”

She blinked. “You were awake?”

“You made so much noise it woke me up. We had a conversation.”

“Really?”

“You don’t remember?”

She frowned and looked down at the tiled floor, then shook her head. “No, sorry. What did we talk about?”

“Our evenings. I told you where I’d been, and you told me you’d had too many cocktails, but that there was no such thing as too many cocks.”

I could see her mind racing behind her eyes. She frowned again, then shrugged. “Sorry. I know I was drunk, but I don’t usually blackout like that.”

“Do you remember what you did while you were out?”

She closed her eyes and nodded. “Yeah, I can remember all of that.”

In spite of myself, I started to feel sorry for her. She looked thoroughly ashamed. “Are you hungry?” I asked. I hadn’t eaten since breakfast.

She seemed to think about it for a second, then nodded.

“Okay, maybe we can walk down for an early dinner.”

By the time I’d showered and dressed, Suzy had put on a summer dress and pinned up her hair. She didn’t bother putting on any makeup except lipstick. We walked slowly down the path and sat inside the restaurant. The conversation felt a little strained, but I purposely kept it light. I had a glass of wine and a beer, but Suzy stuck to soft drinks.

There was a band setting up their gear on the terrace when we came out, but neither of us seemed to want to stay. We went back to the cabin via the beach and the path through the wooded area. Once we were there, we sat together on the couch.

“I’m sorry about last night,” she said.

“What part?”

“All of it.”

“Why?”

She sighed. “Like you said, this was supposed to be about us having fun together. Last night, I went out with the intention of competing with Daisy.”

“What?”

She shook her head and groaned. “I know. It was stupid and childish, but I wanted to—”

“Prove you were the bigger slut?”

She sighed and gave a mirthless smile. “Yeah, something like that.”

I couldn’t believe she’d been so naïve. “So, where did you go?”

“Some room inside the main building. It was up a flight of stairs, but I don’t know where exactly. It was crowded and there was a small stage. The guy who organises the challenges every day acted as MC.”

“Dale?”

“I don’t remember his name.” She sighed and shook her head. “Which I guess is really bad, because I gave him a blowjob at some point during the evening.”

I felt my jaw drop. Maybe I would have been better off not hearing about her night.

“Anyway,” she said. “Daisy knew about the room, and it was her suggestion we go there. We’d had a few drinks, and we had more when we got upstairs. It had a good vibe, with music and dancing. Then the MC came on stage and said it was time for the entertainment.” She paused, chewing her lip.

I waited.

“I thought maybe it’d be a band or something, but evidently the entertainment in that room involves members of the audience.” She sighed again. “I honestly can’t remember whose idea it was, but…” She closed her eyes for a couple of seconds, then looked at me. “It was decided that Daisy and I would each take three guys, one after the other, to see who could get them to come quickest.”

“Like a race?”

She nodded.

“Who were the guys?”

We had to pick them from the audience. The MC made Daisy pick mine, and me pick hers.”

“Were their wives in the audience?”

“Some were with their wives. Others were single guys. All guests, not staff.”

“And they all fucked you?”

She nodded.

“On the stage?”

“Yeah. Someone brought out two thin mattresses. We stripped naked and lay down, the MC counted them in, and…” She gave a shrug. “We got fucked while the crowd cheered the men on.”

I was speechless, but there was a nagging thought at the back of my mind. If she’d stripped naked, why were there cum stains all over her dress?

“The guys were told to pull out and come over us, but not all of them did. The first came inside me but pulled out for the last couple of spurts. I think the third guy did the same.”

“Who won the race?”

“I did. My third guy came just after Daisy’s second did.”

I thought about my wife’s inner muscles and could easily imagine her squeezing down and rocking her body to get guys off as quickly as possible. “Did it make you feel good to win?”

She nodded. “My prize was a cocktail. The MC called it a ‘Sex on the Stage’ and told me there were three shots in it, because that’s what I’d just taken.”

“Was Daisy a gracious loser?”

