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Chapter 1

The blast of the horn reverberated around the dock and out into the bay. Nearby seagulls took flight, squawking their displeasure. Everything was extraordinary and exciting; the smell of salt air, the wispy clouds drifting overhead, the gurgle of seawater around the pier. Laurie and I had saved a long time for this extended cruise and to us everything seemed special, even annoyed seagulls. Neither of us could stop smiling.

They called it the Ring of Fire Adventure. We’d leave San Diego, California, and head north along the coast before swinging out into open ocean aiming for the Aleutian Islands. We’d watch some glaciers calve and then sweep south to Honolulu, Hawaii, where we’d stay a while and then continue south to Isla de Pascua, also known as Easter Island. We’d stay there a short time and then retrace Darwin’s steps through the Galapagos archipelago before sailing home to San Diego once more. We’d be out there a long time but given how stressful our careers are, she being an attorney and me running a large hospital, we needed to get away for a long time. We hadn’t vacationed in decades. Laurie held her hat with one hand and tilted her head way back, staring at the towering vessel we’d call home.

“She’s beautiful, Steve,” my wife said.

Her name was Beckoning Sea and she was massive; two casinos, multiple restaurants, tennis courts, basketball courts, movie theater and a stage, twenty-one swimming pools and a water slide that circled the entire ship. There was a central park packed with trees and foliage, one end enclosed to recreate a rainforest. A helicopter pad sat at the rear. There would be eight thousand of us on board but the ship is so big it was possible you may never see the same person twice. Our luggage had been delivered to our stateroom hours ago so we showed ID at the gate and climbed the zig-zag ramp to Panorama Deck, on the same level as the bridge. Laurie counted off the numbered doors until we reached ours.

“Eight-twelve.” She held up the plastic room key. “Ready?”

“Do it,” I said.

She slid the card and we entered, immediately impressed with the size of the room and the expensive décor. Art Deco furniture had us feeling like we stepped onto a set from The Great Gatsby. The corner on our left was covered by drapes so Laurie pressed a button to run the motorized cord. As the curtains parted walls of glass stood revealed. For now, we looked at the buildings and warehouses of the port.

“Once we’re out at sea,” I said. “That view is going to be spectacular.”

She moved into my arms and I buried my nose in her thick brown hair, drawing in the fragrant scent. Her arms circled my waist and she squeezed, her big tits mashing my stomach.

“Steve,” she said. “Help me decide. I can’t determine if I want to go eat first and fuck you when we get back, or fuck you now to build an appetite and go eat after.”

“Fuck me now,” I said.

She spun the deadbolt, her big hazel eyes glued to mine.

Chapter 2

The cafeteria was already packed so we continued to one of the steak houses at the rear of the ship. Laurie is a planner so she spread pamphlets across our table while waiting for our meal, going over last minute trip details and making notes.

I heard people close and looked up. A party of six we being seated in a booth across from us; three women, three men. The women and two of the men were forty or older but one guy looked about thirty. They were dressed well and in great shape, except one gentleman who carried a bit of a belly. They all moved with the familiarity of long acquaintance. They joked about how hungry they were and teased the chubby guy about how much he would eat. Laurie and I watched discretely. The oldest man, probably around fifty-five, pointed at different spots for them to take and they did. Clearly, he was the boss.

Our food arrived and we dug in, extra hungry from our recent lovemaking. We ate in silence for a time with Laurie spying on our new neighbors, like always.

“That’s interesting,” she murmured.

“What?”

“I believe the redheaded woman is married to chubby. The buff boss man is married to the pretty woman with the black bob. The slim brunette woman is married, but not to the younger man she’s with. He wears no ring and they move as if they haven’t known each other long.”

I took a bite of baked potato. She does this people-watching thing all the time.

“Go on, counselor. What else do your discerning eyes see?”

She was happy for my green light. She leaned closer. “Well,” she began, keeping her voice low. “When Chubby used the restroom, Boss Man slid over to his spot. He and Redhead chatted things up until Chubby returned. I thought Boss Man would move back but he didn’t and Chubby just rolled with it, meekly pulling an unused chair from the table next to them. Isn’t it odd he didn’t take Boss Man’s open spot?”

“That is odd. Maybe he knows Boss Man’s visit with his wife will be brief?”

“Maybe. Or maybe he knows he’s not allowed at the head of the table.”

We continued eating with occasional glances. They certainly were an interesting bunch. Eventually we finished and the waiter removed our plates, bringing us a delightful dessert tray. We gorged on truffles.

In our suite once more, we started a movie but, stuffed with great food and worn out, we quickly fell asleep. When the ship left dock, we never felt it.

The morning found us on the sun deck, basking in strong sunlight. The Pacific Ocean extended to every horizon and Laurie was a little frightened at first, realizing for the first time how isolated we’d be. Three glasses of mimosa took care of that. A short time later Boss Man appeared with Slim Brunette. They sat close, almost touching, and he angled his chair so he could stare at her from behind his sunglasses. He wore Speedos so I assumed he was European. She wore a small bikini which allowed her tits and ass to spill over so I didn’t blame him for staring. Black Bob, Boss Man’s presumed wife, arrived half an hour later with No Ring and they pulled lounge chairs around to sit together, close enough to be part of Boss Man and Slim Brunette’s group be distant enough to be their own couple. Laurie and I shared a curious look.

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” she asked.

“Doubtful. You’re smarter than me. What are you thinking?”

My wife watched the foursome interact for a minute.

“I get the impression, and I accept this is wild speculation on my part, that Boss Man had sex with Slim Brunette last night. Watch how their affection for each other has escalated. They’re more intimate.”

I watched the foursome again. There was a shared tenderness between those two that wasn’t present at dinner the night before. I moved my gaze to Black Bob and No Ring. They seemed extra cozy too. When I returned my attention to Laurie her hazel eyes were already staring at me.

“Wild,” I said. “I see what you mean.”

“Can you imagine?”

“No. Maybe they’re swingers?”

She studied them again. “Maybe.”

Boss Man left his lounge to go stick his feet in the pool. He was built; lean and strong for an older man. Staring at Slim Brunette had affected him and he now packed that Speedo. I was about to draw Laurie’s attention to the man’s conspicuous bulge, just to embarrass her, but saw she’d already noticed.

“How do they do it, I wonder?” she asked.

“Honey, do we need to have that talk about the birds and bees?”

“No, not have sex, Silly. How do swingers switch partners and then go back to their spouses like nothing happened?”

“Good question. Seems perilous. Why do it? I understand a new lover is exciting but consider the risk. Is a new partner worth your marriage?”

Laurie watched them intently, fascinated. I knew that look. Her mind raced with everything she’d ever read or heard regarding the topic, which in this case I suspected was very little. Alternative sexual lifestyles had never come up in any of her cases or any conversation she’d ever had with me. I knew right now she was cross-examining them in her mind, carefully wording her questions to draw out small facts and feelings they were unaware they had. I’d watched her in court. She’s charmingly ruthless.

“I’m intrigued,” she said, her eyes darting around the group. “Does it always end in divorce or is something happening here that middle America knows nothing about? I think I’ll maneuver close enough to have some casual conversation with each. Nothing obvious of course.”

“Of course,” I responded.

I’d seen her do this a million times; our HOA board, local politicians, the local librarian and even Mike, our mechanic, all have fallen under her inquisitive spell. They don’t even realize they’re being interviewed. I’ve silently watched her get rules changed and fees waived all with a few minutes of conversation. Once she’s curious, there’s no stopping her. She knew almost nothing about the swinger lifestyle so I expected she’d investigate and by dinner know all there was to know.

“No time like the present,” she said, rising from her chaise lounge and kissing me briefly before walking to the pool.

Boss Man sat on the edge dangling his feet in the cool water but Laurie took her bikini clad body away from him and around the corner to sit by the steps. She dangled her feet too, deliberately ignoring him. She leaned over to cup water and dribble it over her knees and I noticed her big tits almost tumbled free. She seemed remarkably oblivious. I certainly am not the morality police so I tilted my head back to enjoy the sun. Minutes later her sweet voice drifted by my ear. I opened my eyes, invisible behind my dark glasses.

“San Diego,” I heard her say. “What about you?”

Boss Man had moved around the edge until he was a mere three feet from my wife. He leaned back, arms behind him, to allow the sun’s rays to warm his skin but also, I suspected, to give her the best view of his muscular and slightly hairy body. He had lines and wrinkles but he was fit and burly. I had to give him credit.

His face was turned away from me so I did not hear his reply. Laurie turned partially towards him and I noticed her tits now clung to the edge of her top for dear life. Her bottoms had wedged between her butt cheeks, pulling the material tight and showing a delicious camel-toe. She seemed oblivious to the show she provided. I wondered if she knew and was using her body to entice him and get him to drop his guard. She spoke casually, laughing often.

I was a little uncomfortable by all the skin she showed. She was an expert at mirroring, the psychological technique for putting a subject at ease and creating a connection quickly. This poor man had no idea. He was about to spill his guts and would be completely unaware while doing it. Their voices were too low for me to follow the conversation so I closed my eyes. This could go on for a while. The hot sun felt fantastic and the gentle rolling of the massive ship relaxed me.

I awoke with a snort, drool on my chin. I wiped my face and checked on Laurie but she and her prey were gone. I causally turned and there she was; seated between No Ring and Boss Man, facing Slim Brunette and Redhead. A quick scan of the pool showed everyone where I remembered so I must not have dozed long.

My wife was the center of attention. She aimed her questions around the group, giving each the opportunity to talk about themselves. She held a glass of dark wine, as did the other women. I wasn’t in the mood for making new friends, nor did I want to appear to be checking up on her, so I stayed put.

Roughly an hour later, she returned and settled into her lounge chair.

“Mission accomplished?” I asked.

She grinned. “You know me so well. Yes. The redhead is Helen and her chubby husband, who is absent, is Harry. Boss Man is Greg and Black Bob his wife of twenty-eight years, Julie. Slim Brunette is Melissa and the man with her is Jason, but her husband’s name is John and John did not make the trip.”

“Are they all fucking each other?”

“That juicy tidbit I did not get to. They’re discrete and reasonably clever at deflection. I discovered their life histories but not if they’re swingers. They invited us to dinner tonight and I accepted. Hope that’s okay.”

“That’s fine but I don’t want to spend our trip as part of their group.”

“No, I don’t either.”

“Good. I know you won’t rest until you get your questions answered so dinner sounds fun.”

“Thank you, Baby.”

She finished her wine and leaned back to sunbathe.

“Oh,” she added. “I almost forgot. There’s another couple traveling with them but they’re sleeping off a hangover. Katrina and Bolt. Apparently, they are the wild ones of the group.”

“Bolt?”

“I know, right? I teased they sounded like porn stars and everyone got quiet for a second before bursting out laughing. Katrina is a webcam girl and makes a ton of cash by podcasting online, sometimes with Bolt.”

“A dog and a hurricane. Wonderful.”

Laurie laughed.

Chapter 3

Bolt was handsome but dimwitted. Katrina, on the other hand, was a dazzling explosion of light. She was cheerful and vivacious and vibrant. She was kind and thoughtful and happy. She had a pierced tongue and a detailed snake tattoo running up her left arm from her hand to her shoulder. I cared for neither but her long black hair and shocking green eyes made me forget all that. She had pale skin and full ruby lips. Her ass was a gorgeous bubble and her big tits strained at her top; a man’s white dress shirt, no bra, tied in a knot just below those beautiful snowy orbs. A plaid, pleated, school-girl skirt finished her outfit. I worried I checked her out too much but Laurie was ogling this girl just like me. She never noticed.

Beyond Katrina’s stunning looks was an agile mind. She had no formal education but after a little conversation I realized she was bright. When the restaurant seated us, I was surprised to see Laurie take a spot next to Katrina. I prudently sat next to Greg.

What an interesting group of people.

Greg owned heavy equipment manufacturing plants and had retired years ago. Harry and Helen were happily married and had been for over thirty years. They doted on each other in the sweetest ways. Melissa taught grade school English and Jason was a personal trainer and entrepreneur, or so he said. Melissa’s husband, John, stayed home with the kids so his wife could get away and even paid for Jason’s ticket, which shocked the shit out of me. What husband sends his wife on a cruise with a handsome and much younger stud?

We finished the appetizers and the entrées and the desserts and leaned back to listen to a jazz band. Every time I glanced at my wife, she and Katrina were engaged in deep conversation. The hour grew late and the restaurant closed so Julie invited everyone to their suite. Laurie gave me a tiny shrug and a smile so I said sure. All eight of us followed Greg and Julie home. They were on the Panorama Deck like me and Laurie. My wife hung back, letting the other pass, and took my hand to gaze out to sea. Endless dark water rolled towards the horizon until lost in the pitch black of open ocean.

“You and Katrina got along well,” I murmured.

She met my eyes, searching. “Is that a problem?”

“Not at all, just surprising. She’s not like any of your other friends. She’s strikingly unlike all your friends.”

She snuggled under my arm as we walked. “Yes, she’s her own person. I find her blunt speech and open-minded viewpoints refreshing. She says they are all members of a Dallas social club called Big Bulls.”

“That sounds like Texas,” I said.

Greg held the door and we filed into their suite. Their room was a little bigger than ours but had a similar view and accommodations. Harry moved to the bar to start mixing drinks and Helen began searching for music. Julie dimmed the lights and pressed the button to open all the drapes, the tiny whir of a motor in the background behind our voices. The moon was low and the clouds had blown away so the starry sky was breathtaking. Laurie grabbed a cabernet and I went with a Coke. We stepped onto their balcony, the cool sea air blowing a fine mist in our faces as we stood at the railing.

“They’re getting married,” she said. “Katrina and Bolt. On this ship. Neither is religious so the captain will marry them in international waters.”

“That’s a great idea.”

“Hers. She invited me to her bachelorette party. I said yes.”

“That sounds fun.”

I noticed behind us the lights dimmed again but thought nothing of it. Laurie moved closer, seeking warmth against the chill night air. We sipped our drinks and watched moonlight sparkle.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you, Laurie.”

Drinks finished, we turned to enter the room.

Jason sat in a plush reading chair, naked, Helen and Melissa simultaneously sucking his substantial cock. Melissa had a testicle in her mouth and gently rolled it around while Helen slobbered the plump purple head. Harry sat a few feet away, stroking his meager penis, intently watching his wife engulf this hard, young cock. Greg had Julie bent over the couch, fucking her still partially clothed body from behind. Katrina sat atop Bolt on the floor, shirt open, spectacular tits on display. Her pleated skirt hid what was happening.

Laurie and I froze.

Everyone ignored us.

My wife and I looked at each other, dumbfounded. How long had we been outside? What the fuck had we missed?

I slid the heavy glass door open and we stepped into the sounds of soft moaning and low, sexy, percussion music. Someone had lit a few candles to go with the dim lights. My eyes traveled the bodies, watching hands and mouths and breasts and penises all slipping and sliding. Helen opened her eye and looked at me, playfully wrinkling the freckles across her nose. She slid her mouth almost to the root of Jason’s cock and Melissa kissed her bulging cheek.

“What the fuck,” Laurie breathed, more statement than question.

I turned my attention to my wife and found her watching Katrina ride Bolt with a sensuous back and forth. The girl held his head with one hand and fed him her gorgeous tit with the other. Laurie let her gaze crawl around the room and when she got to me her arousal was obvious.

“Kiss me,” she said.

“Let’s get out of here,” I murmured.

She stepped closer. “We’re on vacation, Steve, and hundreds of miles from anyone we know. There are no reporters. We don’t need to run. Kiss me.”

I did as she requested and she took my hand and guided it to her breast. The moment was extraordinary. I pressed her soft flesh, cupping her tit and savoring her warm, wet lips. Her hand cupped my penis.

Are we really going to do this?” I wondered.

We did, sort of.

We kept to ourselves and touched no one else, but we sure watched those around us. When one of them turned their attention our way, I tried to act like I’d done this before, but, honestly, I never got very hard. I was too self-conscious. Laurie seemed torn too except for those times she locked eyes with Katrina. In those moments, my wife postured for her new friend, arching her back and thrusting her breasts.

Our sex was terrifically awkward and embarrassed. We aren’t hot swingers. But not engaging in some way would have been infinitely worse. We silently understood that to remain meant to participate at least a little, so we did. Mostly we watched all that was taking place around us, and I must admit, it was hot. Katrina stole the show, riding Bolt like a bronco. Greg fucked his wife with passion and Melissa and Helen loved Jason’s large penis. Harry loved watching Helen with it.

Did I mention Katrina stole the show?

