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Sophie: A Holiday
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On the surface, we had resolved our differences, but deep down the marriage displayed worrying signs. After going down the path of an open relationship, we discovered the ghastly implications. Each spouse agreed to sex with other partners, but for the original relationship to survive, we must separate sex from emotion. Could I love two or more men ... yes I think so, but eventually I must choose and then the one I choose must also choose me. 

Our relationship seemed insane, and perhaps this is what it had become. Perhaps it worked for couples who entered it before marriage, but Sam and I were new to it. I couldn’t share twenty-five years. How might I do that? Only for sexual gratification! No! I cheated with a young man, Tom, and bonded with him. Every day since the breakup, I endured a hole in the heart. Sadness and regret tore at me and now Tom is engaged to a younger woman, and it hurts even more. 

Worse still, Sam told me he had bonded with Ju. They even had a child together, and he loved her. What is to become of us? Is the relationship redundant? No, I thought not, but we must choose one another before all others and therein lies the difficulty at our age. In the fifties, empty nesters, semi-retired, we have a lot of spare time. Too late for me to find a new life partner. A chance twenty years ago, but now I offer a man nothing but sex. Except for the beautiful experience with Tom, sex was all I desired.  

Yes, and I must keep it about sex and fantasies and not drag emotion into it. Easier said than done. An overactive libido and mood swings, because of Bipolar disorder, caused problems when I indulged in erotic fantasies. 

Sam and I had more than a sexual relationship, but right now sexual satisfaction mattered more than anything else. What I did with other men also told me Sam couldn’t by himself satisfy me and therefore, I required others to fill the void. Whilst Sam was a wonderful lover, his presence became restrictive and unfulfilling to my mind. The libido craved freshness and new sensations, and Sam was neither new nor fresh. 

Whilst happy to discuss and even ruminate in my own time, a dark fear kept resurfacing. Several times, a blackness took over, and I lost myself. The experience happened at any time, but each time the darkness became longer. What am I to do? The libido demanded sex, but the Bipolar couldn’t handle the sexually stressed body. Despite research, I found that Bipolar alone must not be the sole cause of the blackness. Doubts existed whether I could resolve these issues.

Each year, for three weeks, Sam and I rented an apartment across from the beach. It seemed like a holiday despite our permanent residence being less than thirty kilometres away. Still, the break became a holiday and a chance to refresh. We walked, swam, and enjoyed the relaxed atmosphere at local eateries that were always full of holidaymakers. Only days since the adventures with Liz and Eric, we drove toward the apartment by the beach. 

While considering my mental health on the drive, a compulsion to describe how Mike, a current friend with benefits, preferred the missionary position. Not just in the mind, but out aloud for Sam to hear. 

“He wished to undress me, lay me on the bed and rub his cock against my pussy then push into me. Once inside my walls, Mike pumped too fast, lost control, and finished. The same each time with only slight variations, but he wished that and anything else he passed on. No oral for me, cowboy, doggy style, anal ... nothing!”  

For a moment, I hoped all of this was in my head, but no ... I had said it out loud. Sam peered askance at me. Why the hell did I say that shit so Sam heard it?

“My husband, Sam! Do you mind me telling how another man fucked me?” 
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Sam: On Eggshells
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An excellent question, and I understood the answer could be dangerous. Since the revelation about Sophie’s mental battle, I realised anything could set her off. A normal answer would be yes, please don’t speak about it. However, both of us had sex with others and in front of one another. Nothing sounded shocking or remained hidden. Fuck me, I had children with a Chinese woman. My answer to the question was careful and crafted. 

“You enjoyed his time Sophie and had an urge to tell me about it and if you wish to, please continue.”

She gave a strange expression and then turned away in silence. 

