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Excerpt

Saturday morning, we decided to order breakfast in, and took our time getting ready.  We decided we’d hang at the pool for part of the day, then take a nap and try again in the evening.  I tried to convince Sharon to wear the bikini that I had packed for her, but she still felt like her body wasn’t good enough to show off.

She finally decided on a sundress, bra and panties, and her sandals.  After a lot of negotiating, which bordered on begging, I convinced her to go without panties, so maybe she could flash me at the pool for some fun.

When we exited the elevator in the lobby, I steered her to the gift shop.  She asked what we were getting, and I smiled and said, “Let’s get you an anklet.”  I was surprised that she didn’t object, and we looked through the selection that they kept in a display case.

It was pretty clear that there were ‘lifestyle’ regulars in the resort by the selection of jewelry.  Some of the anklets and earrings had black spades with “Q” in them, and a number had varying combinations of male and female symbols linked together.

She finally selected a silver anklet with the word ‘YES’ suspended on it.  The young man behind the counter removed the tag and offered to put it on for her, and she accepted, clearly charmed and flattered by the attention the guy was paying to her.

He knelt down and she placed her foot on his thigh, so he could easily affix the bracelet.  When he finished, he was blushing and smiling, and thanked her profusely for the purchase.

As we left the shop, Sharon was excited and said, “Do you think he knows what the anklet means?  He’s so young, but was so excited and worked up.”

I chuckled and said, “I don’t think that’s it, dear.”

“No?” she said.  “But what else then?”

I smiled at her and said, “He knows you don’t have panties on.  You gave him a front row seat to your lady parts when you lifted your leg for him.”

She stopped short and held her hands to her face, as she said, “Oh!”

I put my arm around her and said, “It’s OK, Baby.”  As I propelled her forward towards the pool, I said, “Let’s hope he’s not the only stranger to see it up close and personal like that today.”

***

We took a seat at a table for four within sight of the pool bar, and checked out the crowd.  There were a mix of families, couples and a couple of younger solo men and women in the lounge chairs, at the tables and at the bar.

I tried to spy whether any of the women were wearing anklets, but my eyesight wasn’t that great.  I suggested to Sharon that she go get us drinks.

She at first objected, saying that I should be chivalrous and get drinks for the woman, until I reminded her that chivalry didn’t get hit upon at the bar.  She looked at me, realizing the truth of it, and I said, “A hot chick like you will definitely attract men.”

She gave me a smirky smile and said, “And the women, too, it seems.”

I watched her walking to the bar, admiring her ass.  Even though there was a wait for the drinks, no one approached her, and she returned alone.  I realized I could see her bra through the sundress, and was a little irritated that she decided to wear a bra.  I shouldn’t have been annoyed - she rarely went braless because her nipples really stuck out when she was cold or excited.

When she sat down and handed me my drink, she said, “Well, I guess I’m not magic man-bait like you say.”

“It’s early, Baby,” I reassured her.  “Besides, maybe the pool bar isn’t the right place to be.  The lucky bar isn’t open until after dinner, so we may just have to relax.”

We watched as people filtered in and out of the pool and bar area, and slowly sipped our drinks, enjoying the show.  We saw ‘The Bobs’ from the previous night, taking a seat several tables away.  They were with a younger couple, and Bobbie’s arm was around the girl.

I pointed them out to Sharon, and she said, “I wonder if Bobbie showed that young lady the way to Lesbos, or if she was already there?”

Sharon laughed, and said, “I don’t think it’s only Lesbos, Baby.  I think Bob was expecting to ‘dip his wick’ too.”

“I think it would have been fun to watch them do you.”  Sharon’s eyebrows raised, and I quickly added, “But I would have preferred to be balls deep in Bobbie while I watched Bob ‘dip his wick’ into you.”

She laughed but didn’t continue the thought.

After a little while, she went back to the bar for refills.  This time, a young guy, probably very early twenties, approached her and they started talking.  He was in board shorts and shirtless, showing off his toned arms and chest.

When the drinks arrived, they continued talking.  She took a sip of hers, and passed my drink to him!  I was surprised, then laughed at my reaction.  The whole point of this trip was to give something that was mine to another man.
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Fantasy

Sharon and I have been married about 15 years and have had a fairly consistent sex life.  When we decided to spice things up, I never imagined that things would escalate to porn story levels.

Sharon is a very pretty strawberry blonde with perky breasts topped with pretty pink nipples that get long and rock hard when she is cold or excited.  She has a pretty face with an easy smile and bright white teeth.  Even at 45, I think she is gorgeous, but she always thinks she isn’t attractive because of her age.

I was lucky to find and marry her at 29.  I sometimes think she was desperate to ‘find a man’ before 30.  She had plenty of men before we met and married, and I found out later that she was still ‘dating’ other guys while we were engaged.  And by ‘dating’ I mean fucking.

Not long after we got married, we found that she couldn’t have kids, not that we were planning on any.  She was upset that she was a ‘broken woman’ and that I wouldn’t want her.  I surprised her by getting ‘the snip’ so we could be broken together.  Sex was very hot for a while, whenever I told her that I let another man stick a knife and soldering iron into my balls, just for her.

She was definitely up for adventure, and open to anal and oral in additional to ‘straight sex.’  After a while I would ask her about her previous boyfriends, who were numerous.  She was shy telling me about any of them, until I told her that it was exciting to hear about them, that I liked to imagine her with the other men.

After that, she opened up and we had years of fantastic sex as she told me about them, which turned me on.  I asked her to close her eyes and imagine I was them.  After some reluctance, she found that she really liked it, and often called me by their names while in the throes of orgasm.

The last couple of years, we talked about having sex with other people.  We had run our course hearing about her previous boyfriends, and needed ‘new material’.  I thought she might be talked into trying actually swinging, but she seemed to prefer staying with fantasy talk.

She thought I wanted to experience other women, when in reality I wanted to watch her getting banged by some other guy.  We continued to spin our little stories, often starting at dinner, pretending we were with another potential couple and progressing to the bedroom, or sometimes only to the dining table or living room couch.


Fishing

After quite some time of playing our little ‘swinging’ fantasies, I decided we should think about making it come true.  I researched local swinger locations or good meet-up places, and was disappointed to find the closest club was in the next state, several hours away.

However, there were numerous references to ‘lifestyle’ couples hanging out and seeking others at a local resort, so I decided that it would be our best chance of making the fantasy a reality.