Once she caught Laurie watching, she grinned and unzipped the side of her skirt, exposing her penetration. She turned slightly and lifted her knees and we found ourselves only feet from Bolt’s fat wet dick sliding in and out. Katrina had a pierced clitoral hood, a tiny silver barbell twinkling in the dark, and my wife looked ready to pounce on the girl and eat her. Laurie had never mentioned an interest in women in all our years of marriage. She’d commented when a hot actress came on the screen but she’d commented far more often about hot actors. I was surprised and somewhat aroused by her sudden interest in her own sex.

After a time, Greg pulled his penis from Julie and headed for Melissa, crossing the room sporting another large erection. Other than Harry, that seemed to be the unifying attribute of all the men here. I’d learn later this was no coincidence, that Big Bulls social club had minimum requirements for male members, but for now, I marveled. Laurie and I watched that thick curved horn pass by until he was behind us, where he offered his large cock to anyone. Melissa crawled away from Jason and Helen to give Greg her full oral attention.

Now Laurie had Greg’s big cock behind her, Bolt’s big cock in front of her, And Jason’s large dick to her side. I did not like my wife surrounded by large penises so I started to worry and the greater my anxiety, the softer my dick.

Soon Laurie gave up trying to fuck me and stretched her body along mine. We watched the others. Jason rolled Helen on her back and slid his cock home and Greg did the same to Melissa. Julie moved closer to watch her husband fuck another woman. None of the men sounded like they were close to orgasm yet the moans and groans of the women seemed to go on forever. The ladies climaxed one by one but the men kept fucking and soon the ladies came again. The air was thick with electric charge. Laurie and I were chin-deep in an ancient Roman orgy, afraid to move. There was plenty more to see, but we turned our eyes on each other.

“This is overwhelming,” I said and Laurie nodded agreement.

I stretched out my hand for our clothing and soon we were dressed and sneaking out the door. Bodies writhed in the low candlelight behind us.

We hurried away but slowed as we approached our room. Laurie slid the card and we entered and with one mind we turned on each other, stripping again and attacking each other’s body. I slapped the button on the wall to open the drapes and the hum of the motor was drowned out by our gasps and groans. I turned her away, bent her at the waist, and, now hard as steel, pushed her towards the wall. Her palms smacked the glass to brace herself and then I was hammering her hairy pussy from behind, clawing her back, pulling her hair, and gazing with wild eyes at the moon hanging over the water. She was as impassioned as me, urging me to fuck her harder, which I did. She came, I came, and we both tumbled to the floor.

She began giggling and I joined her. What a night.

Eventually we got off the carpet and hit the shower. We touched often, kissed often. We brushed our teeth with legs touching and slipped into bed. Laurie pulled the covers to her chin, her mind whirling. I hit the light.

“What the fuck just happened?” she asked. “How did dinner become an orgy?”

I chuckled. “I have no idea. I got the impression this kind of thing happens often for them.”

“I thought that too.”

We were both quiet for a minute.

“You’ve seen more naked men than me,” she said. “Did all those guys seem kind of big to you? Not counting Harry, of course.”

I nodded in the dark and then remembered she couldn’t see me.

“Yeah. Leaves a guy feeling a little inadequate, frankly.”

“Oh, Baby, you have nothing to worry about. What you just did to me out there in the living room was most impressive.”

“We haven’t had sex like that for years,” I said.

“So much passion. I loved it.”

“Me too.”

My eyes had adjusted to the dark and I saw she stared at the ceiling, rubbing the cotton sheets between her fingertips.

“You couldn’t take your eyes off Katrina,” I said.

“No. Isn’t she stunning? Those emerald eyes. That incredible body. She fucked Bolt like a tigress.”

“Do you think the other men ever enjoy her? Are they fucking her right now?”

“God, I hope so.”

I turned to face her. “You sound like you wish you had a penis.”

She laughed. “That would be awesome. I’d fuck her brains out.”

“I was unaware of your interest in women.”

“I have no interest in women but Katrina is something special.”

That was explanation enough for me. We fell silent again for a long time.

“I’m trying to comprehend their mind,” she said at last. “I had a lovely talk with a few of them while you slept by the pool and then with Katrina during dinner. They view sex unconventionally and in ways I have a hard time understanding. That got me thinking and revealed the assumptions and morays I adopted without question, handed to me by my parents, mostly my mother.”

“Sounds like you’re ready to swing.”

She playfully kicked me under the blanket. “Not at all, but if I said yes I know you’d run straight to Katrina. I saw how you looked at her. You’re as smitten by that dark angel as I am.”

I didn’t even try to deny it. My mind drifted and I imagined, briefly, Katrina nude and beckoning. That was a lovely thought, I assure you. But then I imagined, since I was reaching for Katrina, Bolt fully erect and reaching for Laurie. Fair is fair, right? My mind went full retreat. He’s not smart enough to attract my wife for long but she’d sure love his hard body and handsome face.

“Let’s avoid them,” I said, into the dark. “Let’s get back to making our vacation about us.”

“Okay,” she agreed. “Those people are way outside our comfort-zone. I don’t judge them but I may never understand them.”

We kissed and drifted off to sleep.

Chapter 4

We saw members of their entourage once over the next two weeks; Greg, Julie, and Melissa, sunbathing by the aft pool. We waved and smiled but kept to ourselves.

“I can’t avoid them forever,” Laurie said after we finished. “I told Katrina I’d come to her party. That’s in two days.”

“None of the men are invited, right?”

“Right. It will be just us girls.”

“That’s not so bad,” I said.

She stopped and faced me, waiting for an older couple to pass. Once they were far enough away she said: “Is this about jealousy for you?”

“Yeah, mostly.”

“Oh. I thought you had moral concerns regarding their sexual ethics.”

I chuckled but then realized she was serious. “No, to me morals are about lying and stealing and murder and rape. Morals have nothing to do with sex unless someone is lying, but then that’s about the lying and not the sex.”

“So why did we avoid those guys for so long? Do you not trust me around them?”

Uh oh. A little alarm bell sounded in my head. “I trust you completely.”

“Then I’m confused.”

I had no argument because my only reason was jealousy and while I did trust her around them, I didn’t trust her completely. I worried about how free and fun they were. I worried because they were all good looking and I hated that most the guys were hung, not that Laurie had ever stated a preference about size. That was all about my own insecurities.

Her rebuttal would be simply that I trust her. Boom, problem solved. Were my personal anxieties bigger than my faith in her? I had zero interest in admitting that.

“I don’t trust them.”

She tilted her head and narrowed her eyes. Here comes the lawyer, I thought.

“You believe them capable of rape?”

“No, not at all.”

“Assault then? Sexual harassment?”

She had me.

“All right,” I admitted. “Yes, I’m jealous. Those guys stir up insecurities in me. They’re hot and hung and successful and I’m afraid you’ll be seduced.”

Her face softened. She’d won this round. She stepped close and kissed my cheek, touching my face tenderly.

“Honey, you have nothing to worry about. But even if I did allow one of those men to seduce me, which I won’t, to be fair I’d let you have Katrina. Would that be so bad? Wouldn’t you love to have sex with her?”

Another alarm sounded. My first impulse was to quickly accept those terms but she was watching, probing for my true feelings about that girl. If I answered too quickly, I was a dead man. I played it cool.

“Like Katrina would have anything to do with me. Those guys love you.”

“That’s not true,” she stated. “Katrina admitted as much. While I was talking to her that day at the pool I asked why she got into the sex online business. She said her best girlfriend got her involved. She said when it comes to sex, she can’t say no, male or female. If someone wants her, she feels a powerful need to please them.”

“That’s unfortunate.”

“Not really. She doesn’t mind. She describes herself as a true submissive and loves feeling wanted. She loves being told what to do. I’m trusting you with this tidbit of information so don’t use it to your own advantage.”

“Of course not.”

She kissed my cheek again and straightened. Somehow, for her, we’d reached a conclusion. This topic made me uncomfortable so I was ready to be through with it.

Chapter 5

Two nights later I watched as she dressed to go out. She’d decided on a knee-length red plaid skirt and white business blouse, but wore a black lace bra beneath to spice things up. She said they were meeting at Katrina’s cabin and Julie had reserved a ballroom. She had no idea if entertainment was planned but expected there’d be plenty of drinking.

“No one has to drive home and we can stay out all night,” she’d said.

She put a surprising amount of care into her looks, curling her long hair and carefully applying makeup. She looked fantastic; a forty-something babe that still had it and knew how to use it. I walked her to the door and we kissed and she told me not to wait up.

“You think I’m staying home?” I teased. “Ha. I’m headed for the forward casino. I’ll be smoking cigars and playing craps while you girls sit around gossiping.”

That was my plan, but that’s not what happened.

What happened was I got a thousand dollars up in less than an hour and I cashed out and headed back to our cabin. On the walk, I realized I was not too far from their party so I veered off course and investigated. So far every public room on this ship had multiple entrances and exits, for safety reasons I’m sure. I discovered the front doors blocked by an usher and a sign which proclaimed Private Event, so I circled around exploring various narrow hallways and stairwells. Booming dance music vibrated the metal walls and I used it as my beacon. Before too long I found a spiral staircase down and emerged tucked in a corner of an area primarily used to store scenery and provide small dressing rooms. I heard voices ahead, male, and kept hidden as I investigated.

Three ruggedly handsome men, mid-twenties, laughed and joked as they changed into small G-string dance outfits. They sat on overturned boxes and crates and dressed in front of a full-length mirror leaned against a wall. I said dance outfits but that’s being generous; they wore the tiniest thongs I’d ever seen. Basically, a thin sock of sheer Lycra held in place by a string. The rest of their brawny bodies gleamed with bay oil. One man, a muscular black guy, was nude and deciding on either a hot pink or sheer white. He went with white and bent at the waist to step into this absurd speck of cloth and I saw his round muscular ass flex and his prodigious black cock swing free. He stuffed his heavy shank into his pouch as feminine cheering sailed from out front.

“Here I go,” he joked. “Pray for me.”

He stepped around a screen and the cheering got louder before getting quitter again, no doubt as he passed through a door. Coming from the stage a tall blonde man joined the others, sweating, with dollar bills stuffed around his waist like a grass skirt.

“Those bitches are crazy,” he said, plucking money and stuffing it into a gym bag. “Every one of them sucked my dick.”

What?

“No shit?” asked a muscular bald guy with mustache and goatee. “I guess the alcohol threshold has been hit.”

They all laughed and a few high-fived.

Every one of them?

Perhaps I had the wrong bachelorette party. Or, perhaps Laurie had already returned to our room. I saw a path behind scenery and stacks of boxes that, given how loud the music was, I felt I could traverse without detection. Moments later I eased around a heavy black curtain and peeked into the auditorium beyond.

The amphitheater sat about a thousand but right now there were about twenty. Katrina either had more friends on this ship or, more likely, had been inviting girls since the day we sailed. A stage extended down the middle and the black dancer now worked his way from woman to woman, grinding, teasing, flirting, and earning his dollar. On the far side of the theater a single bartender mixed drinks and a single waitress ran the orders out. Quaint.

Overhead, colored lights flashed in time with the music and brilliant white strobes blasted the eyes. Since all the lighting was aimed at the girls and the dancers, I realized I could get closer without being seen and followed the heavy curtains towards the stage. Those spotlights were blinding.

Soon I peeked through a gap between curtains. Black guy ground his enormous lump in Julie’s face and she chewed on it through his G-string. Everybody laughed. He moved next to Katrina and she stuffed a dollar under his elastic band and then pulled the front down far enough for his black cock to tumble free. A general cheer went up from all the ladies but then Katrina opened her mouth to suck on that big black plum and the cheering went wild.

Laurie was less than a foot away, fanning the flames and screaming at Katrina to take more dick. I hardly recognized my staid wife. I’ve seen her tipsy and a little loud but nothing like this. Nothing close.

Katrina opened wider and another dark inch slipped in. The dancer, of course, was suddenly serious but the women were going ape shit. When Katrina’s stuffed cheek bulged, Laurie leaned in to kiss it and Katrina whipped the dick from her mouth and smacked my wife in the face with it. Everyone howled with laughter, even the dancer. Katrina grabbed Laurie by the back of the head and sharply pulled her hair and when my wife cried out in surprise, Katrina shoved that ebony schlong three inches deep. An explosion of laughter and wild whooping reverberated around the room, but I stood stunned, staring. My wife had a black cock in her mouth.

My wife had a black cock in her mouth.

Laurie quickly spit the man out and, laughing, twisted her head away, but the image was seared into my brain forever. I realized I’d stopped breathing. I slipped into shock, existing in the here and right now one second at a time.

My wife, playfully competitive now, grabbed the big black dick and aimed it at Katrina’s face and our pale angel opened wide and sucked the man in. The girls roared with laughter and began stuffing money around the young man’s G-string. Several ladies I did not recognize stepped closer and Katrina popped the cock out of her mouth and passed the dick to them.  Eventually, every woman around the stage sucked the man for at least a moment, some far longer. As expected, he got hard and that drove the women wild. They threw money at him as they took turns gobbling his cock and laughing. Eventually he finished his set and stuffed his hard dick away. At least he tried. He no longer fit inside the small costume and left the stage with half his cock and balls exposed. The ladies started screaming for the next dancer to make an appearance.

I scanned the tables and was amazed by all the empty beer, wine, and shot glasses. These party girls would stagger home to their men tonight.

The next guy, Baldy, came out and a huge cheer arose. I watched as the fellatio pattern repeated and each woman, including my wife, orally sampled the man. I watched, dumbfounded, as Laurie lingered on this guy’s dick and the ladies egged her on. I’m sure he was in her mouth only a moment but to my mind he spent a week in there. She spit him out and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

He got hard faster than the black guy and stripped his thong off to dance for them in nothing but black motorcycle boots. His hard dick waved freely and the girls treated it like a toy, smacking it around and hitting each other in the face with it. I would have said their behavior was asexual except for the fact it was a penis they played with. I was torn between getting angry and laughing out loud. Helen sucked his balls into her mouth and Julie swallowed the head. Baldy stopped moving around and got real quiet and all the girls paused to watch. A tense silence settled over them.

I’d seen enough. How long would this last? I knew getting caught would be a disaster, especially only a few weeks into our long trip, but how could I just walk away?

Ultimately, that exactly what I did. I rationalized they were all drunk, all peer-pressuring each other into ever more scandalous behavior which actually meant nothing, in an emotional sense. These dancers were no real threat to me or my marriage and I reminded myself of a certain night at a strip club back home where I may have gone a little too far with a gorgeous Asian girl. Let Laurie have her fun, I reasoned, you’re no angel yourself.

I slipped through the backstage and up my secret staircase. In my mind, I saw hard cocks pumping my wife’s mouth and that caused me a great deal of conflict. That pretty Asian had given me a handjob in the VIP area and a blowjob is more than a handjob, but I couldn’t ignore how silly the women were acting, like none of this was real or mattered at all. My time with my Asian lovely had been intense and serious, at least for me. As I made my way to our cabin, I decided I’d do nothing confrontational and instead wait to hear what, if anything, Laurie confessed. I’d take this one step at a time.

I emptied my pockets on the dresser and started a movie but quickly fell asleep.

The beep from the keycard reader woke me and I heard Laurie enter and carefully shut the door. I waited, hearing her open the fridge and gulp some orange juice, return it, and then our bedroom door slowly swing open. She waited for her eyes to adjust.

“Are you awake?” she whispered.

“Yes, Baby, I heard you come in.”

“Dammit, I’m so sorry. I tried to be quiet.”

“Did you have fun?” I probed.

She came around the bed, shedding clothes, until she sat in bra and panties on the edge next to me.

“A blast,” she admitted.

She leaned over and kissed me, reeking of alcohol.

“If you’re awake enough to fuck me,” she said. “I’d like that a lot.”

So much for conversation. I threw back the covers and she stripped the last of her clothing, sliding her body next to mine. We kissed and she pushed her tongue in to play with mine. I remembered her mouth had so recently held penises, but what could I do? Besides, my dick was coming up fast and hard, surprising us both.

“Wow,” she noted, curling her fingers around my shaft. “You missed me. Or maybe this is because I was out being naughty with the girls?”

For a split-second I debated telling her what I’d seen but then buried it forever. There might be some beneficial way to confess you spied on a wife you’d earlier admitted to not fully trusting, but I sure as fuck couldn’t think of it. I decided a little truth was better than a complete lie.

“Because you were out with the girls,” I said. “My imagination runs wild. Who knows what you were up to?”

I thought she’d defend but she didn’t. One step ahead of me, as always, she leaned over and breathed hot air on my penis.

“I like that you can see me that way,” she purred. “Tell me more. What did you imagine me doing?”

I needed to tread carefully. I pretended to let my imagination roam for a minute.

“I see you and Katrina and Julie and Melissa eating a delightful dinner and flirting with the handsome waiter. He flirts back, focusing his attention on you because you’re the prettiest woman at the table. You instinctively back away because you’re married to a wonderful man, but then change your mind and return his flirtations. Am I close?”

