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Preface
Like Honeymoon Hazards before it, this book also came out of my struggles with a gloomier story I was trying to tell. I needed a break from a dysfunctional couple and so started to write a story where the husband and wife were in it together from the start. Despite the title, this isn’t a dark story in any real sense. “Dark” in this case, as you may have guessed, refers to the interracial themes.
I have written a couple of interracial stories in the past, but I’ve never been happy with them. Various reasons, but mostly the problem is that the stereotypical portrayal of “black bulls” makes me uncomfortable. Yes, I know it is fantasy, but anyway, the whole interracial/breeder/sissification stuff has never really been my scene. That said, I like the way this story turned out. Just as I hope that BDSM readers were willing to accept my softer approach to that fetish in The Surrogate Master, I hope that readers looking for an interracial story will be willing to look past the liberties I’ve taken with the usual conventions of the genre.
As always, a big thanks to Kenny Wright for important substantive recommendations on the story as well as design and production assistance. And a huge thank you to longtime reader RP for helping catch typos and other glitches.
BB



Chapter One
“So, did you ever make it with a black guy?”
My wife, Jennifer, slapped me lightly across the chest. “Oh my God, Jeremy. You did not just say that!”
Still, she giggled playfully.
I looked over at her, naked beneath the covers. She looked good. She always looks good, but I particularly love this incarnation of her. Naked; long, blond hair a mess; her face glowing from recent sex.
“Thinking about Captain Wallace?” she asked.
“Aha!” I spun to face her. “How did you know who I was thinking about?”
She blushed a little. “Well, he’s the last black man we met.”
“What about Denny? And Thom.”
“Oh, Denny is just a kid, and Thom isn’t really my type.”
“But Captain Wallace is,” I persisted.
She smirked. “I don’t know why you’d think that. Just because he’s tall, looks like a young Denzel, and has muscles that I didn’t think you could have without Photoshop...”
We’d met Reg Wallace a little more than an hour earlier, when he’d welcomed us aboard the Sun Rose, a seventy-six foot, luxury sail-yacht I’d chartered for a romantic week of cruising the Caribbean. He was six-foot-three and built like an NFL wide receiver. Not a hint of fat, just lean, corded muscles. The white uniform, his brilliant smile, and delightful Bahamian accent were almost overkill.
And he was black. Very, very black.
“So you never answered my question. Have you? A black man?”
Jennifer is very, very white. Long, straight, blond hair down past her shoulder blades. Really blond, not quite straw, and too silky for that term anyway, but very light, like bottled sunshine. Pale, almost alabaster skin, perfectly smooth, flawless even without makeup. Gorgeous dark blue eyes, almond shaped. Full, red lips, slightly upturned at the corners as if always ready to burst into a smile. And that smile… that’s really the kicker. A slightly goofy grin, the smile on your buddy’s kid sister, the one you’d love to date, but can’t because of the bro’ code or some such bullshit, even though you regret it the rest of your life. Silly, inviting, amused, flirtatious, possessed of some secret knowledge. It was that smile that saved Jennifer from being labeled on sight an ice queen.
She gave me that smile. “Would you like me to?”
To have been with a black man in the past? Or to do it in the future?
I wimped out on answering her. “It was just a question.”
“Were you thinking of me being with him just now?” While we were having sex.
I started to protest, “That’s not –“
But she cut me off, “It was just a question.”
“I asked mine first.”
“But mine is the more interesting one, isn’t it?” she noted accurately.
Truth is, I had been thinking about him. I don’t often think of my wife with other men. At least not specific men. Of course, when she goes to the gym in those obscene yoga pants, I can’t help but think of other men seeing her like that, and I wonder sometimes if there’s a particularly hunky personal trainer she’s ever noticed. But it has never been a specific, identifiable individual. I’ve never fantasized about my wife screwing my boss or my best friend or whatever common wife-sharing fantasy men have. That just wasn’t where my mind went… until just now, because there was something about Reginald Wallace: his movie-star looks; the fact that we were about to embark on a weeklong journey at sea with him; the way he’d looked at my wife, respectful and yet admiring; and most of all the color of his skin. I know that makes me sound like a weirdo fetishist, but from the moment I saw him, I couldn’t shake the image of his lean, muscular, black body between her creamy white thighs, his long dark fingers entwined in her golden locks, his big, black cock…
She snapped her fingers at me. “Earth to Jeremy. You there?”
She rose up, letting the sheet slide off her. Even after thirteen years together, I still couldn’t stop from staring at her perfect breasts. They were a little bigger than when we’d met – having a couple of kids will do that—but just as gorgeous, shapely, mid-sized orbs with small pink areolas, and amazing raspberry nipples.
“Yeah, sorry,” I muttered. “I was just…”
“…thinking about something.”
She giggled, though her eyes were on me like lasers, searching for that something. She looked away and composed herself, and then turned back toward me, her face suddenly serious.
“What do you mean my husband’s check bounced, Captain Wallace? I don’t know what could have happened.”
I felt my cock twitch. She was initiating a version of our game. It was inspired by how we originally met. She was twenty-one and at the time, the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in person. I was twenty-eight, pumped up about having just received a big investment from a venture capital firm, making me worth nine figures on paper. She was a taking a journalism class at Berkeley and showed up at our offices to write a story on our amazing, disruptive, brilliant innovation.
Even though I’d agreed to meet, I almost blew her off, until my assistant curtly informed me, “you’ll want to meet this one.” She was in jeans and a tank top with spaghetti straps, cute cork sandals that made her look even taller than her five foot seven inches. Gorgeous, unapproachable. Without the high from the new capital, I’d have never had the guts to say, “I’ll give you the interview if you agree to have dinner with me.”
Clumsy. Arrogant. Unprofessional. If she’d been a real reporter rather than a college student in a journalism class, that would have been the end of it. But she seemed amused.
“Interview first, and if you answer my questions, then I’ll think about it,” she replied, grinning.
I almost burst out do you know how much I’m worth? But I knew better than to press my luck. It was an easy interview anyway. She wanted me to tell her about my genius and I was all too happy to oblige. I took her out to dinner that night, designer sushi, hand-crafted sake. I pontificated. She smiled. At the end of the dinner, she gave me a kiss on the cheek.
I almost wrote her off. A twelve-hundred dollar meal with the hottest young entrepreneur in San Francisco and all I got was a kiss on the cheek.
But in our game, she was the desperate one. Willing to do anything for an interview. We’d mixed it up over time. Secretary and boss. Pot smoking babysitter and angry dad. That one was actually based on something that happened to us. But she’d always been playing the role. I’d always been, well, me. Now she was still Jennifer, and I was… Captain Wallace?
I couldn’t do a Bahamian accept. So I settled for Barry White, dropping my voice an octave. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Howard, but it seems like there were insufficient funds in his account.” I hesitated, unsure how to proceed. “I’m afraid we’ll have to alert the authorities.”
She gasped convincingly. “Oh please, you can’t do that. He’s about to sell his business. That would ruin everything.”
She managed to coax a tear from her eye. She really should have gone into acting.
“I’m sorry, but I don’t have any choice.”
“No, listen, it’s all my fault. I went shopping last week, got carried away. Please, we’re good for the money. I’ll do anything if you give us another chance.”
“Anything?”
She blushed. “No. I didn’t mean that. Please, Captain Wallace. I’m a married woman.”
“Don’t worry, I won’t tell him. And you don’t want him to find out about that shopping binge, do you?”
“I can’t.”
“Fine. We’ll return to Nassau tonight and call –“
“No, please!” A pause. Then: “Okay, but promise you won’t tell him. Promise you won’t tell my husband about all the dirty things you’re going to make me do.”
I forced a laugh. I tried to make it sinister, but I’m not half the actor my wife is.
“Depends on how well you please me.”
“Oh, I know you’ll like it,” she cooed. She put her hand to my chest and slowly trailed her fingertips down over my belly. Her blue eyes sparkled mischievously. “I’ve never been with a black man. Is it true what they say?”
“That’s right, baby,” I croaked. “Once you go black, you never go back.”
Her hand closed around my hard cock. “You’re much bigger than my husband.”
“Is he too small for you?” I asked defensively, my voice slipping momentarily to my normal register.
“Oh, I’m very satisfied with him, but this thing... I don’t know if I can handle it.”
Reassured, I went back to my Barry White voice. “Why don’t you get a closer look.”
She grinned and ducked down beneath the covers. I gasped as she swallowed me whole. Her hands fondled my balls, her tongue swished around my shaft as she bobbed up and down on me. I pulled back the sheet so I could get a better view.
“Oh God, Mrs. Howard, you’re good at that,” I moaned.
She peered up at me. “I love sucking on your big, black cock.”
I nearly came. Deep breath. Deep breath. Deep breath. I looked down to see her struggling to avoid laughing. She grinned. Almost got you. She went back to work, more slowly now, giving me at least a fighting chance to hold out.
I reached down and squeezed her firm ass. She scooted closer to me to give me better access, and I took advantage of it by slipping my fingertips down her butt crack, over her sensitive anus, and then began fondling her pussy from behind. She was very wet. I’d come inside her just a few minutes earlier, but it was obvious she was also very turned on. I plunged a finger, then two, inside her. She moaned loudly, her mouth still on my cock, the vibrations again almost setting me off. I fingered her faster. She gasped and let my prick slip from her mouth, resting her head on my belly and stroking my shaft with her hand as I got her closer.
She released me and sidled up beside me pressing her face into the crook of my neck, kissing and nibbling on my throat, my ear lobes, my chin. I looked down and our lips met. We kissed wetly, passionately. She broke the embrace.
“I want you to fuck me, Captain Wallace. I want you to fuck me with your big, black cock.”
I groaned, speechless as she threw her leg over me. She grabbed a hold of my prick and deftly impaled herself on it. She slid her knees forward and rose up above me, her long, blond hair fanning out over her shoulders. She placed her palms on my chest and began to ride me. My eyes were drawn inexorably to the sight of my prick disappearing into her hot, closely cropped snatch.
“Just relax Captain,” she sighed. “Let me show you how grateful I am.”
Jennifer was a dancer. Ballet, jazz, hip-hop as a kid, cheer squad in high school. She has exquisite control over her body, her hips. She started slowly, pumping her ass up and down, pausing at the top so that my cock almost slipped out, grinding against my pelvis at the bottom. I reached up and fondled her breasts, tweaking her exquisitely sensitive nipples.
She sped up. I moaned softly.
“You like that, don’t you Captain? You like having your big, black cock inside my married, white pussy.”
“Yes,” I croaked. “Fuck me with your slutty, white snatch.”
She began moving faster, twerking on my prick. I handled her tits more roughly.
“Oh God, Captain. You’re going to make me come. You’re going to make this white slut come on your black cock.”
I began thrusting upward, meeting her rapid movements. My cock slurped wetly in and out of her pussy. She gasped.
“That’s it,” she hissed. I felt her pussy spasm on my shaft. “Yes, Captain, oh God, thank you Captain, thank you, Captain Wallace.”
I groaned and passed the point of no return. I grabbed her hips to hold her steady and thrust in deep before coming inside her.
She gracefully collapsed onto my chest. She kissed my neck.
“My first black man,” she cooed.
“My thousandth white slut,” I replied. “But the best yet.”
She giggled and rolled off me.
“God, Jeremy, if anyone had heard us they’d think I was a Klansman.”
“Klanswoman. At least you didn’t call me the n-word.”
“Oh, I considered it, but thought it might be overkill.”
“Probably,” I acknowledged.
I looked over at her and she grinned. “Well, hubby, did that scratch your itch? Or do I need to go out on deck and screw the real Captain Wallace?”
I felt my cock twitch. I hesitated. Sanity returned. “No, honey, I think this more than scratches the itch.”
She’d caught the moment of indecision. “Good, because I don’t want to have sex with anyone but you,” she replied, but I could see her reaction play across her face: surprise, amusement, and… excitement?



Chapter Two
It was weird to see that much money in my bank account. $12,111,213. It hadn’t seemed real until the wire transfer cleared. But there it was. The sale had gone through. I was, at 42, suddenly rich and unemployed. Well, not “rich, rich.” There were still some debts to clear off from the early start-up days, and we hadn’t done a good job of saving up for college for our kids, Angie 13 and Brent 11, and we had a big mortgage, and even if it wasn’t for those things, twelve million is still a little tight to retire in San Francisco in your early forties.
I laughed. Talk about a first world problem!
But what the money did mean was that I had time to work out my next career and some mad money to enjoy the time in between.
There wasn’t any question of pulling the kids out of their spring break ski camp in Tahoe, which meant that Jennifer and I had an opportunity to get away and really treat ourselves. We talked about getting an over-water villa in Bora Bora, renting a house on Lake Como in Italy, but ultimately we settled on what we’d often talked about as our dream second honeymoon, a week on a luxury sail yacht cruising the Caribbean.
I’m a pretty good amateur sailor, but certainly not skilled enough to handle a nearly eighty foot yacht, and anyway, I wanted to relax, not spend all day, every day working, so we chartered a boat with a crew of three to cruise around the Islands for a week.
We flew the red-eye into Miami, then took a charter flight to Nassau, and were met by a limousine, which brought us out to the yacht. White and gleaming, it was a gorgeous boat, modern, with large comfortable outdoor space, and a polished modern interior.
Jennifer giggled as she stepped aboard. “I knew I made the right decision when I dug my hooks into you.”
“I thought I got my hooks into you when I got you pregnant.”
“How do you know I didn’t prick a hole in the rubber?”
“How do you know I didn’t?” I replied.
“You bastard,” she hissed in mock outrage.
I grinned. I’d always thought I’d gotten the better end of the deal. Heck, I still did, even with $12 million added to the scale. I always joked that I’d reversed the traditional order of things. I got the trophy wife first. The money, which for a while didn’t look like it might ever come, later.
Truth was, we happened to meet at the only moment in my life when I might have made a play for her. I’m not a bad looking guy, but I’m, I guess, average. Five foot ten. Average. Mousy, thinning brown hair. Average. One-hundred-sixty-five pounds. Average. Approaching a girl like her cold seemed as daunting as climbing Everest. Luckily, I’d had an in.
After our “date,” she’d sent me a copy of the story she’d written about us. It was tough, but fair. Jennifer would have made an excellent business reporter had she stuck with it. I asked her out again. I told myself I wanted to convince her about our business model. She accepted but with a condition that made that my plan moot – that we not talk business. I bridled. Business was my life. I lived and breathed it. Except… I didn’t. And she became my escape, the one person in my life who wanted to talk about something other than marketing “social.”
My net worth went from nine figures to eight to seven as we took in new capital to fund our wild growth. We had almost 500 employees by the time we went belly up. By then Jennifer and I were dating. She’d graduated and moved in with me and almost immediately ended up pregnant. Dumb luck. Brilliant luck in retrospect. Dumb at the time.
We married. That was thirteen years ago. Lucky thirteen. My ship had finally come in. Finally turned paper wealth into actual, no shit, money in the bank. Not enough to retire on in luxury, but enough to be able to afford a week on this amazing yacht with my beautiful wife.
The red-eye had left us drained. So we’d gone below for a quick nap, which had turned into some very fun sex.
***
When we re-emerged from the master cabin after a shower and nap, the ship was under full sail. Thom, the cook, a squat, older, black man with white hair, handed us each a glass of champagne.
“Capt’n said to go on up when you’re ready.”
We took our glasses and climbed up onto the bridge. Captain Reginald Wallace was at the wheel, surrounded by a high-tech console full of digital readouts. In his crisp white shorts and shirt, he looked every inch the competent professional, and yet even as he checked the gauges and periodically spoke instructions through a microphone to Denny who was up front trimming the jib, his animal physicality burst through.
I cleared my throat.
He turned and gave us a broad smile.
“Mr. and Mrs. Howard. I hope you’re both refreshed.”
I felt myself blush. Yes, Captain, we just had a lovely time fantasizing about you. Luckily, Jennifer was more poised.
“Yes, thank you. The stateroom is lovely.”
It was. A surprisingly large suite, with a king size bed and a sitting room.
“Since you’re our only guests this week, we were able to open it up. But even still, there is no place like being on deck.”
He waved his arms across the vista of choppy sea, blue skies, and white, puffy clouds.
“I thought you might enjoy running with the wind for a while,” he added.
I nodded. “It’s gorgeous out here.”
“No place like the sea,” he replied. “Why don’t you take your drinks onto the forward deck. I’ll have Thom bring you some snacks.”
“Thank you Captain,” Jennifer said as we left the bridge.
“Yes, thank you.”
“Just let us know how we can make you comfortable. We’re completely at your disposal,” he said.
I nodded and followed my wife forward.
***
The “snack” Captain Wallace spoke of turned out to be a delicious Lobster Nicoise served on white linen and fine bone china. Thom was a gourmet chef and it showed in both the food and the presentation.
Jennifer laughed.
“What?”
“This is crazy. Is this our life from now on?”
She was smiling broadly, looking, as usual, gorgeous in a sheer, flowered sundress, her hair in a ponytail, her cheeks reddened from the champagne and sun. She was wearing a pair of mirrored aviator glasses, a look she somehow pulled off.
“Well, maybe not like this. Not yet at least. The next one will set us up for good.”
“So what is the next one, Jeremy?”
I shrugged. Truth is, I had no idea. But I knew that with the success of my now-sold company, Trion, I wouldn’t have any trouble finding investors, and I’d be able to drive a harder deal, keep a large equity share. But there was time for that later.
“I don’t know. And I don’t want to think about it. I just want to enjoy a week at sea with the most beautiful woman in the world.”
She frowned. “You bastard. You invited Scarlett Johansson to join us?”
I laughed. “I should have. I mean, you get Captain Wallace to drool over. Doesn’t seem fair that it is just you and four guys.”
“The four of you together couldn’t handle me. No room for another girl on my ship.”
I rolled my eyes. “Last of the red hot mommas, eh?”
“Where does that phrase come from anyway?”
“Ooh, ooh, I actually know that. Sophie Tucker. She was like a vaudeville star or something. Sort of an early Mae West.”
She shook her head. “Oh my God, I married a nerd.”
I reached out and pulled her into my lap. “That’s us, the nerd and the cheerleader.”
I put my arm around her and held her tight, enjoying the feel of her slender body against mine. The weather was gorgeous, luxuriant, and this was a perfect moment. I wished I could bottle it and keep it with me forever.
***
Captain Wallace kept us running with the wind almost due north for the next couple of hours, and then as the sun started to set he began to curl the boat northeast and our first destination at Harbour Island. The plan was to anchor at Harbour and then depending on the forecast either tack our way down the ocean-side coast of Eleuthera toward Cat, or if the ocean was too rough, double back and do the same thing on the leeward side of the Island.
Either way, most of the sailing to Harbour would occur after nightfall so we were still moving almost due north when we began dinner with a stunning open ocean sunset off the port side of the yacht.
The main course at dinner was a seared grouper, with a surprising subtle tropical salsa. It’s a dish I’m always skeptical of. The salsa is usually too heavily spiced, which masks the flavor of the fish… which is probably the intention with the deep frozen crap most places serve. The more mellow flavors also allowed Thom to pair it with a lovely Pouilly-Fumé, a much better use of Chardonnay than the over-oaked California version. Chocolate mousse for dessert. Gourmet coffee. After, we moved to the rear deck, more sheltered from the wind, to sip our cognacs.
I yawned. It had been a long day.
Jennifer rapped me on the shoulder. “Oh no mister. I need you awake for a while longer.”
I chuckled. “Didn’t you get enough this afternoon?”
“Not by a long shot. I told you, you couldn’t keep up with me. Do we need to call for reinforcements?”
“Oh you’d like that.”
She grinned. “I think you would too.”
I gave a big fake sigh. “Alright, let’s get it over with.”
I stood to rise, but she pushed me back down.
“Give me a few minutes, big boy, I need to freshen up.”
I watched her walk away. I’ll be damned if she didn’t get sexier every year. She was less “perfect” than she’d been. At thirty-five, she had a little sag in her boobs, a few lines beginning around her eyes, and her butt was firm rather than rock hard as it had been. And all of that just made her that much more appealing.
I heard some voices coming from above. Wallace and his crew probably talking about the night watch. They’d taken down most of the sails, left just enough to keep us moving slowly toward our destination. The boat was super advanced. Except in a storm, it could sail itself, but I knew they’d still be keeping watch. Though the crew was exceptionally skilled at being unobtrusive, or maybe because of that fact, Jennifer and I needed to remember they were still around. We’d been at full sail during our afternoon lovemaking so they probably hadn’t heard us. But if she started screaming, fuck me, Captain Wallace at night, we’d probably get our share of funny looks… and more… the next morning.
I could feel my cock beginning to stiffen as I replayed our last session in my mind. And now she had something else planned for me. A dark thought crossed my mind. Now that I’d struck it rich, Jennifer was going to fuck me to death for the inheritance. Not that it would be a bad way to go. I drained my cognac and went inside.
I edged my way through the salon, past the big wide-screen TV, down the steps toward the master suite. As I approached the door, I heard music coming from inside, a soft, sultry Jazz beat. I stepped inside. The lights were dimmed, the bed turned down.
I turned to see her stepping out of the bathroom. I let out a low whistle.
“You like?”
“Um, yeah.”
She was wearing a white, fishnet bodysuit, with ties down the front. Like a gift-wrapped present. She’d brushed out her hair, and it hung in a silky wave, draped over her right shoulder. She had reapplied her makeup. Her lips were shiny, very, very red.
She stepped closer. “I didn’t lie about the shopping spree. I have expensive little surprises for every day of this trip.”
She pulled on the first tie and it slipped open, completely exposing her left breast, her lovely nipple hard and begging to be sucked.
There are times when I just can’t resist her. When I just need to devour her. I leaned forward and swallowed her engorged nipple into my mouth. She gasped at my hunger. Her arms wrapped around my head. I pulled open the other side of her outfit, and sucked strands of hair as well as her nipple into my mouth.
“Easy tiger,” she moaned. “I want to take care of you.”
“No,” I growled.
I reached around, lifted her off the floor, and carried her over to the bed. Placing her on the mattress, I resumed my attack on her boobs, sucking each nipple until it was wet and shiny, her areolas reddened and puffy. I undid the second knot and moved lower, kissing and licking her belly, my hands replacing my mouth on her tits, tweaking her nipples as she squirmed excitedly. I was close enough that I could smell her excitement. It was more intoxicating than a dozen cognacs. I looked up at her, staring down at me, heavy lidded, silky strands of hair draped across her beautiful face, caught between her pursed, shiny lips.
I pulled on the final silky strand and peeled open the bodysuit. I slid lower still and from between her legs looked up at her naked body lain out before me. She was squirming slightly, her hips shimmying from side to side on the soft, finely woven sheets. I could see her smiling at me between the valley formed by her lovely breasts. I glanced down at her blonde muff, downy, trimmed short. I sometimes fantasized about her being completely shaved, but that almost seemed like a waste of a natural blonde.
There is nothing I enjoy more than eating her sweet pussy. I would do it all night if she’d let me, but after a few minutes it gets to be too much for her. So I like to take my time. I traced her soft lips with my fingertip. A quick lick. She shuddered. I spread her open, exposing her delicate pink. I think it’s weird to make it one’s life work, but I totally get Georgia O’Keeffe’s obsession with the beauty of a woman’s vulva. It is really a work of art. I ran the tip of my tongue around her labia, tasting her excitement.
“Oh God, stop teasing me,” she hissed.
I laughed. “You want it, huh?”
She nodded.
“Say it.”
She hesitated. She likes to talk dirty sometimes, but her kinks tended to be submissive. Offering to be taken was one thing. Asking to be serviced was more difficult. I kissed her pussy gently, little teasing, butterfly kisses. She moaned. I looked up and our eyes met. I tried to signal her with my gaze, Do it.
Jennifer groaned in frustration as I continued to withhold what she wanted. And then she cracked. “Eat my pussy, you bastard.”
I chuckled. “You sure?”
“Yes,” she growled. “Eat it. Unless you want me to go on deck and find someone else who will.”
I groaned. She’d found the right button to push. I lowered my mouth to her mound and sucked her hard. She bucked, thrusting her pussy against my face. I gave her firm licks, pressed my tongue inside her, flicked at her clit, then sucked her engorged little nub into my mouth. She reached down and grabbed my head with both hands as if trying to pull me inside. She moaned and shuddered and I knew she was getting close.
She rarely lets me finish her off like that, but I thought she might this time. Instead I felt her fist close painfully on my hair as she pulled me off.
“I want you inside me.”
I hesitated, really wanting to finish what I’d started with my mouth. Her eyes flashed.
“I need a cock. Any cock will do,” she taunted, her eyes looking upward toward the ceiling and beyond to the bridge where Captain Wallace was stationed.
I had a fleeting, searing vision. Of me refusing. Of her rising from the bed and exiting our stateroom naked. Of her approaching him. Lying back on his instruments console, legs spread, inviting him to take her.
I fumbled with my pants, pulling them down just enough, and then I launched myself upward. She spread her legs wide, welcomed me with her arms, and I thrust inside her roughly.
She gasped, then moaned, “faster.”
Not that she needed to ask. I was already an enraged bull. I pounded my prick over and over into my wife’s drenched cunt. She craned her neck upward and sucked on my earlobe, her breath hot and moist on my cheek.
I was so close, but I was too excited to slow. Luckily, she was just as far along as I was. I felt my balls tighten, and just before my first spurt, I felt her pussy clench my cock rhythmically. I joined her climax an instant later. I collapsed, gasping, onto her.
“I like what the sea does to you,” she teased.
