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Chapter 1

If you have never stepped into the world of Hedonism, then let this tale be your gateway. I'm no seasoned connoisseur of the Lifestyle, yet I wish to unfold the transformative journey my wife and I embarked upon at a peculiar resort—a journey that, unbeknownst to us, would redefine our marriage.

The whispers of Hedonism—or Hedo, as the veterans affectionately abbreviate it—reached me years ago amidst a clutter of locker room banter and faded photographs. A colleague from the police department, seasoned by his own escapades, regaled us with tales wrapped in allure and secrecy. The idea of it seeded deep within me, a budding curiosity I couldn't shake off. Each time I broached the topic, my wife would offer only a tepid smile and a dismissive, "Maybe one day, babe." But her eyes, always an open book to me, spelled a firm "No." Despite this, the thought lingered, reemerging in our conversations like a persistent echo. She was aware, perhaps warily so, that Hedo skirted the fringes of a swinging lifestyle—a frontier we had only dared to discuss in hushed tones, never venturing beyond.

Our pre-birthday dinner unfolded under the soft glow of candlelight, with laughter spilling over plates of exquisitely prepared food. As we savored the last bites, she slid a heavy, shoebox-sized gift across the table. My heart hitched with anticipation. The lid lifted to reveal a large, incongruous rock, beneath which lay a card that would pivot our lives. Scrawled inside were the words, "I booked us a beachfront room for 5 days." Tucked within the folds of the card were the crisp printouts of our resort reservation and flight details. A rush of excitement surged through me, potent and electrifying, as the reality dawned—I would be stepping into the enigmatic world of Hedo in just three weeks.

My wife Sarah informed me that the rock was more than just an odd choice of gift—it was a tradition at the resort. Guests were invited to personalize these stones with their names or any message they felt moved to share and then leave them behind as a lasting testament to their visit. The realization that Sarah was truly embracing this new adventure sent a thrill through me, a wave of anticipation for the unknown. Her playful smile, lit by the flickering candlelight, was an unspoken invitation, stirring a desire that was hard to contain even in the bustling ambiance of the restaurant.

Sarah has always possessed a timeless beauty, a radiance that defies the passing years. To strangers, she might appear as if she were still in her early days of youth, her features unmarked by time. Her body, a silhouette of curves crafted to perfection, captivated as much now as it did the day we first met. The fullness of her figure, crowned by her sumptuous 36 DDD breasts, was the epitome of femininity in my eyes. And her hips, which she modestly claimed were too ample, held an allure all their own. They were just the right breadth for a comforting embrace or a playful squeeze, her skin silky under the sweep of my touch—a sensation I relished every time I had the chance to feel her bare skin against mine.

Our meal progressed amidst an eclectic mix of international guests, each adding their unique hue to the tapestry of the resort's vibrant life. The soft rustle of the palm leaves in the gentle night Brianaze mingled with distant laughter and the rhythmic pulse of the ocean—a perfect symphony to accompany the growing sense of connection and adventure between us. As the evening wore on, the possibility of what lay ahead at Hedonism seemed to draw us even closer, a secret shared in whispers and knowing glances.

When we left the restaurant and got into the car, the air seemed to crackle with a newfound energy. Sarah leaned over from her seat, her lips finding mine in a kiss that was both tender and electrifying. The warmth of her breath against my skin sent shivers down my spine. Without a word, she began to undo my jeans, her fingers deft and deliberate.

In the dim light of the parking lot, surrounded by the quiet hum of the night, Sarah's actions felt intensely intimate. She lowered her head, and the sensation of her mouth enveloping my cock was nothing short of exquisite. The rhythm she set was both sensual and insistent, and I found myself lost in the pleasure she so skillfully provided. It was late enough that the parking lot was deserted, allowing us this stolen moment without interruption.

As I reached the peak of my ecstasy, my body tensed and then released, and a second later, the orgasm washed over me in powerful waves. As my cock erupted, spewing squirt after squirt of my cum into Sarah's mouth, I was surprised that she didn't stop until I was completely spent, her eyes never leaving mine. Swallowing at the end of a blowjob had become a very rare treat over the last few years and one I was very glad to receive in the car that night. When she finally released me, she moved up to kiss me again, her lips soft and lingering. Her whispered words were a sweet caress to my ear, "I hope you liked this present."

Her promise lingered in the air, charged with anticipation. "I know you will like the other one because I'm going to do whatever you want," she continued, her voice low and sultry, filled with a newfound daring that took me by surprise. As I gazed into her eyes, I saw a playful spark there, a challenge that ignited something deep within me.

"Yeah, I think I can be a bad girl for a little while," she added, her innocent and wicked smile hinting at the adventures yet to come.

Her comment confirmed my earlier assumption that she was on board with going to a lifestyle resort. We had talked about swinging in the past, but we had never truly explored anything beyond the realm of our imaginations. There had been a couple of occasions when she had engaged in some playful kissing with another woman, but those encounters had never progressed further. She was well aware that one of my fantasies was to watch her have sex with another woman or another couple, but until now, it had only been bedroom talk, a tantalizing idea whispered while we were fooling around. Her comment tonight hinted that perhaps our fantasy talk was on the brink of becoming a reality.

Three weeks later, we landed in Jamaica. The tropical air greeted us with a warm, humid embrace as we stepped off the plane. We navigated through the airport process rather quickly, the excitement of our impending adventure propelling us forward. Once we collected our luggage, we headed to a nearby bar area to wait for the shuttle bus to the resort. The bar was lively, filled with the chatter of fellow travelers and the clinking of glasses.

As soon as we arrived at the bar, another couple caught sight of us. The man gave us a once-over, his eyes lingering for a moment before he leaned over to his partner and muttered, "Yeah?" The anticipation in his voice was palpable. I caught his eye and offered a friendly smile, a silent confirmation of his suspicions. He nodded, a grin spreading across his face as he said, "Yeah, we're waiting on the bus too."

We introduced ourselves and met Sean and Lauren, a couple also in their forties who exuded a certain familiarity, like typical suburban neighbors you'd wave to over the hedge. But knowing we were all heading to Hedo, a notorious adult resort, I gave them a second, more curious assessment. Sean was about my size, perhaps a bit thinner, but his lean build suggested he worked out every day of the week. Lauren, a very pretty blonde with a contagious laugh, carried a few extra pounds with confidence. Her curves added to her allure, especially when she flashed her perfect smile, which lit up her entire face and made her blue eyes sparkle.

The bar buzzed with the anticipation of adventure as we waited for our transport. I ordered a beer, and Sean, with a mischievous glint in his eye, suggested, "You may want to get a few more for the trip." I raised an eyebrow in surprise. While I knew the resort was about two hours away, I hadn't realized we could drink on the bus ride. He laughed when I admitted this, a deep, hearty laugh that was infectious. "The bus ride is where the party starts," he explained, eyes twinkling with the promise of fun.

Taking his advice, I ordered several more beers for myself and a small bottle of rum with a mixer for Sarah. As the bartender handed over our drinks, I felt a thrill of excitement for the journey ahead. The bar's lively atmosphere, filled with the chatter and laughter of fellow travelers, hinted at the adventures to come.

We then made small talk with Sean and Lauren while we waited for our bus, the conversation flowing easily. Mostly, we discussed the resort, and they shared their past experiences with us. This would be their third visit, and their eyes gleamed with the fond memories of their previous trips. We were lucky to have met some "experts" who could offer a wealth of insider information about the days ahead.

As they spoke, I could almost picture the resort—the vibrant colors, the tropical scents, the carefree ambiance. Their tales painted a vivid picture that made our upcoming adventure feel all the more real. The anticipation built with each shared story, and soon, we were laughing and chatting like old friends, united by the promise of the unforgettable experiences that awaited us.

The shuttle arrived 15 minutes later, its engine humming with anticipation. Sean took the lead, confidently striding toward the back as I hefted our bags into the storage compartment. Sarah and Lauren, arms laden with the drinks we'd gathered for the ride, followed closely behind. The bus was already abuzz with excitement, and the atmosphere was electric. Besides us, four other couples boarded, their faces alight with the promise of a good time. Despite my initial thoughts that a two-hour ride might be a tedious endeavor, the infectious party spirit hinted that this journey would be anything but dull.

Sarah and Lauren quickly claimed a seat together, their burgeoning friendship deepening over shared drinks and laughter. They were already chattering animatedly, their bond growing stronger by the minute. Sean and I settled into seats on the opposite side of the aisle. He struck me as a laid-back guy, easygoing and quick to smile—a good match for our newfound camaraderie.

The driver, a jovial man with a twinkle in his eye, climbed aboard and settled into his seat. "Ok, we are all going to Sandals," he announced, eliciting laughs and playful booing from the group. He grinned and added, "Just let me get out of the airport before the party starts." Sean nudged me with a knowing smile and shared a tantalizing tidbit from their last trip: an unexpected blowjob contest that left a memorable impression on quite a few of the guys. I didn't press for details, but my imagination eagerly filled in the blanks.

As soon as we pulled out of the airport, the energy on the bus ramped up a notch. A young woman in the front, clearly ready to kick off the festivities, stood up and dramatically removed her bikini top, revealing her petite but perfectly shaped figure. She was in her mid-twenties, slender as a reed, with a tight, toned body that drew appreciative cheers from the back of the bus. With a cheeky grin, she raised her bottle of rum high before taking a hearty swig. Her companion, be it boyfriend or husband, was already slumped against the window, blissfully passed out and oblivious to the revelry around him.

The bus erupted in laughter and cheers, the party officially in full swing. True to his word, the driver waited until we were clear of the airport before cranking up the music. The infectious beat of reggae filled the air, setting the perfect backdrop for our impromptu party on wheels.

Sean and I clinked our beers together in a toast to the adventures ahead while Sarah and Lauren giggled and snapped selfies, capturing the start of what promised to be an unforgettable trip. The bus ride, far from being a simple means of transportation, had transformed into the first chapter of our wild journey, each moment more vibrant and exhilarating than the last.

Here's the expanded version with more descriptive details and enhanced mood:

We made one mid-way stop at a small bar that looked like it might collapse at any moment. Its weathered wooden exterior, faded by years of sun and salt, creaked with each gust of wind. Despite its appearance, the bar exuded a certain rustic charm, a testament to its resilience. We all piled out of the bus and made our way inside, where I bought a few more beers, and the girls took the opportunity to use the ladies' room. The dimly lit interior smelled of old wood and sea air, with a few locals lounging at the bar, casting curious glances our way.

As we headed back to the bus, a local man approached me, his eyes scanning the crowd. "Want to buy anything?" he asked in a low voice, the implication clear. I declined politely, and he turned to Sean, who also shook his head no. Back on the bus, Sean leaned over and chuckled, "You better get used to that. They go up and down the beach all day trying to sell weed."

The remaining hour of the journey flew by in a blur of laughter and music. When we finally pulled into the resort, my anticipation peaked. The resort's facade looked like any other hotel, and its structure was unremarkable. But I hadn't come here to admire the architecture. I was here for the experiences awaiting within its walls.

Inside the lobby, a spacious area filled with the murmur of conversations and the scent of tropical flowers, a woman in her late fifties waved to our group. Her silver hair framed a warm, welcoming face. "Who's with 'Tom's Trips'?" she called out, and Sarah, Lauren, and one of the other couples affirmed. She introduced herself as Kat and motioned us over to her table, where she had everything ready for our check-in.

Lauren, eager to start the vacation, asked if they could go first since they didn't need all the information we were about to receive. Kat handed them their packet with a smile, and they waved cheerily as they left the lobby. "We'll grab drinks at the pool later on," Lauren called out over her shoulder.

As we waited for our turn, I took in the surroundings. The lobby was a blend of tropical elegance and casual comfort, with potted palms and wicker furniture adding to the laid-back vibe. The sound of a distant waterfall and the faint strains of island music created an ambiance of relaxation and anticipation.

It took about 15 minutes for Kat to give us her rundown of the resort and a few of the special events her group had planned throughout the week. Despite my best efforts to hide it, she couldn't see my impatience. However, her warm demeanor and enthusiasm made it easier to bear, so I smiled and nodded along.

A staff member named David then escorted us to our room. As we walked, he provided us with guidelines for the resort and pointed out some of the main facilities. The pool area we passed had a few sunbathers lounging in bathing suits and an older couple enjoying lunch at a nearby table. At first glance, it seemed just like any other resort I had visited.

As we continued down the walkway, David stopped and gestured to a subtle line etched into the concrete. "Ok folks, you must be naked beyond this point," he announced with a straight face. I laughed, thinking it was a joke, but his serious expression made it clear he wasn't kidding. My wife, taken aback, asked, "Do I have to now?" David shook his head and reassured us, explaining that the rule didn't apply during check-in or check-out, just during our stay. He pointed back toward the path we had come from and clarified, "That side is clothing; this side is nude."

Our room was beachfront on the ground floor. Although the direct view of the water was partially blocked by trees, the layout was still charming. It was smaller than most hotel rooms but appeared freshly painted, with new furniture adding a modern touch. A stocked mini fridge in the corner caught my eye. David checked the fridge and then clicked on the TV, ensuring the remote worked. To our surprise, a porn movie flickered onto the screen. David quickly turned it off, chuckling, "I've seen that one before." His joke broke the ice, and we all laughed, easing into the resort's unique atmosphere.

The room itself was cozy, with a king-sized bed adorned with crisp white linens, a small seating area, and sliding glass doors that opened to a private patio. The gentle rustle of palm trees and the distant sound of waves created a serene backdrop. Sarah and I exchanged glances, a mixture of excitement and nervous anticipation in our eyes.

I started to tip him, but he refused, saying they were not supposed to take tips from the guests. His warm smile and lilting accent made the refusal feel like a friendly gesture rather than a strict rule. He asked us if we needed anything else, and I jokingly said, "Just 12 beers and a bottle of rum. You want anything, baby?"

My wife chimed back with her usual quip, "Just a young, rich guy who likes to give foot rubs," her voice carrying a playful tone. She was in the bathroom, brushing out her long, chestnut hair, the mirror reflecting her amused expression.

I offered David a tip one more time, but he shook his head with a good-natured laugh. "No, thank you, mon," he said, closing the door gently behind him and leaving us to our private paradise.

As Sarah primped in the bathroom, I stepped out onto the deck and looked down the beach. The golden sand stretched out like a sunlit canvas, dotted with about twenty or so people lying out, basking in the warmth. A dozen or so more floated lazily on the turquoise water, their silhouettes rocking gently with the waves. The music drifting from the pool area, which David had pointed out earlier, added a lively rhythm to the serene scene, making it easy to locate.

Since I was the only person in view wearing clothes, I decided now was as good a time as any to join the others. I kicked off my shoes, feeling the rough texture of the deck beneath my feet, and pulled my shirt off over my head. The salty Brianaze caressed my skin, carrying with it the scent of the ocean and the promise of adventure. As I was undoing the zipper on my jeans, I had a quick thought about how long I'd wanted to try something like this. The anticipation was exhilarating, and I felt a surge of excitement at the thought of what my wife and I might experience over the next week.

I stripped the rest of my clothes off, the warm sun kissing every inch of my skin, and tossed them onto the lounge chair on the deck. The liberation of being completely naked in such a beautiful place sent a thrill through me, and I could feel the beginning of arousal at the sheer anticipation of the week ahead. The sense of freedom was intoxicating, the perfect start to what promised to be an unforgettable adventure.

Other than mooning a car once, this was my first time being nude in public. However, since I was still standing on my deck, pretty much hidden from the view of those on the beach, we weren't quite there just yet.

The deck beneath my feet was warm from the sun, the grainy texture of the wood contrasting with the smoothness of my bare skin. A gentle Brianaze from the ocean brought the salty scent of the sea and a sense of freedom. My heart pounded in a mix of excitement and nervousness.

My wife, Sarah, walked out onto the deck, her silhouette framed by the golden light of the setting sun. She glanced at me, a mischievous sparkle in her eyes, and said, "Nice cock, mister!" Her voice was playful, a hint of laughter dancing on her lips.

I turned around to face her and saw she was still wearing her bra and shorts. Seeing me naked, she undid her bra and released her wonderful 36DDDs. Even after all these years of marriage, I still loved to watch my wife take her clothes off. Her body was amazing, with not only her big tits but her shapely curved waist and nice ass.

Sarah slipped out of her shorts and began rubbing the red marks around her hips caused by the day spent wearing them. "I'm not going out until these disappear," she said with a small frown and went back into the bathroom. I opened the fridge and grabbed one of the beers from inside. The cool glass felt refreshing against my palm. I then asked Sarah if she wanted anything. Getting no response, I decided I would just make her a vodka and soda water.

The clinking of ice against glass filled the quiet air as I prepared her drink. She came out when I yelled that I had a drink ready for her, rubbing some lotion around her waist and stomach. The soft floral scent of the lotion mingled with the crisp ocean air. She sat on the bed, the sheets crinkling softly under her, and gave me a quick kiss as a thank you. Her lips were warm and familiar.

Just then, there was a knock on our door. As I went over to answer it, Sarah pulled at the blanket on the bed and said, "Honey, I'm fucking naked." I stopped, looked at her with a half-smile, and waited for her to realize the "blonde moment" she had just had. Her cheeks flushed slightly pink as she dropped the blanket and returned to her lotion rubbing.

David was at the door. He was carrying a small basket with two pint-sized bottles of rum and four beers. He raised the basket and said, "I apologize; this is all I could find on short notice." His voice had a casual, easygoing tone.

He handed me the basket, glanced over to Sarah on the bed, and said, "Now you look more like you are ready to have fun." He stepped inside to hand me the basket, and I saw him run his eyes up and down my wife's body. I guess even when you work at a place where people are naked all the time, you still like to take in the view. There was a brief moment of shared understanding, a silent acknowledgment of the beauty and freedom that the evening promised.

About thirty minutes later, we were ready to head out and explore the resort. The sensation of being stark naked was unlike anything I had ever experienced. Apprehension tugged at my nerves as we stepped out onto the beach, but it quickly evaporated. The sight of everyone else equally exposed made the unusual feel unexpectedly normal. The rhythmic pulse of distant music guided us to the end of the beach, where we discovered the pool compound. It wasn't packed, but the air buzzed with the undeniable energy of people enjoying themselves.

As we surveyed the area for potential seats, Lauren approached from behind and playfully spanked Sarah on the butt. Lauren was a pretty lady, and seeing her naked, I couldn't help but take in an extra-long glance. Her breasts were shapely, not overly large, but perfectly proportioned. Her curvaceous figure was highlighted by her generous hips and round, sexy ass. Despite carrying a few extra pounds, her voluptuousness was captivating, radiating confidence.

We settled into seats at the bar, and Lauren promptly ordered some shots. She mentioned that Sean would join us shortly, as he preferred to unpack and organize the room before diving into the festivities. We downed our shots and ordered a few more drinks. The girls continued their animated conversation while I let my gaze wander around the pool area, taking in the scene. Naked bodies of all shapes and sizes lounged and mingled, some beautiful, others less so, but all basking in the liberating atmosphere.


Chapter 2

The sun was beginning its descent, casting a warm, golden hue over the resort. The air was thick with the scent of saltwater and tropical blooms, mingling with the laughter and chatter of the crowd. It was a surreal, almost dreamlike experience, watching the kaleidoscope of human forms unabashedly enjoying their freedom. It felt like a secret, sun-drenched paradise where the usual rules didn’t apply, and for the first time, I truly relaxed into the moment.

Sarah, Lauren, and I made our way over to a secluded pool on the backside of the area, slipping into the inviting, cool, four-foot-deep water. About fifteen people were scattered around in small groups, engaged in animated conversations and soaking up the afternoon sun. The alcohol from the earlier shot had me feeling pleasantly light-headed, and I was content to simply float and relax as the sun warmed my skin.

I couldn't help but admire how sexy my wife looked, her body glistening under the sunlight as she chatted with Lauren. They were discussing tonight’s dinner reservations that Sean had arranged at one of the resort's exclusive restaurants when Lauren suddenly stopped mid-sentence. Her gaze was fixed intently in my direction. Sarah, too, was staring, but not at me—behind me.

Curious, I turned around and saw a man descending the steps into the pool. He was of average build, but what immediately caught my eye was the enormous size of his cock. It hung down almost seven inches, thick and heavy. Although I have no interest in men in a sexual way, I had to admit that this guy was impressively endowed. It was impossible not to notice, and I could see why it had stopped the conversation.

