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Perhaps age had caught up, but the body required a break. But the flexibility of youth had passed. Besides being agile and flexible in all movements came with the tradeoff and nah ... I don’t want to go through babies, house payments, long work hours...nah. While still horny, I remained alive, able to enjoy sex for recreation purposes. 

Funny, but whenever I reflected on the past years, the libido change and the awakening I realised one important commonality. A love affair with the dick. Love the ‘D’ women say and I agreed. The phallus itself I adored, but this is just part of why I loved the ‘D’. Men of different shapes and sizes proved taller, stronger, and larger than me. Powerful hands, muscular thighs and broad shoulders brought out the feminine side. And I wasn’t alone. Never had I met a straight woman who didn’t love such manly traits. With sex, a vigorous man could dominate and manipulate me. A thrust, a nub flick, a spank and I am yours. Erotic thoughts emerged ever present to turn me on!

For two days Sam and I lazed about the apartment, swam at the beach, and discussed plans. The apartment, now our apartment proved enough for the two of us. The location had the benefit of guaranteed rental income when we travelled overseas. One plan included a wonderful balance of overseas and domestic travel. Not just yet, though. One idea included something different but first I would research it to find its feasibility and then spring it on Sam if I wished to proceed. Meanwhile, I brooded over hypothetical possibilities.

Marcus and Andrew planned to host a party on the second last night in the apartment they had rented for the wedding stay. Anxiety following the conversation with Sam about Tara and Amelia forced me to convince myself his heart belonged to me. For God’s sake, Sophie, Sam had married you ... again. Not that you deserved it, but what other sign do you want? Fear gnawed at me anyway. Perhaps the past disaster and fear of losing him and myself kept me on edge. 

Reluctance grew to discuss inner fears with Sam so I hid myself to myself. But I knew the solution. Stop the rampant wanton sex life to heal. But I didn’t wish to stop and besides I needed it. Sex had become my drug, and I wallowed like an addict. However, Sam also showed signs of addiction, adding to my fear. Selfish Sophie wished for a life of sexual satisfaction with Sam loyal and faithful by her side.

Tara and Amelia added to the stress. Like two tigresses, they circled, waiting to pounce. Women know women and I knew when it involved men, the gloves came off. The more I read, the more it became clear that women chose men using a shopping list of criteria. One item regarding mature men is the attraction women held for men in relationships. Why? A woman had chosen that male therefore he must be desirable and so now I desire him. For God’s sake, I didn’t understand the logic of my sex, but still I understood the dangers of single women. 

Sam had confessed he didn’t love them, which pleased me despite what I expected would happen at the party. Sex between Sam and those two appeared inevitable. Both women desired my husband. Sam knew it, and I knew it. Was it worth stepping in and saying ... no leave him alone? Where did that put our relationship? An open relationship was fraught with pitfalls and dangers. Every human emotion sat just below the surface ready to emerge. No, I would be a hypocrite if Marcus and Andrew were there. How could I complain? Brave face, Sophie, brave face.

Tara and Amelia, as expected, had dressed for the night. Tara braless, boobs swaying to every movement ... and even when she stood still. Amelia wore a dress short enough to just hide white cotton panties. She offered a view of her bottom whenever bending over or sitting. Nice legs, I admitted, and with slender curves the men lapped it up like dogs. The power of pussy, I thought.  

Marcus wore a casual shirt and trousers, whilst Andrew dressed well in a sports jacket. Forgetting about rival women, I speculated whether I might get lucky with either or both. A sideways glance peered at Marcus’s bulging trousers. God, a close-up image flashed of the giant head and swollen veins. Sophie, stop it!

We drank local wine and ate a lovely dinner. At about 9 pm, the music cranked up. A fabulous party roared along and during a break, the boys wandered out onto the balcony to take in the view. 

“Is he still good?” 

Tara stood close, holding a glass of champagne. The face appeared flushed with alcohol. But worse for the alcohol myself, I didn’t understand the question. 

“Good at what?” 

“You know! Sex, of course! Sam satisfied me, unlike anyone I have ever met. That includes my ex-husband and Marcus, although he has other attributes.” 

“Yes. Yes, he is ... excellent.” 

“Do you mind if I play with him tonight? You can have him back, but I just wish to remember and reminisce.” 