“It’s what you do to me.”
“You know the thing with,” she nodded toward the ceiling, “is just a game.”
I rolled off her. “I know.” I almost said more. It doesn’t have to be. But those words didn’t make it out of my mind. Still, her comment had invited a fuller response from me and by not providing one, I was leaving things open.
“So you have more of these outfits?” I asked, changing the subject.
She giggled. “Yup. Now that you’re a multimillionaire, I need to up my game. Otherwise, you’ll leave me for some twenty-one-year-old Berkeley journalism student.”
Jennifer actually manages all our finances and does our taxes. She knows that California is a community property state, which means that what is mine is hers. So I knew that this was just an act on her part. Still I appreciated the sentiment.
“Bikinis too,” she added.
“Yeah?”
“You can’t actually swim in most of them. They are for lying out. And being seen.”
“Sounds impractical.”
She laughed. “Depends on what you’re trying to accomplish.”
“And what are you trying to accomplish?”
“I told you. I want to keep my husband interested…. And, well, if other men notice, then that just contributes to the goal. Doesn’t it?”
And I’ll be damned if I didn’t feel my cock twitch again at the thought of Denny, Thom, and especially Captain Wallace, admiring those new, impractical bikinis of hers.



Chapter Three
We woke the next morning to the sun shining brightly through the curtains, creating ribbons of light across the bed. There was a weird grinding noise coming from the front of the boat. Curious, I pulled on a pair of shorts and a tee shirt. Jennifer drew her hair into a ponytail and wrapped herself in a robe. Anything more was usually too much to ask of her before her morning coffee.
Thom had set up a table on the forward deck, under an awning for shade. With the boat at rest, it was a nice spot to eat, a great 360 degree view, and a lovely breeze. We were anchored off Harbour Island. Or least trying to anchor. That was the source of the noise. Denny and Captain Wallace were turning some handles up front.
“Electric winch burned out,” Thom explained as he poured coffee. “They’re setting it manually and we’ll fix it while you’re at the beach.”
He pointed out to the west, to a stunning stretch of pink sand beach.
“There’s a path through across the Island, so you can go into Dunmore Town for lunch. Cap thought you might enjoy that, and we can sail around and pick you up from the harbor in the afternoon.”
I looked over at Jennifer to see if she was on board, but she was in her own world. I followed her gaze and smirked. She hadn’t even glanced in the direction of the beach. Instead, she was staring hard at the two men at the bow. Both Denny and Wallace were stripped down to their shorts, working hard at turning the cranks. Despite the cooling breeze, they were both sweaty, their ebony skin glistening in the sunlight. Wallace’s muscles were bulging and straining. Even his back was ripped. Denny looked smaller, but that was only in comparison to Wallace. I hadn’t realized how young he was, probably eighteen or nineteen. He was even leaner than Wallace, wiry even, but his muscles were equally well defined.
“That sounds like a plan,” I replied to Thom, who also had a grin on his face.
“Would you like omelets? I make a tomato-cayenne version for myself, but can do something less spicy if you prefer.”
I waited a moment for my wife to reply. She was still in a trance, so I replied for her.
“That sounds delicious. And could we have some Bloody Marys to go with that?”
He nodded. “Exactly what I’d have recommended myself.”
As Thom disappeared, I sidled closer to Jennifer.
“Imagine what those two could do to you. One at each –“
“No, don’t,” she interrupted, her tone grave.
I jolted upright. “Baby, I’m sorry, I was just kidding around, you know—”
She turned to me and after a moment, smiled, “I mean, don’t tempt me.”
I shook my head and chuckled. “Would you really?”
“What? You mean now? Or if I was 21 again, on spring break or something?”
I shrugged. “I don’t know. Either? Both?”
“Well, now, of course not. Because we’re married. And it would be wrong and dangerous.” Why did it sound like she was trying to convince herself of that? “But back then?” She grinned. “Probably.”
“I don’t believe you. You’ve always been much too proper.”
She rolled her eyes. “You do know I wasn’t a virgin when we met, right?”
We’d outlined our sexual histories pretty early in our relationship. Since I was so much older than she was – seven years seemed like a lot at the time—she, in particular, was worried that I might be some sort of cad. As it turned out, we’d both had about the same number of lovers. Six for her. Seven for me.
“Oh, you were a pretty good girl, if I recall.”
“That’s only because you robbed the cradle before I had a chance to rack up some real numbers. Anyway, back then I could be tempted by the promise of a good time. And that,” she said nodding toward the bow of the boat, “would be a good time.”
Thom’s return pre-empted my reply. And it gave me a moment to think. He placed the omelets before us, and handed us each a lovely Bloody Mary with a celery stalk stirrer. I glanced over at Denny and Wallace, hard at work and sweating, and suddenly I pictured Jennifer sandwiched between them, her light skin contrasting with their darkness, her hands wrapped around Wallace’s neck as Denny reached around and cupped her tits from behind.
We ate for a few minutes in silence. Then I leaned in close. “What if I said I was okay with it?”
She coughed, nearly spitting out the sip of Bloody Mary she’d taken.
“Are you crazy?”
“What? It’s just a question. In fact, I’m just answering yours from the other night. Would I want you to, remember? What if I said the answer was yes?”
“You are crazy. Do you know what you’re saying? Because I want you to picture it in all it’s lunatic glory. It’s me, your wife, the mother of your children, naked, on her knees, giving head to another man. Sucking another man’s hard cock into my mouth, the same mouth you kiss good morning and good night. It’s another man ramming his hard prick inside my pussy. The same pussy you so enjoy licking and kissing—
“I thought you liked that.”
“I do! Which is why I wouldn’t want you to be too skeeved out to do it anymore. Even if you think you handle the act, how do you think you’d deal with the aftermath? Because fucking another man might be a silly one-off in a way, but the memory of it, even if you just hear about it later is a whole other matter.”
“I have to admit, hearing you talk about it… sort of turns me on even more.”
She slapped at my shoulder. “Stop it. You’re thinking with your little head, not the big one.”
“Okay, okay. I know you’re right. And I don’t know why it so turns me on all of a sudden. It’s just… I don’t know.”
She shook her head, but when she spoke she was more amused than annoyed. “Wealth has made you loopy. It happens to a lot of people. Snap out of it.”
I nodded and began working on my omelet. But I guess couldn’t help grinning about the whole discussion.
“What are you smiling about?” she asked.
I laughed. “Well, even though you want to make this seem like it is just my crazy idea, you’ve clearly put a lot of thought into it.”
She started to protest, but I cut her off.
“Admit it.”
She hesitated. Then replied. “Yeah, okay. But for me it’s a fantasy. Just a fantasy.”
“So was the idea of being able to afford a week-long cruise on a luxury yacht with our own chef and crew. Just a fantasy, and now…”
I trailed off as I noticed Captain Wallace approaching. I peeked over at Jennifer who was blushing profusely and had her face buried in her omelet to hide it. I looked back up at him.
“Good morning,” he said in his melodious voice. “I hope you slept well?”
“Yeah, we didn’t stir until after the sun was up.”
“The bed was delicious,” Jennifer purred.
I glanced over at her and went wide-eyed. Her robe was on the verge of a full-blown wardrobe malfunction. Loosened at the top I could see the tops of her breasts, and it had ridden up her legs, exposing a dangerous expanse of creamy, inner thigh. From his vantage, Wallace was probably getting an even better view. In theory, she might have had a bra and panties on, but I suspected he realized what I knew, that she was buck naked underneath.
“And did Thom discuss my suggestion with you?”
My wife glanced over at me. I hastily tried to signal she was more exposed than she realized. She gave me a saucy smile. This was no accident. She’d deliberately loosened the robe. It was an instant hard-on.
“Cat seems to have gotten my husband’s tongue,” she teased. “Yes, Captain, he did. And that sounds fine. I have just the right bikini for laying out on a pink sand beach.”
He laughed, though I could see in his eyes that he was now imagining her in a bikini. “Perfect then. Let us know when you’re ready and I’ll have Denny ferry you to the shore.”
She gave him a little pout. “Not you? We do so enjoy your personal attention.”
He hesitated and shot me a quick glance, but I was too lost in a fog to react other than to give him a slack smile.
“Don’t worry madam. I am completely at your disposal.” He paused, then, “Well, I had better get back up front and fix that winch. I don’t relish the idea of pulling up the anchor by hand this afternoon.”
“No, I imagine not,” she cooed. “It does seem hot… and sweaty.”
He cleared his throat and shifted uneasily. I imagined his own shorts were getting tight, though I managed to avoid shooting a glance in that direction. The only thing more mortifying than my sitting silent as my wife flirted with him would have been to be caught peeking at his crotch.
“Hey, Reg, I think I found the problem,” Denny called from the front of the boat.
Wallace smiled at both of us and then excused himself. When I looked over at Jennifer it was all she could do to avoid bursting out laughing.
“Well, I’m going to take a shower,” she announced as she finished off her eggs.
She stood and began walking down the stairs toward the salon. She paused and removed her bathrobe.
“I won’t be needing this anymore,” she said as she threw it in my direction.
Oh God, she was completely naked, walking down the stairs, through the windowed salon, into our stateroom. I looked around frantically, but suddenly couldn’t see any of the crew. Reg and Denny were at the bow, hidden by the dismantled winch, so they probably couldn’t see her. Or could they? Had either one of them gone below deck to get tools or something? And Thom? Where was he?
I grabbed her robe, held it crotch high to hide my erection, and duck-walked after her, torn between terror at her running into one of the crew in her current state and excitement at the possibility of it. As I crossed the salon, I realized we were alone… unless one of them had followed her into our cabin… but no, as I crossed that threshold, there was still no one… but what about in the bathroom, where I could hear the shower running and Jennifer softly humming to herself.
I burst into the head, which is an oddly crude term for such a lavishly appointed bathroom. She was alone, naked in the shower.
“Who is it?” she called out. “I have soap in my eyes, and I can’t see.”
She turned and placed her hands on the glass shower stall and thrust out her ass at me… well, at whomever might have followed her as she nakedly walked through the boat.
I growled involuntarily, stripping out of my clothes before I even realized what I was doing. I stepped into the shower behind her.
“Captain, is that you?” she trilled. “Would you mind soaping up my back. I feel so dirty.”
“Yeah, you’re dirty alright,” I grunted, trying and failing to get my bass voice going.
I reached down with both hands and massaged her hard ass. I leaned up against her so she could feel my erection.
“Oh Captain, give it to me fast. Before my husband comes back.”
“That’s all it would take Jennifer, wouldn’t it? Me being out of the picture for a little while.”
“That’s right Jeremy,” she said, switching smoothly into the new game. “You see how we look at each other. If you left us alone, even for just a few minutes, he’d be fucking my brains out. And I’d let him Jeremy. Yes, I would. Feel how wet I am thinking of him.”
I reached between her legs, felt her pussy wet from the shower, and pressed a finger inside her, finding her even wetter there with excitement. I pumped my digit in and out of her hot, tight snatch, my other hand mauling her butt cheek, spreading her ass and catching quick glimpses of her puckered anus, glistening as soapy water ran down her crack. I pulled my finger from her pussy and trailed it up between her cheeks, pausing at her asshole.
“Would you give him this?”
She hesitated, but just for a second. “Yes, baby. I’d let him do whatever he wanted to me. That’s what you want to hear, right? I’d let him do anything. Even things I’ve never done with you.”
The image formed unbidden in my mind. His big, black cock forcing its way into her virgin asshole. I shuddered and with knees bent slightly pressed up against her. My cock head sliding across her swollen labia, once twice, and then it was as if her pussy reached out and swallowed my cock whole.
I slammed into her, pressing her body against the transparent wall of the shower. I imagined what that would look like from the other side, her breasts mashed against the glass as I quickly thrust into her. I realized too late how close I was. I tried to slow, but she thrust her ass back against me, taking me deep and before I knew it I was coming inside her. I tried to continue, but standing in a shower is a very bad position to attempt with a softening willy. It slipped out.
“Oh shit,” I groaned.
“It’s okay, sweetie.”
I reached around and slid my hand over her belly and down. “I can—”
She pushed me away. “You don’t need to. Anyway, I sort of like the idea of you owing me one. Who knows how I might choose to cash that in?”
She gave me a lewd smile and I felt another twitch.
“Now, get out of here and let me finish my shower before the hot water runs out.”
She shooed me out, though she didn’t seem to mind that I remained in the bathroom for a few more moments watching her shower. Damn but she looked sexy. How could I even think of sharing her? I shook my head and grabbed a towel to dry myself off.
***
After she was done, I went in to take a quick shower myself. I’d expected to find her getting ready when I got out, but she was already gone. I quickly dressed myself and went up top.
Sure enough that’s where I found her, standing by the railing in a skimpy, dark blue bikini, wide-brimmed sun hat, and cork sandals… and surrounded by the members of the crew, who were competing to give her tips and suggestions about Harbour Island and Dunmore Town.
“Definitely The Landing for lunch,” Thom suggested. Given his own culinary skills, I was inclined to accept the advice.
“Stop by the Rock House for a Goombay Smash,” added Reg.
The energy in the conversation noticeably dimmed as they saw me approach. For a brief moment, I got the impression that all three of the men were considering bludgeoning me over the head and tossing me overboard. Not that they weren’t perfectly pleasant, but still.
“I can bring you to the beach whenever you’re ready,” Denny said as the group scattered.
“I have a picnic basket to bring with you,” Thom added over his shoulder.
I shook my head, amused at Jennifer. “Quite the little fan club you have.”
She batted her eyelashes. “Little ol’ me?”
“Not that I can blame them,” I added. “That’s quite the suit. I see what you mean about it being impractical.”
She laughed. “No, this one you can actually swim in. It doesn’t get transparent, it’s not string, and it’s not mesh.”
“You brought a mesh bikini?”
She nodded then leaned in and whispered conspiratorially. “It’s actually a little obscene. You can see things.”
I shuddered. She wouldn’t really wear such a thing out in public? And how would I feel about it if she did? I adjusted my pants.
“Shall we get going?”
“We shall,” she replied gaily.
She reached into her beach bag and pulled out a sheer, white, tasseled cover-up and pulled it over her head. She gave me a wicked little smile when she realized I’d gotten the point. She could have put it on before leaving the cabin, but she wanted to give the guys a little tease.
Denny steered the rubber dinghy to shore, his eyes glued to my wife as he talked above the motor about a great snorkeling spot he hoped to show us the next day. Jennifer smiled brightly at him, hanging on his every word.
We disembarked on the beach, bags and picnic basket in hand. Denny gave us a radio with which to contact the boat. He waved us goodbye and we walked across the pink sand to find a good spot to set up camp for a bit. As the dinghy bobbed and weaved back to the boat, I couldn’t help but wonder what Thom, Denny, and Reg would be saying about Jennifer when we were safely out of earshot.
I laid out a blanket and we sat down. Jennifer pried open the picnic basket to see what Thom had packed for us. She had removed her cover-up and I’d stripped down to my swim trunks. The sun felt gorgeous.
“What do you think they’re going to be talking about back on the boat?” I asked.
Jennifer laughed. “Probably the same thing we’ve been talking about. Introducing me to the wonders of the black cock.”
I winced.
Another laugh. “God, Jeremy, I can’t quite figure you out. I mean, that is where you were going, wasn’t it?”
“Sure, but it still gives me a jolt to hear you saying it.”
“Well, I do hope that’s enough for you, because that’s as far as it goes. Oooh, you want some sliced pineapple?”
“Yeah,” I replied, taking from her a small tub of fruit. “See, now I’m the one who can’t figure you out. I mean, you keep saying it is just a fantasy, but then on the boat... You do know the effect you have on men.”
She tried to wave that away.
“No, seriously,” I continued, “there’s no way you could dress like you do sometimes—”
“I thought you liked my outfits,” she interrupted.
“I do. I really do. But my point is just that only a woman who is confidently sexy could pull it off.”
She shrugged. “Guys are suckers for blond hair.”
She pulled out a half bottle of champagne and waggled it in my directions. I nodded and took the bottle, removing the foil as she fished out a couple of plastic champagne flutes.
“Okay, it’s more than that, but okay. Point is—”
I poured the bubbly in the glasses she held out.
“What? I’m a cocktease?”
“No,” I replied slowly.
She held out her glass and we tried to clink, though the sound of plastic on plastic was less than satisfying.
“Well, maybe a little,” I admitted.
“I’m not obligated to screw a guy just because he finds me attractive. And why should I have to cover up when I want to look sexy for my husband?”
“So, all for me, huh?”
She nodded. “Yes. Even the teasing. And anyway, that’s all we need. A little slack in my bathrobe and you’re already as worked up as a teenager.”
Ugh, my underwhelming performance in the shower. “I’m sorry about that.”
She laughed. “I’m just kidding. Seriously. I think its cute that I can still get you so excited that you finish in thirty seconds.”
I rolled my eyes. “Thanks.”
“I mean, let’s not make it a habit. You do still owe me one,” she grinned. “Oh my….” She pulled out a long, thin, ribbed Lucite wand from the basket. “What do you think this is?”
Had they packed us a sex toy? I looked at it more closely.
“I think it’s to keep the wine cool.”
She touched the side. “Ah, yup. Need to get my mind out of the gutter. Too thin to be a good dildo anyway, isn’t it?” She inserted the pseudo phallus into the champagne bottle.
“Anyway,” she continued, “as I was saying, it seems to me that talking about it is good enough, isn’t it? As long as it gets that kind of reaction? And anyway, you couldn’t handle more.”
Again with the idea that I was the limiting factor here. “And you could?”
She laughed. “I told you. If I were younger and single, I’d be back on that yacht exploring the limits of depravity.”
I smirked. “No you wouldn’t.”
“Oh come on Jeremy, is that where we really are as a couple? You double dog dare me to screw Captain Wallace. I triple dog dare you to stop me?”
She was right, it was a silly conversation, so I opted to make it sillier.
“What? Huh? You wanna do it doggy style?”
She kicked some sand in my direction. “Well, this dog is going for a swim. Coming?”
She didn’t wait for me to answer. Instead, she stood up and pranced across the sand into the warm, turquoise ocean. I followed in after and we splashed together in the surf like a couple of kids.
When we got out, I reapplied her sunscreen. As pale as her skin is, applying sunscreen is something of a ritual. Need to get everywhere otherwise she burns, and Jennifer is cranky when she’s sunburned. Then we each pulled out a trashy paperback and read on the beach as the waves lapped rhythmically against the shore.
***
A little after noon, we packed up our stuff and headed a few hundred yards across the island to Dunmore Town. We were both a little hungry, so we went right away to the Landing.
We settled in on the terrace. A light breeze kicked in from the west, bathing us in its moist, salty embrace. I let myself get tempted by the conch fritters; I was pretty sure Thom didn’t have a deep fryer on board. Jennifer ordered the seafood salad. We paired them with an overpriced California Chardonnay. It was barely 1:00pm and we were on our third different alcoholic beverage.

Jennifer had been pensive for about the last hour, so I knew something was coming.
“So, how long Jeremy?”
“Huh?”
“How long have you been fantasizing about me being with other men? I mean I know it’s a thing. I just didn’t know it was your thing.”
“It’s not my thing,” I replied.
She laughed. “Really? Could have fooled me.”
“It’s not a thing. It’s a one time thing. Sui generis as the kids say.”
“Roman kids maybe. So you’ve never thought about me with other men?” She asked skeptically.
“No,” I replied tentatively.
She rolled her eyes. “You’re a terrible liar. It’s one of your best traits.”
“No. I’m serious. I don’t sit around imagining scenarios involving you—”
“But…” she prompted.
“But nothing.” I paused. “It’s not like that. It’s more that, well, I know guys look at you and I imagine you notice hot guys too.”
She nodded. “Well sure. Who doesn’t?”
“Right, but the difference is that if I see a hot girl, even if I wanted something to happen, I would need to really work it. All you’d have to do is make eye contact.”
She laughed. “It’s not that easy.” She hesitated, booze fueling her honesty. “Well, okay, maybe it is sometimes. But it’s not my fault men are sluts.”
“No, I get that. I’m not accusing you of anything.”
And I really wasn’t. Truth is, it was precisely because I trusted her implicitly that I was even allowing myself to have these feelings. It was why thinking of her and Reg was sexy rather than scary.
“So,” I continued, “yeah sure, when I see you go out looking all sexy I know there is potential for something to happen. But I’ve never dwelled on it. Just fleeting thoughts.”
She caught my use of the past tense. Fucking English majors. “Until now.”
The image of Captain Wallace’s muscular body moving between my wife’s widely spread thighs returned. Her white hands on his black ass as he thrust powerfully inside her.
“Until now,” I admitted.
“Why now?” She asked.
I shrugged.
She rubbed her chin. “Hmmm, vell zis is very interessing,” she replied.
I laughed. “God, that’s the worst German accent I’ve ever heard.”
“Worse than on Hogan’s Heroes?”
I laughed. “You know, Werner Klemperer was actually a German Jew who fled Hitler.”
She looked at me quizzically.
“Colonel Klink.”
“Can we stop nerding out for a minute,” she replied amused. “We’re supposed to be discussing why you’re suddenly so gung ho on me making it with a black guy.”
“Okay you have a theory.”
She gave me a mock innocent expression, who me?
“Well two theories actually. One frivolous, one malicious.”
“Give me malicious first. Bad news before good.”
“Okay. But keep in mind I’m not accusing you of anything. We’re analyzing your subconscious.”
I nodded. “Go ahead, Dr. Freud in a bikini.”
“Well Mr. Fortysomething with a suddenly fat wallet—”
I started shaking my head. I could see where this was going.
“Let me at least finish. So maybe you’re feeling a little trapped. Aging wife. Kids. You could really enjoy yourself if you got rid of me. So you’re thinking of ways to sabotage the relationship. And bringing other people into the mix is a surefire way of doing that.”
“Not always,” I replied. “Some people swear by it.”
She laughed. “Oh, so this is just an entrée into becoming swingers?”
I recoiled. “God no. All those flabby old folks, cigarettes, and nude volleyball.”
“I think you’re confusing swingers and nudists.”
“Maybe. But anyway, no, that’s not right. I don’t want to be rid of you, and I don’t want to become a swinger.”
She looked at me piercingly and took a sip of wine. “Hmm, maybe as far as your conscious mind knows.”
At least she wasn’t accusing me of lying. “So what’s your other theory?”
“You’re a junkie.”
“Huh?”
“Excitement. You’ve been chasing business success for years. You’ve got it. You’re like the dog who finally catches the car. And now you’re thinking, what next? How can I ever top this ride? Where will my next excitement come from?”
“No, I have plenty of ideas –“
She nodded. “I know you do. But you’re still afraid this is it, the high point, that everything else will be tame in comparison. Personally, I believe in you. I know you’ll always be in the thick of things. But I think you’re secretly worried about being bored.”
I shook my head. “I don’t think so.”
She smirked. “Oh? You’re even worried about being bored on this little trip, so your mind has cooked up this crazy little scheme to ensure that the week out on the water isn’t uneventful.”
“Or maybe, I just think the idea is hot? How about that, Ms. Smartypants?”
“Did you just call me Ms. Smartypants?”
“At least I didn’t call you a car chasing dog. And, anyway, you think it’s hot too. You aren’t just humoring me, and you know it.”
“I’ve admitted as much. Though, I am playing it up for your sake whether you believe me or not.”
“I don’t,” I insisted obdurately.
“Okay,” she shrugged, “but whatever. That just makes my point stronger. Let’s say I am desperate to do it. Desperate for an interracial fling. I’m still the one arguing against it. Because, you know, impulse control. It’s what separates us from the animals.”
“Not the hippo. They have impeccable impulse control.”
“Jeremy, be serious.”
I swear, I tried. She wanted to see this as a major issue, a threat to our marriage, and all I could see was a crazy notion. Jumping out of an airplane. Climbing Everest.
A drunken weekend in Vegas, letting it all ride on black…. I couldn’t help it. I burst out laughing. And after a moment, she joined in.
“You’re an idiot,” she said, but with a smile.
“See, now you’re making sense,” I said as I poured us the rest of the wine.
***
We were pretty toasted after lunch. Drinking in the hot sun is always fraught, even when there is a cool breeze blowing in off the ocean. But even still, we both agreed we had to try the Goombay Smash. So we headed for the poolside bar at the Rock House.
I needed to relieve myself, so I stopped by the facilities on the way in. When I came out, I noticed Jennifer sitting on a sofa overlooking the pool. She wasn’t alone. A handsome bartender was taking her order. In theory. I guess. He was actually perched on the armrest of the sofa leaning over my wife and with great deliberation pointing out each item on the cocktail menu.
He was a tall black man, beefier than Reg or Denny, but still fit. Powerful. He had a shaved head, and wore his shirtsleeves rolled up so they cinched his biceps.
I paused at the doorway to the restrooms and watched for a few minutes as she smiled and flirted her way through the explanations. When he finally departed, I made my way over.
“Having fun?” she asked.
“What do you mean?”
“I saw you watching just now.”
“Oh, you seemed pretty engrossed.”
“Oh yes, did you know they have seven different gins here? And the island’s best martini bar? Charles made quite sure I made an informed choice in drinks.”
“You still got the Goombay Smash, though.”
“She nodded. I told him I had to try it, even if it marked me out as a tourist rather than a local. When I ordered two, he said he hoped it was because I was thirsty rather than accompanied.”
“What did you tell him?”
“That I was with my husband, but that since my husband wanted me to have sex with another man, he should keep close.”