The man's arrival added an unexpected element to the scene, breaking the serene atmosphere with a mix of surprise and amusement. Around the pool, a few other conversations lulled as people discreetly or not so discreetly glanced his way. It was one of those moments that highlighted the sheer unpredictability of this place, where boundaries and norms were continually being pushed and redefined. The sun continued to beat down, the water gently lapped around us, and for a moment, the entire pool seemed to hold its breath.

When I turned back, both girls started to laugh, their eyes twinkling with a mix of amusement and mischief. Lauren, her voice laced with playful admiration, said, “That is one big cock.” My wife, Sarah, quickly agreed, nodding with a knowing smile. The water around us shimmered under the soft lights, casting a warm, intimate glow over our little corner of the pool.

Sarah slid gracefully through the water, her movements fluid and sensual. She kissed me tenderly, whispering against my lips, “Don’t worry baby, yours is big too.” Her reassurance was sweet, laced with affection. Lauren followed close behind, her presence electric as she pushed in, and the three of us shared a mutual kiss. The sensation was overwhelming, a heady mix of lips and warmth, something I had never experienced before. The intimacy of kissing two women at the same time made me immediately get hard as a rock, the thrill of the moment taking over.

When our lips finally parted, Sarah pulled Lauren toward her. Their eyes locked with an intensity that spoke volumes, and they leaned in, sharing a long, passionate kiss. The little show they were putting on did not go unnoticed. I saw several people glancing over, their curiosity piqued. Among them was the guy with the big dick, his interest unmistakable as he stared at the girls with an appreciative gaze. He looked at me, his expression a silent question, “Is it ok for me to join you?” I met his eyes and nodded my head yes.

Mr. Big Dick moved in behind my wife, his presence adding a new charge to the atmosphere. He watched them from a few feet away, his eyes drinking in the scene. Sensing his presence, Sarah broke away from Lauren’s kiss and turned quickly toward him. He backed up, his hands raised slightly in a gesture of apology. “I’m sorry, I thought it was okay,” he said, his heavy European accent distinct and rich. The expression on his face was very sincere, his regret at startling my wife clear in his earnest gaze.

Sarah looked at me and instantly realized I had invited him to join us. Her expression shifted from surprise to a welcoming smile as she said, “Hi, I’m Sarah, and this is Lauren.” He responded with a warm smile, “I’m Peter. You are both very pretty ladies.” His accent added a charming touch to his compliment. He then turned to me, extending his hand, and I introduced myself.

As Peter and I shook hands, I noticed Sarah subtly eyeing him over, her gaze flickering down into the water for another look at his impressive manhood. Lauren, however, was far less discreet. She openly stared down at his cock, exclaiming, “That is one big ass dick,” causing all of us to burst into laughter. The girls grabbed their cups from the pool deck and toasted to “Big Dicks,” their laughter echoing around the pool.

Peter explained that he was here with his wife, Briana. They usually frequented another resort in Mexico but decided to try this one for a change. He shared that he was originally from Spain and now lived in Miami, where he and Briana owned a restaurant. My wife’s eyes sparkled with amusement as she teased, “You can cook and have a big dick,” sparking another round of laughter.

Over the next hour, we got to know Peter better. We shared stories, made jokes, and learned more about his business. His wife, Briana, was currently asleep in their room, having overdone the tequila sunrises at brunch. She needed a quick nap to be able to join the festivities later in the evening.

Just as we were settling into a comfortable rhythm of conversation, Sean finally jumped into the pool with us, apologizing for being late. “We’re booked for dinner at 7 tonight,” he said, his tone cheerful. “I ensured you would love the lamb chops.” His enthusiasm was contagious, adding to the lighthearted and convivial atmosphere of the evening.

As the drinks went down under the hot sun, I could tell Sarah was really feeling good. Her laughter was loud and infectious, echoing across the pool as she found humor in even the silliest comments. She clung to Sean and Peter with an easy familiarity that suggested she had definitely loosened up and was probably ready to have a little fun with our new friends.

It was Lauren who initiated the next turn of events. With a mischievous glint in her eye, she asked Peter, “Okay, so how big is it?” Peter, not missing a beat, responded with a teasing grin, “Do you want to find out for yourself?” Lauren's eyes sparkled with excitement as she moved to the side of the pool, placing her drink down carefully. She patted the concrete beside her, smiling up at Peter with a beckoning look.

Peter complied immediately, sitting on the edge of the pool facing us, his cock now hanging inches from Lauren’s face. The water around them seemed to shimmer with anticipation. Lauren took his cock in both hands, her fingers moving in slow, deliberate half-circles around his growing erection. Peter groaned, leaning back slightly to give Lauren more room to work.

As we watched, his dick lengthened to an impressive 8 inches, but what really caught our attention was the girth at the base, as thick as a beer can. Lauren's hands moved expertly, her touch eliciting a series of low, pleasure-filled sounds from Peter. The atmosphere grew charged with a mix of curiosity and arousal, the air thick with an electric tension as we observed the intimate interaction.

Sarah, watching with a mix of fascination and desire, glanced at me, her eyes reflecting the thrill of the moment. It was clear that the evening was just beginning, and we were all in for an unforgettable experience. The weirdest thing for me was I was now standing there, watching my wife watching another guy’s cock harden, a cock that was noticeably bigger than mine, and I didn’t feel even a hint of jealousy.

Lauren was working her hand around the tip of his cock trying to get more pre-cum out for lubrication. As Sarah moved closer to watch, Lauren told her to get the bottle of sun tan lotion under her towel. Sarah grabbed it and opened the bottle as she waded back over to Lauren. My wife poured sun tan oil down the length of Peter’s cock while Lauren held his dick in place. Sarah tossed the bottle, looked back at me for an approving nod and then took hold of the very top of his dick while Lauren held the bottom.

Peter’s dick had now grown close to nine inches long. The girls were clearly enjoying themselves, their playful laughter mingling with the splashing of water as they marveled at his impressive size. The thick, swollen mushroom head looked ready to burst, and their hands danced over his cock, their movements becoming a mesmerizing show for everyone around.

Peter leaned back, bracing himself on his arms, his face contorted with a mix of pleasure and strain. He was grunting and gritting his teeth as the intensity of his impending orgasm built. The girls, sensing his climax approaching, pumped his cock even faster, their mission to make him come becoming a shared game. They laughed at each other, their camaraderie palpable as they ran their hands up and down the length of his throbbing member. His expression was one of pure ecstasy, and he begged, “Oh God… PLEASE don’t stop.”

Lauren reached up and pinched his nipple, adding a new sensation to the mix. “Cum for us, sweetie,” she coaxed, her voice sultry and encouraging. The added stimulation was all Peter needed. With a loud yell of, “Oh fuck,” he locked his legs out, his body tensing as the girls continued to stroke his dick from the tip to the base.

The first stream of cum erupted onto Peter's stomach, prompting cheers from both girls who had triumphantly brought him to climax. Their laughter filled the air, a mix of triumph and exhilaration. The second stream landed on Lauren's arm, making her laugh out loud and pump his cock even harder. The subsequent spurts weren't as forceful, oozing out and trickling over my wife's and Lauren’s hands as they continued to stroke Peter’s still-throbbing member.

A spontaneous round of applause erupted from the other people in the pool, adding to the surreal and almost festive atmosphere. Lauren let go of Peter and waded over to Sean, who was already holding out a towel for her to clean up. My wife, Sarah, now had both hands on Peter's cock, refusing to relent in her slow, torturous pumping. Despite his climax, Peter was squirming, clearly overwhelmed by the sensation as Sarah teased his sensitive flesh.

Sarah continued for another minute, her fingers deftly working Peter’s softening cock, until he grabbed her hand, pleading, “Please, you’ve got to stop. It's driving me crazy.” She laughed softly, finally releasing her hold. Peter collapsed back on the pool deck, exhaling deeply with a mixture of relief and lingering pleasure.

As Sarah moved toward me, her lips curled into a sexy smile. Her eyes met mine, filled with a mischievous glint. In that moment, I knew she was seeking a reaction to her bold display. When she was close enough, I pulled her into me, kissing her deeply. She whispered in my ear, her breath hot and teasing, “I know you wanted me to be a bad girl. How am I doing?”

My now, very hard cock rubbed against Sarah's waist as she pressed into me, kissing me with an intensity that made my head spin. It might seem strange to some, but watching my sweet wife jerk off another man had ignited a fire within me, a desire more intense than any I'd felt in recent years. I had never taken for granted how beautiful and sexy she is, but right now I wanted her so badly it ached.

Sarah kissed me once more, her lips lingering on mine, before she whispered that she needed to go to the ladies' room. I watched her sexy ass sway as she walked up the steps, the curve of her hips mesmerizing me as she headed toward the bathrooms. I thought to myself, you are one lucky man.

As Peter slipped back into the pool to join us, Lauren and Sean moved closer. Lauren was holding Sean’s hard dick, her hand gliding up and down with a casual expertise. When she noticed my arousal, she reached out, her fingers wrapping around my shaft. “Looks like we need to take care of you guys too,” she said with a playful glint in her eye.

This was the first time another woman had touched my cock since I married Sarah, and the thrill was so intense I almost came on the spot. Lauren kissed her husband, then turned and kissed me deeply, her lips soft and demanding, her hand squeezing my cock in a way that sent shivers down my spine. The combination of her touch, the warmth of her lips, the alcohol, and the hot sun made this one of the most memorable moments of the trip.

Lauren released my cock, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Maybe we should wait for Sarah to get back,” she suggested, her voice a sultry whisper. I could only nod, taking a deep breath to calm myself down. She had almost made me cum just from kissing, something that would have been very embarrassing.

Sarah returned and slipped into the pool a few minutes later, her presence instantly brightening the mood. She hugged Peter as she passed him, asking in a playful tone, “Feeling better?” He chuckled, “I’m ready for another round if you are.”

Peter then suggested we all head over to his room. He mentioned that they also had one of the beachfront rooms with a hot tub, perfect for a private party. He needed to check on Briana anyway; he didn’t want her to sleep the whole day away. Hangover or not, she needed to get up and join the fun.

Peter’s room was conveniently close, just five doors away from the pool area and two down from ours. As we entered, Peter crawled onto the bed where Briana was sound asleep. All I could see of her was her long dark hair peeking out from the blanket wrapped around her. Peter gently tried to wake her while I announced I was going back to top off my beer. Sarah asked me to get her another frozen drink. Sean and Lauren had already settled into the hot tub, and Sarah joined them after giving me a quick thank you kiss as a pre-reward for fetching her cocktail.

The bar area was now packed, bustling with lively vacationers. Thankfully, my wife only wanted one of the pre-mixed frozen drinks from the machine next to the bar. It might not be the best, but there was no line and no wait. I quickly filled her cup and topped off my beer. The cold Carib tasted especially good under the blazing sun, which was merciless today.

As I walked back to Peter’s room, I noticed Sean standing on the beach, smoking a cigarette. The sight of the waves crashing gently against the shore added to the laid-back, tropical atmosphere. Sarah and Lauren were in the hot tub with Peter, their laughter and conversation blending into the rhythmic sound of the ocean.

Sean informed me that Briana had come out for a moment, but had quickly retreated back into the room after a brief hello. The juxtaposition of the bustling beach, the serene sound of the ocean, and our private little party created a uniquely vibrant yet intimate setting.

Sean, with a playful grin, commented that Briana still didn't look well and had likely retreated to the bathroom to throw up. We made our way to the deck where Peter and the girls were gathered, engaged in a lively discussion about the restaurant Sean had booked for dinner tonight. The idea of a nice sit-down dinner sounded appealing to me; it promised a chance to unwind and deepen our acquaintance in a more intimate setting.

As the sun began its descent, casting a golden hue over the deck, Briana emerged to join us. The first thing that struck me was her uncanny resemblance to Kirstie Alley from the old TV show Cheers. She wore a tee-shirt emblazoned with the bold phrase, “Stop staring at my tits.” Given their impressive size, the joke was clear, but I couldn't help but find my gaze lingering. Despite the remnants of her hangover etched on her face, she exuded a raw, unfiltered sex appeal.

Briana sauntered over to Peter, announcing her need for a shower to shake off the last vestiges of sleep. Her displeasure was evident when Peter cheekily offered her another shot of tequila, responding with a look that could curdle milk. As she turned to head back inside, she lifted her tee-shirt in a mischievous gesture, revealing her well-formed, alluring bubble-butt. "Suck on this," she taunted over her shoulder. The brief glimpse of a tattoo on one cheek intrigued me, but before I could discern its design, she vanished into the room.

The fleeting sight of Briana’s shapely backside stirred something primal in me. As someone who had always appreciated a fine derrière, the image of her retreating figure lingered in my mind, sending a surge of arousal through me.

Over dinner, the atmosphere grew warm and convivial as we all shared stories about work, family, and life. Laughter filled the room, and it was clear that bonds were forming. Briana, having regained her composure, was the most talkative of the group. Not only was she irresistibly sexy, but she also displayed a sharp wit, never missing a beat with her quick comebacks and jokes.

After dinner, we gathered by the prude side pool for another round of drinks. The night was cool, and the sound of the water lapping against the pool's edge added a soothing backdrop to our conversation. It was Briana who suggested, “Why don’t we just go get in our hot tub? I hate to see it go to waste.” Lauren and Sarah quickly agreed, and before any of us guys could respond, they were already heading back to the room.

The moment they left the pool area, the girls began stripping off their tops, their laughter echoing in the night. Sarah playfully tossed hers back to me, followed by Lauren and Briana. I caught them and joked, “I guess I’m in charge of clothes tonight,” anticipating the rest of their garments to follow. As expected, by the time they reached Peter and Briana’s room, all three were completely naked. They slipped into the hot tub, the water shimmering around their bodies, and called out to us to fetch some drinks.

Peter headed inside to grab a bottle of tequila, while Sean and I walked to the pool bar to gather more frozen drinks and beers. The bar was nearly deserted, with only a couple of people chatting quietly and no staff in sight. We quickly grabbed a tray, loaded it with our drinks, and made our way back to Peter’s room.

As we approached, we could hear the girls’ laughter and lively chatter. Suddenly, a burst of cheers and laughter erupted from the deck. When we arrived, we were greeted by an unexpected scene: Peter stood next to the hot tub, shaking salt onto his erect penis. Briana had just finished licking the salt off, took a shot, and threw her used lime wedge at me as we walked onto the deck. Sean and I blurted out in unison, “What the fuck did we miss?”

Without missing a beat, Lauren moved over to Peter. He didn't hesitate, sprinkling more salt on his cock. Briana poured another shot of tequila while Sarah held a small plate with lime wedges. Lauren sensually licked the salt off Peter’s dick, her tongue tracing along its length before she sucked on the head for a few seconds. She then downed her shot and turned to Sarah, who held out a lime wedge between her teeth. Lauren leaned in, their lips brushing as she took the lime from Sarah's mouth, the two women sharing a brief, intimate moment.

Peter turned to my wife with a playful glint in his eye and asked, “You wanna shot, sweetie?” My wife looked at me for a moment, seeking approval. I gave a subtle nod, and she responded with a mischievous grin, “Extra salt, please!” Peter obliged, shaking salt onto his erect member before holding it in front of her. She grasped the base, teasing the head with a few delicate licks before running her tongue up and down the sides. Finally, she took his swollen cock head into her mouth.

Though the salt had long since disappeared, my wife continued to suck on the head, savoring the moment for about a minute before releasing Peter. Briana handed Sarah a shot, and my wife declared, “Honey, I don’t like tequila…I like to suck dick, but I don’t like tequila.” Briana burst into laughter and downed Sarah’s shot herself, then leaned in to kiss my wife deeply before settling back into the tub.


Chapter 3

The six of us relaxed in the hot tub for the next hour, the warm water spilling over the edges as we moved and laughed. The staff would refill it in the morning, so we didn't worry about the overflow. The night air was filled with the sounds of playful kissing among the girls and a few clandestine underwater touches, but it was all in good fun—three couples enjoying a serene night on the beach, naked in a hot tub. My previous fantasies about Hedo were being surpassed by reality.

Sean was the first to start fading. He nodded off, sitting upright in the tub until Lauren splashed water into his face to wake him. He managed to stay awake for a few more minutes before his eyes began to droop again. Lauren chuckled, "Yep, I knew this was coming—too much tequila." She roused Sean once more, suggesting it was time for them to call it a night so they could be up early for the beach.

They climbed out of the tub, followed by Briana, who announced in her best "Forrest Gump" imitation, "I gotta go pee." Briana kissed Lauren and Sean goodnight before the two headed down the beach toward their room. My wife gave me a knowing glance, fully aware that I hadn't taken my eyes off Briana's ass as she exited the hot tub. Instead of being upset, she blew me an air kiss and teasingly ran her foot up my leg under the water.

Peter leaped out of the tub, dashing across the sand toward the beach. With Briana occupying their bathroom, he opted for the larger, open expanse of the beach. As he and Briana were momentarily absent, my wife dropped a bombshell. She leaned in close, her eyes serious, and said, "Do you want to fuck with them tonight?" The ambiguity of her words left me puzzled, as they could be interpreted in several ways. I asked, "What?" Her next response was unambiguous and direct: "I know you want Briana… and I'd like to try him."

My pulse quickened, and my dick responded immediately. My wife's eyes sparkled with excitement as she saw my approving smile, and she kissed me hard, sealing our mutual desire.

Sarah announced she was going inside with Briana and quickly got out of the tub. Seizing the moment, I followed Peter's example to relieve myself of the Carib beers I had consumed earlier. As I walked down to the water's edge, Peter was returning. I stopped him with a straightforward question, "Hey man, my wife wants to fuck you tonight. You okay with that?" He halted, a wide grin spreading across his face, "OH HELL YES!"

Peter enthusiastically jumped back into the hot tub to rinse off the sand while I stood in the cool water, gazing at the distant lights flickering across the bay. This trip was shaping up to be an unforgettable adventure, one I never wanted to end. Reflecting on our marriage, I marveled at how this journey had unlocked a new side of my wife. She had always been fun-loving, but something about this place had flipped a switch in her.

After rinsing off in the tub, I slid open the door to Peter's room. He was busy mixing another drink, but my attention was elsewhere. My wife lay sprawled on the bed, with Briana nestled between her legs. Briana's tongue worked skillfully, eliciting moans of pleasure from my wife. Her eyes were closed in bliss, her head thrown back against the pillow. One hand roamed over her breasts while the other rested on Briana's head, guiding her movements. This was a new frontier for us—my wife had only ever indulged in playful kissing with other women before.

Briana's ass was absolutely stunning, perfectly arched in the air as she worked her tongue into my wife's pussy. In the dim light of the room, I could finally see the tattoo I'd glimpsed earlier: a whimsical unicorn with a rainbow arched above it. Her butt was not just incredible—it was the kind that could grace the cover of any magazine. The sight of the two women together was intensely erotic, and my dick shot straight up.

My wife and Briana had clearly formed a quick and deep connection tonight. Sarah looked completely relaxed, her sexy smile hinting at her enjoyment of Briana's ministrations. Her knowing glance at me only made my cock harder; she knew how much I had always fantasized about watching her in such a scene. She rubbed her leg along Briana's side, smiled at me, then closed her eyes to fully savor the experience.

Peter climbed onto the bed and joined Briana in pleasuring my wife. Sarah spread her legs wider, wrapping one over Peter's back as he and Briana licked and teased her. My wife's gasps filled the room, her arousal evident. She was now playing with her nipples, even pinching them—a clear departure from her usual reservations. It was obvious she had shed all her inhibitions, reveling in the attention from our new friends.

Peter rose onto his knees and gently rubbed Briana's back. She moved aside, making room for Peter between my wife's legs. He grabbed an extra pillow, lifting Sarah's ass to place it underneath, giving himself better access to her waiting pussy. Sarah glanced at me briefly, her eyes filled with a desperate need. She moaned in that unmistakable way that signaled she wanted to be fucked… now!

Peter looked at me for a final confirmation. I gave a quick nod, signaling my approval. With that, he positioned himself and began to enter my wife, eliciting a deep, satisfied moan from her. The room was filled with the sounds of pleasure, and I watched, my heart pounding and my arousal at its peak. This night had become a surreal, exhilarating experience that surpassed all my fantasies, and I couldn't wait to see what would unfold next.