Tara checked herself. A hand covered her lips like she tried to pull the words back.

“You have an open marriage, don’t you? Or have I made the worse mistake this decade?” 

Pleased Tara had sought permission, I smiled. Tara would be aware I held no control over Sam when it came to who he had sex with. Despite fears and misgivings, I knew I had no choice but her asking made the pecking order clear. 

“You are right. Sam decides who he sleeps with. The open marriage started when we explored our feelings, needs and fantasies. The risks soon made themselves obvious. Natural human emotion caused our marriage to break up, but love has reunited us. Together, we are stronger than ever. If Sam wishes to sleep with you, he can go for it.” 

Tara blushed. 

“I admire you. When I heard about the cruise, I thought, wow and wished my former husband and I had done similar. Marcus mentioned a couple whose marriage was in trouble before, but not after the cruise, thanks to you.” 

Tara hesitated and sniffled. 

“Thanks,” she croaked, disappearing. 

The boys returned inside, making a ton of noise. Across the room, I noticed Tara whisper to Amelia. Both women peered at me nodded and smiled. Am I making a colossal mistake? Tara whispered to Marcus and Amelia to Andrew. Sam returned to my side, and I whispered to him. 

“You were right. Tara and Amelia wish to fuck you, and I am okay with it.” 

Sam shrugged his shoulders and gave a small chuckle.

“Why do women, whom I rejected years ago, still desire me? It makes no sense and if I sleep with them am I a whore?”

“It’s just sex, Sam. These women have held long hidden desires and you must know I would not deny you. You said their proposals flattered, but you remained upset at hurting them. Well, take this chance to heal a wound. Make love to them. Eat the mango, Sam.” 

Sam glanced at me and then peered at the two women gazing at him over the rims of glasses. Fuck! Jealousy addled the brain, but I must not deny him. The libido didn’t care, so why should the psyche? If I am there, perhaps it won’t hurt as much.

“I might watch,” I croaked. 

“It is incredibly erotic watching you have sex with other women or men. Maybe Marcus and Andrew could...,” 

“You’re incorrigible you know.”

“I know, but Tara and Amelia require you tonight to heal their pain, and I think you do, too. Sam! Sam! Come back to me. I love you.”

Tara placed her glass on a table and strutted to a bedroom door and waited on the threshold for Amelia. Two sets of eyes beckoned Sam. Marcus and Andrew chuckled. Unable to hide my fears, a scowl only increased their mirth. Women can be bitches. Even my permission seemed a token. I had no choice, and the men and women knew it. I wandered over to the door and eyed them. 

“Got everything organised, haven’t you?” 

Neither answered, but Tara took Sam’s hand and Amelia pushed him into the bedroom. Amelia moved to close the door but Tara stopped her. A smirk crossed her lips. They had won and now I must watch. In silence, they surrounded my new husband. Eyes from the two women flicked from Sam to me. A triumphant expression now also appeared on Amelia’s face. She had taken Sam from another woman. Ha! These women plan to take Sam so I can see, hoping to hurt me. If I watch, then perhaps the pain will be less. I can’t control the jealousy within just like I can’t control the libido. Oh god what a life!

By God, it became painful to watch them rape him. That’s what it appeared like ... yes ...rape.

Marcus, Andrew, and I stood in the doorway. 

“Let’s watch,” Marcus said. 

Tonight would be a long night.

Trapped between two hyper-horny women, Sam faced thirty years of sexual frustrations taken out on him. My husband was about to be used for his skills and then handed back as you would a toy. 

Tara and Amelia didn’t push Sam onto the bed but kept him standing while undressing. Shirt, pants, shoes and socks vanished and within moments, he stood clad in underwear. The two women treated him like a god. Gentle caresses, kisses and touches soon became passionate and frenzied. Like a perfect meal, the women devoured him. Sam smiled at the attention his manhood bulging underneath the underwear, straining to be released. The two females remained careful to avoid any touch of it for now. 

Underwear peeled down the erect phallus sprung to attention, waving to the room. Discipline kept fingers, hands and mouths from the aching cock. Fingers and lips caressed his bottom and thighs. Sexual worship, I would call it. Mouths hovered near the restless erection caressing all around it. 