“You didn—”
Just then Charles returned with the two drinks. Honey golden concoctions that looked absolutely delicious, but I wasn’t really focused on the drinks. Instead I was desperately searching for signs in his demeanor that she’d said anything of the sort to him. He was obviously entranced with my wife, but also perfectly professional.
“Of course not,” she replied once he’d gone. A pregnant pause as she regarded me. “Oh God, you’re actually disappointed.”
I nodded. I was a little. I took a sip of my drink. It was strong. Stronger than I expected, though the pineapple juice gave it a nice tart bite. Interesting. A dangerous drink. If Jennifer were here alone, lounging by the pool, she could easily have one too many, and then… I looked over at Charles and he gave me a wink. Maybe she had said something. Probably not, but….
“So who would you rather I bang? Reg or Charles?”
His brawny build suggested a powerful fuck. I pictured him fucking Jennifer standing, her legs wrapped around his waist as he bounced her up and down on his cock. Her head thrown back in passion, long hair arcing behind her. Sexy, but not as sexy as Reg, between her legs on the big bed in the master cabin of the yacht.
“Reg,” I replied. “Charles would be hot, but definitely Reg. If I had to choose one.”
“You had to think about it.”
“Maybe I just like thinking about it.”
She shook her head. “You’re weird.”
“The word you’re looking for is kinky….” I paused and a new thought struck me. “And understanding.”
“Understanding, huh?”
“You’re right, I did rob the cradle. I mean, think about how much fun you would have had in your early twenties, single, no kids.”
She laughed. “Ah, clever. So now this isn’t just your kink. You’re doing me a favor. Letting me sow some belated wild oats.”
I smirked, pleased at my own creativity. “You’re the one who said I’d prematurely stopped your clock.”
“I said nothing about prematurely. I have no regrets.”
“None?”
“None.”
“Really?”
“Really.”
“Okay, okay,” I replied, deciding to try a different tack. “What if you had no choice…”
“What? Like rape?” she frowned.
I hadn’t been thinking rape. I’d been thinking about cop and speeder games. But whatever, that was a bad start.
“No, no, forget that. But what if you were in a situation where, I’d never know. Absolutely, no shit, non-disclosure.”
She looked at me skeptically. “Are you trying to tell me something?”
“What? No. God, Jennifer. No. I’ve never. I’d never….”
“Right, so I feel the same way.”
“No, it’s different. I mean, if you were into it…”
She laughed. “So, you mean, if I totally wanted to see you bang another woman, you’d take one for the team?”
“I would.”
“I bet.”
“But not you, huh?”
She shook her head. “Maybe I would. But I know you’re not that into it. When push comes to shove—”
Charles approached us. We’d both drained our glasses.
“Would you like another round?” he asked.
“I don’t think so,” I replied, “just the che….” I patted around my shorts ostentatiously. “I seem to have misplaced my wallet.”
Charles frowned. He hadn’t pegged us as potential deadbeats, so hadn’t taken a credit card up front. Now he could see himself on the hook for two expensive drinks.
“You just had it,” Jennifer noted.
“Yeah, I must have left it at the other place. Let me just go and get it,” I said to Charles. “I’ll leave Jennifer here as… insurance.”
She gave me an incredulous glare. “Really, Jeremy?”
I shrugged. “What? I lost my wallet.”
She continued to stare at me.
I looked up at Charles. “I’ll be right back, okay?”
He nodded reluctantly. I could see he was almost going to just let us off the hook. Tell us the drinks were on the house.
“Oh, I don’t think that will be necessary,” Jennifer said. I looked over at her and saw she was looking up at Charles. “I think Charles and I can work something out. Is there anyplace private you and I can talk?”
Charles looked confused. He looked down at me, but I was no use. I was staring open-mouthed at my wife. She shot me a quick glance and a wink, then returned her attention to the handsome, well-built bartender looming over her.
“Well?” she asked.
“Um, yes, Miss…. We can speak in the manager’s office.”
She picked up her beach bag and rose, moving closer to him. “Lead the way.”
He shifted awkwardly and held out his arm, leading her toward the bar. He pointed at a door behind the counter, and Jennifer, without hesitation strode in that direction.
I watched, still open mouthed, as my wife and Charles went through and closed the door behind them.
***
At first, I thought Jennifer was just messing with me. But then time began to pass. A minute, then two. A new bartender arrived. Had Charles called in relief so he’d have more time with my wife? He offered me a drink. I ordered another Goombay Smash.
It was only a thirty dollar tab. Not worth more than a quick boob flash. Was she letting him cop a feel? Play with her nipples?
Five minutes. And now I knew. She was doing it. Really doing it. I didn’t know what it was. But it was something. I had pushed her into it. Teased and taunted. And she was in a back room with a strange man doing something. What? I pictured her topless, jerking him off. Her small, pale hand stroking his thick, veiny, black cock.
I felt sick. And aroused. You wouldn’t think that would be possible, but it was. My erection was hard enough to cut glass. I almost came when I adjusted my cock through my shorts. But I was also lightheaded, queasy. It felt like I was going to throw up. I sucked down the rum drink. It settled my stomach even as it further lightened my head.
“Good afternoon, Mr. Howard.”
I startled and turned to see Thom standing behind me. He was holding a thick canvass bag.
“Just picking up a few supplies for town,” he said. “Captain asked me to look around and see if you were ready to head back to the boat.”
“Um, yeah… well, not right at this moment. Um, Mrs. Howard is um….” Paying off a debt with her body even though I can feel my wallet in my pocket.
Just then, Jennifer reappeared, exiting the back room with a grinning Charles. Thom saw them as well and shot me a surprised expression.
“He was just showing her around,” I muttered lamely.
Thom seemed confused and then a knowing smile crossed his face. I blushed deeply. Thom was in the business. He probably knew the layout of the Rock House, and if he did, he surely knew that the only thing in a manager’s office was desk, files, and maybe a couch. There was nothing back there except a little privacy.
Not only had my wife done something with another man, but Thom knew about it, which meant soon Denny and Reg would know about it, which meant that for the next five days I was going to be on a boat with three men who knew my wife was hot to trot. I felt my cheeks burning. And yet I resisted when Thom reached out for the picnic basket, which was the only thing preventing everyone in the room from seeing the tent in my pants.
Charles returned to the bar and Jennifer sashayed over to where Thom and I were standing.
“We weren’t gone too long, were we honey?” She asked, apparently oblivious to Thom standing there…. Or just the reverse, using his presence to taunt me.
“Erm, no. It was just a moment,” I replied unconvincingly. “So, Thom was asking if we were ready to head back to the boat.”
She smiled and nodded. “Sure. I think we accomplished our goal here.”
“Trying the Goombay Smash,” I explained.
“Oh, right, those were good too,” she replied.
I looked over at Thom who was staring at us wide eyed, like we were crazy. Which, in retrospect, was a perfectly reasonable reaction.
Jennifer looked down at my second empty Goombay Smash. “Oh, you had another. Do I need to….” She trailed off glancing back over her shoulder at Charles, who I realized was still watching her with that same knowing grin.
I shuddered as a chill ran through me. Why was the idea of sending her back there again so exciting?
“You okay?” she asked, amused.
“Um, yeah. No, I’ve got it.”
No, I wouldn’t do that. Not with Thom there. I reached into my pocket and pulled out my wallet, tossing a twenty down on the table. Jennifer watched me without comment. She’d known I had my wallet the whole time, of course.
“Okay, let’s get back to the boat,” she chimed, taking Thom and I each by an arm and leading us out of the bar.
***
I was desperate to hear what had happened in the manager’s office, but I wasn’t about to ask in front of Thom. All these crazy thought going through my head. She’d done something. No she hadn’t. Snippets of images. Jennifer topless. Jerking him off. Had she done more? No, she couldn’t. Wouldn’t. Or had she? I needed to know.
And it was like she knew I was desperate and playing me. We strolled back to the dinghy, Jennifer stopping every few steps to ask Thom questions about Dunmore Town. What’s that hotel like? Is that a good restaurant? Wow, any idea who owns that yacht?
Then on the dinghy she had Thom give us a tour of the harbor. And of course, he was all too happy to oblige, eating up her enthusiasm, and probably having put two and two together, already fast-forwarding to the moment when he would get her alone and… what? What was on the table?
We finally got on board the yacht, and even then Jennifer was dawdling through a conversation with Captain Wallace. Did you enjoy your day? Oh yes, the beach was gorgeous. What did you have for lunch? Blah, blah, blah. I was leaning toward our cabin, eyeing her desperately, hoping she’d get the hint. But she acted as if she were blissfully oblivious. But she wasn’t. I could see it in the amused gleam in her eyes when she looked over at me, seeing me bouncing from one foot to the other in agony.
We finally made it down into the cabin.
“So what happened?” I fairly shouted as I closed the door behind us.
“Oh, you mean at the bar?”
“Yes, I mean at the bar.”
“Oh, that. Well, let me just freshen up a bit and I’ll tell you.”
She turned toward the bathroom.
“No!” I whined. “Please, Jennifer, please, just tell me.”
“I really should freshen up. Things got a little messy.”
I groaned and sprinted around her, cutting her off. “Tell me.”
“I did what I had to do. What you wanted me to do.”
“What? Just say it.”
She hesitated. “Well, it might be easier just to show you.”
I was about to let out another frustrated groan when she reached down and pulled her cover-up over her head. The sound died in my throat. I knew what was coming next. I’d practically begged for it, but it was still shattering to see her reach behind her and casually remove her bikini top and let it fall to the ground.
I stared at her gorgeous breasts looking for evidence that he’d touched her. Was that hint of red under her left breast a thumb print, or just where the suit had rubbed off the sunscreen enough to allow a slight sunburn? Were her areolas darker than usual?
She stepped up close. Close enough that I could smell her coconut scented sunscreen, the lingering aroma of the rum on her breath. Automatically I reached out and cupped her boobs, lifting them, my thumbs finding her nipples and circling them as they stiffened.
“Yes, just like that,” she sighed. But she wasn’t expressing her pleasure at my touch. “Yes, that’s just how he touched them.”
I looked into her eyes, looking for even a hint of deceit, but there was none that I could see. Just a dreamy, heavy-lidded excitement as she relived the events in the office.
I startled when I felt her hand on my crotch. I looked down to see her deftly unzipping and unbuttoning my shorts. I looked back up into her eyes. She smiled and nodded. Yes, I did this too.
I shook my head. No, she couldn’t have. My shorts feel to the floor. Her hand reached into boxers. She squeezed my hard cock, and then I was shuddering and gasping as I came all over my boxers and her hand.
She giggled. Embarrassed, I tried to slink away, but she tightened her grip on my member, keeping me in place. And once she was satisfied that I wasn’t going anywhere, she began stroking me firmly, her hand squishing with my come as she worked my temporarily spent member.
“That would have made it much easier,” she commented. “But Charles was apparently less impressed with me that you are. He made me work for it.”
She stroked me faster now. I thought she meant that she just had to jerk him off longer. But then she continued.
“He put his hands on my shoulders.”
She looked at my own hands, still mauling her tits, until I got the message. I rested them gently on her shoulders and she immediately sank to her knees. I gasped. I couldn’t bring myself to look down, but I felt her yank off my boxers, and swallow my slimy prick deep into her mouth.
I felt my erection beginning to return as she sucked me up and down, swirling her tongue around my shaft. I moaned softly.
“Yeah, he liked it too,” she commented as she switched to sucking my balls. Her hand stroked my rod firmly.
She took me back in her mouth and again swallowed me deep. I looked down to see her looking up at me. She slowly, slowly lifted off my cock, until she just held the head in her mouth. Then another quick swallow, followed again by that delicious, slow-motion withdrawal.
This time she let my prick fall out of her mouth. “I couldn’t take him quite as deep. He was very big.”
“And black,” I muttered.
She stroked me with her hand. “And black,” she echoed. “Very thick. You know, I really had to open wide.” She demonstrated and then swallowed me whole. “Longer too. And uncircumcised.” She kissed around the perimeter of my glans. “He liked it when I sucked on his foreskin.”
“I bet,” I moaned.
“I liked it too. It felt different. Sexy too.” She spoke in quick, clipped gasps. “Knowing you were out there. Just a few yards away. While I was on my knees. Blowing a huge, black cock. So exciting.”
She moaned softly. I looked closer, noticed her hand down the front of her bikini bottom. I gasped as well. She smiled.
“I couldn’t help myself. I know I was just supposed to be paying the bill. But having that big, hard, pulsing, black… thing in my mouth was just such a turn-on.”
She slowly stood. I groaned in frustration. I was so close.
“So I decided I could kill two birds with one… thing.”
She took a step backward, pulling me along by my prick. Then another step and her butt pressed against the narrow writing table. She leaned backward and pulled aside her bikini, exposing her wet, pink pussy.
“’Put it in…’ I told him,” she breathed.
I stepped closer and she pulled my cock toward her steaming snatch. I thrust inside, marveling at how hot and wet she was.
“Oh God,” I moaned. Was I churning around in another man’s come?
She seemed to read my mind. “I didn’t have a condom. I… I didn’t even think about it. All I could think about was getting him inside me.”
She was taunting me, and it worked. I could feel my anger rising with my excitement. I thrust in harder.
“That’s it,” she said, “that’s how he did it. Hard. Almost like he wanted to hurt me.”
I pounded into her faster, harder.
“Hurt me with his big, hard… black cock.”
I grunted with the strain of fucking her.
“But it didn’t hurt,” she gasped. “It felt so good. So good…”
Her hand reached into her bottoms. I could feel her fingertips on my shaft as she rubbed her clit even as I continued to pound into her.
“So big,” she gasped.
“So hard.”
“So thick.”
“So black.”
I saw her eyes roll back, felt her body shudder, her pussy spasm on my invading prick.
“Oh God,” she moaned. “Just like that baby. That’s how he made me come.”
I growled and thrust myself completely inside her, my cock pulsing painfully as I came for a second time in less than ten minutes. I felt lightheaded. There was a ringing in my ears. My heart was pounding a mile a minute. I had to lean against the bulkhead to keep from falling over.
When my head finally cleared I realized Jennifer was laughing.
“What?” I asked.
“So, when did I lose you?”
“Huh?”
“You’re an amazing actor, you know. You actually looked stricken at times. I was tempted to let you off the hook, but you seemed to be enjoying it.”
My mind was still working at quarter speed. My brain foggy. “I don’t understand.”
She grinned, but as she looked at me, her expression changed, to confusion, then anger.
“You really didn’t know?”
“God, Jennifer, I swear, I don’t know what you’re talking about.” And then it hit me. “You made up the whole thing?”
I was relieved, yes. But more than that, much more than that, disappointed.
She put her hand to her mouth. “You believed me?”
I nodded. Then shook my head angrily. “Okay, you made your point. I’m a gullible fool.”
She wasn’t focused on my turmoil. She was dealing with her own.
“I don’t know what to say,” she mumbled. “So you really do want to do this? It turns you on?”
“Fuck, Jennifer, how many times do I have to say it? And yes, this is a new thing. And no, I don’t understand it either.”
She laughed mirthlessly. “I guess I should be happy. A free pass to screw a hot guy… or guys, I guess. Doesn’t really matter, bareback, whatever, as long as they’re black?”
“You know what, Jen, forget it. Let’s just pretend this never happened. Okay? And nothing did happen. You and I just had sex. Doesn’t matter what we were saying or thinking at the time.”
She looked at me quizzically. “Why are you angry at me?”
“You could have just said no –“
“I did,” she replied reasonably, though her reasonableness didn’t penetrate my hurt shell.
“—and not made fun of me.”
She shook her head. “I didn’t mean to. I just… It just never occurred to me this was really real, you know? Jeez, how could it?”
“Just forget it,” I groaned miserably.
“You think I’d really do something like that?”
I thought about it for a second. I shrugged. “Why not?”
“Because… it’s…” she struggled to get the words out.
“Crazy. Right, I get it,” I replied. “Wrong. But why? If you think it would be fun…”
She shook her head.
I persisted. “… and I was turned on by it, why not? Because you don’t believe I would be turned on if it really happened? Well now, I think you know I would. Because just now, Jennifer, I swear to God, I was convinced I could feel his come inside you.”
She scrunched up her nose.
“Gross, yeah,” I admitted. “And yeah, it made me angry. But fuck if I didn’t come as hard as I ever have in my life.”
“I enjoyed it too,” she admitted.
“You would have enjoyed it even more if it had been real.”
She shook her head.
“Yes, you would,” I insisted. “Because the way you described it… I know the thought turns you on.”
“Reality might not be like that.”
I nodded. “Yeah. He might have been tiny. Or couldn’t get it up. Or he could have blown his load the minute you touched his prick like I did the first time.”
“Or he could have been too rough. Or had some STI. Or…”
“But reality might also be better, just by being real, and because some of it might be unexpected, in a good way. But isn’t that true of any new experience. It could be worse than we expect… or better.”
“I dunno. This isn’t some new fucking start-up. High risk, high reward bullshit.”
“There’s no risk in a start-up. If you fail, you try again. And there is no real risk here. Because the thing you’re really worried about –“
“Losing you,” she admitted.
“You now know you don’t have to worry about.”
“I don’t know, Jeremy. This is crazy.”
“You know what the opposite of crazy is? Boring,” I said replying to my own question.
“Boring is safe.”
“Crazy is fun.”
“You’re crazy.” She shook her head. “Let me think about it. No promises though. But let me think about it.”
I nodded. “I love you no matter what.”
“Okay, well now I do need to get cleaned up. So if you’ll excuse me….”
I flopped down onto the bed. I was asleep before she even managed to turn the shower on.



Chapter Four
We swapped shortly thereafter, Jennifer taking a nap and me hopping in the shower. She was still dozing when I got out, so I dressed in a pair of lightweight khakis and a simple white shirt. I went out on deck where Thom was waiting to offer me a drink.
I asked him for a generous pour of scotch. He gave me a Johnny Walker Black. No skimping on this cruise. We were sailing again, heading south, toward some nice snorkeling spots. It was another lovely day on the ocean. The sun was settling toward the horizon, and the sky was filled with sheets of orange and gold.
I sat on the rear deck, sheltered from the wind. For all of Jennifer’s protestations, I knew the fantasy had her hooked as well. She could not have conjured up those scenarios, acted them so well, had she not been visualizing the scenes in her own mind. And I could understand her reticence about admitting that, much less acting on it. She needed to be sure I was on-board. And I was… I think.
The truth is, I wasn’t even completely sure myself. Yes, in my imagination, it was scalding hot. That recurring image of Reg between her legs was still enough to get my blood boiling. And I was surprised at how quickly I warmed to the idea of Charles. Still, I also knew that I was dealing with a new fantasy. That its power might fade over time, that the excitement I might get from it might diminish even as my resentment for her having done it grew. Or it might be the reverse. That in acting on it in a brief moment of madness we might be able to bottle up a fiery memory that might be able to warm us in any dark, cold time to come. No real way to know. I just knew that it felt right, though I also knew that such impulsive surrenders to passion are often fraught.
I heard Jennifer clear her throat behind me. I turned my head and gasped at her loveliness.
She was wearing a white chiffon dress, strapless with a beaded bodice and a sweetheart neckline. As she stepped toward me, I could see her lovely thigh poking through a high-cut slit.
“Wow.”
She smiled. “Just the reaction I was hoping for.”
I kept my next thought to myself. Man, Captain Wallace would go crazy for her.
Thom appeared and Jennifer asked for champagne. She settled down beside me, her knee poking through the opening in her dress.
“Did you have a good nap?”
“I had the strangest dream.”
“Oh?” I said hopefully.
She chuckled. “No, nothing like that. Just weird. Things changing, not being what they seemed. You know what I mean? Like you’re holding a glass, and then suddenly it’s a fork. Disconcerting.”
Thom returned with the champagne. “Captain was planning on sailing a little more tonight. Almost a full moon, good visibility. Would you like to eat back here out of the wind.”
I looked over at Jennifer and she nodded.
“Sure that sounds great,” I replied.
“What do you think the dream means?” I asked her.
She shrugged. “Nothing, really. Probably just feeling unsettled. You can see why that would be, right?”
I nodded. I didn’t want this to be an issue, and I didn’t want it not to be fun. “Look, we don’t need to talk about this anymore.”
She shook her head. “Oh, I didn’t say that.”
I raised an eyebrow. “Yeah?”
She glanced over at Thom who was beginning to bustle around setting up the table and china. I got the message. We’ll talk about it later.
So instead we made idle chit-chat. We talked about the weather. Wondered if our kids were having fun. Discussed snorkeling. I mentioned an interest in maybe squeezing in a morning of fishing if we could find a good spot. Thom overheard us and noted he had an amazing butter-salt bonefish recipe he could make if I caught something decent.
***
It wasn’t until Thom served us the main course, a delicious crawfish curry, that he retired long enough for us to really talk. I wasn’t going to pressure Jennifer anymore. If she had something to say, I’d let her make the first move. She didn’t waste any time.
“So, I’ve been thinking about it.”
She didn’t need to say what it was.
I refilled our wine glasses.
She smiled and picked hers up. “Good idea.”
She took a sip.
“And I’m willing to do it…”
My stomach did a flip. Oh God, oh God, oh God.
“…but I have some conditions,” she concluded.
“Conditions?”
She nodded. “Uh huh.”
“Um, sure, I guess. I mean, what are they?”
She took a bite of her curry.
“Number one, you never, ever, ever, use this against me.”
“Of course not,” I replied quickly. Too quickly. She frowned. She’d thought these conditions through, and she wanted me to do the same. “Okay, I get it. Easy for me to say now.”
She nodded.
“But you’re worried I’ll go back on my word later.”
Another nod.
“Hmm. Okay, so this is a tough one. I can’t promise that, of course. I can’t promise that at some point in the future, if we’re going through a rough patch, and I’m feeling resentful and hurt, I won’t say something ugly. So I guess, the best I can do is promise that I don’t intend to do so. That if I did, you’d be right to consider it a grievous violation of trust and consideration.”
She finished off another bite of food.
“Okay, good enough,” she replied. “I just want you to understand. I don’t think I could forgive you if you did use it against me.”
I nodded.
“Condition number two. Once it begins, I’m in control, not you.”
“I’m not sure what that means.”
“It means that whatever happens is my choice. It’s between me and… our friend. I’m not… we’re not action figures that you get to move around as you see fit. You’re the audience, not the director.”
I didn’t like the sound of that. The fantasy, for me, had a very specific mise-en-scene. I didn’t think I’d be satisfied if they just climbed into bed, under the covers, and made love in the dark.
She noticed my hesitation. “Go ahead. That one bothers you. Why?”
“Well, the fantasy isn’t so much just you having sex –“
She chuckled. “No, I get that. You want to see me getting pounded by a big, black cock.”
“Something like that,” I admitted.
“You’re welcome to make occasional suggestions. But you’re just going to have to trust that I understand your fantasy. I think I’ve shown over the past couple of days that I get it, right?”
I nodded. She got it well enough that she was able to almost get me to come just by setting the scene.
“I just don’t want you to forget that I’m part of this.”
“No, I won’t. But you also need to realize that this only works if it works for me too.”
“Of course.”
“Which means, we might do some things that I need, not just what you want.”
I wasn’t completely sure what that meant. I tried to mask my unease with a smile, but she seemed to see right through me.
“See, not as simple as you thought?” she noted. “Are you sure you’re thinking this through?”
I thought I was. I pressed forward. “Okay. More conditions?”
“This one is more of a warning than a condition. But anyway, if I really let go, I may say things that, well, I don’t really mean, but that feel right, or hot in the moment.”
Oh God, Captain, you are so much better than my husband. I won’t even be able to feel him after you.
She laughed, again as if reading my thoughts. “Okay,” she said amused. “Maybe that one is more a feature than a bug.”
“Probably, but consider me duly warned. Next?”
“It ends when I want it to end.”
I nodded. “Of course. Just say the word and it’s over.”
She smiled. “Yes, but I meant it another way too.”
“Oh.” She wanted not just to be able to cut it short, but to extend it.
“How long?”
“Well, our cruise ends on Saturday, so that would be the hard limit.”
My stomach did a flip. “Really?”
She shrugged. “I don’t know. I’m just thinking… if I’m having fun, I might not want it to end.”
“I don’t know, honey. What if you’re right? What if it does tear me apart? I’d like to be able to stop it.”
“You’re the one who said there was ‘no risk’ here.”
“I know, but—”
“But that was when you thought you’d be in control.”
I nodded.
“I think it will do you good to understand how other people feel risk.”
“I don’t know what you mean.”
“Exactly,” she replied. “You never have.”
“This is about something bigger, right?”
She nodded. “Yes, but I’m not punishing you. I’m just noting the parallels. You said there was no risk in start-ups. If you fail, you just start again. It’s a great attitude. It’s what’s made you successful. But that’s never the way I felt it. For me, it was terrifying.”
“I always took care of you.”
“Yes. But I had to rely on you. We had two kids before I was 25. I was pregnant when I graduated and have never had a real job. You never saw the risk because you were out there in the trenches. Working hard, but in control. But me? I had to surrender my future. I have no regrets. Marrying you was the best decision I’ve made in my life. And that would be true even if Trion had failed. But there were days when I was sick with worry, when I was desperate to ask you to stop it, to just get a fucking normal job. I never did. I trusted you. And now, you’re going to need to trust me.”
“I… I don’t know what to say. I’m sorry –“
She laughed. “No. That’s not what I want. I just want you to trust me like I trust you.”
“I do trust you.”
“Then trust that if I see you’re really hurting, I’ll pull the plug.”
I nodded. “Okay.”