“No. She demanded a rematch.”

“You took another three guys?”

She took a deep breath and held it, then nodded. “But this time the MC suggested we take all three at the same time.”

“The same time, as in—?”

“One in each hole.”

“Jeez, Suzy. Why the fuck would you do that?”

“I don’t know.” She rubbed her eyes, then looked at me. “So, we each chose three more men and then we…”

“How was it done? Were there fluffers?”

“No fluffers were required, but the girl helping the MC did apply lube to our backsides.”

“Could you choose the position?”

“No. Two guys were made to lie on the mattresses, with another two kneeling over their heads. Daisy and I had to mount the first and suck the second. The race started as soon as the third guys pushed into our backsides.”

I felt sick. “Did any of the guys pull out this time?” I already knew the answer.

She looked down and shook her head. “No.”

“Did you do the decent thing and let Daisy win this one?”

“It stopped being a race. We just became the floor show. After…” A tear ran down her cheek. “After the guy had come in my mouth, the MC took his place. Then a different guy took the place of the guy who’d fucked my arse.”

I shook my head, exasperated.

“I know, but I was pissed, and everything was happening so fast. It was—”

“A fuck-fest?”

“I’m sorry.”

“That doesn’t explain the stains all over your dress.”

Her eyebrows shot up and I heard her catch her breath. Then she gave another sigh. “Later, after Daisy and Jarad had left, I sat at a table by the terrace bar. A few of the wait staff came over to see how I was doing, and…” She closed her eyes.

“And?”

“I don’t remember everything, but I do remember lying on the table with my dress pushed up around my waist. Some guys used my pussy, some used my mouth. Most of them came over me.”

“Christ on a boke.”

She shrugged. “When it’d finished, I sat and talked to a couple of them for a while, then they walked me back to the cabin.”

We sat in silence. I felt physically sick.

Eventually, she looked at me. “Does any of it turn you on?”

“No.” I looked into her eyes. “We came here for sexy fun, but you getting railed by anyone and everyone on stage isn’t sexy to me.”

“It’s no different to what I’ve done before.”

“Yes, it is.”

She frowned and nodded. “Yeah, I guess it is. I’m sorry.”

“The worst part was taking them all bare. What were you thinking?”

“And you didn’t fuck your girlfriend bare last night?”

“No, I didn’t. I had to insist on wearing a rubber because you’d told those three bar guys to splash their cum everywhere. I couldn’t risk infecting her, and I certainly won’t be touching you again until you’ve had a thorough health check.”

“You don’t mean—”

“Yes, I fucking do! You took over ten guys last night, and I’m guessing not a single one of them wore any protection. How could you be so stupid?”

She opened her mouth but couldn’t come up with an answer. Instead, she closed her eyes and rubbed her forehead. “I think my hangover’s back.”

I pointed towards the bedroom. “You should probably try and sleep it off.”

She nodded, then raised her eyebrows. “Want to come with me?”

“No, I’ll read my book for a while.”

Suzy nodded, got up and slowly walked into the bedroom. I watched her go and then closed my eyes, still numb. I wasn’t sure what I’d expected to hear about her night out, but I hadn’t been prepared for the reality.

I couldn’t concentrate on my book, so I took out my phone and checked my emails. There were two messages from Cyndi that had arrived a couple of hours earlier. I opened the first. We’re at the airport. Thanks for my holiday romance. xx

I smiled for what was probably the first time that day. I clicked on the second message. I didn’t see any other men today. I wanted you to be my last. xxx

For the first time in the five years I’d known Suzy, I wondered if I was with the wrong woman.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 11

I awoke in bed with Suzy. There was light coming through the shutters, and a glance at my watch told me it was seven-forty. She stirred beside me.

“Hi,” she said, pushing the hair back from her face. “What time did you come to bed?”

“I’m not sure.”

“Did you go out?”

“No. I read my book, like I told you I was going to.”

“Oh, right.” She gave a little smile. “I wondered if you’d sneak off to see your girlfriend again.”

