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It´s Only Sex - Erotic Stories



 



Fall For
Lust


The front doorbell rings. It's Hunter.



 



"Hi Hunter," I say, bringing him into the living room. "Bob and
Chris are downstairs already. Bob's got the fire going in the new
fireplace and the bearskin rug on the floor. All we need now is
Holly. She should be here soon."



 



He nods and we go downstairs. The fire crackles and we've stripped
to underwear. My wife is off in the city visiting her wicked witch
mother. It's a happy thing. My friends and I have arranged this
lustful session with a co-worker whose spouse is also absent. He is
a trucker on the road somewhere in another part of the continent.
She doesn't like him much, and she's feeling horny. It didn't take
long to get her to agree to a session with us. She knows we're all
nice married guys who won't squeal on her.



 



The doorbell rings again. I put on a bathrobe and go upstairs to
the front door. Holly is standing there in the freezing rain, a
lopsided grin on her face. She's well built with wide hips and big
boobs. I bring her in quickly and hang up her wet coat in the hall
closet.



 



"Are they all here yet?" she asks diffidently. Now that she has
arrived in my house, she knows she has male expectations to
fulfill. "I've never done this before," she says.



 



"You said that before," I reply. "We haven't either, so let's not
worry about it and just see how it feels. We did say you could quit
any time. OK?"



 



"Yes, you did, didn't you?" she says. "OK, let's go."



 



I take her hand and lead her downstairs to the family room. She
pauses at the foot of the stairs and takes in the scene: the three
other men sitting in their underwear with big grins and lustful
stares at her and the bearskin rug spread out in front of the fire,
now subsided to a friendly crackle. It is the only source of light
in the room. Its glimmering beams lick over the far wall and
furniture. Beyond the fireplace, the distant lights of the town
across the lake form finger traces across the water, seeming to
point through the picture windows at us.



 



"Hi guys," she says shyly, advancing to the sofa. Hunter is the
gracious one. He stands up and gives her a brotherly hug.



 



"Hi Holly. Glad you decided to come tonight. Are you still up for
this?"



 



She replies, "I think so" with a wistful chuckle. "I see you've
already started". She points at Hunter's shorts, already with a
tent in front. Chris on the sofa flushes red and bends over, trying
to conceal his own erection.



 



"You're the host," says Bob to me. "I guess you get the first
turn." It was a fair comment. Someone had to overcome a natural shy
uncertainty about getting naked with each other. Someone had to
start. Someone had to show his cock.



 



I nod at Bob. "You're right, my friend," I say. Turning to Holly, I
search her face for consent. "Holly, my dear," I say, "let's get
that sweatshirt off you."



 



She nods briefly and lets me pull off the sweatshirt. Her white bra
has frilly pink lace trim and barely contains her ample breasts.
She gives us a characteristic lopsided grin, as if she feels our
rising lust. She unbuttons the waist of her jeans and I help her
pull them off. Her white panties match the bra with pink lace at
the waistband. I quickly pull off my sweatshirt and jeans.



 



I embrace Holly warmly, feeling her bra against my chest and
smelling her perfume. Her wavy, dense hair is a rich chestnut color
and falls to her shoulders. My right hand drops from her back to
her buttocks and feels her jiggly bum cheeks, then her bum crack.
The boys on the sofa watch my hand explore this previously
forbidden territory. We've all wanted to do Holly. We've all known
her at work for years.



 



I turn her to face them and unhook her bra. Its straps slip gently
down her arms and it falls to the floor. Bob picks up the bra and
looks up directly at her bare breasts. They are magnificent. A
smirk creases his face. I reached around and fondle her breasts,
feeling their weight and pinching the nipples with my fingers. I
have the men's full attention.



 



I'm getting very aroused. My cock is now pointing up very stiff.
The glans penis pushes uncomfortably against the cotton restraint
of my shorts. I step back from Holly and pull off my shorts. She
turns to see what I'm doing in time to see my penis jump free and
point straight at her. She giggles. I wonder again why women giggle
like little girls when they see a fully erect penis.



