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The Jamaican sun fell on my skin like a warm caress, mixing with the salty sea breeze. It was my first day at Hedonism II, an adults-only resort in a town called Negril. My husband, Laurent, stood beside me, his hand clasped with mine as we walked along the stone path that led to the beach. At 45, we were both ready for an adventure, for something that would rekindle the spark that, while still burning, needed a little new fuel.

"Do you think they exaggerated with the 'catalog'?" I whispered, glancing sideways at Laurent. We had heard rumors about a menu of strong, well-hung local men available for guests' fantasies. Laurent, with his gray eyes that always seemed to see beyond the obvious, smiled mischievously.

"Exaggerating? In a place like this, Nathalie, anything is possible. And if not, we can always enjoy the sun, the beach and... other things." His voice had a suggestive tone that made me blush, despite the years together.

The beach was a spectacle in itself. Couples of all ages and nationalities scattered across the white sand, some sunbathing topless, others kissing passionately no matter who was watching. The atmosphere was one of absolute freedom, as if the rules of the outside world did not exist here.

We settled on some sun loungers near the bar, where a group of women were laughing while leafing through a brochure. Their whispers and knowing glances intrigued me. I approached discreetly, pretending to adjust my hat, and managed to take a look. It was the famous catalog. Photos of black men, muscular, with seductive smiles and... other prominently prominent parts. My heart was beating faster, a mixture of curiosity and excitement that I hadn't felt since our honeymoon.

"Did you find anything interesting?" Laurent's voice made me jump. I turned to him, trying to hide my blush.

"Just... curiosity. And you?"

"I'm enjoying the view." His gaze swept over my body, pausing on my breasts, which poked slightly through the neckline of my beach dress. "And thinking about what we could do later."

Before I could answer, a sound distracted us. Near us, a couple had settled down on some towels. The woman, a blonde in her thirties, lay on her back, while her companion knelt between her legs. Her dress stood up, revealing that she was wearing nothing underneath. Deftly, he began to kiss her, his lips slowly moving towards her sex. A muffled moan escaped her, and I realized that we were witnessing cunnilingus in broad daylight, before the indifferent gaze of the others.

My pulse quickened. I've never seen anything like it in public, and the idea of being watched while... Well, while I was doing something like that, I found it both terrifying and incredibly exciting. Laurent noticed my reaction and leaned over to me, his warm breath in my ear.

"Do you like what you see?"

I nodded, unable to speak. The woman was now squirming, her hands clutching her partner's hair as he licked her with dedication. Her moans grew louder, and suddenly, her body tensed into an orgasm that seemed to shake her whole. A murmur of approval ran through the nearby onlookers, and I felt a moist heat between my legs.

"Maybe we should... explore some more," I suggested, my voice hoarse. Laurent smiled, that smile that always made me feel desired and safe at the same time.

"Do you have anything on your mind?"

"We could... Take a walk. See what else this place has to offer."

We get up, leaving our things on the deckchair. The resort was a maze of paths that opened to tropical gardens, swimming pools, and more intimate areas. As we went deeper, the atmosphere became more daring. In one corner, a woman was sitting on a man's lap, her skirt pulled up as he slowly penetrated her. Her moans were low, but unmistakable. Beyond, a group of women laughed as one of the men in the catalogue showed them his skills with a bottle of champagne, juggling it in a suggestive way.

"Do you feel comfortable?" Laurent asked, his hand squeezing mine gently.

"Yes... but it's a lot to process."

"You don't have to do anything you don't want to do. I'm here with you, always."

His words reassured me, but they also stoked my curiosity. How far was she willing to go? And what limits did you want to explore with Laurent by my side?

We arrived at a more secluded area, where the sun loungers were arranged in a semicircle around a small pool. A sign discreetly announced: "Adult play area." Here, the atmosphere was even more charged. A couple was in the water, the woman with her back to the man, her hips moving in rhythm as he held her by the waist. Another woman was lying on a deckchair, her legs spread as a man licked her devoutly, his fingers fiddling with her clitoris.

I felt overwhelmed, but also incredibly excited. Laurent guided me to an empty lounger, and we sat down, watching the scene.

"Do you want to join?" he asked, his voice low and seductive.

"I don't know... what if someone sees us?"

"Nathalie, everyone here is doing the same thing. And if you're concerned, we can start slow."

His proposal tempted me. The idea of being watched, of feeling the gaze on me while Laurent touched me, made me feel a mixture of fear and desire. I lay back on the lounger, feeling the warmth of the fabric under my body. Laurent knelt beside me, his hands sliding down my shoulders, down my arms to my wrists, where he held them gently.

"Trust me," he whispered, and his breath in my ear made me tremble.

Carefully, he lifted my dress, exposing my legs. I was wearing a black thong, the only one I had packed for this trip, and now I felt exposed, vulnerable. Laurent kissed my neck, his lips warm and wet, as his hands moved towards my thighs, slowly bringing them up. My heart was pounding, and I realized we were being watched. A nearby couple looked at us with interest, the woman smiling as the man kissed her.