“Last condition. You can’t get upset if I do things I’ve never done before.”
“Such as?”
Another shrug. “I don’t have anything specific in mind. I just want to be able to let go and go with the flow.”
The image returned. Jennifer in the shower, pressed up against the glass, Wallace behind her cramming his fat tool into her ass.
“Okay,” I croaked out.
She finished off her meal and gave me a smile. “That’s it.”
I looked down at my own plate and saw I hadn’t even taken a bite.
“You should eat, it’s delicious.”
I nodded. “So, when? Tonight?”
She shook her head. “Calm down. I want you to sleep on it before making a decision. Eat, relax, and give me your answer tomorrow.”
“I can give you my answer now.”
“I know, but I’m not ready to accept it.”
“Okay.” I realized that part of what she needed from me was to accept that she was in charge and that meant not just about the sex, but also about the timing of my response.
I threw up my hands in surrender. “Okay.”
She smiled.
***
I’m not even completely sure what we talked about after. Small talk. At least I hope. I wasn’t in any state to think about anything else of import. I kept replaying the conversation in my mind. She’d do what I want, but only if I completely surrendered control. That’s what it came down to. I had to trust her to fulfill my fantasy and accept the possibility that she’d take in directions I never intended.
I had to admire the way she’d structured things. Sure, a lot of it was about her own comfort. But part of it, I knew, was teaching me a lesson, forcing me to choose between my craving for excitement and my desire for control. Or maybe not. It was sort of ego-centric to phrase it that way, as if it were all about me. But then again, the whole thing was selfish in a way. I had this fantasy, this crazy dirty fantasy, and I wanted my wife to fulfill it.
Except, I knew she’d enjoy it too. She wanted it as well. And in a way, I was giving her a treat. Letting her cut loose and do the sort of thing she might have done on her own had I not locked her into marriage and motherhood in her early twenties.
Ha. I’d managed to make my desire to see my wife fuck a black man into some sort of noble sacrifice. I was an asshole.
I wanted to slap myself. I hated this sort of bullshit navel-gazing. That’s the difference between thinkers and doers. Thinkers never accomplish anything because they can’t get out of their own fucking heads. Losers. And yet…
Yet, nothing... The image of our tall, lean, muscular captain between my wife’s thighs was intoxicatingly hot. I wanted it.
“Help me with the zipper?” Jennifer asked.
We’d finished dinner and dessert and returned to our cabin. There was a bottle of chilled champagne on a small table, beside a bowl of strawberries. I wondered if that was just Thom’s consideration or whether Jennifer had requested it.
I reached down and slowly drew down the zipper on my wife’s gorgeous white dress. Strapless, it immediately slid down, pooling at her ankles. My eyes were drawn to her ass, her perfect little ass, bisected by a thin, white strip of gossamer lace. She turned to face me, and I shook my head in wonder. Fuck, she was sexy. Her barely-there bra and panties somehow even more erotic than bare nakedness.
Her eyes went to the champagne. I took the hint and cracked open the bottle, pouring us each a glass. I brought over the bowl of strawberries.
“You look amazing,” I said.
She took a strawberry in her mouth and took a sensuous bit. A sip of champagne.
“I wanted to remind you of what you’re thinking of giving away.”
I didn’t know how to reply.
“Because,” she continued, “tomorrow night, if you don’t change your mind, I’ll be doing this for another man.”
“I know,” I groaned.
“He’ll be the one helping me out of my clothes.”
She reached behind her and unsnapped her bra, letting it fall to the ground.
“Seeing my breasts.”
She cupped her own boobs, lifting them.
“Squeezing my nipples.”
She tweaked her nipples until they stood out from her chest, swollen and hard.
She edged her thumbs into her panties.
“Stripping me naked.”
She pulled her panties down, past her hips, letting gravity take them the rest of the way down.
I stared at her, nude save for her heels, a blond goddess.
“Is that what you want?” she asked.
My mouth was too dry to speak. I took a sip of champagne. “Yes.”
She walked over to me, and put her hands on my shoulders. A little pressure. Not enough to move me, but enough to send a message.
I dropped to my knees so that I was facing her pretty, blond pussy. I reached around and grabbed her hard ass, pulling her close, burying my face in her snatch.
She moaned loudly as I began to lick and suck her cunt. I squeezed her ass, pulling her cheeks apart, even as I sucked her clit into my mouth. Normally she’d consider my approach too aggressive, but there was nothing normal about our sexual appetites the last few days. She wrapped her hands around my head, pulling me close, and at the same time she lifted her right leg over my shoulder so that she was straddling me.
She was completely exposed to me like that, I am took advantage by licking her all over, my tongue pressing into her juicy slit, sucking on her swollen labia. She growled lustily and thrust against me, humping my face even as I ate her out.
“Oh God,” she cried out suddenly, twitching and grunting in passion.
She seemed to go limp, still straddling me, but now slumped over as if her spine had turned to jelly. I picked her up, carried her to the bed and laid her down on the covers. I quickly stripped off my shirt and climbed onto the mattress. Her pussy beckoned to me, spread, wet, pulsing with excitement. I lifted her legs, pressed her thighs to her chest, pushing down on her hamstrings. She was completely open, exposed.
I again lowered my face to her sex.
“No, no more,” she moaned. But unusually, she didn’t push me away.
I brushed aside her feeble protest and began eating her out again, this time with long tongue strokes over her entire slit. I went lower, licking her perineum as she bucked and sighed. Then lower still until my tongue was tickling her puckered butthole.
“Oh God, Jeremy, what are you doing?”
“Eating your ass,” I replied, as surprised as she was. “Do you like it?”
She let out a low, deep growl. “Yesss.”
We were operating under an unspoken agreement not to mention Reg Wallace and the fantasy. Until tomorrow morning, it was just us. And yet, it hung over us. As I tasted her butt for the first time, as she enjoyed the sensation of my tongue on her anus, I know we were both thinking of her final condition. The warning, tease, whatever, that she was going to go with the flow, no limits, no boundaries.
As I continued to lick her ass, I let my thumb slide over her swollen clit. A gasp caught in her throat.
“Oh God,” she moaned.
I pressed down on her sensitive button, my thumb working the hood of her clit, my tongue working its way deeper into her butt hole. I thought of her giving herself over to him. She always tended to be submissive in our games, and it occurred to me that with Reg she could surrender herself in a way she couldn’t with me. That was the meaning of her conditions. I’d see her doing things with him that might be hard for me to watch.
She came hard, gasping, thrashing. So beautiful. So precious. So sexy. It was insane to think of sharing her. But the thought was so addictive. I couldn’t shake it.
She grabbed my hair, yanked me painfully upward, and shoved me onto my back. She scampered over my body, frantically pulling down my pants, just enough to swallow my prick into her mouth. She was still gasping as she blew me sloppily, her spit running down my shaft and coating my balls. And then just as quickly, she swung a leg over me, impaled herself on my cock, facing away, reverse cowgirl.
For a few moments, she just ground herself into my crotch, seeming to just enjoy the feeling of my cock inside her. Then she looked at me over her shoulder and gave me a cocky smile. Oh boy, this is going to be good.
It was. She used all of her dancer tricks, working her perfect little ass up and down on my prick, slowing when she heard my moans intensify, quickening when I seemed more under control. Her pussy was swollen, her pussy lips more prominent than usual, sliding up and down my prick. When she leaned forward, it spread her cheeks, giving me an obscene view of her puckered anus, still glistening with my spit. Again, I pictured her with Reg, riding him like this, except that his fat cock was sliding into her tight, little ass. I shuddered at the image, my cock spurting inside my wife.
She continued to ride me though, as if she wanted to enjoy every last second of my erection. I would have loved to fuck her again, but I knew I was done. A day’s worth of drinking and hot sun and three orgasms left me gassed. But seeing her ass continue to bounce up and down I realized that she could probably go all night.
I’d sleep on it, but my mind was already made up. I needed to see it. To see Captain Wallace, that amazing physical specimen, give it to my beautiful wife like she’d never gotten it before.



Chapter Five
I woke up in my boxers and nothing else, my mouth dry and pasty. I hadn’t gotten out of bed since I’d drifted off in Jennifer’s arms as we cuddled after sex. She was still dozing. Especially when asleep, she looked like an angel, innocent, childlike almost. Thin wisps of blond hair crisscrossed her face. Her lips were curled in a small smile.
She opened her eyes.
“Hey beautiful,” I whispered.
She blushed slightly. “Hey yourself.”
“I love watching you sleep.”
“That’s, um, a little creepy.”
I chuckled. “I’ve done creepier things.”
She raised an eyebrow. “Yeah? Panty sniffing?”
I laughed. “No! Where did that come from?”
“One of my old boyfriends did that. Walked in on him with one of my panties pressed to his nose.”
“A used one?”
She laughed. “Well, yeah, I guess that’s the point. Weird thing is, he didn’t like giving head. I was like, you want to smell, get down there and get to work.”
“Did you really?”
“Well, no. I dumped him, the weirdo.”
“Do you think I’m weird?”
She rolled her eyes. “Well, you have been acting weird recently. Not sure that’s the same thing though. Weirdo suggests a congenital condition. I’m thinking you’re suffering from some sort of temporary insanity.”
I nodded. “Yeah, probably.”
“So, are you sane now?”
I pulsed my emotions. The images flooded into brain in response. Jennifer, legs spread wide, Reg’s muscular ass rising and falling as he plunged into her. Jennifer, slippery with soap, pressed up against the shower glass as he had her from behind. Jennifer, riding him reverse cowgirl, pumping her hips as she took his cock in her ass.
I shook my head slightly. “I’m afraid not.”
“And my conditions?”
“Fine. I’m okay with all of them. I just… I just want you to have fun. Let go. Be that crazy twenty-one year old again, carefree. That’s what I want to see.”
“Are you—”
“Sure?” I interrupted. “No, I’m not. It is scary, but that’s part of the thrill, I guess. Maybe you’re right about me being a junkie, craving a charge of excitement. But if that’s who I am, that’s who I am.”
“We could take up sky diving,” she suggested.
“Would you prefer that?”
“Honestly? No.”
“Because this turns you on too?”
She nodded. “It does.”
She paused, but I knew she had more to say, so I waited her out.
“At first it was just, yeah he’s a hot guy. And then it was just fun talking about it because I saw it turned you on. But you’ve gotten me thinking about it so much that…”
“You want it too?”
She gave me a crooked smile. “Yeah, I guess. Or at least, I like thinking about it. It’s all been going through my mind. What I’d wear. What I’d say. How I’d tease him, let the tension build, seduce him.”
“Tell me.”
She shook her head. “No, if we’re going to do this, I want you to see it too, experience it in the moment.”
I groaned. God, she really did have my number.
“I want to do it.”
She nodded.
“Would you have been disappointed if I’d wanted to pull the plug?”
“Yes,” she admitted. “Relieved too. Hard to explain. But yes.”
I smiled at her. That, more than anything, was what I wanted to hear. I knew she could make it hot for me even if she wasn’t into it. But that’s not what I wanted. I wanted her to be into it. And she was.
“So what happens next?”
She grinned. “Wait and see.”
***
I got up and showered, dressed in swim trunks and a tee shirt and went out on deck. Thom had heard us stirring, and was ready with a fresh Bloody Mary and scrambled eggs.
It was another beautiful day. We were anchored by a crescent-shaped shoal. The water was turquoise, the breeze warm and salty. Not another boat in sight. Paradise.
Wallace came over and I invited him to join me at the table. He took a seat and Thom brought him a coffee.
“You’ll really enjoy this,” he said. “This is my favorite snorkeling spot. It isn’t the biggest, but it’s out of the way, so you’ll probably have the reef all to yourselves.”
“How’d you find it?”
He smiled. “This is a family business. My father captained charters, and I worked as his mate from when I was a kid.” He looked around at the yacht. “We never worked boats like this, though. I keep telling Denny what a lucky bastard he is, even if he doesn’t realize it when he’s mopping the deck.”
“Is he your son?”
He shook his head. “My nephew. Good kid.”
“Are you married?” I asked. It suddenly occurred to me that Jennifer and I had been making plans on the assumption that he was available.
“Divorced,” he replied.
I gave a relieved sigh. He gave me a queer look. “Sorry to hear that,” I muttered.
“She was my chef before Thom. But too much time in close quarters… you know how it is.” He paused. “Plus, she was a bitch.” He laughed.
I laughed as well. “Well, I’m sure she was a great cook, but Thom is amazing.”
He nodded. “He is, isn’t he? Plus he’s also an expert masseur. Has the table, oils, everything. Anyway, I’m glad you’re enjoying things thus far. Just let us know if we can do anything to improve the experience.”
I couldn’t avoid grinning like an idiot. Oh, don’t worry, Captain we’ll be calling on you shortly. He looked at me like I was vaguely insane.
Happily Jennifer arrived to take his attention away from me. She was looking particularly fetching in a simple white bikini and pink ball cap. The bikini wasn’t particularly skimpy, but fitted her perfectly, accentuating her curves. She had her hair pulled back into a ponytail, which jutted jauntily from the back of her cap. She reminded me of a college girl on spring break. I wondered if that was the impression she was trying to convey, if not to Reg, then at least to herself.
“Good morning Captain. Did you sleep well?”
He laughed. “Actually, I had watch last night. I dozed a little, but the bridge isn’t the most comfortable place on the boat.”
“Oh, I wish I’d known. I was awake half the night. I could have come up and kept you company.”
She said it completely casually, so I was sure he didn’t catch the hidden meaning. I did though and felt funny in the pants.
“So what adventures are on the schedule today?” she continued.
If you only knew Captain.
“I was just telling your husband about snorkeling out here. Really a great spot. And then you can either picnic and relax on the beach or we can cruise a bit. It’s supposed to be a glorious afternoon, and I thought you might enjoy seeing what this boat can really do when we have all the sails out.”
“Oh, I love new experiences,” she cooed.
He smiled. “I’ll let Thom know you’re up so he can bring you breakfast.”
She sat down opposite me.
“Are you planning on speaking in double entendres all day?”
“I guess we’ll see what comes up.”
“You’re incorrigible.”
“Maybe I need to be lashed,” she replied, eyes twinkling. “What is it they used to say about the Royal Navy traditions?”
Nothing but rum, buggery, and the lash. I was sure Captain Wallace would supply her with all three if asked.
Thom’s appearance mercifully cut short the conversation before it really got out of hand. Jennifer broke with me, ordering a mimosa and a continental breakfast, which she proceeded to consume with a self-satisfied, little grin on her face.
***
Reg wasn’t lying. It was glorious. Denny ferried us out the few hundred meters to the reef and helped us adjust our masks and snorkels. Then we dropped into the warm, clear water.
As transparent as the water seemed from the boat, once we got our heads beneath the surface, it was like being in a whole other world. I don’t know a trout from a tuna, so I don’t even know what I was looking at, but it was beautiful, exhilarating. Bright colors, pulsing, shifting shapes, schools of fish darting one way then another, a veritable natural kaleidoscope.
Jennifer and I were swimming together, but when your head is underwater and looking down, you’re always a little on your own. And then I caught sight of her off to my right. She’d dived down to get a closer look at a bulbous, orange coral. She hung there, shimmering in the refracted sunlight, her long, blond, ponytail trailing behind her, looking so graceful, so beautiful, a water nymph at play.
The water was so lovely that we ended up just swimming back to the boat. I let her climb up the ladder first, but as I looked up at her above me I got a shock. Her snug, but not overly skimpy, white bikini had turned translucent.
From where I was I could see the crack of her ass, and through her legs I thought I caught a little tease of vag.
“Uh, Jennifer,” I hissed urgently.
She looked back down at me. I gestured with my hands. “Your suit.”
She gave me an amused grin and then continued on her way. She knew.
It wasn’t until I got up on deck with her that I realized the full extent of it. Her suit wasn’t translucent, letting through just dark and light, it was almost completely transparent. It wasn’t that I could just see the outlines of her nipples, I could see they were raspberry red, surrounded by paler, pink areolas. Also visible was that she was a natural blonde; that she kept her public hair trimmed close.
Denny, who’d helped her out of the water, didn’t know where to look. I felt bad for the kid. He tried to hand my wife a towel, but she refused it.
“I think I’ll just air dry,” she chimed.
He was too shook up to offer me a towel until I walked over and tapped him on the shoulder. He gave me an apologetic grimace. I gave him what I hoped was a reassuring smile.
Jennifer made a beeline for the ladder to the bridge. Denny had been collateral damage. I knew for whom she really wanted to show off.
Captain Wallace managed to keep a better poker face than his young nephew, but it was obvious he liked what he saw as well, especially when Jennifer sat down in the swivel seat beside him and turned in his direction. Normally there would have been nothing to it, but slouching casually, her thighs a few inches apart, I knew she was giving him quite a view. Edging behind him, I confirmed my suspicion. She was completely exposed, her pussy not just outlined in the wet fabric, but actually visible through the sheer material.
They both were remarkably cool about it, a particularly impressive feat for Reg who knew that I knew what he was seeing. But if he was tempted to look away, he didn’t show it in his body language, which remained cool and relaxed even as he continued to face my wife.
“Jeremy? Jeremy? What do you think?”
“Huh?”
Jennifer grinned at me. “Captain Wallace—”
“Please call me Reg,” he interrupted.
“Oh, I don’t know. This is your ship after all. But, okay…. Reg was asking whether we wanted to spend the afternoon ashore or sailing. I thought it would be more fun to see what this ship could do in the hands of its capable crew. You do want to see how they, uh, handle things, don’t you?”
Reg looked up at me. Was that a knowing glimmer in his eye? I felt my cheeks begin to burn even though I knew it couldn’t be. At most, he’d think that Jennifer was a cocktease. He couldn’t possibly realize, yet, that she was really going to put out. Still, it occurred to me that the hardest part of this wasn’t going to be watching the sex, which I knew would be hot, but being around this man afterwards, after he’d had my woman.
Jennifer was still staring at me. “Um, whatever you want, honey,” I muttered.
“Sailing it is,” she replied. “Captain, show us what you can do. I’m going to go on deck and lie in the sun.”
Once she climbed out onto the forward deck and sprawled out, it got even more awkward being beside Reg. Not that he was doing anything other than steering the boat and calling out instructions to Denny over the radio. I was the one who was nonplussed. He was, what, plussed? Is that a word? No. Unperturbed, then.
It provoked a weird thought. Had he been expecting something like this? Had he seen something in her, or maybe in the two of us, that led him to believe that before this trip was over he’d have her. A crazy thought. A drink, that’s what I needed. A drink and to change out of my wet trunks.
I excused myself and went down to our cabin to change and then went looking for Thom and a nice cold beer.
***
Changing was easy, finding Thom turned out to be more complicated. I ventured further forward into the crew section. It was not as nice as the passenger part of the boat. Everything was much simpler and functional and relatively cramped, although as I walked past I noticed the captain had a small private cabin, while Thom and Denny seemed to be sharing a more narrow space with a bunk bed.
I peeked into the galley, which was surprisingly Spartan, though there was a small portal that let in sunlight and probably helped to vent cooking smells. There was a narrow fridge, two induction cooktops, and a tiny convection oven. I was even more impressed with Thom’s culinary skills. In a real restaurant kitchen, he could probably produce wonders. I finally found him wedged into a tiny pantry, taking inventory.
I cleared my throat. “Um, I was hoping you might have a beer down here.”
He smiled. “You could have had Reg call me.”
I nodded. “I sort of wanted to explore.”
“It’s not bad up here,” he said as he pulled out a beer. “Kalik? I also have some Heineken and, I think, some Guiness.”
“Is Kalik the local beer?”
He nodded. “It’s nothing special, but nice for drinking in the sun.”
“Exactly what I was looking for.”
He pulled out a chilled glass. “I can bring this to you up top.”
“You look busy, I can carry it myself.”
“Okay, but you’re not going to take it out of my tip, are you?” he asked with a grin.
“No worries. I’m about ready to offer you a full-time job cooking for us back home.”
He laughed. “No way, mon,” he replied with an exaggerated accent. “Da islands are ma ‘ome.”
“Yeah, I wouldn’t leave either.”
He poured carefully, making sure the head was just right. Through the open portal I could hear Reg making final preparations with Denny for the afternoon sail.
Then I heard Jennifer’s lilting voice. “Oh Captain, would you mind helping me with my back? I don’t want to get sunburned.”
I could tell Thom had heard, though he pretended not to. Again I wondered what the crew thought of us. But I had no time to really contemplate that. I needed to get up top and see what my wife was up to.
It was actually an innocent scene if, you know, the sight of a large, black man rubbing suntan lotion of your blond wife’s back strikes you as innocent. Jennifer had untied her bikini top, presumably to avoid tan lines, but as she lifted her head to speak to Reg, she was perilously close to giving him a flash of nipple. He was definitely already getting an eyeful of side boob. None of that probably mattered since her suit was still largely transparent anyway. I noticed him adjust himself in his shorts. She was having the desired effect.
He startled a little when he saw me. Then he smiled. “Ah, your husband is back. He can take over.”
“No,” she replied quickly. “You’re doing it better than he does. He’s always in a rush to finish.” She paused, letting that sink in. I rolled my eyes at her. She playfully stuck her tongue out at me. “And anyway, no need for you both to get your hands all gooey.”
Reg hesitated, but when I didn’t seem to object, he resumed massaging the suntan lotion into her smooth skin. His dark hand looked huge as it pressed against her slender, curved lower back.
She looked over her shoulder and reached back, a hand cupping her boob in a false gesture of modesty and edged down her bottoms, exposing the crack of her ass.
“I always burn right there,” she explained.
Reg grinned, obviously curious at her game, and willing to play along. He was a gentleman, though, taking what she was offering, but not trying to take advantage. It was reassuring. We were at sea, on his ship, and Denny and Thom would certainly back him if Reg wanted to teach this teasing slut a lesson. It would be so easy. A little pressure on her lower back to hold her in place, a flick of the wrist to tear off her lightweight bikini bottom, and she’d be his for the taking. I shivered in excitement at the thought of it, of Reg yanking off his shorts, freeing his fat cock, and taking her hard from behind, pounding her hard into her towel on the deck.
He didn’t do that, but what he did was almost as exciting, taking his time as he diligently dripped some additional lotion on her lower back and slowly spread it around, his fingertips pressing into the top of her curved ass, dipping into her crack.
“That feels nice,” she cooed as he finished up her back. Could you get the back of my legs too?”
“Of course,” he said.
A little more lotion on his palms, and he began to firmly massage from her hamstrings to the bottom of her ass. His hands were big enough that they almost seemed to envelop her legs, his thumb riding up her inner thigh, closer, closer until her could probably feel the heat coming from her surely wet snatch. He paused there for a moment, and I could see his thumb making small circles on the sensitive, intimate flesh of her thigh.
He smiled at me and after another moment, he released her. “All done,” he chimed.
“Thank you,” she said, again craning her neck, again giving him a great view of her cleavage between her bare breasts.
“My pleasure,” he replied, remaining poised above her.
Before she could ratchet up the tension further, Denny called out from up front, “All ready captain.”
Reg stood. “You may want to stow your possessions. It’ll be a bit windy once we get moving.”
He headed toward the bridge and I approached my wife.
“You know,” I began, “I’m not sure I could hold him off if he decided try something.”
“What makes you think I’d want you to?” she replied, eyes flashing.
“I just mean, we might not be able to control it.”
“Hmm, you mean I might have no choice but to submit completely to all of his filthy desires? Now you’re really getting me hot.”
“I mean—”
“I know what you mean,” she replied, suddenly serious. “But actually, he seems quite trustworthy. Don’t you think?”
I shrugged.
“No, seriously, Jeremy, if you have doubts let me know. If you think I’m wrong...”
I hesitated. Could we trust him to stop if we asked him to? I wasn’t sure. He was a powerful man, in his own element, and once things got going, it would get primal, hard to control. And yet, he wasn’t a thug. He was a gentleman, had shown perhaps more restraint that I could have given Jennifer’s provocations.
“No, I think you’re right. Not that he’d be biddable—”
“But we wouldn’t want that anyway, would we?” she asked.
No. She was right. We… I didn’t want him to be just a passive sex toy. Part of the fantasy was seeing her… getting taken by a powerful man… a powerful, black man.
She was looking at me questioningly. This was it. Go or no go. Her teasing had brought us so close to the line that we’d maybe already gone too far, that it was already inevitable that something would happen, that even without a formal invitation, Captain Wallace would take it upon himself to claim what had been so clearly offered.
“I think he’s safe,” I said finally, the most anodyne way of giving my ultimate consent.
Reg’s voice coming from the bridge startled me. “Alright, here we go, things are going to get exciting.”
It was almost as if he’d been listening in, but then I realized he was talking about the ship. A few adjustments to the rigging, and suddenly the gentle breeze that had been cooling us on deck fully filled the sails. The yacht surged suddenly, an acceleration I’d never known was possible on a sailboat.
Jennifer hurriedly retied her bikini top, and we retreated to loungers wedged up just forward of the bridge. From there we could hear Reg calling out orders to the Denny and Thom, who had also come up top to help handle the boat at speed. His tone was crisp, professional, and the results amazing.
As we sped up, the boat sliced through the swells, curls of churning water kicked up by the bow releasing a rain of spray across the hull. The boat began to lean, lower, lower toward the water, more like an America’s Cup competitor than a luxury yacht. It was thrilling and terrifying. I looked at my wife. Her eyes were shining with excitement as she looked from the waves to the sails and back up to our handsome captain coordinating it all. It occurred to me that piloting a high-end sailboat at top speed was as effective a panty dropper as playing a musical instrument.