“No,” she said. “But I love where you’re going with it. Tell me more about how I’m the prettiest girl at the table.”

I never got the chance. She closed her sweltering mouth around the first three inches of my penis and I basically lost the ability to speak. She sucked hard, apparently more pleased by my hard dick than my fictional account of her evening, and that was that. I fucked her hard for over an hour, moving her around the bed, telling her what to do and how long or how hard to do it. My independent wife was nothing more than a meek harem girl, eager to please. All those drinks made her orgasm difficult to achieve but when she finally did, it was loud and hard. Mine too. We lay in the afterglow, staring off into space.

“Were you worried some of the men from Katrina’s group would be at her party?” she asked.

“A little.”

“Were you worried something would happen between them and me?”

“Again, a little worried. I knew there’d be plenty to drink, which historically makes you horny, and those guys are aggressive.”

“What would you do?” she asked, curling under my arm and gazing up at me. “What would you do if I came home and said something happened?”

Oh boy.

“Would you hate me?” Her eyes were wide and innocent. “Would you divorce me? Would you hit me?”

She was clearly still buzzed.

“Well,” I began. “First I’d make sure you were all right. I’d want to know if they forced themselves on you or if you were hurt.”

“You’re sweet,” she said.

“Then I guess I’d want to know exactly what happened.”

“Let’s say I drank too much and sucked someone’s dick. Let’s say I sucked Greg’s dick. Of my own free will.”

Greg? Really? This was surreal. I knew the lawyer in her was doing background work. Some part of her felt guilt through the alcohol haze and she wanted to be ready once she was sober. I contemplated a minute or two.

“I’d need to know why, and what it meant to you. I’d need reassurances or to be told our marriage was over because you weren’t happy. I’d be hurt at your betrayal.”

“What if I said it meant nothing? What if I did it just to try new dick?”

I met her eyes. They were starting to droop.

“What if I just sucked a dick,” she continued. “Because it was in front of my face and I was drunk?”

“Like you just wanted to see what it was like to be a member of their group?”

“Exactly.”

I wasn’t sure where to go with this. I decided to punt.

“I’d say you had to suck mine twice as long, as punishment.”

I was trying to lighten the mood but jumped when Laurie started kissing a trail down my stomach. She reached my dick and slurped me into her mouth, essentially confessing and accepting her penance. I had no idea what to say.

“So,” I murmured. “Sounds like you’d pick Greg from that group?”

Laurie moaned softly. I’d hit upon something.

“Bad girl,” I whispered. “I thought you’d go for hot young Bolt.”

My wife turned it on. Porn stars don’t suck dick this well. Without admitting anything, my wife got busy buying her absolution. What protest could I make? Fucking nothing, that’s what. She sucked my soul out through my penis and I was grateful for it. I couldn’t remember the last time she made me cum using her mouth and kept going through my orgasm, swallowing everything I gave her. I think I may have screamed like a girl. After that we passed out.

Chapter 6

I have a secret. I’ve seen my wife suck dicks and she doesn’t know it.

What a strange feeling. Each day we dined and danced and listened to great music. We watched incredible stage performances and fell asleep under a warm pacific sun. Life was perfect. Almost. Slithering out of sight, concealed deep in the tall grass of our day to day routine, was a hidden serpent; I’d seen my wife suck cock.

Every time we kissed, or talked, or ate, or brushed our teeth, in fact, every time I glanced at her face for any reason, I saw a dick stuck in it.

She was right about one thing; it meant nothing to her. Honestly, it wasn’t even sexual. She’d mimicked a bona fide sex act for humor. There had been no feelings between her and the dancers, no emotional connection. They supplied the penis, she’d supplied the vacuum. Perhaps the act had been serious for some of the women present, possibly even soon to be married Katrina, but not my wife, and no, I wasn’t rationalizing her behavior. Strangely, her lack of true guilt was proof enough for me. We never talked about the party but I quickly realized in her mind, the blowjob she’d given me when she got to the room canceled out what she’d done. We were even.

Overhead, the captain sounded the horn, sending a loud reverberating blast around the Gulf of Alaska. We’d arrived yesterday at the Aleutian Islands and he was trying to dislodge an iceberg or two. I held a blanket around my shoulders and Laurie in front of me, keeping us warm. We stood on the top deck and scanned the vast expanse of crystal blue waters before us, dotted with innumerable chunks of ice, large and small.

Loud crackling sounds echoed and people like us lining the railing saw a piece about the size of a twin mattress break away and crash to the freezing water below. OH’s and AH’s sounded up and down the ship. Another slab of ice broke away and plunged after the first. After a few minutes, some people started to wander off but Laurie and I lingered.

“I wonder what Katrina and Bolt are doing right now?” she said.

I laughed and she joined in. The wedding was last night as we passed through international waters and, given those two, we knew exactly what they were doing now.

The ceremony had been small, maybe twenty people, and sparsely decorated. They had an arching flower trellis at the prow and a runner of white carpet leading to it. We sat in wooden folding chairs surrounded by small pedestals topped with daisies. The captain spoke their vows, which they repeated, using the entire Pacific Ocean as backdrop. Simple, yes, but spectacular.

Bolt wore a conservative blue suit and tan shoes but Katrina wore a white lace miniskirt so short I saw the curve of butt cheeks from the back and a tiny wedge of white satin panties from the front. The plunging neckline accentuated her lovely tits. Her veil hung to mid-back. She looked stunning but also incredibly sexy. A strange combination for a bride. Laurie murmured something about looking like a walking dessert but I didn’t catch it and she refused to repeat what she’d said.

After the service, everyone cheered and the drinking began. Laurie and I staggered home hours later with an invitation to a small get-together tonight in the newlywed’s honor. I’d restated my concerns about getting drawn into their group but Laurie insisted we attend. Not going simply sent the wrong message, intentional or not.

“We’ll have a ton of fun,” she said. “Those guys know how to party and honestly, I love how free they are of the social hang-ups that plague the rest of us.”

That sounded like a new attitude but I wasn’t in the mood to challenge her. Far better to keep the good times rolling and address whatever came up, if anything.

I looked along the railing. Laurie and I and another couple I’d never seen were all that remained of the original crowd. The winds had picked up and cool air across our face made our eyes water. Laurie snuggled closer, burrowing under the blanket and I tightened my grip.

A loud, reverberating crack echoed across the waters. Our eyes came up in time to see a massive chunk, bigger than a semi, peel away from the main glacier and fall like a blue and white redwood tree into the water. A plume of spray launched skyward. A boom rattled the metal railing as another piece, even bigger, cracked and fell. We traded huge smiles with the other couple, pleased with our good fortune.

“Persistence pays off,” the husband said to us.

After ten more minutes and zero activity, the prow of the ship slowly swung south. We were officially headed for Honolulu.

Once more back in our cabin saw Laurie taking a long, hot shower. We’d showered earlier but she said she wanted to get the chill from her bones. I watched Swordfish while I waited. When she finally emerged, she looked fantastic. She wore possibly the shortest skirt I’ve ever seen on her, black, and a bright red shirt with several buttons undone. Sexy, but not scandalous.

“I suddenly feel underdressed,” I said.

“Don’t worry. I just felt like making an extra effort. Sportscoat and jeans are fine.”

I left a light on and we departed. The night sky looked fantastic but the air had grown cold. She wore a heavy coat but I worried that wasn’t enough so I wrapped my arm around her to protect her from the wind.

“Aft bar?” I asked.

“No, we start at Bolt and Katrina’s cabin.”

I made a face. “When did that change?”

“I got a text while in the shower. We’re all meeting and then headed out for drinks. Better to gather everyone first.”

Whatever. I knocked. Julie opened the door wearing black lingerie. Her lace top hid almost nothing and her bottoms, dual layers of more lace, hung like a tight skirt only a few inches down her thighs. A small triangle hid her pussy.

“Come in, dear friends,” she beamed, briefly kissing Laurie on the lips and hugging me.

We were the last to arrive. The men were all dressed like me; basic business casual, but the women looked amazing with each of them showing plenty of skin front and back. They wore sheer tops and short skirts. Laurie was actually the most conservative. I worried the club dress-code would turn us away.

Bolt sat on the arm of a chair talking to Greg so I kissed Laurie’s cheek and headed that way. She went off with Julie and Helen. I joined the conversation and took Greg’s side in an argument about basketball. We talked for a while until a slight commotion from the back of the room stopped us.

Katrina slowly walked through the room. She wore her wedding dress from the ceremony, or rather the outer layer of lace, and as she drew closer I realized she wore no bra or panties beneath. Her pale round globes were topped with sensitive pink nipples and her clean-shaven slit was obvious. She met the gaze of each man she passed until coming to stand before Bolt. I noticed the women had followed at a slight distance, anticipation on their faces. Even Laurie seemed to wait for something.

Katrina reached on her tippy-toes to kiss her new husband before sinking to her knees and drawing down his zipper.

Here we go again, I thought, looking to Laurie, wondering if we should leave. Laurie was as spellbound as the other women.    

Katrina pulled out his soft cock and began kissing the head. He began to grow right away. I shifted uncomfortably and tried again to meet Laurie’s eyes but she was riveted. Katrina opened her mouth and subserviently wiggled the man’s penis towards her tonsils.

Greg and Jason lowered their zippers too. I thought they intended to masturbate while watching the lovely girl but Katrina shuffled her knees closer and took each man in hand. After a moment, she moved her sucking mouth away from Bolt and sucked Jason deep. He drew a sharp breath at the wonderful sensation of Katrina’s hot, wet opening. Greg moved closer, eager, and Katrina shifted her attention to the older man. All three looked down on her orally worshipping their meat.

This new bride played by different rules.

I tried again to catch my wife’s eye. I felt awkward and out of place. Laurie watched Katrina, mesmerized, only looking up at the last instant. When she saw me staring, she gave a tiny jerk of her chin. I had no idea what she meant. She did it again and then, exasperated by my dull-wit, left the girls and circled around behind me.

“Let her suck your cock,” my wife whispered, her voice strained with tension.

My mind couldn’t believe my ears. I didn’t turn to look at her, instead keeping my gaze fixed on the spectacle before me. Soft slurping and gentle moans drifted between us. Beautiful Katrina licked and sucked each man and their collective faces told me all I needed to know about her skills. I watched one veiny cock after another slip and slide into that gorgeous face. Laurie was telling me to join them? Katrina would suck my dick too? It sounded too good to be true.

Laurie is a woman of action and she showed me the truth of that statement yet again. I felt her hand snake around my waist and under my sportscoat and her fingers draw down my zipper. My wife pulled out my dick and offered it to the pretty girl on her knees. I held my motherfucking breath, let me tell you. A man might have one such moment in his lifetime. My wife held my penis for another woman to suck.

That pale face swung my way and those ruby lips opened wide. Her jet hair framed her face and made her emerald eyes striking. In slow motion, I watched this breathtaking creature close her lips on my dick. The heat of her mouth jolted me and I grunted in satisfaction, spellbound.

“Let’s not worry too much about rules,” my wife whispered hoarsely. “We’re more than a thousand miles from home and under the laws of no country on Earth.”

I may have nodded, I’m not sure. I was lost in those big pools of green and that hot, snug, sucking mouth. Katrina’s tongue was busy in there, teasing under the tip of my dick and circling the sensitive ridge. My right leg trembled. My heart, which had stopped completely, started again with a lurch. Katrina pulled out my balls and licked them with a flat tongue. I moaned involuntarily.

When she turned her attention to Jason, I took over with my hand. A body stepped next to me and I saw Harry offer his penis as well. Katrina had us all; Bolt, Greg, Jason, Harry, and myself, in the palm of her hand. She spent a little time working each man while her hands stroked those who waited, until it was our turn to get sucked again. When her mouth closed on me a second time, I remembered what Laurie had told me about the girl and directed her to suck me the way I liked. She was eager to please. I was fully erect and throbbing, hypnotized by this incredibly pretty girl. We all were. Katrina’s eyes glittered with devilish pride.

When Greg left our circle, we simply shuffled around to fill his place. I was pleased to see him leave as that meant Katrina could spend more time on each of us. When Harry backed away, I was thrilled. Again, more for me.

I studied Bolt’s face but he seemed as enthralled as the rest of us. He had to know she planned this, right? Did she just surprise her new husband? The idea that she caught him unaware sent my heart pounding.

Down to three men, Katrina had us side by side. Bolt and Jason have much bigger dicks than me and standing this close made that fact obvious. I wondered if that was Harry’s reason for leaving. My intimidation evaporated the moment Katrina closed her lips around me again.

I don’t know what tipped me off. You probably saw this coming from a mile away. One second I’m deeply enjoying Katrina sucking my dick and the next I hear a little bell in my head telling me to check on my wife. I tore my eyes away from the goddess on her knees and sent them darting around the room, looking for Laurie. Katrina responded by dropping her jaw and sucking my entire scrotum into her mouth, stirring my nuts inside their pouch. I gasped as the pleasure smashed into me.

“Don’t worry about her,” Katrina said, pausing long enough to speak. “Let her have some fun. You get what you want, she gets what she wants.”

What?

She aimed my dick at the back of her throat and slid her lips down my shaft. Good God. My legs almost buckled. She sucked hard and I felt cum start to rise.

Wait. What?

Oh yeah: my wife.

I again ripped my eyes away from Katrina. Where was Laurie? What was happening? Only Jason, Bolt, Katrina, and myself remained in this main room but I saw a light on in the room at the end of the hall.

Everyone had moved to a bedroom and Laurie was with them.

Katrina circled me with both hands and stroked in time with her bobbing mouth. Her nose brushed my trim pubic hair every trip down. I hated the idea of making her stop. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain yet I prayed she’d never stop. That she was so pretty in addition to so skilled made the blowjob mind-bending. There’s nothing like the heightened pleasure of seeing a pretty face down there with your dick stuck in it. Even if she’s unskilled, an exquisite face can go a long way. Katrina was stunning and accomplished.

By sheer force of will, I held my dick around the root and pulled myself from her sucking maw. I hated myself for doing it, but it needed to be done. Didn’t it? Jason quickly took my place, aiming his hefty cannon at her. She forgot about me in two seconds confronted with that fat spear. I zipped up and headed down the hall.

I was too late.

Laurie was naked on the bed with Greg between her legs. Harry and Helen sat in a corner, watching. Julie suckled one of Laurie’s large breasts and Melissa straddled my wife’s face, feeding her pussy. Laurie had her arms wrapped around Melissa’s thighs. Greg held his massive curving erection in one hand while supporting his weight with the other. He wore a condom, which quickly relaxed some tangled knot inside me, but his cock was almost touching her hairy pussy and that freaked me the fuck out. My ears filled with the roar of jet engines. The floor tilted

“Laurie?” I said, controlling my voice. “What the fuck is this?”

Greg threw me a grin over a shoulder.

“Is that my husband?” I heard her say.

“I’m here. Are you all right?”

“Come over here, Baby. Let me see you.”

I moved near the headboard. Melissa pulled back enough my wife could turn her head. Laurie’s eyes were hopeful.

“I made him wear protection,” she whimpered. Her expression was rampant desire. My wife desperately wanted another man, this man, to fuck her.

My brain shut down. I ran my gaze over them all; Laurie with her legs spread and her chin wet. Melissa with her puffy pussy lips, gleaming with my wife’s saliva. Greg, thick and vein covered weapon in hand. He was sealed behind latex, yes, but Laurie would feel the tremendous difference between him and me. In my pants sat a semi-erect penis still wet from Katrina’s attention. Despite my situation, I felt confused. I expected anger but all I could do was take in the wild scene before me. No single thought or emotion came through.

Laurie waited as hope faded, replaced by a growing need. Her beautiful hazel eyes met mine without flinching. She wanted my blessing.

I waited too long. Laurie crossed some internal threshold and reached for Greg’s thigh. With her eyes locked to mine, she pulled the older man closer. His cock bumped her leg and then spread her labia like a snowplow, forcing them open and away. My wife gasped loudly at the fat intrusion, working her fingers into a better grip on his leg and firmly pulling him forward.

“Ung, God, don’t stop, Greg,” she said.

I couldn’t look away. I had to watch. My mind felt suspended in a cloud. His thick cock stretched the rubber to transparency and he worked the head around her opening briefly before finding the right spot.

“Right there,” Laurie gasped.

His abs flexed and her fingers dug into his thigh. He made a small adjustment of his knees and then pushed his cock into my lovely wife.

“Gnngh!” she groaned. “Fucking…thick.”

Julie had left the bed and now stood beside me.

“Isn’t your wife beautiful?” she asked.

Her question stunned me. How could I even consider such a thing at a time like this? I faced Julie and she smiled and with a jerk of her chin suggested I look at my wife.

