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Ship disembarkation signified the end of a wonderful experience and a return to normality. Shipboard life might be odd because it doesn’t represent real life. Reality came rushing back the day each passenger walked off the ship. Passengers waved goodbye to marvellous entertainment, fabulous food and service. No longer the pampered pussycat, the realities of life resurfaced. Handling luggage, the necessity to negotiate immigration and customs and then still having to lug our possessions to the car. Where is the room attendant? Can I use the card for food and drink? Must I move and do something? Gone and completed, but you don’t forget the experience.

This time, though, there seemed a difference. Yes, all the above had happened, but the cruise included a life-changing experience. A sexual awakening had come at light speed. New and exciting possibilities presented themselves every minute I dwelled on the moments of intimacy with other men. Where to next, Sophie? Where to next? Two dreams I had onboard seemed so vivid and real that I wondered if I should pursue them and make them a reality. They painted me as a needy and desperate slut who would do anything for her own sexual satisfaction. Am I that person in reality? Dreams are okay, but the actual onboard experiences also showed a neediness and desperation. I saw a new side of myself and ... I loved what I saw. 

While glancing across at Sam while he drove, my mind enjoyed the ride of memories that I had, and I ignored the dark places the experiences took me. The entire body tingled with anticipating the possibilities of what next adventure was possible, and I dismissed his words of warning. Those words were his and irrelevant to me. 

In a dream, I recalled the adrenalin and arousal from the touch of another man. Oh God, what an experience. Everything shut down whilst Marcus took me and I realised Sam no longer existed in those intimate moments with another man. The door had opened, and I rushed through eager to satisfy a mountain of unfulfilled desires. Multiple men at once, taking me one after the other, a slave to their manhood. But no ... I had control. The satisfaction belonged to me because these men fulfilled my desires, cravings and needs. 
Sam and I lived on two acres of tropical rainforest. Our house from the outside resembled a shack, but it blended in with the environment. Inside, we had four bedrooms and all the mod cons of life. Together, we had raised two children in this house and everywhere lay evidence of our lives together.
While unpacking at home, my mind revisited thoughts on where to, now. Questions entered the mind about the experiences on board the ship. Indeed, I had an awakening. Whenever I thought back to the rampant sex, I shook the head and smiled. It had happened. It wasn’t a dream, but the dreams emboldened me. My mind embraced life’s changes, leaving behind the old, sexless Sophie. Freedom, yes, I felt free to push my boundaries and challenge myself. Would I relate it to sex only, though? Excitement for the future created an urgency in the blood. There is no time to waste because my life has changed forever. 

But an important question stood out. How to satisfy this awakening now that the cruise had finished? If I couldn’t satisfy it, then how do I continue as if nothing had happened? If I’m not done awakening, what’s next? How do I find a lover? Doubts came over me. Sagging tits and ass would not attract the man of my dreams. That man remained faceless anyway, recalling my dreams from the ship. Confident my libido would calm down and thoughts of infidelity would go away, I told myself Sam, my loving husband, would be enough to satisfy me. Normality beckoned for us both, a reintegration into what society deemed middle-class behaviour.

This didn’t happen. Within two days, the mind wandered, and I raised the subject of my changed libido with Sam. He recalled we agreed I might take a lover because Sam realised he could no longer satisfy me. He is right; he can’t. How do I find a lover then? The internet ... maybe. Dating sites were an option to explore but a search through Apps didn’t find what I desired. What did I desire? Let me see. A younger man, tall, kind, takes care of himself, not needy or clingy but also loyal to me and not bouncing every woman in the neighbourhood. The imagination conjured up handsome studs ravishing me, but I knew the limits of my options at over fifty. Ecstatic with the newfound sense of power and freedom, impatience for fresh experiences pushed me to live on the edge. Get on with it, Sophie, a voice called. I felt wonderful and ready for anything, but knew at my age I must pace myself.

Yes, I required distraction from addled thoughts, so I enrolled in a craft class like the course I started doing onboard the ship. If I talked to others, then perhaps I might find an answer. Lots of ifs, but seeking advice didn’t hurt. Women ... be around women. All I hoped for was to befriend these women, ask their general opinions and seek their experiences ... to get help. How do I do this? How would I raise the subject? Ha, I thought of a conversation. 