Sam controlled his breathing with difficulty. He stroked each woman’s hair in thanks for their ministrations. As a woman, I had experienced the thrill of multiple hands and mouths kissing and caressing my body just two days prior. The pleasure becomes overwhelming, and the flesh’s sensitivity reaches new heights. It becomes impossible to maintain control as the body relaxes enough to be manoeuvred with ease. 

Tara stood and slipped her dress down over ample breasts. Large mounds topped with already erect nipples gazed at Sam desirous of attention. Sam fondled each while they kissed. Well ... not just kissed, but sucked each other’s lips in unbridled passion. Hands pushed her dress to the floor, and Tara stood in her last garment, a pair of laced black panties.

Attention turned to Amelia. Sam kissed her neck while fingers unbuttoned the blouse. Small pebble topped breasts disappeared into his hungry mouth. A moan releasing years of pent up emotion and frustration seared the air. Amelia’s lustful eyes again peered toward me, causing fear to shiver down the spine. 

Tara knelt and cupped two balls while lips kissed Sam’s cock. A tongue flicked the head and shaft. Sam and Amelia kissed while other lips took the cock’s head. Amelia lost panties from Sam’s hands cupping her ass cheeks. Another moan sounded like a cry as the two hands inside her panties slid them down over her bottom. Amelia kicked them away and raised a thigh, resting a knee on Sam’s hip. Lips vanished in a tangle of passion while Tara’s urgency pushed Sam’s control. 

Female scent tickled the nose as Amelia joined Tara on the knees to enjoy his glistening, saliva covered cock. Sounds of sucking, moaning, and sighing echoed off the walls. Sam groaned and arched the back. Fists clenched, accompanied by a huge exhale of breath. Released from their voracious sucking, the women took him to the bed and rolled him onto his back. Hands and mouths caressed, kissed, and fondled. Tara mounted his cock. Mewls of anticipation and urgency erupted as the head then shaft, stretched vaginal walls. 

Beside me, Marcus and Andrew shifted position. Why, I don’t know but my eyes moved to two male groins. Fuck me, both hid bulges and Marcus appeared distressed. Men! 

Meanwhile, Sam’s phallus disappeared into the Marcus’ stretched pussy. Tara sighed at the penetration the sound bouncing across the room. His cock reappeared for a moment, then disappeared inside her once more. Large breasts smothered Sam while nipples moved up and down, matching her ride. Sam seized one tit, engorging the nipple with lips and mouth. Hands found Tara’s thighs and bottom. Sam slapped wobbling cheeks, which made Tara moan and increase speed. 

Sam invited Amelia to straddle his face. Fingers pushed apart ass cheeks and fingered her butthole while she adjusted hips over his mouth. There ... yes. The first sign. Amelia exhaled a deep breath her face flushing. An anatomy lesson followed. Folds of flesh offered themselves to Sam’s mouth. There ... there a lip pulled from her groin into his mouth. Amelia rotated. A cat lick, and then another, and her face became a mask. Was she in pain? You couldn’t tell except I knew it wasn’t pain. The concentration. Nerve endings overpowered the neurons in the brain. Two minutes passed while Amelia floated on the edge. Nothing else in the universe mattered except the rush toward the inevitable. Oh god, the slurping noises. Amelia! Jump off! Preserve yourself. No! No! Never. I squirmed at the sounds of slurping and sucking. The bliss of mouth and fingers! The sensation of warmth and wetness! Oh god, I knew it. He was too good. Resistance was futile. Surrender Amelia. Silence.

A growl, low and guttural, came from nowhere. Was it a dog growling? Amelia’s body vibrated, and she screamed. Animal noises continued to flow from lips stuck in a sneer. 

“Oh yes! Oh fuck! Eat that pussy! Keep going! Gnnnn. Fuck me!”

The grinding stopped when the shuddering and vibrating became too wild. Sam gripped both thighs, holding her in position. Amelia screamed again and called for a stop.

“Sam! Can you stop? Stop now. My control is slipping. Sam! Stop!”