Peter held his substantial cock in one hand, bracing himself over my wife with the other. The room was filled with a palpable tension as Sarah arched her back, pushing her hips upward in a desperate attempt to coax Peter into penetrating her. But Peter, with a mischievous glint in his eyes, teased her by only grazing the head of his cock along her eager, wet pussy lips. This familiar act of teasing was something I had done to Sarah countless times, knowing just how wild it drove her when she was this horny and desperate to be fucked.

Sarah's gaze shifted to me, her eyes wide and pleading, as Peter continued to torture her with his teasing. The look on her face stirred a mix of jealousy and intense arousal within me, my own cock aching with need. With her legs spread wide, her body open, and waiting for Peter's cock, she looked more alluring than ever. A fleeting thought crossed my mind to stop everything, but this trip was all about exploring our fantasies. Watching my wife willingly offer herself to another man, especially one with a cock as enormous as Peter's, was part of the adventure we had embraced at Hedo. I could see the burning desire in her eyes; she was dying to feel him inside her.

Finally, as Peter pushed his thick dick into my wife, she gasped and clung to him, her arms wrapping tightly around his neck. Her legs spread even wider, and she screamed, "Just fuck me!" The pang of jealousy hit me again, harder this time, as she locked eyes with me while taking another man's cock. In that intimate moment, she mouthed, "I love you," before closing her eyes and letting her head fall back, surrendering completely to the sensation of Peter filling her.

From behind, Briana wrapped her arms around me, her hand snaking down to grasp my hard cock while she rubbed my chest. Her breath was hot against my ear as she whispered, "Is this your first time… watching your wife get fucked?" I nodded, the words catching in my throat, causing her to squeeze my cock even harder. "Yes, this is our first time," I managed to say, my voice thick with arousal. Briana pressed herself closer, her body melding into mine. "I'm glad it's with us. Come fuck me while you watch her," she urged, pulling me toward the bed next to Sarah.

Briana knelt on the side of the bed, pushing her ass out invitingly toward me. With a playful grin, she gave Peter's butt a few light slaps, then leaned over to whisper in my wife's ear. "Just fuck him, sweetie. It's okay, just fuck him." Sarah responded with a lustful groan, thrusting her hips up to meet Peter's powerful drives. A sharp cry escaped her lips as Peter plunged too deeply, making her yell, "Easy, easy, EASY!" Her quick glance at me conveyed two things: she was reveling in the sensation of a larger cock inside her, and she was thrilled by the sight of me watching.

I reached down to feel Briana's dripping wet pussy. She pushed her ass back eagerly, and I positioned myself behind her, pausing momentarily to admire her gorgeous form. Holding my cock at her entrance, I took one more glance at my wife being ravished by Peter. Any lingering doubts vanished; I wanted Briana now. Without hesitation, I pressed the head of my cock into her, savoring the incredible feeling of being inside another woman.

My wife had always assured me that my cock was perfect—just under seven inches long but almost six inches around. She loved my cock and had even bragged to her girlfriends about its size. Despite this, I felt a twinge of insecurity, knowing Briana was used to Peter's monstrous dick. But as I slowly pushed into Briana, her moans with each thrust reassured me. I was determined to fuck her hard, ensuring she enjoyed my cock as much as my wife was enjoying Peter's.

Briana suddenly thrust back against me, taking my entire length. She cried out as I hit the back of her pussy, then began moving up and down along my shaft, sighing in pleasure. The sensation of being inside another woman was strange but exhilarating. The sight of Briana's ass bouncing on my dick only heightened my arousal, compelling me to savor every moment.

Peter's grunts grew louder as he pounded into my wife. Sarah gasped with each of his thrusts, her legs tightly wrapped around his waist. Bracing himself with one arm, Peter gripped Sarah's ass with the other, driving into her so hard she screamed with each push. Her cries of ecstasy told me she was in heaven, completely consumed by the pleasure of his powerful strokes. My jealousy flared as I watched my beautiful wife being thoroughly fucked by a younger man with a much larger cock than mine. Yet, amidst the jealousy, there was an undeniable arousal, a potent mix of emotions that made this experience all the more intense.

The feeling of regret was pushed aside as I felt Briana's pussy tighten around my cock. I pressed the tip of my dick against the very back of her vagina, moving it side to side, teasing her depths. Her orgasm came quickly, her cry of satisfaction filling the room as her muscles contracted around me. She regained her breath, her climax ebbing away, and began pushing her ass back into my thrusts, urging me on.

Sarah's orgasm was more intense and familiar. Her moans and gasps of "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh FUCK” grew louder as Peter fucked her with such force that the headboard slammed into the wall with each powerful thrust. She opened her mouth wide and moaned out a long "OHHHHHHHHHH FUUUCCCCKKKK," her hips bucking as she surrendered to an intense orgasm. Jealousy flared again because I had only made her come in this position a few times during our marriage; she usually preferred being on top to achieve her climax. But Peter's big dick had evidently done the trick, and she screamed as he continued pounding into her.

Knowing how sensitive Sarah was after an orgasm, I expected her to ask Peter to stop. But he didn't let up. He locked both arms around her legs, holding her ass as he shoved his big dick into her as fast as he could. Her pleas for him to stop went unheard as he pumped into her relentlessly. She wrapped her legs tightly around his waist, her body shaking with another orgasm as she screamed, "Oh fuck ME," convulsing in ecstasy while Peter continued his relentless rhythm.

This time, she grabbed his hair and pulled it, screaming, "YOU GOT TO STOP!" Peter thrust into her one last time before slowly pulling out. As his dick slid free, Sarah clutched her pussy, rubbing it tenderly. She rocked her body to free herself as Peter released his grip on her legs. Lying there panting, she looked over at me and said, "Oh my fucking god," her eyes heavy with satisfaction. She closed her eyes and gently rubbed her clit, now swollen and prominently sticking out from her pussy lips. To say I wasn't jealous at this point would be a lie, but this was what we had been fantasizing about since my wife gave me that present at the restaurant.

Peter pushed up off Sarah and rolled onto his side, beginning to stroke his dick slowly from the tip all the way to the base. The look on his face was one of satisfaction, pleased to have given my wife a second orgasm. Watching him, I felt a pang of regret and jealousy well up inside me again. Sarah, now thoroughly fucked, wore a look of intense lust as she watched Peter stroke himself, a side of her I hadn't seen in a long time.

As Peter lay on the bed, rubbing his cock, Briana pulled away from me, causing my dick to slip out of her. She moved to lie next to Sarah, and they shared a few light kisses before Sarah pulled Briana in harder, kissing her passionately. This made Peter groan and stroke his cock more fervently. The women whispered something to each other, and then both sat up to move Peter into the middle of the bed, laying him on his back.

Briana took hold of his big cock, slowly stroking it as he groaned with pleasure. She raised it up, and my wife immediately took the head into her mouth, making Peter tense and push his head back. As Sarah sucked the tip of Peter's dick, Briana ran her hand down its length and whispered, "She wants it, baby, give it to her." Peter's moan at her comment told me my wife was about to suck off another man.

Sarah moved to a kneeling position, raising her ass in the air. I didn't need any other clue about what she wanted. I knelt behind her and eased my dick into her wet, waiting pussy in one stroke, causing her to gasp with Peter's cock still in her mouth. She sucked up and down on his cock faster, trying to take more of him as I began a slow, steady pumping of her pussy. This was yet another first for both of us.

The room filled with the sounds of pleasure: Peter's deep groans, Sarah's muffled moans, and the rhythmic slapping of my hips against her ass. As I thrust into her, I felt the tight, wet heat of her pussy enveloping me, and the sight of her taking Peter's cock deeper into her mouth drove me wild. I watched her face, her eyes closed, lost in the sensations, her lips stretched around Peter's thick shaft. It was a sight both erotic and deeply intimate, adding another layer of intensity to the experience.

Briana, not wanting to be left out, leaned over and began kissing Sarah's neck and shoulders, her hands roaming over her body, adding to the sensory overload. The room was a haze of intertwined bodies, a symphony of moans and gasps, each of us lost in our shared pleasure.

Briana knelt beside me, her hands gliding over Sarah's back. She kissed me deeply while I fucked my wife, making me think, "Why in the hell hadn't we done this before?" Briana's lips were soft and intoxicating, and the feel of her tongue in my mouth made my dick even harder inside Sarah. The sensation of running my hand over Briana's gorgeous ass while thrusting into my wife was incredible, heightening my arousal.

Sarah sighed as I pushed all the way into her, rubbing the head of my cock against the "magic" spot I had become so familiar with over the years. She released Peter's cock from her mouth and laid her head on his waist, her body convulsing in an unexpected orgasm. The three of us laughed at the way she screamed out in pleasure. I held her ass in place, teasing her by rubbing the head of my cock around the inside of her pussy. She cried out and pushed back against me, eager for more, her body demanding that I hit that perfect spot again. As her spasms subsided, I realized it was now my turn to fuck her oversensitive pussy without mercy, just as Peter had earlier.

Sarah reached back to try and push me away, but I grabbed her hips and began pounding into her as fast as I could. She flailed her arm back at me once, then grabbed Peter's cock, putting the head back in her mouth with a sigh of pleasure. At that moment, I realized that my sweet wife was now the fantasy slutty girl we had joked about during our bedroom talks. The way she was pushing her ass back into me, taking my cock with nothing else on her mind but being fucked, was incredibly erotic.

Sarah took as much of Peter's cock into her mouth as she could, working her hand up and down the rest of the length and sucking the tip so hard she made sounds with each stroke. Peter's breathing and groans increased as my wife sucked his cock with fervor. Even after being married for so long, Sarah still loved to suck my dick, and I knew her blowjobs were incredible. She got very turned on while doing it, so Peter must have been getting one of her best performances.

Briana knelt beside me, her hands gliding over my back and ass as I thrust into my wife from behind. Her touch was electric, and when she whispered in my ear, "You can fuck her now, sweetie. I'm going to fuck her later," her sultry voice sent shivers down my spine. The combination of her words and the sensation of her hands on me pushed me over the edge, and I felt my orgasm building rapidly.

Each push into Sarah's sweet pussy caused my cock to swell even more. I buried myself deep inside her, holding her tight as I released my cum. Sarah moved her ass from side to side, making my cock throb with the last pulses of my orgasm as it brushed against the back of her pussy. She knew exactly how to drive me crazy, ensuring she milked every drop out of me.

Once I eased my dick out of her, Sarah immediately returned her attention to Peter's cock, sucking him faster than before. It was clear she was on a mission to make him come. Peter's groans of pleasure grew louder as her mouth worked over the head of his dick, and I knew he wasn't going to last much longer. His muscles tensed, and he began grunting with each wave of pleasure.

Sarah briefly took her mouth off his cock to say, "Fucking give it to me," then went back to sucking him with renewed vigor, her hand rotating rapidly around the base of his dick. Peter leaned his head back into the pillow, taking a deep breath before yelling out, "Oh, hell, YES!"

Peter's cock pulsed intensely as he climaxed, his body taut with ecstasy. Sarah didn't miss a beat, her lips never leaving him as she eagerly swallowed his torrents of cum. She sighed with satisfaction as his muscles tightened, and he cried out, "Oh baby, suck that cock off." Her determination only intensified, her hand rhythmically pumping his shaft while her mouth expertly worked the head, savoring every drop of his release. My sexy wife had given me blowjobs regularly throughout our marriage, but watching her perform this intimate act on another man was an entirely new and electrifying experience.

Briana gently pulled Peter's cock away from Sarah's mouth. She quickly kissed Sarah, then trailed her finger along the underside of Peter's shaft, coaxing out the last remnants of his orgasm. With a playful glint in her eye, Briana scooped up the remaining cum with her fingers, kissed Peter, and smeared it across his lips. Peter's moans grew louder, his body still trembling from the orgasm my wife had given him, as Briana began to passionately kiss his cum-covered mouth. I had witnessed many strange things, but this was a first for me.

Sarah rolled off the bed and touched my leg, signaling that she wanted to talk. She looked irresistibly sexy as she slid open the door, casting a devilish smile over her shoulder before stepping onto the porch with a small bottle of rum. I got up and followed her outside, leaving Briana and Peter lost in their heated kiss.

On the deck, my wife took a swig from the bottle, her face scrunching up in that familiar way she always did when drinking straight liquor. She then wrapped her arms around my neck, her eyes searching mine intently. "Honey, you okay?" she asked, her voice soft and filled with concern. My hesitation prompted her to ask again, her expression shifting from seductive to genuinely worried about my response.

I murmured, "Baby, watching you turned me on so much I couldn't stand it." Her smile returned bright and inviting, and she wrapped her arms around me in a tight embrace. I'll admit, it might have been the alcohol or the intoxicating ambiance of Hedo, but sharing my beautiful wife with another man had ignited a fire within me. My half-hard cock, spurred by her touch and the vivid recollections of what had just transpired, now stood fully erect.

As my hardening dick brushed against her leg, Sarah ran her fingers softly along its length, her touch sending shivers through me. She gazed into my eyes and teased, "Well, surprise, I guess you did like it." Usually, it takes some time after I come to get hard again—one of those gifts that come with age. But tonight, my cock felt like I was in my twenties again, rock hard, as Sarah kissed me softly and whispered how much she loved me.

Grabbing a towel from the hot tub, I took Sarah's hand and led her to the water's edge on the beach. I draped the towel over a lounge chair, and without a word, she lay down and opened her legs for me, her trust and desire evident in her every movement.

Remembering Briana's earlier trick with Peter, I dropped to my knees and ran my finger up and down her slit, feeling her wetness. In the dim light, I noticed my cum had dripped out of her and run down her leg. I spread it around her thighs before running my tongue up and down her pussy lips, lightly flicking her clit. I've tasted my own cum before—accidentally and once out of curiosity—but tonight was different. Eagerly, I sucked what remained from her pussy, a new and thrilling experience for me.

Sarah's clit was still very swollen. At first, she held my head back, then guided me slowly, directing my tongue to where she wanted to be touched. I easily pushed one finger into her pussy, swirling it around a few times. She was so wet that it made slurping sounds as I played with her. When I pulled my finger out, it was covered in cum, and a little stream ran out of her. That was it—I buried my tongue in her, licking her cum-soaked pussy without hesitation. My arousal peaked; all I wanted was to feel her smooth legs wrapped around my neck.

Sarah gasped as I sucked her clit into my mouth. She pushed her hips into my face, holding my head as I continued to suck her clit and thrust two fingers into her soaking-wet pussy. I began to massage that magical spot, causing her to squirm from side to side on the chair, her pleasure evident in every movement.

Later, she confessed that it wasn't just her sensitivity—it was the events of that night that had left her so intensely aroused she couldn't hold back. I had been eating her out for only about a minute when she locked her legs, lifted her hips off the chair, and was overtaken by yet another powerful orgasm.

As she calmed down, she pushed at my head, signaling me to release her clit. The force she used made it clear she couldn't take anymore, so I stopped. She lay back on the chair, breathing heavily, her legs draped over my back while she caressed her tits. "Oh my god, what was that," she exclaimed, her tone conveying the sheer intensity of the orgasm she had just experienced.

I noticed Peter and Briana watching us from the deck. Peter raised his glass in a toast to celebrate Sarah's climax, and then they strolled over to the lounge chair and settled down on the beach beside us.

Briana began to stroke Sarah's tits while Peter handed me an extra drink he'd brought. Briana kissed Sarah tenderly and let her hand wander down to her pussy. As she started to massage it, my wife kissed her deeply, then pulled her hand away, laughing softly. "Oh god, no more tonight!" she protested, making us all chuckle. Briana retreated from her pussy but continued to run her hands up and down Sarah's legs, a gentle, soothing touch. I could tell Sarah was now completely spent for the night as she closed her eyes and relaxed under Briana's caresses.

The three of us chatted for about 15 minutes until Sarah's light snores made us laugh, and we realized the night was truly over. Briana gently shook Sarah awake, whispering that she was going to take her to bed. Sarah pulled Briana down for a kiss before trying to drift back to sleep. Peter and I helped her up from the chair, and together, we walked back to our room, just two doors down.

We laid my wife on the bed, and Briana crawled in next to her. Sarah mumbled something before she closed her eyes and went back to sleep. Briana ran her hands over my wife's tits and said, "You are a lucky man; she is so gorgeous."" She then kissed Sarah on the cheek and got up. We stepped out of the room, and Peter said they would call us for breakfast if we wanted. I agreed and got another kiss from Briana as they went back to their room.

I was still incredibly horny from eating my wife's pussy on the beach. As soon as I saw her naked body with the now-dry cum on her legs, my arousal surged back. After carefully placing a blanket over her, I lay down beside her, unable to resist the urge. The mirror on the ceiling was an added turn-on, reflecting the night's passions. The vivid memories of tonight's events made it incredibly easy to climax, and I jerked off in record time. I fell asleep with thoughts of what might happen tomorrow swirling in my mind.

A loud bang on the door jolted us awake the next morning. Peter and Sean were outside, shouting for us to get up. I let them in, their laughter filling the room as they found us still half-asleep. Sean asked Sarah if she was getting up, but she sighed and rolled back onto her pillow, clearly intending to sleep more.

I splashed some water on my face in the shower and grabbed a pair of shorts and a shirt. By the time I was dressed, Sarah was already fast asleep again. The three of us headed out for the breakfast buffet, leaving her to rest.

When we arrived, Lauren and Briana were already seated at a table. They both wore bikini bottoms and see-through sun dresses, a common attire in the buffet area where the rule was to have clothes on—though nothing was said about them being transparent. The sight of nearly every woman dressed similarly was both enticing and liberating.

About twenty minutes into our meal, Sean suddenly jumped up and yelled toward the front lobby. A man in his early thirties with a crew cut and a barrel chest was making his way over, dragging two suitcases behind him. Sean and the newcomer met halfway, exchanging hearty bear hugs. Lauren exclaimed, "Oh my god, Ben came!" She leaped up and ran over to greet him, her joy evident in her radiant smile.

Sean brought Ben over and introduced him to us. Lauren then asked, "Where's Ellie?" Ben motioned with his head toward the front lobby. Lauren walked away toward the front desk area in search of Ellie while Ben joined us at the table. From the moment we met, I liked this guy. He turned out to be one of the funniest people I'd ever encountered, the kind who instantly put everyone at ease. Ben was a fantastic addition to our group, but it was his wife, Ellie, who truly left an impression.

As Lauren rounded the corner from the lobby, she was followed by one of the most beautiful women I had ever laid eyes on. Ellie was about 5'10" and built like the proverbial "brick house." Her breasts rivaled my wife's impressive 36 DDs, and her hips and ass were astonishingly sexy. Her blonde hair was cut to shoulder length, and she reminded me of a Playboy Playmate from my youth, though I couldn't recall which year's issue. All I knew was that Ellie wasn't just gorgeous—she was stunningly gorgeous.

We were introduced, and Ben and Ellie chatted with us for only a few minutes. They had met Sean and Lauren on their last trip here, and it seemed they were more than just acquaintances at this point.

Ellie was eager to hit the beach, and Ben was ready to start partying. As they walked away, I couldn't help but stare at Ellie's firm ass. Her shorts barely covered her cheeks, and her long legs were mesmerizing. Sean noticed my gaze and said, "Wait till you see her on the beach." Lauren must have heard because she smiled and made a playful "Yummmmm" sound under her breath.

After breakfast, I took my wife a plate of snacks to get her moving. We joined our group at the pool bar. Sean's earlier comment about Ellie was spot on. Seeing her clothed was one thing, but seeing her naked was entirely another. Her breasts were perfect, with light bulb nipples standing out. Every inch of her was tan, and her ass—oh, that ass—was incredible. It jutted out so prominently you could balance a drink on it.

Briana and Lauren were marking out a place for us to hang on the beach while Sarah and I loaded up the inflatable cooler we'd brought. The eight of us grabbed chairs on the beach near Peter's and Briana's room, beginning what would turn into a very long day of drinking and new experiences.

About an hour later, all the girls had floated out on rafts, gathering in a small group as we guys took turns wading out to refresh their drinks. They were all laughing at whatever stories were being shared, and I was thrilled to see my wife having such a fantastic time. She works tirelessly almost every day, and seeing her relaxing in the sun, stark naked with a drink in her hand, made me realize this trip was the best idea she'd ever had for both of us.