Eggshells! The expression is called walking on eggshells. An appropriate idiom for our current relationship. Instability in the marriage caused me to reflect on what? Why? And how it had come about? Everything held dear was now put aside and subordinate to this newfound sexual freedom. Prior to the cruise, Sophie and I were a stable, carefree married couple. Yes, a dead bedroom became a cause for concern and the lack of sex became the single issue that pushed our marriage to change. All other issues were minor, but the lack of sex became cancerous. It ate at the marital foundation. Overtime the parts considered important in a marriage, loyalty, trust and companionship dwindled. A lack of intimacy between us undermined these foundations. The marriage seemed doomed unless this dynamic changed. Then it changed, but not in a minor way. It changed so much that it went from one extreme to the other. The entire awakening of her libido had clashed with the Bipolar, which created ... a new Sophie.

The result seemed obvious. Why hadn’t I seen it? Sophie changes overnight from one person with a certain character and personality to a new woman. Am I blind? This new woman was an unknown entity, a person existing within another person. Sophie said she feared this new self that lurked within. She explained that the behaviour felt out of character and beyond her control. Like a darkness hiding inside, the other Sophie could burst out and she could not stop it.

But I couldn’t understand the manifestations during sex. Sophie drooled during oral sex — orgasmed multiple times or only once that persisted forever—and lubricated like a teenager. The vagina felt alive with nerves. Not normal! No, not normal! The mind separated from the body to create out-of-body experiences, which only took her libido to a new level. Sophie travelled down a path to who knows where. Bipolar created a new person because it took over and manifested itself in insatiable desires.

These initial unnatural changes occurred in mere months and now a year later, manifested themselves further. Physical satisfaction proved elusive for her; in fact, satisfaction seemed impossible. Taken by two men in the toilets, having multiple lovers and drooling over public dogging proved this woman wasn’t the Sophie I married and loved. These men didn’t fuck her, she fucked them. Men provided a service to her mind and body and without emotion she used them like tools. 

A willingness to throw years of marriage away for a fling or affair with Tom had rocked me. For her, with me, there wasn’t anything new to discover. No new adventure or experience to crave. The Bipolar ruled moods and dictated actions that required feeding. A suggestion that she required a new lover came out the wrong way, but it struck true. Therefore, why would she get off on that idea? Sophie ranted for days and then packed her bags and left. She hid away for two weeks with a man she met at the toilet block. Did she gain sexual satisfaction with any man? The mind longed for satisfaction and drove the body to seek it. A Bipolar disorder driven libido would always remain unsatisfied. Sophie sacrificed rationality and sound decision-making, and now her mental well-being is under threat. With her life in danger, a complete mental breakdown without medication became inevitable. The seeds sown for our destruction are now planted and it only needed a push for Sophie to make reckless decisions through blind rage. Why don’t you run, Sam? The danger is obvious.

Breaking into my thoughts, I noticed her hand on my leg. Down the highway, in three lanes of heavy traffic, driving required concentration and before I could react, the hand touched my groin. Slender fingers stroked the growing hardness while I drove, using the tips to run along the shaft. Sophie licked her lips and unzipped my trousers and yanked them over the hips. Concentrate, Sam, don’t kill us! Should I protest? Yes! But I didn’t. A fantasy of mine involved a blow job while driving. Oh fuck! Don’t swerve. With only underwear hiding nakedness, Sophie guided two fingers along the shaft. A slutty expression alternated from my face to cock. Through torment and torture, I shuddered and gasped at the touch. 

“Fuck me, Sophie.”

“Yes, please.”

In a flash, her face moved to my lap, fingers exposed my hardness, and a warm wet mouth fell upon me. Oh shit, didn’t I love the nerves tingling when Sophie sucked hard and flicked the tongue on my cock’s hole? Concentration became a nightmare, but I drove the last few kilometres to the apartment with Sophie bobbing the head on my cock. Her actions broke the concentration, and I lost the way. A left turn, not a right, forced us to go the long way. 