I mentioned it to Sharon the next time we went to bed and started getting hot and heavy.  She seemed hesitant at first, but then excited as she asked again, “You really want to see me with another man, Baby?”

“Oh yeah,” I answered as I felt her pushing against me harder.  “You want to see me with another woman?”

She was panting in my ear as she said, “I don’t think I’d notice you if I had another man between my legs!”

“That’s OK,” I said, pumping her harder as I imagined it, “As long as you were giving him your all, and I got to watch.”

“Oh yeah! She moaned, her orgasm beginning.  “I’d give him everything.  Oooohhhh!” she wailed as her orgasm hit.  I hung on and mine hit just as she started recovering.

“Oh, wow.  That was good,” she said as we lay panting.

“So let’s go check the place out,” I suggested.

“Yeah, maybe.  But don’t get your hopes up, nobody’s gonna want 40-somethings,” she said.  Her self esteem was always low.

I kissed her and said, “Every dick in the place is gonna want to be inside you when they see you, hot stuff!”

She giggled and snuggled next to me.

***

I made reservations for the next week, and Sharon seemed excited but scared. I assured her we wouldn’t do anything that she didn’t want, and at least we’d have a getaway at a nice resort.  I also assured her that we wouldn’t see anyone we knew - who would spend that kind of money on a vacation in their same town?

We talked through all the possibilities all week, which made our sex very intense.  I even suggested that maybe a single guy might want to join us, and she could have two guys at once.  She didn’t seem that excited, so I offered that maybe I could just watch her and him.

She looked at me and asked, “You’d be OK with me having sex with some other guy, while you just watched?”

“Oh yeah,” I enthusiastically answered.  “It would be like a private porn show, but I’m married to the actress.  It would be great!”  I secretly hoped that we found a couple so that I could have some fun too, but I was OK with small steps.

She kissed me and said, “Well, if someone wants my old ass, I’ll be sure to put on a show for you.  Okay, Baby?”

“Deal,.” I said.

***

Thursday night, we packed our bag, and found that just that act was exciting.  I urged Sharon to pick out some sexy outfits and lingerie, in case we found a couple to come to our room.  I also helped her pick out some sexy dresses, even though she packed a few more conservative for the day.  I didn’t really have anything ‘sexy’ but she picked out clothing that she said made me look handsome.

We checked into the resort Friday after work, both very nervous and excited.  I was excited to place the condoms, lube, and a couple of toys on the side table between the queen beds.

Sharon looked a little nervously at them and said, “Really?”

“Sure,” I answered.  “You and your ‘date’ take the bed near the window, and we’ll take the one closer to the bathroom.

“Oh,” she said, raising an eyebrow.  “Why that arrangement?” she asked.

“Because I want to watch how sexy you look, walking naked to the bathroom after having sex with him,” I said with an eager smile.

She scoffed and said, “You probably want to see his dick.”  She knew it wasn’t true but wanted to tease me.

“Well, it would be fun to see a cock that had just been inside you,” I replied.

She scoffed again, and we finished unpacking.

***

We each got dressed and cleaned, ready for our adventure.  It was too early to go to the bar, we figured, so decided to check out the resort.    The grounds were fairly large, and there were a few sparsely occupied restaurants.  The pool was big and beautiful, with tables and lounges and its own bar, although it was closed at dusk.

Between the pool and main bar, there was a garden with several secluded seating areas, and a door that opened to the halfway right outside the main bar.  I paused and said to her in a low voice, “If we find anyone, we can sneak out here to make out.”

“Ummm,” she answered, as she looked out and back to the bar.  “More private than the bar, I guess.”

We were both too nervous to eat, so went to the bar and ordered drinks.  There wasn’t really any activity for a while, so we decided to move to a table, watching some single men and the occasional couple filter in and out.

I suggested that we might end up with a single guy, if she was game.  She was feeling less nervous after a couple of glasses of wine, so would go to the bar to order for us. 

One time, she was approached by what I thought was a good looking man, and they chatted for a while.  I noticed him touch her arm and she giggled a couple of times at something he said.  He moved closer to her, and I watched as she said something and gestured to the table where I was sitting.  The guy looked over, then said something back to her, and left.

She returned to the table, a little giddy and flustered.

“What was that?” I asked.

“Well, I thought it might be a guy for us.  He was very flirty and it was clear he wanted me.  When he finally asked me up to his room, I mentioned that I wanted to invite my husband.  That scared him off faster than I could imagine,” she said as she sipped her drink.

“Too bad,” I said, disappointed and wondering how she felt.

“Yeah,” she agreed.  “I would have done it.  He was very handsome.”

***

A few minutes later, an older couple approached our table, drinks in hand, and said, “Mind if we join you?  We think you might be a fun couple.  We’re looking for fun, too.”

Sharon and I were both startled, but automatically responded, “Sure.”

They took a seat next to Sharon, and introduced themselves as Bob and Bobbie.  They were probably five to ten years older than us, but very well kept.  Bob looked professional and had a great haircut and a nice smile.  Bobbie was wearing a low cut dress that showed most of her cleavage.  She was very fit, and when she crossed her legs you could see muscles in her calves.  Her eyes were crystal blue and piercing, and her face was sharp and chiseled, rather than soft and droopy like most older women.  I immediately wanted to get into her pants.

I couldn’t exactly tell, but it looked like Sharon liked them as well.

Bob and Bobbie both only had eyes for Sharon, and they gave her twin smiles as she gave her name and mine.  She asked, “How did you know we were here for fun?”

“We have been watching you two for a little while,” Bob said.  “So when you went to the bar, Sharon, I was going to strike up a chat, but the other guy beat me to it.”

Sharon smiled and said, “Oh.”

“Yes,” Bob continued, “I have to admit I listened in a bit.  I knew for sure when he propositioned you, and rather than refuse, you asked to have your husband along.”

Sharon squirmed a bit, and Bobbie said, “No, that’s fine dear.  Nothing to be ashamed of.  This is a safe place to find people like us.”

Bobbie touched Sharon’s shoulder and said, “In fact, we’d like to make the same offer.”  She turned to look at me and said, “And it would be fun to have your husband watch us.”

I was excited and surprised, but apparently not as confused as Sharon, who said, “Watch us?”