"Laurent..." I muttered, but he didn't stop.

His fingers found the edge of my thong, and with a slow, deliberate motion, he pulled it down, leaving me completely exposed. The warm air brushed against my sex, and I felt a shiver of excitement. Laurent leaned in, his hot breath on my skin, and then, his tongue touched my clitoris. A groan escaped my lips, and I realized that we were repeating the scene we had seen before, but this time, I was the protagonist.

His lips and tongue were working skillfully, his fingers gliding inside me, finding my G-spot with precision. I squirmed on the lounger, my hands grasping his, as his caresses led me to a place of intense pleasure. The moans of the other couples mixed with mine, creating a symphony of desire that enveloped me completely.

"Laurent... See a..."

"Let yourself go, Nathalie," he whispered, and his words were my permission to surrender.

My body tensed, every muscle contracted as the orgasm flooded me. I shouted his name, my voice mingling with the sounds of other people's pleasure. When I finally relaxed, Laurent sat up, kissing my stomach, my chest, until he reached my lips.

"Are you okay?" he asked, his look worried but satisfied.

"More than fine," I replied, my voice still trembling. "But... what if someone saw us?"

"They saw us," he confirmed, gesturing to the nearby couple, who were now clapping their approvings on our faces. "And they seem to like the show."

I felt a mixture of shame and pride, a feeling I couldn't explain. Laurent helped me to my seat, and we stood there, breathing deeply, as the warm sun wiped the sweat from our skin.

"Do you want to go further?" he asked, his voice low and seductive.

"What do you mean?"

"There's a private room nearby. Could... explore further."

The idea tempted me, but it also scared me. Was she ready to take things to the next level? I looked at Laurent, his gray eyes shining with desire and confidence, and I knew that, with him by my side, I could face anything.

"Come on," I whispered, taking his hand.

We get up, leaving behind the lounger and the curious glances. The path to the private room was filled with whispers and laughter, couples kissing in the corners and men winking at us as they passed. I felt as if I had crossed a line, as if I had entered a world where the rules were different, and pleasure was the only law.

The room was small but cozy, with a large bed in the center and curtains that filtered the sunlight. Laurent closed the door behind us, and suddenly, we were alone, but the echo of the outside sounds still echoed in my ears.

"What do you want to do?" I asked, my voice hoarse with excitement.

"I want to make you feel good, Nathalie. Very good."

He walked over to me, his hands sliding down my waist, pulling me toward him. Our lips met in a passionate kiss, his tongue scanning my mouth with urgency. I was overwhelmed by his desire, by the intensity of his caresses, and I surrendered to him completely.

He gently pushed me onto the bed, and I lay down, feeling the softness of the sheets under my body. Laurent knelt between my legs, his gaze sweeping over my body hungrily. With deft fingers, she unbuttoned my dress, letting it fall to the floor, and then, she leaned over me, her lips tracing a path from my neck to my breasts.

Their kisses were slow, deliberate, each sending waves of pleasure through my body. He licked and sucked my nipples, making them harden under his tongue, as his hands moved towards my sex, fiddling with my clitoris, sliding inside me.

"Laurent... please..."

"What do you want, Nathalie?"

"You... inside me."

He smiled, that smile that always made me feel desired, and sat up, unbuttoning his pants. His erection was impressive, his penis thick and long, and I felt a tingle of anticipation at the sight of him. He positioned himself on me, his weight pleasing, and with a slow motion, he entered me, filling me completely.

"Oh, Laurent..."

"Do you like it?"

"Yes... more..."

He began to move, his hips meeting me in a steady rhythm, each thrust sending me closer to the edge. The room was filled with sounds: our moans, the creaking of the bed, the beating of our hearts. I felt like I was in a dream, a dream of pleasure and desire that I didn't want to end.

"Nathalie, look at me," Laurent whispered, and I raised my head, meeting his gray eyes, now obscured by desire.

"I love you," I said, my voice hoarse.

"And I to you. Always."

With those words, he increased his pace, his lunges deeper, faster. I clung to him, my nails buried in his back, as orgasm built up inside me, an unstoppable wave that swept me away completely.

"Laurent... See a..."

"Come with me, Nathalie," he whispered, and at that moment, our bodies tensed, pleasure exploding in a symphony of groans and desperate movements.

When we finally relaxed, Laurent collapsed on top of me, his weight warm and comforting. We stood there, breathing deeply, as the echo of our moans faded into the warm air of the room.

Laurent told me that he would go to the reception to ask about the catalog, meanwhile I went near the pool, after a while Laurent returned with the catalog in his hands.

Laurent and I were sitting in the wicker chairs, the catalog of local men open on the glass table. The breeze played with the pages, as if fate itself wanted to guide our choice. My fingers, slightly trembling, ran
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