As we pulled into the apartment’s underground carpark, I unclasped the seat belt and lunged to grab her. Sophie, too quick, leapt out of the car and raced for the elevator, her laughter echoing in the ears. Close behind, I stumbled and fell while trying to hold the trousers up with one hand. More cackling echoed throughout the carpark. Shit, a hard dick swayed and made dressing difficult. Shit! Like a petulant child, not wishing to do as was told, my cock refused to go inside the trousers. By the time I had arranged myself, Sophie, laughing in hysterics waved from the elevator as the door closed. In a desperate lunge at the doors, she squealed in terror. Then she had gone. 

Back at the car, I studied the carpark, grabbed the bags and brought them upstairs. Exiting the elevator, I spotted the door ajar to the apartment. In the dark room, vision took time to adjust, and I dropped the bags to wait. Sophie was nowhere to be seen, and I considered turning on the light. 

But wait! She hid and wished to be hunted and caught. This was an old game we played when first married. Sophie loved the hunt, the scream, the fear and the roughness when caught. She loved bondage, but now with the hunt amplified; I waited and didn’t play the game how she wished it played. Silently, I closed the apartment door and waited in the darkness, crouching behind the couch. While I waited for her impatience to force a mistake, I retrieved my phone to read the daily news feed. Alone with my breathing, five minutes passed until I heard the rustling of movement and footsteps on the tiled floor. 

“Sam?”

More footsteps.

“Sam?”

When Sophie moved closer to the door and couch, I glimpsed her shape and pounced.

Terrified by the surprise, Sophie screamed and stood glued to the spot. No longer at my fastest, Sophie turned to run and evade me. Into the bedroom she bounded, slamming the door closed in my face. Nervous, frightened giggles and deep breathing told me she leant against the door to keep it closed. I listened and waited.

“Sam! Sam! I don’t want to play any more ... Sam!”

Not answering made her move away from the door and I assumed onward and into the ensuite. Yes! I heard the sliding door and the latch click. Like a thief, I entered the bedroom and found the room even darker than the lounge. Light came from under the bathroom door so to help the eyes adjust I lay down on the floor next to the bed hidden from the sliding bathroom door. 

Nothing happened for two minutes and then a rush of feet left the room. In silence, I followed. Nothing ... not a sound. Sophie couldn’t have gone far. The main room outside the bedroom, combined with the kitchen and dining area, limiting hiding spots. I assumed she had hidden behind the kitchen counter but guessed incorrectly and made noises of disappointment. A giggle from across the room told of an approximate location. Sophie hid behind either a chair or a couch. Choosing the couch, I jumped on it and the momentum propelled me to fall over the back of the couch, missing Sophie by inches. She screamed and then laughed when I flopped onto the floor.

Arms around her, Sophie didn’t struggle but smiled. In the darkness, we touched lips. Beside us, the main sliding door led to a balcony. Curtains rolled back, allowing moonlight to stream into the room. Without a word, I took her hand and led Sophie outside to the balcony. With a giggle, she spanked my bottom, and I spanked hers. She squealed and complained, but stopped the moment featherlike lips touched hers. 
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Sophie: Balcony
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A rush of adrenalin from the libido took my hand to the front of his trousers. God, the body shook at the throb of expectation. How do I get this aroused like this? Two fingers moved along a growing erection. Unfinished business, I thought. The touch of the growing male organ signaled the brain. Oh god, I wish to have one to fuck myself. From dead and soft to hard and angry, I must worship this phallus. 

Open-mouthed and panting for breath, I stared into Sam’s eyes. God, I felt horny and in full view of the neighbours, I squatted without fear, and sucked him. With a slurp and a moan like sucking an ice treat on a hot day, an urgency took over me. Why this fast, I wondered? No, I didn’t wonder, but understood the other one inside wished to come out and play. 

Sam stopped me gorging on his shiny member. Arms lifted me from the squat and hands pulled back my hair. A mewl at his aggression and when lips ravished mine; I responded with a similar craving. Hands turned and bent me over against the railing. Like floating in ecstasy, I waited. Anticipation of the touch drove insanity to the surface. Helpless and wanton, hands lifted my skirt and pulled down the wet panties. Oh, God, yes! I require two Sams. 