Bobbie smiled and placed her hand on Sharon’s shoulder as she said, “Yes, dear.  You, me and Bob.”  She leaned close to Sharon and said, “I bet you taste wonderful, dear!”

Sharon finally registered what she was saying and said, “Oh!  Well, I, um, we um…  I don't do that. I mean I’ve never tried that.  I mean, it’s not what I was expecting.”

Bobbie was unflustered as she said, “Well, maybe tonight’s the night you try?  I’d love to be the first woman who walked you down that path.  You are amazingly beautiful, dear.”

Bob added, “Bobbie is magic with the first time ladies…”

Sharon was blushing like mad, as she struggled to be graceful.  “I mean that’s very nice of you, but I don’t think I’m ready to try that.”

Bobbie gently removed her hand and said, “That’s all right, dear.  ‘No’ means ‘no’, and I’m not upset.”

She and Bob carefully rose from their seats, as Bob said, “If you change your mind later, we’re here every first Friday.”

Bobbie leaned closer and said, “If you want to meet other fun couples, wear an anklet bracelet on your right ankle.”

After they left, Sharon said, “I think I need some air.”

We went out in the garden for some ‘air’ and eventually laughed about the encounter with ‘the Bobs’ as we referred to them.  We decided that we were emotionally exhausted for the evening and went back to the room.

We noticed another pair of couples in the elevator, and both women were wearing anklets.  They were all together and it wasn’t clear who was with whom, as they had their hands on each other interchangeably.

When we exited the elevator, I observed, “Well, we seem to be in the right place.”

We got to the room and I couldn’t get my clothes off fast enough to attack her.  She had the same idea, and we ended up fucking fast and furious until we conked out for the night.

***

Saturday morning, we decided to order breakfast in, and took our time getting ready.  We decided we’d hang at the pool for part of the day, then take a nap and try again in the evening.  I tried to convince Sharon to wear the bikini that I had packed for her, but she still felt like her body wasn’t good enough to show off.

She finally decided on a sundress, bra and panties, and her sandals.  After a lot of negotiating, which bordered on begging, I convinced her to go without panties, so maybe she could flash me at the pool for some fun.

When we exited the elevator in the lobby, I steered her to the gift shop.  She asked what we were getting, and I smiled and said, “Let’s get you an anklet.”  I was surprised that she didn’t object, and we looked through the selection that they kept in a display case.

It was pretty clear that there were ‘lifestyle’ regulars in the resort by the selection of jewelry.  Some of the anklets and earrings had black spades with “Q” in them, and a number had varying combinations of male and female symbols linked together.

She finally selected a silver anklet with the word ‘YES’ suspended on it.  The young man behind the counter removed the tag and offered to put it on for her, and she accepted, clearly charmed and flattered by the attention the guy was paying to her.

He knelt down and she placed her foot on his thigh, so he could easily affix the bracelet.  When he finished, he was blushing and smiling, and thanked her profusely for the purchase.

As we left the shop, Sharon was excited and said, “Do you think he knows what the anklet means?  He’s so young, but was so excited and worked up.”

I chuckled and said, “I don’t think that’s it, dear.”

“No?” she said.  “But what else then?”

I smiled at her and said, “He knows you don’t have panties on.  You gave him a front row seat to your lady parts when you lifted your leg for him.”

She stopped short and held her hands to her face, as she said, “Oh!”

I put my arm around her and said, “It’s OK, Baby.”  As I propelled her forward towards the pool, I said, “Let’s hope he’s not the only stranger to see it up close and personal like that today.”

***

We took a seat at a table for four within sight of the pool bar, and checked out the crowd.  There were a mix of families, couples and a couple of younger solo men and women in the lounge chairs, at the tables and at the bar.

I tried to spy whether any of the women were wearing anklets, but my eyesight wasn’t that great.  I suggested to Sharon that she go get us drinks.

She at first objected, saying that I should be chivalrous and get drinks for the woman, until I reminded her that chivalry didn’t get hit upon at the bar.  She looked at me, realizing the truth of it, and I said, “A hot chick like you will definitely attract men.”

She gave me a smirky smile and said, “And the women, too, it seems.”

I watched her walking to the bar, admiring her ass.  Even though there was a wait for the drinks, no one approached her, and she returned alone.  I realized I could see her bra through the sundress, and was a little irritated that she decided to wear a bra.  I shouldn’t have been annoyed - she rarely went braless because her nipples really stuck out when she was cold or excited.

When she sat down and handed me my drink, she said, “Well, I guess I’m not magic man bait like you say.”

“It’s early, Baby,” I reassured her.  “Besides, maybe the pool bar isn’t the right place to be.  The lucky bar isn’t open until after dinner, so we may just have to relax.”

We watched as people filtered in and out of the pool and bar area, and slowly sipped our drinks, enjoying the show.  We saw ‘The Bobs’ from the previous night, taking a seat several tables away.  They were with a younger couple, and Bobbie’s arm was around the girl.

I pointed them out to Sharon, and she said, “I wonder if Bobbie showed that young lady the way to Lesbos, or if she was already there?”

Sharon laughed, and said, “I don’t think it’s only Lesbos, Baby.  I think Bob was expecting to ‘dip his wick’ too.”

“I think it would have been fun to watch them do you.”  Sharon’s eyebrows raised, and I quickly added, “But I would have preferred to be balls deep in Bobbie while I watched Bob ‘dip his wick’ into you.”

She laughed but didn’t continue the thought.

After a little while, she went back to the bar for refills.  This time, a young guy, probably very early twenties, approached her and they started talking.  He was in board shorts and shirtless, showing off his toned arms and chest.

When the drinks arrived, they continued talking.  She took a sip of hers, and passed my drink to him!  I was surprised, then laughed at my reaction.  The whole point of this trip was to give something that was mine to another man.

They continued talking for at least 30-45 minutes, and I watched as he moved closer and would occasionally touch her arm, or neck.  She was doing the same, putting her hand on his for a moment, or patting his shoulder as she laughed.  Finally, she placed her hand on his chest as she nodded her head in the direction of  our table.

He smiled and it looked like he agreed.  She ordered another set of drinks, as she turned to place her body right against his.  His arm went over her shoulders and stayed there as they talked, and she leaned into him.  I don’t know if he knew I could see, or if they were doing it for my benefit.  I was almost certain that this was going to end with her ankles on his shoulders!