 



Before she can say anything, I kneel in front of her. My fingers
find the waistband of her panties and I pull them down to her
knees, revealing a lush pubic triangle of chestnut hair partly
concealing her vulva lips and sex slit. I push my nose into her
pubic curls and poke my tongue between her labia to taste her sex.
Its pheromone-laden aroma fills my senses and stiffens my cock into
a throbbing tool of sexual pleasure.



 



She takes my arm and lifts me up. Our lips meet in a passionate
kiss. I embrace her tightly, her naked breasts pressed against me.
Both my hands grasp her buttocks and pull them apart. I feel my
cock push between her legs; I feel her pussy fur rubbing against
the upper skin of my penis. I feel the growing wetness of her vulva
lips.



 



We kneel on the bearskin, still locked in an embrace. I gently push
her back onto her back and follow her down to continue the
passionate kiss as my hand finds her nipples, then her belly, then
her pussy.



 



My lips lock on her nipples as my fingers run up and down her vulva
slit. They push between the warm wet lips to find her clitoris.
They dip into her vagina for moisture and run circles around her
clit. The circling gets faster, harder. She gasps, her hips lift in
orgasm, and her knees clamp on my hand to stop further stimulation
of her aroused clitoris.



 



I roll over on her and spread her legs. I lift my aroused penis to
her vagina knoll and rub my glans up and down her slick inner pussy
lips. I find her entrance and push in. I'm vaguely aware of the
other men watching the sex act intently. No doubt they are
imagining their own penises invading the luscious confines of
Holly's cunt so openly displayed in front of them.



 



Holly looks up at me as I cover her and begin thrusting. She looks
down between her spread legs.



 



"Nice pussy" I praise. She giggles but says nothing. I think she
was looking at my cock pushing in and out of her cunt.



 



She looks over at the others. "Is this turning you on?" she asks.



 



Hunter says, "Men always get turned on at the sight of a woman's
naked body." He always was the scientist in the group. Holly just
giggles again. "Although," he continues, "I've never seen it live
in front of me before." The others nod in silent assent.



 



I thrust my penis deep into Holly's vagina and hold it there,
savoring the sweet conjunction of our pubic mounds and the warm wet
clasp her cunt is giving my cock shaft. I rotate my hips to rub her
clit with my pubic area and move my glans penis up hard into her
vagina. Then I withdraw a bit and start rapid fucking that builds
to a climax. I feel my penis stiff and start to spurt. My whole
body stiffens in the joy of orgasm and I fill her cunt with my
semen as her chest heaves under me.



 



It is obvious to me as I roll off Holly's luscious form that Hunter
wants to go next, but Bob aces him out, being the more assertive of
the two. Bob is shorter and stockier than Hunter, and when he drops
his drawers, he has a short thick penis to match. He immediately
rolls on top of Holly and forces the massive width of his cock head
between her wet, reddened labia.



 



The fucking that follows is not subtle. Bob heaves and slams his
hips against hers to work his cock in and out of her luscious cunt
as hard as he can. Hunter is beginning to sweat as he watches Bob
rutting on Holly's naked luscious form. Her clit is peeking out
from its hood. Her rich mahogany pubic hair glistens with pussy
juice and sweat. Bob's cock strokes the spread lips of her vulva
fast and hard. Her cunt juice creams on his shaft.



 



At that speed, Bob doesn't last long in Holly's cunt. He's lusted
after Holly's full figured body for years. Every time he goes to
her office on business, he drops into my office with another set of
exclamations of frustrated desire. She leads him on with winks and
dirty jokes. She feels his burning thirst for her body. Now he's
lying on her naked form, hammering his penis into her vagina. Now
he is ejaculating his semen into her pussy. He is panting and
groaning with effort.



 



Every watchful, Hunter hunkers his long form down beside Holly and
begins fondling and sucking her tits before Bob has fully withdrawn
his penis from her vagina.



 



Bob spreads her legs and yells, "Hey, look at my come in her
pussy."



 



Holly looks down between her legs and laughs. She says nothing.
Women think it's a joke when guys get all proud about filling their
pussies with semen. They don't know we've just touched eternity.



 



Hunter rolls himself over into the spread of her legs and
manipulates his aching cock into the wet, red opening of Holly's
vulva. She tenses a bit. He is a big man. She feels the head of his
cock sliding deep into her private part, pushing against the
corrugated walls of her pussy.