Ouch! A slap to the bottom sent tingles up and down the insides of the legs. Fuck me! The inner thighs sensed the cool air and, wishing to cry out to the spank, I bit the lip and closed the eyes. Hot breath assaulted my ass cheeks and butthole. Fingers touched the nub, replaced in moments by a warm and wet tongue. A gentle touch with lips and mouth fired sparks. An incredible sensation, warm and cuddly vibrations mixed with stars and explosions.  

A tongue pushed aside my folds. Fuck me, images rushed at the warm touch of wetness trailing up to the pubic bone. Oh Jesus! The folds parted from the pressure of the wet tongue, and another mewl came from nowhere. Oh, god! Slurp. What a fucking sound. Sam dined on me like a man licking an ice cream. The image accompanied a needy scream. Never again can I look at anyone eating a soft serve ice cream in the same way. Along a highway, I travelled in a state of euphoria.

The attack on the nub began, and I knew I would be noisy. Spreadeagled in full view of anyone daring to glance from an adjacent apartment, the neighbours were in for a treat. A curtain flickered and the risk, danger and excitement, combined with the exquisite skills sent me to the edge almost immediately. Shit! A wet mouth sucked my entire pussy and then licked it like a cat. Sam’s tongue separated my folds aside each time they passed. For fuck’s sake, I heard him sucking. Fuck! Oh, fuck. From bottom to top, a tongue traced the same path again and again and each time the lips parted. The warm, wet tongue sent me to heaven. 

Control slipped and groans became regular and louder. Then it happened. A glance over the railing into the concrete abyss below. Across the way, I stared, and I yearned to fly. A wet tongue giving me a clitoral blowjob threw me off the edge. The noisiness stopped for a moment, and I stiffened and swore in a bellow.

“Fucking prick!” 

“Fucking bastard!” 

Blinded by a crazed need, I searched for his cock. Like an animal, I threw myself at him. You prick! Give me a fucking orgasm like that. Well, let’s see how you enjoy it. 

“Get on the floor.”

Sixty-nine on the balcony. Time for revenge. Into the mouth, I took his cock like a caged tigress. Time for me to slurp and pump the shaft in time with my mouth. Too deep and a gag. Down to the balls, pubic hair tickled the nose. The stiff wet cock slid through the palm and when fingers found his butt hole, Ah ... pre cum. Yes! I withdrew his cock from the mouth to jerk it faster. 

“Come on! Come on! Cum on my face, you fucking asshole.”

Sam’s body stiffened, toes curled, and he arched the back. Sperm shot from his hole onto my cheek. Warm and white, I lapped it up. Lips sucked the cock’s eye to draw out the entire load. Each pull of my mouth drew white liquid. Sweet, but also salty. Overwhelmed with sensitivity, Sam moaned, groaned, and swore. 

“Fucking hell, Shiiit, oh fuck.” 

Undeterred, I continued to stroke the cock and suck the glistening head until he had nothing more to give. He did ... lips pulled the nub, and I almost blacked out.
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Sam: Frenzy
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Sophie pushed my head away. 

“Lie on your back,” she instructed. 

The tiled floor appeared uncomfortable, and it turned out to be so, but I lay on it and she straddled my face. Sophie presented her pussy once again. Cheeks and butthole became easy targets for eager fingers. Folds, glistening with juices and saliva, touched the nose. I resumed the assault and tried to time each pull or lick with her pumping on my organ. Sophie engulfed the cock down to my balls, and the gagging noises heightened the arousal. Fingers moved around my puckered hole. Oh yes, that feels wonderful. Waves of nerve endings throughout the body, but especially around the groin, fired at once. In instinct, the ass cheeks clenched and the back arched. Sophie siphoned me like an expert she had become. Fuck! The cockhead rubbed against her cheek no doubt through gooey cum. 