“She’s gone home.”

“Oh.” She looked surprised. “I’m sorry.”

“Why are you sorry?”

“I just… It doesn’t matter. But what does matter,” she said, pushing down the sheet. “Is that I promised to make you come every morning.”

I got out of bed and glared at her. “What is wrong with you?”

“Nothing.” She smiled again. “My hangover’s gone.”

“Yeah, well mine hasn’t.” I stomped into the bathroom.

She was already dressed by the time I returned to the bedroom. “I’m going to get some breakfast” she said coldly. “Are you going to join me, or should we spend the rest of this holiday doing our own thing?”

“Is that what you want?”

“Not really, but I don’t intend spending the rest of the week apologising for one little indiscretion.”

I scoffed. “Little indiscretion? I think what happened on the table was tantamount to gang rape!”

“It was nothing of the sort.” She shook her head as if I’d suggested something absurd.

“You were drunk, and they all took—”

“We were all having a friendly chat and a drink. They’d been working all night, and we were shooting the breeze. I’d had a lot to drink, but I was in control of myself and of the situation.”

“What do you mean, in control of the situation?”

“I described what I’d done earlier that evening. They asked details, and I flirted and teased. It was me that hitched my dress up and lay on the table. I told them what I wanted them to do.”

This was just getting worse and worse. I closed my eyes and let out a long breath.

“Rob, I’ve said I’m sorry. But if I’m honest, I don’t think it’s any worse than fucking those students in the loft. Or fucking you and your mates in the cottage. The only difference is that you weren’t there to see it.”

“What?” I was flabbergasted. “Do you honestly believe I’m only angry about last night because I didn’t get to watch you at your slutty best?”

“Like I said, I really don’t think it was any worse than what I’ve done before.”

It was obvious I was wasting my breath. I got dressed and we walked down to the restaurant together. I caught her eyes lingering on the table nearest the terrace bar. If things had been better between us, I may have jokingly asked if she were trying to locate her lost panties.

We filled our plates in the restaurant and took them outside to eat on the terrace. A passing waiter flashed her a smile, and I couldn’t help wondering if he’d used her pussy or her mouth during the gangbang on the table.

Suzy eventually broke the silence once our plates were empty. “What do you want to do today?”

I shrugged. “I wandered into town yesterday while you were sleeping. It was quite nice, so if you wanted to see anything outside of the resort, we could go there.”

Her face brightened. “I’d like that. Is it far?”

“No. But first, I’m going to have a coffee and more to eat. Do you want a pastry or anything?”

She smiled and shook her head. “Just a black coffee. Thanks.”

The atmosphere between us lightened as we drank our coffee. Once finished, we headed back to our cabin to get a bag and some cash. Suzy changed into a summer dress, but I didn’t see any point in changing from my combat shorts and t-shirt. It was going to be another hot day.

The walk to town was further than I remembered, and I could see Suzy struggling on the cobbled path in her heeled sandals.

She gave a frustrated sigh. “Maybe if you’d had to do army manoeuvres in high heels, you’d know what ‘not far’ actually meant.”

“I’m sorry. I was in a bit of a daze when I came here yesterday and didn’t realise it’d been such a long walk.”

Suzy gave an understanding smile and held onto my hand for support, completing the walk without complaining again. We browsed the same shops I visited yesterday, and she found others she wanted to go in. After buying several things she liked, I tried to find the same bar I’d visited but must have taken a wrong turn because we came to a busy square with numerous bars and cafés. We chose one and sat at a small table under a striped awning. The waitress handed us menus, which we perused.

“Try the Tres Leches,” the guy on the next table said. “It’s a sponge cake soaked in three different milks.”

We smiled at him. He was a big black guy with an American accent. His wife was a shade lighter and almost as big as her husband. She was certainly as wide as him. They were both probably somewhere in their forties. The waitress returned and we ordered two coffees and two pieces of the recommended cake.

He grinned at us. “You won’t be sorry.” He waved a huge arm around at the square. “Beautiful here, ain’t it?”

