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The dreams became more vivid. Details, once obscure, now stood out with clarity. A man pinned me against a wall in a dark alley, forced me to the knees and made me suck. The images had sound effects. Sucking noises! I gagged but yearned for more! His cock glistened in the dark shiny from my saliva. Hair fisted he dragged me from the knees and turned me around. Fingers tore off my panties, and all I managed were soft female mewls of desire. The man pushed inside me, stretching muscles and scratching the inner itch. A grip! An orgasm! 

Bolt upright, I awoke from these stark and confronting images to the gentle snoring of Sam lying next to me. What did they mean? Not since my teens had I such erotic thoughts. Is it the books that I read? What about my viewing an occasional adult movie or use of a sex toy? No, these dreams came from daily mundane encounters with men. Each dream included a man or men I had met or had seen that day. A new face every time. In the dream, men ravaged me, satisfying an inner need that kept desiring powerful men’s attention. The dreams progressed in erotic explicitness from a quick kiss and fondle to outright sex. Where? In a car, in a park, or down an alleyway. Taken and submissive were the themes of each dream, but no ... a deep hidden, predatory need sat as a driving motive for each experience. Were these dreams exposing a desire yet unfulfilled? The explicitness of sex with other men in dreams gnawed away, which created an increasing sense of guilt. This is the infidelity I dream about. I must ask my husband for help. He will understand! Won’t he?

Awakened from a deep sleep, I couldn’t return to slumber so I exited the bed. Seated in a chair in the darkened lounge area, conflicting thoughts ran through the head each trying to rationalise a growing number of erotic dreams.

Can fantasy become real? Is it worth pursuing random fantasies the mind concocts? Are fantasies important to ongoing mental health? For me, the answer is ... yes... yes and yes. Back as a young woman, I imagined marrying a rich, handsome man. Like in a fairytale ... a prince without the crown, you could say. Yet, I knew the realities of life would make that unlikely, so I desired the best man for me. A man to love and respect, who worked hard and loved me. When I first met my future husband, I would lie awake at night dreaming of when I would next see him. Everything about Sam seemed perfect ... in fact, he became the prince. Even our marriage seemed a fairytale of love, passion and fantasies fulfilled. Shared experiences made them even more special, and it seemed everything in my life was perfect. Two wonderful, healthy children were the evidence of our love, passion and devotion. A son and a daughter became a high point in our relationship.

Years passed, and raising young children wore down the passion and eroded the fantasies. Mundane daily life hindered the pursuit of dreams and one day I awoke and found myself fifty years of age. Where did the time go, I asked myself?

I love my husband Sam and after twenty-five years of marriage; we were still together. Is being together this long an anomaly, because in the current environment, our lengthy relationship seems a rarity? Countless holidays and happy memories with the children filled our lives. Shelves full of photographs and mementos reminded us both every day of happy times. From this perspective, and represented in this way, our lives told a tale of satisfactory bliss. Now Sam and I were both in our fifties ... dammit, I didn’t want to get old; we closed in on retirement. Both of us worked hard, invested well, and felt comfortable with the finances to sustain our lives. I hoped to work another five years at most and took moves to leverage out of my business. Three days a week seemed enough work in the professional education business I established. Happy, relaxed, fulfilled, and content. What else could someone desire?

Well ... sex, not regular sex, but new experiences involving sex. The dreams that stalked me didn’t lie. I remembered those sexual experiences that made me feel alive and horny when first married. The tingles, the excitement, the orgasms, the touch of a new body, pushing a bucket list of fantasies. At fifty, getting pregnant from a stranger wasn’t a concern, so menopause became the new elephant in the room. Aware that the clock ticked and time ran out, now became the time to enjoy myself while I still could. Available knowledge and literature on post-menopausal women enjoying sex painted a bleak picture. Could I recapture the magic? Planning life in the fifties created a narrow focus. Menopause became one of those.

If a woman cannot self-lubricate enough, the internal friction of sex could create pain. Anyway, that’s what the books said. Artificial lubricants provided relief, but even they possessed shortcomings. Too little lubricant and sex may hurt, but too much lubricant and sex becomes empty. One woman’s experience from the literature I read told the tale, and she called it the Goldilocks experience. Too little lube and the pain returned. When my partner orgasmed, the heat from his sperm seared into the fine cracks of my vagina walls created by friction. It resembled a hot poker drilling into me. The next time we applied too much, and I couldn’t feel him. Nothing except his thighs smashing into me. Neither of us orgasmed because my pussy didn’t grip and pull on him and I couldn’t feel much at all. When I got it right, though, I felt the pull, the touch of my cervix and the stretch of my walls. He would climax inside me, which was wonderful even if I didn’t orgasm.

At my age, now is the time to take a chance. Self-sufficient and independent, where was the downside of exploring my desires? I thought like a liberated and empowered woman wanting new thrilling and exciting experiences.

My body seemed healthy. Flexibility seemed fine and unrestricted, although my age made certain actions slower and stiffer. Perhaps I am less agile than in my younger years, but I am not a geriatric either. Sexual fitness, which must be a thing in today’s modern world, may require quite a lot of work. But gee, I looked forward to practising. My God, the eroticism of practising sex created heat in parts of the body unused to the stimulus.

While physically fine, my mental health told a different story. No, I wasn’t a raving lunatic or prone to seizures or violent thoughts, but I had Bipolar disorder. This disorder manifested itself over the years when I became agitated, over-eager, or suffered from a lack of sleep. Consuming too much alcohol or high levels of stress didn’t help. Bipolar in itself didn’t seem too difficult to manage if I followed the rules and avoided the causes. Thorough research told me the warning signs and how to care for my mental health. However, an unease pervaded the mind. Occasionally, dark thoughts leaked into the subconscious. Evil thoughts, which included ideas of harm and revenge, anger and selfishness. Why, when my life seemed happy and blissful did these creep in?

This disorder became the one secret I kept from Sam. He never knew, but I guess he learned to live with the occasional odd behaviour I displayed at random times. A sideward glance following an outburst told me he suspected something, but I decided he didn’t have to know the details. Although easy to blow off as a tough day or a lack of sleep, I must remain vigilant and avoid the triggers. 

Besides, Sam could do nothing about it, and I didn’t wish to worry him. The Bipolar had not manifested itself except for minor glitches, and I became confident in the control of my disorder. The stigma associated with mental health disorders might have frightened him away before we married. After all, who desires to have a partner with mental health issues? In hindsight, overconfidence in my ability to manage the burden of Bipolar disorder became the first mistake. Like causality, the mistake led to the others that followed.