“Well, I’m glad you enjoy ceramics, but tell me about anal sex with a strange man. How do I get an ass fucking?”

“It’s easy. Sit on a park bench and when a man walks past you, open your legs and let him touch in between. If nobody is about, take him into the bushes, bend over and fuck him. Plenty of lubricant, though. Condoms are an idea.”

Shit, I had no chance with these women. They were too like me a short four weeks ago. Pre menopause, dead bedrooms, overweight and undersexed.  

Concerned, I wondered about the rapid changes in mood, temperament and personality I continued to experience. One moment I felt happy and content, the next malevolent and hateful. These emotions targeted Sam since he was always available to torment. Two inner voices talked to me, and each gave contrasting advice. One voice pleaded for calmness and control over emotions, whilst the other blamed others and hungered for the freedom to do anything. In fact, if my actions do not hurt anyone else, then it’s okay, isn’t it? 

Mood changes were common for women of my age. These changes sat as a recognition that time had taken their youth and fertility. When I peeked in at my future, I didn’t like what I observed, and I slammed the door shut on the horrid thoughts. I hoped to be safe with a bunch of women. Yes! They would check my emotions. The craft class seemed full of middle-aged women until I noticed one attractive man. 

The moment I noticed him, I knew the plans and proposals to discuss with other women about my changing life belonged in the bin. This man answered my dilemma. Yep, I thought he looked hot. His presence, his smile and his breath made my libido rush back. I desired him and I fought off the other women when the instructor asked us to form two-person groups. I sneered at the other females who now regarded me with envious eyes. Won’t be making friends here I thought. Soon we worked together and during our conversations, I noticed he spoke to my breasts. Blood rushed through veins at the attention, and I couldn’t help flirting with a man at least ten years younger. 

Tom, I thought seemed a gorgeous man physically and emotionally and yes, my pussy pulsed and general tingles meant one thing. Images from the ship rushed back and sex sat at the forefront of the mind. Nothing had slowed or calmed. The heart, mind and body were awake and raring to go, as if nothing from the ship had changed. 

A teacher and single, his school asked him to teach Art for a range of school years so he needed to upskill himself. Slim but muscular, I noted his shoulders appeared twice my width. Tingles again and his odour. Oh fuck! 

Full of hair, he sported manly stubble that covered a square jaw. Two piercing blue eyes bored straight through me. Accidental contact during the sessions presented the signals I planned for him to receive. Close in proximity, our hands touched, and his arm brushed my waist while reaching for a brush. A breath brushed my neck and his close presence increased my longing. Tom had that calm detached and analytical expression that takes your breath away. Concentration on tasks became difficult because of his close physical presence. 

The fun time flirting and touching became serious and, in my mind, I took him home with me. Two weeks passed and I struggled to concentrate on any job we shared or undertook. I acted and came across as a teenager, giggling, flushing, and shaking my boobs. Fingers brushed against his bottom and then his groin while I smiled my best smile and apologised with all the sincerity of an alley cat. My flirting became outrageous and obvious to the other women. From across the room, they would roll their eyes at my sexually provocative behaviour. They spoke loud enough for me to hear, their tone judgemental and hurtful. But I didn’t care. 

“Isn’t she married?” 

“Did you see her thrust her boobs at him?” 

“She is shameless.” 

“They should get a room.”

I ignored them but agreed with the last comment. 

At the end of one class, we packed up and, in our hurry, he reached behind me. His breath filled my ears and ruffled the hairs on the neck. A hand touched my breast, and I trembled at the touch, but kept silent. Askance, I looked at him and he smiled, and without thought I gazed at the bulge in his trousers. My pussy throbbing worsened. Fuck me! Its constant presence made me flush and overheat. My nipples stood like stones in the bra, and I saw them showing. The touch must have caused them. I smiled. 