“Oh God,” I said drained and beaten. No ... never beaten. A gaping, needy pussy sat close at hand, and my tongue licked it inch by inch from top to bottom. One lick from butthole to pubic bone then another and another. Slow and complete licks like a pussy cat washing in slow motion. 

“Oh, fuck, oh, fuck! Do it! Do it! Fucking do it!” she swore. 

Sophie sat bolt upright, and I mauled tits and pinched nipples. Another yelp and more foul language. 

“Oh, oh fuuuck.”

Another long cat lick from the clitoral hood to the butthole had her making strange gurgling noises. A spank on the ass cheeks, followed by a firm grip and squeeze. With a pull on each cheek, I gazed at her innards. Another spank. Oh, fuck I loved her ass, especially from this range. If I loved her ass, I could understand why other men lined up to fuck my wife. No beauty, but fuck me, the bits are fabulous. Ha! How sexist and objectifying of me. Yes. So, what? With ease, I could describe Sophie as a hot wife or as a mother I would like to fuck. Perhaps even a cougar, given her fancy toward younger men such as Tom and Mike. 

After continuing to suck and pull at the skin around the clit, two fingers entered the pussy. Inside her hole, I found it. G Spot central. 

I continued to suck the clitoris, but it soon ended. 

“Stop, please stop.”

Sophie rolled off, and we lay side by side on the tiled floor, gasping for air and sweating from the warm tropical night. Then I heard a door slide and voices. Perfect timing, I thought.
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Sophie: Discovery
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Because of the noise of sex, we attracted curiosity from neighbouring apartments. A door click sounded nearby, and I spied through a gap in the railing the moment the balcony door below slid open. A woman came out and called to another inside the apartment. 

“Swearing, I heard swearing,” she said. “It’s loud and disgusting.”

In a fit of giggles, Sam shushed me.

The woman’s partner came out and joined her on the balcony. The man gazed toward our apartment. He may have seen me peering back, but Sam’s curiosity gave us away because he stuck his head up and the man spotted him. A nod, a smile and a thumbs up, before he disappeared back inside. Relieved that the situation hadn’t escalated, we lay back and smiled at one another like teenagers. The moment we stood up, the woman reappeared.
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Sam: Trouble
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“Everything is not okay; I must call the police.”

The woman argued back and forth, but eventually disappeared and closed the door. Like an old man, I stood from the hard surface with difficulty and pulled up the trousers. Eyes watched the windows opposite, especially the apartment on our level across the way. Darkened, it appeared unoccupied. Helping Sophie up, we sneaked inside, amused at the close escape. A glass of wine and relaxed conversation about the experience eased any concerns. The surrounding apartments remained silent because all but three were holiday rentals. Close to the beach, owners rented them as short-stay apartments, so unoccupied apartments were common outside of the holiday period. 

In the middle of a dream, a hand knocked on a door. Knock! Knock! Annoyed, I tossed and turned unable to remove the sound. In a blink, I awoke and heard the knock. Not a dream. A glance at the watch read 7 am. A shake of the head to clear the fog while I waited for another knock just to make sure I hadn’t imagined it. But no, another knock. What? Who could it be this early in the morning? Peeved because I was on holiday, I pulled on clothes half asleep to answer the incessant knocking. 

“Just a moment, I’ll be right there to answer the door.”

Not quite dressed, I peered through the spyhole and froze at the sight of two police officers outside. The heart raced, and I gulped like I had a guilty conscience. Why do people feel guilty when they see a police officer? 

The police identified themselves at the open dorr and asked to come inside. While inviting them inside the apartment, I wondered why two uniformed police officers stood in our main room. A large young male and an older female stood together armed and menacing. 

“How can I help you?” I asked. 

“Are you alone in the apartment, sir?” 

“No, my wife is here; she’s just still asleep.” 

“It might be an excellent idea if your wife were here,” the female officer said. 

“Okay, I will get her.” 

I turned and glanced at Sophie dressed in a nightgown, coming out of the bedroom. 