Sex, intimacy, foreplay and orgasms became what I used to do in my past life. The rarity of sexual satisfaction became routine, and when I pleasured myself, it never involved images of Sam. No, I didn’t cheat, but I thought about it over the years and I would masturbate in the shower to mental images of sex. Whilst in my forties, close physical encounters with younger, handsome, sensual men sent my heart fluttering. Their aroma and their eyes could send the mind barrelling away from the topic at hand. Men noticed, especially when my cleavage showed or boobs jiggled. A desirable man’s stare thrilled me and became even better when younger men did it. Their gazes aroused me, but unfortunately, the number of men ogling declined as each year passed.

Erotic novels filled a void and fuelled countless fantasies about the men I see, speak to, or meet in business. For me, these novels I read preached a common formula that seemed irrelevant but still provided a thrill. The novels focussed on a general theme that young women pursued fairy-tale men; however; I craved an experience that recognised my age and fulfilled different desires. This craving for a unique experience, I realised is the last cry for attention from men before old age takes men’s desires for me away. When I was as young as the women depicted in the novels, men chased me and I craved the attention. Men’s pursuit validated and made me powerful and feel desired. Now men didn’t peer at me as much. Was I an ugly, fat, big-breasted, old hag? I missed the ogles all men gave me. Electrified, powerful, desirable, wanted ... oh god I missed their stares. Now such looks were rare, yet I did smile when I recalled a younger man ogling my breasts one afternoon on the beach. At the start, I thought him creepy, but later I imagined his hands and then mouth on them. While shocked by such a ribald fantasy, I sat and reflected on my thoughts. Yet it seemed true; I became aroused at his lustful hungry young man’s stare.

Research told me other older women yearned for sex too, but not with rich, powerful, unobtainable fantasy men. The novels I read focussed on sex anywhere but the bedroom. Sex in car parks, under bridges, outdoors in forests, and at friends’ houses. All had spontaneity, excitement and danger in common, plus a desperate urge to satisfy desire right now. 

So sex with strangers, with many men at once, tied up and spanked, men ejaculating on me added to countless other fantasies. Thrilled with the adventure and excitement of such stories, I subsisted on fantasies alone. While helpless against the tide as I approached menopause, my fantasy bank grew to include kinks and a desperate longing to be taken and used. Was this normal? Why did I include strangers in my fantasies? Faceless and emotionless men who I had no romantic interest. I didn’t seek love, nor money, just ... just...sex. This urge cannot be normal.

One aspect of my fantasies overlooked was when I became aroused. I noticed my persona change to one of doing anything to be satisfied. Is this wrong? Not my normal personality, but everyone is different when aroused ... right? I mean I’m usually conservative concerning sex, but I recall dozens of times in fantasies when I asked a lover to have sex with me in public. Oh god, the risk of discovery plus the chance of a voyeur never failed to heighten the thrill.

Couldn’t I satisfy fantasies by using my husband alone? God! It seemed too hard to broach the subject with him about my needs, so, as time passed, we did nothing. Where did it go wrong? Why had it happened? After all, we remained married and best friends, but Sam and I just didn’t do it. Sex became too hard, and we gave up trying. He is a skilled lover, but the sensation becomes repetitive with the same body against mine and penis inside me. I wasn’t sure if he felt like I did, but something had to give otherwise I knew the slippery slide to adultery could be one more encounter away.

Constant research for an explanation for my non-existent sex life gave me a generic but sound answer. Older women liked sex, but when we studied ourselves in the mirror, we couldn’t help but compare our bodies pre-children to post-children. Moreover, sagging boobs, chubby stomachs, dimpled and fat bottoms and legs stole our physical desires. We lost our libidos because we thought of ourselves as ugly and no longer desirable to the opposite sex. 

I recalled a British sitcom where a large, older woman harassed her lazy, fat husband for sex. Yes! I am like her, but I hungered for fantasies that involved other men and not my husband. God! I am unfaithful in my mind already. Sophie, you must fight for your marriage. You have all but one of your needs met with this man. Don’t throw it all away on reckless and stupid behaviour. But how do I get what I want and need? How do I avoid joining the endless numbers of women who stopped having sex when menopause neared? They gave up and felt unworthy of attention. I would not let this happen to me.

Over time, I considered whether I should raise the subject with Sam? Each day I thought, today is the day. But the challenge seemed too hard because what I wanted seemed in stark contrast to how I had behaved for twenty-five years. The mundane routines of life got in the way and the result became the worst outcome for any marriage. Sam and I stopped communicating. Sex became a subject we didn’t talk about enough, if at all. 

What were the alternatives to our malaise? Maybe if we try sex with others, but stay in the same room. Adult swinging, I heard, seemed harmless fun. Fuck another person, then go home with your partner. 

Another option is to cheat, and frustrations kept my thoughts coming back to that. No, I could not, would not cheat, or so I thought. While frustrations grew over the years from missing opportunities for infidelity, the buildup caused me to enter dark moods. Sam suffered from my anger, but cowardice to talk with him had too strong a pull. How long could I hang on? The battle within the conscience charged back and forth, and I knew the temptation to cheat would win. Fortunately, there wasn’t immediately anyone to cheat with, but the thoughts of infidelity persisted. 

Sam and I will talk about my feelings on the cruise. We must solve this once and for all. For Sam, I knew cheating was unforgivable, a deal breaker in trust. A memory of his anger, when he discovered a friend’s wife cheated, sat in the back of my mind. Our vows meant everything to him. Trust and loyalty were the foundations of marriage and were also important to me. So, our marriage may have run its race. Had it petered out and died? Did I now need him? Did I require a man at all? Feminism preached to be a strong and independent woman and that’s what I am. A provider is unnecessary, and I’m confident there were workarounds for any jobs a man performed. Companionship alone kept us together, but was that enough? Perhaps it had to be because I didn’t wish to be alone. Now in my fifties, who would desire me as a permanent partner? Strong and independent and lonely with a cat. No thanks! The fear of loneliness in old age seemed real.

Despite fantasies about other men, I recalled an occasion ten years ago that still made my heart flutter. Whilst it didn’t involve me, I witnessed how easily people cheated. The nights I ventured out with girlfriends and alcohol became involved presented challenges. Whilst I never sought an affair or one-night stand, I struggled to remain faithful to Sam. It didn’t help to witness married girlfriends cheat right before my eyes.