Sam stopped, and Amelia leant forward to regain her breath. Tara kissed her and tweaked Amelia’s nipples to prolong the shudders. Sam spanked the two cheeks inches from his mouth. Once, twice, and three times. Amelia whined, but didn’t move. Sam’s hand lingered, pulling a cheek revealing the butthole and pussy. Breath ruffled pubic hairs and Amelia sighed a long sigh.

A tag team began as Amelia swapped with Tara. Oh god I wish to be part of that. But no, Sophie, control yourself. Tara’s fate came within minutes as control dissipated under Sam’s attack. Like Amelia, she swore and bounced on his face, trying to shake off ravenous lips. The orgasm proved another growl, a massive tensing of muscles that matched a sneer and grimace. 

Amelia bounced on Sam’s cock until a final arch of the back, and she peeled off to lie on the side. The women took a break and lay next to Sam. Yet in their breathless state two sets of lips kissed every part of him. Sam gave Amelia a harder spank, and she fell off the bed. Sam pursued her laughing but found himself pinned on the stomach when Tara sat on his bottom. 

“Oh yes, I can rub my pussy on soft ass cheeks. Amelia! Come on, jump on his back.”

Before Sam could roll, two women sat on him. 

“Go horsey! Yippee!”

Laughter and giggles echoed. Each female spanked Sam’s bottom and roared at the sound bouncing off the walls. Sam did a push-up, throwing Amelia off. Tara slid backwards, and Sam pounced. Loud spanking noises, screams of pain, laughs of playfulness before a stop. And then kissing. Oh god, these women loved him. Adoration in their eyes crushed me. Both women. Shit! They whispered in his ear. Loving words. They would take him from me. 

Passion replaced playfulness. Hands seized Amelia’s ankles, raising them over his shoulders. Like a sack, powerful male arms dragged her body to the bed’s edge. Helpless Amelia gazed into Sam’s eyes, pleading for mercy. She got none. Fingers lined up his cock to the gaping pussy. Amelia mewled and threw hands above the head in complete submission. Eyes never left Sam’s face. A bond to him for life. Oh fuck!

Sam pushed inside her, his face lustful but expressionless. A predator taking what he longed for rammed like a piston in and out. Walls gripped his cock, small boobs bounced, and her eyes gazed at his in wonder. Lips parted the eyes welled and she cried amidst an orgasm. The shuddering continued through the tears. Amelia used hands to hide the pain of loss, but everyone noticed it. Tara’s emotions bubbled her eyes glued to Sam and Amelia. Sam withdrew.

Unaware or uncaring of the emotional bond these women gave, he continued his mission. Emotions seemed irrelevant to him. Just sex, a physical release and nothing else. Tight lips and staring eyes devoid of emotion studied his prey. Same with Tara. Sam positioned her like a slab of meat, arms pushed and pulled to position the open pussy. Tara’s eyes glassed with tears. She gazed at his face while a cock stretched her pussy. Slow to start, Sam reached a rhythm then sped up and slowed down. Ready to end Sam increased speed. Like a piston, he pounded in and out. Two fat boobs flew up and down. Tara put a hand to her mouth and cried out. Sam withdrew. 

“Come here now!” he barked. 

Cum shot on them both. This way and that until he wiped himself on their bodies. Spent, he slumped on the bed and kissed each. But they knew. They knew Sam wasn’t theirs. It had finished but despite the end, both women put on brave faces.

“Fuck me, you are better than I remember. Wow!” Tara gasped. 

The vision and emotions absorbed my complete attention. The relationship with Sam remained safe ... for now. A hand on a breast, another up the skirt. When did that happen? Oh, yes. The skin erupted. Fuck me! Oh fuck. I held myself up by placing a hand on each side of the doorjamb. Fingers raised the skirt from behind. Two hands groped breasts inside the dress. Oh, fuck, and now a hand inside my panties. An examination. Male hands moved my bits to their whim. Oh fuck yes! Unable to move I watched the three on the bed as before, but now the focus switched to the hands and their examination. 
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A last view of Sam was the two women cuddling up to him. Tara kissed him and Amelia rested the head on his chest before two powerful men led me into the next bedroom. Just inside the next room, my dress came off over the head. In just panties, tits swayed while a hand spanked my bottom. Oh, shit ... the throb from the groin raced.  