Ellie finally waded out of the water, her sleek form glistening in the sunlight as she made her way up the beach. The guys collectively groaned, watching her every step with unabashed appreciation. She approached Ben, planting a quick kiss on his lips before announcing she was heading to the room for some money. Ben, eyes twinkling with affection and a hint of mischief, said, "Just a little, honey, we'll find better later tonight." She blew him a kiss, her silhouette striking against the golden sands, and disappeared down the beach toward their room.


Chapter 4

Ten minutes later, Ellie returned with her money secured in a zip lock bag, the plastic gleaming in the afternoon sun. She waded back into the water, her movements graceful and effortless. As she passed the group of girls, they erupted into laughter and whistles, their camaraderie evident. Ellie settled onto her float and paddled toward the net, a boundary stretching 75 yards offshore and marking the edge of the resort's waters. Within moments, a boat approached, and she exchanged cash for a bag of marijuana with the "fisherman," their transaction quick and discreet. She paddled back to the girls, the bag clutched securely.

Twenty minutes later, the girls emerged from the water, Ellie leading the way with purpose. She didn't pause to speak as she marched down the beach, her determination evident. My wife kissed me quickly, her lips cool and salty from the ocean, and said, "We'll be back in a little while." She followed Ellie with Lauren and Briana trailing behind, their figures soon blending into the lively beach scene.

After thirty minutes, curiosity gnawed at me. I turned to Ben, unable to contain my questions any longer. "Where did the girls go?" I asked. Ben glanced at me, a hint of amusement in his eyes, and provided his room number. As I stood up, he added, "Up to you, just don't get hurt." Sean and Peter remained silent, their attention captured by an elderly couple on a nearby lounge chair engaged in an intimate position, their age only adding to the surreal scene.

I found Ben's room, and the unmistakable sound of laughter and conversation drifted through the door. I knocked, and Ellie answered, a cloud of marijuana smoke billowing out and almost overwhelming me. The pungent aroma barely registered as I saw my wife on her knees on the bed, her face buried between Briana's legs. My heart raced, a mix of shock and arousal flooding my senses. Briana glanced at me briefly, a small smile playing on her lips before she tapped my wife's arm and closed her eyes, lost in the pleasure.

Sarah noticed me and blew a kiss, her eyes dark with desire. She then ran her tongue from the bottom of Lori's pussy to the top, flicking at her clit before locking her mouth down, causing Lori to gasp in ecstasy. The sight of my wife pleasuring another woman was a revelation, igniting a fire within me. My cock hardened, the intensity of the moment almost too much to bear.

Lauren emerged from the bathroom, her surprise at seeing me matched only by my shock at the sight of the black, thick dildo strapped around her waist. It was at least eight inches long, and she grasped it confidently, her expression unapologetic. "Ellie forgot the big one at home," she said with a smirk, approaching the bed. She ran her hands up and down my wife's inner thighs, eliciting a shiver of anticipation from Sarah, who widened her knees and pushed her ass higher into the air.

Just then, Ellie slapped my ass, the sharp sting surprising me, and playfully pushed me toward the door. She grinned mischievously and said, “Girls only,” spanking me once again for emphasis. Reluctantly, I complied, allowing her to guide me out. As she closed the door, she gave my hard cock a playful tug and said, “Bring him back in a little while.”

I stood there, my erection throbbing, the sounds of pleasure from the room intensifying my arousal. The thought of the four women indulging in their intimate orgy was almost too much to bear. Through the door, I heard my wife cry out, likely from Lauren using the black dildo, and my desire to watch was overwhelming. Instead, I made my way back to the beach, joining Sean and Peter, trying to calm the tempest within me.

When I sat down, Sean gave me a knowing look. “Sorry man, Lauren wanted your wife the moment she saw her at the airport,” he said, a wry smile playing on his lips. I chuckled and admitted, “All I wanted was to be able to watch.” Sean nodded in agreement. “It won’t be the last time. Lauren wanted all the girls today. It’s kinda her thing.” He then mentioned that Lauren often took pictures and videos if everyone was okay with it, promising that I could check out their show later.

Ben had wandered off to the bar. When he didn’t return, Sean suggested we go find him, as he had a tendency to get chatty and could be there all day. Plus, we needed more beers. We found him deep in conversation with a couple in their late fifties. The wife, Lucy, had a weathered face, indicating a hard life, while her husband, Eddie, was retired and this was their first trip to Hedo.

As we talked, the couple began to relax. Lucy whispered something to Eddie, and he responded simply, “Up to you, babe.” When Peter joined us, Lucy leaned into her husband again, whispering. Once more, he said, “Up to you, babe?”

We spent the next twenty minutes or so chatting and drinking, getting to know Eddie and Lucy better. Lucy whispered into Eddie’s ear again before heading to the bathroom. Once she was out of earshot, Eddie blurted out, “She wants a gangbang before we go home tomorrow.” Without missing a beat, Ben chimed in with a grin, “All aboard!”

Peter didn’t seem too interested; Lucy’s hard looks were likely a turn-off for him. Sean and Ben, on the other hand, were all in, their excitement palpable. They glanced at me, but I gave no response, and they continued their conversation. Eddie, very drunk but seemingly serious, had probably been discussing us with Lucy during their earlier whispering.

Lucy returned ten minutes later and sat back down. Ben wasted no time, wrapping an arm around her waist and asking, “So, you wanna play tonight?” She smiled and shot Eddie a knowing look, clearly aware he had said something. Lucy eyed us all again, her gaze lingering on Peter’s sizeable bulge. As I reached for another beer from the bar, Lucy pulled me close and kissed me quickly.

“I love your eyes,” she said, releasing me. Her kiss revealed two things: one, she might genuinely want all of us tonight; and two, she had just thrown up in the bathroom, as I could smell and taste the vomit on her breath. Disgusted, I ordered a tequila shot and went down to the water’s edge to rinse my mouth and spit.

When I returned, Peter and I excused ourselves and headed back to the beach chairs. Peter muttered, “Not my kinda deal,” and I replied, “She’ll never make it to tonight anyway.” We both laughed and collapsed into the chairs, waiting for the girls to return.

Ben and Sean rejoined us about fifteen minutes later, laughing about how messed up Lucy and Eddie were. They confirmed my suspicion: there was no way Lucy would make it to tonight. Ben mentioned they wanted to meet us all at the piano bar around 9, but we all doubted it. It was nearing 5 PM, and the girls were still in Ben’s room. All I wanted was to hear what my wife had been up to for the last hour and then take a nap. The sun had sapped my energy, my skin tightening from sunburn despite using the highest SPF sunblock I could find.

Briana finally emerged, settling into the chair next to Peter without a word. She put on her sunglasses and lay back to relax. A few moments later, Lauren and my wife followed, with Ellie bringing up the rear. They all had mixed drinks in hand and were laughing about some private joke. The sight of them, relaxed and happy, brought a smile to my face despite the day’s oddities.

As soon as my wife approached, she kissed me, took one look at my weary face, and said, “Baby, we both need to go lie down for a while.” I just nodded, and Sean and Ben silently agreed with me. The eight of us made plans to hit the buffet tonight and meet around 8.

After a long day under the blazing sun, too many drinks, and what seemed like a whole week of partying crammed into just two days, I wanted nothing more than to crash for a few hours. My wife wouldn’t tell me anything about what the girls had done, but I could smell the marijuana smoke on her. Judging by her relaxed demeanor, someone had made her come very nicely during the girl’s playtime. We hit the bed, and both of us were out within seconds.

I woke up to the hum of a hairdryer and was surprised to see my wife in the bathroom. She had gotten up, showered, and was now doing her hair for tonight. Usually, I’m the one sitting there waiting on her, but she was almost done with her hair by the time I finally rolled out of bed.

I kissed her shoulder and asked gently, “So, you going to tell me what you girls did today?” She turned, kissed me, and said, “I’ll tell you later, but it was fun.” She went back to blowing out her hair and told me I needed to get ready so we wouldn’t be late. I turned on the shower and jumped into the cold water, hoping to shake off the day’s alcohol. I know cold showers are a myth when it comes to making you sober, but DAMN, I felt so much better.

Sarah and I met Sean in the courtyard a little after 8. The air was warm, carrying the scent of the sea and the distant sounds of laughter and clinking glasses. Lauren, Ellie, and Briana were inside the clothing shop, browsing for new sexy wear. Sarah shot straight into the shop, and I just hollered after her, “Don’t spend too much, baby.”

Sean said, Ben and Peter had already pushed a couple of tables together in the cozy, dimly lit restaurant and were waiting for us. The warm, ambient lighting cast a golden hue over the polished wooden tables, giving the place an inviting, intimate feel. He and I found our way to the table, weaving through the busy crowd, and decided that the girls were going to be a while. The four of us grabbed some small appetizers from the lavish buffet – delicate canapés, succulent shrimp cocktails, and a variety of colorful, bite-sized delights – and waited for the ladies.

As I expected, Sarah arrived at the table about twenty minutes later, her face lighting up with a mischievous smile as she carried a large, stylish shopping bag. She laughed when Ben teasingly asked how much Ellie had spent, her eyes sparkling with amusement. She just smiled and said, “They’re coming.”

The eight of us settled in for dinner, and I have to truthfully say, I have never enjoyed better company. The atmosphere was electric; everyone was in high spirits, and the conversation and jokes flowed effortlessly. Our table was a magnet for attention, not just because of our laughter but also because the girls had dolled themselves up spectacularly for the evening. They all wore elegant black cocktail dresses that shimmered under the lights, paired with sleek high heels that clicked rhythmically against the tiled floor.

After a delightful meal, we made our way to the piano bar, which was bustling with energy. The soft tunes of a piano drifted through the air, mingling with the low hum of conversations. Though it was a little crowded, we managed to find seats for the girls at a small, round table near the stage. The guys stood around the bar, occupying whatever space we could find.

We invented a game of karaoke roulette, a spontaneous burst of creativity that had everyone excited. The rules were simple: take the mic, and the group would choose a song for you to sing. The game was a blast, filled with laughter and playful banter. Even though I butchered my version of “Walk This Way,” the camaraderie and sheer fun of the night made up for it.

At one point, Ben mentioned that Lucy and Eddie weren't coming, to which Sean replied, “I could have told you she wouldn’t show.” This remark sparked a light-hearted discussion about a hypothetical gangbang scenario, with everyone joking about whose wife would be the center of attention. The conversation was filled with good-natured ribbing and laughter before we eventually dropped the subject.

We took turns doing duets with the karaoke machine, the music providing a perfect backdrop to our night of revelry. The atmosphere was filled with joy and a sense of togetherness that made the evening unforgettable.

When I came back from the bathroom, I noticed my wife and Lauren engrossed in an animated conversation at the corner table. The restaurant's ambient glow highlighted their faces, casting playful shadows as they leaned in close to each other. My wife looked at me with her sexy, “I’m up to no good” smile before turning back to whisper something to Lauren. Intrigued, I made my way over to the bar, where Peter and Sean were chatting. They informed me that Briana and Ellie had gone back to the room to “indulge” in a little more weed.

As we talked, I kept glancing over at my wife and Lauren. Their laughter was infectious, and they frequently leaned in to whisper in each other’s ears, sharing secrets that seemed to deepen their bond. About ten minutes later, my wife came up behind me and whispered, “I need to ask you something outside.” She didn't wait for my reply and just walked out onto the patio area, her heels clicking softly on the tiled floor.

Once outside, under the soft glow of string lights that cast a romantic ambiance, Sarah put her arms around my neck and said, “Lauren wants me to try a gangbang.” Her words took me by surprise, and I stared at her, trying to process what she had just said. She continued, “I want to get gangbanged tonight.” Her eyes locked onto mine with a mixture of seriousness and anticipation. She paused for my answer and asked, “Would you like it?” It was clear she wasn’t joking, despite the slight slur in her speech from the drinks. Realizing she was dead serious, I quickly agreed, feeling a strange thrill at her boldness.

Back in the bar, Lauren must have already told Sean about the plan because he was staring at me, trying to gauge the outcome of the conversation I’d just had with Sarah. He didn’t need me to say anything because Lauren, reading Sarah’s expression, exclaimed, “Oh you bad girl!” She hugged Sarah, and both of them giggled like schoolgirls sharing a mischievous secret. Lauren then turned to Sean and asked, “Our room?” Sean nodded and instructed Ben and Peter to order some more drinks to take back to his room. Ben and Peter, who had been somewhat aware of what was going on, now fully understood the situation, exchanging glances that confirmed their realization.

My wife told me she was going back to our room to freshen up, and Lauren went with her. Before she left, she gave me a lingering kiss, her lips warm and inviting, and asked once more if I would be okay with this tonight. I kissed her back and whispered, “Whatever you want to do is fine, baby.” She flashed me a sultry smile, her eyes sparkling with excitement, and walked out with Lauren. Watching her hips sway as she left, my arousal surged, fueled by the anticipation of what was to come.

Sean told me to come with him while Ben and Peter waited for the rest of the supplies from the bar. As Sean and I walked to his room, I said, “Well, I don’t know what made her decide to try this, but it’s a first.” Sean chuckled softly and told me Lauren and Sarah had been discussing it ever since he mentioned Lucy’s conversation with him at the bar earlier.

He had arranged similar “parties” for Lauren twice in the past, and she must have shared the details with my wife. He asked me if I was cool with this, and I nodded, even though a flicker of doubt crossed my mind when we entered the room and he pulled a harness with four straps out of his suitcase. Yet, the thought of my sweet wife experiencing her long-fantasized gangbang, something she had always joked about, kept me aroused.

Sean and I moved the mattress off the bed and positioned the four straps, adjusting the hand and foot holds to what we guessed would be the right length. The entire process was surreal, my heart pounding with a mix of nervousness and excitement. I couldn’t help but feel my arousal intensify as I imagined what we were planning for my wife.

About ten minutes later, Sarah and Lauren entered the room. Lauren had already slipped out of her dress, her bare skin glowing under the soft lighting, while Sarah still wore her elegant cocktail dress. She looked stunning, the fabric clinging to her curves, and her high heels accentuated the sensual sway of her walk. The seductive look on her face told me she was ready to be taken in whatever way we wanted.

Sarah approached me and kissed me deeply, her body pressing against mine. As her eyes scanned the room, taking in the bed arranged for her, she sighed with a mixture of approval and anticipation. The atmosphere was charged, every detail adding to the erotic tension that enveloped us.

Lauren said, “This must be for you honey”, as she pushed Sarah down onto the bed. Lauren pulled Sarah’s dress off over her head and flung it into the corner of the room. She pushed my wife back and dove straight down to begin licking my wife’s pussy. This caused Sarah to moan out and hold Lauren’s head tightly into her crotch. This was most definitely turning into an interesting night. I got a quick picture of my wife with her legs spread and Lauren’s head buried in her pussy. It looked sexy as hell with her high heels still on and Lauren’s ass up in the air.

Sean gently took my wife's left hand and placed it into the leather strap, securing it with a firm yet tender touch. Sarah's eyes met mine, a flicker of concern dancing in their depths, but the resolve in her gaze told me she was committed. There was no turning back now. Lauren mirrored Sean’s actions, methodically binding Sarah’s feet as Sean fastened her other hand. He leaned in, kissing her softly and asked, "Not too tight, is it?" My wife responded with a kiss, a shiver of anticipation coursing through her as she sighed in expectation of what was coming next.

The room was filled with the soft rustling of fabric and the heady scent of desire. Lauren knelt between Sarah’s thighs, her warm breath teasing the sensitive skin. For the next fifteen minutes, she lavished attention on Sarah, her tongue flicking and swirling with expert precision. Sarah’s breaths grew heavier, each exhale a soft moan of pleasure. Her nipples stood erect, straining against the cool air, evidence of her rising excitement.

Lauren’s tongue danced over Sarah’s clit, eliciting gasps and moans that filled the room. Sarah's body writhed with each movement, her pleasure building to an almost unbearable peak. As Lauren sucked on her clit and worked her fingers rhythmically in and out, Sarah’s moans turned to desperate cries of ecstasy. Her hips bucked and her muscles tensed, every fiber of her being poised on the edge of release.

It was at this moment that Sean knelt on the bed, his erection standing proud near Sarah's face. Without hesitation, she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip. She sucked eagerly, each movement of her lips drawing her closer to the brink. The room was filled with the sounds of pleasure—soft sucking, wet kisses, and the rhythmic chant of, “Oh fuck, Oh fuck, OH FUCK.”

With a final, shuddering cry, Sarah’s body convulsed in a powerful orgasm. Her muscles contracted, her legs locked out, and a wave of pure ecstasy washed over her. She clung to the sensations, riding the crest of her pleasure as the room seemed to pulse with the intensity of the moment.

Sure, here's a revised version with added descriptive details and atmosphere:

Lauren released her hold and let her hand glide from Sarah’s ankle all the way up the inside of her thigh, her touch leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. She then positioned herself over my wife’s face, lowering her pussy tantalizingly close. Sarah responded with fervor, her tongue eagerly lapping at Lauren’s wetness, her head arching up to meet her lover’s body. Lauren hovered just out of reach, teasingly saying, “That’s my sweet girl, lick her good, baby.” The sight of my wife struggling against the straps, desperate for more, was almost enough to push me over the edge. But I held back, determined not to waste my release without sharing it with Sarah.

Grabbing my phone, I captured several photos of this erotic tableau, kicking myself for not recording my wife’s first orgasm. Sean, meanwhile, had positioned himself between Sarah’s legs, his hard cock sliding effortlessly into her. A moan escaped her lips as she pushed herself even harder against Lauren, her pleasure intensifying with each thrust. Sean’s movements were rhythmic and powerful, each stroke eliciting a gasp or a moan from Sarah. This was one of the sexiest moments from our trip, and I snapped a series of pictures, wanting to remember every detail.

As Sean continued to thrust into my wife and Lauren rode her face, a rap on the door signaled that the party was about to escalate. I opened it, allowing Peter and Ben to step inside and witness the scene. Their eyes widened with excitement as they quickly stripped off their clothes. Ben explained that they had checked on the girls in his room, finding Ellie and Briana curled up in bed, "doing their own thing."

Ben moved to one side of the bed while Peter took the other. They began rubbing my wife’s legs, their hands caressing her soft skin as Sean’s pace quickened. His groans grew louder, a clear indication that he was nearing his climax. The room was charged with an intense erotic energy, the air thick with the scent of sex and the sounds of pleasure. Sarah's body writhed between Sean’s relentless thrusts and Lauren’s wet pussy, her moans blending with the rhythmic creaking of the bed.

Each second was a feast for the senses, a symphony of sights, sounds, and sensations that would be etched into my memory forever.

Lauren rode my wife’s face for a few more seconds, her hips undulating in a mesmerizing rhythm before she eased off the bed. Spotting my rock-hard cock, she pulled me over to my wife’s left side. Bending over and presenting her ass to me, Lauren pushed back invitingly. Without hesitation, I grabbed her hips and thrust my cock into her very wet pussy. She groaned as I filled her, my length reaching the depths of her inner walls. The friction was electric as I rubbed the head of my cock back and forth, eliciting deep moans from Lauren.

Sarah opened her eyes just long enough to see me fucking Lauren, her lips curling into a satisfied smile before she closed them again, sighing in pleasure as Sean continued to pound into her. The sight of her hips lifting off the bed to meet his thrusts is something I will always remember. Her voice rose in desperate cries, urging Sean to fuck her harder. As his pace quickened and his breaths grew ragged, she begged him to cum inside her. This plea sent Sean over the edge, and with a final, powerful thrust, he filled my wife’s pussy with his release.

No sooner had Sean finished and rolled off the bed, Peter moved in. He wasted no time, pushing his massive cock into Sarah without hesitation. She yelled out, “Yes! Give me that big dick!” Peter did just what she wanted, fucking her with relentless intensity. His size was almost too much, and he managed to work nearly his entire length into her before she cried out, “TOOOO MUCH!”


Chapter 5

In just a few days, my sweet wife had transformed into a seductive, insatiable lover, and it was clear she reveled in Peter's big cock. As Peter drove into her, Sarah came hard, her body shuddering with pleasure. She asked him to stop only for a moment to catch her breath, struggling against the straps before putting her head back down and demanding, "Fuck me!" Peter couldn't manage to cum, but he pounded her hard for another ten minutes, his stamina impressive even as the effects of alcohol began to show.