On one occasion, at an office party, a girlfriend my age disappeared with a young man twenty years younger. She returned thirty minutes later, looking like a mugging victim. I asked her what happened, and she giggled, rolled her eyes, and then told the entire group the explicit details. The descriptions of his penis and how she sucked him made me blush. Details flowed of how he took her doggy style while she balanced on the toilet seat and how she orgasmed for long minutes when he ejaculated in her. Married with three children, she, without shame had unprotected sex with a fellow worker. I knew this woman for twenty years and her husband was a close friend. How could she do that?

Later that night, each of us shared our fantasies and stories of what we desired but couldn’t get. Alcohol loosened lips, making each tale explicit. When it became my turn, I told my friends about a fantasy that started following an actual encounter. The expressions on each of my friends’ faces burnt into my brain after I told them. Considered virtuous, they learnt a new side of me that night. A side that yearned for excitement and risk. 

My story started with a bang.

“In a lift one day, I stroked a man’s penis.”

Eyes wide open, mouths agape, shocked expressions, and stunned silence marked the faces at our table. All other conversation ceased; all eyes and ears turned to me. 

When the initial shocked reaction diminished, the women’s impatience for the story egged me on for the details. I told them, but what I didn’t reveal was that the mind built the story, again and again, to use as a fantasy for months afterwards. The night it happened; I arrived home in such a state of arousal that I fucked Sam in the needy desperation of release. While not cheating on him, my imagination that night did so.

Just an accident, an inconvenience that annoyed me, turned out to be an encounter I couldn’t forget. The eager friends became exasperated at my delaying and philosophising and tried to hurry me up with the sordid details.

“As usual at the office, maintenance took elevators out of service. Each ride down therefore became packed like a can of sardines. Heaven forbid the elevator jammed and stopped mid-floor. Anyway, the day had been long, and I felt tired and cranky. Squeezed in the elevator between two men in suits, I didn’t appreciate one man eyeing my cleavage, but it became the man behind me I groped. An object I assumed to be a hand touched my ass once twice and three times. Enough! I put my hand behind me to push his hand away and I pushed at the hardness poking into me. What is that strange hardness? Not a hand but ... but. My hand stayed on it for ten seconds before I realised it wasn’t a hand, but an erection. We reached the basement, and I turned to confront the man, but he had gone. Where? People spilled out, but who was the man? Where did he go? A memory of the touch, the hardness, the outline through his trousers made me dizzy and aroused. So, I didn’t know the owner of ... the erection. Who was it? Did I know him? Fuck me!”

The girls cackled at my out-of-character rudeness. Like women everywhere, they started making comments on what they would have done. Anything from slapping to stroking the cock. Alcohol made the comments lewd and suggestive. When they calmed down, I continued.

“Once out of the elevator, I hurried to the car. Perhaps in reaction to the encounter, an icy shiver ran down my spine. Shock or fear pushed my feet to walk faster, but I heard footsteps echoing in the underground car park. After stopping at the sound, I turned and half expected him to be there.”

Each woman leaned forward, anticipation causing them to salivate about what came next.

“I found my imagination instead. Spooked, I fumbled the car keys and dropped them on the ground. Open the door, Sophie. Still rattled and frightened, I jumped into the car and locked the doors. Where is he? Deep breaths calmed me down so I drove home and fantasised about what didn’t but I wished had happened.”

Glances from my friends were priceless. The excitement and danger of a spontaneous encounter became theirs. The women’s arousal came from imaginations, filling in the gaps of the story about how they wished it to end. I didn’t disappoint them with my version.

“The man I touched in the elevator followed me to the car. He looked young, strong, and handsome. A twinkle in his eye and a slight smile melted my heart and destroyed any will to resist. Closer he came until his breath brushed my cheek. My eyes closed and lips parted, and while his mouth devoured mine, large hands roamed my body, and I surrendered to him. Powerful male hands took me between the car and the wall and forced me to my knees. I whimpered and made soft sounds while he unzipped himself and offered his cock. Since I felt helpless and completely under his power, I opened my mouth and accepted him. Without hesitation, I sucked it ... No, I worshipped it. Still under his control, he cupped my head and pushed my hands away. On the knees, hands by my side, his shaft glided in and out of my mouth. When he instructed, I gazed up into his eyes. Eager slurping and sucking noises came from me. Like a dog, I lapped at him and worshipped his manhood. God! What a sensation. Please fuck me, I urged with the eyes.” 

The breath quickened, and the friend’s shocked expressions became more profound. I paused before continuing.

“Muscular arms lifted me and bent me over the front of the car. Rough male hands lifted my dress and tore my panties down. A foot pushed each ankle, spreading my legs. Shamelessly, I accepted his dominance and made no sound of protest. A soft head attached to a steel shaft rubbed my pussy and, finding it wet, pushed inside me. The stranger fucked me hard, like a piston, and the thought of his physicality made me orgasm every single time I masturbated. That fantasy gave birth to new fantasies that rushed through my mind, expanding on old ideas and leading to new thoughts.”

Stopping there in my story, I again looked at their incredulous expressions. Calm, reliable, virtuous Sophie had been a sham. The girls laughed, giggled, and joked at my expense, but I knew these women and their eyes betrayed them. A new fantasy for themselves, perhaps!

What I didn’t tell them was that the complex fantasies I now held derived from this one encounter and had grown over the years. Now a realisation struck me. I should satisfy these fantasies, or my life would seem unfulfilled. The full confession amongst my girlfriends ended by telling them about other closely held fantasies. I spilled my guts and hoped for their input and guidance. But they thought these were only dreams and not what I hungered to experience. The precise descriptive details of each fantasy thrilled and shocked them. Even the married woman who fucked a young man in the toilets seemed guarded and surprised. 

The explicit descriptions came straight from the imagination, a mind that detailed every step of what I wanted. These weren’t general; the fantasies existed step by step, methodical and organised. For example, I imagined a young man with a head full of hair, a muscular body and a decent cock taking me down an alley. He forced me to my knees to service him in any way he desired. Other fantasies included different locations, times of day, and various positions. They always resulted in powerful orgasms that rocked the soul. I craved to be submissive, and then dominant. To have many men at once, to be outside, to move on to the next fantasy when it suited. If a fantasy got boring, I could move on. That became the problem. Sam, my husband, my beloved, seemed a boring fantasy and it no longer worked. 