***
After a couple of hours of electrifying sailing, Reg adjusted course, allowing the sails to slacken, and the boat to slow. We dropped back to a gentle cruise, and Thom soon appeared with afternoon margaritas for us to enjoy as Reg maneuvered us to provide the beautiful sunset over a small, thin, island speckled with palms.
Captain Wallace joined us after a few minutes.
“Did you enjoy that?”
Jennifer nodded. I replied, “yeah, that was amazing.”
He smiled. “I’m glad you liked it. A lot of our customers are… well… older and just as happy to motor from point to point. But I thought you might like to see what the boat can do.”
“How’d you learn to sail like that?” I asked.
“My father—”
“How about we save that story for dinner?” Jennifer interrupted. “We’re almost half-way through the cruise. Shouldn’t we get an invitation to the Captain’s table?”
He laughed. “I’m afraid that Thom, Denny, and I share a small nook in the galley.”
“Well, then you’ll have to join us for dinner,” she continued. Then looking at me, “Right Jeremy?”
I nodded. “Of course. Would you dine with us? We’d both love to hear more about how you came to captain this ship.”
“Join us at six?” Jennifer continued. “Thom always whips up these delightful cocktails and hors d’oeuvres.”
He hesitated. I could see him trying to balance his temptation with his sense of professional obligation.
“We’d be honored,” I added reassuringly.
He nodded. “I’d be delighted. I’ll attend to the boat and then join you in your salon at six.”
“Wonderful,” Jennifer replied.



Chapter Six
We finished our margaritas and retired to the stateroom. I glanced at my watch. It was already five. There was barely enough time to shower and change before dinner. I was desperate to ask Jennifer about her plans, and yet I didn’t want to ruin the surprise. Seeing her execute the final seduction would be more exciting if I was in the dark as well.
She cleared her throat and I turned in her direction. She’d stripped completely naked and stood regarding me frankly. She didn’t say anything, and yet I read a message in her posture. Take a good look mister. Before long another man will be enjoying this.
“Not planning to dress for dinner?” I asked.
She strode up to me and confidently grasped my rapidly hardening package.
“Oh, don’t worry, I have a great outfit picked out. I was just wondering if you wanted anything before… you know.”
She cupped a boob and casually tweaked her erect nipple.
“Why? Are you feeling randy?”
I reached out and traced a line between her breasts, down toward her belly.
“Mmm hmm, I am,” she cooed. She took my hand and pulled it lower, my fingertips trailing through her downy muff until I felt her sensitive sex, swollen and already wet.
“But,” she continued, “it’s not about me. I’m sure I’ll be well taken care of tonight. I’m just worried about you… sitting there… watching… seeing another man making me his own….”
“For the night,” I added defensively.
She grinned. “More or less,” she replied cryptically. “I’ll definitely be yours again once we reach dry land, but who knows if I’ll ever be the same.” She stroked me harder.
I pulled away from her and brought my finger to my mouth, tasting her excitement. “I’ll take that risk.”
Another grin. “Okay, have it your way. Why don’t you shower first while I get my clothes together?”
She turned and walked toward her closet, her sexy, naked ass swaying. Without looking back at me, she rifled through her lingerie, holding up slinky, skimpy items, then against her, checking out how they looked in the mirror. It was all a show. She already knew what she was going to wear, but this was part of the tease, letting me see her preparing herself for him.
I showered. I resisted the urge to jerk off for the same reason I didn’t want her to take care of me earlier. I didn’t want the release. I wanted to ride the wave of tension and excitement to the end, and I knew if I came I’d immediately start having second thought, doubts. I rinsed myself in cold water, which got my raging hardon under control, though I remained chubbed up with anticipation.
When I exited the bathroom, Jennifer, wrapped in a towel, squeezed in after me. She locked the door behind her, and I heard her softly humming to herself as the water ran in the sink. I dressed in khakis and a white cotton shirt, and realizing that she was going to take her time, I went out on deck.
***
I was on my second martini when Jennifer appeared. She was dressed for clubbing, in a tiny, tight, black dress with a lace panel to expose her cleavage. It ended just below her ass, her legs looking even longer and leaner than usual in her four inches heels. Her lips were glossy, liner making her eyes catlike, her hair flowed down over her shoulders in loose spirals.
She approached me. In her heels we saw eye-to-eye, she may even have an inch on me. I forced myself to stand extra tall. She leaned forward and gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek. Message received. Tonight, her passion was reserved for another man.
She picked up a champagne from the table and asked, “so where is the guest of honor?”
Before I could answer, Captain Wallace approached. He was dressed in grey linen slacks, a tucked-in, short-sleeve pale blue knit polo that managed to show off both his trim physique and his muscular arms. He smiled.
Fixing me, he said, “It was very generous of you and Mrs. Howard to invite me to dinner, but—”
Jennifer interrupted, “Don’t get silly, we’re looking forward to it.”
He gave her a quick nod, but returned his attention to me.
I smiled. “We really are.”
He gave me a moment, reading my expression for any doubts. I could tell Jennifer was annoyed that he was deferring to me in that instant, but I appreciated it. He tilted his head slightly. I gave him a small, almost imperceptible nod. He gave me a quick raised eyebrow. You sure? Yeah. I don’t get it, but okay.
“If you two are done flirting….” Jennifer snarked.
I turned toward my wife, but spoke to Reg. “Jennifer needs to be the center of attention at all times.”
“I do not!” she replied in amused outraged.
“Well, it is only appropriate,” Reg said, “her type of beauty deserves contemplation.”
She batted her eyelashes and took Reg by the upper arm. “At least someone understands.” She looked back at me at and stuck out her tongue again. “Now, Captain, will you please show me around the ship? It all seems so complicated, and I want you to tell me everything.”
Reg snagged a beer from Thom and I followed behind as he led my wife on a circuit of the boat, describing the various sails and equipment aboard. It was actually fascinating, at least when I could focus on it, but mostly I was transfixed by the two of them, the gorgeous, slender blonde and the handsome, ripped, black man. Two amazing physical specimens, it seemed almost natural that they should be together.
When we had completed a circuit, we returned to the bridge. Thom motioned us to the table, set for three. He’d again outdone himself. Our appetizer was a delicious caviar canapé with a nearly-frozen vodka chaser, then an amazing crayfish soup, followed by a tart lime whitefish ceviche, and finally a main course of seared squid over manioc polenta. We shared three bottles of a creamy, vanilla-spiced chardonnay. The wind breeze was moist, sultry, the sound of the waves lapped at the hull hypnotic.
Reg regaled us with stories of growing up in the Bahamas, of learning to sail and working on bigger and nicer yachts. He told us of his own boat, a sleek 33 footer that he’d sailed all around the Caribbean. He was a wonderful storyteller, peppering his account with tales of storms and perils at sea, of beautiful passages between moonlit islands, and harrowing close encounters with drug runners in the waters off Florida.
Jennifer was rapt, hanging on every word, and when he prompted me to tell my story, I could see them both devouring each other even as they nodded politely to show they were paying attention.
Thom served us a rich rum cake and strong island coffee to perk us up. He then came around with generously filled brandy snifters and bid us all goodnight. Jennifer picked up hers.
“This looks delicious, but my dress is cutting off my circulation. Will you two join me downstairs for the nightcap?”
Without waiting for a reply, she rose and gave me a kiss on the cheek. She sashayed toward our cabin, her tight little ass swinging seductively. I looked up from her bottom to see Reg looking at me. I raised my glass.
“So what do you say?”
He glanced back toward the darkened salon where my wife had disappeared. “I’m not sure I understand,” he replied.
I raised an eyebrow. “Really?”
“I don’t want to offend you, but I am not sure I can do what you want.” He held my gaze for longer than comfortable.
It clicked. “Oh. Not me,” I reassured him. “I would just watch.”
He seemed surprised by that. “Yeah?”
I nodded vigorously. “No, I don’t. I mean, nothing wrong with it, but I’m not interested in that. It would just be you and her.”
“Why?”
I shrugged. “I’m not sure.”
“And what will you do?”
“I told you. Just watch. Stay out of the way. It’ll be just you and her.”
“What are you expecting to happen?”
“That’s up to you two.”
He hesitated. “Do you do this often?”
I shook my head. “No, never.”
“So why me?”
Because I want to see your big, black, dick stretching out her married, white, pussy. I couldn’t bring myself to say that. I shrugged. “I think it would be hot?”
I picked up my glass and stood. “See you soon?”
He regarded me impassively. But I knew. He just needed a few moments alone to think it through, but he was too worldly a man not to realize what he was being offered and how precious it was. I crossed the salon slowly, contemplating the looming end of my conventional existence while at the same time aware of the excitement growing within. This was really going to happen!
I entered the stateroom. Jennifer peeked out at me from the bathroom, a look of disappointment crossing her face.
“Is he not…?”
She stopped. A smile coming across her face. I turned to look behind me as Reg entered the room.
“I thought this would be more appropriate than cognac,” he suggested, holding out a white shoulder bag.
I took the sack from him and looked inside to see a bottle of champagne along with three long-stemmed flutes. I stepped behind him to the sideboard and looked back at Jennifer as she slipped from the bathroom, closing the door behind her. She’d dimmed the lights to a romantic low, and slowly maneuvered herself into the middle of the room stepping into the circle of illumination provided by the ceiling light.
She’d changed out of her party dress into a wispy, white negligee. She was naked beneath the diaphanous fabric, her full breasts topped by dark red, swollen nipples, the curls of her blonde public hair clearly visible.
I popped open the champagne, but neither one of them spared me a glance. They were both locked in on each other. I poured myself a glass and settled down into the corner of the sofa facing them.
Jennifer stalked over to him with feline grace. She was barefoot, so he towered over her, but there was little doubt that she was the predator and he was the prey.
“Thank you for coming,” she breathed softly, running her hand along his muscular arms.
He just smiled as she circled around him.
“Would you take off your shirt?” she asked.
He nodded and gracefully pulled it off over his head.
“Mmmm,” she sighed appreciatively.
She circled around him again, more slowly this time. Her fingers traced the outlines of his muscles, the ridged hardness of his triceps, the smooth, kite-like expanse of his traps, the bulging roundness of his powerful delts. As she came around to his front, she palmed his firm pecs and let her hand slide down to trace the outline of his well-defined abs. She leaned forward and I could see her little, pink tongue flash out and begin to circle his nipple until he let out a soft, excited moan and began to shiver despite the warm, salty air.
She smiled at his reaction. The last few days had been a reminder that Jennifer got off as much on getting a rise out of others as the actual pleasure in the act itself. As she continued to suck on his nipple, her hands went lower, sliding down over his abdomen and hips, and converging on his crotch. She massaged him gently, moving both hands in wide circles that explored his upper thighs, the gap between his legs, before finally closing in and rubbing his shaft through his pants.
They exchanged flirty grins, and then she dropped to her knees, his slacks impressively tented at her eye-level. She gave the bulge a gentle pat, and then bent down low and slipped off his loafers, neatly placing them aside like a well-trained Geisha. It was submissive and weirdly erotic. She straightened up and patiently unbuckled his belt. She unbuttoned his pants and pulled down his zipper and then slowly pulled down his slacks, leaving just his patterned boxers to shield his impressive bulk. She folded his pants and placed them beside his shoes.
She rose up again and seized his boxers at the hip. Only now, so close to the end did her sangfroid falter. She yanked roughly, exposing him. Her mouth opened as she let out a small gasp. Her eyes widened and she looked over at me.
Oh my god, she mouthed silently, grinning.
She looked back up at him, heavy-lidded as both her hands gripped his shaft. His huge, ebony tool looked even larger in her dainty hands. It was long, but even more so obscenely thick, uncut, heavily veined, an impressive instrument.
“This is a perfect cock,” she cooed. “Big…” she stroked him up and down. “Beautiful… and a little scary.”
“There is nothing to be afraid of,” he replied gently.
She shook her head. “I don’t know if I can take it, and if I can, I don’t know that I’ll be able to live without it later.”
She shot me a quick glance to make sure I’d heard. Then, slowly, deliberately, she opened her mouth wide and began sucking on the tip of his cock. She sucked on him loudly, wetly. I knew she was exaggerating the slurps and lip smacks for my benefit, but it was obviously having an effect on him as well. His prick stiffened and remained projecting outward even when she released her grip.
She licked his shaft up and down until it glistened in the dim light of the stateroom. Then she leaned in and began licking and sucking his heavy balls, swallowing them as she pumping her hand up and down the length of his cock.
Jennifer sat back on her heels and admired her handiwork. His huge prick was now rock hard, pointing skyward, twitching menacingly. She slipped off her negligee and scooted back toward the bed, her eyes remaining glued to his erect phallus.
She sat on the edge of the mattress and placed her hands on her knees. Slowly she spread apart her long, lean legs. Below her triangle of blond muff I could see her pussy, already swollen with excitement. She ran her hands up her inner thighs, her perfectly rounded nails crimson against her pale, creamy skin. She brought her hand to her pussy and traced her slit, exposing the moist, pink flesh.
Jennifer is one of those few women who is super hot, knows she is, and yet isn’t supercilious because of it. She’d often shown off for me before, but never quite like this. Skimpy clothes and sexy lingerie, but not legs spread, split beaver. Jennifer had always been hot, sexy. Now she was being pornographic.
Reg was staring at her rapt. My own gaze alternated between them, between the over-the-top eroticism my wife was putting out and the object of her desire whose own excitement was so prominently on-display in the form of his world-class erection and heavy breathing.
Jennifer slipped a finger deep into her pussy, letting out a heart-stopping gasp of pleasure. She pumped it in and out, slowly, opening herself wider, her snatch glistening now even in the dim light. She withdrew her finger and then raised it slowly. Her eyes fixed on his. She crooked her finger, beckoning him closer.
For a second he looked almost like a marionette, lurching forward in response to her invitation. Or maybe, since we were in the islands, a zombie responding to an invisible summons. I chuckled inwardly. Who was I to talk? I was sitting on the very edge of the sofa myself. She shot me a quick glance, checking my reaction. My posture was all the reassurance she needed.
With his eyes now drawn to her pretty pussy, he covered the distance between them in an instant. He began to stoop, angling lower, prepared to dive toward her snatch. He licked his lips in anticipation of devouring her juicy slit.
She put out her hand to slow him and slid back onto the bed, her legs still spread wide. He seemed momentarily puzzled at the mixed-signal.
“I need your cock,” she cooed in clarification. “Inside me. Is that okay?”
I wondered to whom that last question was addressed. Was it to Reg? Another bit of submissiveness, asking for permission to get fucked. Was it to me? A last chance for me to call it off. Was it to herself? Asking permission from her Superego to proceed. Or was it just some empty words, uttered in a moment of passion, as much to break the tension as to convey meaning? I shook my head in amusement. Who knew that seeing my wife about to take a huge, black cock would turn me into a fucking philosopher?
My contemplation of Platonic ideals came to an abrupt end as Reg climbed onto the bed and crawled between my wife’s widely spread legs. She reached out and seized his cock, and in one fluid motion pulled him toward her. She guided his huge prick to the target and as Jennifer sighed and shuddered he quickly sank inside her.
“Oh God,” Jennifer, and I, moaned simultaneously.
He was inside her, balls deep, the ease of entry a testament of her level of arousal. She’d angled herself carefully, so that I could see up, between their legs to his body joined to hers, his balls resting against her asshole. There was a moment of calm, all of us momentarily shocked at what had happened. And then nature, instinct took hold.
He withdrew and thrust inside her.
She moaned in pleasure. “Oh God, do you feel how wet you make me?”
“Yeah,” he groaned.
“I’ve never been this wet.”
She shot me another quick glance, the playful twinkle in her eye making obvious the comment was directed at me.
“I love your cock,” she added.
“You’re so beautiful,” he replied.
He slowly churned his big, thick piece of meat inside my wife.
“You won’t break me,” she said. “Fuck me harder.”
He chuckled, but his real response came in the form of deep, hard thrust.
She gasped. “Harder.”
He pulled almost all the way out and them slammed back inside her, their bodies slapping against each other.
“More,” she groaned.
She reached around and grabbed his big, muscular ass, urging him on. He pounded into her again and again.
I should have been mortified or threatened, and maybe I was at some level, but none of that could penetrate the intense, sexual fog that enveloped me. I had to rub my eyes several time as excitement blurred my vision. It was even hotter than I had fantasized. God, just a few feet away, my beautiful, gorgeous, blond wife was getting fucked silly by a wildly hung, ripped, black stud.
It would have been hot just as a visual, but it was Jennifer’s reaction that really got me off. Not so much her words, which I knew were partially calculated to inflame me, but rather the way her body responded, the stuff she couldn’t control. The way the veins in her neck bulged each time he hammer into her. How the pussy clung and stretched around his thick shaft. The way her fingers dug into his firm ass on each stroke.
I realized I was close. I’d been rubbing myself through my pants. It would have been so easy to just let go. But I didn’t want that. There were lines I didn’t want to cross, and one of them was jerking off while my wife fucked another man. I forced myself to take a deep breath, then I refilled my champagne glass and settled back into the sofa to watch.
I looked up from between her legs to her face. They were kissing, passionately. When had that begun? I felt a surge of jealously flow through me. I beat it back. It meant nothing. With his fat cock hamming her tight pussy, they were both going on instinct.
He wedged his hands beneath her, cupping her ass as he pounded her cunt. It created a gorgeous symmetry. His black hands on her white ass, her pale fingers digging into his ebony cheeks. Her legs spread wide around his thick torso, and over and over and over, that dark phallus churning into her wet, pink, pussy.
I hadn’t realized how close she was, but suddenly she was bucking and gasping.
“Oh God,” she cried out.
Her hand released his ass and seized his head.
“I need a second,” she exclaimed desperately.
He nodded and then slowly, slowly withdrew his huge prick from her battered cunt. He rolled over onto his back on the large bed. She leaned over his body. Her eyes found mine, and with a smile she began sucking on his slimy prick.
“Mmmm,” she moaned with each mouthful as if she were devouring a particularly decadent dessert.
It wasn’t until that moment that it really struck me that he wasn’t using protection. Jennifer and I have been married long enough that condoms are no longer routine, and I knew she was on the pill. Or was she? We’d talked about having another child. I’d told her I’d be happy either way and it was her decision to take. Surely she wouldn’t do such a thing without telling me. But I would have been at least as sure that she wouldn’t fuck another man either. The thought of him impregnating her felt like a rock in the pit of my stomach, and yet also caused my cock to twitch so violently inside my pants that I almost came without touching myself.
I forced myself to take deep breaths, but almost lost it again when I realized my inhalations were synchronized with Jennifer’s as she bobbed up and down on that big, black cock.
Each time I looked at them I noticed new details. The way her tongue swirled around his glans on each upstroke. His huge hand resting possessively on her tiny ass, middle finger wedged firmly between her cheeks. The glint of her engagement ring as her hand moved up and down his thick shaft.
“…well?” The sound of Jennifer’s voice forced its way through the fog in my brain.
“Huh?”
She laughed. “I was asking you if you thought I should get this big thing back inside me?”
I nodded awkwardly but my reply died in my throat.
She giggled. “I’ll take that as a yes.”
She gracefully slung her leg over his heavily muscled torso and began grinding her pussy against his abs. I’d sort of wished she had mounted his reverse cowgirl so I could see her face as she screwed him, but she’d made it clear that she was going to do things that pleased her. And she wanted to see his face and his powerful torso as they fucked.
Anyway, I couldn’t really complain about the view, especially not when she rose up, momentarily rubbed his cock head between her wet lips and firmly impaled herself on his thick shaft.
She slowly rolled her hips, her hands resting on his powerful chest. He explored her body with his own massive paws, cupping her full breasts, handling her firm, round ass, caressing the side of her long, lean neck.
“Fuck that’s good,” she sighed. “I love your cock.”
“I love everything about you,” he replied.
“Where have you been all my life?”
He laughed. “Right here, on the ocean.”
“I should have come sooner,” she cooed. “I knew the minute I saw you, I would have you.”
“I knew it too,” he replied.
“How did you know?” she asked.
“I could see it in your eyes.”
She shuddered slightly and began riding him faster.
“What did you see?”
“That you were hungry.”
“Hungry for your big black cock?”
He nodded and groaned affirmatively.
“That I was a dirty, little, white slut who wouldn’t be able to resist you.”
He replied by thrusting upward three times hard, making her squeal in delight.
“Did you think it would be like this?”
“No,” he admitted. “I thought you would sneak out one night. Find me on deck.”
“Oh God, I thought about it.”
He nodded as if to say, I know.
“And then what?” she prompted.
“We wouldn’t want to be caught. It would have been faster.”
She groaned, thinking about it. “And harder…. Rougher.”
His words seemed to carry her away. Though I couldn’t see her face, I was sure her eyes were closed as she imagined it. Making sure I was asleep, sneaking away from our cabin, finding him on deck. The quick, furtive glances that would follow. Her skimpy lingerie giving away the game without words. Fumbling with his clothes. Bending her over the bridge console. Entering her hard from behind.
Her movements became ragged as she bounced on him faster, impaling herself over and over on his thick tool. His hands were on her ass, urging her on. She moaned louder, louder, until the sound seemed to catch in her throat, transforming into a strained gurgling that might have been alarming in a different context, but here clearly signaled that she was lost to passion.
Slowly like a balloon deflating she collapsed onto his chest. He waited a moment to see if she wanted to disengage, but when she remained passively prone against him, her head curled into the crook of his neck, he began thrusting upward inside her. She gasped. I could imagine her hot breath on his cheek. He thrust again and again.
His large hands grabbed her ass, pulling her cheeks apart, allowing his fat tool to penetrate deeper. She moaned lustily. Another stroke and another, until he was pistoning inside her roughly, her puckered, pink asshole winking invitingly. As if sensing what I was seeing, the tip of his middle finger found her anus. She let out a hissing gasp as he pressed a fingertip inside her butt.
We’d never really played like that, but distracted as she was by his huge, churning cock, she didn’t object. She actually seemed to like it. Overcoming her exhaustion, her hips began to move, meeting his thrusts. He pressed his finger in deeper, only up to the second knuckle, but as large is were his digits it wasn’t far removed from taking a second cock.
“Oh God, what are you doing?” she groaned.
“Do you like it?”
“God yes,” she cried out.
As I stared in shock he added his index finger to the mix.
She groaned loudly as he began to fuck her ass with two, thick fingers in time with his oversized cock plunging into her tightly stretched cunt.
I gasped as well. This wasn’t my wife. This was some filthy, little, porno girl in a seedy interracial loop. Except it wasn’t. It was my wife. The mother of my children. Impaled on a fat cock, two fingers in her ass, moaning like a whore.
He thrust faster and faster. His cock became a blur. Her squeals louder and louder, higher and higher pitched. It was a large boat, but a small ship. I knew the others could hear her, would know that their captain was screwing my wife, and that she was loving it.
The wave crashed as waves do, suddenly with a sort of unexpected violence given the graceful swells that precede the explosion. Jennifer’s head rose upward and I could see that their eyes were locked. He thrust upward, she pumping her hips against him to meet his movements. She’d already come twice, couldn’t possibly come again, and yet she did, shuddering and moaning against his invading cock and fingers.
He crunched upward, muscles rippling. He groaned, loud, loud, then transitioned to a happy chuckle as he emptied himself insider her.
They took a cool down lap, each slowly grinding against the other amidst giggles and soft caresses. They were both glistening with sweat, their respective orgasms seeming to trigger a flush of body heat.
Finally, she rolled off him and they lay side-by-side, smiling and gasping, holding hands.
I stood and poured them each a glass of champagne.
“That was… impressive,” I said handing them the bubbly. “Did you have fun?”
She rolled her eyes at me. You have to ask?
Reg was sitting up, his arm draped modestly in his lap. I could see him shifting anxiously, wondering if he should leave, if things were about to go south.
Jennifer edged closer and wrapped an arm around his shoulder. She reached out to clink glasses with him.
“You’re not leaving yet, are you?” she asked, though her eyes scanned me, making sure I was okay as well.
I laughed and clinked glasses with Reg. “I hope you took your vitamins.”
He looked from me to her and back to me. “You mean?”
I shook my head. “I don’t think she’s done with you yet.”
“Not even close,” she cooed seductively as she drained her glass.
“Would you hold this?” she asked, handing me the flute.
I took the glass from her and chuckled ruefully as she lowered her face into his lap and began slurping away at his flaccid, yet still impressively bulky prick.
I put down her glass and grabbed the bottle. There was just enough to top off his glass and mine.
As I refilled his bubbly I tried to reassure him, “I don’t think she’s ever fucked a man to death before… though I guess there is a first time for everything.”
He smiled a little awkwardly, contemplating, I think, the pros and cons of being screwed to death by my wife. But as she swallowed him deep, massaging his balls, I think he resigned himself to his fate.
***
As exciting as was what had gone before, I think definitely the high point of the evening was the second round. She’d sucked him hard and stood him on the floor at the foot of the bed, directing him to stay as still as possible.
Getting on her hands and knees she thrust back against him, slowly, her perfect ass moving in languid circles, working that big prick with her wet twat.
I gave up my posture of observer and instead sat on the bed beside her, massaging her upper back, clearing wet strands of hair from her face as she fucked Reg’s fat cock. She came twice more as she slowly, slowly fed his excitement.
As he got close, he placed his huge hand on her lower back, his thumb searching out the crack of her ass. I watched enthralled as he pressed the pad of his thumb into her ass. She groaned and ground against him harder.
“Give it to me baby,” she hissed, exhausted.