I studied Laurie’s face, contorted now with intense pleasure.

Greg eased his weight lower and another few inches of cock disappeared inside my woman. Melissa fed her pussy to Laurie again. Greg took that as a sign and drove as much cock as my wife could take deep inside her. Laurie groaned loudly, making fists and smacking the bed. Greg withdrew his dick, shiny wet with her excitement, and shoved almost every inch in again. Laurie raised her hips to meet his thrust.

Julie was right. Laurie was beautiful. Her cheeks were flushed and her lips full. Her lovely hazel eyes sparkled with excitement. My wife grabbed Melissa’s thighs again and pulled the pussy close, feasting on the offered cunt. The women watching chuckled. They’d seen this before. Laurie was theirs now, all hesitation gone.

Julie led me to a nearby chair.

“I’ll stay with you,” she said, her eyes kind. “It’s never easy the first time. I’ve seen Greg break strong men but I don’t believe that will happen this time. You and Laurie love each other so completely, you’ll be fine. You’ll be surprised how few encounters you’ll need before watching your wife with Greg excites you.”

I studied her face. She absolutely believed what she was saying. Is that what she’d learned from her swinger life? I couldn’t imagine ever being okay with what I was seeing. I stared at the floor, glancing at Laurie only occasionally.

Melissa left the bed and circled around to kneel opposite Julie. She placed her hands over mine.

“What’s the harm, Steve?” she murmured. “We’re all friends. There is no real threat. My husband went through the same thing and now he craves it, and trust me when I say you’ll love the new Laurie.”

I had serious doubts. I did not understand the reality they described but I sure understood when Melissa reached for my zipper. Julie added her hands and in moments they had me free. Both women began to suck.

The situation had me utterly overwhelmed and that’s embarrassing to admit. I run a major hospital for Christ’s sake. I do not spook easily. But another glance showed Greg hovering over my wife, moving slowly in and out, and she’d wrapped her arms around his neck and her long legs around his hips. She was welcoming him inside without reluctance or regret.

I turned my attention to the distraction in my lap. Melissa held my scrotum in her mouth while Julie sucked hard on the head, working to make me cum and then backing off every time I started. They kept me there, on the edge, for as long as Greg needed to make Laurie orgasm. My wife’s cries of hot passion drove me crazy. How strange it was not to be the cause of them this time. She clung to him while his fat cock stoked her to further heights but all I could do was watch. After that the ladies concentrated on making me climax and while my head went in a dozen different directions simultaneously, I came like an earthquake anyway.

How could I hear the sweet voice of the woman I loved and not respond? How could I hear those gasps and moans and not feed off them? Each time I watched Greg rip another satisfied groan from my wife jealousy would lance through my guts like a hot spear, followed immediately by a surge of blood to my dick.

When his thrusting hips pushed her into another orgasm, I came too. Julie vacuumed my load, gulping and teasing with her tongue. Laurie thrashed beneath Greg, convulsing as her powerful climax twisted her into knots. I couldn’t look away. My dick became a fountain. Greg pounded faster and harder until releasing his huge load into the condom. My last coherent thought for a time was thank God he wore one.

I heard murmuring and felt the ladies depart, taking Greg with them. When I opened my eyes, Laurie lay spread-eagle on the bed, her pussy a gaping hole, slowly closing. She floated in a euphoric cloud, body tingling with post-orgasmic bliss. I left my chair to slide beside her, kissing her cheek and resting my head on her shoulder. Neither of us moved for a long time. Sounds of sex drifted down the hall and I knew our gang of outlaws continued the party in the living room. I imagined every man taking his turn with Katrina.

“Are you okay?” Laurie whispered, finally, eyes still closed.

I had no idea and said so.

“It’s just sex, Baby,” she mumbled, still basking in the afterglow.

And there it was. In that moment, I understood. Laurie had compartmentalized this experience. Curious from the first day we met them, my wife had discovered a way to explore without risk. In her mind, anyway.

“Just sex,” I muttered.

She opened her eyes to slits. “You enjoyed Katrina and Julie and Melissa. Should I be worried you’re going to leave me or was it just sex?”

A woman’s moan floated down the hall, perfectly timed. Laurie smiled lovingly.

“Just sex,” I said again.

“Our normal life waits for us at home,” she said. “Out here we can be anyone. I implore you to see all this for what it is, and not what you fear.”

Damn, she’s good.

Another heart-felt moan hung in the air and Laurie grinned mischievously. 

“Let’s go see who is doing what to whom,” she said, rising. “But lose your clothing, if that’s okay. You’re the only one still dressed.”

She does this with everything. When she had a real estate case she studied and got her license first. When she defended a cop, she went on several dozen ride-alongs. She’s learned how to fire weapons and scuba dive and hang glide and parachute.

I should have seen this coming.

I piled my clothing on top of hers and held her hand as we moved to the living room. Katrina was on her knees, head down, ass up, and Greg stood over fucking her deep and hard. She was a mess. Her pussy was a glaze of sperm. Rivulets ran down both thighs and sticky milk coated her butt. I guessed every man there had already cum inside her at least once except for Greg because he’d been with Laurie. He held Katrina’s firm ass and dropped his naked cock like a pile driver. Fucked senseless by an unending procession of hard dick, Katrina’s eyes had rolled back in her head. Greg moved his hands to her tiny waist and drove his cock deep one last time before bellowing like a bull and discharging a quart of hot semen. I think Katrina may have climaxed again from his massive intrusion.

“That’s wild,” I whispered. “What an inconceivably hot scene. Impressive Greg was ready to go again so soon.”

Laurie did not respond so I turned to face her. She was in shock. She held two fingertips against her lips, eyes wide with disbelief. I couldn’t tell if she wanted to save Katrina or she wanted to be Katrina.

All around our little dark angel was the gang, captivated. The men were on their feet, spent cocks hanging down. The women sat together, masturbating each other as they watched one of their own used like a whore.

I moved my eyes to Bolt. He’d married that woman just twenty-four hours earlier. Now she carried within her womb seed from every man in the room except me. All his best friends had fucked his wife, adding their sperm to his. What a honeymoon.

Laurie squeezed my arm and leaned close.

“Can you get hard again yet?”

My stomach flipped. I knew exactly why she was asking. My wife wanted me to join the other men in the debasement of sweet Katrina. She wanted me to fuck that woman in front of her new husband.

“You want me to fuck her?”

“Yes! God, yes. I’d do it but I don’t have a cock.”

“Why? Won’t you get jealous?”

“I’d get jealous if you bought her flowers or wrote her a poem. Right now, I just want to watch you add to her disgrace. It’s fucking hot as Hell.”

I looked at Katrina again. She was slowly coming back around, blinking her eyes as her breathing returned to normal. Her pink, raw, bald slit was covered in sugar frosting. Her luscious tits were mashed against the floor. I did want to fuck her. What man wouldn’t? But all that sperm put me off too much, not to mention how utterly bizarre this scene was.

“I can’t,” I told Laurie.

“Too many people?” she asked, sympathetically.

“Yes.” I was suddenly ready to leave. This was all too much. The image of Greg so recently fucking my wife flash through my mind but what panicked me more was my desire for Katrina. She looked helpless and eager and some Viking gene buried in my bones wanted to ravage the girl like a coastal village. Laurie took my hand and kissed my earlobe.

“We can leave, Baby. I see it on your face. I’ll let them know.”

She moved across the room and spoke in hushed tones and then motioned me to follow her to the bedroom. We dressed in silence and then returned to the main room where we saw Jason lube his dick using semen from Katrina’s legs and then aim his cock at her asshole. I could sense how badly Laurie wanted to stay and watch.

Julie and Melissa gave her a hug and Laurie kissed Greg briefly on the lips. She waved to the others, except Katrina, and they all waved goodbye to me. I ducked out, feeling bashful and unsophisticated. Laurie took my arm. The cold night air whistled through the superstructure. I waited for her to say something but once we’d climbed two decks in silence, I thought I’d better.

“Sorry to put a damper on things,” I said.

“You didn’t, Honey. I’m shocked at how far things went so I perfectly understand your eagerness to leave. I’d never want to feel like I was forcing something on you. I don’t mind making you uncomfortable because I believe we could use more of that in our life, but uncomfortable is miles away from forcing. Honestly, there were numerous times tonight I was uncomfortable too but holy shit, can you believe what we just did?”

“No, I really can’t.”

“Take me back to the room and fuck me, husband, and if it’s too soon to get hard, eat me until I beg you to stop.”

Either it was too soon or I was too rattled, but I couldn’t get hard. I ate her pussy with extra enthusiasm, even for me because I love doing that to her, and refused to stop even after she begged. I kept going, images from the night flashing in my mind, until she came a third time and pushed my mouth away with all her strength. I almost had her in tears.

Chapter 7

I sensed my wife and I were now inexorably linked to those villains and I was right. For the next few days, nothing happened. Laurie and I went about our vacationing business. True, we were hot for sex every waking second and fucked like crazy, but of our new gang of friends we saw nothing.

That changed three days later by the pool. Bolt and Katrina showed up, delighted to see us, and I had to admit of all the group, I liked them best. They didn’t want to intrude but I insisted and pulled lounge chairs over for them. Right away they said the others would not be coming as they partied much too hard last night.

“You guys do that a lot,” I said, playfully.

Katrina blushed! I’d not thought such a thing possible. Bolt chuckled and she smacked his leg humorously.

“That night was not supposed to happen like that,” Katrina said, keeping her voice low.

“No?” asked Laurie.

“No,” Katrina continued. “I was going to surprise everyone by blowing Bolt in front of them but then another hard dick waved in my face. I can’t say no and Bolt knows it. I’m lucky because he likes to watch me with someone else. I have zero will power.”

I remembered Laurie telling me something similar but hearing it directly from her mouth got my penis swelling. The woman was fucking sexy as hell. She wore a simple black bikini yet still oozed sex. I glanced around and every man was looking at her or trying to look at her without getting caught by the wife and kids.

Then I noticed something else. They also tried to get a look at Laurie. I turned my attention on my wife. She wore a bikini too, pink and blue floral, cut to show more skin then Katrina. She was older than the girl but still fit. Her ass was round and her tits nice and big.

In that instant, I saw her, for the first time in a very long time, the way other men might. My wife was sexy. Large, expressive hazel eyes, long, luxurious chocolate hair, a curvaceous woman’s body with hips and tits; Laurie was gorgeous. Had I grown numb and complacent? Yes. Another thunderbolt followed when it dawned on me I was only able to see her like this because I’d recently seen her with Greg. Threatened with loss, I was forced to reappraise the true value of what I had.

I suddenly felt like shit. Why hadn’t I been looking at Laurie the way I looked at Katrina? Because I’d grown accustomed to her. I resolved to do better.

“I hope you guys don’t think less of me,” Katrina concluded.

“I don’t,” I said. “Not at all. We’re all adults and tell me, who was hurt?”

Laurie gave me a curious but approving look.

“I feel the same way,” she told Katrina. “If you guys fine with it, I’m fine with it. No judgements from me.” She turned her attention to me but continued speaking to Katrina. “In fact, in many ways, I envy you.”

My eyebrow lifted in step with the curl of her smile.

Bolt asked how the water was and I said the pool was heated. He left us to go swim. I stayed in the conversation until Laurie and Katrina started discussing different designers of women’s fashion and then I slapped my sunglasses on and leaned back. I kept my head angled so I could gawk at both their lovely bodies from behind my dark lenses. They lowered their voices again and Laurie scooted her chair several inches closer. Girl-talk, I supposed.

After a time, Laurie reminded me we had dinner reservations so we collected our things and said goodbye. Laurie kissed them both briefly on the mouth. Katrina kissed my lips and Bolt shook my hand. On the walk to our suite Laurie said: “When we get to Honolulu, Katrina and I would like to have a foursome with you and Bolt.”

I stumbled but kept walking. What an amazing range of emotions that passed through me. Strangely, Bolt was no threat and the idea of Katrina beneath me flipped my stomach. I was intimidated and intensely aroused.

“I’m surprised,” I said. “He’s not your type.”

She turned to me and kissed my mouth with passion. Her tongue slipped in and I felt her body heat.

“He’s hot, built, and has a big swinging dick,” she breathed. “Katrina says he fucks like a goddamn horse. Types are for relationships which lead to marriage.”

“Is Greg your type?”

Her purposeful stride faltered only briefly. When we got to our suite, we ripped our clothes away and fucked just inside the front door. Neither of us mentioned our upcoming date with the newlyweds but we both felt the intensity from the idea.

Days later, Honolulu came over the horizon. 

Chapter 8

Solid land felt weird. We’d grown accustomed to the gentle rolling of the gargantuan vessel so when we disembarked, our feet hit the ground like iron. We had four days to wander and explore, eat, drink, and be merry. I imagined somewhere in there we’d rendezvous with Katrina and Bolt and I had no idea where that might lead or how it would even come about.

But that’s not what happened. That’s not what happened at all.

Laurie and I checked into our hotel room at the Embassy Suites, just a quick cab ride from the deep-water port outside the city. Laurie wanted to stretch her legs and I did too so despite the late hour, we dropped our overnight bags on the bed and headed out the door. Minutes later we turned right on Kalia Road and hit a brisk pace.

The firm footing felt good. Laurie and I are hikers when we have the time and nothing gets you a feel of a city like street level. We powered past city parks and monuments, an army museum, and more skyscrapers than you can count. We made a few more turns at random and then heard island music ahead. My wife looked at me and I smiled. She aimed for it and minutes later we entered a dive-bar sandwiched between two huge business buildings. I imagined a decades-long legal battle to get them off that spot yet here they stood. The place was called Sperm Whales and Laurie and I laughed when we read the sign.

“Seems somehow appropriate for this vacation,” she chuckled.

I nodded in agreement.

A pretty hostess directed us to a booth facing the stage and a waitress took our order. We sat there drinking and listening to good music, watching people dance and have a great time. Hours sailed by. At last, the band announced one last song and then Laurie and I were out the door walking along the beach. There were clusters of late night partyers, small campfires burning here and there. We stayed down by the warm water where the sand was firm.

After a hundred yards, we drew near a small green tent with three men seated around a fire pit. I tried to subtly veer away, walking a little more in the water, but one of the guys, a mop of brown curls on his head, said hello to Laurie.

“Hi yourself,” she responded.

The guys were college age and looked native, all three shirtless, smooth-chested, and friendly. A guy wearing a shell necklace raised a bottle of wine.

“Have a drink with us,” he said, obviously buzzed.

No thank you, was headed out my mouth when Laurie said okay and steered for them. I followed and a moment later we were resting our asses on a large piece of driftwood. I had on shorts and a white polo and Laurie still wore her peasant skirt and billowy blouse from earlier, so she had to tuck the hem under her legs when she sat or flash her panties. Necklace took a gulp and handed my wife the bottle.

“I’m Denny,” he said, pointing at his hairless chest. He pointed next at Mop of Curls. “That’s Chaz.” He swung his finger around to the remaining guy. “Buddy.”

“I’m Laurie,” my wife said. “And this is my husband, Steve.”

“Where you from?” asked Buddy. I noticed he had a sea turtle tattoo on his shoulder. 

“San Diego,” I said. “We’re taking the Ring of Fire cruise around the Pacific.”

“Sweet.”

The bottle came to him and he took a swig and handed it to me. I sipped some sweet red wine and passed the bottle to Chaz, who pushed it back.

“Take a drink, bro, you don’t need to worry. We’ve got five bottles chilling in the surf. Drink all you want. Mi casa su casa.”

He smiled broadly revealing two rows of perfect white teeth. I gulped a mouthful and then gulped a second.

Chaz, Denny, and Buddy were all right. They were enjoying a gap year from college and living virtually homeless on the beach. Denny’s mother had a flat where they could crash if needed but for the most part they hung out, met new people, and enjoyed life. I was surprised to catch Laurie gazing whimsically at Chaz as he spoke. We used to laugh at unmotivated hippies like this, but a lot had changed recently. Clearly, my wife was developing new ways to look at lots of things.

Time passed and the conversation ambled everywhere. Sometimes we’d break of in pairs and follow a topic. Sometimes one person spoke and held the attention of the entire group. Buddy retrieved a new bottle each time we needed one. Laurie insisted on giving them money to replace what we drank, but they refused.

I was engaged with Denny, discussing his engineering degree, when movement from the corner of my eye made the hairs on my arm stand up. I tilted my head ever so slightly and saw Laurie and Chaz engaged in a heated kiss. Her hands rose to his face. His hand dropped to her full tit. Denny gave me a questioning eye, wondering what was happening. I turned to watch the kiss and then looked back, giving him a small shrug.