 



He starts thrusting into her. He's concentrating on enjoying the
physical contact, the sensations of envelopment in his penis, the
sight of his great cock between her legs inside her pussy lips. He
leans down and sucks her tits while he's slamming her cunt.



 



Luke comments, "She's a fine fuck, isn't she?" Hunter just nods as
he works his penis in her vagina. He's really into it. We've all
wanted to do her for years. I can smell her pussy juice and hear
the slithery sound of his cock in her cunt.



 



She looks up at Luke. "I ... knew ... you guys ... were ... horny,"
she chortles, trying to catch her breath as Hunter's cock fires up
her cunt. "Oh, ah, mmmmm. But if ... you hadn't ... fixed up ...
those expense accounts ... I screwed up ... I wouldn't have had to
say ... ohhh arrggh ... thank you ... this way ... Mnnnn aaaaaaah."
Her orgasm cuts her off.



 



During this exchange, they fail to see me slide my camera from the
desk drawer and snap pictures of Holly's spread legs, her bum
coated with sex fluid, Hunter's cock plowing her cunt. They will be
my first personal porn pictures.



 



Hunter lifts her legs and pulls them close to each other. This
squishes her pussy lips tighter around his cock. He pushes them
forward until her feet touch her ears. His cock pushes deeper into
her cunt and she feels it. He rams harder and faster. Holly erupts
in an orgasm.



 



Hunter's penis also erupts, sending a flood of sperm into her
vagina. His thrusting slows. He is reluctant to feel his cock leave
the warmth of her sex organ. Finally he rolls off her and she
laughs again as both Hunter and Luke survey the lake of sperm
forming in the crack of her ass. They both turn to Chris, sitting
red-haired and red-faced on the sofa, his right hand in his shorts
wanking his penis.



 



"Your turn, Chris," Luke grins at him.



 



"Yup, guess so," says tall, lanky Chris, getting off the sofa and
dropping his shorts. His uncut cock is fully erect and bobbing in
front of him at Holly who is laughing and shaking her head at the
prospect of a fourth fuck in a row. Chris guffaws his
self-conscious Nabors laugh. He is aware we are all looking at his
penis, easily the biggest prick I've ever seen, and I've watched a
lot of porn.



 



Holly catches sight of it. "You're not going to put that thing into
me, are you?" she laughs.



 



"Yup, I guess so," he says, suddenly determined to take his
pleasure with her. He kneels down awkwardly on the bearskin rug
between her legs, leans forward, and spears her cunt with his cock.



 



"Ooooph," goes Holly as she feels his huge penis distend the walls
of her vagina beyond anything she has felt.



 



"Oooooo, that's a big one," she says reassuringly, sensing Chris's
hesitation, feeling that he might be hurting her. "You haven't done
much of this before, have you?" she asks.



 



Chris gives a brief shake of his head. "Just a girl I worked with
in a park years ago" he admits. "I think I hurt her."



 



Holly laughs. Chris feels her cunt massaging his cock as her belly
shakes with the laugh. "She was just young and didn't know, boy.
You have a real girl pleaser there. Just use it. Just do what's
natural." Chris's guffaw is all we needed to hear.



 



The thrusting and groaning of sexual intercourse from both actors
on the rug will live forever in our memories. The magnificent
tableau would make a Turner painting look pallid: the lambent light
of the fire, its hiss and crackle, Chris's hairy bum rising and
falling in jerks, sometimes side to side, Holly's full figure below
him panting and moaning and stiffening with repeated orgasms, her
face and her tits and her furry pussy mound and vulva lips all
visible in great detail to the sound of her "uh" "uh" "uh" as Chris
pounded his cock into her cunt.



 



We hear "Aaaahhhh. Uuuuunngghhh. Uuuuungh. Uuugh." as Chris raises
his head and groans as his orgasm hit him, flooding Holly's vaginal
vault with copious jets of his semen. His thrusting slows and
stops, but he continues to lie on Holly, caressing her breasts and
kissing her passionately.



 



She finally breaks the kiss to grab some air. "Ok, ok, buddy," she
pants. "I know you love me and it was fun for you, but it was fun
for me too, ok?" Chris just grins happily, nods, and climbs off
her.