He seized her hips and thrust inside her hard.
“Ugh,” she cried out.
Again.
“Oh God.”
Again.
“Oh my God,” she moaned, desperately.
And then with a deep, satisfied chuckle he dropped a second load inside her. He continued to churn his cock in her sloppy pussy as if relishing those last moments he would be able to enjoy her. And yet, I knew, even if neither she nor he did, that things were just getting started.



Chapter Seven
I didn’t wake her when I got up the following morning.
After Reg left, Jennifer did her “wifely duty” and sucked me off. She wasn’t really into it, but I needed to come and was grateful that she offered. It still felt odd to think of jerking myself off while thinking of my wife with another man, so it was nice I didn’t have to. Weird the lines we draw.
When I got on deck, instead of Thom waiting for me with a cup of hot, rich coffee, I met up with Reg.
“I’m really sorry about last night,” he offered by way of greeting.
I laughed. And then laughed harder as he got annoyed at me laughing at him.
“Oh, relax, man,” I finally choked out. “You gave her the fuck of a lifetime.”
He smiled sheepishly. “I shouldn’t have. It –“
“Stop it. Yeah, it wasn’t fucking professional. Big fucking deal. You had fun, she had fun, I… thought it was hot.”
He nodded and hesitated. “I… just –“
I nodded. “I don’t really understand it either. Okay? But it’s up to her.”
He shook his head incredulously.
“It… Jeez, I just want her to be happy. So, you know, whatever happens, happens, as far as I’m concerned.” It wasn’t even close to the whole truth, but really that’s all he needed to know.
He grinned.
“But, it has to be her choice,” I added.
“Of course,” he echoed.
Even though I knew we couldn’t stop him if he wanted more, I somehow knew he’d respect our… well… her, boundaries.
“I’m just along for the ride,” I added.
He nodded. But I could tell he was still curious.
“Go ahead,” I prompted.
“Well, it’s just, I know I asked already, but…. It’s hard to believe you haven’t done this before.”
I laughed. He seemed a little hurt. “Why would you say that?”
“You’re wife is so confident. She didn’t seem at all nervous, like she has some experience with this.”
That gave me weird little twinge. Could it be that this wasn’t the first time Jennifer had been with another man since our marriage?
“Well, she’s a not a virgin, you know,” I replied defensively.
“It’s just, we didn’t….”
Use protection. And then it struck me. He was worried she’d give something to him. That my wife was such a loose slut that he was in danger fucking her. That was another jolt.
I shook my head. “I promise, this is just a weird thing. We’ve never done this before. You should feel flattered.”
“Believe me, I do.”
He smiled, just a bit too widely. The message was unmistakable. Your wife is an amazing piece of ass.
I almost pushed back, but then I realized, he was right. I returned his smile.
“Okay, so what now,” he asked.
“So,” I replied. “I could use a coffee… some sort of rum coffee if Thom has a good idea. And you, I hope you got your rest.”
He shook his head and laughed. “I’ll let Thom know, and sir, I don’t think any amount of rest would be enough to keep up.”
I chuckled again. “Well, then, I guess it sucks to be you.”
But as he walked away, I couldn’t help but think about the conversation, and more about what had remained between the lines. His impression of my wife as an experienced, committed adulteress, sexually voracious, and dangerous.
***
By the time my wife appeared, I was deep into my third rum coffee. It was almost noon and we’d been cruising south along Cat Island, which is either named for some pirate named Arthur Catt or after its population of feral cats. Such are the vagaries of history.
Jennifer was moving slowly, and yet had managed to pull herself together enough to look stunning in a tan bikini and aviator glasses. As I looked closer, I realized her swimsuit was some sort of tightly wound mesh that nonetheless, I realize would rapidly become transparent in either water or sunlight.
We were still playing. Is it weird that I was at once shocked, pleased, painfully jealous, wildly turned on, angry, and ecstatic?
“You okay honey, you look a little worn out?” I taunted.
“Hung over,” I guess.
“I didn’t realize fucking could do that.”
She smirked, “Well, I don’t think I’ve ever been quite fucked like that.”
Ouch. “Whore.”
She sat down opposite me. “Wimp.”
I broke first, laughing loudly for a moment before she joined me.
She stopped first. “Seriously, are we okay?”
I nodded. “Of course. It was my idea, remember.”
She nodded. It was.
“And you’re right, he did really work you over…. In a good way.”
She grinned. “I’ll say. I’m sore in places I didn’t know got sore. I think he bruised my spleen… or maybe my pancreas.”
“Not your gallbladder?”
She laughed.
“Do you want more?” I asked, nodding vaguely in the direction I’d last seen Reg.
She hesitated. “You first.”
I nodded. I’d been thinking about it most of the morning.
“I’m sure I’ll get tired of it at some point, but I have to admit, seeing you like that, with him, was an amazing rush. I’ve been spending the last couple of hour imagining the sequel.”
She laughed. “You’re sick.”
I shrugged. “Maybe, but you didn’t have my vantage point last night.”
“I thought mine was pretty good.”
“Probably,” I admitted.
Thom appeared. I flushed, realizing again that he surely knew, by now, what had happened, or at least suspected it. We had three more nights on board and I suspected that dealing with Thom and Denny would be harder than anything that happened between Reg and my wife. It was not because they’d say anything, but just because they knew.
Jennifer asked for some eggs and toast as well as a Mimosa, and I decided to join her in switching poisons.
“Do you think he knows?” she asked.
“Of course.”
I laughed at her scandalized expression.
“Hell, he and Denny were probably in some crawl space watching the whole thing.”
She slapped at my forearm. “Stop it.”
I held out my hands. “What? How could they keep themselves from watching such a hot little, white slut,” I replied echoing her own passionate exclamations from last night.
She shook her head. “Oh God.”
“What?” I asked, now actually confused.
“Reg isn’t enough for you?”
She smirked in response to my quizzical expression.
“God, you really are a pervert,” she concluded.
Thom’s return cut short our conversation, but I couldn’t help but wonder what she’d read into my comments.
***
Cat Island has about 1500 inhabitants. The main town, such as it is, is Arthur’s Town. Denny ferried us in and we headed over to the Shanna’s Cove for lunch at the resort there, a perfectly seared red snapper over a bed of risotto.
We walked along the nearly deserted beaches admiring and occasionally soaking in the perfectly clear, blue-green water.
“Man it really is paradise out here,” I offered.
Jennifer nodded in agreement. “Beautiful, amazing food…”
Tons of black cock, I thought to myself.
She saw my smirk. “What?”
“Nothing,” I replied. But I could tell from her saucy smile she’d guessed direction of my thoughts.
“You wouldn’t really want to live here?” she asked.
Maybe I was over-thinking things, but it seemed to me that she was asking more than the obvious. I mean, of course, we were not going to move to Cat Island.
“No, but it is a fun place to visit. Fun while you’re there. Good memories after. And I want these to be good memories for you. I feel like I owe you. All those long nights, the hours away from you and the kids, the way our lifestyle often seemed sustained by smoke and mirrors.”
“I always knew it would work out,” she reassured me.
“No you didn’t.”
She laughed. “Okay, no I didn’t. But I do want things to work out. I don’t want you to do things because you owe me. We’re in this together.”
We walked along in silence for a bit. “These are going to be good memories, right?”
I laughed. “Yeah, I’m pretty sure.”
“How do you know?”
I looked over at her, so sexy in her mesh bikini and a sheer wrap. “I know, because I was just thinking that the only thing that could make this place any better is a few more people around to see how sexy you are.”
She raised an eyebrow. “People, eh? What, like a bunch of pasty British tourists? Or maybe,” she continued slowly, “you were thinking more in terms of group of young Bahamian men… listening to some Reggae music… smoking weed.”
It certainly painted a picture. Three or four young guys, like Denny, ripped like him, but not as clean cut, wearing weathered t-shirts, with matted dreadlocks, and hard stares for the rich tourists trespassing on their Island.
I glanced instinctively toward the tree line, a strand of palms lining the beach shielding a rougher thicket of shrubs behind.
She followed my gaze. “They might call us over. What choice would we have?” She took a slow step in the direction of our imaginary assailants. “I mean, we wouldn’t want them to think we were scared. And we couldn’t outrun them anyway….”
“And,” I added scanning the deserted beach, “there is no one else around to help us.”
“We’d just have to do whatever they said, no matter how… unpleasant.” Her grin, however, hinted at all sorts of pleasantness instead.
We ducked behind a palm into a small hollow in the vegetation.
“What do you think they want from us?” I asked.
She looked around as if making eye contact with the group of men surrounding us. “Probably this,” she said as she began untying her wrap.
“They’d want me to do that,” I suggested, placing my hand on hers. “Close your eyes,” whispered in her ear.
She obeyed. I stepped back and spoke aloud. “We’ll do whatever you ask,” I intoned to a swaying palm frond. Then stepping in closer again I reassured her. “Don’t worry, I won’t let them hurt you.”
She nodded. She jolted as she felt me reach for the knot on her wrap.
“It’s okay. They don’t want to harm you. They just want to… fuck you.” She shuddered slightly. “There are three of them. Do you think you can handle it?”
“Yes,” she replied in a throaty growl.
I untied her wrap and let it fall to the sand. “They want to see you naked first.”
She swallowed and nodded.
I untied her bikini top. Her hands rose up instinctively to cover her breasts. I seized her wrists and pressed them to her side.
“You don’t want to make them angry,” I explained.
I cupped a breast, mauling it roughly as I imagine a lusty assailant might. Her nipples stiffened despite the warm, moist air. I pinched one of her erect nubs until she hissed out a whine.
“Don’t hurt her,” I scolded her imaginary molester.
I released her nipple, grudgingly, giving her breast a final firm squeeze. I dropped down to my knees.
“They want this off too.”
“Okay,” she replied.
I pulled down her skimpy bottoms, remaining face-to-face with her blond muff. She was obviously already excited. I ran a thumb along her slit and it split open easily, exposing the pink wetness within. I licked her gently. She moaned.
“They want me to get you ready,” I explained.
She grinned, then took a deep breath and got back into character. “Okay. What are they doing?”
I tongued her pussy again. “Stroking their big, hard cocks. Arguing over which one gets to fuck you first.”
I sucked her labia into my mouth. She shuddered and grabbed my head for support. I grabbed firmly at her ass cheeks and pulled her against me. She gracefully lifted a leg and wrapped it over my shoulder, grinding against me as she got wetter and wetter. She was close, so close, and when I pulled away, she let out a frustrated groan.
“They can’t wait any longer,” I explained.
“I bet.”
I pressed her back against the palm tree and hooked my forearm under her thigh to open her up again. I rammed my rock hard cock inside her.
The fantasy would have required me to come three times to sustain the illusion, and I knew I wasn’t up for that. Instead, I varied it up as best as I could. The first “man” was rough, hammering her standing up, mauling her tits, pulling her hair. The second was more gentle. He spun her around and took her from behind, but his hands explored her body tenderly, fingertips tracing her ribs, his palm on her belly with his thumb searching out and softly encircling her clit.
“Oh God, he’s making me come,” she cried out just as her pussy began clenching on my rod.
I almost lost it, but I managed to hold on. There was still a third man. He pushed her down onto her hands and knees on the sand. He entered her hard from behind, squeezing her ass firmly enough to leave handprints. He screwed her fast, mesmerized at her pulsing starfish. He dripped a strand of saliva between her butt cheeks and rubbed his slippery thumb against her anus. She stiffened a bit in anticipation as the thick pad of the thumb pressed past the tight ring of muscle inside her.
“Oh God,” she cried out yet again.
I wondered how much she was responding to the sensation and how much was the fact that it served to remind her of her evening with Reg. Either way, it sparked again her excitement. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her squeals rising in pitch, high, high, until with a final groan her body shuddered in a second orgasm. I joined her this time, coming what felt like a gallon.
I hadn’t realized I’d closed my own eyes until I opened them again and blinked from the bright sunlight. We were both naked, and just a couple of yards off the beach. I could hear voices from relatively nearby. Somehow in the thrall of the fantasy, it had felt more private and isolated.
Sheepishly we both dressed.
“Lucky no one saw us,” I said.
“Yeah, though….” She trailed off.
I laughed. She was right, there were a lot of other potential fantasies to explore.



Chapter Eight
We had an uneventful return to the boat. We’d had a late lunch, so we asked Thom for a light dinner. He obliged with a delightful seafood salad.
Reg made himself scarce, which was unfortunate in a way. It was thrilling to have him around both for Jennifer and for me. And yet, it was also welcome. Somehow we’d happened on the perfect partner for our game, hot, hung, skilled, and discrete. I had the weird impression that we weren’t the first couple he’d played with in this way. Though I suspected he’d be tight-lipped about it.
From the way Jennifer kept craning her neck at sound coming from the bridge, I was pretty sure she wasn’t through with him yet.
“Are you looking for someone?” I asked.
“No….” She paused and then laughed. “Would you be upset if I was?”
“You mean, would I be angry if I found out my wife couldn’t stop thinking about being fucked by another man?” I replied with a scowl.
She rolled her eyes. “Couldn’t find a way to work big, black cock into that question?”
I laughed. “It seemed like overkill.”
“So, back to the original question….”
I shrugged. “Not up to me. It ends when you want it to end.”
She regarded me skeptically.
“Yeah, it’s weird for me too,” I continued, “Like I said, this isn’t one of those things I’ve ever really fantasized about. But last night was… fucking hot. And I have to admit, it makes me nuts… in a good way… to think you have more on your mind.”
“What do you mean?”
“I know it began as my fantasy, but now I’m just as intrigued to figure out what is going on with you. I feel like you’ve been waiting for me to give you permission to—”
“It’s not like that,” she interrupted.
“Sure it is. At least in part. And that’s okay. At least I think it is. At least the part of you having thoughts… fantasies, I didn’t know about is okay, as is you feeling comfortable enough to let them out. I just wish you hadn’t waited so long—”
“I didn’t. That’s what I mean. You need to understand. It’s not like I’ve been suppressing the real me all these years—”
I nodded. “Me either. I swear I haven’t been obsessing for years about your having sex with another man.”
Another skeptical glance.
“What?”
“Seems like a pretty major thing to just appear out of nowhere.”
“Oh, it isn’t out of nowhere. I mean, look, yeah, I….”
It was funny, as I spoke, my thoughts seemed to crystallize.
“…. You’re out of my league. And I –“
“No, don’t say that—”
“Oh, come on, you’re, fucking, insanely hot. I appreciate your modesty—”
“I’m not—”
I just rolled my eyes. “You are. You know it. It’s what first attracted me to you, though, God knows, I am so fucking lucky that isn’t all there is. So yeah, I guess, I’ve always felt a little, I dunno, bad that I locked you up and—”
“And what, prevented me for having a lot of meaningless sex with hot bodied, vapid twits?”
I laughed. “Yeah, I guess.”
“Oh, and that’s what you would have done?”
“Yes!” I answered immediately, then reconsidered. “Well, I don’t really know, do I? But in my teens and twenties, I did often dream about what I would do if I were one of the hot guys. And yes, it involved a lot of empty, tawdry sex with hot girls.”
“Being, you know, conventionally attractive isn’t all its cracked up to be.”
I bit back my instinctive snarky response.
“I’m sure it’s not. There are no free lunches in life. But my point is just, I dunno, I’ve never really fantasized about you with other men, but I’ve always known you had other options. It’s not the only reason, but maybe it is one of the reasons I don’t take you for granted. I know I could lose you.”
“And what does that have to do with...” she waved her arm in the air, “… with this?”
“Maybe I’m just now comfortable enough with where we are that the idea doesn’t just scare me, it turns me on?”
“But it still scares you?”
I laughed. “Of course! There isn’t a man on this planet who wouldn’t feel threatened by Reg and his… fucking tree-truck cock.”
She laughed. “He is, um, impressively endowed.”
“So maybe I’m still scared, but now confident enough to be turned on by admitting my fears.”
“I guess that is progress,” she noted sardonically.
“And you?” I asked.
She regarded me thoughtfully. It seemed as if she were on the brink of some profound admission. And then she smirked. “Maybe I’m just in it for the sex?”
I chuckled, a little disappointed, but unwilling to show it. “Sex is good.”
We ate some more seafood salad. Drank a little more wine.
“You sure?” she asked suddenly.
I nodded. “I’m just along for the ride.”
“It might get a little bumpy.”
I laughed. “Then I guess all I can do is hang on.”
***
I wasn’t sure what to expect. Reg’s absence obviated any overt fireworks. Aside from a few flirty references to our afternoon on the beach, dinner went quietly. After coffee and after-dinner liquors, Jennifer and I retired to our stateroom for what I assumed would be a, perhaps welcome, evening of traditional, marital, conjugal relations.
“Honey, can you come give me a hand?” she called from the bathroom.
I walked into the head, then paused and gasped to see my wife, naked, perched up on the sink. A pair of scissors in one hand, my razor in the other, she beckoned me closer.
“I want to give Captain Wallace a treat, will you help me?” she asked in a sort of needy, girlish tone.
“What do you want me to do?” I asked.
Her lewd smile betrayed her pleasure at my question.
“Shave me, honey.”
I stumbled forward, suddenly feeling woozier than any amount of booze might cause.
Jennifer nodded at the stool, and I sat down, now face to face with her snatch. She’d never gone completely bare, and truth is, I’d always considered it almost a crime to even think of shaving off a perfect, blond muff. She handed me the scissors.
“Go ahead, husband, get me ready for Reg’s big, black cock.”
I was rock hard, my entire body twitching. I wanted nothing more than to stand, drop my pants, and bury myself into her dripping cunt. And here’s the thing, Jennifer wouldn’t have minded. Hell, she’d have probably gotten a kick out of getting me so revved up. But fuck if she wasn’t right. More than wanting to get balls deep inside her, I wanted to see what would happen… what would happen when her shaved, hot, cunt met up with his big, black cock.
I seized the scissors, took a deep breath, and began to carefully trim down her blond pubes. She let me work in peace. Though I could feel her eyes boring down on me, I couldn’t bring myself to look up and meet her gaze.
I cut her hair close, and then unbidden, rose and found my can of shaving cream. I gently rubbed it in and then grabbing my idiotic, over-priced, five-blade razor, I began to shave her clean. But over-priced or not, it did an amazing job, leaving her soft, silky, and smooth.
She ran her hand over her moist, shaved skin. “It feels like a baby’s bottom.”
But somehow looked nothing like it. Inches away from her perfectly shaved snatch, I was having trouble resisting the urge…
“Go ahead, honey,” she cooed. She paused, letting me hang between alternate potential meanings. “Just like on the beach. Get me ready for another man.”
The jibe barely registered. I inhaled deeply and then flung myself at her. I tasted, ate, swallowed every inch of her. At first, I reveled in the smoothness of her, then delighted in the soapy, minty fragrance on her skin, and finally lost myself in her growing musky excitement. She began moving against me, her slender fingers in my hair, but she never lost herself, never forgot the real goal.
She pushed me away. “Thank you, but I need to go.”
I was loopy with excitement, but allowed myself to be dismissed. It was, maybe, the hardest thing I’d ever done in my life. All I really wanted to do was throw her to the ground and take her, enjoy that smooth, naked, snatch for myself. Except, maybe, it wasn’t that hard to resist. Because, ultimately, the idea of her smooth, pale, white snatch being speared, stretched, cleaved, by a thick, black, cock was intoxicating in itself.
She grabbed a fluffy, white bathrobe and wrapped herself up. She walked out of the bathroom.
I followed after her, but at a discreet distance. I wanted to watch, but didn’t want to intrude, and anyway, I didn’t trust myself to be too close. I let her cross each threshold before I trailed after her, always a room behind, always hidden in the shadows.
And through those stops and starts, finding my footing on the swaying deck, I emerged from the salon to watch her step on the bridge.
Reg was sitting in his captain’s chair quietly regarding the surrounding ocean. He startled when he heard my wife’s quiet footsteps. Seeing her, swathed in the thick bathrobe, his eyes immediately went toward the stairs to the salon. I pressed myself back into the darkness and he seemed satisfied they were alone.
“Good evening, Mrs. Howard,” he said smoothly.
She took a step forward, the bathrobe slipping open just a touch, showing off a glint of pale skin in the moonlight.
“Don’t you like me anymore?”
He stiffened. “I’m sorry, I didn’t—”
“You’ve been avoiding me.”
She took another step, now flashing some thigh, a hint of cleavage.
He realized her game now. “Well, you found me now,” he said, leaning forward.
“And just in time,” she cooed.
She let the robe slip from her shoulders. It pooled at her feet and she stepped forward, just inches away from him, her body dappled in the greens and reds from the status lights on the console. He took her in, her long, lean, lines, the swell of her breasts, but inevitably his gaze was drawn to her shaved sex.
“Do you like?” she asked unnecessarily. His open-mouthed admiration was answer enough. “I did it just for you.”
That hurt. Just a little. I knew she was just in the moment, but still it gave me a twinge of doubt.
He reached out to touch her, but she intercepted his hands with her own. “Not yet,” she explained.
She dropped to her knees and reached into his lap. He edged off his seat to assist as she wrenched off his shorts and boxers. His huge, thick rod jutted up from his lap.
Even more that the previous night, she worshipped his fat prick. She kissed every inch, licked every millimeter of him. She suckled on his flared head, massaged his plum-sized balls. Her tongue swirling around his head, her hands stroked him up and down, squishing wetly through a mixture of pre-come and saliva. Periodically she flung aside long strands of blond hair to ensure he had a perfect view of her lovely face as she expertly serviced him.
But she hadn’t forgotten about me. Her body was too perfectly positioned for that. After giving me a great view as she’d began working on his cock, she shifted. Rising up on her knees and leaning into his lap, she jutted her ass back in my direction. Her hips moving in sexy, languid circles, I could see her pretty, pink pussy, swollen and damp with excitement. And as if to extinguish any doubt that she was putting on a show for me, she reached down between her legs and slowly pumped a slender, manicured finger in and out of her wet snatch.
I don’t know how long she’d have gone on slavering over his cock if it had been solely up to her, but he suddenly rose up. She rocked back on her heels startled, but before she could speak he reached down and lifted her to her feet. He spun her around and cupped her ass, a long, thick finger pressing between her legs. He smiled as he felt her wetness, and then without a word, he stepped forward and sank his thick cock into her hungry pussy.
She twisted her neck and looked back at him.
“Is this okay?” he asked.
“God yes,” she moaned.
“Good,” he groaned as he pulled out and hammered hard into her.
She nearly fell over. He reached out and caught a thick handful of her long, blond hair. Winding the strands around his palm, he held her tight as he thrust into her again.
She gasped and staggered a bit. She moved her feet apart to stabilize her stance. He placed his hand on her lower back, bending her at the waist, arching her body. His thick thumb slipped between her ass cheeks.
He slammed into her again. She groaned, but her body had settled into a stable equilibrium. Her entered her again, and again, faster and faster.
He fucked her like that in perfect 4/4 time, each measure punctuated by her lusty exclamations.
Slam, slam, slam, slam. “Oh, God.”
Slam, slam, slam, slam. “Oh, fuck.”
She continued like that, impressively alternating sacred and profane.
And he was like a machine. A well-oiled, perfectly calibrated fucking machine, giving her long, deep, hard strokes even as he easily held her in place.
He accelerated to half notes, eight strokes per measure. She lost the ability to speak, just gasping now. Still there was no doubt that she was enjoying it. Her body glistened and shook, but even through her gasps, her face was glowing with pleasure.
I’d never seen her look as sexy. The curve of her body, the jiggle of her flesh as his thrusts transmitted through her. Her big breasts jiggled wildly, her nipples harder and longer than I’d ever seen them.
I longed to rush to her, kneel before her and suck her tits into my mouth as he fucked her. But I resisted. That would be a distraction, and I didn’t want anything to get in the way of her enjoyment. She was getting the fuck of a lifetime. She’d surely go to her deathbed thinking fondly and lustily about it, and I wasn’t going to do anything to break the spell.
Faster still. Quarter notes. The rat-a-tat-tat of flesh on flesh. Speed metal. Her torso was arched into a C, a shape only an experienced dancer could maintain for more than a moment. Any hint that she was in pain belied by the look of bliss on her face as she stared upward at the starry sky through heavy-lidded eyes.
Her mouth opened into a silent cry and her eyelids began to flutter. A tremor seemed to spreads from her belly until it engulfed her entire body.
“Ohhh gaawwdd!” she cried out in a delayed response.
She tried to remain standing, but even with Reg’s help, she slowly crumbled to the deck. She twisted her torso and grasped at his legs to keep from collapsing entirely, completing the fetishist tableau: a beautiful white woman, her long blond hair disheveled, arms wrapped around the muscular legs of a powerful black man and staring awestruck up at him and his hard, glistening, ebony cock.
She quickly caught her breath and shifted into another erotic set-piece. Up on her knees, she took the head of his cock into her mouth and with both hands stroked his long, thick shaft, harder, harder, brooking no misunderstanding. She wanted his come, and she wanted it now.
He obliged. With a low grunt he shot a rope of come into her mouth. It was too much for her to handle. She recoiled slightly as a second, third, fourth heavy rope of jism laced across her pretty face.
Their reciprocal orgasms had broken the frenzy, but they both seemed more than a little taken aback by the passion they’d shared. Jennifer in particular was staring up at him zombie-like as his come ran down her face and began dripping on her heaving boobs.
I cleared my throat and approached. She looked at me shell-shocked as I helped her to her feet. Reg handed me her robe and I gingerly walked her off the bridge. She was unsteady, trembling a little, covered suddenly in perspiration.