Eventually, the bartender produced the drinks, and they began walking back to our table.  I tried to see whether he was ‘packing’ but the shorts were too loose.  He definitely had that twenty year old taught young body, and was certainly half Sharon’s age, or even younger.  Good for her!

Sharon introduced the young man as ‘Steve’, and said that she thought it’d be fun for us to hang out together.

Steve smiled, shook my hand and took a seat, saying, “Yeah, I’m here by myself.  When I saw a beautiful girl at the bar, I had to talk to her.”

“Well, nice to meet you, Steve,” I replied.  I was secretly thinking “It would be nice to see you meat my wife.” 

Sharon took a sip of her drink, watching the two of us to see how things progressed.  I was nervous and excited, but didn’t know what to say.  Should I be blunt and ask if he wanted to join me in fucking my wife, or let it naturally get there?  I couldn’t figure out how to ‘naturally’ get there, but felt the direct approach was rude.

I noticed that he was staring at Sharon’s breasts, which were definitely accentuated by the bra she was wearing.

He looked back and saw that we were both watching him stare, and he nervously said to Sharon, “Um, I was noticing that your, uh, bra.  It shows through the material and, um.”

“...is distracting?” I offered.

He nodded.

Sharon smiled at him, and put down her drink.  She reached up under her dress and with a few magic moves that all women seemed to know, removed her bra.  Her hands appeared holding the garment, which she dropped in her pool bag.

“Better?” she asked, as she reached for her drink.  Her areolas were visible through the material, and her nipples looked like they might tear holes in her dress, they were so hard.

Steve nodded again, still openly staring at her breasts.  He got a small smile and said, “What if I said your panties are distracting?”  He looked over at me and I smiled encouragement.

Sharon picked up her drink and sat back in her chair, sipping at the straw as she quickly raised the hem of her sundress, flashing her pussy at Steve for about 10 seconds, then dropped the material as she said simply, “Liar.”  I could tell that she was horny and a little buzzed, or emboldened by showing herself to the store clerk.

Steve grabbed his drink and sipped nervously until he was nearly finished in just a minute or so.  He then said, “I have to go to the restroom, I’ll be right back.”

***

As Steve walked away, I asked Sharon, “Well?  Are we going to invite him to the room?  It looks like you’re ready, and he definitely wants you.”

Sharon was fairly intense as she said, “Yes, I’m definitely ready!  If I had panties on, they’d be soaked. But…”

“Yes?” I asked, wondering what was holding her back.  I hoped she wasn’t going to chicken out at this point.

“Well,” she said hesitantly, “I don’t think I can have you there watching.”  She quickly added, “I know it’s not what we agreed…  But I don’t think I can ‘let myself go,’ with you watching.  It will be hard to do it with you there.”

She looked at me expectantly, then added, “At least the first time.”

I was disappointed that this wasn’t going the way I had imagined, so thought for a moment.  I was so horny, and we were so close to my fantasy!

I started, “Well, maybe if we have some rules…”

She jumped on that, “Yes!  Like what?  No kissing?”

I replied, “Not that.  Kiss him all you want.  That’s part of ‘letting yourself go,’ right?”  She nodded.  “In fact, maybe you can kiss him here to get started.”

“Uh, OK,” she said quickly.  “What rules?  He’ll be back soon.” she pressed.

“No condoms.  If you’re going to ‘give it up’ to him, give it all.”  Her eyebrows raised in response.  “And,” I continued, “No cleanup.  If I can’t watch, I want to know you’ve been a dirty girl.  Come back crumpled and smelling of sex, maybe even with him leaking down your legs.  Total walk of shame.”

“I don’t know,” she said, thinking about it.

“If you want to sleep with that young man, those are the rules,” I said.  We could see him emerge from the building and walk back towards us.  I added quickly, “I guess he’s half your age.  It’s a small price for a young stud like that.”

He was too close for her to respond, she just picked up her drink and took a sip through the straw to busy herself as he took a seat.

She excused herself to use the restroom, grabbed her bag and walked off, leaving me and Steve alone.  I watched Steve staring at her as she walked away.  I wondered what he was thinking exactly, I knew in general he was thinking about sex with her.

He looked a little uncomfortable, now that he was alone with me, and Sharon wasn’t monopolizing his time.  “You wife is nice, I like her,” he said, trying to make small talk.

“Yes, she’s hot, you mean,” I prompted. 

He nodded nervously.

“She likes you too, I can tell,” I said.

“Really?” He seemed unsure of the conversation.

“Sure.  She doesn’t take her bra off for just anyone,”  He looked uncomfortable again.  I added, “In fact, she’s never taken her bra off for anyone else.”

“Oh,” he said, trying to figure out what was going on.  “That’s good?”

“Yes,” I said, smiling.  “We came here looking for fun.  And she thinks you might be fun.”  I was horny and excited, and almost wanted to bluntly tell him he could have sex with her, but thought he might flee.

“Oh!” he said, excited, but still unsure of himself.

“And you’ve already seen her pussy,” I added.

At that point, we noticed Sharon walking back to the table.  It was hard not to look - her nipples were visible and clearly hard as her breasts bounced ever so slightly while she walked.  She dropped her bag on her seat, then made a motion for Steve to pull his chair back.  As he did, she took a seat in his lap!

He was as surprised as I was.  When he looked over at me, I forced a smile to let him know it was okay.  Sharon hadn’t said a word yet, her face was level with his, just inches away, as she looked at him.

After a moment, Steve said, “Hi.”

Sharon responded by leaning forward and touching her lips to his.  In only a second, I could tell her tongue was in his mouth, and his in hers.  I was watching my wife make out with another man just a few feet away!  They continued to kiss for a minute or two, then I watched my wife place his hand on her upper thigh, just at the hem of her dress.

She left his hand there and moved hers to his chest, slightly rubbing his chest and nipple.  They continued to kiss as I watched him tentatively and slowly move his hand an inch or so up her leg, fingertips disappearing under the fabric.

I watched as Sharon opened her eyes, looking directly into his.  She nodded slightly as I could hear her say “Um hmm,” while they still kissed.  They maintained eye contact as I watched Steve’s hand disappear under her dress and she slightly spread her legs for him.  Only a moment later, I heard her sharp intake of breath as his fingers found the prize.

I was excited and knew my cock was hard as I watched my wife making out with a man half her age.  I realized that it would be clear to anyone watching, that Sharon and I were married, and she was making out with another man.  Her wedding ring glimmered on the hand that was rubbing his chest.