Finally, needing a break, Peter rolled off my wife and bent over the bed to kiss her breasts. He stood beside the bed, stroking his cock as he watched the scene unfold, his eyes filled with lust and admiration for the erotic display before him.

Ben untied Sarah when it was his turn because Sarah had begged him to let her go. While a little bondage might have been fun for her at first, the straps were now just getting in the way, leaving red imprints on her delicate skin. I could tell my wife wanted some control over this night; she also wanted to be able to hold onto the guy who was making love to her.

As soon as Sarah was free, she pulled Ben down on top of her with a fiery urgency, her fingers digging into his shoulders. She reached out for Peter's big cock, eager to taste him. Lauren pulled away from me, her soft skin leaving a lingering warmth as my dick slipped out of her. She put her head next to Sarah's, and the two began kissing passionately, their tongues intertwining as Ben thrust into my wife.

The room was filled with the sounds of heavy breathing and the rhythmic slap of skin against skin. Sarah and Lauren then licked at Peter's dick, their tongues dancing and teasing. It was almost comical watching Ben try to maintain his rhythm inside my wife while keeping his face away from the enticing chaos the girls were creating.

Ben repositioned, raising Sarah's legs up. He grabbed her firmly around her ass, his muscles tensing as he quickened his pace. Sarah gasped, her eyes rolling back as she tried to force more of Peter's big dick into her mouth, her muffled moans vibrating through the room. Ben's grunting reached a peak, and he climaxed, pumping his come into her with a guttural groan. As he pulled out, a long, glistening trail of come followed, leaving a sticky connection between them for a moment.

Without missing a beat, Sean replaced Ben, his urgency palpable. He wasted no time, pounding into her with all he had left. The bed creaked under the intensity, and Sean's breath became ragged. He only lasted a few minutes before he, too, came, filling Sarah with what must have been the last of his reserves. Poor guy had blown two loads in about thirty minutes, his face flushed and spent.

Sarah smiled at me, her eyes gleaming with a wild intensity. "Fuck me, baby," she commanded, her voice husky and demanding. The look on her face was very different from when we usually made love, filled with raw desire and unrestrained passion. The feeling I had at this point was equally different. I love my wife more than anything, and making love to her has always been something special. But this night was not about making love. This night was about her getting fucked so long and hard she would finally have to beg us to stop when she couldn't take anymore. The thought made my cock swell even more, and I just took her. This time, I did not care about pleasing her as I normally would. I just pushed my cock all the way into her, grabbed the sheets on either side and pumped for my own relief. I didn't even care that Peter's cock was so close to my face while the girls continued to suck him.

The feeling of my cock sliding into her cum-filled pussy was strange yet incredibly arousing. She was so sopping wet that I entered her with no effort whatsoever. She stopped licking Peter just long enough to say, "Give me your cum, baby," before going back to working on his dick. She knew I had been holding back while I was fucking Lauren, waiting for my turn to be with her.

As I fucked my wife, Lauren moved away from licking Peter's dick and rubbed her hands over my back, giving an approving "UUUMMMMM." At that moment, I didn't know who was more turned on, me or my wife. I released the huge load of cum I had been holding back since this morning, and I hadn't cum this hard in as long as I could remember. I felt my cock pulsing with each powerful stream of sperm being ejected. My wife obviously felt the same thing because she moaned out and said, "Fill me, baby, give it to me." Her facial expression showed she could feel the sheer volume of my cum filling her, and her smile made me push into her deeper as I finished shooting my load.

I recall thinking, if my wife acting like a whore is going to make me cum this hard every time, we are going to be doing these things more often.

I had to roll off the bed to regain my composure, breathing heavily, as Lauren quickly took my place. She pulled Peter down into the middle of the bed, and she and Sarah immediately began sucking his cock with a synchronized intensity. The lucky man was still getting a double blow-job, but with a dick that big, I guess you need two girls working on it.

I leaned back on the couch and took in the show, the leather cool against my heated skin. Sarah's pussy was dripping with cum, and she was now no longer worried about me. She wanted Peter's cock in her mouth, her desire palpable in every movement. She kissed Lauren once, a brief but heated exchange, and they actually pulled his dick back and forth between them, eager to get hold of it. Lauren began making slow, deliberate circular motions around the base of his dick while Sarah focused on the head, her lips and tongue working with expert precision. Peter just lay there, groaning out in pleasure, his body tense with ecstasy. He did, however, look over at me once. The expression on his face told me those two girls actually "owned" him at this particular moment.

When Peter came, he screamed out, "Oh GOD YEEEESSSSS!" His cock was still in Sarah's mouth as he let go, and my sweet wife sucked him off, her cheeks hollowing with the effort. She took his cum eagerly, only letting up when Lauren put her face next to hers. They both ran their hands over Peter's dick, coaxing out the remaining cum, and each of them took turns sucking his head, sharing his load in a display of raw, unfiltered desire. I had already thought it before, but what a lucky bastard Peter was at that moment.

The three of them lay on the bed, Sarah and Lauren playing with Peter's softening dick, their fingers tracing lazy patterns over his skin. I grabbed my phone and took a quick pic, capturing the moment of post-orgasmic bliss. I decided I wanted a cigarette. I had quit several years prior, but tonight, I was craving one so badly I couldn't care less. I grabbed one out of Sean's pack and stepped out onto the deck to take in the night on the beach, the cool air a stark contrast to the heated scene inside.

Just as I was lighting up, I saw Briana and Ellie making their way down the beach, their silhouettes outlined by the moonlight. Sean's room was on the second story, so I called out to them as they were passing. When they saw me, both yelled out at the same time, "What the hell?" Their voices carried over the sound of the waves, a mix of surprise and curiosity. They walked around through the breeze, heading to the steps to the second floor, their laughter echoing in the night.

Thirty minutes later, after my wife had cleaned up, the fun began in earnest. The eight of us spent the remainder of the night indulging in our desires. Mostly, it was with our own spouses, but the boundaries were fluid, and I lost count of how many times my sweet wife had an orgasm. She was so turned on after her little experience that she was like a wild woman, insatiable and eager for more.

At one point, I was fucking Lauren from behind again, her moans mixing with the sounds of the ocean through the open window. Sarah was nearby, straddling Ben while she sucked Sean's dick, her body moving rhythmically between them. She was most definitely having a good time, and watching her in the throes of pleasure only made me harder inside Lauren. The sight of my wife so thoroughly enjoying herself was intoxicating.

Although I really wanted to, I did not get the opportunity to fuck Ellie that night. She did stroke my cock to get me hard again before I went back to fucking Lauren, her touch skilled and teasing, but the moment to have Ellie never came.

Around 5 am, we finally called it quits. My body ached with exhaustion, and I was relieved to have a chance to lie down. The walk back to our room was only about two minutes, but my legs felt like they were made of rubber, each step a Herculean effort. Sarah fell right into our bed after cleaning up, her body sinking into the mattress, and she was asleep in about ten seconds. My sweet wife had just been thoroughly fucked by four guys, and the memory of the night made me want her all over again. However, my dick was in no way going to get hard until I had some sleep.

I drank two bottles of water from the fridge, the cool liquid soothing my parched throat. Then, I lay down beside her, the bed a welcome respite. I rubbed my hand over my wife's sweet ass, feeling the warmth of her skin under my palm, and finally allowed myself to drift off to sleep, content and utterly spent.

The following morning, or should I say afternoon since we didn't wake up until 2 pm, both Sarah and I headed straight for the buffet. We were in luck to find a very late "breakfast" waiting for us, along with a few Bloody Marys to take the edge off last night's party. We only spoke about the previous night once during our meal, and it was Sarah who broke the silence. "I can't believe last night," she said, her voice tinged with a mix of disbelief and a hint of regret. But as the second Bloody Mary kicked in, her mood lightened. The only thing she said after that was, "Did you like it?" My approving smile earned me a long kiss and an "I love you."

We walked back to our room, shedding our clothes onto the deck as we made our way to the pool bar. The sound of announcements filled the air, though we couldn't make out what was being said. As we rounded the corner, we saw a guy behind a DJ booth giving out T-shirts and cozies to a group of girls who had just finished a hula-hoop contest. Briana spotted us and waved us over to a table at the far end of the pool. We navigated through the crowd, joining our friends in the shaded area.

Everyone was there except Ben, who had wandered down the beach in search of something "special" for Ellie and promised he'd be back in about 30 minutes. I went to grab us two more drinks, the bartender expertly mixing our orders as Sarah squeezed in at the table next to Peter and Briana.

Ben returned a few minutes later, his face lit up with excitement. He told Ellie her package was in the room, a hint of mystery in his voice. Curiosity piqued, and she started to get up, but Ben gently stopped her. "Please, babe, give it a little while," he said, his tone soothing. Looking a bit tipsy, Ellie reluctantly sat back down, taking her husband's advice.

We talked and drank for about an hour, and my hangover was now a thing of the past. Judging by the way Sarah was laughing, she was feeling no pain either.

The DJ's voice boomed over the loudspeakers, crackling with excitement as he announced a game and called for female volunteers. With a mischievous glint in her eye, Lauren grabbed Ellie and Briana by the arms and pulled them up, their surprised laughter echoing in the night air. She then turned to Sarah, her tone softening, "Oh sweetie, you're coming too." Sarah hesitated, her cheeks flushing with a mix of reluctance and excitement, until Peter gave her a gentle push, propelling her out of the chair.

The girls made their way to the DJ booth, their bare feet padding across the cool, wet tiles. The crowd around the pool erupted into cheers, their voices a chaotic symphony of encouragement and catcalls. The humid air was thick with the scent of chlorine and tropical flowers, the night alive with the pulsating rhythm of the music.

The DJ grinned as he pulled out a large box, its contents rattling mysteriously. With a dramatic flourish, he began flinging multi-colored bands into the pool and towards the lively crowd at the bar. The bands, in vibrant neon green, pink, and blue hues, glittered under the poolside lights, creating a mesmerizing spectacle. The object of the game was simple yet tantalizing: the crowd was to place the bands wherever they deemed fit, and the girls had five minutes to retrieve as many as possible. The prize? A $200 gift certificate to the trendy clothes shop and a couple of bottles of premium rum.

Just before the game commenced, the DJ added an extra twist, tossing a handful of bands into the large, bubbling hot tub in the center of the pool compound. He then provocatively placed several bands around his semi-hard dick, a playful challenge that elicited a collective gasp from the onlookers. With a gleeful shout of "Go get 'em, girls!" he cranked the music louder, the bass thumping in time with the collective heartbeat of the crowd.

The girls sprang into action, joining three other eager participants as they all dove into the pool simultaneously. With her easy charm, Ellie sauntered over to the bar, her movements graceful and confident as she collected her bands from the eager hands of the patrons. Lauren, always the bold one, spun around and made a beeline for the DJ, laughing as she deftly removed the bands from his provocative display. Briana, a bit hesitant at first, eventually followed suit, splashing into the pool with a determined glint in her eye, though her reluctance was palpable.

Sarah, however, had a different strategy. She watched the chaotic scramble for bands, a thoughtful expression on her face. Then, with sudden determination, she sprinted towards the hot tub and dove into its warm, bubbling depths. My heart leaped into my throat, fearing she might hurt herself with such a bold move. But she surfaced seconds later, a triumphant smile on her face, surrounded by a multitude of cheering guys eager to surrender their bands to her. Apparently, she had been the only one to notice the DJ's earlier toss into the hot tub, her keen observation giving her a distinct advantage.

Once the music stopped, all the girls made their way to the pool's edge, displaying their retrieved bands like trophies. Ellie stood proudly with the most bands, while my wife came in a close second, just two bands shy. One player, an elderly lady I'd seen earlier engaging in an intimate moment on the beach with her husband, only had ten bands, placing her dead last.

Ellie collected her prizes with a radiant smile, and the crowd erupted into applause as the girls returned to our table, basking in the celebratory atmosphere. We resumed our drinks and conversation, the night filled with the hum of laughter and lively chatter.

As we settled back into our seats, the elderly couple from earlier approached our table. The husband, Dave, introduced himself and his wife, Marsha. They both congratulated Ellie on her win and started to walk away, but Ben called out, "Oh no, you come to our table; you have to sit down and have a drink." They turned back, smiling broadly, and replied, "Absolutely!"

Dave and Marsha joined us, and we quickly fell into an easy conversation. They shared their story: high school sweethearts whose unplanned pregnancy led to an early marriage. Dave had a long career in the Navy, and once their son followed in his footsteps and left home, they found themselves with newfound freedom. They discovered the Lifestyle and embraced it fully, becoming fixtures in the community. Both were genuine, down-to-earth people, their warmth and openness immediately endearing them to us.

Despite the visible signs of aging, Marsha's beauty shone through. I guessed she was in her mid-sixties, and though time had etched its marks on her, it was clear she had been a "hottie" in her youth. Her thin frame helped her small breasts resist the sagging typically associated with age, and her long legs and surprisingly firm behind added to her charm. She flirted effortlessly with the guys at our table and kept up with the girls as they swapped stories on various topics.

As they were getting up to leave, Ellie stood up, a thoughtful look on her face. "Listen, I really didn't want this, so I would like you to have it," she said, handing the gift certificate to Marsha. At first, Marsha refused, but Ellie's insistence, backed by the nodding approval of our group, finally convinced her to accept. With a twinkle in his eye, Dave joked, "What about the rum?" This was met with a unanimous and resounding "NO!" We had already made plans for those bottles tonight.

Sarah and I decided to escape the sun and drinking for a bit to indulge in a beachside massage. This was something we had both longed for, and I was especially eager for a break. The massage tables were set up right at the water's edge, just a few doors down from our room. I had made the appointment the previous day while we were all lounging on the beach. If you've never experienced a massage from someone who truly knows their craft, I highly recommend it. However, lying naked on the beach with your wife, feeling the gentle breeze, and listening to the waves is an unparalleled experience.

As we settled onto the tables, the therapists began their work, and I had to fight to stay awake, wanting to savor every moment of our hour-long session. Despite my best efforts, I finally drifted off about ten minutes before it ended, lulled by the soothing strokes and the rhythmic sound of the ocean.

Post-massage, we headed straight back to our room, completely relaxed and still buzzing slightly from the afternoon's festivities. The combination of relaxation and alcohol had me craving a few hours of sleep. Just before Sarah fell asleep, she kissed me softly and murmured, "Honey, there is no way I can party again tonight like we did last night." She gave me a teasing smile, closed her eyes, and added, "My little girl needs a break." I fell asleep holding her, my thoughts drifting back to the previous night's adventures, causing a stirring that only added to my contentment.

Around 6 pm, we were woken by the ringing phone. It was Ben checking what time we could join them for dinner. He had made a reservation at the Hibachi restaurant, which could accommodate all eight of us at 8 o'clock. We agreed to meet them then. Although I toyed with the idea of grabbing another 30 minutes of sleep, Sarah smacked my ass playfully and told me to get up and shower so she could get ready. We were both still feeling oily from the massage and needed to freshen up. She rolled over and went back to sleep while I grabbed a beer and headed to the shower, the cool water washing away the remnants of the day's relaxation and prepping me for the evening ahead.

We met Ellie and Ben halfway to the restaurant. It was apparent neither had stopped drinking during the afternoon. Ellie was taking another hit off her pipe as we caught up to them on the walkway. I've said it before, but it bears repeating: Ellie is one gorgeous woman. Her tight blue skirt and white blouse, buttoned just enough to keep her breasts from spilling out, was a sight to behold. In that moment, I realized who she reminded me of—Terri Wells, Playmate of the Year 1981, who had fueled many of my adolescent fantasies.

We rendezvoused with Sean and Lauren outside the restaurant, waiting another five minutes for Peter and Briana to join us. I spotted Dave, the elderly guy from the pool, sitting in a courtyard seat smoking a cigar. I walked over to say a quick hello and inquired about Marsha. He mentioned she was using the gift certificate Ellie had given her as they were leaving the next morning. We chatted for a few minutes before Briana playfully called out, telling me to get my ass into the restaurant.

Dinner was lively, but it was clear Ben was struggling. He almost toppled over onto the hot grill, prompting Ellie to suggest he head back to their room. Despite his efforts to tough it out through dinner, he was out like a light once he sat down in one of the courtyard chairs. Sean and Peter volunteered to help him back to his room while I was put in charge of the girls—a responsibility I was more than happy to accept.

The plan was to return to the pool area and jump into the large hot tub. Over dinner, the girls hinted at a special surprise they had planned for us, promising a fun night ahead. My mind was spinning with anticipation, unsure how they could top the previous night's adventures.

First, the girls wanted to stop for a drink at the piano bar. It was almost empty tonight, and the bartender greeted us with a loud, "OH YES!" as the girls walked in and sat down. Lauren ordered a round of shots, and Ellie flashed her tits at the bartender, teasing, "We wanna be bad tonight!" He grinned at me and said, "You in trouble, mon."

After about twenty minutes, I started to wonder what had happened to Sean and Peter. Lauren and Briana were also getting concerned. When they mentioned it to Sarah, she gave me a look that clearly said, "Are you going to do something about it?" Taking my cue, I announced that I was going to walk down to the rooms to find the other guys. On my way out, I joked with the bartender, saying, "You're in charge now, mon." He raised his blender container and replied, "They will be bad girls tonight for sure."

The night air was cool against my skin as I made my way down the dimly lit path towards the rooms. The sound of the ocean waves crashing in the distance added a serene backdrop to the chaotic energy of the evening. My thoughts raced, wondering what the night still held in store for us.

I met Sean halfway down the dimly lit walkway to the rooms, the muffled sounds of laughter and music from the nearby bar creating a discordant background. He was wearing a worried expression, his usually carefree demeanor replaced with a tense urgency.

"Ben's really fucked up," he said, his voice laced with concern. "Peter's still in the room with him. Ben threw up and passed out on the toilet, face in the bowl."

Despite feeling a flicker of worry, I couldn't help but try to lighten the mood. "Did you at least get a picture?" I joked, attempting to mask my concern with humor.

Sean, always one to document the absurdity, whipped out his phone and showed me a photo of Ben face down in the toilet bowl, his arms splayed awkwardly.

"It happened a couple times on the last trip," Sean said with a sigh. "Ben's fun to be around, but he just doesn't know when to say enough is enough."

As Sean headed towards the bar to inform the girls, I made my way to Ben's room. The night air was heavy with the scent of salt and tropical flowers. Before Peter even opened the door, I could hear Ben's deep, rhythmic snoring from outside. The door creaked open to reveal a chaotic scene.

Ben was propped up next to the toilet, his head lolling to one side, snoring loudly. His shirt was covered in vomit, and the bathroom wall was splattered with it as well. The acrid stench of bile filled the small space. I felt a pang of sympathy for him; I'd had nights like this myself. But there was also a flicker of irritation. Someone would have to babysit Ben to make sure he didn't choke on his own vomit, though most of it seemed to be on the floor now.

Ellie was out of the question; she was just as messed up. Peter looked like he was ready to bolt, his pants leg stained with Ben's puke.

"Grab a lounge chair from the beach," I instructed Peter, who seemed all too eager to escape the bathroom's foul atmosphere.

While he was gone, I did my best to clean up the bathroom. The task was unpleasant but necessary. The cold tiles under my knees and the sharp smell made my head spin. Peter returned with a lounge chair, and we set it up next to the bed, adjusting the headrest so Ben wouldn't be lying flat on his back.

Lifting Ben, who was now dead weight, was a struggle. He was a big guy, and it took both Peter and me to hoist him from the floor into the chair. Once positioned, Ben continued snoring loudly, oblivious to the world and to the care we had taken to ensure his safety.

I told Peter to go get cleaned up and that I'd hang out until we figured out what we were doing. He had calmed down, but we were both probably thinking the same thing: "Ben just messed up what could have been another fun night." As it turned out, Ellie wasn't far behind Ben's example. Peter and Briana came back to the room about ten minutes later, half-carrying Ellie between them. Everyone else was following, and it was apparent that this night was pretty much over early.

Since we couldn't fit another lounge chair in the small room, we built a pillow pile and propped Ellie up in a similar manner. The mood had most definitely changed; Peter, still bearing the remnants of Ben's mishap, looked defeated. He stripped off his soiled pants and tossed them into the trashcan along the pathway as he and Briana headed back to their room.