“Yes,” Suzy said, flashing him a smile. “Have you been here before?”

“We have a condo here. We live in Chicago, but it gets chilly there in winter. We come here from January to March and spend a couple of weeks here in the summer, too.” He turned around in his chair to face us. “Have you guys been before?”

Since his eyes were on mine, I answered this one. “No. First time.”

“A great place to come for a vacation. You’re Brits, right?”

We both nodded.

“Where are you staying?”

Before I could stop her, Suzy named the resort. The guy’s eyes lit up, and he nodded slowly. “That’s how we got to know this place. We were regulars there, then decided to buy our own place.” He leaned closer and lowered his voice. “We still enjoy a few days there every February, if you get my drift.”

“Oh, we get it,” Suzy said flirtatiously.

“So, how are you enjoying your stay?” This was the first time the American’s wife had spoken.

“We’re loving it,” Suzy said. “Lots of fun to be had.”

“There sure is.” The guy held his hand out. “I’m Edison, and this is my wife, Frankie.”

Suzy took his hand. “Nice to meet you, Edison.”

He grinned. “Everyone calls me Ed.”

“Okay, Ed. I’m Suzy, and this is my husband, Rob.”

Ed shook my hand too, but Frankie just flashed a smile at us from her side of their table.

The waitress delivered our order. Ed had been right; the cake was delicious. He let us eat in peace but once we’d finished, he started talking to us again. He explained that he worked from home so could do it here just as well as in Chicago. All the time we spoke, his eyes wandered over Suzy’s body, checking out her tits and legs.

Suzy noticed and she played up to it, leaning forward in her chair and flashing her eyes at him. The remorse she’d shown after her night of debauchery was completely gone. I could almost hear her purring under his lecherous gaze.

It didn’t take Ed long to pick up on her flirty vibe. “How about we show you guys around town?”

“That would be lovely,” Suzy said, not bothering to check with me. “If you’re sure you don’t mind.”

As our new American friends gathered their belongings, I leaned close enough to whisper to my wife. “What are you doing?”

“So, it’s okay for you to sample a little dark meat, but I can’t?”

I was too stunned to reply. Without saying any more, Suzy stood up to show she was ready to leave. I left cash on the table, and we stepped out into the square. Ed and Suzy walked ahead, with me and Frankie a few steps behind. I was reminded of walking to the pub in Yorkshire, watching Suzy flirting with Terry and Flynn while knowing she was going to fuck them.

I looked down and watched our feet as we walked. Frankie was wearing flat sandals. Her toes were as big as my own.

“Are you okay?” Frankie asked.

I nodded, worried that she could sense I wasn’t happy about the situation. “Yeah, I’m fine.” I tried to make conversation. “I don’t think I’ve met a woman called Frankie before.”

She gave a warm chuckle. “I’m actually Francine but I’ve been called Frankie since I was a girl.”

We followed Ed and Suzy down a narrow street. The difference in their size and appearance was striking. He was huge and dark. Suzy was tiny in comparison, and blonde. It was like a scene from some perverted version of ‘Goldilocks and the Three Bears’. Don’t think about her tasting his porridge!

Frankie leaned a little closer. “I don’t think they’re actually that interested in seeing the town, but I’ll be happy to show it to you.”

I stopped walking and stared into her eyes. She was about as far from my type as she could be, but I wasn’t going to tell her that. “Maybe I’m not that interested in seeing the town, either.”

Her eyes opened a little wider as if surprised, then she smiled. “Really? I got the impression you were being railroaded into this. It looked like there was a bit of friction between the two of you, back at the café.”

Now it was my turn to be surprised. I opened my mouth, hesitated, then nodded. “There’s friction, but it’s not about today. It’s about something that happened the other day.”

“Ah. I thought she was forcing you into this.”

I shook my head, now feeling sorry for Frankie. “She’s not forcing me into anything.”

She gave a broad smile. “Well in that case… Ed,” she called. “It’s too hot to be sightseeing.”