I quickly looked around, to see who was watching them, while he had his fingers inside her, under the dress.  There were two women at the next table who were watching intently, and one couple two tables over, whose hands were in each others’ laps, teasing, as they watched.

Only a moment passed before Sharon broke the kiss, still face-to-face with him, and said, “See how wet you’ve made me?”

She started to rise as she said, “Let’s go to your room.”  Her voice was strained - it was clear that she was excited and horny as hell.  She turned to me as she grabbed her bag and said, “I accept the rules.”

Steve rose, and Sharon took his hand.  As they turned to leave, Steve asked her, “What rules?”

“I’ll tell you on the way,” I heard her say.


Hook Up

I watched them disappear, my stomach churning as they walked hand-in-hand.  I knew what they were about to do, and felt jealous and excited.  I knew we had planned this, and I had even pushed for it, but the reality was quite a bit different than I had imagined.

I worked on my drink while I watched the women and girls in the pool, but couldn’t stop imagining Sharon in the room with him, her legs spread as his young muscular ass pumped her, working to get off inside of her.  I imagined them kissing as she encouraged him, possibly pulling him close as he came.

I couldn’t keep a straight head, so I decided to go for a little walk, then ended up back at our room, where I lay down to take a nap.  Even though I continued to have visions of them in my head, I managed to pass out, more from the alcohol than from being tired.

I woke later that evening, and it took a moment before I was oriented and remembered where Sharon was.  I glanced at the clock and saw that it was almost midnight, but she wasn’t back!  I checked my phone and there were no messages.  I almost sent her a note, but thought better of it, realizing I’d be more an annoyance than anything.  I hoped that she hadn’t fallen asleep, but there was nothing I could do about it anyway.  Besides, if she had fallen asleep, it was almost certain he’d be between her legs again before she left, so I’d still get her sloppy.

I washed my face and waited for a few minutes, then realized I wasn’t going to be able to sit around and wait, so I went down to the bar. I figured a drink or two would calm my nerves.

I took a seat at the bar and sipped my drink, watching the other couples laughing and flirting.  Wait, ‘other couples’ wasn’t right - half of my ‘couple’ was naked in bed with another man.  That excited me as I then wondered how many of the couples I was watching were married, and how many were planning on taking someone else’s partner to bed. 

I looked over at the few single men at the bar and wondered if any of their wives or girlfriends were off having sex with someone else.  I wondered if any of their wives were giving it up for someone else and these guys didn’t know.

The bartender had just set down my second drink when my phone vibrated with a message.  My stomach flopped and I felt my nerves tingling as I read the note: “Done.  You at room?”

I wanted to ask about where she was and what happened, but of course couldn't text that, so sent back “Bar.  Meet u at room”

I was about to summon the bartender to settle the tab, when the phone buzzed again, “Stay.  Meet u at bar.”

I waited for her, my stomach fluttering and cock pressing at my pants, and finally saw her walk into the entrance of that bar.  She looked good, just like she did at the pool bar hours ago, and walked with her normal confidence.  I guess I expected her to be walking funny after the evening with the kid, but there was no difference that I could see.

She turned and approached the end of the bar, then walked slowly past all the guys sitting at the bar, letting each of them stare at her as she made her way to me.  I could see each one either glance or openly stare at her.  Her nipples were hard, poking at her dress material, giving them something to stare at.  It was exciting to watch her show off!

As she drew closer, I could see that her smooth green dress looked rumpled, like it had been just pulled from the hamper.  I started seeing spots and stains on the material, and wondered if they were from the sex!

She strode up to me and leaned forward.  When I did the same, closing my eyes and expecting a kiss, I felt her finger on my chin stopping me.  I opened my eyes as she said softly, “Look.”

I opened my eyes, her face was a few inches from mine.  She was smiling, and I noticed a sheen on her forehead.  I looked closer and noticed that her hair and eyebrow were wet with some sticky fluid that ran from her hairline across her eye and down her cheek.

She leaned back and carefully moved her finger to her chin, where I saw another stream of the fluid from her chin down her neck to her dress neckline, which was dark from the wetness.  She smiled and said, “You said come back sloppy.”

“Is that?” I began.

“Yep,” she said, leaning closer, “That’s another man’s sperm all over my face, baby.”  She leaned close to my ear, and whispered loudly, “And there’s even more inside me.”  She reeked of sex.  It felt like my cock was going to break off, I was so hard.

Sharon leaned back to standing in front of me and asked, “Ready to go to the room?”

I waved at the bartender to get my check and asked her, “Why not just meet me there?”

“You wanted a ‘Walk of Shame’.”  She glanced back at the guys sitting at the bar and added, “I liked it.”  She turned back to me as I was writing on the bill, and asked, “Think they know I just had sex?”

I turned and took her hand as I said, “Yes.  They probably think you had sex with a roomful of teenagers based upon the mess.”

She smiled at that and said, “Yeah. When I kissed him goodbye he said he wanted to make sure I went back sloppy.”  She winked and said, “I told him the rules.” 

She looked me in the eyes and continued, “So when he told me to get on my knees, I knew what he was going to do.”  She nodded, “Yeah, we’ve seen it in the porn movies. I got on my knees in front of him while he jerked his cock. It felt so degrading and exciting at the same time.” 

She leaned closer to me again and said, “I leaned forward so that my face was close.  Mmm, I was so excited knowing he was going to shoot on my face.  Suddenly he grunted and I watched the stream come out of his dick and land on my forehead and in my hair.”  She touched the soaked area at her hairline.

She said, “The next squirt went over my eyebrow and eye,” as she touched that area. She added, “Then he dribbled the next two down on chin so that it ran down my neck.”

She tilted her head so I could see her mouth as she finished, “Finally he pushed it against my lips and I licked and sucked the rest out of him.”

Her eyes were wide with excitement.  “That’s right baby. I had his cock in my mouth just a few minutes ago. Want to kiss me now?  I can still taste him.”  I was so horny I could barely think, as I leaned forward and kissed her.  She didn’t taste any different, but she did kiss with an energy she hadn’t had in years.

I took her hand and walked her slowly past the men on our way out.  They all turned to stare at her now, as did the women at the tables.  It was exciting to imagine that the men all wanted to have sex with her.

***

As we emerged from the bar and headed for the elevators, the lighting was much brighter, and I could see that her dress was covered in dark stains and was completely wrinkled.