I should climb onto the bed I thought but no, men fondled, groped, caressed, and masturbated me. The hands and mouths ... like Sam. Oh, sweet Jesus. I erupted in nerve endings and couldn’t respond fast enough. Helpless to the two powerful beasts, hands forced me to the knees. A massive weapon swayed in my vision and struck the side of my face. Oh god. One day this child’s arm would kill me. Had Marcus got bigger since the cruise? Where was Angela? I couldn’t cope alone with this monster. Marcus fisted my hair and pulled my head back. The mouth opened, eyes met, and he batted away my hands. Oh, fuck, oh, shit. The monster stretched my lips and I gagged. But Marcus didn’t withdraw but left two inches in my mouth. Saliva poured down the chin and festoons draped onto my boobs. 

Andrew masturbated me from behind. A finger hit the sphincter and another flicked the nub. 

Sighs, whines, needy moans vibrated over Marcuse’s cock. He smiled down at me.

Dominated and helpless, submissive thoughts took over. Suck that cock even though you gagged. The mouth chased the small arm. Moved and positioned at their whim, Marcus had me mount him. Shit. The stretch reminded me of childbirth. Oh god. What? Oh, Fuck no. 

Andrew slid between my ass cheeks. 

“No, it won’t fit. Oh god Oh fuck!”

Sparks flicked across the brain. Impaled on Marcus, Andrew fucked my ass. I couldn’t move. Andrew provided an erotic spanking. 

“Hit that ass. Harder. Fuck me! Oh, fuck me like the slut I am! Fill me with a cock. Fuck me harder. Shiiiit.”

None of those words I remembered, but Sam told me later. An overwhelming and satisfying sensation took me. Hot cum burst from the cocks, filling two holes. Slippery with cum, the two men punished the pussy and ass and then discarded me. Oh, please do it again. Desperate for breath, I rolled onto the back. 

“Come on, fuck me again. I am a slut and require and deserve a fucking to put me in my place.” 

Oh shit. Another shudder. The scene seemed crazy. How did this happen? 

Full of cum, I felt it drool out. A runnel of cum dribbled down from pussy to join the overflowing butt hole. The ass crack filled and then dripped onto the bedsheets. No, not the bedsheets, but the carpet. Marcus and Andrew had fucked me like a slut on the floor. Wow! Punch drunk, I smiled at Marcus and Andrew.  

“Did that take thirty seconds?”

“No, about ten minutes.”

“Come here, boys.” 

Marcus and Andrew came to me, and I kissed them. God, I had a two-man bond. Imagine Marcus on Monday, Andrew on Tuesday, Sam on Wednesday, Al on Thursday and Jake on Friday. Weekend to recover and then start again. Better still! Get them in groups of two or three at a time. Images flashed, and I knew greed and selfishness brewed to the irrational desires within. 

“Good fuck guys ... no perfect fuck,” I whispered in their ears. 

“You were noisy, Sophie. My eardrums almost burst,” Andrew said. 

I lay there cum oozing out of me and heard a cheer as Sam and the girls entered. Sam sat next to me on the floor where the men had left me. 

“Are you suitably fucked?” he smiled. 

I panted still breathless

“Did you set that up?” 

Sam massaged sperm onto my nipple and then sucked it. He continued to suck and did not answer. Fingers groped boobs and lips sucked nipples. Pushed back onto the floor, Sam ate the mango. Other men’s cum dripped out, and he sucked sticky walls, lips and clit. An out-of-body experience. Body and mind separated as I saw myself operated on by a surgeon. For minutes, I loitered close to the edge. Exhausted, I seemed unsure if I had a new clench or just stayed with one long one. Balanced on the cliff and never far away from falling, inevitably the body cried for release and a return to the present. The grip and release continued, and I became dizzy and the world went black.

“Sophie, Sophie, please wake up.” 

A voice amid blurry moving shapes. A wet object touched my face, and I was awake. Sam sat next to me, jaw clenched and brows furrowed. 

“What happened?” 

“You passed out,” came the reply. 

Sam helped me stand up. Covered in cum, saggy tits swayed as I swayed. Sam led me into the shower and showered us both. Arms pinned me against the wall, holding me up while soft male hands washed me. Nausea grew, then passed. Sam helped me dress. 

“Where are the panties?” he asked. 

“Torn,” a woman’s voice answered. 