We all turned to watch the kiss; that one, and many more. When Laurie stopped to catch her breath, she moved to her knees and reached across to kiss Buddy, who eagerly returned her attention. His hand went to her breast as well but then Laurie stunned me, dropping her hand to his crotch and squeezing what she found there. Their kissing took a turn for the passionate and Denny looked at me wondering what the fuck was going on.

Chaz moved close to my wife and both men took turns kissing and touching her. I realized the moment where I was supposed to object had passed several minutes ago and I had to ask myself why I’d been silent. I watched Laurie making out with these two younger men and she was sexy. She was beautiful. I saw their excitement, their growing desire for my wife and it excited me too. When Laurie softly moaned, my heart skipped a beat.

Was Julie right?

Chaz loosened the draw strings of his trunks and freed his dick. He was about my size but uncircumcised and surrounded by bushy pubes. He took Laurie’s hand and curled it around his shaft and the instant she realized what he’d done, she lowered her mouth to his cock. I sat entranced, watching her pink lips slither around the smooth skin-covered head and travel down his length. Buddy and Denny gave me a moment to say something and when I didn’t, they began taking their shorts off.

Now my wife had three hard dicks in her face. Denny was about the same size as Chaz but Buddy was bigger than any of us. I don’t know why it mattered, but it did. I seemed to check every time. Laurie moved at random, sucking each young man, playing with their cocks, learning the feel of them.

“Can we fuck her?” Denny asked me.

Wow. So many thoughts crashed in on me. First, why did that decision fall to me? Why would he ask me and not Laurie? Laurie kept sucking but aimed her gaze my way. She was watching, studying me for my reaction. I couldn’t believe she’d allowed that decision to fall at my feet. Her feminist friends would be yelling at her right now. Buddy and Chaz looked at me hopefully.

What was happening to our married life?

“Condom,” I said.

I choked the word out, coughing the syllables from a dry throat.

Laurie groaned deeply, clearly pleased by my choice. Why would she leave that up to me? She’s the most independent and strong-willed woman I’ve ever known. Since when does she defer to me?

Chaz left the group to enter the tent and returned crestfallen; he held a single condom in his hand. All the guys stared at it. Slowly, their gaze swung around to Laurie. Now the choice is hers? This made no sense. I got to pick yes or no but having chosen yes, she picks whom? Whatever. Some primitive rules of order were operating here.

My wife looked at the rubber, at me, and then at three hard cocks waving in open air. Her eyes moved from one to the next and back again.

She arrived at Buddy.

I could only assume she picked him because he was biggest, and that fact lit my brain on fire. Instantly feverish, I gasped. I studied her face and saw the naughty gleam in her eye. She moved her gaze to me.

“Let’s move to the tent,” she said.

I could hardly draw breath. She’d made her choice based on size. Who was this woman? She never cared about size before this trip, but that was because she’d never known about size before this trip. Now we both understood it mattered to her.

The guys quickly took positions inside; Laurie got on all fours and had them sit so she could continue sucking Chaz and Denny while Buddy got behind her. There was no room for a fifth person so I stayed by the fire, watching them. Buddy tore open the pack and rolled the latex down his throbbing young dick and I grabbed the bottle of wine. I was tormented by the approaching inevitability, but I was also excited by it. Laurie looked spectacular. Buddy had pushed her skirt out of the way and her panties down to her knees. One of the guys had peeled her top and bra off and her big tits swung as she sucked hard dicks. I loved how badly they wanted my woman. They were all so incredibly stiff. Buddy looked ready to burst the condom. My wife mewled encouraging sounds, slurping loudly and teasingly lifting her ass.

Buddy bent his hard dick with one hand and pulled her butt cheek open. I knew exactly what he saw. I’d seen that view a million times. He eased his hips forward and I knew the moment of penetration by Laurie’s loud moan. Once he had an inch or two buried, he moved both hands to her waist and pushed his remaining inches deep. I thought my wife would die. Her loud and throaty moan filled the small tent.

“Jesus, Buddy,” she groaned. “You feel so good.”

I looked up and down the beach but it was far too close to sunrise for people to be out. A lone jogger came towards us but he was at least a mile away. I returned my attention to the scene unfolding. Laurie was enraptured. Was she channeling Katrina? The spontaneous freedom of her act fueled her passion. She’d felt impulsive lust and, for the first time maybe ever, did something about it. She sucked hard and met Buddy’s thrusts with a rutting slap of her ass against his hips. She wasn’t studying the swinger lifestyle; she was immersing herself in it. She’d taken the lessons learned from our encounters with our outlaw friends and now served herself new-found liberties.

“I’m close,” Chaz grunted.

I looked inside the tent at my wife taking on three young men. She was glorious.

“Where?” Chaz hissed between clenched teeth.

“Let me swallow it,” Laurie whimpered.

Chaz groaned and held her head with both hands while fucking her mouth. I knew so well that silky, warm, wet purse swaddling his dick. I heard Laurie choke briefly and gag once but mostly I just heard her drinking his cum. I was hard as diamond. She kept sucking until she’d taken every drop he produced.

She swung her attention to Denny and added a hand around his shaft. She was determined to get both loads in her belly. Denny leaned way back, his hands on the tent floor behind him, and let my wife suck him from balls to head and back again.

Buddy tried to stand over her but the low tent limited his height. He crouched to better drive his cock deep and Laurie winced at his thick invasion. He was unaware of the mild pain he caused in hot pursuit of orgasm and just kept driving his cock. I considered saying something but then saw on her face that Laurie actually liked the ache. I reminded myself she had chosen him for his size.

“Shit!” Denny yelled.

Laurie laughed around his throbbing erection as he began spewing hot sperm all over her teeth and tongue. She held on, vacuuming his load, as he squirmed and kicked and grunted.

“Take mine too,” Buddy growled, thrusting a few times before pushing all the way in to fill the rubber. “Unngh! Fuck! Tight!”

Denny collapsed on his back and started chuckling. Buddy convulsed with each spurt and my wife urged him to cum hard, to give her everything. When he finished, he pulled out with a sucking sound and joined the others on his back. Laurie smoothed her top into place and adjusted her skirt and panties, then sat with her legs beneath her on her calves. She wiped around her mouth and looked out the tent at me. I was unsure what the husband did next so I stood and extended my hand. I know she saw my erection tenting my shorts.

“Time to go, boys,” she said. “Thanks for everything.”

One of them raised a hand to wave. Laurie exited the tent and I handed her the wine to rinse her mouth. She kissed me deeply first, slipping an arm behind my neck and sending her tongue over to play with mine. Her mouth was spicy. She gulped wine and pushed the bottom of the bottle into the sand where they’d find it later.

“You’re amazing,” Laurie said, the tent less than twenty feet behind us. “Take me back to the hotel and fuck me to death.”

“What did I do?”

She stopped. “Self-confidence in a man is wildly sexy.”

Okay, I see that’s how it must have looked to her. I was still working though what it all meant to me but I sure welcomed her desire. My biggest fear is that these dalliances always meant she wanted them and not me, but so far every time she’s been with someone else its made her want me even more. We held hands and continued up the beach, circling around to reach our hotel by dawn.

Chapter 9

We never did see Katrina and Bolt. We barely saw Honolulu. We stayed in our hotel room for two days, fucking. We ordered room service when we were hungry but otherwise rarely left the bed, fornicating like animals every time we could. No way would I recover fast enough to keep up with her voracious appetite but I made up for my limp, exhausted dick with an eager and willing tongue. I left Laurie a ruined pile of flesh and bones in the middle of our bed.

I was on my way back from the bathroom when she murmured, her voice weak and worn out: “You’re an amazing man.”

I looked at her in the bed. She truly is a lovely woman. I did not know it at the time but she was about to sleep for ten straight hours.

I was not.

I wanted to be alone to think. I left her in bed and headed for the living room. I started a movie but kept the volume down. She was so deeply asleep she snored.

We talked dirty many times during our two-day sex-fest. We went on about how hot it was to just fuck three young men on a whim. We also talked dirty about her time with Greg and my time with Katrina. We talked dirty often and every time we did, we turned into rabid sex freaks, fucking wild and loud. We’d share our filthy memories and get each other crazy hot, reliving those intense moments together. It was a wonderful shared experience, but it also, after I came down to Earth, raised some complex questions for me. I wanted time alone because I needed to understand what was happening. I loved how hot we both got but why did it get us so hot?

I thought about it a long time. The movie finished and I started the next, ignoring it like I had the first. Slowly, comprehension blossomed.

I wanted Laurie out of control. I wanted Laurie slutty. From the first day we met we’d been serious and thoughtful and responsible. I’d never seen her act this way. I had no idea she even had it in her and I suspected she was as shocked as I. Laurie hungry for sex was an astonishing sight. I already hoped there’d be a next time and that revelation landed like a hammer.

I turned to watch my beautiful wife sleep. I’d seen no regret or remorse so I felt safe assuming she’d continue along this path until it ran its course. Whatever happened next, I was with her all the way.

My mind felt calm. I joined her in sleep.

The next day we finally left the room and I took Laurie shopping. She insisted she had all the clothing she needed until I marched her into a lingerie boutique.

“Oh,” she said, giving me a coy smile.

We left with a black mesh one piece cut high over her hips and thigh-high stockings to match. She added a black bow to hold her hair off her face or tie as a wide choker, depending on her mood. We’d never done something like this and our anticipated excitement had us tingling. We stopped for lunch and Laurie set the bag on the table. We both glanced at it frequently as we ate.

“Will we stop all this when we get home?” she asked.

I wiped my mouth with a napkin. “If you’d asked me that before today, I would have answered no. Now I’m not so sure.”

“Wow. Really? That’s exciting. What changed?”

“I see you so differently these days. My wife has become this sexual creature I can’t get enough of. I don’t know where all this is headed but it turns her on and that’s turning me on. I’m frightened, I can admit that, but I’m far more aroused than fearful.”

She studied my face as I spoke, nodding agreement.

“What about you?” I said.

She placed her hand over the paper bag containing her new negligee like she was swearing on a bible.

“I’m fucking ravenous,” she muttered. “I had no idea, not a single inkling, that such a woman lives inside me. I thought I was drawn to Greg and his gang out of simple curiosity but now I know there’s more going on. It’s intoxicating.”

We locked eyes, filled with an enthusiastic anticipation of what might come. There was nothing else to say. We faced too many possible situations to discuss them all so far better to wait and deal with them as they arrived, but even that was exciting. We finished lunch and wandered the city a while. We’d gotten an early start so we headed back to the hotel and signed up for some skin diving. After, we took a speedboat tour circling the island and then feasted like royalty at dinner. The next day we hiked Ewa Forest and covered the rest of Oahu with a helicopter ride. We were back onboard Beckoning Sea by sundown.

We showered and headed out for a drink and some music. We found Katrina in a bar, alone, while Bolt played in a blackjack tournament. I would not have thought the man smart enough and listening to Katrina describe how quickly he’s always eliminated, I learned I was right. We stayed with her, talking about our time on the island. Laurie left out her adventure on the beach. Bolt joined us after a couple hours.

“Aw,” said Katrina. “What happened, Baby?”

She opened her arms for a hug which pulled her simple black dress aside and flash me a nipple. Her legs parted slightly as she fought to balance and Laurie and I darted a glance at her white panties. We caught each other and smirked. Bolt stepped into her loving arms.

“I split cowboys,” he said. Doubling down and then losing. That game is hard.”

Katrina comforted her man. “Let’s go back to our room, Sweetie. I’ll make you feel all better.”

They kissed like the newlyweds they are.

“You coming with?” Katrina asked.

Laurie answered for us both. “Definitely.”

They took the lead and my wife and I watched Katrina’s hot ass sway. Bolt palmed her butt and she held his waist and we cut through the casino on our way to their cabin. I suspected something sexual was about to happen but I had no idea who would be touching whom. Either way, I was already getting excited. I leaned close to Laurie as we walked.

“Be my slut tonight,” I whispered.

Her eyes flashed. They held a question but meeting my gaze answered it. She grinned slightly.

“Utterly,” she said.

I ran my eyes over her body. I saw her in a new light. I noticed the way her top clung to the curve of her tits. I noticed the way the air lifted her long hair. She’d been reborn as a sexual creature to me, to herself, and, most exciting, to the men around her.

Bolt held the door open and we entered their suite. Katrina headed for the bedroom, announcing she need to change into something comfortable.

“I’ll help you decide,” Laurie said, following her.

I aimed for the bar and asked Bolt what he wanted.

“Just a beer,” he answered, pulling his phone from his pocket.

He entered the bathroom and shut the door. Suddenly alone, I got to work mixing drinks. I heard a muffled voice and left the bar to stand before the bathroom door. I pressed my ear.

“That’s what I’m telling you,” I heard Bolt say. “We have both in our suite right now…Okay, cool, see you soon.”

To whom was he speaking and why? I guessed in just a few minutes the rest of the gang would join us. Fine with me. Honestly, the idea of sex with Katrina one on one was intimidating. Why would she want me after having a young stud like Bolt throwing her around the bedroom?

I returned to the bar, remembering what the girls liked, and prepared everyone their preference. I even poured Bolt’s beer into a frosty mug for him. He exited the restroom and joined me on the couch. We waited for the girls.

Katrina wore white lace bra and panties. Laurie wore the negligee I’d purchased earlier and looked fantastic. The see-through one-piece and lace stockings accentuated her womanly body. I got a special jolt of excitement that she’d chosen to share it with others before wearing it for me alone.

“Daaaaaaamn,” Bolt drawled.

“Agreed,” I added.

The girls giggled their appreciation. They saw on our faces how stunning they were. Katrina took Laurie’s hand and had her pirouette for us and then Laurie did the same for Katrina. My heart ached to see my wife look so sexy, and she stood next to a much younger woman. She suffered nothing from the comparison.

A knock at the door startled the women.

“I wonder who that is?” Bolt said, unconvincingly. “I’ll check and see.”

The door swung wide and there was Greg, alone. My gaze jumped to Laurie for her reaction and my wife looked embarrassed to be wearing so little in front of him, but also excited for the same reason. He stepped inside and closed the door. He swept the room until he landed on Laurie and then he stopped. He’d found what he was looking for. Katrina nudged my wife forward with a shoulder.

“Hi,” Laurie said, suddenly shy.

“Hello,” Greg rumbled.

He wore jeans and a polo and while clearly in his fifties, he radiated strength and vitality. He looked my wife up and down like I wasn’t sitting right there. Their mutual attraction was electric.

Katrina came around the couch and stood between Bolt and me. She kissed her husband, gently thrusting her delicious ass closer to my face. Her panties were G-string and her smooth butt was inches away. All that pale skin beckoned me. Bolt slid his hands around and down to her ass and spread her cheeks. The underwear string traveled over her sphincter but hid nothing. I was staring directly at her winking little rosebud. One of his hands moved up to her bra and he deftly flipped the clasp. He hooked a strap with a finger and pulled the garment off. If I wanted to see her bare milky tits, I’d need to shift my position.

Laurie gasped softly and I turned. Greg was kissing up her neck to her ear. Her eyes met mine and he arousal was clear. My wife was horny and not for me.

This time, I loved it.

“Get his clothes off,” I told her.

Her eyelids fluttered at my capitulation. She pulled his shirt over his head, revealing his muscular but aged body, and then worked on his button fly. He pulled a condom from a pocket and kicked his shoes and pants off.

Laurie met my gaze again, unaware he held the rubber. She hooked his waistband and lowered his boxer briefs, uncovering his partially swollen and already thick, veiny cock. I had to stare at it but without homosexual feelings. I looked at that imposing beast for the threat it was and the damage it could do to my marriage. He was dauntingly bigger and I now knew that mattered to Laurie. His neatly shaved testicles hung low, large, swollen, and brimming with potent sperm. Her delicate fingers curled around the shaft and she kissed him. She began pumping his loose skin and kissed him again before meeting my eyes. His hands went to her mesh-covered tits and he softly teased them through the material. He ran a palm over her thigh-highs.

“You are such a sexy woman,” he growled.

I watched his cock growing in her hands. A thick vein running along the side split in two and disappeared at his circumcision scar.

He turned her away but her hand quickly found his growing erection again. She met my eyes once more. I saw her glittering wedding ring working his dick, sliding up and down his length as she made him hard. I expected her to turn and suck his cock but she didn’t. Her lips parted as she began breathing through her mouth. That she was doing this in front of me excited her more. Her bold acts of desire were deliberate. She needed to hide nothing and even had her husband’s blessing.

He tore the wrapper open and rolled the latex down his shaft. The rubber stopped with three inches of cock left to sheath. He was a big man.

He moved his hands to her shoulders and bent her slightly away.

“Put me in,” he commanded. “Guide my cock into your pussy.”