Two children added fat to my stomach, and no matter what I tried the ugly chubby fat remained. My stomach remained chubby. At least my legs were still long and thin, but my big, beautiful boobs sagged. With the face showing my age, I studied myself in the mirror and despaired at an aging body’s reflection. No man would desire me again, but if he did, then it must be now. 

This cruise must revitalise our marriage because I love Sam and would fight to keep him. How could I imagine life without him? I must put in every effort to save our marriage. Deep down in my stomach, I knew right now we existed together, but I required more than mere existence. 

Don’t get me wrong, Sam was a catch. He had never been an Alpha male, but better still he ranked as a self-reliant Sigma. He wasn’t six feet plus, nor did he have lots of money or a sexy car when we met, but his independence, popularity and success made him desirable. In my twenties, I had the chance to chase those Alpha men and like a rabbit; I did. The idea of a perfect catch seduced me, and so did the men. I spent my early twenties fucking them in the hope they would choose me for a relationship. Over time, I discovered them to be shallow, pernicious creatures. Such vain and narcissistic bullshitters, their sole function became the pursuit of pussy. 

There came a point where I reached a fork in the road. A single moment to decide whether I should continue the route of trying to catch the Alpha male or choose a man with potential. Sam was brilliant, studying for a ‘Masters of History’, employed at the University, and earning money. I contrasted him with the asshole I dated. He drove a Porsche 911, had blond hair, and stood six feet two. A gorgeous man until you find he fucked seven different women a week and passed you around to his friends like meat at a BBQ. When you are young, you chase this type, hoping he will choose you, but he doesn’t because there will be a new you tomorrow.

Sam stood five feet eight inches. He had a small build, but he possessed that gorgeous male V shape from his hips to shoulders. Even now, in his fifties, he remained in fine condition. He had only gone out from a thirty-two-inch waist to a thirty-four-inch waist over twenty-five years. Handsome, and a head turner despite the denial of his attractiveness, my choice of a mate seemed perfect. Jealously, I recalled students asking about Sam and calling him cute. Intelligent women loved his proportions and ogled his bottom, making the attraction physical for them. These women considered Sam as a mate, a partner, a boyfriend and a husband. Right before my eyes stood the competition, and it frightened me. Women talked in my presence about his hips, doing rude things to them. This angered, hurt and frustrated me and they even talked about him like a commodity. Storeroom Sam two women called him. Let’s get him in the storeroom and fuck him. Women, my competitors, chased him, but I won.

But now, twenty-five years later, I hungered for more, and I considered my physical ability to engage in more sex. No longer flexible enough to engage in all sexual positions, I thought if I practised sex; I felt sure my body would adapt to the rigours it required. I hoped Sam and I could rekindle our love life before it became too late. The cruise together this time may be our last chance.

I loved ship life. The opportunity to relax and ignore texts and social media if I so wished seemed like new freedom. Small land-based routines in life disappeared to be locked away for a week or two. Even though our sex lives usually improved, to be honest, anything seemed better than nothing. Prior cruise experience showed that the moment we arrived back ashore and the cruise finished; intimacy between us stopped. This time, I hoped it would be different. 

While we waited to board, I amused myself by checking the surrounding men, comparing them to the hot ones in my fantasies. Older than my ideal toy boy fantasies, too many shipboard men still were handsome, mysterious, and taken. That evening I checked out our table companions and concluded two men were gay and the others were couples. 

That night, after returning to our cabin, Sam and I had sex. Tonight, he seemed different, more aggressive and dominant, which is what I desired. Did he read my mind? He presented our favourite sex toy. The Dong! Nine inches of delicious cock. Oh yes! 

After mounting the Dong attached to the wall and placing his phallus in my mouth, images energised the mind and body. Strange cock worshipping moans, croaks and whimpers reminded me of the car park fantasy, but with two cocks in me the fantasy became viral in my mind.

My bucket list included having two men at once, and Sam sensed it. Vivid images of sex during the act coursed through the brain. Because Sam suggested it and I now entertained two cocks, sex with two men seemed a real possibility. Out of nowhere, I felt hot, flushed, and feverish. Oh god, this felt wonderful. The fantasy seemed real. While feeling my walls surrounding the Dong’s girth, I imagined a man instead of a sex toy. I yearned for him to spank me, pull my ass cheeks apart and do spontaneous things to my body. God, why hadn’t Sam spanked me before? Why hasn’t he tied me up and taken me? Why hadn’t I raised the courage and asked to be bound and spanked?

While giving him a blowjob, my orgasm built, and I adjusted for the Dong to rub the G spot. Sam bounced my mouth on his cock, and I loved it the helpless sensation of dominance. Like a zombie, I let him take me. Throat filled noises of a cock bouncing in my mouth increased the inner desperation for sex. In the act of sex, the erotic images made me yearn for more. Is this a new sensation, a slutty sensation that caused a shiver while his shaft ran along my tongue? A slight gag made me retch just as he withdrew his cock’s head. Sam used his glistening penis to slap my face. Oh yes, a giggle, then an urgent moan to chase this phallus. Repeat. Oh God, it’s exactly what I desired as he reached climax in my mouth. How did he know? Fuck! Fuck! The words and images in my mind forced a clench. 

Sam’s statement desiring a threesome filled me with erotic thoughts. Sexual ideas and options opened before me; did he thirst for a stranger and himself to share me? Or two different men, with him being the third. While wild fantasies and excitement tingled my skin, I considered a response to his request. Together, frightened and horrified, eager and aroused, I jumped to the eager and aroused thoughts and ignored the horrified ones. What a rush of mental images! Wow, just wow. This sudden surge of energy, from the realisation I could live my fantasies, hadn’t happened in years. The body felt alive and needy for sex and adventure. Want and desire filled every fibre. I must do these things ... yes... I must. Yet my persona changed. What is that? Why did I become aggressive, even ... angry?

Measure your response Sophie and hide the excitement. How did Sam know I wished to play with other men? Did he read my mind? Did he desire my participation for as long as I had wished? Did he want to play with other women? Mmm. Not sure I desire that, but I kept reverting to me and my desires, pushing any he may have aside.

Keep cool Sophie, you must play your cards close to your chest. Make a big show of deciding your answer. Be clear that you are doing him a favour. But fuck, I wanted to experience other men. What about women? Hmmm, try them and share them with Sam. This strange persona again interrupted, and I wondered about the urge within to deceive Sam. He did not mention it again for days until we took our afternoon ‘nap.’ This became our code on every cruise for afternoon sex. 