“Hello,” croaked Sophie. 

The police nodded. 

“Were you both here last night between 7 pm and midnight?”

“Yes, we were both here during that time period.” 

“Sir, we received a complaint last night about loud noises coming from your apartment.” 

“What kind of noise?”

“Indecent language and sounds of a ... sexual nature. Did you make loud noises last night?” 

“We apologise if our activities disturbed anyone and intend to be more considerate in the future.”  

Sophie stood behind me, two hands holding my right hand. The female police officer smiled. 

“Yes, that is okay within the confines of the apartment, but not outside it.” 

The cop stared at me, then at Sophie. 

“The noise complaints we received were primarily of a female voice, with occasional male expletives. Would that have been you, madam ... sir?”

“I don’t know, I get excited, my husband ... ahem is ah... excellent at what he does.”

I rolled the eyes and noticed the smiles on the police officers’ faces. Their expressions told me they wished all calls were like this one. 

“For the benefit of your neighbours I suggest you ... ah...enjoy each other inside with the windows closed in the future,” said the male cop. 

“Okay, we can try to curb our appetites but my wife ... enjoys... ah...sex,” I gulped, realising I should shut up. 

Sophie squeezed my hand and then released it.

“Okay, we will leave you. Have a nice day.” 

Then they were gone. 

“What did you mean by ‘my wife enjoys sex’ comment?” demanded Sophie. 

“I apologise, but what were you thinking when you said. He is excellent at what he does to the female cop?”  

Bursting into laughter, the humour rubbed off on Sophie and both of us shook our heads.

“Still up for sex on the balcony?” I asked.
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Sophie: A Growing Need
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Back home, the regular sex between us hid deep-seated problems. Sam alone couldn’t provide complete satisfaction. The libido demanded constant attention, and on the surface, sex satisfied it, but I required more. Sam’s skill was never the issue; it became the ability to back up and perform again. What I needed seemed like a teenage Sam matched with the ability to recover and go again. Subsequently, the status of the relationship continued to fluctuate. Life, though improved because the deep troughs we had found ourselves in appeared to have gone. 

Work took over and a busy schedule coincided with the amount of sex I wasn’t having. Thoughts of lewd and wicked sexual acts declined because of a tired body, but not for long. Soon another fluctuation in the libido and the urge ... no need to have a lover alongside Sam returned. The idea of two husbands again rose in my head, and I discussed this with Sam. Two men to fuck. Oh god the ideas and fantasies flowed. Discussions for the idea involved Tom and Mike and how these men might try to meet the yearning desires within. Better still, a new man, perhaps because Tom would soon be married, and Mike didn’t quite meet the standard.

A plan formed, and I tried to play Sam.

“What I must have, Sam, is two of you. A younger version and yourself. What do you think?”

Designed to flatter him and make him susceptible, I then moved onto what I wished for. Straight out, I said I wanted an affair with a man that does not involve him. 

“A bit like Tom but this time you know about it. No sharing, no mutual interests and this new man’s identity would be unknown to you.”

I even suggested the idea of having two lives, but nothing offered made Sam react. Sam scowled and remained silent and then shrugged. Okay, given he didn’t care, I would go it alone and do as I please. Part of me recognised the folly of what I proposed, but resistance and logic became secondary. A more important desire drove the suggestions.

When Eric and Sam took me to the rest stop, I thought that would satisfy the libido. A wonderful experience from two skilled men. Regular sex with these two seemed like the perfect solution, but I found myself within days of the sex in withdrawal and needing to go again. Later, two strange men took me into the public toilets and gave me what I craved. However, even this experience wasn’t enough. Like a drug addict, the libido required higher and higher doses.

Those memories rekindled a desire to go dogging. The idea of voyeurs watching and strangers taking me sent tingles down the spine. Images grew more and more debauched but the filters to manage control had come off. The libido seemed free of restriction from caution. When these images subsided, I contacted Liz and reminded her of a
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