As we waited for the elevator, I asked, “Your dress is quite a mess, too.”  When she looked up at me, I smiled and said, “I like it.”

She did a little turn to show off, and I could see that both the front and back were a mess.  She smiled and said, “I hope you like it.  We wanted to be sure my ‘walk of shame’ didn’t disappoint.  We put the dress under us while we had sex so that it would get all wrinkled, but it also soaked up all our sweat and come.”  She giggled, “I may have wiped him clean with it a few times, too.”

“A few times?” I asked, thinking about the staying power of his youth.

“Yeah, baby.  He came a lot, maybe five or six times.  We made sure he didn’t pull out - he came in my mouth, my pussy, my ass.  I lost track of how many times I came.”

When we got back to the room,I  immediately stripped as I told her, “Show me how you took off the dress for him and what you said.”

“Oh!  Ok,” she said, with a mischievous smile.

She shifted her stance a little, and bowed her head as she said, “So, um, now that we’re here, what do you want to do?”

“Oh, ‘you don’t know’?  Hmm, I doubt that,” she giggled.  “Wait, first I have to tell you the rules.”  She paused for a second and said, “Now, don’t get like that.  There are always rules, and it’s better to know them up front.  I think you’ll like these.”

She stepped closer to me and touched my chest gently with one finger as she said, “Rule One: no condoms, no pulling out.”  She paused as if she were listening for a second, “Yep, that’s my husband’s rule.  If I’m giving it up to someone else, I’m giving it all up.”

She giggled and said, “See?  I said you’d like the rules.”  She touched my chest with two fingers, and said, “Rule Two: send me back sloppy.  I should look like a cheater, real ‘walk of shame’: crumpled dress, messed up hair and makeup, leaking come.”  She giggled, “Yep, really.”

She touched my chest with three fingers as she said, “Rule Three, and this is my rule.”  She gave a wink as she continued, “Do anything you want with me.  If you’ve seen it in a porn movie, I will do it.  Don’t be shy, just tell me to do it, or do it to me.”

She pretended that he was talking to her, then asked, “Take off my dress?  Oh, OK.”  I watched Sharon pull her dress off over her head as she said, “I guess we can get it messy later.”  She paused and said, “Oh!  That’s a good idea.”  I watched as she placed the dress on the bed, slightly draped over the edge so it would be under her if they fucked on the bed.

She turned and said, “See, that was easy.  I do whatever you say.”

She stood for a moment or two while I looked at her.  She still had come caked in her hair, and her pubic hair was also matted.  “That’s how it started.  Me completely naked in his room.”  She put on a crooked smile as she held up her hand and said, “Well, all except my wedding ring, Baby.  It makes me remember how you want me to be a dirty girl.”  She bit her lip and said, “And it made me so horny cheating with another man!”

I couldn’t hold back anymore, so grabbed her and kissed her as we fell to the bed, on top of her dress.  She spread her legs, as I imagined she did for him, and I was inside her in an instant.

We spent the next hour screwing like we hadn’t in years.  I came twice, as did she.  Finally we fell asleep.

***

I awoke to the sound of the hair dryer and watched as Sharon finished drying her hair, standing naked in front of the mirror.  I walked up behind her and kissed her neck, saying, “Good morning Dirty Girl.”

She smiled and said, “Ummm.”

“Did you like yesterday, or having regrets?” I asked.

“No regrets, except…” She said.

“Except maybe I should have spent the night,” she finished, watching my face in the mirror.  “Now that I know you liked it as much as I did.”

“Hmm,” I answered, giving her neck another kiss.  I could see her nipples hardening, whether from the kiss or memory of her young stud.  “I don’t think my nerves could have taken it.  Nor your pussy.”

She smiled, “Oh, my pussy would have been fine.  I’d take that action all night long!”

That excited me.  I was afraid she’d be regretful.  “Well, you could go see him this morning.”

“What?” she asked, turning to face me.  She glanced down at my erection and said, “Men.  Always hard in the morning.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.  “Him too.”

“Really?” she asked, clearly considering it.

“Sure.  You know his room number.  Just go there and give him a little ‘room service’.” I chuckled at my stupid joke.

She grasped my cock and said, “Or a lot of ‘room service’.”  She looked over at the closet and said, “What’ll I wear?”

My stomach jumped as I realized she was really going to do it!  “Wear my t-shirt.”  I reached over into the suitcase and grabbed a white undershirt, placing it over her head.

She turned around and said, “This will look goofy over my jeans.”

“No jeans.  Just the shirt,” I said, touching her ass.

“You can see my nipples!” she objected.

“That wasn’t a problem yesterday.  The shirt’s long enough to cover your ass and pubes.”  I could see she was examining herself in the mirror, considering it.  “It’s like a reverse ‘Walk of Shame’,” I urged.

“Just the t-shirt,” she said, as she continued to look in the mirror.

“And your wedding ring,” I added, as I touched it.  “No purse.  No phone.  No room key.”  I could see her nostrils flare, which meant she was excited.  “Just wearing a t-shirt.  And our wedding ring.  Going to another man’s bed.”

She turned and gave me a kiss, saying simply, “Yes.”  She turned and left our room.  Wearing just a t-shirt and her wedding band.  Headed to another man’s bed.

I was so excited and horny that I wanted to masturbate, but I held off.  I then realized that I had no idea when she’d be back.  She could be there all day with him.  She could decide to stay the night!

I sat in the room for a while, first imaging the scene as she showed up at his room, giving herself to him again.  I straightened up a little while I tried to think through how she would find me if I left the room.  I couldn’t stay in here all day.

I finally settled on going down to the pool.  I would watch the women while I waited for her and have some drinks.  That’s probably where she’d look for me when she couldn’t find me in the room.  It would be exciting watching her ‘Walk of Shame’ through the pool area, sun shining through the t-shirt.

I went down to the pool, and as I was about to exit, I noticed a woman walking towards me silhouetted by the sun, which shone through her shirt dress, showing off everything, including her pubes.  As she got closer, I realized it was Sharon!

She spotted me and walked directly up to me, clearly a bit agitated.  Before I could ask anything, she said, “He’s not here.  I got to his room and the maid was cleaning up.  He had checked out.”  She glanced over her shoulder and said, “Then I checked the pool, hoping he was hanging out for some sun and maybe a last drink.”