Ed turned and held her gaze, and Frankie nodded. He took Suzy’s hand and continued down the street for a few yards then took a left turn. Frankie and I followed. The walk took about five minutes.

Their condo was on the third floor of a modern block. It wasn’t big inside, but it was nice and light with a view over the town and, beyond it, the sea. We all stood a little awkwardly in the living room.

Ed glanced from me to Suzy. “Would you guys like a drink?”

Suzy scrunched up her nose. “Maybe afterwards.”

His face split into a wide grin. “Girl, you are made for that resort.”

“I know.” She looked at me and took a pack of condoms from her bag. “Here you go. Don’t worry, I’ve got another pack.”

“He has his own in the bedroom,” Frankie said. “Regular ones don’t fit him.”

Suzy’s jaw dropped, then she looked up at Ed and smiled. “Lucky me. Why don’t you lead the way?”

He held out one elbow and she slipped her hand inside his wrist as if he were walking her up the aisle. They disappeared through a door in the far wall.

I turned to Frankie, waiting to follow her lead.

“There’s only one bedroom,” she said.

“Oh.”

“However,” she said, pointing at a big comfortable looking couch. “We have that.”

“That works for me.” I walked over and sat down on the faded green leather.

Frankie stood in front of me and unbuttoned her dress, revealing huge tits barely restrained by a red bra. I held my breath as she pushed her dress down over her wide hips, revealing a pair of matching boy shorts. As she reached around to unclip her bra, the flesh at the tops of her arms bunched up in an unsightly way, but it didn’t prevent her from managing the clip. The straps slipped from her shoulders, leaving deep grooves in her flesh.

As the bra fell away, I stared at what were undoubtedly the biggest tits I’d ever seen. They hung down like space hoppers, wider at the bottom than the top. Her areolas were almost black and looked to be about three inches across. The nipples themselves were as big as my thumbs.

“Are you going to keep all your clothes on?” she asked.

I took off my t-shirt and undid the buttons of my combats. Frankie dropped to her knees, pulled off my trainers, then eased my shorts and boxers down my thighs, around my bent knees and off, rendering me naked.

Just then, I heard Suzy let out a startled yelp, followed by another pained cry.

Frankie smiled. “It sounds like your wife is being introduced to Ed’s wicked charm.”

“Yeah.” I hope he splits her in half.

Placing a hand over my chest, she pushed me against the backrest. She leaned over and looked down at my cock, which was only half-hard. I felt more than a little intimidated. As Suzy let out another squeal, I was sure Frankie must be disappointed with what I had to offer. She wrapped her big fingers around my cock, gave it a squeeze and smiled at me. Then she lowered her head and took it into her mouth.

I let out a gasp, too shocked to tell her about my fears of contracting an STD following the three wait-staff. She moved her tongue against the underside of my shaft while gently stroking my balls with her fingertips. I was fully hard in a matter of seconds.

She released my cock from her mouth, licked all around the crown, then held it in her fist. “As much as I’d like to sit on this, I think it’ll be safer all round if you go on top.”

I laughed. “Okay.”

Frankie got to her feet. Holding my gaze, she slipped her thumbs inside the waistband of her boy shorts and pushed them down to reveal a smooth, hairless mound. Her thighs were thick and solid but completely devoid of cellulite.

She sat next to me on the couch, then lay down along the cushions and spread her legs. I stared down at the pale pink of her engorged labia, which glistened with her juices. From the bedroom, Suzy’s pained cries were now coming every two or three seconds. Ed was fucking her with a slow, steady rhythm.

I ran my hand over Frankie’s huge breasts, marvelling at her nipples. While Cyndi could come from having her tiny ones played with, I reckoned most women would be able to come from being fucked with Frankie’s nipples. Now hard, they were probably as big as some cocks.