It felt magnificent. He set up cameras and described what we would do. Excitement almost gave me away, but the way Sam took me, it seemed as if he had again read my mind. He thought I had become compliant, but we did what I wished and when I desired it. A porn star ... yes, a porn star. A movie for men to watch ... me fucking and sucking and for them to masturbate to my image. The ribald thought caused my pussy to grip the Dong. Tingles shot through the pubic area and an orgasm ripped me. Fuck ... clear your mind or you won’t last, girl. How did that happen? I’m lucky to have one orgasm from an hour of penetration, now one in the first five minutes! 

In my favourite on-all-fours position, Sam fucked my mouth whilst I fucked the Dong. From the corner of the eye, I detected cameras capturing the action. My boobs swung, and I looked a slut ... hungering for more and more and more. Shit! Oh Shit! In my mind, another man takes his turn. God, ... another shudder. Fuck me like a whore, now. The urgency within surprised me. I needed it right now; the arousal for sex was a salve for physical hurt. When the Dong re-entered me to fill my canal, the body shook like a large vibrator. I rocked against the Dong and the imagination went wild. Hands placed on my hips rocked me back and forth on a hard cock, a palm spanked my bottom until red and Sam or any man bobbed my head onto his steel rod. Use me like a toy ... please. What is that I hear? Animal grunts. Primeval hums of lust. Where are they coming from? Me! What! Me!

The mention of a gang bang sent me into a frenzy and I released a breath I didn’t realise I had been holding. Now many men used me, not one or two. While rushing to the abyss, with the mind on fire, my clit seemed like it would explode. The thought of touching it sent shivers down the spine. Where had this stimulation come from? Touch my clit! Touch my clit! The fondling and groping kept me on edge. Cock removed from my mouth, I cried out in sexual Nirvana, life on the abyss’s edge unable to concentrate. Sam gripped my hair to force and hold his member in my mouth. My pussy throbbed despite the Dong filling it. Is it possible to push back further to get the Dong to touch my clit? I strained and experienced the entire length of the phallus stretching my walls and then, when I was about done, the rubber balls touched my nub. A gentle caress, yet it ignited a million tiny nerves. My walls clenched again, and the entire body shuddered in orgasm. Sam bounced my head on his cock, which brought on more shudders. The Dong continued to brush the clit, sending sparks throughout my body. Never had I experienced this. The clit orgasm gave me a vaginal clench. Fuck me! Is that possible? Drool poured from the mouth like I were an idiot in an asylum. This must go on forever, but I realised it couldn’t continue. Precum touched my tongue, but I craved for him to cum on my face. A slut! A whore! Oh shit, yes. God! Oh, God again. Sam interpreted the wanton need, and I experienced the warm sperm cover the nose and forehead. The nub and pussy vibrated like another possessed them and I clenched my pelvic floor. Unable to control myself, I yelled at him. 

“I want to fuck other men and film it.” 

Sam finished, and I lay on the bed, face sticky with cum. Because my body seemed out of control and wouldn’t slow down, breathing sounded raspy and asthmatic. Five orgasms ... no not possible. Why am I shaking? Can it stop! This isn’t me! Who is there? Another voice asked him to eat my pussy. Who is that in there?

Sam attacked my clitoris, and within minutes, any control evaporated again. In reaction to the extreme sensitivity, I thought I might die. Above the clouds, I flew, then crashed when my pelvic floor tensed. Contraction, then a release, another grip ... fuck, stop it please... release. 

Sam’s ultimate skill became eating the mango. He called it that because he used a technique of how you eat the flesh of a mango and transplanted it onto the clitoris and the entire vaginal area. Pull, suck and slurp with a warm, wet tongue and mouth. For a woman, clit and pussy lip sucking simulated heaven, the ultimate gift of extreme rapture God blessed her with. Sam’s technique never failed to produce an orgasm. I shared my fortune with other girlfriends because fantasies included watching Sam with other women. After all these years, I still squirm at the thought of him eating my mango. 

Afterwards, I questioned Sam about having sex with other men. He knew what I hungered for because of my reactions; my fantasies betrayed me. But the lingering doubt about men wanting a fat, ugly, large-breasted woman in her fifties remained. Sam shocked me by sharing a wish to have sex with men and women, which formed part of his own bisexual fantasies. I knew he masturbated, but didn’t know it included images of sex with men. 

Ha, ha, I thought. “The truth must be known,” I thought to myself with a chuckle. He had fantasies, and I could tell he suspected I had them as well. Yep, pages of them. An attempt to show surprise became part of the game, because I preferred him to first reveal his hand. How far would he let me go? Would he get jealous and hurt? Would he stop me from exploring my inner darkness? What? What? These thoughts are not mine. Yes, I want sex, but not in a manipulative, evil, hurtful way. I didn’t wish him hurt or jealous or upset. No ... he must be part of any journey with me. Oh, God ... thoughts drifted in confusion. Where had this evil voice come from? A rhetorical question seemed to be answered: that the evil side came from the Bipolar disorder. Triggers, I read somewhere in an academic journal, included trauma, libido and stress. One symptom manifested a sense of duality. Hormonal changes could trigger it ... yes, scholars from Canada, I think. Menopause approached; did this affect my disorder? Remain calm, Sophie ... it’s only sex and fantasies and with Sam present, you will be okay. We would begin this journey together and see where it took us. What harm could occur if no one got hurt?
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The first time I saw her I sensed a bond. Invisible, but there in her eyes and a half smile thrown at me. Though fleeting, the strange sensation in my heart remains remembered to this day. We dated, and I found this woman part of the soul like no other person.

Marriage, career and children added to our bond and despite aging, the love stayed strong for my soulmate.

Sophie, my wife, stands at 5 feet four inches tall. Fifty-one-years-old and, like me, the years of fine living added a handful of extra padding. Despite this extra baggage, in her words shortcomings, her long legs and large breasts continued to draw admiration from me and other men. Yet, as far as she was concerned, two children took a toll on her body. Unable to bounce back to pre-baby shape, Sophie accepted a chubby stomach that refused to yield to attempts to remove it. She told me she looked ugly and fat and because of that her self-esteem suffered. It reinforced her diagnosis of self-loathing that asserted age took any sexual attractiveness. I could summarise her loss of libido in one sentence from her own words. 

“My breasts sagged downward toward my chubby stomach thus eliminating any feeling I have to be sexy and attractive.”