 



We take a break, drinking wine and stealing furtive glances at each
others' naked bodies. We joke about what it will be like at the
office on Monday, remembering tonight's fuck session. Then we each
have another turn between Holly's luscious thighs.



 



We dress and climb back upstairs. We say good night to each other
at the front door and promise to do it again soon. I pat Holly's
ass as she leaves. Life at work will never be the same.



 




My Wonderful
Life


I flush every time I think of it. Even new, a couple of years after
the experience I often think of the experience with a mixture of
excitement and pride.



 



My husband and I have been married about four years now. He is a
photographer and a curator and I teach first grade at a suburban
school district. Our situation demands complete discretion for the
life we lead. We have what some would describe as an "open"
marriage. We have experimented with swinging in the past, but found
that to be exciting at first, but because of our location and need
to travel to experiment, also time consuming and we kept seeing the
same people over and over.



 



We are very careful and discrete because we have to be. Can you
imagine how hard it would be to explain to the board of education
how one of the parents of one of my students happened to have
fucked me, or watched me fuck a couple of guys, at the local
swingers club? He wouldn't have to explain what he and his wife
were doing there, but I'd lose my job and my professional
certification.



 



We have both had "adventures," often together and sometimes on our
own. I have a feeling the folks reading these "confessions" will be
more interested in what I do that what my husband does. We made an
agreement when we got married to be open and honest with each other
when we have an exciting adventure. That is what we define as
"open" in our marriage. It seems to work. We love each other very
much, but understand that excitement helps keep a marriage fresh.
He is very understanding of my needs and desires.



 



Don't get me wrong, he is a wonderful lover, kind, gentle, caring,
and respectful. He is pretty well endowed and he knows how to get
me off. Then there are times when I feel like being a tease, and he
understands.



 



I hesitate to write this confession because, thinking about it in
retrospect, I come off as a bit of a slut. I hope you won't lose
respect for me when you read it.



 



The area we live in is on the East Coast where winters can be
brutally cold. I am a girl who has been told I have a great figure
and, though I dress conservatively at work, I have noticed a lot of
the fathers at parent-teacher conferences spending more time
looking at my cleavage than listing to my concerns over their
child's school performance. I like the attention, but it is
difficult not to think of what they are fantasizing about.



 



My boobs are the second largest of the women teachers at my school.
Christina has larger tits and she shows them off every chance she
gets. Her thinking is that every man wants her and she is the one
everyone fantasizes and dreams about. She is also the one at work
who will often turn the subject to sexual matters, either during
our lunch break or while we are all chatting after work. She has
informed upon numerous occasions as to how big her husband's cock
is and how often, and in many cases how, when, and where – in
graphic detail, they fuck.



 



Christina, for some reason, is always teasing me about the size of
my tits. I think she may be a bit jealous of mine because mine are
full and firm while hers have started to sag a bit. I say she may
be a bit jealous because at one point she told me that her husband,
Tony, told her that he thought I had, "great tits."



 



I managed to blush when she said that, and told her that I'd thank
him the next time I saw him.



 



"Don't do that," she said, "he'd be embarrassed that I told you."



 



"Why should he," one of the other teachers said, "he's right,
Isabell's boobs are every man's dream." "We've all seen the
attention she gets at parent-teacher nights, the father's can't
take their eyes off her chest."



 



I could tell that Christina was not happy that the conversation had
turned away from her. From our past "adventures" I knew they were
right.



 



So, I guess you get the idea, conservative at work, sexual
adventurer away from prying eyes.



 



February can be especially brutal in western New York, so during
school recesses we often try to get away to warmer climates. The
year of this adventure hubby and I had plans to rent a beach house
in the Bahamas. As soon as school ended we were up early for our
flight out of the cold. I couldn't wait to get to the warm sun and
take off most, if not all, of my clothes and enjoy the vacation.



 



The beach house was in a small compound for about 5 smaller houses.
It was built along a golf course on one side and the beach out the
back beyond the patio and pool. The beach was a wide stretch of
pure white sand leading to the deep blue water of the ocean.



 



Once we arrived I made a beeline to the beach and saw that it was,
for the most part un-occupied. After we settled in, we took our
golf cart into the town to look around and buy some provisions for
our stay. The town was small, but within about a mile or so of a
high-rise resort hotel. We were told by the locals that the hotel
was where things were happening.



