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Jack

Miriam and I have been married for 10 years now. I was 22 years old when we married. She was 30. The men at the law firm she worked for jokingly called me her boy toy and did not mind me hearing them say it. 

To be honest, it was Miriam who proposed marriage to me. “I can help your career and I want to be married to a famous author,” she told me. I was young, and to be honest, I was smitten with her voluptuous body that she had no reservations about sharing it with me. 

Being with a real woman was such a change from the fickle girls I dated in high school and college. I met Miriam at a book signing. My first to be exact. My first two books had been best sellers and garnered me quite a bit of attention. 

Miriam was not the only older woman who was interested in getting my attention. But she was persistent. Even our first date was arranged by her. We were married within 3 months of meeting. When I look back now, I think I may have been a bit hasty in marrying the first women who showed an interest in me. 

During the first five years we were married, Miriam dragged me out to every party, every business dinner and every charity event that she was involved in. I always felt on display. As if she were showing off her boy toy. 

The lawyers that she worked alongside with made no bones about the fact that I was too young and did not fit in their crowd. They took every opportunity to make fun of me and say demeaning things to me. 

Over the past five years since Miriam became one of the partners at the law firm, she has stopped taking me anywhere with her. On the few occasions like Christmas parties, she makes me feel like she is embarrassed to be seen with me. I have stopped going anywhere with her.
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Miriam

In my heart I love Jack. He is a good young man. He tries his best to be a good husband and partner. I must say that the first five years we were married that I was quite captivated by him. 

Jack is a very talented writer. He spends hours in the  basement gym and has the body of an Adonis. He has a huge cock and knows how to use it. Yet tends to be unimaginative and a bit inexperienced. Being his first real lover, Jack did not learn the lessons a man my age or older would have learned by now. 

Over the past 5 years, I got tired of always being the one to think of different sex things to do together. I also became more annoyed with his lack of education. He has a four year bachelors degree in English Lit. Compared to my 7 years of education including 3 years of law school, his intellect seems blatantly lacking the older I get.

I really do love Jack, but I don’t feel “In Love” with him anymore. Sometimes I wonder if I ever really was in love with him. Smitten and sexually attracted, yes. But in love? I just don’t know anymore. 

I have scheduled a weeklong vacation for us at the Grand Hedonist Resort in Jamaica starting this weekend. I hope to maybe rekindle some of what I once felt. But who knows, maybe Jack could find someone his age to play with and it would prompt him to move on with his life. 

I would miss Jack from my mansion. But I am busy enough and well enough established that I would hardly ever have to spend a night alone if I didn’t want to. Yes, maybe this can be a last hurrah before Jack and I part ways.  

Jack

I am shocked when I read through the site page of the resort that Miriam is taking me to. It is a nudist resort!


Grand Hedonist Resort Jamaica



Thanks to the unlimited food, drink and entertainment, you never need to step foot away from this secure and private resort. That means that no clothes are required for the entire length of your stay. Nudity is not recommended here, it is required so no one feels uncomfortable.

Holy shit! I’ll be required to be naked the entire trip. With the only exceptions being the restaurants and dance club that require clothes for health purposes. But the blurb mentions that transparent clothes are encouraged in those areas.

I have never been naked in public before. But in reading this synopsis, I will be required to be naked the entire week at this resort. What the hell is Miriam thinking? She knows what a private person I am. 
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Jack

It was a 7 hour flight to Jamaica from Seattle. We left Seattle at 10am Saturday morning. With the two hour time difference and the half hour helicopter ride from Kingston to Negril, we arrived at 7:30pm Saturday evening.

“Great, we can get dressed for dinner and then afterwards go to the hot tubs to have a few drinks and soak in the nice hot bubbling water,” Miriam suggested after we were led to out condo style room for the week. “Who knows what else might bubble up,” she purred while she stripped naked.

I am practically shell shocked when Miriam reappears from the bedroom in a transparent dress that is very similar to a short see thru robe. 
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