“Oh, OK.  Sorry,” I was sorry.  But I was also surprised by her agitated state.  “What now?”

She looked at me and said, “After all those men undressed me and screwed me with their eyes, I need to get laid.”  She took my hand and said, “I guess you’ll do,” as she pulled me back to the room.

We had sex for the next couple of hours, on and off.  She was insatiable, and it was exciting knowing she had been with another man!  I decided we should do this again very soon.


Eric

Over the next couple of weeks, our sex life was better than ever, as we talked about that weekend, and agreed we should do it again.  I thought it was exciting how horny she was that morning that she couldn’t find Steve, although she admitted that she was a little scared at how she felt.  She said that she would have screwed anyone that asked, and felt like she was out of control.  I told her I liked that, and hoped I could get her in that state again.

We planned on another weekend at the resort about a month away, and I kept her freshly laundered ‘hookup dress’ hanging on the bedroom door to remind us of the upcoming event.  We had great sex as we talked about whether we’d find another couple, or if she was going to seduce another man.  During this time she was dressing more seductively, often going braless.  The excitement kept her nipples erect, which drew even more attention.  Whenever she wore dresses, she’d often go pantiless, and even considered flashing men but never did it.

***

During this time, we invited our neighbor Sara over for dinner.  She and her husband had been regular guests until he left her a few months earlier, and since then we had her over regularly by herself.  She was several years older than us, and I thought she was pretty, but Sharon felt she was too skinny. 

Sara’s visits were a crap shoot, after a few drinks she either got all flirty with me or got depressed over her husband leaving her for ‘that young slut’.  As we were preparing dinner, I kidded Sharon that I hoped Sara was flirty this time, that maybe I’d get to walk her home and ‘hit that.’

Instead of laughing or joking back, Sharon paused what she was doing and said, “That’s fair.”

“What’s fair?” I asked, not quite understanding.

“It’s fair that if I get to sleep with strangers at the resort, that you should get to sleep with Sara,” she said, looking serious.  I tried to keep my face neutral, as she added, “She hasn’t had sex in months, I bet.  That bony ass will probably wear you out.”

“Really?” I asked, completely surprised, but also excited.

“Sure,” my wife answered, as she went back to preparing the food.  “I’ll even let her know I’m OK with it, if I find the right time.”

As we finished getting ready, All I could think about was undressing Sara.  I was trying to figure out how to make sure she became Flirty Sara rather than Bitter Sara once she had a couple of drinks in her.

***

When the doorbell rang, we both went to get the door.  I already had a glass of wine for Sara, hoping to loosen her up with wine so that I could loosen her up later with my cock.  When the door opened, I almost dropped the glass.

Sara was standing in the doorway, and right next to her was Steve!  It took a second, but the expression on his face turned to surprise as well when he recognized Sharon.  I quickly looked over at Sharon, who was staring open-mouthed at Steve.

After the briefest pause, Sara laughed, “Well, don’t look that surprised that I have a date!”  She turned to look at Steve, and said, “This is Eric, my nephew.  He’s not the kind of date I would prefer, but at least I get to go to dinner with a handsome man!”

Sharon and I were both in shock, but I noticed that Eric was smiling as he stared at Sharon.  I handed the wine to Sara, breaking the spell, and asked Eric what he’d like to drink as I invited them in.  Sharon still seemed to be in a trance, so I suggested she check on dinner.

I noticed Eric watching her ass as she left to collect herself, which excited me.  I got him a drink and we took seats at the table.  About that time Sharon reappeared and said “A few more minutes until dinner.”  I noticed that she had finished her first glass of wine in the kitchen and was working on a new one.

“So, Eric,” Sharon began, putting a slow emphasis on his name, “How long are you visiting for?”

Before he could answer, Sara said, “Eric’s taken a job here.  He’s renting my guest bedroom instead of getting an apartment.  The rent helps me now that Asshole left me with the mortgage.”  ‘Asshole’ was the name she had given her ex-husband, and she used it instead of his real name every time she referred to him.

Wow, I thought.  This is awkward but might turn out to be fun.  I knew Sharon wanted to hook up with him again back at the resort, but I wasn’t sure how she felt now that the excitement was over.

“Oh,” Sharon said.  “That’s a nice arrangement.”

“Yeah,” Eric responded, “I’m thinking this might be a perfect arrangement.”  He was smiling as he stared at my wife.

We made some small talk and I kept the drinks filled.  While Eric was talking about his new job, I topped off Sara’s glass again.  She said, “Are you trying to get me drunk and take advantage?”  She was becoming Flirty Sara, so I leaned closer to her and said, “You found me out.  How many more drinks until I get into your pants?”  She said, “If you weren’t married, you’d already be in them.”  She patted my hand and said, “But you’re Sharon’s, so you’re off-limits.”

I looked to see if Sharon had heard, but it looked like she was paying attention to Eric.  I wondered whether she’d be up for more fun with him, or if this was going to be an awkward situation the whole time he stayed at Sara’s.

We finished dinner, and all cleared plates into the kitchen.  I couldn’t get a moment to talk to Sharon alone to see what she was thinking.  I poured a last round of drinks, and as we took out seats, Sara stumbled and slurred, “Shorry.”  Sharon gave me a quick look before she went to Sara’s side and said to her, “I think someone has had enough, huh honey?”

“Yeah, maybe,” Sara agreed.

Sharon said, “I’ll walk you home honey, to make sure you’re OK.”  She turned to us and said, “We’ll leave the boys to finish their drinks.  I’ll be back in a few.”  With that, she took Sara’s arm and guided her out the front door.


Moment of Truth

Eric and I sat in silence for a minute, sipping from our drinks.  Finally he said, “Well, this is awkward.”

“A little,” I agreed.

“Um, do you and Sharon, um, do that a lot?” He asked.

I was a little excited and also wanted to cut through the awkwardness, so I said, “You mean, does she fuck other men a lot?”

“Um, yeah,” he clarified, clearly nervous but relieved.

“You’re the only time.  Well, ‘Steve’ was the only time,” I laughed, trying to break the tension.

He said, “You’re OK with it?”

“Yes.  We both agreed, and set the rules.” I confirmed.  It felt weird to confess that I had really liked it.

After another brief pause, he asked, “You really set the rules?”

“Yes,” I replied.  After a pause, I added, “I’m glad Steve stuck to them.  Painting her face was a nice touch.  She liked it, too”

He smiled and said, “Steve liked doing it.”