Wetness between the legs became ceaseless until I noticed the dampness down my inner thighs. Guilty thoughts of cheating ran through the mind, but a simple flirt is okay, isn’t it? I wasn’t cheating and if I had sex with him and Sam knew then that would be okay, wasn’t it? He stated on the ship that I could have a lover. Did it matter if he knew? Our agreement said yes, but they were his rules. He must be involved. But! But! He wouldn’t find out, would he? How would he? I wouldn’t tell him, and I knew Tom wouldn’t. So, what’s the risk? Once would be okay, and I didn’t wish to follow any of Sam’s rules. Afterwards, I can ask Sam if Tom would come around to our house. Yes! Ha, an opportunity for me to try him out. Still, he might have a small dick or be a lousy lover. Better to road test him and see if he is up to it. Yes, I loved that plan. 

I couldn’t help but compare Sam and Tom. Tom won on age, height, muscles and hair. Why did I feel guilty then? Despite the rationalisation, deep down I knew the betrayal existed in the mere consideration of cheating behind his back. Never did I consider Tom might reject me. He sent all the right signals, and my confidence in what he and I desired became limitless. 

At the end of class one night, I walked to my car alongside Tom. He lived close to the workshop and wished me good night. His eyes flashed and mouth smiled, and I swooned. My body tingled when his smile turned predatory following a glance at my breasts. A desperate desire to suck and fuck him I controlled with difficulty. 

“Hope to see you next time,” I croaked. 

“Yes, I will be here, and I hope you are too.”

An intergalactic invasion would not keep me away I thought.

“Tom, can I have your number? Maybe we can catch up for coffee,” I suggested? 

We exchanged numbers, and his proximity and maleness sent tingles through my body. The skin came alive with goosebumps at his nearness and a shortness of breath almost gave the game away. Tom must know anyway. The way he studies me, the eyes undressing me. Stop it Sophie! For fuck’s sake! On the way home, flushed and aroused, Sam’s warning of infidelity rushed through my mind again.

Dinner with Sam that night felt awkward because I listened to his conversation without enthusiasm not remembering a word. My mind was elsewhere. Tom filled my thoughts ... only Tom. My eyes refused to meet Sam’s. Should I tell him? Guilt, oh the guilt. No, not guilty. He had opened the gateway to sexual exploration, and I walked through it. No going back. I will do what I yearn for, and I will bend his rules because I don’t care. Sam will forgive me if I cry and plead. He loves me; he misses me; he is a weak man.

That night I lay in bed, and thoughts of impending infidelity dominated all thoughts. How had this situation come about? I cast my mind back to before and during the cruise. 

The awakening happened overnight, and I still didn’t understand such radical behaviour change. Losing inhibition, the desire to be satisfied, came with a newfound sexual aggressiveness that might frighten me. Married for twenty-five years, I remained faithful to him. 

In moments of fancy, I fantasised about a sexual encounter involving a stranger or a group of men. These were just fantasies and ended when I used Sam’s manhood and skills to slake the thirst. I had never pursued an opportunity to satisfy these fantasies; they remained only a fantasy in my dreams. In fact, Sam had confessed to fantasies. They are harmless I thought, but during the cruise fantasy became reality and the reality felt better.

In our early years, Sam and I had regular sex, but when careers and children demanded more time, limited energy remained for us to be intimate. In the last few years, our sex had become vanilla and then non-existent. Sex became something to do, an act expected, until one day he lost his erection during sex. I realised I might no longer satisfy him, nor he satisfy me. Sam was an excellent lover; his oral skills were exceptional, but this now seemed not enough. We stopped having intimate relations, which led us to become friends but not lovers. 

It didn’t help that I didn’t appreciate my appearance. A fat belly, and I didn’t feel sexy. A study of myself in the mirror following a shower concluded I was ugly and old. I dressed in the bathroom ashamed of my weight and aged body. Boobs and ass cheeks heading south compounded by the flab around the stomach. No wonder he wasn’t aroused. What man would be? I felt dejected and unfulfilled. Was this it? Do we now fade away to old age, with sex no longer an option? I despaired, and I knew Sam also did. He would try to start intimacy by going inside my top with his hands to stroke my sides and back. It felt wonderful, but I became incapable of responding to his touch. I didn’t fancy sex with him. Our cruise became the last opportunity to be intimate. 