I leaned down and sucked one into my mouth. She gave a throaty sigh and pulled down on my head. My nose was crushed into the flesh of her tits, and I struggled to breathe. I moved over to the other nipple and, at the same time, pushed two fingers into her pussy. She let out a moan and rocked her hips. I was surprised at how snugly her walls gripped down on my fingers.

An ear-piercing screech from the bedroom told me that Suzy had just reached her first orgasm on Ed’s monster cock.

“I hope you have understanding neighbours,” I said.

Frankie laughed and shook her head. “Don’t worry about them, just get your meat suited up and inside me. Then I’ll make a few noises of my own.”

I reached down for a condom and rolled it on. Frankie’s eyes were on my cock, and again I felt inadequate. Suzy’s moans were getting louder and closer together, presumably because Ed was now fucking her harder and faster.

Once the condom was on, I climbed between Frankie’s substantial thighs and swiped the tip through her folds to get the condom wet. I looked into her eyes. “This isn’t going to be anything like you’re used to.”

She laughed and slapped my arm. “Get it inside me. I’m used to all sizes, and I know that yours will feel good.”

Watching her face, I pushed into her pussy. She let out a quiet sigh. Then she squeezed down on my cock, placed her hands on my buttocks and began rolling beneath me. It was like being in a dinghy on a rough sea, but it felt amazing.

From the bedroom, Suzy screamed again as Ed pounded her to a second climax.

Frankie let out another sigh. “Ignore what’s happening in the bedroom,” she whispered.

I looked into her eyes and smiled. “What bedroom?” I didn’t care about anything but how good this felt.

She closed her eyes and rocked faster, then I felt a vice-like grip as she let out a loud groan of her own. I hoped Suzy heard it.

Frankie eventually stopped moving and stroked my head. “Would you do me a favour?”

“Sure.”

“Would you take me from behind?”

I smiled. “Hell, yeah.”

She laughed and eased me out and up. “That’s my favourite position, but his lordship—” she tilted her head towards the bedroom “—tends to get a little carried away and poke too hard.”

I stood up and waited as she rolled off the couch and knelt on the floor, then bent forward and rested her huge tits on the leather cushions. I dropped to my knees and got into position.

Glancing over her shoulder, she narrowed her eyes. “You can go as hard as you like, and I want you to come like that. Is that okay?”

I nodded and slid my cock back inside her, trying not to be hurt that she’d told me Ed hurt her in this position, but I could go as hard as I wanted. The sounds from the bedroom had stopped, so I assumed Ed had reached his promised land with my wife.

I gripped Frankie’s wide, fleshy hips and fucked her hard. She moaned and offered words of encouragement while I slammed into her with enough force to send shockwaves running through her fleshy arse and back. I lasted much longer than I was expecting, and she cried out as she came a second time. The grip of her orgasm was enough to tip me over the edge. A spasm shook my entire body, and I erupted. She clenched and released, milking the cum from me, then lay breathless with her thick arms spread wide on the cushions.

I felt drained and elated. This was the first time I’d had sex with a woman who outweighed me, and it had been so much more pleasurable than I’d expected.

When I heard movement in the bedroom, I removed the condom and dressed. Frankie kissed my cheek and disposed of the rubber. Then she pulled on her dress without bothering to put on underwear.

Ed came out of the bedroom with Suzy following him. She had the same dazed expression as when she was drunk. I think Ed had fucked her senseless. There was an awkward silence, and I got the impression our hosts were eager to be alone so they could reconnect.

“Well,” I said, smiling at them. “I think we’ll get back to the resort and leave you guys in peace.”

Frankie wrapped me in her arms and hugged me. I half-expected her to pick me up, but she just kissed my cheek and thanked me for a good time. I didn’t see if Ed and Suzy shared an embrace, but we were ushered to the door and bid farewell. I suspected that by the time the lift had reached the ground floor, Ed would have been stretching Frankie’s pussy.

We stepped out into the bright sunshine and blinked. Suzy was still unsteady on her feet, so I took her hand.

“So, how was it?” I asked.

She looked at me and frowned. “Intense.”

“It sounded like you had a good time.”