We sipped for a bit more, then he asked, “Um, do you think it might happen again?”

“That’s up to her,” I replied.  I was hoping she wanted to, but didn’t want to encourage him and make it uncomfortable for her.

Just then, the front door opened, signalling Sharon’s return.  She said quickly, “Sara passed out as soon as I got her home.  Getting ready for bed,” then disappeared up the stairs to the bedroom.

We had nearly finished our drinks, so I figured this was a signal to send him on his way.  I said, “Well, I guess this is a wrap,” as I finished my drink. 

Eric stared up the stairs, looking a little defeated, as he said, “Well, maybe sometime in the future?”  He took a sip of his drink, probably hoping to extend the evening.  He looked at me hopefully, and asked, “What do you think?”

I felt sorry for him and said, “If it was up to me, you’d be painting her face again.  But ultimately, it’s her call.”  He nodded, and I added, “As far as I know, she liked it.”

“Yeah,” was all he said, as he finished his drink.  We got up and started for the door, so I could see him off, when Sharon returned from the bedroom.  She was wearing her transparent babydoll negligee, her breasts plainly visible and tiny thong hiding her pussy.  She might as well have been naked, but was much sexier this way.

Both Eric and I stared at her as she descended the steps to meet us.

“Oh, hi!  I was about to slip into bed when I remembered that I had to clean up in the kitchen.”  Her words barely registered in my head as I stared at her.  Her attire screamed ‘fuck me!’ even though her words were very mundane.

She looked at Eric and said, “Steve, would you stay a little while to help?  I’ll make it worth your while.”

He just nodded and managed to say, “Sure.”

I realized that she had used his ‘hookup’ name, clearly letting us all know how she was going to make it ‘worth his while.’

She looked at me and said, “Baby, I know you’ve had a long day, why don’t you go to bed.  Steve can handle what I need.”  She gave me a peck on the cheek, and a push towards the stairs.  She added, “Don’t wait up, we’ll be busy for a while.”

As I slowly took the first few steps, she took his hand and guided him towards the living room.  I heard him say, “Wow, for real?”

My wife responded, “Yeah.  See, I brought the lube this time.”

When I reached the top of the stairs and turned to enter our room, I looked down and saw that my wife was on her knees in front of him, unfastening his pants.  She looked up and saw me.  She froze, staring me down until I entered the room.  I snuck a quick peek around the doorframe and saw her reaching out for his erection as she said, “Fuck me like I’m a porn star, remember?”

Eric responded, “Oh yeah, I will.  Suck me a while first, then I want to feel that tight ass.”

I lingered just long enough to see my wife suck another man’s cock into her mouth.  I thought I would come in my pants just then.

I spent the next hour with the door cracked open, listening to them.  I heard him command my wife to bend over, heard her beg him to fuck her ass hard, him tell her to ‘take it’ whenever he grunted and came in her.  I finally gave in and jerked off, then went to bed exhausted.

***

Sometime later, I felt Sharon crawl into bed, and snuggle up against me.  She reeked of sex and come, which made me wide awake and I could feel my cock stirring.

“Is he done with you?” I asked, teasing a little.

She nuzzled against my ear and said, “For tonight, anyway.”  I felt her hand move to my cock, and when she felt how hard it was, she asked, “Does that excite you?”

“Mmm, yes,” I admitted, as she began to gently stroke me.

“Do you still want me after another man has used me?” she asked, knowing how much that turned me on.  As I turned towards her, she rolled onto her back and spread her legs, saying, “You can add your come to his.”

As I slid into her, she felt so warm and slippery.  She was a bit looser than usual, which turned me on - knowing that she had another man inside her!  “Oh, that feels so good,” I said.

“Um, yeah Baby,” she encouraged.  “Add your come to his!  Give it to your slut wife!”

It didn’t take me long before I felt ready to orgasm, and Sharon was panting and moaning like she was ready, too.  “You gonna come again, too?” I asked.

She panted, “Fuck.  Yeah!”

I picked up the pace and we came together - a rare thing for us.  It was very intense for me, as I imagined my come mixing with a pool of his inside my wife.

Eventually, I rolled off, laying on my back next to her as I recovered.

“I liked listening to you tonight,” I said after some minutes of silence.

“Umm, good,” she answered.  “I wanted you to hear us.”

“So you’re his porn girl that will do anything he wants?  I didn’t know you had that fantasy.” I said.

“Yeah.  I like it when he tells me what to do.  So yeah, I’m his porn girlfriend,” she replied.  I felt my cock stir and stomach churn with excitement when she referred to herself as his ‘girlfriend.’

“As long as you’re his porn girlfriend and not real girlfriend.  We don’t want things to get serious,” I said.  I wanted to make sure we didn’t get into emotional territory.  I had a thought, and said, “Maybe we can find you some other guys so you don’t feel attached?”

“Don’t worry Baby, it’s just sex.  I told him he could come use me whenever he wanted,” she said.  “Is that OK?”

I felt my cock harden at that.  I was almost fully erect and ready to go again.  “Yeah.  I was kinda hoping you’d do that.”

“As for other guys…” she started.

“Well, he said he wanted to show off his porn star girlfriend to his friends, and I agreed,” she continued.  “I thought it would be hot to dress slutty and show off for his friends.”

“Yeah, that would be hot,” I agreed.

“I joked that I’d do his friends if he wanted,” she said. 

I noticed that she didn’t laugh, so coaxed her, “And?”

“He said that was good, because whenever he ‘gave me’ to any of his friends, he expected me to do anything they wanted, just like with him,” she said.

There was a pause while she waited for my response, so I finally said, “Whoa, that’s bold.  What did you say?”

I felt her hand on my rock-hard cock as she turned to look at me.  She said, “I told him that my cunt was his to give away to his friends.”

My stomach churned and cock twitched as I processed that.  I tried to imagine Sharon on her knees servicing his friends, or laid back on a couch taking them on one after another.  It was an exciting thought.

She stroked my hard cock, then rolled on top of me.  I felt her warm pussy swallow my raging hard-on as we maintained eye contact.  As she began to gently ride me, she said, “Baby, I’m going to be his pass-around girlfriend.”

“New men,” I said as she rode me harder.

“Sooo many men,” she growled as I felt her pick up the pace.

Continue the adventure in the next story.

See all Peaches’ hot stories here.
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