Recollections from the cruise and that eventful night with our dinner companions, I wondered what had triggered the change. Yes, how could I forget? A group of us had adjourned in a drunken state to a cabin suite. More champagne, and then it started. Angela, a dinner companion, became amorous with an unattached male, Andrew. Silence replaced our silly jabber as eyes were drawn to them. Without inhibition, Angela had sex with this other man right in front of us while I sat on a couch mere feet away. The eyes remained glued to the action, and I noticed a similar effect on Sam and another unattached man, Marcus. Without hesitation, she performed oral sex on Andrew and then had full-on sex with the man in front of us. Not just the action, but the noise of pleasing moans and urgent groans created strange stirrings within me. Here was a woman without fear, having sex out of wedlock, her husband metres away in another cabin. Angela had thrown off her inhibitions and despite an unhappy marriage, she took control, taking what she needed and wanted. 

While watching Angela and Andrew fucking, sucking, and enjoying each other’s bodies, I realised how stimulated I had become. Almost as an afterthought, I sensed the moist heat between the legs and smiled at the first lubrication in years. 

When Marcus touched me, the tingles and anticipation of intimacy rushed like a wave. A rough hand moved upward along my thigh. Inch by inch, the fingers moved closer and closer. Heat became unbearable and by instinct I opened my legs to welcome his hand and shook not with angst but with desire, want and hunger. 

Then it all happened. Marcus went down on me while my husband watched. Angela and Andrew took a break and watched us. I recalled taking Andrew into my mouth. The libido came alive to take control of my psyche and to drive my desire for more and more. In a surreal moment, I remember Angela and me kneeling before Marcus. His massive penis stood erect inches from our faces. How is it that two middle-aged women, married to other men were about to have oral sex with a stranger? Angela and I pleasured him, and I sucked his balls. His musty male odour, the hardness of his shaft and his floppy balls were delicious. Submission seemed right before his giant-sized phallus. Innate instincts yearned to please him. How could I forget Marcus banging my cervix? He drove deep inside, stretching me like nothing had since childbirth. Then a familiar odour came from a vagina appearing on my face. Without doubt, fear or hesitation, I licked and sucked it. All of it seemed natural. Orgasms racked my body that night, and the joy of the experience intoxicated me.

Any inhibitions I had about my body shape and looks disappeared because each of us involved that night had imperfections. Intimacy with others became easy because each eyed the parts we wanted for satisfaction and nothing else. I had awakened and sought contentment for myself. This awakening came at a cost because I came to a realisation Sam does not and without help never satisfy me. 

While lying in our marriage bed, thoughts swirled. What do I do? Separation from Sam! That is an enormous step. Did I wish for that? Children have gone; mortgage paid off ... the checklist continued. We might separate and since we are each financially secure, it’s possible. Fuck his rules about having a lover. 

Unable to wait, the next morning while Sam showered, I texted Tom asking to meet for coffee. Anxious, I waited for a reply until I realised he had a school day. 

Late that morning, Tom replied to the text and arranged to meet me at 4 pm. Sam had occasional work at the university and took off at lunchtime, giving me the opportunity to meet Tom. God, what was I doing? I thought while I watched him drive off. Deep in my heart, I knew I would cheat. Guilt made me ill one minute; the next euphoric and eager beyond words at the thought. 

Dressed in a low-cut top and skirt, I checked and rechecked myself. A short drive to the coffee shop followed, where I parked outside. Heart beating, skin flushing and a difficulty breathing made me giddy. From the car, I spotted Tom sitting inside and when I stared at him; adultery became inevitable. 

Tom smiled when I entered the cafe. He eyed my body, my heart raced, and my pussy did her waltz. Fuck, I hoped he enjoyed a smelly pussy. We greeted each other and chatted about small things that masked our genuine desires. 

“Why did you wish to catch up?” he asked. 

Prepared for this question, all my answers seemed pathetic and deceitful. I peered down at my hands and then around the cafe before I leant forward to whisper. I wore a low-cut top and Tom’s eyes glanced at my cleavage. 

“You know why,” I countered. 

He smiled and touched my hand. Butterflies filled my stomach, the pussy tingled, and swallowing became a chore. 

He blew out his cheeks. 