 



I did notice a couple of women, obviously on vacation, wearing
thong bathing suits. I had never thought my skimpy two piece would
be considered large, I do manage to get a lot of stares when we go
to the beach back home, but it looked positively huge compared to
what these (older) women were wearing.



 



I asked in one of the local shops if they had suits like that.



 



"Sure m'am, all 'da ladies wear 'dem here," someone told me.



 



I was told they were referred to by the local men as "dental
floss."



 



Immediately I was on the hunt for a new suit that showed off
Isabell to her best. The bottom was a small triangle of unlined
material. I was glad that I had shaved smooth before the trip
(hubby likes it and it makes me feel sexy). The top was also very
small pieces of material that covered my nipples but did little to
cover the full swell of my tits. I looked pretty hot in the suit
and got a lot of appreciative stared from the tourists walking
through the shop. I bought three in different colors and patterns.



 



We took the gulf cart back to the house and I rushed to get out of
my clothes and into my new show off suit. My husband was quite
excited to see it; he had only gotten a glimpse back at the store.



 



He suggested we get out to the beach so he could take a few
pictures.



 



"Yea, the ones you can't show to the folks back home," I teased.



 



"I will if you want me to," he said.



 



"Best not," I said.



 



The beach was beautiful. Wide, white and pretty deserted. "Shall we
just walk or do you want to take the blanket?" my husband asked.



 



"Let's just walk and enjoy the beach for now," I said.



 



So off we started down the beautiful beach, me practically nude
feeling the warm sun on my body. It sure was just what I was hoping
to re-invigorate me after a few cold winter months.



 



Within a few yards of our cottage my husband reached up and pulled
on the tie to my top. It was pretty small and didn't take much
encouragement for it to come off. He smiled as I turned to him.



 



"Ok, wise guy, you want it off, you keep track of it," I said.



 



He pulled it from me and folded it up and stuck it in his pocket
and raised his camera to his eye and said, "Smile." We spent the
next few minutes taking a few topless pictures of me enjoying the
water and the beach. He smiled broadly the first time I came out of
the water. Seems no one bothered to tell me that the material was
see- through when it was wet. I should have know, when I saw that
it was unlined.



 



The sun was warm and we were enjoying the scenery and our time
together. We walked along chatting and further down the beach
passed a few folks out enjoying the sun and sand. Like I was, most
of the women were topless and most of the guys, Europeans I would
later learn, wore very small Speedo suits that gave me a good look
at their packages. I did a little window shopping before my husband
continued down the beach.



 



We walked back to the house and sat out on the pool patio having a
drink and making out. The pool patio has a large bed like place to
lie in the sun and we were laying on it. I was still topless and
laying near my husband.



 



He was kissing me and stroking my belly and thighs and I slowly
opened my legs to allow him access to my barely covered cunt. His
fingers traced over the outline of my vagina through the small
patch of material covering my pussy. It was warm, I was getting
hot, and the thought of being finger-fucked right there was a turn
on.



 



His fingers tickled my cunt lips and his thumb easily slid the
small patch of material to the side to allow him access to my
pussy.



 



I opened myself wider and felt his one finger slowly part my
excited pussy. It felt so good that I almost came immediately, but
I held back feeling him push a finger deeper into me. He probed for
my clit for a moment and soon he was making small circles around
it, exciting me more and more.



 



I instinctively spread my legs wider for him as he inserted two
fingers and began fucking me slowly with his fingers. He knows
exactly how I like it and he wasn't disappointing me one bit. I
raised my hips off the platform and he continued pleasuring me for
a few more minutes.



 



Slowly he withdrew his fingers, knelt on the platform and removed
his swim trunks. His dick was standing straight out and I reached
out to try to touch it.



 



He moved past me and straddled my head with his knees and lowered
himself down so his head was between my legs. Slowly his fingers
spread me again and I felt a bolt of lightning course through me as
his tongue licked at my clit.



 



Slowly, just the way I like my husband to, he slid his tongue
through the folds of my cunt. He eagerly licked at my pussy as I
reached for his cock that was throbbing near my head.