Self-assessment trapped both of us in this no-win situation. Any attempts to start intimacy failed to move her, and while Sophie provided companionship and love, this was not enough. While her libido appeared dead, mine remained alive. I craved intimacy with her. She would ask me why I sat muted, or moody and I would reply I yearned for sex and couldn’t turn off the desire. The lack of intimacy led to a lack of general affection; it seemed like cancer ate away at us. I tried to be affectionate and touch her, but her constant rejections wore me down to the point that I gave up trying. 

We lived together and shared the duties of a household, but lacked the spark and spontaneity to touch and arouse each other. It had not always been this way. With any young couple before children, we were like rabbits, fucking whenever or wherever we could. Although the children tempered this behaviour, we continued to have regular sex on the weekend. This seemed fine until on one occasion unable to be satisfied I lost my hardness. Her disappointment became long-lasting and devastating. Sophie blamed herself and her ugliness and chose abstinence as the solution. 

To fill the void in my sex life, I began fantasising about sex with women, and even men. Fantasies included a reborn Sophie with a rampant sexual appetite, the opposite of what I knew to be reality. I held on to the hope Sophie’s arousal would return, but I admit I asked myself whether this was it. A decline into old age, an end to sexual experiences never to be resurrected. I wished to explore fantasies and hoped Sophie would explore her own ... if she had any. Cruising on a ship seemed the last and best hope to re-awaken her sexuality. I hoped to reawaken her, to at least try, because the alternative led down a road toward the approaching distance of old age and death. I must encourage her and be honest about succeeding in this quest. 

The lengthy boarding process moved forward yet Covid’s persistent presence showed in the masked staff members. The ship of fifteen accommodation decks catered for over five thousand passengers. Apart from cabins, the ship appeared resplendent with restaurants, pools, bars and entertainment venues. After completing the embarkation process, we found our room, did the pre-departure safety check, and checked the room out. Our budget allowed only for an internal cabin, so when ready, we made our way to the main atrium before exploring the ship. 

Dressed in shorts, a collared shirt, and sandals for comfort, I noted Sophie wore a loose top and three-quarter jeans. Over the next two hours, we checked out the bars, eateries and coffee shops and treated ourselves to a well-earned drink. As the ship moved away from the dock, we toasted to a relaxing, fun-filled holiday with a glass of champagne. Our luggage arrived at our room, and we unpacked our bags delighted in the knowledge unpacking was complete until the ship returned home. As evening approached, we relaxed to enjoy gin and tonics and I checked out other guests to see what sort of vibe might be on board. Cruises attract a certain demographic, and it did not surprise me to see most guests older than us. Sophie and I watched the other passengers comings and goings in silence. Ah, Sophie’s eyes followed the handsome men, and I knew that expression. Excellent! My first stirrings of arousal began. I always responded to a certain glance she gave me. A slutty expression disguised in a provocative flirt I called it and while she observed the men, I perused the females. 

When our designated dinner time arrived, the staff ushered us to a large round table with six seated guests, but with seats for eight. Introductions were formal and brief, which is common among strangers. The table companions included an elderly couple, another couple in their forties, and two single men both around mid to late fifties.

Dinner was an amiable affair. The conversation focussed on previous cruise experiences and what we looked forward to now and in the future. When dinner finished, the elderly couple excused themselves and disappeared. The younger couple, planning to attend the evening show soon followed, whilst the two gentlemen remained behind to savour their wine and chat. Sophie and I joined the couple in the theatre and sat with them two rows back from the stage. 

The woman wore heavy makeup, a button-down top, and white jeans. Her medium-length hair displayed a reddish tinge that showed off against fair skin. Shortish compared to Sophie, she had thicker legs and a rounded bottom. Two buttons on her top remained open, revealing ample cleavage. Still an attractive woman, I judged she would have been a catch when younger. Age and children took that classic female shape and broadened it. It seems age took no prisoners, male or female. Anyway, I found her sexy because a glint in her eye caught your gaze and held it. To me, she appeared a classic teen beauty, aging gracefully and proud of how she still turned heads. 

The woman’s husband had an athletic body, showing obvious biceps pushed out against his suit jacket. With dark hair and brown eyes, he looked handsome in the classic sense. A man with a firm jaw, surrounding a nose bent from a previous break made me think of football or boxing because his body shape appeared the type. They introduced themselves at dinner and I couldn’t remember their names. Dammit, I bit my pride and asked again. 

“Dave and Angela,” Dave said. 

“I’m Dave, by the way.” 

“Sam and Sophie.” 

We watched the show, a musical, marvelling at the young singers and dancer’s talent. I checked out the girls. How could I not? I adored the female form? An old pervert, I am indeed. Why not? These young women possessed lovely bodies, and I decided the talent up there on stage looked gorgeous. Nothing to do with singing and dancing, I thought. At a bar afterward, we enjoyed a drink with Dave and Angela before saying goodnight. 

Back at our cabin, Sophie went to the bathroom, and I undressed before climbing under the sheets. She emerged dressed in suspenders, black panties and sexy lingerie. Ah yes, the type that peeled down over her breasts but left her stomach covered. My loins stirred while watching her walk toward me with a slutty please fuck me expression on her face. The see-through bra showed her nipples, which were already hard as pebbles. 

“Like my new outfit.” 

I put my hand under the sheet and simulated pitching a tent to show an erection. She cackled and sidled up to me. A croak escaped her mouth.

“Is that an erection under there, or do I have work to do?”  

Already with half an erection, coaxing it would be easy and having not masturbated for three days, my penis felt sensitive and ready. In preparation, I packed our sex toys in hope more than anything else. The Dong, a vibrator, a tube of lubricant, and a laptop to view explicit adult movies. These, I prayed would assist in a rebirth of our sex lives. I thought the bed restraint system seemed a bit too much; besides we hadn’t used it much in the last while. Tonight, though, we required no help. Sophie joined me under the sheets and pushed me back with her hand. A hand touched my cock, now hard and erect, and stroked it. A finger traced along the shaft sending pulses of blood racing to the groin. 

“Would you love me to suck it?” she whispered. 

An eye roll and a croaky whisper came as a reply. 

“Yes.” 

Without a doubt, the silliest question any woman ever asked a man. Not likely to say no, was I? Sophie knew I liked to stand when taking me in her mouth, so she sat on the side of the bed before peeling down my underwear. With my aching cock swinging in her face, Sophie smiled and licked her lips. Oh god! The slutty glint in the eyes. Now she returned my gaze and I sensed her warm breath over the aching head. 

“A blow ... job,” she guffawed. 