“Gee, guys! You were rough,” another female voice said. 

I couldn’t focus, and then I spotted a paramedic entering the room. 

“Madam, can you hear me?” 

“Yes,” I answered. 

“Do you know what happened?” 

I nodded without conviction. 

“Each man fucked me and then I passed out. There were too many orgasms.” 

The blackness returned.
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Tara and Amelia fucked me, took turns, and fucked me again. The face hurt from the bristles on shaved pussies. Worse than shaving rash, I thought. The nose became sore, and the cock hurt. Assaulted, bruised and battered. Revenge was sweet when I got the upper hand. Fast, slow, and then fast. Control just. An equal share. Oh yes. The build came. The head became oversensitive, and the toes curled. Release, oh yes! Satisfied, we collapsed into each other’s arms, breathless and sweaty. 

Minutes passed and the noise from outside roused us from a blissful after sex rest. The three of us strolled to the other bedroom and gaped at Marcus and Andrew rutting away at Sophie’s pussy and butt hole. Wow! Sophie was loud. Fuck me. Together, the men ejaculated and left her lying on the floor. I sat with Sophie and then ate the mango. The orgasms seemed too rapid even for Sophie. 

As exhaustion approached, I found her unresponsive. Panic set in when attempts to rouse Sophie failed. A wet face washer brought Sophie around, but her responses became slow and groggy. After I had showered and dressed her, Sophie collapsed again. And I panicked again. Someone phoned an ambulance, and the paramedics took Sophie to an emergency ward. Outside in the waiting room, I fretted. Rename it the fretting room, not the waiting room. An hour passed and a hospital orderly wheeled Sophie to a ward. But when I tried to follow, security blocked me. 

“Sorry, sir, you can’t come,” one said. 

“I’m her husband,” I replied. 

A security guard glanced over my shoulder and nodded. I turned and noticed two armed police officers speaking to a doctor. 

“Come with us, sir,” one ordered. 

Dazed and confused, I followed. 

Inside an office, the two police officers questioned me for thirty minutes until the clock read midnight. 

“The woman is your wife?” 

“Yes, yes,” I replied to the stupid question. 

“Did you assault her?” 

“What? No,” I answered. 

The doctor spoke for the first time. 

“Her vagina and anus show signs of trauma, bruising and inflammation, and someone washed her.” 

The police resumed the questioning. 

“Why did you wash her? Did you or anyone assault her? Why did she pass out? She claims you all had sex with her. Is that true?” 

Bewildered, I stammered incoherent answers to quick fire questions. The police rose and handcuffed me. 

“What? What are you doing?”

“You are under arrest for serious assault. I caution you. Anything you say can be used as evidence.”

Stunned at this turn of events, the police led me away and bundled me into a police car. What is happening? Two burly policemen frogmarched me inside the Police Station. Police took photographs, fingerprints and a DNA sample before I ended up in a cell. This is not happening, no, no, no! Is this a living nightmare? How do I get out? But all I thought about was Sophie. I asked to see her, but they refused. Nobody would tell me if she was okay? 

Daylight came in thin slivers of light through a window near the ceiling. A bread roll with ham and cheese plus a bottle of water arrived through a slot in the door. Straight after eating, the door unlocked and a uniform cop led me to a room with a glass wall. Two plainclothes female officers sat on one side with their backs to the glass, while I sat facing the glass. Who watched I wondered? Just like in the movies! 

“Sir, we have arrested your accomplices, two men and two women. They are busy making a deal. If you tell us what happened, it serves you well.” 

“My wife! Is she okay?”

“Still in hospital,” one detective answered. 

“Now the assault charge carries serious consequences, and the court has scheduled the arraignment for tomorrow. Tell us what happened.” 

“I ate the mango. Sophie orgasmed twice and then passed out. I woke her, but she seemed groggy, so I showered her to clean and wake her up. But that didn’t work because she passed out again. Someone phoned the paramedics.” 

“Why did you shower her? To hide DNA. To hide semen.” 

“No, and yes, no.” 

“What is it, sir? Yes or no.” 

“I need water.”

A cup appeared, and I drank. I told them the complete story: the planned sex with two former housemates and the rough sex for my wife. 

“You had sex with other women while
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