This left Lauren, Sean, my wife, and I watching over our very drunk friends. Feeling like the most sober of the group, I took the hit and said I would stay for at least an hour or so to make sure they were okay. Years on the job had taught me that very intoxicated people can die not only from choking on their own vomit but also from trying to get up while half-asleep and hurting themselves.

Sean and Lauren asked Sarah if she wanted to hang out with them a little more. Sarah decided to stay with me, promising we would meet up for breakfast early the next day. After they left, I turned on the TV and flipped through the limited channels. The choices were amateur porn, interracial porn, or the weather channel. I chose amateur porn, figuring they put in the most effort.

Sarah and I lay down next to Ellie to relax. Despite the chaos, the night wasn't entirely wasted. As I watched two guys on TV intensely pleasuring a girl, I felt a surge of arousal. Even with Ben and Ellie snoring next to us, I wanted to fool around with my wife. Sarah noticed my growing excitement and unzipped my pants.

"Get 'em off, mister," she whispered, a playful glint in her eye. I stripped in record time and lay back down.

Sarah kissed me and whispered, "You know I'm still sore from last night, but I'll take care of you." She grabbed my cock and licked around the head before taking me into her sweet mouth. I found myself watching the porn movie on the TV and simultaneously watching my wife through the mirror on the ceiling. Tonight wasn't perfect, but for me, it turned out pretty well after all.

Sarah worked her magic slowly that night, her touch teasing and deliberate. She seemed to revel in my anticipation, making me writhe with a mixture of pleasure and frustration. However, the moment was abruptly interrupted when Ben started making retching noises in his sleep. He woke just in time to lurch forward and vomit into the trashcan I had swiftly positioned for him. He muttered a slurred thank you before collapsing back onto the bed, drifting back to sleep almost instantly.

The smell was too much for Sarah, who quickly excused herself with a quick kiss, her face pale. "I'll be in our room," she said, her voice a little shaky. I tried to lighten the mood, joking that she could always come back if she wanted more. She shot me a withering look, her hand suggestively resting on her abdomen as she replied, "I need a break tonight." As she walked away, she called over her shoulder, "Honey, make sure they're okay, but don't be here all night." Good advice, but who knew how long it would take?

I sighed and put my pants back on, disappointed that the moment had been cut short. For a while, I tried to focus on the movie playing in the background, but my mind kept wandering. Eventually, hunger got the better of me, and I decided to raid Ben's fridge. Fortunately for me, Ben wasn't much of a beer drinker. Four ice-cold Carib beers were lined up neatly on the door, and I wasted no time cracking one open. As I sipped my beer and watched a three-girl orgy on the TV, I tried to relax.


Chapter 6

About half an hour later, feeling drowsy from the beer, I decided to wake myself up with a cold shower. The cool water hit my face like a jolt of electricity, instantly refreshing me. I dried my head off and made my way back to the bed, hoping to get some rest.

Just as I sat down, Ellie sprang up, startled. “What the fuck?” she exclaimed, her eyes wide with confusion. It took her a moment to recognize me. When she did, she softened. “Oh sweetie, I’m so sorry,” she said, realizing what had happened. She glanced over at Ben, who was still sprawled out on the lounge chair, and seemed to piece together the situation. Despite being heavily baked just a couple of hours ago, she now appeared alert and composed. She got out of bed, gave Ben a light slap on the leg, and disappeared into the bathroom. Soon, I heard the sound of the shower running.

Ellie emerged a few minutes later, her skin glistening with droplets of water. She was completely naked, her nipples erect from the cold. As she dried off, she explained, “Ben does this all the time. We’ll be fine.” She apologized for disrupting everyone’s plans and promised to make it up to us tomorrow. She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, then pulled me in for a long, deep kiss that made my heart race. Her touch left me aching for more, but I knew it was time to leave.

“Thank you,” she whispered one last time, a subtle hint for me to head back to my room. It was around 1 AM as I made my way down the beach, the cool night air helping to clear my head.

As I neared our room, I could hear animated voices drifting from the deck. The night air was cool, carrying the scent of the ocean and the distant hum of laughter from other vacationers. I found Sarah sitting with Dave and Marsha, the elderly couple we'd met at the pool earlier in the week. They were enjoying drinks, and as soon as they saw me, they all yelled out, “Hey, finally!”

I approached with a smile, explaining, “Ellie is up and taking charge of her husband.” Sarah shot me a questioning look, to which I quickly responded, “No, I didn’t!” Although this week had been filled with unusual experiences, being unfaithful to my wife was a line I wouldn't cross, not even in the liberated atmosphere of Hedo.

I grabbed a seat beside Sarah, who promptly went inside to fetch the beers I'd stashed in the fridge. The soft glow of the deck lights cast a warm ambiance, making the evening feel even more intimate.

Dave started to explain how they’d ended up on our deck. “We were taking one last walk down the beach after a late dinner when we saw Sarah struggling with the sliding door. Those damn things can be tricky.” He chuckled, and I joined in, appreciating his humor. “We helped her get inside, which led to a few drinks. Hanging out with your wife, enjoying our last night, seemed like the right thing to do.”

They were a kind couple, and I thanked them for looking out for Sarah. We chatted for the next half hour, the conversation flowing as easily as the drinks. Eventually, Dave stood up and stretched, signaling it was time for them to leave. “I think it’s time to let you two get some rest,” he said with a friendly smile.

Just as they were about to go, Dave turned to Sarah with a sheepish grin. “Sweetie, please don’t think I’m a pervert, but could I see those incredible tits once more?”

Sarah, still wearing her dress from earlier, didn't hesitate. She sprang from her seat, the dress slipping off her shoulders and pooling at her feet. She cupped her breasts and pushed them together, giving Dave an eyeful. He groaned in approval, his hands twitching with restrained desire. Sarah took it a step further, guiding his head between her breasts and pulling him close. Dave’s moan made it clear that this was what he had wanted all night.

Sarah glanced at Marsha and then over to me. Seeing no objection from either of us, she knelt before Dave, her fingers deftly undoing his zipper. The look of surprise and anticipation on his face was priceless. When she reached into his fly, he gripped the arms of his chair, knuckles white with tension.

With a playful smile, Sarah pulled Dave’s cock out of his shorts. It wasn’t particularly large, but it was hard as a rock. I remember thinking, “I hope I can still get that hard at his age.” She ran her fingers up and down his shaft, her eyes flicking back to gauge my reaction. I sat back, intrigued by her newfound boldness, wondering what had sparked this wild side in my wife over the past few days.

Sarah stood up, rubbing her breasts against Dave’s face while firmly gripping his cock in her hand. She began to stroke him rhythmically, her movements eliciting a deep groan as Dave buried his face into her soft curves. The scene was intensely erotic, the warm glow of the deck lights casting a golden sheen on their entwined bodies.

I glanced over at Marsha, who met my gaze with a coy smile. “I’m not as beautiful as your wife, but I’ll do my best,” she said. Encouraged by her words, I stood up, quickly stripping off my pants to reveal my throbbing erection. Marsha’s eyes widened with appreciation as she pushed me back onto the edge of the hot tub. She knelt on a cushion before me, her hands exploring my body with a practiced touch. One hand grasped my hard dick while the other cupped my balls, her fingers deftly stroking and squeezing.

“This is a nice one to suck on,” she murmured before taking half of my cock into her mouth in one smooth motion. I gasped as her warm lips enveloped me, her tongue swirling expertly around the underside of my shaft. The pleasure was intense, and I let out a groan that caught Sarah’s attention.

Sarah glanced over at me, her eyes sparkling with excitement. She still had Dave’s cock in her hand, her body moving sensuously against his chest. With a playful glint in her eye, she straddled one of Dave’s legs, rubbing her pussy against his thigh while pumping his cock with renewed vigor. Dave groaned in approval, managing a breathless, “Just don’t break me, sweetie,” between gasps.

Meanwhile, Marsha’s mouth worked wonders on me. She moved my cock in and out, her tongue dancing around the tip before enveloping me completely again. Her technique was flawless, the sensation of her lips and tongue driving me wild. She took me deeper, inch by inch, until I felt the head of my cock pressing against the back of her throat. To my amazement, she continued, swallowing me whole until her nose was buried in my pubic hair. She held me there for a few seconds, her throat muscles contracting around my shaft, before slowly pulling back, her lips creating a tight seal.

I was on the edge of ecstasy, and when Marsha looked up at me, I could only manage a desperate, “Oh my God, PLEASE don’t stop!” She smiled seductively and repeated her deep-throating trick, her movements slow and deliberate, sending waves of pleasure through my body.

As Marsha worked her magic, I heard Dave groan louder. Sarah’s voice was a sultry whisper, “Squirt for me, honey.” She was now vigorously stroking his cock, her breasts pressed against his face once more. Sensing his imminent climax, she knelt between his legs, pumping his dick with fervent intensity. Dave’s moans grew louder until he finally erupted, a thick stream of cum shooting onto his chest. Sarah cried out in delight, watching as he released several more spurts onto his stomach, clearly pleased with the results of her efforts.

The evening had been full of surprises. Despite his age, the old guy still packed quite a punch when it came to cumming. Watching my wife had pushed me over the edge, and there was no way I could handle Marsha's magical mouth for long. I tensed my legs, causing Marsha to let out a deep, throaty moan, and I took it as a sign she was ready to taste my release. As she flicked her skillful tongue around the sensitive underside of my shaft, I let go inside her warm, inviting mouth. This had been one of the most incredible, if not the best, blowjobs I had ever experienced. The intensity of my climax was overwhelming, and my cock pulsed as Marsha expertly sucked every drop from me.

Meanwhile, Sarah went into the bathroom to fetch a washcloth to clean up Dave's come. Marsha continued to finish me off, finally pulling my dick from her mouth, having drained me completely. It took a few moments for my balls to relax and my cock to soften in her gentle grip. She smiled at me as she slowly pumped my softening dick, a touch that usually would have been too much to handle, but her talented fingers made it feel exquisite.

As she let go and stood up, she leaned in and kissed my cheek. "Thank you for giving an old lady a treat," she whispered in my ear, her breath warm and sweet. She gave me a quick, playful kiss and added, "Your wife is lucky; you have a nice cock." I kissed her back, a little longer this time, thinking to myself, "Damn, this was another first."

Dave had cleaned up and was now hugging Sarah. He asked to kiss her breasts once more, and Sarah willingly obliged, her laughter echoing softly in the room. We said goodnight to our new friends, watching them walk down the beach towards their room, the moonlight casting a gentle glow on the sand.

Sarah and I took a quick shower together, washing away the remnants of the evening before crawling into bed. We talked briefly about what had just happened. Sarah asked me, "So, did you get a good blowjob?" I only replied, "Yeah, she was okay." There was no way I was going to tell my wife the truth about Marsha giving me the most incredible oral sex of my life. Don't get me wrong, my wife is wonderful and loves to pleasure me, but I wished Marsha was staying another day so I could ask her to teach my wife her techniques.

The following morning, Sarah found a note taped to the sliding glass door. It was from Dave and Marsha and simply read, "Thank you guys for making our last night very special." They had written their address and phone number on the note, inviting us to stay at their place in Myrtle Beach anytime.

Sarah admitted she felt a little weird about messing with Dave. In her words, he was old enough to be my father. I just smiled at her and said, "Hey baby, I'll be that old one day." She smiled back, taking in my joke, and replied, "Well, I hope you can still get your cock hard and cum like he can." I thought to myself, "I hope you learn to suck cock like Marsha can." We threw on some clothes and headed to the buffet for breakfast, the sun rising over the ocean and bringing with it a new day full of possibilities.

I was relieved to see Ben and Ellie sitting at a table when we walked into the restaurant. Ellie looked stunning as usual, her vibrant dress catching the morning light, but Ben was most obviously hung over, his face pale and eyes bloodshot. They waved us over, and Sarah went to sit down while I headed to the bar to grab us some mimosas.

When I returned and placed our drinks on the table, Ben stood up, shook my hand, and pulled me into a bear hug. His grip was firm, yet he seemed a bit shaky. He apologized for last night, saying, "That will not happen again, I promise." He looked sincere, his voice tinged with regret. He told me I was a good guy and that he appreciated me looking out for him. Ellie added, with a playful smile, "He had double duty."

Ben acknowledged my extra effort at having babysat both him and Ellie, thanking me profusely. "I'm sorry we messed up everyone’s fun last night," he said, and my wife laughed, giving me a sexy look that made my heart skip a beat. Ellie noticed the exchange and, after some prodding, we finally explained what had happened with Dave and Marsha. Both Ben and Ellie exclaimed, "Well, we wish we could have made the party too!"

After breakfast, Ben mentioned he was going back to the room to grab another hour of sleep. He explained they were taking the bar-hopping bus around town that afternoon and asked if we wanted to join. Sarah immediately said yes, to which Ben responded, "Good, I already reserved two seats for you guys." Just before heading back to his room, he told me, "Make sure you bring a roll of toilet paper with you," and walked away without further explanation.

Ellie laughed and explained that some of the places we would stop at did not have "necessities," and if I brought toilet paper, I would be a popular guy with the girls on the bus trip. I found this hilarious, though I later learned it was very much true.

The eight of us met in the lobby around noon. The bus was running a little late, so I took the opportunity to grab some extra beers and snacks from the bar while we waited. There were about four other couples who appeared to be waiting for the same bus. Ben wasted no time in introducing himself and us to them. The introductions went so quickly I didn’t catch half the names.

Among the group, there was one very big, muscular guy standing off to the side with a petite, pretty girl with short hair and a perfect heart-shaped ass whom I assumed was his wife. They seemed a little quiet, perhaps overwhelmed by the lively atmosphere of our group. I understood why they might be standoffish, having just met us. The other three couples seemed to be in their own clique, so we just let them be, focusing on enjoying our own company and the adventure ahead.

We loaded up on the bus, jostling our way to the back seats, our laughter and chatter filling the air. The cliquish group, ever the social gatekeepers, claimed the front seats, their animated conversations a sharp contrast to our more laid-back vibe. Just ahead of us, a towering figure and his petite companion settled in, engrossed in their own world.

Ben, ever the life of the party, wasted no time pulling out his tequila, the amber liquid catching the light as he offered everyone a shot. Ellie’s voice cut through the air with a hint of reproach, “Baby, I’m pouring today, I’m not drinking,” he declared with a grin. Our group burst into laughter, and Peter and I exchanged relieved glances that spoke volumes: “Thank God.”

Our first destination was a bar nestled by the water, its tranquility broken only by the gentle lapping of waves. It was almost deserted when we arrived, save for two bartenders who seemed to have anticipated our arrival. As we began to order our drinks, I found myself next to the big guy and his wife. Seizing the moment, I introduced myself.

“My name’s Mark,” he said, his deep voice carrying a friendly warmth. His wife, Katie, flashed a welcoming smile. Both were in their early thirties, and they had been married for five years. They shared that they decided to try the Hedo resort after friends raved about the liberating experience of spending a week naked. Despite their curiosity, they had opted for a room on the resort’s “prude” side.

Mark’s revelation that he was a dentist caught me off guard, my surprise evident on my face. “Yeah, I get that look a lot,” he chuckled. He explained that he had played college football on a scholarship before attending dental school. Katie, a dental technician, had been his match made in dental heaven.

With formalities out of the way, I invited them to join our group and revel in the fun. Our brief exchange seemed to have broken the ice, and they gladly moved to our side of the bar. The girls quickly took Katie under their wing, dragging her to the bar for a shot. Mark, Peter, and I stood back, watching the scene unfold with amusement. The girls were teasing the bartender with quick flashes of their tops, their laughter infectious.

Mark seemed to relax, a broad smile spreading across his face. When Katie playfully lifted her top to reveal a quick flash of her small but adorable breasts, he chuckled, “Now she’s having fun.” They confessed that they hadn’t connected with anyone on their side of the resort and were grateful for the spontaneity of the bus trip. I shared their sentiment; Katie’s blonde hair and pert figure were indeed a pleasant addition to our group.

Later, my wife confided that she found Mark quite easy on the eyes, likening him to a more muscular version of Ashton Kutcher. Her playful crush on Michael Kelso was no secret, and we both laughed, imagining our new friend in sitcom antics.

As we jumped back on board the bus, the air buzzed with anticipation. Ellie and Briana, stationed at the door, handed each of us guys a number from one to five. When everyone was back on, Ellie announced with a mischievous grin, “OK, get your guy.” The girls had devised a plan for some “Bus Teasing” on our way to the next bar, having already chosen numbers while doing shots. My wife paired up with Peter (OF COURSE), Lauren got Ben, Briana with Sean, Ellie snagged Mark (much to his delight, as he'd been eyeing her all night), and Katie ended up with me. Each girl jumped into the seat with their chosen guy, and the playful torture began.

The atmosphere on the bus grew charged as the girls started teasing us, their hands skillfully working over the fabric of our pants, whispering sweet nothings in our ears. The game was clear: get us as hard as possible and leave us hanging until later. Katie glanced at me, her eyes uncertain, seeking guidance. I smiled reassuringly and told her it was okay if she didn’t want to play. She looked over at her husband, Mark, who had his eyes closed in pleasure as Ellie’s hand worked its magic over the front of his shorts. Understanding dawned on Katie, and she quickly got into the spirit of the game.

Katie was undeniably attractive, her petite frame exuding a raw, sensual energy. Just the sight of her was enough to start arousing me, but when she brushed her hand over my crotch, I instantly became rock hard. She leaned in, her lips brushing against my neck as she whispered, “You’ve got a big one,” before resuming her kisses and caresses. This sweet torture continued for fifteen electrifying minutes, our arousal building with every touch and whisper, until the bus came to a sudden halt.

We had arrived next to what appeared to be the oldest “HOLE-IN-THE-WALL” bar on the planet. The girls sprang up, ready to disembark, eliciting groans of disapproval from the guys. Katie gave me one last, lingering rub, kissed me quickly, and joined the other girls. It took a moment for us to collect ourselves and follow them off the bus, our frustration palpable.

Ben was the exception, his arousal still visibly straining against his shorts as we stepped into the center of a small town, far from the relative privacy of the resort. His carefree attitude drew a few amused glances, but he didn’t seem to mind. The rest of us, with our desires momentarily unfulfilled, made our way into the bar, already looking forward to what the night might bring.

This was where our stash of toilet paper came into play. Barely two minutes after stepping into the bar, Briana called out for a roll. Ben, always prepared, had brought one in with him and tossed it over to Briana and Lauren, who promptly headed to the bathroom.

The bartender, a very old man with just a few teeth left, was struggling to keep up with the drink orders. To make things easier for him, we all opted for beers, even though my wife detested beer. With a grimace, she choked it down, only to let out one of the loudest burps I had ever heard. The entire group erupted in laughter, and Sarah took a bow, reveling in her unexpected "entertainment." The old bartender's gratitude was evident as he accepted a large tip, along with a few extra rolls of toilet paper we left under the money.

We piled back onto the bus, Ellie taking charge with a gleeful announcement, “OK ladies, same guys, make 'em really suffer this time.”

Katie slipped into the seat next to me and, this time, leaned in for a deep, lingering kiss. The beers had loosened her up, and she was much more relaxed now. I took the opportunity to run my hand over her smooth, tanned legs. She parted them slightly, allowing me to trace my hand over her crotch. Her breath hitched as I did, and I could feel the heat between us intensify. I was already throbbing, my need for her touch almost unbearable.

Breaking our kiss, Katie went back to teasing me through my shorts. Every time her fingers brushed against me, my dick pulsed, and I was sure I might come just from her touch. She whispered in my ear, “I’m so glad we met you guys. Hopefully, we can have fun later on.” Her words sent a shiver down my spine, and I had to quickly think of something else to stave off an impending climax.


Chapter 7

Thankfully, the next bar was only a five-minute drive away. The girls disembarked quickly, leaving us guys in varying states of discomfort. I followed, unbothered by the raging hard-on clearly visible through my shorts. The secluded nature of this last stop offered some solace, and I walked into the bar, greeted by my wife's knowing smile as she eyed the prominent bulge in my shorts.

The girls had ordered drinks and claimed a table near the window, which overlooked the shimmering expanse of water, reflecting the dusky hues of the setting sun. The soft murmur of the waves added a soothing background to the lively chatter inside. Since there were only enough seats for the girls, the guys hung back at the bar, letting the women enjoy their girl time. The evening was infused with a sense of lightheartedness, with Ellie and Briana leading the charge, their infectious laughter filling the air.