Sophie swayed to the effects of one too many drinks, but with slutty wanton eyes focussed on my cock, she opened her mouth and took my cock’s head. A sucking noise and the touch of a wet tongue. Oh, shit, it felt wonderful. Further down the shaft until the tongue flicked near my balls. Fingers played with them like twirling marbles, cupping the twins in a soft palm. A deep breath, and I spoke from frustration and arousal. Built over time about what I desired my wife to do, the words sounded direct and dominant.

“Get on the bed on all fours with your ass down at the end.” 

After planning what I wanted, I noted a mirror placed on the wall at the desk and another one on the wall at the side level with the foot of the bed. We could use that mirror for another time. One of my turn-ons is seeing a full view of her ass while she sucked me. Sophie, with breasts swaying in temptation, positioned herself, knowing what I liked. 

Anticipation fuelled the eroticism and she and I whimpered when I lifted her head by the hair. An open mouth expelled hot air in a needy, shameless pant. Fuck me, she is a hot, sexy woman. Since her mouth beckoned, my right hand guided my cock in. I pushed my hips forward and watched my phallus disappear into her mouth. Electricity fired through the nerve endings, and I experienced a pulse of orgasm. Not yet! No, not yet. I reached down to fondle her breasts. 

Fingers rolled down the lingerie and I gazed at her puppies swinging free of restraint. Beautiful, wondrous tits, I thought. Fingers and hands fondled them whilst she sucked until I reached for her ass and pulled up her knickers. A wedgie, the aim, appeared when her panties disappeared from her ass cheeks into her crack. Gasping at the mirror’s reflection, which showed a bent-over rear shot of Sophie, I noted the exposed pussy lip in the mirror. In a flash of clarity, lust tore down all barriers, and any fear of disappointment or rejection vanished through shameless desire.

“Wouldn’t you appreciate a good fucking while you suck me?” 

“What?” she asked, breaking from my shaft.

“Your pussy is ripe for fucking while you suck me. I thought another cock is a marvellous idea.”

“Who?” she asked.

“Not who, but what,” I replied. “We have a Dong.” 

For years, I allowed her to avoid what might be called kinky stuff. Sophie would play along and pretend enjoyment, but now is the time to take part. I withdrew my shiny wet cock from her mouth, and she waited for me on all fours. Covered in lube, I stuck the Dong onto the bedhead. Sophie turned around and backed onto it. My eyes followed the swaying tits while she tried to position herself for the Dong. With gooey, clear lubricant on the fingers, I touched her pussy lips. The warm, soft folds parted to the gentle touch, and I rubbed the hard pearl of the clitoris. Eager in response to the touch and expecting the stretch from the Dong, her breathing became raspy. Sophie backed onto the Dong and emitted a pleased hum when it touched her opening. Penetration proved difficult and slow, but she gasped when I unstuck the Dong from the bedhead and inserted it into her pussy. Her walls stretched to envelop the phallus. Mesmerised by this stretch and envelopment, I marvelled at the female body’s ability to adapt. Sophie fucked herself on the reattached Dong. Back in my earlier position, I fisted her hair and lifted her mouth onto my cock. Oh shit! This is incredible. Hold on, Sam! Hold on and do not cum. Sophie’s eyes rolled to the rhythm of the Dong and I thrusting in and out of mouth and pussy. In her first three-way, she adapted to the experience like she had done it many times before. Through gasps and moans, her enthusiasm grew to the point Sophie throat fucked herself. Overcome with lust and rocking hard against the Dong and my cock, she swore, drooled saliva, and rolled her eyes. Sophie took frequent breaks from sucking as she edged along the abyss. 

A cry followed another, the eyes closed and then a surprised look and a breath held. A sudden throw of the head from side to side, face creased in apparent pain. Sudden screams and rough grunts told me she raced to the abyss. No! I craved for her to suck, and I seized her hair and forced my cock into her mouth. Sophie looked up at me, her mouth engorged, and my mind imagined a man, not the Dong fucking her. Strong hands held her hips and spanked her bottom. Powerful thrusts wobbled the fat of her ass and she cried out while he fucked her doggy style. Imagination fed the fantasy until my cock became oversensitive, electricity shot into its head, and my balls tightened. I jumped from zero to one hundred and erupted into her mouth. Sophie swallowed at my pulses of sperm. The gulps sounded needy and urgent for more and in my orgasm, any semblance of proprietary vanished.

“We must find a second cock attached to a living man. Then you can have a real fuck and suck together.” 

Sophie did not reply, but her eyes widened so I could see the whites all round her pupils. She cried out with a sudden screech and looked like she had lost consciousness. Her body shook like in an earthquake; such was the reaction. Arms tired from holding up the upper body, Sophie collapsed onto the bed and rolled from side to side. Like a person possessed, Sophie shuddered when a follow-up clench gripped her body. I sucked the nipples, fondled the breasts, and then my mouth searched for hers but paused at the lips to swap breath. Lips parted, Sophie gazed into my eyes. A kiss ... please a kiss her eyes pleaded. My lips touched each of hers with the delicacy of a feather. 

Afterwards, Sophie clung to me, emitting occasional shudders like a chill ran up her spine. With both of us exhausted, we lay on the bed and cuddled. Sophie rested her head on my chest, and I could tell she lay deep in thought. Her eyes opened in the mirror’s reflection, and she stroked her chin. I hoped she thought along similar lines to me. 

During the following days, we enjoyed the relaxed onboard lifestyle. A smile crossed my lips on the afternoon of day three when Sophie suggested we take a “nap.” The word nap had been our shipboard code for an afternoon fuck. Later, we whispered while we finished our drinks and I told her I would love to video our lovemaking. Sophie didn’t seem to mind the idea, and I didn’t think she would. Sophie always had a voyeuristic streak about herself when offered sex. An avid viewer of the video afterwards, Sophie often commented on what she liked and didn’t like. Unfortunately for us, the lighting for video production is awful in an internal cabin. Apart from a fluorescent light on the table opposite the bed’s end, the light would register low on the light meter. On the way back to the cabin, Sophie surprised me. 

“I’ve thought about what you said.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked with feigned innocence. 

Sophie hesitated. 

“You know ... another cock... another man.”

The last words were whispered because we had not yet reached our cabin. Shameless and amused Sophie laughed at my expression. 

“You look like you’ve just won a prize.”

“I have,” I whispered. 

“Well, I’m thinking about it.”