 



He continued to lick me as I rolled my head back slightly, took
hold of his beautiful cock, and engulfed its head with my mouth. He
moaned audibly as I swirled my tongue around the engorged head of
his cock.



 



He kept licking me and probing my cunt with his tongue as I
continued to eagerly suck his cock. I grasp the shaft with my hand
and pulled urging him to push more into my eager mouth. I love the
feel of a man's cock in my mouth and how with only a few motions of
my lips and tongue, I can excite and pleasure his cock.



 



Slowly I could feel him start to move his cock in and out of my
mouth. I adore the feeling of having a man fuck my mouth almost as
much as I enjoy a big dick fucking my cunt deep and hard.



 



He continued eagerly licking my engorged cunt lips and lapping
eagerly at my hardening clit. I swirled my tongue eagerly around
his cock head, my one hand firmly around his cock shaft and my
other hand cupping his balls.



 



After a few minutes of eagerly licking my pussy and fucking my
mouth I could feel his balls start to throb.



 



I knew he was going to come soon and I only hoped that he would get
me there before filling my mouth with his load. I raised my hips
slightly and his tongue slipped deeper into my moist pussy. He
lapped eagerly at my opening and quickly moved to my clit and
lapped at it hard.



 



That was all it took and I felt myself spasm with pleasure and
moments later I felt the first full gush as he started coming deep
in my mouth. He continued to lick my pussy lovingly as he continued
to shoot jet after jet of sperm into my mouth and down my throat.



 



I always have loved it when men come in my mouth. It is such a
turn-on for me.



 



I sucked eagerly at his rapidly deflating cock to get every last
drop of his semen. I am always amazed, also, that it seems that
every man's semen tastes different. My husband's is slightly salty
with a creamy consistency.



 



After he came, he rolled off and lay next to me on the platform.



 



"That," he said, "was one of your best cock sucking performances."
"I'd give you 5 out of 5 stars for that, sexy."



 



I was pleased to know that he had enjoyed it as much as I had. We
were a long way from home and the day was winding down. We had a
drink, took a shower, un-packed the few things we had brought and
headed to bed.



 



The next morning was warm and sunny. It was a beautiful day in
paradise. My husband made a list of things we needed and went back
into the village to shop. I put on another of my new, shockingly
small swimsuits and went out to sit by the pool.



 



After a few minutes I heard someone calling, "Hello."



 



I looked up to see a man walking toward me. For some reason I tried
to cover up with a towel as he approached.



 



"Oh, terribly sorry, don't let me disturb you. I'm one of your
neighbors and thought I'd drop by to say hello." He introduced
himself as Philipp, originally from England, but now a resident of
the Bahamas.



 



He said, "I was going to drop by last evening, but as I was
approaching I saw you and some lucky fellow engaged in what seemed
to be some sort of wrestling match."



 



I looked at him with a confused look on my face. "From what I saw
dear you seemed to be losing since he was on top."



 



It flashed through my head finally what he was talking about and I
could feel myself blushing.



 



"I must admit that I lingered a bit longer that I should have, but
it was such an exciting event that I couldn't take my eyes off you
two."



 



I stammered something about the fellow being my husband and that I
apologized for being so public.



 



"Never you mind lov, this is the Bahamas. The island of romance and
sex is part of romance," he said. "Just take a stroll down the
beach and you'll see lots of 'romance,' if you get my meaning."



 



I laughed and said, "You'll have to show us where to go, it sounds
naughty."



 



He was taller than my husband, older, I guessed late 30's early
40's, quite handsome and was wearing a Speedo that gave me an
almost complete view of his rather large cock. It was quite long
and thick, but also completely flaccid.



 



"Can I get you something," I said, getting up.



 



"No, just seeing you there is quite enough at present." "I love the
suit, most women can't handle our famous 'dental floss' swimwear."
"You figure was just meant for that."



 



I blushed slightly and thanked him.



 



Just them my husband returned from his outing. I introduced him to
Philipp and he offered him a drink.



 



"I'd love one," Philipp said. "Nothing like a glass of wine while
chatting with a beautiful woman and her very lucky husband."



 



"Philipp was passing by last evening while we were 'wrestling' last
night," I said.



 



"Wrestling? What are you talking about," said my husband.