I brushed the hair from her eyes and found a clean patch of skin on her forehead not glistening from his come. I kissed her gently there.
“That was the most beautiful and amazing thing I’ve ever seen,” I whispered softly as I walked her into our cabin.
***
She recovered enough to shower on her own. I climbed into bed and relived the scene in my mind. It was actually a little hard to imagine that she could have enjoyed it. It seemed so rough, almost impersonal, and yet there had been no denying the look on her face, the response of her body.
I didn’t get a chance to ask her about it. She stumbled into bed, freshly washed, but still barely conscious. I think she was asleep before her head hit the pillow.
It was just as well. Although I would have loved some relief, I think a common sense rule of comparison came into play. Just as you don’t want to stand too close to George Clooney on a red carpet or compare bank statements with Bill Gates, it’s probably best not to make love to your wife immediately after she’s been banged into a stupor by Captain Reginald Wallace.
I know it is going to seem odd, but when I was first fantasizing about Jennifer and our ebony host, I didn’t much think about what might happen after. Truth is, I didn’t really think it would happen, and then I sort of got caught up in the rush of things. But that night, I was left a little reeling. Mostly in a good way. I hadn’t been lying when I’d told Jennifer how hot it had been, but also, for the first time I had this little, weird, gnawing sensation that things might never quite be the same between us after, that getting fucked like that was maybe the sort of thing that might change a woman. Not that she wouldn’t be able to enjoy sex with me or anything idiotic like that, but rather that she might not be willing to go without another session like that at some point.
I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. How would I feel if, one day, Jennifer came to me and said she wanted it again, that she needed to experience that sensation of being so thoroughly fucked that it left her literally dazed? The thought was weirdly both hot and, well, frightening.



Chapter Nine
My one regret in not speaking to her before we fell asleep was that we hadn’t had time to discuss next steps. We were not back on dry land yet, so by the terms of my promise, it was still completely up to her. But it would have been nice to know anyway.
I didn’t actually have long to wait. I was up before her and had gone out on deck for breakfast. Thom was refilling my rum coffee when my wife appeared. Unflappable up until that point, Thom nearly spilled the coffee in my lap before he caught himself.
I couldn’t blame him. Jennifer had definitely gone too far, though I had to admit the effect was fetching. Having decided that translucent white and mesh were too conservative, my wife had broken out a teeny, tiny, butt-floss string bikini. Yellow, it consisted of three sheer pieces of fabric, an inch-wide strip that framed rather than covered up her cameltoe, and two triangles that barely, just barely, okay, not quite fully, covered her areolas.
She grinned at our reactions and waved away our open-mouthed leers with a hand gesture that seemed to say, What, this little old thing?
She sat down and Thom fumbled to fill her cup, bend slightly at the waist, angled awkwardly away from us to hide his hard-on. He retreated quickly. So much for getting a refill, I thought.
When he was gone, I leaned in close. “I love it. But you do remember what I said about the limits of my ability to keep things in control, right?”
She peered at me over her aviators. “I have faith in you,” she replied.
Oh God. “Um, sweety, I topped out as an orange belt in judo… when I was nine.”
“You must have been so cute.”
“Yes, especially when Becky Moran pinned me and then everyone teased me that I got beat by a girl.”
She gave me a sympathetic head nod. “Girls are often stronger at that age.”
“She was six,” I deadpanned.
But before we could continue to hone our George and Gracie routine, I noticed Reg stalking over to us.
“Uh oh, someone’s going to get a talking to about proper shipboard attire,” I warned.
“I hope he doesn’t feel the need to spank me,” she replied.
My cock twitched. Yes, that’s where we were.
But on closer look, he didn’t seem angry, just amused. He nodded at me and then leaned down and gave my wife a lingering kiss on the cheek. A streak of jealousy surged through me, and then just as quickly subsided. I couldn’t really expect him to continue to play a hapless victim of my wife’s seduction. He was a proud man, and this was his ship, and he was done pretending otherwise.
He sat down with us. He smiled. “That is… quite the outfit. Do you have plans for the day that I should know about?”
“Just to have a little fun,” she replied.
He nodded. A pause. “Well, since I know you’re both open minded, I wonder if I might make a proposal?”
Jennifer shot me a curious look. This is an interesting turn.
“What sort of proposal?” I asked.
He smiled at me, smoothly refocusing his attention from her to me, including me in the discussion, mitigating the threat.
“It’s a little awkward, and I don’t want to give offense,” he began, looking from me to my wife and back again. “And of course, please don’t hesitate to say no, but after the last two evenings, I think you might find this interesting.”
Even in her string bikini, I suspected my wife was overdressed for the coming proposition.
When we didn’t stop him, Reg resumed. “I don’t know if you know, but today is my nephew Denny’s birthday. He’s nineteen.”
I suppressed a groan. I’d expected better than a trumped up birthday as an excuse to procure a hummer for his nephew. I glanced over at Jennifer who also seemed to be feigning continued interest.
He plowed ahead. “He’s also about to be married. His bachelor party is actually the Saturday after we return.”
A bit more interesting. Jennifer as the entertainment at a bachelor party. Unfortunately… or fortunately, we’d be on a plane back out west by then.
“The thing is,” he continued, “Denny has, ah, never been with a woman.”
Jennifer giggled. “A virgin? I don’t believe that. He’s so…”
She blushed. It was cute and a little puzzling to see where her sense of shame kicked in.
Reg shrugged. “It’s a small community, you know. Everyone knows everyone. Despite the sun and bikinis,” he flashed an appreciative smile at my wife’s barely-there suit, “girls are very protective of their reputation, and we’re a respectable family.”
So no whores. But nothing untoward about propositioning married tourists apparently.
He seemed to read my mind. “You have to admit, this is a bit of a special case.”
“I’m not sure I understand,” Jennifer prompted.
He squared up in her direction and smiled. “It does seem you have an adventurous nature, and I thought you might find it interesting to instruct a young man on how to please a woman. He’s, ah, quite smitten with you, and I’m sure would make an attentive pupil. I’m sure his future bride would be quite grateful.”
Jennifer laughed. “Not if she found out.”
He nodded and then extended his hand toward the unbroken expanse of blue-green water. “That’s the beauty of being out at sea. No one ever has to know.”
She smiled. “Let me discuss it with my husband.”
My stomach did a flip. She wouldn’t have said that if she wasn’t at least a little interested.
He seemed to make the same assessment and returned an even brighter smile. He rose. “Of course.”
She turned to me and again peered over her mirrored lens.
“From that look,” I said, “I’m guessing this is a particular fantasy of yours?”
“Not even really worth mentioning. It’s like men and the thought of two women at once.”
“Oh?”
“Why do you think all those school teachers get in trouble for doing it?”
“I admit, I’ve never gotten the attraction. High school boys, as I recall, are pimply and smelly.”
She smirked. “Denny seemed to be neither. But come on, you’ve never fantasized about having a pretty young thing, fawning all over you, asking her to initiate you into the rites of passion?”
“Sounds like you’re describing us when we first met.”
She chuckled. “You think he’s really a virgin?”
I shrugged. “Who knows? He probably isn’t very experienced even if he isn’t. I mean, if he were a full-blown stud, he’d have made a run at you on his own, no?”
“Or at least wouldn’t keep himself hidden away as much as he has,” she added.
“I’m pretty sure he’s been hiding away because he’s been jerking off thinking of you every spare moment.”
“Are you trying to turn me off or turn me on?”
I laughed. “Frankly, I’m not completely sure I could predict your reaction.”
“How about you, is this something that floats your boat? Sort of a continuation of the scene, right?”
I nodded, a little uncertain. Truth is, I was getting sated on the whole thing, and anyway, I didn’t think anything could top the first night in the stateroom or last night on the bridge. And also…
“What?” she asked.
“Well, if he is a virgin, I couldn’t exactly be sitting there watching, you know. Not really fair to the kid.”
“Yeah, I was thinking that. You could hide somewhere,” she suggested.
I wasn’t sure I liked that idea. After all, initiating the young man into the rites of passion could take quite a while, and I didn’t relish the thought of being trapped in some shipboard cupboard for that long.
“I could give you all the details.”
I chuckled. She was now trying to talk me into it. That’s all I needed to know. “Only if you promise to teach him enough to really make his wedding night special.”
“Really?” She asked giddily.
I nodded. “Rock his world.”
I stood and gestured toward the captain. “Let me get some details. You eat a little. I think you’re going to need your strength.”
***
Reg had assigned Denny to straighten out the small, cramped storeroom in the bow of the ship. Suspecting my interest in watching, he led me into the galley where a small vent looked down into the storage area. I squeezed into my perch as Jennifer slipped, catlike into the cramped compartment with Denny.
He startled when she cleared her throat, backing into a precariously piled stack of flotation devices that promptly tumbled to the deck. Denny wore a tortured expression, his eyes rapidly darting from the mess on the floor he’d have to straighten to my nearly naked wife to the hatch beyond that she blocked with her lithe—and did I mention, nearly naked—body.
“Relax,” she cooed. “You’ve been working too hard.”
His gaze seemed to alight on her left shoulder, perhaps the only part of her he could focus on without seeming lewd.
“You shouldn’t be here,” he croaked.
“Do you want me to leave?” she asked, taking a small step forward.
“Yes.”
“You don’t mean that,” she replied, pointing to his very obvious erection.
“I’m sorry, I… I didn’t mean…” he stammered.
“Can I see it?” she breathed. “I’ll show you mine.”
She didn’t wait for his assent before sliding the thin strip of her bikini bottom aside and spreading herself open with two fingers.
He groaned as if he was about to faint.
“Show me,” she hissed.
He fumbled frantically with his shorts and somehow managed to free his prick, holding it by the base. It wasn’t as girthy as his uncle’s tool, but still impressively large, rock hard, curved up toward his belly, dripping copious amounts of pre-cum.
“God, that’s a beautiful cock,” she moaned.
That was all it took. His hand twitched and suddenly a huge spurt of cum arced through the air between them. Jennifer giggled in amusement, but immediately shifted into reassurement mode when she saw his crestfallen expression. He seemed to want to crawl back into the shelf behind him.
“No, no, I’m flattered,” she insisted. She punctuated the claim by quickly dropping to her knees and swallowing the head of his prick into her mouth before he could shoo her away.
She bobbed up and down on his big cock several times as his hands fluttered anxiously around her. It occurred to me that he might actually be a virgin, and what’s more I had a pang of doubt about the nature of his deflowering. This was like a kid learning to drive in a Ferrari.
“Wow, you’re still hard,” she noted admiringly as she took a break from sucking on his rod.
And he was. That first massive eruption had done nothing to diminish his erection. She took him back in her mouth, her hands cupping his balls. He groaned suddenly, nearly gagging my wife as he surprised her with a second orgasm so soon after the first. She swallowed desperately, as small streams of come dripped down her chin.
She rocked back on her heels to get a little breathing room, and he stepped forward, his cock seeking again the hot, wet embrace of her mouth. His feet tangled on the mass of spilled flotation devices and he gracelessly toppled forward into my wife. They ended up in a pile of intertwined limbs, giggling and moaning apologies, gasps, exclamations.
Jennifer’s dainty foot suddenly appeared from the pile, toes arched to the ceiling, and she cried out lustily, “Oh fuck, yeah.”
I noticed his tight, muscular ass rising and falling amidst the cushions and I realized he was fucking her, fast, hard, barely in control. Jennifer managed to toss aside some of the life jackets and I finally got a good look at them. She was wedged in among the flotation the devices, one leg pressed up against her chest, and he was sawing into her, hammering her mercilessly with his still-hard prick.
He gasped suddenly and awkwardly withdrew, sending several more ropes of come across her belly and tits. Then heedless of the mess, he again collapsed on her, driving his cock back into her.
They were both gasping now, their moans rising above the sound of his prick squishing into her juicy twat. Even through the vent I could smell their pungent mix of excitement, sweat, come. It was intoxicating to me; it must have been overpowering to them.
His ardor had barely cooled, his thrusts still hard, ragged. My wife was urging him on, her knuckles white as she clenched at his hard, black ass.
She licked a drop of sweat off his face and gasped in his ear, “that’s it, fuck me, baby.”
He jolted as if seared and his whole body tensed up again as he came yet again, this time inside my wife’s battered cunt. Finally his frenzy abated. He gasped for breath as he slowly churned inside her. Even after four orgasms, in at most five minutes, he was still hard enough to move inside her without falling out.
Jennifer giggled. “Now that’s out of the way, it’s time for you to learn how to please a woman.”
He looked at her quizzically.
“That’s right, big boy, we’re just getting started. And you owe me.”
That seemed to get him going and he began thrusting harder, but before he could get launched on another round, she managed to extricate herself. Helping him to his feet, she took his hand and led him from the storeroom. In the excitement, her string bikini had torn off, and he’d lost his shorts, so they walked through the ship like that, a naked blonde leading a young, ripped, black man with no pants, a very prominent erection, and a come-stained polo shirt.
***
She took him to the master cabin, which made it harder for me to spy on them. I had to content myself with quick glances in from the salon or through the topside windows, but there was no place to remain unobserved for any real period of time.
For the most part, I was okay with that. They’d first showered together, and then naked and damp installed themselves on the bed for an extended session of caresses and mutual masturbation. Hot in its own way, but frankly a little boring to watch. And then after, when she pressed his head between her legs and treated herself to extended tongue-lashing, I again lost interest. I was discovering that my interracial fantasy was narrower than I had realized. What turned me on was a black bull taking a white woman, not just an interracial couple making love.
Still, I did catch a couple of glimpses of action that got my heart rate up: Jennifer riding him reverse cowgirl, her gorgeous ass rising and falling on his long prick; a few moments of her on her back, legs over his shoulders, taking it hard; and a couple of minutes of straight doggy, his body bent over hers so that his hands could vigorously maul her big boobs.
Reg and Thom had made themselves scarce, but there were periodic signs of them. Thom in particular kept leaving out freshly made frozen drinks and platters of munchies that I gnawed distractedly as I circled the boat between episodes of discreet espionage of what was going on below.
And then after another trip to the bow to clear my head, I returned to the rear deck to find Jennifer wearing a sheer sundress, hair in a ponytail, drinking a rum punch, nibbling on a shrimp skewer and grinning at me.
“Where’s loverboy?” I asked.
She gave me a sheepish grin. “I think I may have killed him…. Either that or he’s passed out.”
“You seem pleased with yourself.”
“I am.” She held out her arms. “Behold super-MILF, able to conquer young boy-toys in a single bound.”
“I have a feeling there was more than bounding involved.”
She nodded. “I think we might have actually invented a couple of positions.”
I laughed. “Unless they involve lasers and GPS, I doubt you did anything not covered in the Kama Sutra.”
“Maybe, although as sore as I am, it would be nice to think I’d broken new ground.”
A wicked thought went through my head. “Maybe you need a massage.”
She raised an eyebrow. “Offering?”
“Well, I could, but there is a pro on board. Thom apparently –“
“Thom, eh?”
I shrugged. “Reg mentioned it a couple of days ago. To be honest forgot about it until just now. You have to admit, things have been, um, crazy.”
“So you’re thinking just a massage, then?”
I giggled like an idiot. “Would be relaxing, I’m sure. Work the soreness out of your muscles. But then again, Thom has been making us all these amazing meals, and he is the one guy on board who –“
“I haven’t fucked.”
I shook my head. “The mouth on you!”
“Maybe I need something to gag me with.”
“I don’t know what you mean.”
She chuckled and took a lusty bite of shrimp. “Uh huh.”
***
By the time I tracked down Thom, he and Reg had rousted Denny from our cabin, and were straightening up and changing the linens. Despite all the chaos Jennifer and I were causing, they ran a tight ship.
“What’d you do with Denny?” I asked Reg.
He laughed. “I was going to ask you that. He’s recovering. Don’t worry, he has a double shift ahead of him tonight…. Unless you’ll be wanting his services?”
“Ah, no. But we were hoping to call upon Thom’s expertise as a masseur.”
“For you or for madam?”
“I’m afraid my wife is a bit sore and would enjoy a rub down.”
I saw an impish smile flash across Thom’s face.
***
It was a glorious afternoon. Blue skies, wispy white clouds. We were sailing with the wind, off the coast of Great Guana Cay, a loose collection of small islands, coves, inlets, and sand bars. Dolphins played in the surf and flocks of birds clustered in the shallow, sheltered waters.
Thom had set up his massage table outside on the rear deck so Jennifer could enjoy the scenery even as she got her massage. I joined her, lounged out on a white, leather sofa, drinking from a bottle of champagne we’d cracked for the occasion.
Thom discreetly held a sheet up in front of his eyes so that my wife could slip onto the table naked. He draped the sheet over her and proceeded to give Jennifer a very professional massage.
Even after all I’d seen over the past few days, there was still something very erotic about seeing this near stranger massaging my wife, his strong hands caressing her body, her skin glistening with oil in the late afternoon sunlight. By the time he had her on her back and was massaging her thighs, I was nearly bursting with excitement.
I approached my wife and stood by her head.
“Did that get out all the aches and pains?”
“Well, not all of them,” she joked lewdly… as I knew she would.
“Well, what about that,” I asked Thom, as I quickly yanked off the sheet covering my naked wife. “Can you do anything about that?”
Jennifer shrieked and reached for the sheet, but I’d already tossed it aside and was leaning across her to prevent her from rising more than a couple of inches. I pointed toward her snatch, which was indeed looking a little worn, puffy, reddish.
“I’m afraid your crewmates have been a bit rough on my poor, innocent wife.”
She rolled her eyes and then lay back submissively.
“Yes,” Thom nodded kindly, “well, we can take care of that.”
He reached under the table and pulled out container of aloe vera cream. Coating his fingers, began applying the lotion to my wife’s vulva. She moaned as he gently caressed her sensitive flesh. I looked down at Jennifer who was looking away from him, toward me, apparently embarrassed at being so casually handled, out in the open, in broad daylight, but there was also small smile on her face.
Using generous amount of the balm, he massaged her slowly, his fingertips now slipping between her puffy lips to the even more swollen and nearly cherry skin within. She gasped in passion, her hand reaching out to me. I stepped in closer and let her fingers begin stroking my cock through my shorts.
As much as I wanted to just focus on Thom’s dark, weathered hand exploring my wife’s sensitive folds, I needed relief as well. I’m not a monk after all, and I’d spend the past twenty-four hours, maybe the most erotic twenty-four hours of my life, without so much as a handjob.
I pulled down my shorts and fed my prick into my wife’s hot, wet mouth. The fact that she’d had two other men’s cock, two big, black dicks, in her mouth since she last blew made it that much hotter, wicked. She sucked me hungrily and I couldn’t help but think about how she’d done the same for Reg and then Denny, how she’d whipped both in a near frenzy.
I looked up to see Thom staring at me enviously. He tried to mask it with a smile, but desire was evident in his expression. He was fingering her pussy, deeper now, harder, until she whined in discomfort. He withdrew as if scalded. He didn’t want to hurt her. I gave him a reassuring nod.
“She’s too sore there, but maybe….”
I reached down and rolled her onto her side facing me. It allowed me to thrust deeper into her mouth and at the same time presented her ass to him. He immediately grasped the offer. He raised an eyebrow at me. I peered down at Jennifer. She was looking me straight in the eye. She swallowed me to the root. I reached down and grabbed her ass cheek, squeezing it firmly, flashing her anus at him. She lifted her knee toward her chest to add an exclamation point to the proposition.
He smiled, sighed, and shuddered all at once. He took a thick gob of lotion and rubbed it into his fingertips. He slid his hand between her cheeks and made small circles with the pad of his index finger around on the sensitive skin of her asshole. She sucked me harder, her excitement building. I grabbed a handful of her hair to slow her down. I didn’t want to come. Not yet. Not until….
He pressed a thick finger into her rectum, slowly, but firmly, up to the second knuckled as her body shuddered and she moaned wetly around my hard prick. I reached down and tweaked one of her swollen nipples; he began finger fucking her ass slowly; her body began to sway. Her hand slid down over her to belly to her clit; he pressed second finger into her anus; she sucked on me as if to vacuum out my come.
He prepared her virgin ass with practiced ease; not too fast, but confidently, firmly, with lots of lube, and an experienced touch. I could sense her body soften, relax, her grip on my cock eased, even as he moved her closer to the edge of the table.
I looked over at Thom. Gone was the kindly older man, always at our ready with a drink or a canapé. In his place was a seasoned cocksman about to sample a most delectable prize.
He smoothly freed his prick. Knowing Jennifer was scrutinizing my face, I kept my expression as neutral as possible, but it was hard. He wasn’t packing a cervix-punishing weapon like Reg, but he was at least as thick, particularly worrisome given her inexperience with anal sex.
I knew somehow he’d stop if I insisted, and yet he didn’t really give me, or her, a chance to protest. He coated his bulbous head with lotion and then leaned in against her. Her sphincter resisted his firm pressure for just a moment and then the head of his cock disappeared into her tiny little ass.
She jolted and my cock slipped from her mouth. She stared up at me wide-eyed. She gasped.
“Oh my God, he’s in my ass.”
Her words. Her expression. The sight of his thick, ebony tool burrowing further into her butt. I lost it. Three thick spurts in quick success. All over my wife’s face. She didn’t even seem to notice. With both hands on her hip to hold her in place, he was now sawing into her again and again and again.
***
Jennifer and I floated in the warm, clear water as the sky went from orange to red to violet in the gathering dusk. It was beautiful, but there was an awkward silence between us.
“Are you okay?” I asked for what seemed like the tenth time.
“Yeah,” she replied, getting exasperated.
“You sure?”
She rolled her eyes at me. “Okay, I feel like a whore,” she admitted.
“You’re not.”
“I am. I’m a whore.”
“That would make me a pimp,” I replied, trying to lighten the mood.
She hesitated and then nodded. “Yeah, you’re a pimp.”
“In a good way or a bad way?”
“There’s a good way?”
“Fo’ shizzle, ma nizzle, means, yo, I’s can keeps ma bitches in line.”
She looked at me appalled.
“What? I heard Snoop Dogg say it.”
“You’re a pimp and apparently a racist.”
“You’re really upset at me?”
She chuckled. “No. Just trying to figure out what this is all about.”
“Having a little fun?”
“But why this particular fun? Why couldn’t you be a regular guy and fantasize about two girls at once.”
“I don’t know.”
“So why now?”
“Honestly, I think it was just the aesthetics of it at first. And then once it got in my head, I don’t know, it just took hold.”
“So no regrets.”
I shook my head. “You?”
She hesitated.
“I mean, you have enjoyed it, right?”
She nodded grudgingly.
“Even with Thom?”
“Couldn’t you tell?”
“I wasn’t sure what with all the thrashing and cursing and eye rolling.”
She splashed water at me. “I’m going to stick a beer bottle up your ass and we’ll see how much you thrash and curse.”
“But you liked it?”
“I did. Hard to explain, but feeling like a whore is oddly liberating. You don’t feel threatened?”
“Why, because all three of them are hung like –“
“That doesn’t matter.”
I laughed. “You girls would be more reassuring if you didn’t feel the need to reassure us all the time.”
“It doesn’t,” she insisted.
I waved her reassurance away. There was no way it made no difference, but there was no point in debating it. “Okay.”
She sighed. “Thing is, I don’t know what happens now.”
“What do you mean? We go home. Play with our kids. I try to figure out what to do with the rest of my life.”
“As if all of this never happened?”
“I… I don’t see why it has to be either or. Either our whole lives are different or it meant nothing.”
“And what does it mean?”
I edged closer. “I means that my wife is the sexiest bitch I’ve ever seen and that I’m the lucky pervert who snagged her.”
“So, sex is sex, huh?”
I nodded.
She was quiet again. I wanted to ask her again if everything was okay, but I knew I had more than exhausted that question. Still, I knew she hadn’t told me everything.
I looked around and noticed it was getting quite somber. The boat seemed to be receding into the distance, though I figured that was just an optical illusion. Still, it was disconcerting.
“Hey honey, as much fun as it’s been to feel like we’re starring in Black Dicks and White Chicks, I’m beginning to feel like we’re stuck in a remake of Open Water.”
“We are in shark-infested waters,” she teased.
But suddenly I wasn’t in the mood to kibitz. Sharks freak me out. “Race you,” I said.
She laughed. “Oh sure, leave me out here all alone.”
But her bravado faded quickly in the suddenly inky water. She caught up and passed me just as we reached the boat.
***
We had a light dinner and went to bed early. Jennifer was, not surprisingly, out like a light in moments. As hot as it was to see her getting fucked silly, it was nonetheless putting a bit of a crimp in our sex life. Still, I was pretty sure it would all come around in the end, so to speak.
After a while of tossing and turning, I decided to get out of bed and spend a little time on deck. I was half-way through the salon before I remembered Reg’s plan to make Denny pull a double shift. Not that Denny was a bad kid, but of the crew, he was the one with whom I was least eager to spend a bunch of time. I mean, what did we have to talk about other than what a good lay my wife was? I was about to turn back when I heard Reg’s voice, and then Thom’s, as well as Denny’s. I turned around yet again to join them when I realized they were talking about Jennifer. It froze me.
“Damn, man, I can’t believe she let you put it in her ass,” Denny exclaimed excitedly, like the horny teenager he was.
Thom chuckled. “Let me? He damn near begged me to. Rolled her over on her side and pulled her cheeks apart. Here you go.”
“And she just let you?” Denny marveled.
“I’m not sure ‘no’ is in her vocabulary,” Thom joked.
