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Tiny bubbles gathered around
my large mountain of a belly protruding through the water. I ran my
soapy fingers over my bump, feeling the tiny life inside nudge me
from beneath my skin. My eyes drifted to Jonah standing at the sink
humming a tune as he shaved. Thick dollops of shaving cream
splattered in the sink as he scraped neat rows of whiskers off his
gorgeous face. I savored these peaceful morning moments knowing
they would soon give way to chaos. Chaos we welcomed with open
arms. Two months from now our pair would become a trio with the
arrival of our son.

“Jonah, I hope you didn’t
make plans for this weekend because I booked us a babymoon,” I
said, tracing a finger over the outline of my very pregnant
belly.

“A what?” He answered,
gingerly shaving his neck.

“A babymoon, a mini vacation
you take before you have a baby. It’s like the last hurrah before
you become parents,” I said, sitting up in the tub.

“It would be nice to have you all to
myself before this little guy gets here,” Jonah smiled, bending
down to rub my bump.

“Well, maybe not
all to yourself…” I
replied with a sly smile.

“Layne, you naughty girl.
Are you saying what I think you are saying?” Jonah asked, his
pleasant smile curling into a devilish grin.

“Oh yeah, this momma needs a
little Jamaica,” I giggled leaning into my husband's foamy face,
kissing his lips through the thick slather of shaving
cream.

“What momma needs, momma
gets,” Jonah teased, tweaking one of my stiff nipples between his
fingers.

“Save it for the trip…we
leave tomorrow,” I said, grabbing at his pinching fingers. My body
hummed with excitement, I could hardly wait to get back to the
resort. We had not been back to Jamaica since our honeymoon five
years ago, and we had not been swinging since either.

**

Following our perfect
wedding day, Jonah decided to surprise me with the honeymoon of my
dreams in Jamaica. The resort he reserved was spectacular, and the
villa we stayed in was like something out of a dream. Jonah had
booked the vacation for such a bargain we thought there must have
been a catch…and boy was there a catch. My darling nieve husband
had booked our honeymoon at a swingers retreat, chock full of horny
couples looking to swap.

At first, the reality of our
situation scared me. Jonah was my High School sweetheart, I had
never even kissed anyone but him before, let alone anything else.
My fears quickly faded however with the help of my new handsome
friend Carlo. His Latin charm and rugged good looks melted away my
hesitation and landed him in my bed. Jonah enthusiastically
approved of our experimentation, even joining us in our naughty
romp. By the end of the trip, I had not only had slept with someone
other than Jonah, but I also had my first threesome as well.
Needless to say, the resort held a special place in my filthy
little mind.

**

Jonah and I schlepped
through the packed airport, settling into the uncomfortable bench
seats at our terminal. We watched as misty streams of de-icing
spray splashed against the walls of our plane. I sighed looking up
at the miserable gray Ohio sky and the snow accumulating on the
strips of grass between the runways. I had to keep reminding myself
that a few short hours I would be in a sunny paradise…that was if
they could ever get this icy plane off the frozen midwestern
ground.

With only an hour’s delay,
we were on our way to the resort. Jonah passed out as soon as the
plane leveled out, he had a habit of doing that, so I fished in his
pocket for his phone. I knew what was on there, and I was itching
to see it before we got to our villa. Plugging in my headphones, I
scrolled through his saved videos until I found it. There it was,
among the clips of seemingly average events, Carlo’s face
silhouetted against the background.

I looked around at the other
passengers surrounding me before hitting play. The coast was clear,
everyone else was either sawing logs like Jonah, or had their noses
buried in a book. My finger tapped the little triangle and hot
steamy sex filled the tiny screen. My body tingled watching Carlo’s
head moving between my thighs. I could almost feel his tongue as it
snaked through my folds.

I inched the phone closer to
my face as the sex heated up on the screen. At this point on the
tape, Jonah had joined us and was moving in behind my bucking body
firmly planted in Carlo’s lap. My heart was pounding so hard I was
sure that the lady across the aisle could hear it. My face blushed
as I watched my husband slide into my ass, both men thrusting into
me at once.

My pussy throbbed against
the narrow airplane seat as my eyes stared straight ahead into the
phone. My lust had been simmering since I made the arrangements for
our babymoon, and now it was at a full rolling boil. Beads of sweat
formed on my brow as I relived our threesome. It was so filthy and
it was all mine. I bit my lip as I watched myself orgasm on screen.
The sounds of my moans filled my ears. I was so horny I felt like I
might explode. Just as Jonah pulled out to shoot his load onto my
back, I felt a hand land on my shoulder.

“We are landing Miss, please
but your seatback up,” The flight attendant said, startling me half
to death. I panted as I eased my seat up and slipped Jonah’s phone
back into his pocket. I was completely consumed with white-hot
need. I couldn’t wait to get off that plane and sink my teeth into
a delicious bite of strange.

**

Setting our bags down in our
room, Jonah plopped himself in the middle of the bed and turned on
the TV. I was stunned. We had flown hundreds of miles to hedonistic
heaven and he wanted to sit on the bed and drown himself in cable
news.

“I don’t think so, mister.
We are here to enjoy the resort and everything that comes with it.
You can watch this political bullshit when you get home,” I
scolded, holding my hand out for the remote.

“You want it, come get it,”
Jonah teased, waggling the remote control at me between his
fingers.

“Oh so you want to play
games now huh,” I laughed, hopping on top of Jonah, pinning him
against the mattress with my hips. “Come on, let's go meet the
other guests,” I begged, bouncing gently on his lap.

“Ok, ok, damn somebody is
horny.” Jonah giggled, sliding out from underneath me and standing
at the side of the bed,

“Let’s go, I need to get my
swing on,” I joked, taking Jonah by the arm and leading him out to
the pool area. As much as I joked around with Jonah, I was deadly
serious about my intent to swing. I had been craving this resort
for five years, and I couldn’t hold it back a second
longer.

The sun was setting as we
sat down at a table facing the huge infinity pool. The candle
between us twinkled romantically, but I had only one thing on my
mind… sex. My hungry eyes sized up the couples joining us at the
resort that weekend. It wasn’t as large of a selection as the first
time we stayed there, but there were definitely some good
contenders.

I felt like I was a tiger
stalking her prey, licking her chops at the tasty meat moving
around me. My eyes stopped on a couple leaving the pool, their long
lean wet bodies holding my attention. The man was tall, tan, and
blonde. His sun-kissed hair was slicked back, and his eyes were
hidden behind his mirrored shades. He glided up the stairs of the
pool holding his wife’s hand, his dripping wet swim trunks clinging
to his ample package. I licked my lips gazing at the tempting
bulge.

“Hey, look over there at two
o’clock. Those two are smoking hot,” Jonah whispered, nudging me in
the side.

“I am already there hun,” I
whispered back, keeping my eyes fixed on the couple as they moved
to a cabana. While I watched the husband, Jonah was no doubt
fixated on his wife. Every man in the resort was. Her thin shapely
legs were a mile long, carrying her gracefully along next to her
husband. Even though her frame was firm and taut, her breasts were
impossibly huge. The giant round orbs sat high on her chest, barely
contained by her tiny bikini top. They were obviously surgically
enhanced
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