 



"Well, I must explain," said Philipp. "I'm afraid I was a bit of a
peeping Tom yesterday, said Philipp. "I was on my way over to
introduce myself and saw you two. It was so exciting and lovely
that I just couldn't take my eyes off what was going on. I watch
and got aroused and when you finished I just couldn't walk up and
say, 'Hello,' could I? Besides my Willy was a bit rampant at the
time." "I do apologize, and hope my mentioning it didn't embarrass
you folks."



 



We sort of laughed it off and I said something like, "we'll be more
discrete for the rest of the week."



 



Philipp didn't miss a beat and said, "Oh I do hope not. I quite
like the way you look, even though that suit you have on doesn't
cover much."



 



I thought to myself, "This guy is pretty suave. Comes in makes a
pass at me, and makes another while my husband is standing right
there." "This could be an interesting week.



 



"Yes, she does have a great body," my husband said. "She is one of
my best models."



 



Philipp and he then struck up a conversation about photography and
art and we went back out by the pool to enjoy the wine and the day.



 



About an hour or so later, and at least one or two bottles of wine,
Philipp said, "Well, I'll leave you two to enjoy the day." "If you
are going out to the beach later, I can show you some beautiful
spots to sunbathe and snorkel."



 



We told Philipp we would like that and made plans to have him stop
by later.



 



After Philipp left we had lunch and my husband kept smirking.



 



"What," I said?



 



"You know you couldn't take your eyes off his dick the entire time
he was here," he said.



 



"So, he was practically nude," I said.



 



He motioned in my direction, "and you are completely covered?"
pointing out that my pussy and tits were barely covered by my
"dental floss."



 



"Considering how you're dressed I think he showed remarkable
restraint to keep 'Willy' inside that Speedo.



 



"Good thing he did," I said, "Can you imagine how big 'Willy' might
get when 'rampant?'"



 



"You are such a size queen," he said, "I'm amazed that you pay any
attention to mine at all."



 



"It's not the size of the tool," I said, "but the skill of the
carpenter."



 



"Keep lying to me, it helps my ego when I see your infatuation with
'Willy's' of various size," he said.



 



I smiled and kissed him.



 



About two hours later Philipp showed up and looked somewhat
disappointed that we weren't fucking (at least that is how I
interpreted his look). He had a different Speedo on and a shoulder
bag with a couple of bottles of wine and a blanket.



 



We set off down the beach to one of his "favorite spots." The beach
was disserted and I asked Philipp about the lack of others. He
said, "Most of the tourists go to Grand Bahama Island or New
Providence where Nassau is. These smaller islands don't have the
casinos and the nightlife that folks are looking for."



 



As we walked I noticed a twinkle in my husband's eye. Suddenly I
felt my top come untied and I turned quickly to try to see who had
untied it.



 



"There is no one around, enjoy the sun," my husband said. "I don't
think you will offend Philipp."



 



Philipp quickly chimed in, "not in the least. Seems to me quite the
shame that those lovely breasts of yours are ever covered." "If I
had tits like yours I'd never cover them. Too lovely not to share."



 



"Thank you kind sir," I said, as I pulled the small top off.



 



"Lovely, simply lovely," I head Philipp say.



 



We walked a bit further and just around a slight bend was a
beautiful spot near a large outcropping of rocks.



 



"Here we are," said Philipp. "Lovely view of the beautiful waters
and complete privacy."



 



"Wrestling encouraged," he said with a glint in his eye.



 



We spread out the blanket, opened the wine and had a toast to "new
friends" and to the beautiful beach.



 



"And to Isabell sharing her lovely body with us," Philipp added. I
looked over at him to see if he had actually meant what he said. I
could tell by his wry smile that he knew exactly what he said.



 



We lay in the sun for a couple of hours just chatting and talking
about our lives and careers. Philipp was a successful developer in
Great Britain. We didn't mention our "adventures" from the past.



 



To cool myself, I got up and walked into the water and swam around
for a few minutes. As I walked out of the water I noticed that
Philipp was staring in my direction. I then realized that the small
patch of fabric covering my pussy was transparent from being wet. I
stood before him on the blanket and toweled myself off. He didn't
take his eyes off my cunt.



 



After more wine, I asked Philipp if he'd like to join me in the
water. He eagerly said yes and we walked to the water.
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