“Yesterday, during class, you peered at me, and I knew I sensed an attraction to you. You are cheerful and kind, the type of woman I prefer. The attraction to you is genuine. You are a wonderful, sexy woman who ... arouses me.” 

He stopped and flustered I dropped my wyes before replying. 

“I thought you were a gorgeous sexy and handsome man the first time I spotted you, and you are the type of man I desire. I have thought of nothing else but you since the first craft lesson.”

Tom stood and moved his chair around the table. His face was now inches from mine. I detected his breath, his maleness, his aura. Eyes locked, breath shortened and time stopped. An irresistible force driven by mutual desires dissolved rational thoughts. All I thought of was ... Fuck me right now on the table. The smile and proximity intoxicated me. We didn’t say another word.

Tom must have read my mind because he led me out of the coffee shop to his car. 

“Too public,” I said. 

“My apartment is five minutes away. Here is the address,” he croaked, texting it to me.

While he texted, my breathing laboured and when I noticed the bulge in his pants, a pleased hum vibrated through my groin. I followed him out of the carpark, turned three corners and then parked at the front of his apartment block. Without a second thought, I scrambled out and hurried to my destiny. Tom let me in and grabbed me so I fell into his arms. Lips smashed and we devoured each other’s tongues and then raped each other. Clothes flew off, and we devoured mouths, trying to swallow one another’s lips and tongues. His touch felt strong; his body trim and muscular. 

“Let me suck you.” I croaked having lost my voice.

Down on my knees in the kitchen, I took his hardness in my mouth. Fuck me! What a perfect cock. Larger than Sam, but not Marcus size. This cock would fit me like a glove. Lips feasted on the smooth head, rock-hard shaft, and large hanging balls, I pumped his phallus in a frenzy. Oh god, the exhilaration fired neurons. I floated in yearning desire. The skin became electrified. Fuck me, Tom, please fuck me. Gasping in arousal, I stroked him. 

“Cum on my face, cum on my face,” I gasped. 

Desperate sucking continued, and I tasted him until he lifted me from my knees and took me to the bedroom. After bending me over on the bed, I mewled when he rubbed his soft cock head against my clit and opening. Oh, fuck me! In he pushed, and wetness let him glide in and out. The stretch! Oh fuck! My walls gripped his cock, and I shuddered with lust and desire. 

“Oh yes, Tom. Oh yes. Fuck that pussy. Gnnnn,” I gasped in a low rough grunt. 

His deep thrusts rubbed the G Spot and scratched the insane itch inside. Every inch he pushed in and out I felt. Oh fuck! Oh wow! The impalement felt magnificent, giving a sense of being full. The nerves in my pussy fired. Shit, how did he make my pussy this sensitive? I heard myself making constant noise trying to invent a new language of g and s. A single cry from my mouth went on and on. Deep into me, his cock head stroked the walls and then crashed into my cervix. Where am I? I became oblivious to the surroundings. A vague recollection of light streaming through curtains mixed with strong male hands seizing bouncing tits. In and out, change speed, deep then shallow he thrust in and out and I made constant noise. Tom’s rhythm seemed neither fast nor slow because his cock moved around inside me. While rotating his hips, he ground inside my walls. An iron-like rod made me feel full and impaled. After fisting my hair, he pulled my head back and once again seized a bouncing tit with a free hand. Urgent and primal, we coupled. Helpless and bent over, he fucked me, taking my mind to a wondrous place. I felt full, then empty, then full again. My tingling groin gripped, and I raced to the end. A constant, long moan erupted from my lips. 

“Fuck yes, fuck yes. Aah, aah,” I called ... no screamed. 

Tom smashed my pussy and filled it with hot cum. Jets of warmth spurted into me. One, then two and perhaps three. Hot and sticky, his natural lubricant changed the sensation inside. No longer pulling skin, he slid like a cake of soap in and out. Fuck me, I couldn’t stand it. He slapped my ass with his thighs such was his violent thrusting. My boobs jiggled like circus puppets, and then he released me. Gasping for breath, we turned to hold one another. I kissed him on the mouth, chest and thighs before taking his dwindling cock to suck the last drops from it. Slumped on the bed in blissful fulfillment, I realised I had no regrets about what I had done. The experience felt glorious, exciting, and spontaneous, and removed any fear of what I was about to say. 