They glanced over at us, their eyes sparkling with mischief, which at first seemed harmless. However, we knew they were planning something when they huddled together, whispering conspiratorially. Briana caught the bartender's attention and asked for a pen, a sly smile playing on her lips. With a quick flourish, she scribbled numbers on each of the guys' hands, then returned to the table to write on napkins, folding them with a practiced ease. The anticipation was palpable as they awaited their final round of shots, cheering loudly when the waitress finally arrived.

Ever the instigator, Ellie downed her shot and grabbed a napkin, setting off a chain reaction. Briana followed suit, then Lauren, and finally my wife, Katie. When Katie opened her napkin, Briana let out a triumphant laugh, pulling Katie into a celebratory hug. I caught a fragment of their conversation, with Briana exclaiming, "Girl!" amidst the cheers and laughter. The atmosphere was electric, and it was clear that Ellie and Briana had something planned for our ride back to the resort.

As we prepared to leave, Ellie instructed the guys to wait a moment, her tone leaving no room for argument. We filed out five minutes later to find the bus waiting, the cool night air a refreshing contrast to the warmth inside the bar. Climbing aboard, we saw the girls seated, each holding up a numbered napkin. The numbers corresponded to those on our hands, determining our seating arrangements for the journey back.

I noticed Katie giving her husband, Mark, a hesitant look, a flicker of uncertainty crossing her face, but she seemed willing to play along with the night's playful vibe. The girls were clearly in control, their confidence infectious. I found myself next to Lauren, who greeted me with a kiss and a smile that hinted at more fun to come. Her husband, Sean, was paired with my wife, while Briana and Ben took the back seat. Mark, to his chagrin, was with Ellie again, and Katie found herself beside Peter.

As the bus pulled away, Briana stood up, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "Okay, guys, get 'em out!" she announced with a boldness that left no room for hesitation.

Ben was the first to comply, stripping off his shorts with a carefree laugh. The rest of us followed suit, albeit with varying degrees of reluctance. Mark was the last to join in, his hesitation evident as he slowly pulled down his shorts, revealing a thick, impressive member.

The mood on the bus shifted, an undercurrent of exhilaration weaving through the playful atmosphere. Lauren wasted no time, her lips wrapping around my cock as she shot me a mischievous glance. Across from me, my wife ran her hand up and down Sean's length, her eyes sparkling with the thrill of the moment. Peter, seated nearby, had his own impressive erection attended to by Katie, who finally kissed its head before taking it into her mouth. The front of the bus erupted in cheers, the girls' enthusiasm adding to the heady mix of laughter and lust.

Lauren's mouth worked tirelessly, her warm lips gliding up and down my shaft with rhythmic precision. Her tongue danced around the sensitive head of my cock, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I felt my orgasm building rapidly, an intense pressure that I fought to hold back. But her relentless sucking, combined with the firm grip of her hand stroking my length, made it impossible to resist. With a deep, guttural moan, I surrendered to the overwhelming sensation, spilling my load into her eager mouth. She swallowed without missing a beat, then lifted her head, a triumphant glint in her eyes as she declared, "I win!" Apparently, this was the objective of their impromptu game.

I didn't feel too bad about coming first when, just moments later, Mark's loud, almost comedic moans echoed through the bus as he shot his load into Ellie's mouth. Ellie, ever the provocateur, expertly milked him dry, his body writhing with each spasm.

A few minutes later, Sean succumbed, his face contorted in bliss as he released into my wife's mouth. She held up three fingers in victory, a proud smile on her lips as she continued to coax the last drops from him. He finally had to plead with her to stop, his sensitivity overwhelming him. This left just two contestants: Briana and Katie.

Briana's performance was stellar, but it was Katie who drew everyone's attention. She was still working Peter's impressive length with both her mouth and hand, her petite frame making his cock appear even larger. Her husband Mark leaned over the seat, eyes glued to the scene, his expression a mix of fascination and arousal. The bus was silent except for the sounds of her determined sucking and the rustle of bodies shifting to get a better view.

Briana, ever the motivator, leaned in behind Peter, whispering, "Quit holding back. Give it to her." A minute later, Peter's body tensed, his cock pulsing as he released his load into Katie's waiting mouth. She gagged momentarily but never broke her grip, her small hands working his length until he was completely spent. The bus erupted in cheers, the girls clapping and us guys applauding. It was, without a doubt, the best fucking contest I had ever been a part of.

When we finally pulled back up to the resort, five very satisfied guys stepped off the bus, accompanied by five very drunk women. I could tell my wife was particularly turned on, as sucking cock always heightened her arousal. We made plans to meet for dinner at 7 and headed to our rooms to freshen up.

Sarah was giggling and swaying slightly as we walked, her laughter infectious. It had been ages since I'd seen her this drunk and carefree. However, she passed out the second she hit the bed, and I followed suit a few minutes later, exhaustion overtaking me.

We slept through dinner, waking up around 9. Sarah turned to me, her voice sleepy and soft. "Baby, I just want to lay here and sleep. I need a break." I fully agreed, feeling the toll of the week's festivities catching up to me. She rolled over and fell back asleep while I searched for something on TV other than the ubiquitous porn channels. Listening to her gentle snores, I reflected on the whirlwind of events over the past several days. Tomorrow was our last full day, and as exhausted as I felt, I was torn between the relief of going home and the sadness of leaving this wild, unforgettable adventure behind.

Sarah woke me up around 5 in the morning. The early dawn light barely filtered through the curtains, casting a soft glow over our room. Her touch was gentle yet insistent as she held my cock in her hand, her lips tracing a path of kisses along my neck. As soon as I was fully awake, she slipped out of bed, her silhouette graceful in the dim light, and told me to come with her.

I hit the bathroom quickly, the cold tiles underfoot a sharp contrast to the warmth of our bed, and then stepped out onto the beach. The horizon was painted in hues of pink and orange as the sun began its ascent. Sarah had already prepared a lounge chair, its legs sinking slightly into the wet sand, positioned halfway in the water. One of our room blankets was draped across it, a touch of home in the wild beauty of the beach. Her instruction, "Lay down, mister," was clear and playful, and I complied without hesitation.

As soon as I lay down, Sarah took hold of my now very hard dick, her touch sending shivers down my spine. She sucked it a few times, her eyes locked onto mine, before straddling me. She lowered her sweet pussy onto my cock effortlessly, a testament to how long she had been planning this little fuck session. Her wetness and eagerness were evident, making it clear she had been up for a while, getting ready for this moment.

This had always been my favorite position when my wife and I made love. She looked incredible on top of me, her big tits jutting out, her long hair cascading down as she rode my dick. The sight of her was enough to drive me wild. She loves being able to control our lovemaking, working my cock inside her to find that exact spot that almost always makes her come very hard. This morning, she wasted no time. As soon as she found her satisfying spot, she began her slow, steady rocking. My dick was now so hard I felt it pulse as she pleasured me.

Sarah rotated her hips from side to side, her movements fluid and rhythmic. A few moments later, she began her very familiar chant of, "Oh fuck, OH Fuck, OH FUCK!" Her voice grew louder with each exclamation, her body trembling with intensity. She let out one last "FUUCCCKKK" and exploded on top of me in one of the most intense orgasms she had ever had with me. Her scream echoed across the beach, likely heard by anyone awake and perhaps even waking a few slumbering souls.

My wife shook for a few moments, her body quivering with aftershocks, before collapsing on top of me. Her breathing was still heavy but slowed after a minute as she relaxed on my chest. I held still, savoring the weight of her against me, knowing that when she wanted to fuck me, I would always let her do it her way.

After a brief respite, she sat back up and began her slow, steady rocking again. Her pussy was so wet now that every motion she made caused wet, slick sounds, and I could feel her juices running down between my legs. Her breathing increased as she resumed her side-to-side motions, her fingers playing with her nipples. She looked so incredible on top of me, the early morning light outlining her perfectly as she rode my dick. It felt like the first time all over again, a mix of passion and novelty.

Sarah's second orgasm was not as big as the first, but still intense enough to make her lie back down on my chest to recover. Once she had, she kissed me deeply, her lips soft and warm against mine, and whispered, "I love fucking you. Come for me, baby." Being a good husband, I always do what my wife tells me, and I was thankful it was finally time for me to relieve my aching hard cock.

Sarah bounced on my dick, her hands gripping my chest for support. Her moans were music to my ears, each sound making my cock strain harder as she rode me with abandon. She sat up straight and held still for several moments, allowing me to fully appreciate her beauty. Her hair cascaded around her shoulders, framing her face, and her tits jutted out proudly. Yes, she's my wife, and I may be biased, but at that moment, I felt like the luckiest man on the planet to have such an incredibly sexy woman fucking me.

She resumed her rocking motions, each movement pushing me closer to the edge. As I tensed my legs in anticipation, she cried out, "Give it to me, baby!" That was the final touch. I let loose inside her with a huge orgasm, my entire body trembling with the release. Sarah must have felt each stream of my come, because she held her tits and let out a long, satisfied "UUUUUMMMMMMM." She once told me that having a guy come inside her was a very erotic and satisfying feeling. I was sure she was a very happy girl at this moment.

I don't want to sound sentimental, but there are three specific times I will always remember making love with my wife. The first was the night we first got together after we started dating years ago. Seeing her with her clothes off for the first time, she was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. The second was our wedding night. Even though we were both pretty drunk from the reception, when she came into the bedroom wearing her lace undergarments and high heels, my dick stood right up. I took her eagerly, and while it might not have been great sex for her since I came so quickly, the sight of her that night is still embedded in my mind.

This morning was another memory I will never forget. Sarah was so gorgeous, and the setting was absolutely perfect. She lay on my chest, and I rubbed her body as my cock softened and finally slipped out of her sweet pussy. We stayed there for almost an hour, just kissing and enjoying each other's presence. It felt like our first time together all over again. Once again, I thought to myself, "You are one lucky motherfucker!" It might sound weird to some, but I think our experience at Hedo made us more passionate towards each other than we had been in several years.

Briana actually woke us up because we had fallen asleep holding each other on the lounge chair. She asked if we wanted to go to breakfast with Peter and her. As we were getting up, she said, "Oh, I really enjoyed your show." Sarah thanked Briana for the compliment and kissed her quickly before heading into the room to shower and grab some clothes. As I followed, Briana said, "Too bad we have to leave this afternoon. You guys are fun, and we would love to stay."

Over breakfast, we learned that Peter had received an urgent call from his restaurant manager. The manager's wife had been involved in an accident out of state, and he needed to leave immediately to be with her. This left Peter with no choice but to cut our trip a few days short, as there was no one else he trusted to manage his business. This unexpected turn of events led to yet another memorable first for my wife and me.

After finishing breakfast, we decided to take a quick walk on the beach. I hadn't yet explored the other side of the resort, and I was curious to see the adjacent Sandals Resort. Briana snapped a few pictures of my wife and me posing next to the Sandals sign, a convenient cover story for our friends back home if they pressed us for details about our trip.

We then strolled back to our room with Briana and Peter, deciding to relax on our deck and savor the rest of the morning. Sarah asked me to head back to the buffet to grab some drinks, as our mini-fridge was empty. While I was gone, the girls must have devised a plan.

When I returned with a pitcher full of screwdrivers, I found Briana sitting alone on the deck. She saw the puzzled look on my face, stood up, kissed me, and said, "Come inside with me, sweetie." She slipped off her top and lay down on our bed. Though I knew what was expected, I couldn't help but wonder where my wife was. Briana noticed my hesitation and smiled, "Peter's with Sarah. Why don't you come play with me." She then slipped off her shorts and kicked them to the floor.

Surprisingly, the thought of my wife being with another man a few doors down excited me. As Briana lay back on the bed, I eagerly attended to her shaven pussy. I licked and sucked her clit, eliciting moans of pleasure as she ran her legs up and down my back. My face was buried in her, and my hands gripped her incredible ass.

At first, I wasn't sure I heard it, but the second click confirmed that Briana had her phone and was taking pictures of me between her legs. This unexpected act turned me on even more. My cock was ready and eager to satisfy this sexy woman.

Briana pulled me up into position over her and whispered, "Just fuck me." I did as she instructed, holding the tip of my cock against her pussy. She sighed as I rubbed it up and down her slit, her hips pushing toward me, trying to take me in. Just before entering her, I paused and said, "I meant to tell you the other night; I'm sorry I'm not as big as your husband." She giggled and replied, "Sometimes he's TOO big." Then she pulled me closer by my neck. No longer teasing, I slid my cock into her warm, welcoming pussy.

Briana moaned as I worked half my length in and out of her. She pinched her nipples and bit her lower lip, her moans so sexy they made me even harder inside her. Even though I had been with Briana the other night, today felt very different. She looked stunning with her eyes closed and her head resting back on the pillow. I was grateful for this second chance to be with her, determined to make her cum and to finish inside her this time.

As I began to move into her, Briana abruptly told me to stop. I withdrew, and she rolled onto her stomach, presenting herself with a seductive arch. Her gorgeous, inviting curves rose into the air, offering herself to be taken from behind. She looked back at me with a teasing glint in her eyes and said, "Your wife told me you liked looking at my ass." It was true—I had always been an ass man, and Briana's was nothing short of incredible. I gripped the cheek adorned with a tattoo, feeling the warmth of her skin, and guided myself into her with the other hand. This was shaping up to be one unforgettable day.

Briana's moans grew louder as I worked myself deeper into her, her body reacting with every thrust. She then screamed out in ecstasy when I pushed all the way inside, hitting the deepest part of her. I started slow, savoring the sensation, my hands firmly holding her magnificent ass. Just a minute later, Briana let out a cry as she was overtaken by an orgasm. It came on so suddenly, catching me by surprise. I must have hit the perfect spot inside her because her walls clenched around me with an intense grip. I stayed deep inside, moving my hips just enough to let the head of my cock rub against her inner walls while she pulsed around me. As her climax subsided, she pushed back against me, a clear signal that she was ready for more.

Now in full lust mode, my only thought was to come inside this incredibly sexy woman. Briana, on the other hand, wanted to be taken hard. I repositioned her on the bed, her ass perfectly angled for me to stand and thrust into her with force. I plunged all the way in, her cries of pleasure echoing in the room as I began to jackhammer into her, pulling her hips back to meet each powerful thrust. This morning, I had made love to my sweet wife. This moment, however, was about pure, raw sex. I was thoroughly enjoying the feel of Briana's body and her sheer desire for me.

About five minutes later, Briana came once more. Though not as intense as the first time, she asked me to pause for a few seconds to regain her composure. Once she was ready, I resumed, fucking her as hard and as fast as I could. Her screams of pleasure drove me toward my own climax. When I finally released inside her, I held myself deep, feeling her push back against me. The sensation of my pulsing release inside her made her moan out a long, drawn-out "YYEEEESSSSSSS." I filled her with what little cumI had left from this morning's session. We stayed locked in that position for a few minutes until I finally slipped out of her, my cock softening, and she collapsed onto the bed with a satisfied sigh.

I lay next to Briana, my hand gently stroking that wonderful ass for the next ten minutes or so. She murmured, "I wish we didn't have to go," and closed her eyes. I shared the sentiment, wishing they didn't have to leave. I would have loved to take her a few more times… or a hundred more times.

Peter opened the door to my room and walked in, his presence filling the space with a sense of raw energy. He was sweating profusely, his bare chest glistening, and asked if I had any water in the fridge. I nodded, and he wasted no time grabbing a bottle and downing it in a few swift gulps. The way he looked, it was obvious he had just given my wife the ride of her life, and curiosity burned within me. Yet, Peter said nothing about it as he grabbed another bottle, his muscles flexing with the movement, and headed back to the door. He paused only to say, "Baby, we got to get moving soon," eliciting a sigh of displeasure from Briana.

A few minutes later, Briana got up, her body still radiating warmth and satisfaction. She kissed me long and deep, her lips soft and lingering. Running her hand over my face, she whispered, "I'm glad we met you guys. Hopefully, we will see you soon." She gathered her clothes, blew me a playful air kiss, and walked out the door. As she stepped onto the deck, I heard her exchange words with Sarah, who was coming up the beach. Their laughter carried on the breeze as they shared a moment, slapping hands and hugging before Briana returned to her room to pack.

When my wife came in, I was reclining against the pillows, a sense of contentment settling over me. Her face showed a mix of emotions—concern and exhilaration from what we had just experienced. Trying to lighten the mood, I joked, "Doing the walk of shame, are we?" She laughed, her voice a melodic sound, and ran her hands through her tousled hair. "Looks like you're happy," she said, noting my relaxed demeanor. Despite having cleaned up, a telltale streak of Peter's come remained on the inside of her thigh. Seeing where my eyes lingered, she playfully scolded, "Give me a break," and headed to the bathroom to turn on the shower.

Through the bathroom's glass wall, I watched her, mesmerized by her beauty. The water cascaded over her body, glistening on her skin. As she soaped herself, I admired the curves of her breasts and the strength in her legs. Thoughts of Briana's sensuality mixed with the sight of my wife's naked form made me realize just how lucky I was to have experienced such a remarkable vacation. Watching my wife lather her body, rubbing her big, beautiful tits as the water flowed over her, I couldn't help but feel a surge of appreciation and desire. Yes, I was one lucky man.

When she finished and dried off, she jumped into bed with me, her skin soft and warm. I asked her once about her time with Peter, and she responded with a coy smile, "Use your imagination." Her words told me everything and nothing at once, leaving me to envision the details of her encounter. I was certain Peter's big cock had thoroughly satisfied her that morning. After a quick shower, we fell asleep, our bodies entwined, until Peter's knocking on the deck door woke us.

They were packed and ready to leave. Peter shook my hand firmly, gave Sarah a kiss, and said, "You guys call us." Briana followed suit, her playful energy undiminished. She gave Sarah a teasing spank on the ass after kissing her and said, "Call me, girl." The door closed behind them, leaving the room filled with the lingering echoes of an extraordinary time.

Chapter

Lauren and Sean walked up the sandy path, the sun casting long shadows behind them, followed closely by Ellie and Ben. The girls all embraced, their laughter mingling with the gentle crash of the waves, and told us to grab our phones and head to the wall. We made our way down the beach, the warm sand shifting beneath our feet towards the wall that boldly displayed the word "HEDONISM" in bright, weathered letters.

Briana wasted no time, quickly shedding her shorts and top, joining the other girls in their carefree nudity. The sun kissed their bare skin as they danced towards the wall, their laughter ringing out like a melody. I couldn't help but marvel at my wife, her beauty undeniable in the golden light, and felt a surge of gratitude for my luck. As I admired her, my eyes were also drawn to the other three stunning women, their playful energy infectious as they prepared to pose.

The guys and I snapped countless pictures, capturing the essence of their joy and freedom. One of the most captivating moments was when all four girls turned away from us, their backs arched and their curves accentuated as they gazed out over the shimmering water. A boat cruised by in the distance, its horn blaring incessantly as the girls waved and playfully shook their breasts at the passengers, who undoubtedly were as entranced as we were.

After the impromptu photo shoot, Sarah gathered us around, her eyes sparkling with excitement. She revealed that she and Briana had planned a getaway for us in about two months. Peter's business partner owned a beautiful house on the Florida coast, and we were invited to stay for a week filled with fun and indulgence. Peter, being the owner of a renowned restaurant, had promised to make our dinners unforgettable, and I had no doubt he would deliver.

As Sarah spoke, my mind wandered to thoughts of the upcoming trip. The anticipation of making love to Briana again made my heart race and my body react instinctively. I knew my wife also craved Peter's touch, and although a flicker of jealousy sparked within me, I accepted her desires. In the Lifestyle World, the give and take was part of the experience, and I was ready to embrace whatever pleasures awaited us.

Sean, Ben, and I sauntered down to the pool bar, the midday sun beating down on us, while Lauren, Sarah, and Ellie strolled up towards the clothing shop. They were on a mission to find new outfits for the evening's festivities. There was talk of a foam party at one bar and a game contest at another, but my mind was more focused on unwinding after an eventful morning. Having been thoroughly satisfied twice already, I was now ready to relax with a cold beer by the pool.

We soon reunited with Katie and Mark, who had left the prude side of the resort to join us. We found seats along the shaded back side of the bar, seeking refuge from the relentless sun. With her sun-kissed skin glistening under a layer of suntan lotion, Katie looked incredibly enticing. Despite my appreciation of her beauty, I was far too exhausted to act on it and could only admire her from a distance.