Laurie’s eye grew wide at his bold words. I saw how badly she wanted him. She reached under and pried apart Velcro I had no idea was there and the wide strap of material covering her pussy sprang open. My wife was still looking at me, breathing through her mouth, intensely watching me watching her with him.

The moment froze in my mind; his enclosed penis stuck between her legs, her hairy pussy swollen and revealed. Synapses closed in my brain and a decision was reached. I slid along the couch until inches from them and pinched the rubber tip of his condom. I pulled hard, stretching the latex, and with a snap freed him from his prison. Laurie’s eyes bulged at the sound, fully understanding what I’d done.

“Ooooooohhhhh, fuuuuuck,” she exhaled.

Her trembling legs almost gave out. For an instant, her eyes changed to an expression of Are you sure? but then felt his bare cock brush her labia. Skin against skin was too much for her to resist and she lifted her hips an inch.

Her expression said she couldn’t believe what I’d done.

I’d never been so horny in my life.

Fucking Hell! A big, hard, pulsing, vein-covered bare-naked cock was nudging my wife’s pussy. I tried to keep my eyes locked to hers but the sight of Greg getting closer and closer was too much.

“I must see this,” I whimpered.

She bit her bottom lip and gave me an understanding nod.

I scooted back on the couch. Laurie’s slit was so wet she glistened. I was eye-level with their hips, Greg’s erection close enough to kiss. Everything moved in half-time. He pulled an ass cheek out of his way and dipped his hips. As commanded, Laurie slipped a hand between her legs and I saw her fingers find him and steer him towards her opening. I looked up to find her watching me but I quickly returned my attention to her penetration. I was dying to see it.

Her palm slid under his cock and she lifted him. His head mashed her clitoris and she pushed him farther back, sliding his head along her slit until she felt the dip that meant he was over her hole. He felt it too. Blood surged and the vein on his dick stood out. Laurie placed a thumb under the tip of his cock and pressed, parting her labia. The tip passed from my sight, lost inside my wife.

“Fucking Hell,” I growled. My body felt ready to explode. “Fucking Hell.”

My wife gasped. She was feeling his girth now. He sank another inch and she reached back to squeeze his thigh.

The absence of a protective layer changed everything for everyone.

Greg hissed with pleasure, feeling her scorching pussy envelope his naked cock. Laurie almost sobbed with pleasure, truly allowing another man, a man she craved desperately, inside her body. I breathed fast and shallow, watching a perilous and utterly unprotected cock invade my beloved. The sight was breathtaking, heartbreaking, and spellbinding.

His rigid shaft spread her wide, her softness instant victim to his stiffness. He forced her open, expanding her tunnel as he sank deeper. Her pussy welcomed him, encasing and enveloping him, surrounding him in hot, wet, clinging folds of teasing flesh. He drew in the surrounding skin because of his girth and my wife felt it.

When he withdrew a bit, I saw her tunnel cling to him like a pink volcano. Her seal around his shaft was tight and strong. He pushed back in and my sweet wife groaned deeply from the penetration and I was hit with a thunderbolt; Greg would make Laurie orgasm. I’d not pictured that moment but I heard it now in her moans. This man would make my wife cum. That knowledge was a red-hot nail driven between my eyes.

I set the condom on the edge of the couch and stood, quickly undressing. Laurie seemed to beg my forgiveness. She was powerless before this man and hoped for my understanding.

Katrina rode Bolt while they watched Greg fuck my woman. Bolt had called Greg for exactly this reason and now they watched their secret plan unfold. Did their contribution to her fall excite them? I was sure it did.

I was soon naked and Laurie stared at my erection, her body jerking in time to his thrusts, her head wobbling on her neck. Greg had moved his hands to her hips and repeatedly drove his soaked inches far inside. She lifted her eyes to mine and then back to my hard dick. Whatever else I might be feeling; I was excited enough to get erect, and that put her in the clear.

My dick was leaking precum so on a whim, I plucked the condom from the couch and rolled it down my penis. On me, the rubber sheath reached all the way to my scrotum. I pushed the excess latex down around the base until the rubber was snug around the head. I wasn’t exactly sure why I did it, but the idea that my seed was trapped behind a barrier while his was free aroused me greatly. I leaned back so Laurie could see what I’d done and she was shocked. Her hand came up to cover her mouth.

“Baby,” she said. “It’s like you’ve made me his.”

I groaned at that one.

Greg thought the same thing and began fucking her harder. Laurie welcomed his assault with cries of pure bliss, closing her eyes to savor the stuffed to bursting sensations he gave her. She opened them again after a few moments and we shared another knowing look; I’m being fucked in front of you, her eyes seemed to say.

I’d never been harder.

“Baby,” she confessed. “He’s going to make me cum,”

Katrina and Bolt had slowed to watch this carnal spectacle. This was pure seduction. This was pure lust. Each thrust of his hips smashed our traditional wedding vows with a sledgehammer.

“He’s going to make me cum,” she said again.

I stood before her and held her sweet face in my hands. We kissed. Gazing into each other’s eyes, kissing with infinite passion, my wife’s eyes went wide with alarm, suddenly aware of reality.

“Can he cum inside me?” my wife asked.

“As much as he wants,” I answered.

“OOoooooohhhhhh fuuuuuuuuccccckkk!” she cried, the first convulsion of climax twisting her body so hard I had to steady her.

“Ohhh, fuck!” she cried again.

Her face contorted but she kept her eyes locked to mine. She was cumming on him, right in my face. She was orgasming hard on his naked cock like a slut while her loving husband looked on. Her mouth hung open, slack-jawed and stunned. 

“OOOOHHHHH FUCK!” she screamed, when it really hit.

Her body began to shake fiercely. She lost control and only Greg and I kept her standing, standing and continuing to take the pounding he gave. I knew he was inching towards orgasm himself but I had no intention of stopping him. Laurie watched my face and saw I knew what was coming and that I was handing her over and threw her head back, screaming again as another orgasm piled on top of the first. She was almost crying. She grabbed my latex-shrouded penis with and yanked hard, jerking me off as his cock made her cum.

He leaned his torso away from her and slapped his pumping hips against her butt. I wondered if he would shout something or tell her to take his load but he just ground his teeth and swelled bigger than ever. My wife was losing her mind on his meat. He covered his head with his strong arms and drew a deep and ragged breath which he held just moments before the first explosion.

“AAaagh!” he cried, and I knew he was spurting. We all knew.

“Nnugh!” he growled, pumping another one into her.

With each blast of semen, he grunted deep satisfaction and pleasure. He was seeding this woman, inseminating my wife right in front of me, pumping billions of sperm far inside. Laurie nodded her head vigorously, squeezing my dick and riding his.

He moved his hands to her waist and thrust faster. Still grunting, I marveled at how much ejaculate he had for her. He’d wanted this all along but I’d been the one to give it to him.

I took over from Laurie, wrapping my hand around hers and jacking my stiff penis as Greg began to slow. He still shot sperm into my wife, even now. After a few strokes of Laurie’s guided hand, I shuddered and filled the condom with my load. I was cumming as he was cumming.

Eventually, he slowed to a stop. He was breathing hard and sweating. I kissed Laurie as Greg backed away and his huge cock flopped free, followed by a small gush of semen. He staggered a few steps, taking in the beauty of a well-fertilized Laurie. She fell against my chest and we sank to the floor.

Katrina and Bolt continued fucking but we didn’t care. Laurie was kissing me, slow and meaningful. My chest was tight and my mouth dry. Greg dropped onto the couch, manspreading his knees. His fat, spongy cock rested on the seat cushion, sparkling with my wife’s juices. I turned her around to face it, nibbling her nape and kissing her ear.

“Crawl over there and get that beast in your mouth,” I said.

She was weak, but she did it. Greg held his snake for her and Laurie slipped his tube into her mouth. Now my real reason for sending her to him became obvious. She was on all fours, ass and pussy aimed right at me, when I spread her butt cheeks and licked her puffy slit.

“Nnnnngh!” she groaned, and tried to turn to look at me.

Greg held her face in his lap, pinning her with his cock in her mouth. I licked again and her body jumped. I knew she was terribly sensitive after hard orgasms so I licked soft and gentle, driven by a need to make her cum again. He’d given her several. I had to give her at least one. I burrowed my face deep and flicked her engorged clit.

It took a long time. Greg had made her cum so hard she needed to recover, but eventually she did. She fought us when her climax approached but I held her body and Greg held her head. She came like a hurricane, kicking and squirming. I wiped my face and kissed her.

“Bedroom,” Greg told Katrina.

She gave him a smile and a nod. He helped Laurie stand and steered her towards the master bedroom. I followed. We climbed on the huge bed, Laurie between us, and she tugged the condom off my shriveled dick. She sucked me softly a minute before turning her attention to him.

We took our time, Greg and I, pleasing my wife and Laurie doing the same to us. Greg got hard before me and pulled her on top, facing away so he could watch his big cock slip in and out. I tugged her negligee off but left her stockings on. Freed, I feasted on her big tits.

“He came in me,” she murmured, after a time.

I kissed her mouth. “Yes, he did, and it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Baby, this is magical.”

I teased her nipple and kissed her mouth again.

“Can I fuck whomever I wish?” she asked, body rocking.

My heart somersaulted behind my ribs. “Yes,” I heard myself say, excited beyond measure but wondering what I’d agreed to. She put her hands on his shins and began rolling her hips up and down, polishing his massive pole.

“Stand up,” she said. “Put your dick in my mouth while I fuck him. I think I can cum again and I want to be sucking your penis when I do.”

She did cum again. She came again about thirty minutes later when he fucked her like a dog. I shot a load down her throat while he filled her womb a second time.

Katrina and Bolt joined us and Katrina curled up next to me. Bolt fed my wife his cock. He was hefty too, only slightly smaller than Greg. I was spent for the moment so I held Katrina while we watched her husband fuck my wife. Katrina played with my dick but I had nothing in the tank now so we just cuddled and enjoyed the wild sight before us. When Bolt got close to orgasm, he asked Laurie where she wanted him to cum.

“Ask Greg,” she answered. She was looking at me when she answered him. That sent blood flowing to my dick again.

“Swallow Bolt,” Greg said. “I’ll be the only man filling your pussy tonight.”

Katrina sucked me while I watched my wife drink Bolt as ordered. I never got hard enough to cum again but Katrina’s mouth felt amazing. Bolt finished and crawled over to join us and we watched insatiable Laurie climb between Greg’s thighs. My wife had a powerful desire for this older man and she was taking advantage of the night I’d given her. They caressed and kissed and nuzzled for hours.

“You know he’ll get hard again if you wait long enough,” Katrina warned. “I’ve seen that look in his eyes before. I’ve been the cause of that look in his eyes before. My first night with Greg lasted until dawn. You sure you want to just hand Laurie over to him like that? This is not exactly your thing.”

I followed Laurie’s stockings up her legs and over her thighs, pleased she’d kept them on. Greg palmed a big tit, casually stroking her nipple. My wife practically purred.

“I think it might be,” I said.

“What happened to his condom? Is your wife on birth control?”

I shook my head gently. “No. This is as real as it gets.”

“I understand that,” Bolt said.

“The intensity is intoxicating,” I added. “Utterly addicting.”

Laurie and Greg were kissing again. She had the length of her body pressed against his. His long and meaty cock draped over her leg like a sleeping snake.

Katrina kissed my cheek.

“If you want intensity,” she said. “Go home and leave her here with him. I’ll bring her to you in the morning. I promise you, you’ll understand why animals chew their own leg off to escape a trap.”

I caught a glimpse of what she meant. Laurie and I were rookies, despite how seasoned I felt now. There was much to learn, much to experience. A shiver ran up my spine. I wasn’t ready to be separated from her like that.

“I get what you’re saying,” I said, chastised.

Laurie had begun to nibble on Greg’s nipples and that caused his cock to start swelling again. His dick straightened, sliding up my wife’s thigh until pointing at her pussy.

“I warned you,” Katrina said.

Laurie kissed a trail down his body until she reached his heavy, hanging balls. She swabbed them inside their fleshy pouch, rolling the egg-sized testicles around and slathering his scrotum with saliva. She lifted his growing shaft and draped the beast across her face, tonguing lower until Greg snorted. I knew my wife was licking his sensitive asshole.

“Greg turns us all into sluts,” Katrina breathed.

Laurie loved Greg’s cock. I could tell by the way she handled it. She dropped it across her throat or rested the fat tube on a shoulder. She seemed to enjoy the weight of the thing. He took longer to get fully erect this time but once he was my wife rolled onto her back, pulling him forward. He eased between her open legs. She kept one hand on his cock and with a smile, guided him home, kissing his mouth as she maneuvered him to her opening. Already full of cum, he slipped right in.

This time they made love with lots of eye-contact, moving slowly, kissing frequently. It was much harder to watch than raw fucking.

“You okay with this?” Katrina murmured. “We can go to another room.”

I tried to swallow. “I’m all right,” I said.

Greg began to leak. Lumpy milk oozed from the hole at the tip of his impressive cock and trickled down the shaft. If he still had that much left after cumming twice, how much sperm had he pumped into my wife? The thought thrilled me and I was done trying to understand why. Laurie let his semen flow until it reached her hand and dribbled over her knuckles. At that point, my wife finally looked at me. She held my gaze while reverently licking his batter. He lovingly stroked her head, adoring his sweet pet.

Truth was, while more difficult to witness, seeing them together in this way had a bigger impact. My exhausted penis struggled to rise. Katrina took that as a request and slid down to suck me. I continued watching my wife and Greg while receiving a fantastic blowjob. Much later, when Greg inseminated my lovely wife for the third time, I shot a few spurts which Katrina swallowed. 

Chapter 10

“Ready?” I asked Laurie.

She gave me a playful smile.

We were back in our cabin after the remarkable night spent with Katrina, Bolt, and Greg. We’d slept a few hours but awoke thrilled over what had happened. We tried to have sex but my dick wasn’t quite ready yet, so I went down on her until she came screaming.

We could not stop talking about our night. She described an awakening sensation and I understood completely.

“It’s like we’ve been born again in our old skins,” she said.

I felt some gesture was required, some act to make our rebirth official. At first I considered Champagne but then I had a more appropriate idea.

“Stop squirming,” I joked.

“I can’t,” she said. “I’m too excited. Hurry up.”

“Put your foot up there and stop moving.”

She did as told. I powered up my razor and placed the trimmer at the edge of her pubic hair. One smooth motion and a fluff of dark hair drifted to the bottom of the bathtub. Laurie gasped. I made another pass, and another. As her gorgeous pussy came into view, we saw the ravages of the night before. Greg left her swollen and pink.

“That’s fucking hot,” Laurie exhaled. “I’m like an actual slut.”

I had to agree. I worked quickly, removing the dense hair first and then shaving what little remained. Hot water and a razor finished the job and there she was; bald and beautiful. I gave my wife a hand mirror so she could see what I saw. We both stared at her gorgeous cunt. To mark the moment, fate sent a milky drop of Greg’s sperm to hang from an inner labium. I caught my breath.

“It’s fantastic,” she murmured. “Isn’t it, Baby? Our crazy life?”

The drop hung for a moment and then felt with a tap to the porcelain below. Another, larger drop formed behind the first.

“Greg is flowing from me. That might be the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Me too,” I croaked.

We watched in silence for a minute as his sperm seeped. Every droplet rang a bell in my head, reminding me another man had inseminated my wife and was in her still. I experienced the most sweetly agonizing torture.

“I find it utterly astounding,” she said. “An unknown world of sex lay hidden inside our world. We had no idea. We’re smart and educated and thought we understood the male-female dynamic, but we knew nothing. I was happily submissive to that man last night. Katrina and her friends understand on levels we can only aspire to.”

She named Katrina but we both knew Greg led that gang. Greg held all the power. It was Greg’s power that my wife found so alluring and so addicting and what better symbol for male power than a large erect cock? How else would you get a woman as intelligent and fiercely independent as my wife to bow her head? Laurie was eager to please that man but I knew it was his cock that ruled her. Laurie was right; they knew things we didn’t…yet.

I wanted to fuck her dribbling pussy but recent attempts found her too tender. Greg left her sore. I was forced to wait, and that, too, was an exquisite torment. Laurie had learned some intense lessons about subservience last night. I wondered, should I as well? With a fingertip, I gently lifted the clinging drop and lowered my mouth to her slick pussy. Laurie’s deep, satisfying groan was like music to me. I had her close to yet another orgasm in minutes. I slowed, drawing the moment out. She rested her hands on my hair, feeling me lick and suck her unfaithful hole. She sighed.

“Last night I felt more like a woman,” she said. “Than I ever have.”

I began licking again. A shudder ran through her and she gave herself over to it. I was going to make her cum again and, a slave now to her own pussy, she did not resist. It hit minutes later and she thrashed and jerked, gushing fluids into my mouth, cumming hard, moaning and gripping the shower curtain to balance.