I must tell him I was married and hoped he didn’t care. Recent intimacy made it a perfect time to do it now. After gathering my breath, I rolled onto his chest and twirled chest hair.

“Tom, I am married, but I will leave my husband if you wish me to.”

His mouth opened and paused like it had stuck. 

“I knew a woman like you would be too good to be single,” he said, slumping his shoulders and frowning. 

Fear gripped me at the sudden realisation this might be a once-off experience. I bonded with this man, and he must have the same bond with me ... he must.

“No, no Tom, I pine for you always ... please think about it.” 

He remained silent and once again I feared I would never have this experience with him again.

An irrational fear of not getting what I hungered for made me beg, and I offered him everything.

“Treat me like a sex toy. I am available when you want me. No strings attached. You can pump and dump me whenever you like ... only hold me.”

“You make me feel alive,” Tom said, kissing me again. “Mature women have always attracted me. Your beauty captivated my senses, and you have taken my heart and staked yourself deep inside.” 

My broad smile at his comment must have filled the bedroom. Within an hour, he pumped me again. God, what an athlete I thought. This time, he used a bed restraint system. After pinning my wrists and ankles, I couldn’t move beyond what he desired for me. He attached my ankles to my wrists. Fuck me. Helpless, I felt my age. 

With ankles above the head, my pussy stood gaping and wide open for his assault. I quivered and whimpered while watching his swaying erection line me up. In he slid and the impalement became complete. In this position, he hit the cervix with most thrusts. Oh Jesus, oh shit! Sparks buzzed around the head, but the body numbed except for the pussy. Every nerve response to the brain came from there. Oh, Jesus! Oh shit! The first thrust inward combined into one long release of moaning lust. Compelled to watch his rod thrust in and out, I realised my joy and satisfaction knew no bounds. 

For the second time he finished inside me and, struggling to come down off the high, I held him tight when he released me. My lips tasted his body, the sweat, the odour of sex filled nostrils and I floated in bliss.

Next to him on the bed, I lay contented but within an hour he proved ready to go again. This time, without restraint, a hand groped my bottom and seized a boob to suck the nipple. Tom rolled me onto my back, and I placed arms over the head in the surrender position. Ravish me, use me, take me, oh yes. He lifted my feet into the air by gripping the backs of my calves. While spreading my legs, he rubbed his cock’s head against my opening, slapping his hardness against the clit. Helpless, I pined for his entry. Fill my pussy ... please fill my pussy. God, he was hot ... it resembled a dream...an alpha male fucking me. Wow! It would be perfect to catch him. He slipped into rhythm and fucked me, grinding his hips and slapping my thighs with his. I stared past my tits swaying with each thrust to his erection, thumping into my pussy like a piston. Impaled on his rod, I longed for nothing else in life except for it to continue. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth when his thrusts became more urgent. Ram, ram he thrust harder, he hit the cervix, and tremors and moans rushed from my mouth. With surrender complete, the body shook like a puppet, and the pussy walls gripped his cock and siphoned the cum. The warmth, yes, the warmth of his load filled me for the third time. After sliding in and out of me for what seemed an eternity of bliss, his still-hard cock drove me insane with lust. Its hardness worked my pussy, forcing full-body tingles. Everything became magnified. Every bit of his rod brought a groan. With another scream, I became insatiable and thirsted for more and more. 

The sensation of impalement subsided and both of us climbed down from our highs. Oh shit, how wonderful, but in a moment of clarity I pondered why my vagina seemed always ready to orgasm. Not that I am complaining because I adored fucking but at my age, I should also be sore following such physical lovemaking. But no, I had stretched and lubricated three times and the pussy seemed like it relived teenage years. Constant throbs begged questions. Was it an orgasm or was it so sensitive it simulated an orgasm? I had noted the increased sensitivity down there and thought perhaps my pussy lives in a permanent orgasm. Even when a teenager, I never experienced this type of sensitivity. 

A pant, a gasp. Mouth open, I watched this god of a man. I must do this again with him. Oh god, the itch scratch is divine
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