She nodded, then winced. “I doubt I’ll be able to fuck anyone else for the rest of this holiday.”

“I don’t believe that for a minute.”

She grinned. “You’re probably right, but next time I want a normal cock.”

“Was he that big?”

“Maybe not as long as some, but the girth was…” She blew out her cheeks and shook her head. “It’ll probably hurt when I take a pee.”

We started walking back towards the centre of town.

“How was it with Frankie?” she eventually asked.

I glanced at her, wondering if she actually cared. “Why?”

She shrugged. “I wondered if you’d be able to get it up for her.”

I stopped walking and glared at her. “I think that just about sums up your attitude during this holiday.”

“What does?”

“Your disregard for me or my feelings. You insisted on us going with Ed and Frankie because you wanted him. The fact you didn’t think I’d be able to get it up for her didn’t stop you, though. You’re so blinkered that you don’t care about anything but getting what you want.”

She opened her mouth, then paused. “What I meant was—”

“I don’t care what you meant. That’s how it seems to me. You wanted to out-fuck Daisy, and just assumed I’d happily sit in a corner jerking off with Jarad. You wanted to fuck Ed and didn’t care how I felt about fucking Frankie.”

“But you did fuck her.”

“Yeah, I fucked her and had a great time doing it. But that’s not relevant because you wouldn’t have cared if I couldn’t get a hard-on.”

“I didn’t think she was your type.”

“You didn’t care if she was my type or not. All you cared about was getting what you wanted.”

“That’s not fair.”

“Isn’t it? When did you fuck a guy you didn’t fancy just so I could get into the pants of his sexy wife?”

“I fucked Dean, and we both know how much you liked his wife.”

“You’d already let him jerk off on your tits before I’d even seen his partner.”

“Ah, that’s right. They’re not married.”

“Them being married or not makes no difference. What I’m pointing out is that you didn’t fuck Dean so I could fuck a woman I found attractive. You fucked Dean for you. It wouldn’t have mattered what his partner looked like, just so long as you got the man you wanted.”

She stared at me for several seconds with her mouth agape. I hoped she was finally seeing the truth in my words. Then she shrugged. “Well, if you think that’s the case, maybe we should stop swinging as a couple.”

I blinked, stunned. I thought she was really into this. “You want to stop what we’re doing?”

“No.” She looked as if I’d suggested she sew up her pussy. “I’m saying that we should do it separately. That way, there’ll be no need for me to worry if you’ll find the wife as appealing as I find the husband.”

Like that’s something you worry about. “You mean while we’re here?”

“Yes. And maybe when we get home, too. We can still see couples we both find attractive, like Tim and Elena, but we don’t have to go out together every time.”

This sounded more like her being a hotwife. “I think swinging by definition means we swap partners.”

She seemed to think about this for a second. “Maybe we should do both. We can swing some weekends and go out separately on others.”

I didn’t like the way this was going. If men and women go out separately, a man might get lucky, but a woman could guarantee getting laid every single night she wants to. “That seems kind of weighted in your favour.”

“True, but we could be fuck-buddies. If you’ve struck out, I’ll fuck you when I get home.” She smiled. “I might even give you the details of my night out.”

I couldn’t think of anything to say.

“Come on, let’s get back to the resort so I can soak my battered pussy in the swimming pool.”

I walked beside her, my mind racing. I felt like I’d just talked myself out of a bad situation and into a worse one. She’d twisted the deal so that she either went swinging with guys she fancied, or she went out alone with carte blanche to do whatever she wanted.

Suzy had changed, but then so had I. We were no longer the people we were six months ago, and I wasn’t sure what to do about that. I knew we’d never get our old selves back, and that probably bothered me more than it’d bother Suzy. By following our sexual desires, we’d pushed the boundaries of our relationship beyond the limit. We’d broken the bond.