An hour later we lay by the pool, letting the blazing tropic sun cook the fatigue in our bones. Something deep and fundamental had changed. The bedrock of our relationship had shifted. We knew it. We felt it. We could not define or articulate the change but when we gazed into each other’s eyes, we saw it in there.

We couldn’t stop grinning.

Chapter 11

I hate admitting this, I truly do, but our time on Isla de Pascua, the famed Easter Island, was poorly spent. We’ve already agreed we need to go back.

The island had no port for a vessel so large so we dropped anchor off the coast and ferryboats took us ashore in groups. No more hanging back and sticking to ourselves. We were part of Team Outlaw now.

Laurie walked at the lead with Greg and Julie stayed back with me. I learned she loved the effect her husband had on women as much as I loved watching my wife get fucked. She shared stories as we climbed over the island and I was enthralled. She’d met so many men just like me. She said the wife-sharing lifestyle was huge already and growing faster than any other fetish. I wasn’t surprised given the intensity of the emotions I experienced. I found myself wondering about friends back home. Surely some of them are like us.

Laurie wore a light floral-print dress and the ocean breezes played with it, exposing legs and, occasionally, bare butt. Gone were her reservations about behaving in such a way. Greg walked with his arm around her waist, sometimes squeezing her ass with one big hand. Julie and I followed along. Laurie leaned her head on Greg’s shoulder. They looked like such a happy couple. Julie glanced at me.

“You’ve both come so far so fast,” she said.

“Have we? We just do what feels natural and then talk about it afterwards. We’ve discovered a lot about ourselves on this crazy trip.”

Laurie took Greg’s hand. I felt a pinch of jealousy and, as I’d come to expect, blood flow to my penis. Julie grinned as if reading my mind.

“You know he tries to get her pregnant every time, right?”

I stopped.

“It’s true,” she giggled. “He’s one of those men. Next time you watch them together keep that in mind and you’ll see them in a different light. It will drive you crazy.”

I watched them walk together, already affected by Julie’s comments.

“Doesn’t that bother you?” I asked.

“Not at all,” she said. “He’s a lion. His ego demands it. It’s in his nature and one of the main reasons I’m so attracted to him. He has kids scattered around the world. Many husbands don’t know.”

It dawned on me she thought she was preparing me for the inevitable. I considered correcting her but let the idea lie. It added an extra titillation, even if I knew it would not come to pass. Laurie was set against having children.

Hours later, Laurie had moved to walk with Jason and Melissa and Greg was back with Julie. Harry and Helen walked with me and spoke of Harry’s love for humiliation. After an hour, everyone switched partners again.

That’s how it went; all our parts were interchangeable. Possession and ownership meant little to these guys. We stayed at the island two days and almost every minute was gobbled up in intense conversations. Way too soon, the ship blasted the horn, calling us back. We visited the statues for which the island is famous all of forty-five minutes.

Back on board, we enjoyed five days of open water as we swung around and headed north once more, the last leg of our trip. Darwin, here we come.

Now we did everything with our new friends; dinner every night at a different restaurant, pool parties, shopping, napping, and spending nights with each other, as a group or in pairs. Other vacationers on the ship eyed us with suspicion, given how intimate we all were with each other, but no one said anything. Many husbands and wives looked on with envy.

One of those nights Laurie and I stayed with Greg and Julie. We spent the first hour in a foursome and then Julie and I left the bed to watch as my wife and her husband fucked on and off for the next three hours. When Julie and I got too excited, we’d fuck. Otherwise she had my dick in her mouth almost nonstop.

“I worship cock,” she admitted. “Soon Laurie will too. I know she’s headstrong but I’ve seen it happen too many times. I’ve even seen it happen to lesbians. We women have things buried, things way down deep inside of us. Strip away society’s protective coating and there it is, staring back at you.”

I believed her. She deep-throated me and held my penis nestled against her uvula and I basked in the glorious heat and wet. She came up for air, gasping.

“It’s not the man,” she said. “It’s the cock.”

I was unsure if she referred to Greg or if she shared her philosophy on life. She took me to the root again and sucked hard, drawing up the juice in my balls. On the bed, Greg withdrew his heavy spear from my woman’s bare vagina and leaned over her face. With a grunt, he blasted a thick white rope of cum. Another followed the first and Greg moaned as his nuts emptied, painting my wife’s lovely expression with a glaze of frosting. After the first few she opened her mouth to catch some of his seed, scratching his balls, working for his cum.

Chapter 12

Five days later the captain sounded the horn as we crested the horizon. Storms had followed us the last two days so it was good to get on the top deck and watch the specks of green grow bigger.

Our plan had been ferry and Jeep rentals to follow Darwin’s footsteps around the islands, but, like so many things on this trip, those plans went off the rails. We docked at Puerto Ayora and all of us had dinner in town. After that we went to a free outdoor concert and then walked along the beach before retiring to our individual cabins. We made plans for a picnic tomorrow at noon.

Laurie was a beast in bed when we got home, pouncing on my dick and practically sucking the skin off. The moment I was hard she pushed me on my back and mounted me, riding to a thunderous climax. Happy to help, ma’am. I let her rest a bit and then fucked her from behind, making her cum again but denying myself. Once she came around I was in her mouth again, watching as she slobbered all over me. Greg had taught her many new trick and I appreciated every one.

She pushed me on my back again and straddled my hips, reaching down to hold me vertical. When she sat, I expected to feel a hot, tight pussy but instead I felt the gripping ring of her asshole expand around me. The air left my lungs in a whoosh. Anal sex had never been on our menu.

“Jesus, Laurie, give a guy some warning. My heart’s not that young anymore.”

She giggled on top of me.

“Greg wants my ass but I admitted I’d never done that. He told me to practice on you first and learn, since you’re smaller.”

I acted hurt. “Hey.”

She giggled again.

“Kind of hard to convince me I hurt your feelings when I can feel your dick get harder.” She leaned close to my ear. “Greg’s cock is bigger than yours, Steve.” She chuckled when more blood surged to my penis. “Greg’s cock is bigger than yours, Steve,” she said again, taunting.

“Greg’s cock is bigger than everybody’s,” I responded.

She sighed. “That’s true. I’m learning anal for me and you, but I’m learning it for him, too. I know you’d want me to do that.”

It was true. I did want her to please him. I wanted her to do anything and everything she desired. I wanted my wife to be my secret slut. I wanted her to act on every impulse.

Her sphincter nestled around the base of my dick. Anal sex felt much different from vagina sex; not as stimulating physically but more stimulating mentally. My wife had slipped my erection into her ass. I was rocked. All the tightness around my penis came from her squeezing ring but that was enough. Far more exciting was the knowledge my wife had given me her ass.

Laurie closed her eyes and leaned back, changing the angle on my dick and increasing my pleasure. She felt me surge harder and I knew she filed that away for later use on Greg. Everything we did now carried an additional jolt of excitement. Our life was wrapped in a blanket of arousal.

She worked her asshole up and down my erection, rubbing her clit with one hand while teasing her nipples with the other. No way could I last long under an assault like this and I didn’t, whispering to her I was about to cum. She rode harder, enticing her own orgasm. My mushroom head swelled inside and her hand rubbed faster. When the first moan of climax escaped her lips, I turned it loose, spurting hot jizz in her rectum. She felt my fat head probing and prodding and spraying and with a cry of absolute pleasure, threw her head back and came on me.

We rested and then showered and then ate like a pack of wolves.

The next day was bright and scorching but when you can literally throw a stone and hit the equator, that’s to be expected. The official tour left without us. We packed some food and lots of wine, a few blankets and a map. We dressed comfortably and by that, I mean barely any clothing at all. For the ladies, anyway. The men wore linen shorts and shirts but the girls wore tiny dresses and tops, so sheer the micro bikinis underneath were obvious. At Playa de los Alemanes, we rented two small paddle boats. Dozens of small islands dotted the huge bay and we aimed for the one with trees, leaving behind sunbathers and snorkelers by the truckload.

A short hike up a low, sandy hill and we were looking back at the city and the beach. The Galapagos are volcanic in origin and that produced wild flora and fauna. Crazy stove-pipe cactus rose from standing pools and birds and flowers exploded with colors everywhere. Twisted rock formations frequently broke through the landscape, covered with black, bull-necked iguanas. The heat was oppressive every time the wind stood still, which was rare, thank god.

Halfway up the hill Julie stopped and pulled her dress off over her head. Beneath was the smallest bikini I’d ever seen. Laurie and Helen did the same but Katrina looked around to make sure we were alone and removed her dress followed by her top. Bolt applied sunscreen to his new bride’s pale skin and then we were walking again.

At last we reach the peak and surveyed our little island. A small cluster of mangrove trees gave us shade so we dropped our blankets and set out our food and drink. A huge white yacht sailed by not too far off and the party on their deck waved to our party on a hill. I turned a slow circle; all around were sailboats and yachts, jet skiers and swimmers.

When my circle brought me back to the start, I saw Katrina slipping out of her bottoms too. Now gloriously nude, the captain of a passing vessel blow the horn in her honor. I saw several people on deck lift binoculars. Katrina just waved and blew them kisses. Julie and Helen joined in with Laurie and Melissa close behind. A small pile of ladies clothing formed in the middle of a blanket. Laurie kept her pussy bald now and my eyes went right to it.

As if on cue, each woman broke off to kiss her man. I curled my arms around a naked Laurie and saw the joy in her eyes. Nude in front of God and everyone, hot sun and warm ocean breezes on her skin, new direction and new purpose for her life; my wife was truly happy. Probably the happiest I’d ever seen her. I noticed around the group the guys began to strip as well so I took off my shirt. Laurie backed away from me to watch. Julie came by, distributing bottles of wine, and Laurie took a long pull.

“Off with it, mister,” she said. “Go native like the rest of us.”

I took a deep breath and slid my shorts down. Laurie handed me the wine. I had to admit the wind and sun felt really good. Harry approached with some beef jerky and I took a piece, grateful he was significantly smaller than me.

“I’m thinking a naked swim sounds good,” the funny man said. “What about you?”

Laurie declined the jerky and said hello to Greg as he joined us. I tried not to glance at his swinging cock, truly I did, but the thing had a way of drawing the eye. In the bright sunlight, the fleshy tube looked robust and virile. A thick blue vein ran the length before disappearing under the healthy pink helmet. Laurie just stared at the goddamn slab but I stole a quick look and returned to Harry.

“That does sound good,” I said, concentrating on his face. “Let me know when.”

From the corner of my eye I saw my wife heft Greg’s balls in her palm.

“These feel full,” she said.

“Julie’s been busy,” he said, grinning. “It’s been days.”

“I’m thinking in about an hour,” Harry said, talking over the top of them.

Laurie rolled Greg’s nuts around inside their bag while her free hand circled his shaft. She jerked him slowly and then they kissed, open-mouthed, tongues visible.

“Although maybe we should wait longer because we just ate,” Harry added.

Since Harry was clearly missing everything, I sent my gaze around the island and out into the water. Our group stood on the blankets, talking. Two large vessels sailed nearby, close enough to see we were all naked without seeing details.

Greg starting backing towards the blankets and Laurie followed, refusing to release his cock. The gang parted as my wife and Greg stepped onto the blanket.

Laurie leaned at the waist and licked from the large head to Greg’s pubic bone. She did it again and again, lapping his inches like a dog. Jason left Melissa’s side and circled around, spreading Laurie’s ass and nibbling her pussy from behind.

“Oh,” Harry said, noticing at last.

“Fuck me until I lose count,” Laurie told Greg.

Bolt and Katrina cupped my wife’s tits and Katrina sank to a knee, licking Laurie’s nipple before sucking on it, and then eased onto her back looking up at my wife. She spread her alabaster legs, causing her pussy to open, and grinned.

“Let me feel your tongue,” she said. She reached for my wife with her snake tattoo arm.

My wife knelt on all fours and kissed from Katrina’s knee to her pussy, splitting the small labia with her tongue. Her back had a bow to it and I realized she was grandstanding for the men; arching her back and thrusting her pussy into the air. Jason buried his face between her butt cheeks again, wiggling his tongue deep. They went at each other until Laurie had Katrina clawing the blanket.

“Goddamn this woman has a talented tongue,” Katrina gasped.

“Yes, she does,” agreed Melissa.

We stood and watched as a group; Julie and Helen leaning on each other, Harry and I watching from a short distance, Bolt and Greg standing with their heads together, muttering something too low to hear. Katrina covered her mouth with both hands as my wife made her orgasm.

“Lick Laurie’s asshole for me,” Greg said. “I have an idea.”

Jason did as requested and Laurie squirmed, thrusting her ass back at the man. Greg knelt next to Katrina and murmured something and the pretty girl nodded and rose. Greg took her place and Laurie thought she’d be switching to dick but Greg stopped her.

“Not like that,” he said. “Stand up and turn around.”

My wife rose to her feet and cast a wicked smile at the crowd surrounding her.

“Now stand over me and lower your hips.”

My wife squatted over Greg in a reverse-cowgirl. He held his long cock straight up and Laurie brought her pussy down on top of it. At the last instant, Greg stopped her.

“No, not in your pussy. Put me in your ass.”

My brain melted. He was going to fuck her ass with an audience! Laurie looked between her legs and added her hand to his and together they maneuver his fat log until the head was centered on her sphincter.

“Now, relax,” he said.

“I can help with that,” Katrina offered, kneeling between Greg’s knees to lick my wife’s pussy. Laurie leaned back like a crab and Katrina feasted on her exposed clit. I moved to see better. Greg had grown iron-hard anticipating. Laurie closed her eyes and savored Katrina’s soft tongue and I saw her little ring begin to expand around the cock poking her. She used her weight to ease him in, her tight rosebud spreading to swallow the tip and then spreading much wider to engulf the crown. Laurie exhaled deeply.

“Take your time, Baby,” Greg said.

Katrina worked that bald slit using plenty of saliva, more than needed, so the extra dribbled down to lube that fat cock below.

“Oh, God,” Laurie groaned.

I saw her ass eating his inches.

“Oh my fucking God,” my wife repeated, her mouth falling open.

It took a long time, or maybe that was just me, but Greg’s cock seemed to disappear incredibly slow. Laurie stretched wide to envelope the invading beast.

Katrina backed away. We formed a group down by Greg’s feet. Every pair of eyes were riveted to that conquering phallus forcing her open. Laurie’s tight sphincter moved closer to his balls a quarter inch at a time. None of us could look away.

At last Laurie’s butt came to rest snuggly on his hips. She’d taken it all. His plump balls dangled from her anus like massive grapes. Judging by her expression, the feeling was euphoric. She licked her lips and rolled her head, eyes still closed, nipples like rocks, and legs quivering. Her voice trembled as a single, soft word escaped her lips.

“Unbelievable…”

Nobody spoke. Laurie seemed to be treasuring the sensations, gently moving her hips, tenderly lifting half an inch before sinking again. Her arms were shaking now from the strain and Greg told her to rest her back on his chest, which she did. He began to gently thrust and her body tensed.

“Easy,” she murmured. “Slow.”

“Open your legs wider,” he said. “Let them see.”

I’ll never forget it. Her small hole circled his girth in a tight seal. She nodded constantly, approving the wild sensations coursing through her body. Julie stepped forward and moved one knee slightly farther open and Katrina did the same on the other side. Melissa knelt and kissed Laurie’s nipples, licking softly. Greg began to carefully fuck my wife’s ass again and she welcomed it.

“Oh! Yes, like that. Jesus. That’s crazy. Holy shit.”

Katrina returned to licking Laurie’s pussy, slobbering on her clit, allowing her spit to run down. Soon Greg was taking two-inch strokes and Laurie was groaning with pleasure. The sight was an erotic dream.

“Leave her to me,” Greg said. “I want her to cum from my cock in her ass.”

The girls withdrew and joined the rest of us watching. I noticed Julie glancing at me for my reaction but I ignored her. I wanted to see everything. Laurie began gasping for air, surprised by a building orgasm she had not expected. Greg pumped faster.

“Oooooh, how? God help me. Unngh, I’m gonna…Jesus. OHMYGOD!”

Laurie came with a shriek. Greg pumped up into her body, his fat cock tugging skin from all around, and my wife lost all control and climaxed all over his solid spear. Her eyes were wide open with shock and surprise. Her empty pussy clenched around nothing, spastically clamping down around a cock that wasn’t there. Laurie shrieked again, Greg’s strong arms holding her in place on top of him. He held her tight and let her orgasm, which lasted a surprisingly long time, and then left his unyielding cock buried while she sprawled, arms and legs flopping open.