After we reached our cabin, I got the cameras ready and keen to start, Sophie stripped to bra and panties. Apart from a chubby line around the stomach, she looked feminine, curvy and sexy. Still, after twenty-five years of marriage, her infectious enthusiasm stirred my groin. The eyes seemed glued to her wobbling tits and curvy bottom. 

“The light is poor over there,” I said, pointing to the bedhead.

“See this side mirror on the wall? If I attach the Dong here; you can get on all fours, and I will sit in front of you.”

“It doesn’t seem comfortable.”

She would be on the hard floor, so I grabbed the two pillows for her knees. 

“Let’s try this,” I suggested. 

Sophie got down on all fours and positioned her knees on the pillows. I sat in a chair, and she rested her upper body on my thighs. While we set up, her face flushed, and I heard the breath quicken. Sophie seemed in a hurry to start and when I stood, Sophie pouted. 

“We aren’t quite ready yet.” 

I positioned one camera between her legs and against the wall under the mirror, which covered her ass and another on the ground under her breasts. Once I retrieved my phone, a third angle presented from above to complete the movie. I got the Dong, lubed it up and positioned it on the mirror. Sophie still wore her panties, and I gave her ass a spank while I positioned the Dong opposite her pussy. Fingers removed her panties and placed them back on one foot. 

“What are you doing?” she asked. 

“Looks unrehearsed and unplanned. This seems like you walked in, stripped in a hurry, and got yourself gang banged.”

A guilty pause after I realised the conversation about gang bangs was premature. 

“Anyway, clothing provides the illusion of spontaneity.” 

To distract her, I applied lube over her pussy folds. The soft flesh yielded and exposed me to the pheromones coming from the vagina. Oh, shit! A sudden energy powered through the veins in reaction to the sweet aroma.

“Ah, oh yeah, Aah,” she purred.

The pheromone exposure forced my cock to throb in its anxious wait. Fuck me, I hadn’t seen Sophie this aroused for years. What is going on? Why did I care? Because, like all males, my dick took over the brain. She wants a fucking, and she desires me and another man to fill two holes. Yes! I can tell. Control, Sam! Control.

While leaving her bra on for now, I encouraged her to move back onto the Dong. Sophie pushed back and then forward, letting out a sweet little cry when it entered her at the third push. My eyes followed her and watched the eyes roll to the stretch. The tongue came out from between the lips and I listened to her low grunt. The Dong was longer and wider than me, a full eight inches long and thicker while I measured six on my best day. While I sat in the chair, my eyes moved to her swinging boobs and open, inviting mouth. She didn’t require me right then, and I stroked myself watching her reflection fucking the Dong.  

“Lift your head and place your weight on my thighs.” 

In her own lustful world, Sophie seemed oblivious to events around her.

“What?” she panted. 

With too much fun going on at the other end, Sophie struggled to concentrate and focus on my words. She lifted herself to lean on my thighs and I slid down in the chair. My ass now sat on the seat’s edge and my cock lay under her chin. I spread my legs, dangling my balls over the end of the chair. The camera’s red lights blinked, confirming that they recorded the action. A fist of Sophie’s hair and I looked her in the eye. The wanton, lustful eyes studied my cock and balls. Mouth open and waiting, her sex-drugged face told me resistance had evaporated.

“Suck that cock!” 

Sophie devoured my phallus with an urgency not seen for years. Her rocking and sucking synchronised and my cock seemed to disappear into her mouth while the Dong retreated from her pussy. The reverse happened when she pushed back onto the Dong. This took concentration and I became aware Sophie hungered for this as much as I did. Her rhythm made the sex seem rehearsed in her head. She maintained the Dong fucking when she licked and played with my balls. Heavy breasts swung underneath, still restrained by a bra but desperate to escape. I removed the bra and let the lovely puppies out into the fresh air. They swung in unison to the rocking, and I couldn’t help but reach forward and cup one full heavy breast. Eyes studied me whilst licking my shaft. 

“Are you getting what you want?” she gasped. 

“Yes. I can see you fucking while you suck my cock.” 

“What about you? Are you enjoying your two cocks?”

“Mmmmm,” was all she said whilst rolling her eyes.

With all this visual stimulation combined with the abject rapture pounding through the cock’s head, my breathing became heavy. Control, Sam! Control. The difficulty of doing this increased, and I knew the edge came. With all inhibitions evaporated, lustful fantasies entered my mind. 

“I want to see you fucked by two men whilst I film it.” 

Eyes widened in surprise at my statement, but her body answered with a sudden cry. Unable to suck she released my cock whilst her body spasmed. A hoarse grunt erupted and continued on for many seconds. It seemed the clench in her pelvic floor wouldn’t stop, and Sophie looked to be in pain. The face creased in beautiful agony and for the first time that I could remember Sophie swore like a trooper.

“Fuck, oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!”

Sophie pounded her ass against the mirror, skewering herself with ever-increasing urgency. Finally, a smile and a cry of ecstasy from her mouth contrasted with her screwed-up face in apparent pain moments before. Such a change and so rapid. Remarkable! Despite her no longer sucking, the stroking of my cock took control of me. 

The edge came. What a rush. Nerve endings fired in a blinding flash, and I ejaculated right between her eyes. The strength of the cum shot shocked her, making her recoil. The surprise only re-intensified her orgasm, and she continued licking the cum from around her mouth. Fuck me! I slumped into the chair and studied my wife’s face. 

The eyes appeared darker than usual, but maybe the cum on her face made them appear so. The slut face I loved seemed etched, and I gaped when her mouth found my cock and sucked the ultra-sensitive head. Cum dripped from her nose onto my cock and like an ice cream she licked it up. Never had she done that. Sophie slowed her rocking and collapsed to lie panting on the side. Her breathing eased and she giggled. I stood to help her up. The floor seems a long way down when you are older. My lips caressed and hands fondled her tits and then licked her cum covered face. Later, the taste of myself reminded me of hidden fantasies with men. Ah! This is what it tastes like. Bitter and salty, but a little sweet, I thought. She gave me a strange expression. 

“Ok, I’ll do it.” 

For a moment I looked shocked but my smile broadened.

“On one condition,” she said.

“To seal the deal, you must eat the mango.”

How could I not smile? She replaced me on the chair and lifted her legs over each armrest. With a, needy for more smile, she pointed to her clitoris with a hurry-up frown. Down on the knees, I maintained eye contact until I diverted attention to inspect her pussy. A hairy one, but she attempted to manicure the hair. Traces of lube shone in the pubic hair around her opening. Mmm, maybe another
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