I had some serious thinking to do about our future, but it’d have to wait until we got back to the UK. We still had a few more days of this holiday left, and I intended to get as much out of it as I could.
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Delores Swallows has many dirty thoughts, and during his free time he writes them down in the form of stories. Born and bred in the northwest of England, he has a commoner’s accent and a bit of a crush on his future queen.

His stories often feature petite brunettes, high-heeled shoes and voyeurism. He claims he didn’t realise these were obsessions until someone pointed out how often they appear in his work.

Find out more about Delores on his web site, chat on Twitter, or follow his new stories on Amazon. And don’t forget to sign up to his mailing list for a free story.
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Suzy’s Queue
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When Suzy’s student invited us to a party at his house, neither of us really wanted to go. Being surrounded by drunken 21-year-olds no longer has the same appeal once you’ve hit 30 but, as the guy’s mentor, she felt an obligation to turn up.

The party turned out to be more fun that we’d expected, and my wife took it upon herself to tease a group of geeky undergraduate. The more she drank, the more she teased them.

The partying went on longer than we realised, so we ended up staying the night – though the only space was in the large room where the geeks were sleeping.

In the early hours of the morning, I woke to the gentle movements of Suzy’s body. I thought she was kissing the guy on the next mattress.

I soon realised it wasn’t just a kiss and the next morning, she did so much more than she had during the night.

All her teasing certainly paid off, and those students taught us that we were moving into a new lifestyle.

Suzy’s Queue is available from Amazon

───Ξ───

My Wife’s FreeUse Weekend
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After Suzy’s sexy shenanigans at the student house party, we both knew it would only be a matter of time before she repeated the experience.

What I wasn’t expecting, however, was for it to happen with my ex-army buddies.

It was supposed to be a weekend for old friends to meet up and shoot the breeze. When my friend’s wife cancelled at the last minute, it meant Suzy was the only woman in a house with four horny men.

As we all sat around chatting on the first night, I caught my friends stealing looks at her. My wife obviously noticed their not-too-surreptitious glances as well, and she suggested this would be a perfect opportunity for her to offer them all free-use of her body.

But I knew what my buddies were like. These weren’t inexperienced students like her last time; these were guys who’d travelled the world and seen action.

I don’t think she knew what she was letting herself in for…

My Wife’s FreeUse Weekend is available from Amazon

───Ξ───

His Inspiration
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Matt is a freelance writer who pens ‘geek’ articles for tech magazines and websites. In his spare time, he also writes hotwife fiction. His side line may not pay the bills, but it’s a lot more fun than writing about computer software and video games.

One evening, his wife Danielle goes out with girlfriends. When she gets home, she has a tale of her own to tell. At first, he assumes it’s exactly that – a tale. However, the evidence suggests otherwise. The combination of gut-punch and arousal he experiences helps him to understand exactly how some of his fictional cuckolded characters must feel.

When Matt and Danielle discuss her behaviour and his reaction to it, they find themselves embarking on a wild ride that not only mirrors some of his written fiction, it inspires his next book.

His Inspiration is available at Amazon. 

───Ξ───

Your Next Hotwife
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Vivienne inadvertently discovers husband Lee’s laptop still logged on after he leaves for a work trip. The scantily clad women on the webpage pique her curiosity. Thinking she might be able to give him a sexy treat if she knows what sort of porn he watches, she takes a closer look.

Then her world collapses.

It isn’t a porn site - it’s a contact forum. Lee’s been moonlighting as a bull for couples who live the hotwife/cuckold lifestyle. Not only are there sexy women offering him their bodies, he’s also getting requests from husbands to satisfy their wives’ carnal desires.

About to call Lee and tell him not to bother coming home ever again, Viv realises this confrontation needs to be done face to face. The inevitable denials and elaborate lies would hurt her even more. So she comes up with a good old honeytrap plan.

She registers as ‘Brandy’ and sends a request saying, ‘Let me be your next hotwife’.  When he turns up at the hotel, there’ll be no way for him to try and sweet-talk his way out of his duplicity.

But there’s something Vivienne hasn’t considered: the forum has many bulls looking for sexy hotwives to service…
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