Bolt stepped up between her thighs. Greg gave him a nod and Laurie was brought back to Earth by the invasion of another hard cock. Bolt lacked Greg’s length but almost matched him in girth and Laurie fought feebly for a second to keep Bolt out. All that changed the moment he sank an inch into her. Laurie’s head lifted and a deep groan poured from her throat. Bolt sank another two inches.

“Jesus Christ!” my wife barked, double penetrated for the first time.

Overwhelmed for the moment, Laurie went limp, allowing the men to do as they wished. In the brilliant sunlight, I saw Bolt ease his thick cock into my wife’s soaked pussy, not stopping until the two men had testicles resting on each other. Four balls hung outside my wife’s body. Bolt pulled back and sank deep again. Laurie cried out from mind-melting pleasure, cumming far faster than I thought possible.

Then the serious fucking began.

Each man used the hole he had. They fucked my wife at their own pace, with their own rhythm, and Laurie, sandwiched between them, took what they gave her. She came again right away but the men ignored her cries, steadfastly ploughing her openings, seeking their own pleasure. I could not imagine what any of them experienced. How stuffed did my wife feel? How tight was she wrapped around them? How did the men delay their orgasm?

Bolt started breathing faster and his hips rose and fell with purpose. Remarkably, Laurie seemed ready to cum again as well and moments later screamed like she was losing her mind. He held her pelvis and drove his cock deep repeatedly, moving himself closer until he erupted in a frothing mess of sperm. His ass clenched over and over as he shot my wife full.

Jason stepped up and pushed Bolt aside. Melissa held Laurie’s face and kissed her as Jason sank his large cock into Laurie’s sopping cunt. Once again both men began to move, fucking my wife with deep, hard strokes. Laurie still had not come down from her climax with Bolt when Jason’s firm cock began to thrill her. Melissa stepped away and Jason bit my wife’s neck, holding her in place as they fucked her.

Then, something happened.

I don’t understand what, exactly, because I’m not a woman, but my wife’s excitement began to climb and did not stop. Her moans and gasps were pitched high and frantic. A pink flush spread across her skin followed by a light sweat. She looked feverish but her expression contorted into unimaginable bliss. She climaxed again, her body shaking with spasms, and then, after only a few moments of two fat cocks fucking her, my wife, sobbing, came again.

I got nervous. The sounds she made seemed to come from excruciating pain. I glanced at the women in our group and saw recognition. They all knew exactly where my wife was and where she was going.

With a flash of insight, I realized this moment was almost certainly planned between them. We’d been maneuvered here for this reason.

Laurie cried out in agonizing ecstasy and climaxed again.

After that, she never came down. Her high-pitched moans told me her orgasms continued, rising and falling but unrelenting. Julie and Melissa openly masturbated.

The men felt her holes tighten around them, squeezing and clenching and pulsing. They wrapped muscular arms tightly around Laurie’s body and moved in and out, filling her with hard, masculine meat. I watched Jason’s cum-filled balls swing. My wife became lost to the overwhelming sensations, climaxing again and then again, one orgasm leading to the next. Their stiff pricks harassed her jangled and overwrought nerves until Laurie gave up and let it happen. Now a ragdoll, I watched my wife cum again and again and again.

“Holy shit,” an unfamiliar voice said. “What are we missing?”

I turned, capturing the scene in an instant: three Italian men, one older, with a belly, and two younger, all dressed in khaki shorts and colored polos. Down the hill behind them I saw a small boat pulled onto the sand, and, behind that, off the shore, a gorgeous silver and blue yacht, anchor dropped. They’d seen enough from the ocean to come investigate. They looked at my wife like she was the sexiest, most exciting woman on Earth. I made my decision without hesitation.

“She needs more cock,” I said, my voice cracking.

I’d planned to say more but the words stuck in my throat. I wanted to see her fucked. A surge of lust like molten lava rose from my gut. I wanted to see her fucked until Laurie was driven from her own body. I wanted to see my wife overcome with desire, a slave to hard cock. Laurie’s cries of pleasure floated around us, punctuated by the lusty grunts of the men that fucked her.

The younger guys glanced around the group and immediately peeled off shirts and shorts, playing with their cocks as they approached my wife. I had no idea how she’d react. The older gentleman was more cautious, studying my group. As the young guys arrived, eager to fuck Laurie, all my friends turned to look at me.

Older Man glanced at my wedding ring and then met my eyes.

“She is your wife, no?”

“She is.”

He grabbed his crotch. “May I?”

With everyone looking at me, I gave him a nod.

He hurried to join his companions, possibly sons, shedding clothes as he went. All three were uncircumcised and all three sufficiently endowed so I knew Laurie was going to feel it. I moved closer to watch.

Jason had continued his attack on her sopping cunt and was now on the threshold of orgasm.

“Here you go,” he snarled, pumping faster. “Here I come.”

Laurie seized on his words and came again under the hot sun, her scream carried out across the waters. Jason arched his back and turned loose a long, low growl, thrusting a few more times before pushing all the way in to release his load. He pumped cum into her for long moments while Melissa stood by, eyes wide and wild with excitement. All the women watched my wife with longing. Nature made them multiply orgasmic for a reason. Jason flooded Laurie with hot sperm and then pulled out with a slurping, sucking noise.

Young Italian One took his place, rubbing his foreskin around her opening to wet it. Laurie stared at his face. I watched for her reaction to this utter stranger but that she did not know him only made her hotter.

“Fuck me,” she begged, and then moaned loud when he pushed his cock in.

In that moment, I realized how much of herself she’d been holding back all her life. I witnessed the walls tumble. Her moans flowed from her heart.

Greg fucked her ass and Young One fucked deep into her pussy, sucking on her big tits. I sensed he wouldn’t last long, fucking fast and hard, and he didn’t, as minutes later his testicles lifted and he began spraying hot sperm inside her. His pounding triggered another spike in my wife and Katrina started sucking Bolts dick, too excited to watch anymore. Julie moved next to me but Helen joined Katrina on Bolt’s dick. Harry stood there, small penis hard and throbbing, face frozen in shock, watching like he’d never seen a spectacle like this.

Young Italian Two pushed away One and sank deep. Laurie arched her back and began laughing manically, working her hips on the two cocks that penetrated her. I felt Julie’s warm hand encircled my erection.

“You’re drooling semen,” she purred.

I looked down and she was right. Long, silvery strands of jizz wafted in the breeze. I’d been leaking a long time. She rubbed the slippery solution all around my opening with a fingertip, coating the head.

Laurie wrapped her legs around the young man fucking her and buried her face. I heard her muffled cries into his neck. She tensed for a long moment, climaxing around his invading cock, and then she pulled back a bit.

“Cum in me,” she begged. “Do it. Cum in me. All the men. Cum in me.”

The young man worked his hips faster and soon turned loose a torrent of sperm.

Older Italian was ready. He held his dick in hand, extending beyond his hairy belly perhaps two inches. His big balls hung in a large leathery pouch. He knelt before my wife and gripped her hips, pulling her closer and thrusting her onto Greg’s cock. When he liked where he had her, he leaned his body forward and pierced her slit. Laurie gasped loudly. He walked his knees closer, sinking deeper, and then leaned his belly between her legs, mashing her clitoral hood. Her response was instant and instead of repulsion for this overweight man, my wife grabbed the back of his head.

“Fuck me!” she hissed.

He chuckled. “Oh, yes, pretty lady, I think so,” he said.

He did not pound away at her like the others. He held her in place and curled his hips up, driving his hard cock into her at a sharp angle. Laurie reeled, rolling her head and gripping his big round shoulders. I watched her body slowly clench and then explode, legs flying wide open.

“Aaaahhhh! Fuck! Arrrghhh! God help me!”

Older chuckled again but maintained his smooth stroke. My wife danced on the end of his dick, cumming again and then again. I felt Julie’s warm mouth envelope my erection. Older Italian kept fucking Laurie until I feared she’d pass out but he’d take her to the edge and back away, hairy nuts swinging until they slapped his asshole.

“Give it to her,” Greg muttered. “I can’t hold back anymore.”

Older Italian smiled broadly and thrust faster, soon swelling and detonating far up into her. Laurie moaned to feel him explode but then Greg began to swell in her ass and my wife went crazy. She bounced her hips on his shaft and begged for his cum. He fucked her asshole hard, lifting her with both hands before dropping her on his cock. Older Italian kept his cock buried and when Greg howled his orgasm at last, Laurie screamed one last time, cumming like the ground was in upheaval all around her.

I couldn’t take anymore. Julie’s vacuuming mouth and the sight of my utterly slutty wife pushed me over the edge and I grunted with each spurt of cum. Julie drank me eagerly.

Chapter 13

Laurie, was a zombie. We left her lying on the blanket. We said goodbye to our new Italians friends and watched the yacht sail away.

Katrina and Helen tended to my wife, bringing her food and wine, keeping her shaded, wiping the sweat from her body. When I returned from the shore I took over, amazed by the flow of sperm from her pussy.

All we could do was gaze lovingly into each other’s eyes. What could we say? Where did we start? I passed her the wine bottle.

“Did you lose count?” I joked.

Her voice was hoarse: “Definitely.” She took a drink. “You okay?”

I nodded. “That was the most insanely sexual thing I’ve ever witnessed. I’ll be turned on for months if not years.”

She smiled softly. “Same here.”

Poor thing was exhausted. I knew we’d talk more later so I relaxed and just shared the moment with her. She sensed my mood and rested her head on my shoulder. We lay like that for a long time. The sun moved across the sky. We occasionally heard the others playing and splashing down at the beach, their joyful laughter drifting over us. Shadows lengthened.

“I just want to say one thing,” she murmured, “and I don’t understand it fully yet, but I felt wonderfully powerless against it.”

I waited to hear what she wanted to say.

“Deep in the throes of it all,” she continued. “I had a moment of perfect clarity. I felt like I stood on a cliff and the whole world lay revealed, like I was seeing a secret of the universe. I know that sounds absurd.”

She looked up at me, her eyes pleading.

“It was the opposite of an out of body experience, Steve. I was fully in my body, fully connected to every part of it, right down to my DNA, and I realized something profound; if you think about it, my body was built to pleasure penises and receive cum. Nature designed me to coax sperm from testicles. I felt so perfectly in tune with my nature. I know that sounds cheesy but it’s true. Our pubic life will go on as before but our private life will never be the same. I felt entirely complete in those moments. That sounds terrible coming from such an independent woman and if you ever tell any of my friends back home I said it, I’ll stab you. But what I’ve experienced over the last few weeks and especially today has changed me. I hope you understand.”

This was worlds away from the woman I’d known. A month ago Laurie would never have spoken those words and hearing her say them would have ruined me. But I wasn’t the same man either.

“I do understand, Baby,” I said. I dabbed more leaking semen. “I’m not the same man I was and there’s no going back. Give me your wedding ring.”

She looked at me funny, waiting, but when I didn’t explain she pulled the ring off her finger. I reached between her legs and submerged the diamonds in leaking semen. Her eye went wide with shock.

“Fucking kinky,” she said.

I held the ring for her to see; thick alabaster liquid clung to it, sparkling in the light. I ceremoniously slipped the ring back on her finger. Already the sperm was drying in the sun and open air.

A seagull cawed and looked down on us, craving our bread and cheese.

She held the ring up to examine it. “I’m excited for our future,” she said.

“So am I.”

“Now, let me close my eyes and nap. I seriously think I almost died three times over the last two hours. My body will need a week to recover.”

She needed two days.

Chapter 14

Greg placed the oiled, silver egg inside Laurie, pushing the large ball between her labia until they blossomed and accepted his gift. He stepped back to look at my wife. Julie and I waited off to the side, already dressed, leaning against the bar and sipping our drinks. Greg pulled Laurie’s panties snugly in place.

A week ago I’d watched her take on multiple men without hesitation. Since then she’d been a different woman, especially with Greg. She didn’t become his slave or anything like that. Greg wasn’t her master, although Greg’s cock was in the running. We were all still happily married but, damn, Laurie couldn’t leave his dick alone. She was infatuated with it.

We spent the night with them often, in their suite or ours, and Laurie would make sure she got her hands or mouth on him some way. She’d suck on him while the three of us chatted, just to have him in her mouth. She wouldn’t try to make him cum, she just wanted to suck. Unless we were headed out for some reason we were always naked around each other. I found myself staring at that heavy swinging tube almost as often as she did, marveling at how he’d so captured her with it. I loved that my wife was so obsessed with his cock. I loved what it said about her.

Don’t get me wrong; they did fuck. A lot. A lot. Laurie fucked me, too. One of the biggest changes since that day on the island was her sex drive launching into orbit. When a man was unavailable, she’d have sex with one of the ladies.

Julie sipped her drink.

“Your wife has no idea what’s in store for her,” she murmured.

I gave her a raised eyebrow.

“Greg controls the vibrations and pulsations of that big egg. He controls the heat. He’ll have Laurie begging to cum within half an hour and then will make her wait until dawn. He’s merciless. Trust me, I know.”

I believed her.

Laurie plucked her simple white dress from the couch and dropped the garment over her head. Slightly sheer, her body turned that frock into a masterpiece. The tan glow of her skin seeped through, highlighted by the darker circles of her areola. Add to that Julie in a black miniskirt and blouse unbuttoned and we’d be turning heads everywhere we went.

“Ready,” she teased, laughing.

We chuckled. Tonight was casino night and we were meeting the rest of the gang at the craps table. Our trip was coming to an end and we all wanted one last memorable evening together. Greg strapped a device like a watch to his wrist and pressed a button. Laurie gasped and staggered against the couch, eyes wide in alarm. Julie laughed and Greg gave her a wicked grin.

“It’s going to be a long night,” he said. “But you won’t get to cum. I will not release you until the sun rises on our last day together.”

He meant it.

Laurie suffered terribly at his hand, twisting and squirming at the table all night long. He’d ramp the juice whenever a stranger spoke to her and we’d all sit back and watch her try to retain her composure. He’d slowly, diabolically increase the vibrations until she was seconds from orgasm and then back off just enough to postpone her climax. Katrina and Julie joined in on her torment, discretely brushing fingertips across nipples and pussy.

As fate would have it, despite this terrible distraction, Laurie was the only one of us to finish the game ahead. My wife won almost three thousand dollars.

We all ended back at Greg and Julie’s cabin where a ravenous Laurie was forced to lick and suck each of us to orgasm, including me but excluding Greg. He wanted his cock hard for when he took her alone into the bedroom. We heard through the wall the sounds of him fucking her. When she finally came, my wife howled a powerful release.

By noon, San Diego was on the horizon.

I’m not going to lie; our goodbyes hurt. Laurie and I felt closer to our new friends than anyone else in our life, and that includes family. We exchanged phone numbers and email addresses and promised to keep in touch, and I felt like we would. Perhaps we’d lose track of some of the others but certainly Greg and Julie and Bolt and Katrina would remain our friends forever.

We packed our belongings, raised a group toast, kissed and hugged and cried, and said goodbye. We watched until they were a cluster of colored dots in the distance.

“I’m carrying Greg in me right now,” Laurie said, whimsically. “I like that.”

“So do I.”

Chapter 15

“Easy,” I cautioned. “They’re young. Let them come to us.”

Laurie innocently sat up to spray sunscreen across her cleavage. I watched our marks from behind my dark sunglasses.

They were mid-twenties, hot, blonde, and fit. I’d noticed the husband checking Laurie out the day before and the wife checking her out this morning at breakfast, which told me they’d talked about her. They were curious but unsure. I’d seen him in the men’s sauna and reported back to Laurie he measured up to her standards. She was instantly interested.

A year had passed since the cruise that changed our lives forever. We’d seen the gang several times, us visiting their city or them visiting ours. Harry and Helen had dropped off the radar but the others stayed involved. Melissa even brought her husband, John, on one trip, but she also brought a young stud named Jackson too. Watching John come to grips with his wife under another man was an erotic charge. My wife and I were full-fledged swingers now, although I tended to watch much more than participate. We’d joined a local club and learned fast.

Laurie smeared the spray down her arms and across her stomach.

We’d felt badly about missing Easter Island so we booked a mini-cruise to go see the place again and do it right this time. We were two weeks out when we spotted our sexy young couple.

“I’ll head for the steps,” I murmured. “I think the wife wants to come say hello but I make her nervous. Reel them in, Baby, I want to watch that sweet young thing eat your pussy tonight.”

Laurie chuckled. “You mean you want to fuck that sweet young thing.”

I acted hurt.

“Baby, please,” I said. “You know I’d much rather watch that hunky stud of a husband spread you open. He certainly seems interested.”

I rose from my lounge and headed for the steps, slipping my feet into the heated water. I watched the young couple and couldn’t help but see Laurie and I little more than a year ago. They had the same curiosities and uncertainties. They wanted something without knowing precisely what it was. We’d been the same way.

But now we knew.

End.
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