The five of us lounged at the bar, the atmosphere buzzing with the laid-back vibe of the resort. We sipped our drinks and chatted, waiting for the girls to finish their shopping spree. Even under the partial shade, the heat was oppressive, and after more than an hour of waiting, I decided to call it quits. The morning's activities, coupled with the last few days, had left me feeling worn out. I told the guys I'd catch up with them later and started my trek back to the room, eager for the cool embrace of air conditioning.

As I walked along the beach, the golden sand warm beneath my feet, I noticed a young couple approaching. They looked to be in their mid-twenties, dressed in casual shorts and tops and seemed a bit lost. They asked me for directions to the main pool bar, their faces a mix of confusion and curiosity. I pointed them in the right direction with a chuckle, saying, "You guys look lost."

They introduced themselves as Carrie and Dean, explaining that they were staying at the Sandals resort next door and had bought day passes to check out what all the buzz was about. I couldn't help but laugh and told them, "Well, strip off your clothes and go have a drink." I pointed towards Ben, who was standing near the water, and added, "If you want entertainment, go talk to him." Carrie, a pretty young blonde, caught Ben's attention immediately, and I was sure he'd make them feel welcome.

Feeling the exhaustion setting in, I continued my walk back to the room. Fifteen minutes later, after downing a couple of bottles of water, I collapsed onto the bed with the AC cranked up, letting the cool air wash over me as I drifted into a much-needed rest.

Sarah woke me up late in the afternoon. I had slept longer than I anticipated, but the extended rest left me feeling revitalized and refreshed. Sarah, a bit tipsy, explained that the girls had enjoyed a shopping spree followed by an early visit to the piano bar. Though it wasn't scheduled to open until 5, they had charmed a staff member into letting them in, creating their own private party.

We were scheduled to meet everyone for dinner at 7, giving me about an hour to pull myself together. Sarah hopped into the shower, and as I watched her, my desire surged. Her days in the sun had deepened her tan to a rich, dark bronze, and the sight of her wet, glistening skin made me ache with longing. I later understood this intense desire as a common reaction among husbands in our lifestyle, often feeling an urge to "reclaim" their wives after they've been with another man. Though "reclaim" might be a contentious term, it perfectly captured the primal need I felt at that moment.

I quickly freshened up and waited on the deck while Sarah added the final touches to her look. When she emerged, I was absolutely floored by her appearance. She wore a tight fishnet dress that barely covered her perfectly toned ass, paired with a matching hot pink thong. Her nipples, hard and prominent, strained against the fabric, instantly arousing me. Sarah had spent extra time on her makeup and hair, resulting in a stunning transformation. The choker collar around her neck, emblazoned with the word "Vixen," only amplified her sultry allure.

As we walked up the path toward the restaurant, we encountered Ben and Ellie. Ellie was wearing an identical outfit to Sarah's but in a vibrant yellow that highlighted her golden tan. Her six-inch "Fuck Me Pumps" elevated her above Ben, making her appear statuesque and striking. The word "Hotwife" adorned her choker collar, a fitting label that captured her bold, captivating presence.

Sean and Lauren met us in the courtyard. As I suspected, Lauren was dressed in the same outfit. Hers was a bright shade of blue, accentuating her vibrant personality. Her choker collar boldly proclaimed, "FUCK TOY". All three of our girls looked stunning, and judging by the expressions on Sean and Ben's faces, they fully agreed with my assessment.

We enjoyed a delightful dinner, sharing several bottles of fine wine that heightened our senses and loosened our inhibitions. The conversation flowed easily, filled with laughter and playful glances. Afterward, we hit the piano bar for a few more drinks, the atmosphere buzzing with lively music and the clinking of glasses. The night felt charged with an electric energy as we made our way to the foam party room.

This was another first for me, and although I nearly stumbled stepping into the room, it turned out to be an exhilarating experience. The dance floor was a sea of foam, about four feet high, continuously replenished by streams of foam shooting in from either side. The air was filled with the sounds of laughter and pulsating music, creating a surreal, dreamlike environment.

The highlight of the night was when my wife and her two girlfriends stood next to me, chest-high in foam. They shared a passionate, mutual kiss while holding onto my cock and balls. They took turns kissing me as they stroked my extremely hard cock, the foam adding a playful, tactile element to our intimacy. Sean and Ben, having missed out on the fun because they didn't feel like getting undressed to wade into the foam, were a little miffed later when I recounted the foam "dancing" to them.

Our departure was scheduled for early afternoon the next day. The last few days of partying had taken their toll, and our original plan was to simply have dinner, enjoy a couple of drinks, and relax on the deck before going to bed. However, the night took an unexpected turn. We found ourselves back in our room, indulging in a small orgy on the bed with Ben, Sean, Lauren, and Ellie. Most of it is a blur, as we had also indulged in several shots during the foam party, but there are a couple of VERY memorable moments from our last night at Hedo.

I finally got to be with Ellie, and it was definitely worth the wait. I was going down on her on one side of the bed while Lauren and my wife were busy pleasuring Ben on the other side. Ellie had Sean's cock in her mouth, kneeling over her from the side of the bed. Suddenly, Ellie let go of Sean, pulled me up onto her, and guided my cock into her sweet, tight pussy.

As I've said before, I love my wife. She is beautiful, and I cherish being with her. However, being with Ellie was an unforgettable experience. Ellie is incredibly desirable and so gorgeous that I almost came right as I entered her. Fortunately, I managed to hold off for about 15 minutes, bringing Ellie to orgasm once. Her pussy was surprisingly tight, and I easily filled her, hitting all the right spots with my cock.

What finally made me come was seeing my wife get on top of Ben and straddle his cock. She lowered herself down, taking him into her with ease. Sean moved on the bed, positioning himself to enter her from behind at the same time. The sight was so intensely erotic that I couldn't hold back any longer and released everything I had inside Ellie. Watching my wife being penetrated by two cocks simultaneously was yet another first for our trip to Hedo, but unfortunately, it also marked the end of my incredible encounter with Ellie.

I sat back, watching intently as Sean and Ben coordinated their movements, working their cocks into my wife's pussy. Sarah lay sprawled on Ben's chest, her moans of pleasure filling the room as they took her with deep, synchronized thrusts. Lauren was kneeling beside her, gently rubbing her back, providing comfort and arousal simultaneously. Ellie moved to the other side, mirroring Lauren's actions, her hands gliding smoothly over Sarah's skin. Sarah sighed in pleasure, her body responding to the combined sensations of two cocks filling her and two women caressing her. It was clear that the intense combination was pushing her to new heights of ecstasy.

As Sarah's pleasure built to a crescendo, she grabbed Ben's head, screaming out, "OH HOLY FUCK!" She orgasmed with such force that I feared she might hurt herself. Her body spasmed violently, and Sean, sensing her peak, increased his pace. The rapid thrusts caused her to rise slightly, and Ben's cock slipped out of her pussy just as Sean began to jackhammer her from behind. Sarah clung to Ben, locking him in a passionate kiss, while Sean continued to fuck her relentlessly. At that moment, Sean treated my wife like nothing more than a lust-driven whore, and the rawness of it was both disturbing and intensely arousing.

Ellie knelt beside Sean, encouraging him further. She slapped his ass playfully, urging him on, "Fuck that girl harder." This command only spurred Sean to deliver several long, hard strokes before resuming his rapid pace. Sarah's cries of pleasure grew louder, her body responding to Sean's relentless pounding. Lauren held her tightly around the waist, ensuring she couldn't escape Sean's driving force. Judging by Sarah's ecstatic cries, she had no desire to escape.

Sean drove into Sarah one last time, holding her tightly against him as he grunted with release. Lauren leaned in to kiss him, and he poured his cum into my wife while Lauren lovingly rubbed his chest. "That's my man," Lauren whispered, lightly spanking Sarah's ass a few times. Sean and Lauren then moved to the side of the bed, their lips locked in a passionate kiss.

I later learned that this was one of Lauren and Sean's "things." After he had his fun, he still had to acknowledge who the boss was. Now that my wife and I have some experience in the world of swinging, I fully agree with their dynamic. Allowing each other to enjoy others while remembering who the true partners are is a delicate but exhilarating balance.

Sarah rolled off Ben, almost falling off the bed before Ellie saved her. Ellie gently pushed Sarah's legs open, and Ben took his cue, moving on top of her and rubbing his dick along her slick pussy. "Sweetie, I don't think I can take much more," Sarah murmured. But her words were fleeting as Ben's fat cock pushed inside her, causing her to moan deeply in pleasure. She wrapped her legs around his waist, allowing him to fuck her while Ellie lay down beside her, kissing her passionately.

The orgasm Ben gave my wife was not as intense as the first, but it was no less pleasurable. When Sarah suddenly screamed out, "FUCK ME TO TEARS," we all laughed, watching as Ben pounded into her and brought her to another shuddering climax. It was hard to believe that she and I had planned to just get some sleep before heading home. Instead, we found ourselves immersed in one final, unforgettable night of passion.

Ben rolled off, leaving Sarah sprawled on the bed with her legs spread wide. Ellie continued to kiss her, and I couldn't help but admire the scene. Ben and Sean's cum was dripping out of her pussy, glistening in the dim light. Seizing the moment, I grabbed my phone and snapped a few pictures of my wife and Ellie entwined in a passionate kiss. Most of the shots focused on my wife's "cream-pied" vagina, a sight I would often return to in my solitary moments back home, along with the other photos taken by our friends during our adventures.

Ellie lay beside Sarah, her hand gently caressing Sarah's breasts. She looked around and asked, "OK, who hasn't come yet?" We all turned our gazes toward Lauren, who raised her hand in a playfully sheepish manner. With a push, Ellie moved Ben off the bed and pulled Lauren down to take his place. The three girls shared some intimate kisses, and I took the opportunity to capture a few more photos. These, too, would become cherished memories.

As my wife continued to kiss Lauren, Ellie positioned herself between Lauren's legs. She teased Lauren's shaven pussy with delicate touches before diving down onto her clit. Lauren's moan when Ellie sucked her clit into her mouth was a clear sign that she was quickly approaching orgasm.

Ellie slid two fingers into Lauren, licking her pussy from top to bottom, searching for the perfect spot. She found it almost immediately, and Lauren's moans grew louder. She broke off her kiss with my wife and reached down to hold Ellie's head, guiding her movements.

It was obvious that Ellie was an experienced lover. In less than two minutes, Lauren's orgasm was building. Her sighs grew more desperate until she finally took a deep breath and held it. A moment later, she exploded in a powerful orgasm that made her legs shake uncontrollably. Yep, Ms. Ellie knew exactly what she was doing, and the sight of her skillful performance had me hard again.

Ellie climbed over Lauren, kissing her deeply as Lauren recovered from her climax. Then, Ellie leaned over and kissed my wife, who lay there with a look of utter satisfaction. Sarah was a thoroughly fucked woman who now seemed ready for sleep. The night was drawing to a close.

Ellie kissed my wife once more and said goodnight, followed by Lauren. As they moved off the bed, Sarah rolled into her pillow and closed her eyes. She asked me to grab a warm washcloth for her to clean up, signaling that she was done for the night. It was now 3 AM, and we both needed some rest before our trip home.

Ellie kissed me deeply, her hand rubbing my hardening cock. When Lauren joined her, rubbing my back, my arousal intensified. Ben and Sean were out on the deck, waiting for the girls. They opened the door when they saw the three of us engaged in a mutual kiss. My rock-hard cock made it clear that my night wasn't quite over yet.

Ellie asked Sarah, "Sweetie, we can't leave your boy like this." Now on the verge of sleep, Sarah managed a sleepy "Ummm, OK" before snuggling into her pillow, clearly uninterested in anything but sleep. Ellie gave me one more lingering kiss before kneeling down. Lauren took over, pulling me into a deep, passionate kiss. I knew what was coming, but when Ellie's lips enveloped the head of my cock, I couldn't help but groan out in pleasure, gripping Lauren even tighter.

The sensations were overwhelming. Ellie expertly teased the head of my cock with her tongue, flicking around the sensitive underside while her hand moved up and down my shaft. I felt my balls tighten and the familiar build of my orgasm. Lauren's kisses were fervent, her body pressed against mine, adding to the intensity. With one final, deep kiss, I let loose into Ellie's sweet mouth, the climax sending shudders through my entire body.

Gentlemen, if you ever have the chance to experience something like this, do whatever you need to do (legally) to make it happen. The combination of Lauren's warm, supple body next to mine and Ellie's expert mouth milking the last drops of cum from me was beyond incredible.

As I regained my breath, Ellie stood up and kissed me once more, her tongue teasingly pushing into my mouth. I tasted something different, realizing it was my own cum. The sensation was oddly arousing, adding a final, intimate twist to our night. She kissed my cheek and whispered, "Goodnight, sweetie."

Lauren gave me a big hug before joining the others on the deck. She mentioned they would try to see us in the morning, but if not, we had all exchanged numbers and addresses. I took one last longing look at Lauren and Ellie, knowing that this unforgettable night was now truly over.

We left a small, painted rock along the walkway in front of our room, a memento of our time here. If you ever visit the resort, you might find it. Everyone's name in our little group is painted on it, a testament to our shared experiences. Unfortunately, we were running late and didn't have the chance to say proper goodbyes before jumping on the shuttle.

As we boarded the shuttle, I felt a mix of exhaustion and contentment. The last few days had been a whirlwind of pleasure and new experiences, a journey into the world of swinging that had brought my wife and me closer in unexpected ways. We had pushed boundaries, discovered new desires, and created memories that would last a lifetime.

The ride back was quiet. Sarah leaned against me, her head resting on my shoulder; I looked out the window. The sun was beginning to rise, casting a golden glow over the landscape. It felt like the perfect end to our adventure. As we headed back to reality, I knew that our time at Hedo had changed us, deepened our bond, and left us with stories we would cherish forever.

The bus ride back to the airport was quick, thanks to my wife and I sleeping the entire way. It was a blessing in disguise, as I was over my hangover by the time we arrived at the airport. Exhaustion caught up with us, and we immediately fell asleep once we boarded the plane. The past few days had taken their toll, but, as they say, if you want to have fun, you eventually have to pay the price.

Since we got home, my wife and I have made love every day. Often, it has been multiple times a day, and I feel like a young man who has just discovered the wonders of intimacy. After years of marriage, most couples fall into the same-old, same-old routines. In hindsight, I now realize my wife and I had also slipped into that comfortable but monotonous pattern before our trip to Hedo. Strangely enough, dipping our toes (or rather, diving headfirst) into the world of swinging has made our relationship feel brand new, and I find myself loving my wife more than ever.

The experience at Hedo rekindled a spark between us, reigniting passions that had dulled over time. Our adventures, filled with uninhibited pleasure and newfound freedom, broke down barriers we didn't even know existed. We discovered new dimensions of desire and intimacy, and that exploration has only deepened our connection.

Now, as we settled back into our daily lives, there was a renewed energy in our relationship. The routine that once felt mundane is now interspersed with moments of spontaneous affection and excitement. We've brought back not just memories but a sense of adventure and openness that continues to invigorate our marriage.

Every touch, every kiss, every shared moment feels intensified. The lessons we learned and the bonds we formed at Hedo have created a foundation of trust and excitement that we build on daily. Our love felt rejuvenated, and there was a sense of closeness that surpassed what we had before. It's as if we've rediscovered each other, seeing each other with fresh eyes and renewed passion.

The trip to Hedo was more than just a vacation; it was a transformative experience that breathed new life into our marriage. It reminded us of the importance of breaking routines and exploring new horizons together, and for that, I am eternally grateful. Our love story, enriched by these experiences, continues to unfold with vigor and joy that feels as fresh as the first days of our life together.

Don't get me wrong, I always loved her, but now I know a different side of her that I had never seen before. This revelation came to light the other night when she confessed she felt the same way about me. The night unfolded into a passionate embrace, and we made love until the first light of dawn painted the sky in hues of pink and gold.

The following day was spent in a blissful haze, lounging naked in our pool, a rekindling of intimacy we hadn't experienced in years. The sensation of floating on a raft while receiving a tender blow job from my wife in our own backyard was an exquisite form of paradise.

In about two months, we are set to visit Peter and Briana at their place in Florida. Sarah and Briana, who talk daily, have meticulously planned the trip, promising another unforgettable adventure. I know my wife is eagerly anticipating the chance to be with Peter again. Although a tinge of jealousy lingers, I've accepted that my girl can have what she desires. She often teases me in bed about getting a unicorn tattoo on her ass, knowing how much I admire Briana's.

As a special surprise, Briana secretly sent us a framed picture she had taken the morning Sarah and I made love on the beach. The photo captures Sarah perfectly silhouetted by the rising sun, straddling me, her form ethereal and radiant. While it's too risqué for the living room, it holds a place of honor in my locked home office. The image, with its soft glow and intimate setting, is undeniably sexy. I must admit, I've found myself gazing at it more than a few times... lol.

However, what I'm really looking forward to is our next trip to Hedo, which will be meticulously planned by the girls. One night, my wife mischievously demanded my credit card. It turned out she had booked a week-long trip for all of us in October, promising a week of boundless fun. This time, I've resolved to experience the notorious blow job cave, dubbed the blow job capital of Hedo. I regret not doing it on our first visit, but we certainly had our fill of fun.

October will undoubtedly bring another story, one filled with the promise of new adventures and deepened connections.
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Between Friends: Friends discover the true meaning of Sharing is Caring

I guess like a lot of couples we had talked about it, you know, the drunk dirty talk that consists of little more than idle fantasy. Me imagining my husband Jack behind me as an anonymous stranger with a big cock pushes it into my mouth, Jack imagining me swallowing his cum while a stranger's cock brings me to orgasm.

But we could never agree on the first question, the biggest question by far. Who?

So we just left it as idle fantasy, something to play with after a night out and a few too many glasses of wine.

Except here I am, in our pool, gently teasing the thick cock in my hand. There's just one problem. My husband is sitting by the side of the pool, his longer, thinner cock rock hard, but definitely not in my hand.

So how did it come to this? How did it go from idle fantasy to me actually about to suck our neighbor's thick cock right in front of my husband? Oh, and there's an even bigger problem. His wife!

This is the story of how this all started Between Friends

Swap: A Married Couple's Introduction To Swinging

Six months ago, Anna and Josh would never have even imagined their lives could ever be like this. But in one moment, it all changed. In one split second, everything was set in motion, and it all led to now.

It led to this point, where Anna managed to drag her eyes away from her friend Kelly's face between her legs to see her husband on his knees in front of George, sucking his cock for all he's worth.

Nothing could have prepared either of them for this, but then again, what can ever prepare a married couple for their introduction into the world of swinging?


Through The Gap: A Husband Gets More Than He Bargained For When He Looks Through The Crack In The Fence

We're just a normal couple, on a normal street, with a normal house and normal neighbors. In fact, all this started on a very normal weekend when we were having our neighbors and some friends over for a BBQ. Just like normal people do, they cook up some ribs, get some beers opened up, and have a good time.

Except this wasn't quite the normal weekend we expected. In fact, far from it. But it all began quite innocently. I was in the garden doing a bit of maintenance on the pool when I heard a strange noise, almost like someone struggling next door. When I looked through the gap in the fence, someone was definitely struggling. My neighbor Mel was struggling to suck on her husband's big cock by their pool.

But even that's pretty normal, right? Sure, I never had an idea that under her PTA mom clothing, she had a body like that, and I never, for a second, imagined her as a horny little cock sucker like that. But there's nothing all that unusual about a wife giving her husband a quick BJ in the morning or even the fact he's got a seriously long cock.

But here's the unusual bit. The part that definitely wasn't normal. By the end of the BBQ, once everyone else had gone home and it was just us and our neighbors, we decided to go for a drunken swim. Sure, yes, that's normal, too, right? I know.

And we ended up actually doing it in the water. I had my wife at one end of the pool while John and Mel were down the other end. Yeah, I know, that's not all that weird. Two drunk couples getting a little too frisky near one another, a little tame, right?

But the bit that wasn't normal happened almost immediately after when my wife Lucy climbed up on the edge of the pool, got on all fours, pushed her hips back, and told me to lick her in front of our guests. That was how it started, because before long, Mel was in the same position, and well.......it just went from there.

I honestly had no idea when I looked through that gap in the fence it would lead to anything like this!
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