“Easy guys,” Reg interrupted. “Just be thankful.”
“I know, I know,” Thom replied. “Believe me, I am. But you know what I mean, Reg. You ever seen anything quite like her?”
Reg laughed. “Uh, no. I have to admit, she’s unique. And man, so grateful. I mean, when I finished in her mouth. That look she gave me. It was like it was her first drink of fresh water after a month at sea.”
“Well, I’m gonna put it in her ass tomorrow,” Denny chimed in.
“Only if she wants to,” Reg cautioned.
Denny laughed. “Oh, don’t worry about that Reg. Bitch is in love with me. You should have heard her. Oh Denny, that’s so good. Oh Denny, your fiancée is such a lucky woman. Every time I gave her another load, she’d be down on her knees getting me hard. She couldn’t get enough of me.”
Thom laughed. “Yeah, she probably couldn’t, not at ten seconds per fuck.”
“Fuck you,” Denny snipped as the two older men laughed. “I wore out that pussy. And tomorrow, I’m gonna wreck that ass.”
Reg laughed again. “And tonight, you’re going to keep watch. Fall asleep and I’ll make sure you don’t get within a hundred yards of her pussy or ass.”
I heard movement up top as Reg and Thom bade Denny farewell. I was worried that they might head down into the salon and run into me, but I was unable to move
The effect of hearing them talking about my wife like that was paralyzing. My hands were shaking. The way Reg had described her as grateful for his come, the way Denny had described her reaction to him, Thom’s stunned admiration of her, what, sluttiness? Could they really be speaking about my Jennifer?
Luckily, they headed forward rather than down, and when I was able to move again, I collapsed down on the sofa. From up top, I heard Denny turn on a radio station to keep him company during the night watch, though I was pretty sure it was thoughts of my wife that would really keep him occupied. Keep us all occupied, I realized.



Chapter Ten
When we awoke, we were anchored in a gorgeous, Caribbean cove, a crescent of white sand, bordered by swaying palms, encircling a pool of indigo alive with a multitude of fish and small darting birds.
“This is my favorite spot in all of the islands,” Reg explained. “We often like to spend the last day of a cruise here. We set up a small camp, a fire pit. There is a trail that loops around the island and of course the water is perfect to swim in.”
“Sounds delightful,” I acknowledged.
As Jennifer and I ate breakfast, Reg, Denny, and Thom made several trips to shore carrying various supplies. By the time they ferried us over, they had created a small island paradise with comfortable loungers, a canopy decorated with palm fronds, and a sort of Tatami matting as a floor.
We settled in. Jennifer had brought a book. I was sort of staring off into space, which in practice meant watching as Reg and Denny dug the fire pit, shirts off, muscles rippling. I looked over at my wife. She’d made no progress on her book.
“Enjoying the view?” I asked.
She blushed and made a show out of ducking back into her novel.
“Jenn… i… fer,” I sing-songed at her. “What’s the matter?”
She ignored me. I’m not sure what I wanted. Why was I pushing her buttons? Why couldn’t I get enough of this stupid fantasy?
“Hey Captain,” I called out. “Do any of your guests go au naturale out here?”
I glanced over at my wife, hiding behind her book, making shushing gestures at me.
He grinned. “It is certainly private enough.”
She finally put down her novel and gave an exasperated sigh. “Oh, no, I am not getting naked in front of all of you.”
I laughed. “We’d all join you. Anyway, you’ve done more than get naked already.”
Another crimson blush.
“Let’s put it up to a vote,” I suggested. “All in favor?”
Denny’s hand shot up first. Of course. Thom had paused from setting up a makeshift bar to watch. His hand went up. Reg and I locked eyes and then, exchanging grins, simultaneously raised our hands.
Jennifer rolled her eyes, but her grin told another story. “Democracy sucks.”
“That’s not the only thing that sucks,” I teased.
She gave me a saucy smirk. So that’s how you wanna play it? Leaning over she whispered in my ear, “you might regret this.”
But before I could respond, she stood before me. “Can you help me out of this?”
She was wearing one of her practical suits, still sexy, but less skimpy than the others. Still, it was hardly a full-body wet suit requiring assistance to remove. Legs slightly parted, lips pursed, she waited on me.
I rose. She turned away from me and faced the other men frankly. I untied her bikini top and eased it off. She didn’t flinch, didn’t move to cover herself as I bared her beautiful, full breasts. She spun back around, her eyes going to her bottoms. I sat back down and with both hands reached out and seized the fabric at each hip.
Slowly I pulled down her bikini bottoms. I knew they were getting a good look at her sweet ass, but it wasn’t as good a view as the one I had of her pretty, bare, shaved beaver. Fully recovered from yesterday’s adventures, I knew it would be soon be split, stuffed, hammered full of hard, black cock. I leaned forward to give her a quick lick. She was already juicy, aroused.
She gave me another warning. “One day mister, you’re going to go too far.”
Again, she didn’t give me a chance to response. She turned back to face the crew. “I thought we were all going to be nudists?” she taunted.
They stripped down quickly. She perused them frankly, her eyes lingering on their meaty packages. I noted enviously Thom and Reg’s hanging girth, marveled at Denny’s youthfully exuberant erection.
Jennifer looked back over her shoulder. “You too honey. Don’t worry about the fact that they’re all much bigger than you. I told you, it doesn’t matter,” she concluded in a tone that implied precisely the opposite.
I forced a chuckle, but the jibe had found its mark. She was going to extract a price from me for today. As I slipped off my own suit, my wife strode over to the younger man, shaking her head, clucking in disapproval.
“Just because we’re being nudists doesn’t mean we can just tolerate obscenity.”
He seemed genuinely anxious.
“I’m just going to have to take care of this,” she added, dropping to her knees.
His grimace quickly turned into a dazzling smile. He thrust his cock into toward her mouth.
“Ah ah ah,” she said, pushing him away gently, “remember what I taught you yesterday.”
He nodded. “Yes ma’am.”
With a deep breath and a look of great concentration, he calmed himself and allowed my wife to tenderly take him into her hot, wet, inviting mouth.
***
We never did get to explore the island. Instead, we just stayed around the camp. It was fascinating to watch her with each of those men in rapid succession, each bringing out a different, yet equally enticing personality.
With Denny, she was always tutoring. Even with her ankles pinned around her ears as he tried to drive her through the matting into the island sand, she was still tutoring him, cajoling, adjusting his angle of attack. With Thom it was comfortable, oddly nonchalant. Sitting in his lap, his fat prick wedged into her ass, she ground against him and exchanged recipes. And with Reg it was volcanic. Two thoroughbreds, perfectly matched, extracting every last bit of sexual energy from the other.
At one point she approached me, smirking at the cheery grin on my face. She was sweaty, sandy. Her snatch was a swollen, gooey mess.
“I should make you lick this clean,” she menaced.
Instead, she climbed into my lap and impaled her sloppy cunt on my twitching hardon. I’d never felt anything like it. No friction at all. Just a wet, gooey heat. She ground against me. My crotch was suddenly drenched with a flood of the jism she’d milked from her lovers.
“I can barely feel you,” she taunted.
“I thought you said size doesn’t matter.”
She ignored my response. “You like it when I’m a messy whore?” she growled in my ear. “A whore for black cock.”
“You’re not a whore.”
“Yeah? That,” she nodded into my lap, “is just the start. You think they’re done with me yet?”
I laughed. “I hope not. It’s still early.”
“And you think it ends here? What you’ve started?”
“I trust you.”
“You shouldn’t.”
“How do you know I won’t get addicted to this? To getting fucked silly by big, black cocks.”
“I consider it a calculated risk.”
She laughed darkly. “That’s because you’re thinking with this,” she said as she ground into me, “not this,” she tapped the side of my head. “The kids are getting older now. At school all day, with friends after. Plenty of time for me to feed my new addiction.”
I looked into her eyes. There was a crazed intensity in her gaze that made me rethink my smart-ass response.
“You’d probably like that,” she continued. “You working hard all day, while I spend my days on my back, getting stretched out by a succession of hard, dark, pricks. Think about it Jeremy. Think about me spreading my legs for any and every hot black man I run into.”
Her eyes were closed, and I knew she was imagining it herself, her body grinding against mine passionately as she let the vision play in her mind. We heard laughter from the edge of camp. It was Reg and Thom teasing Denny about his resurgent erection. Jennifer nodded in their direction.
“I better go. You know I can’t resist a hard, black cock anymore.”
She quickly rose and stalked in their direction to a renewed round of chuckles. She approached Denny and turned on her heels. Her eyes never left mine as she dropped down onto her hands and knees.
He followed after her and plunged his raging hardon into her well-used twat. He pumped it in, two, three times and then withdrew, his shaft coated in their mingled juices. I remembered what he’d said last night, and she seemed to realize what he was about to do at the same moment I did. She took a deep breath just as he thrust his well-lubed cock into her tight little ass.
He was smiling radiantly, spreading her cheeks apart so he could admire the view. Jennifer was gasping and groaning, though not in discomfort.
“That’s it,” she hissed, more at me than at him, “fuck me in the ass. Fuck me like I’ve never let my husband do.”
***
Things got even more intense as the afternoon wore on. Fueled by booze and the realization that our cruise was at an end, the crew seemed desperate to take advantage of every last opportunity to fuck my wife. And whether to fulfill my fantasy or feed her own, she didn’t refuse them anything.
Reg took his turn sodomizing her. Holding her up in the air, her arms wrapped around his neck, her legs around his waist, as he bounced her up and down on his prick. Her eyes always went to mine though. With each new act of depravity, we made eye contact.
As then as the sun began to set, she rode Reg’s big prick with abandon as he lay on his back. Hair flying, big tits bouncing wildly, she coaxed even Thom to yet another erection. He didn’t wait his turn this time. Instead, he scooted up behind my wife and firmly pressed his fat tool into her ass. She didn’t pause, instead, she thrust back even harder against the now two invading cocks inside her.
Again, she searched me out. “See what they’re doing to me, baby?” she trilled. “See what they’re doing to your wife? You don’t really think I’ll ever be the same after this, do you?”
And when Denny ambled over, turgid as usual, she deftly swallowed his prick into her mouth.
They moved like that for what seemed like an eternity. Three hung, powerful black men roughly using my slender, blond-haired, pale-skinned wife for their own pleasure. And yet when they were done, when each of time in rapid succession climaxed in her mouth, her cunt, her ass, she was the one who still wanted more, who continued to thrust against them until their now spent pricks slipped out of her, defeated by her unbridled passion.
***
After a dinner of seared fish on the beach, Reg ferried us back to the boat while Denny and Thom worked to break down the camp. Jennifer was quiet, pensive, and for the first time I worried I’d pushed things too far.
In our cabin, I waited anxiously in bed with the lights out as she showered. To my delight, when she joined me she was naked. I quickly wriggled out of my PJs and spooned her. She was warm, soft, and smelled of soap. I still had the memory of her debauched performance in my mind, but the reality of my sweet, cuddly wife in bed with me at the same time.
She pressed her hard ass back against my rapidly growing erection. After all the sex she’d already had, I was not going to force her into more, but I was gratified when she reached back and grabbed my cock and began to rub the head gently against her soft pussy lips.
I reached around and gently caressed her stomach, her breasts. I moved aside her hair and nibbled gently on her neck. I felt her arousal grow.
As my cock slipped inside her, she moaned, “You’ll need to be gentle with me.”
Visions of heavy, ebony cocks penetrating each of her orifices filled my brain, inflaming me further.
“Am I still stretched out?” she asked.
She was, a little, but she still felt so good, like a slightly worn sweater that somehow feels the better for the use.
“They were very rough with me.”
“Oh God,” I groaned.
“Were you proud of me? The way I took them again… and again… and again…”
“Fuck.” I came hard.
When she was sure I was done, she rolled away from me slightly, letting my limp cock slide from her pussy.
“Good night, honey, I need my sleep,” she said simply, a remarkably understated summary of her day.
I rolled over feeling oddly perturbed. I understood she was tired. I was grateful she’d even been willing to do what she’d done just now. And yet, her perfunctory manner, the way she did and said the very minimum necessary to get me off, the fact that she didn’t even seek an orgasm for herself, oddly enough felt more whorish than the high-spirited screwing I’d seen her doing the rest of the day.
I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but I went to sleep uneasy.



Chapter Eleven
We actually had to set our alarm. The cruise ended promptly at 10:00am. I didn’t think they’d actually rush us, but that was in the contract and I had already arranged for a car to be waiting for us at the pier.
We had a quick breakfast and finished packing. I gave my goodbyes to the crew. It was, I’ll admit, a little awkward. But then again, I’d surely never see these men again, which, of course, had been one of the appeals of the fantasy in the first place.
Jennifer’s goodbyes took a little longer. Nothing untoward, but she seemed to want to share a few more personal words with each man than I did. I proceeded down the gangplank to wait for her. I could see our limo waiting just beyond the first set of gates.
When I turned back toward Jennifer, I noticed she’d let go of her roller bag and was just looking at me.
“Honey, you coming?” I asked.
She hesitated. “I’m not technically back on dry land yet.”
Which meant that things were not over yet unless she wanted them to be.
I forced a smile. “I got us an amazing suite. Jacuzzi, balcony, everything.”
I felt like an ass trying to tempt my wife to join me, especially with Reg and the others watching.
“I think I want to stay on board for a bit.”
I wasn’t going to beg. But I needed to set a marker.
“Our plane is tomorrow at two.”
“I know.”
“I’ll be on it.”
She nodded. “I know.”
We looked at each other, but I could see nothing in her eyes.
“Okay, well, have fun. You know where to find me,” I said as I began pulling my bag toward the waiting limo.
***
It was not a fun ride. I eschewed the waiting bottle of champagne and instead poured myself a tumbler full of Bourbon.
Was she just trying to teach me a lesson? Show me that I had taken her for granted when I’d pushed her into fulfilling my fantasy? Was she really addicted to it and needed one last fix? Except… that was the thing with addicts, right? They always think they are just one last fix away from being right.
I took a big gulp. It burned my throat. The pain felt like penance. My head swam. The better to take the edge off my hurt.
It hadn’t seemed like I’d been forcing her into anything. Indeed, from almost the very beginning, it had seemed almost as much her fantasy as my own. Her actions… her lewd, randy, yes, whorish, actions had gone so far above anything I could have expected, anything I’d even dreamed, that I couldn’t accept the idea that she resented me for pressuring her into it.
And yet, something had gone wrong, because right now, instead of sipping champagne with me in the back of a limo and giggling about our wild and crazy week, she was still back on board the yacht orgying with Denny, Thom, and especially Reg.
What was she doing with them? Things that she didn’t want me to see? Was there anything left undone? And then, with a depressing realization, I got it. It was all so simple. No need to complicate it. Given an extra twenty-four hours of freedom, she would rather spend it getting fucked senseless by our shipboard companions than spend it with me.
Simple, but all the more hurtful for it. I drained the rest of the tumbler and closed my eyes as we drove to the hotel.
***
The splendor of the suite at the Grand Hyatt felt like an affront. When the bellhop showed me the Jacuzzi, it seemed like he was mocking me. All in my head, I knew, but the balcony, the king-sized bed, the view, the flowers… all of it had been planned for me to share with Jennifer. And now she wasn’t here. She was half-way across town, still technically on the water, getting filled with the better part of a yard of black cock. I was the one who felt at sea.
I knew I couldn’t stay in the suite. I’d have to sleep there, but that was all. I threw a bathing suit and a pair of shoes into my backpack and headed out. I stalked right past the pool. I had too much nervous energy to just sit out in the sun. I walked out of the resort and toward Nassau proper.
Everything reminded me of my Jennifer. Just walking around markets and store-lined streets seemed to beg for her presence with me to ooh and ahh at a neat little piece of jewelry or a cute sundress. On my own, it was all just oppressive.
I sort of barhopped but without any of the mirth usually associated with that term. I was just passing time until I’d get my wife back…. Because I did want her back. Whatever was going on between us right now was surely my fault somehow, even if I didn’t quite understand it.
***
I went for an early dinner at a swanky steakhouse, the kind of place Jennifer at best tolerates. I had a huge slab of cow, a brutally over-priced, but delicious, bottle of red. I stepped out in the gloaming and gazed up at the looming casinos of Paradise Island. Like the steakhouse, that was another place that wouldn’t remind me of my wife. She never got the appeal of gambling.
My excitement grew as I entered. I finally had enough in the bank that I could play with the $100 chips without guilt. Hell, I might even throw a few $500s around to see how that felt. I stopped by the cashier and set up a quick line of credit and then pocketed $2500 in chips to get started.
On my way to the blackjack table, my enthusiasm began to wane. True, this was not the sort of place Jennifer would like, but the place was full of Jennifers, pretty women flirting and giggling with their men. The sadness of sitting at a table by myself and playing cards suddenly hit me.
I shook my head. It was a fucking miserable day, and I just needed to end it. Go back to the hotel, have a triple Bourbon and pass out.
As I turned back toward the cashier, I nearly ran into a roulette table. What the hell. I took the stack of chips out of my pocket and put it all on black, amusing myself with the innuendo. I’d bet on black on the yacht and I’d lost.
Only this time, I didn’t. The wheel spun, and the small metal ball bounced, bounced. It came up 13. Inauspicious, normally, and a reminder of Jennifer. We were in our thirteenth year of marriage. Still a winner is a winner. $5000. I reached out for the stack and then paused. Fuck it, let it ride.
Another spin of the wheel. Click, clack, the ball zagged wildly and then settled down into 31. Another winner for me.
I laughed at my growing stack of chips. $10000. An elderly couple at the table, playing some sort of idiotically complicated system that had them readjusting their chips every spin gave me the evil eye. Some passersby slowed to see what I would do.
Let it ride, I decided.
The croupier called out to the pit boss. “Ten thousand on black.”
He was just informing his supervisor, but it caused a small murmur. I could feel people beginning to press in on me from behind.
The wheel spun. He dropped the ball. It seemed to take forever to slide from its grove onto the wheel itself. A few random bounces, and bam, it settled into the slot marked 6. Black again. $20000.
I shook my head in disbelief. A guy clapped me on the shoulder from behind in congratulation. I looked back to see a security guard edge the guy away and form a small cordon behind me.
I’d already decided to let it ride, but I enjoyed toying with the crowd by hesitating over my stack. When I pulled away my hand, leaving the chips on the table, there was gasp and then a small cheer. I loved the rush of it.
The wheel spun. Everything faster this time. Not like in the movies when the larger the stack the more everything slows down. No, this felt like the blink of an eye, as if fate were rushing to snatch back my winnings before I could react. But not this time. 35. Black again.
I heard cheers behind me. “Let. It. Ride.” The voices echoing my own thoughts. 35. My wife’s age. Surely auspicious. And then suddenly it struck me.
I reached out for my chips and felt the energy behind me deflate. Mutters of disappointment. But fuck them. It made sense to me now.
The pit boss handed me a chit. They were not going to let me walk around with $40,000 in chips. He congratulated me on my good luck as I walked away.
I wished Jennifer had been with me. Not to see me win the money, but so I could tell her I got it. I got what she was doing and why she was punishing me. I’d gotten lucky with her. We’d gotten lucky in playing with Reg. And I’d kept pushing her to let it ride, let it ride. And while our luck might hold, sooner or later it wouldn’t. And I’d been heedless about that. Just as I had our entire lives, banking our future on one wacky scheme after another. And yes, it had worked out. But there also need for balance, something held back, kept in reserve, and I got it now.
And I also realized it was unfair for me to place my emotions so completely in her hands, to give her a blank check to hurt me, to force her to be the grownup. She’d tried to warn me, with the conditions, with her comments about risk, and I’d missed it all. I’d been selfish even while I was congratulating myself on being selfless.
I just wished she were there with me so I could share my epiphany. But it was okay. I… we were still winners, still ahead of the game, and I could share it with her tomorrow when she returned.
***
I took a cab back to the Hyatt and eschewed the temptation for a nightcap in the bar. If I couldn’t sleep, I couldn’t sleep. Not the end of the world.
I stepped out the elevator and fumbled with my keycard. I noticed the lights were dimmed in the room, the sound of the Jacuzzi running. I spotted a room service cart with an open bottle of champagne and two glasses.
And I knew. Even after another morning of it, Jennifer still hadn’t had enough. And when the service crew came out to prepare the yacht for the next sail, she still wanted more.
Come on, Captain Wallace, at least accompany me to my hotel. I just don’t feel safe in a taxi all on my own.
And while I’d been roaming the town, reaching my understanding, they’d been in the room, fucking like animals. Were they still at it? When I turned the corner would I find my wife riding his huge prick up and down in the Jacuzzi? Or would I find them just sitting side-by-side, enjoying a brief cool down, while working themselves up for yet another round.
I turned to leave. Fuck it. Let her have her fun. I’d started it. I’d pushed it too far. I sort of deserved what was happening.
Then I stopped. No. I needed to at least tell her I got it.
I strode into the main part of the room and looked over at the Jacuzzi. There was Jennifer and she was… alone.
“Hey, honey…. Um, you okay?” she asked as I stood there quizzically.
“Where is he?”
She stood up, water dripping off her gorgeous, naked body. She took her time before stepping out and wrapping herself in a towel.
“Where is who?”
“You know.”
“I don’t. You mean Denny? Thom? Reg? I’ve been with so many men in the last few day.”
“Any of them? All of them?”
She approached me slowly.
“Would you like them to be here?”
“Of course not,” I snapped.
“Of course not? And what is that supposed to mean?”
I shook my head. “What happened on the boat this morning?”
“What did you want to happen?” she teased. “Tell me, Jeremy, when you left, were you angry with me? Or have you spent all day fantasizing about them fucking me silly, again?”
“I just want to know.”
She gave me a smirk. “No.”
“What?”
“No, you don’t get to know.”
I sighed. She was right. I’d been using her as a sex doll for my fantasies. It wasn’t fair.
“Fair enough.”
She raised an eyebrow. “Really?”
I nodded. “I get it, baby. I finally understand.”
“Yeah?” my wife asked as she began to unbutton my shirt. “What do you understand?”
“What you were telling me. About risk. About taking things for granted. About assuming too much.”
“I knew you’d get it,” she replied. “Just a matter of getting a little perspective.”
“I’m so sorry,” I groaned.
“Do I seem upset?” she asked.
“No, but you should be.”
She laughed. “No. Now you’re going too far. Again. I like playing with fire as much as you do.”
“But we need to share the responsibility to avoid burns.”
She nodded. “Finish taking off your clothes and join me in the tub.”
I stripped down and she poured us two glasses of champagne. I climbed into the bubbling water. She shrugged off her towel and handed me a glass, settling in beside me.
For a while we just enjoyed the peace of it being just the two of us again. She finished her glass and she leaned over and kissed me. It was a delicious sensation, her tongue cold and fizzy even as the rest of our bodies were bathed with hot water. She climbed into my lap and pressed herself against me. Her full breasts mashed against my chest, her arms wrapped around my neck. I reached down and massaged her perfect, round ass.
We stayed there like that a long time, just kissing, reconnecting with each other’s bodies. The familiarity of hers was reassuring. She was still the same woman as before. I knew she would be, and yet, there was that nagging sense that she wouldn’t be. Maybe that’s part of what made it hot. That weird latent fear that once you go black, you never go back. And yet, here she was.
We climbed out of the tub. Swaddled in towels we stumbled over to the bed. I unwrapped her like a Christmas present, in love as always with her beauty. I rested my head gently on her flat stomach and traced the shape of her bared, shaved pussy. So smooth.
“You touched it up today,” I noted.
“Yup.”
Without looking back, I asked, “for me or for Reg?”
I knew she was rolling her eyes at me.
“For him, of course,” she teased. “I always want it to be perfect for him.”
I gently ran my hand over her mound and down between her legs. I traced further, tickling her anus.
“You’re going to want to try that, aren’t you?” she said.
I flashed back to that moment on the deck when Thom had first pressed his fat prick into her ass, to Denny taking her anally on her hands and knees, to her ass stretched around Reg’s fat cock as he threw her up and down. So hot. So depraved.
And then I had a wicked thought. “No, I don’t think so.”
She chuckled as if reading my mind. “You’re right, honey. We should reserve that. For black cock only.”
I groaned as I felt a surge of excitement rush through me.
“This, on the other hand, is mine,” I said.
I pressed my middle finger into her hot, tight snatch even as I sucked her clit into my mouth. She bucked against me as I fingered her faster, ate her until her juices covered my face.
She growled and yanked me off her, pushing me onto my back. She kicked a leg over my waist and dropped down on me hard.
“Fuck, you’re a sexy bitch,” I moaned.
She leaned forward and licked my cheek, tasting herself on my face.
“And don’t you forget it,” she growled in my ear as she expertly worked my cock up and down, up and down.
***
We lay, side-by-side, breathing hard. I couldn’t resist.
“So, what did happen on the boat today?”
Jennifer looked at me. An enigmatic smile. A shrug.
“Nothing,” I replied for her. “I think you were just trying to teach me a lesson.”
She shook her head. “No, not a lesson. I just wanted to make you think.”
She hadn’t answered the question, not directly. Then I realized it didn’t really matter if she’d screwed them all again. Would I have rather she’d fucked Reg again or not? Truth is, I didn’t know. And that was okay. Thinking about it was what I needed to do.
I’d like to say that all of this was a tremendous opportunity for personal growth. That I’m a better man for the experience and the lessons I learned. But truth is, I’m a simple guy. Not dumb, but simple in a way. And yeah, I realize, I supposed, how dangerous the whole damn thing was, how much I risked, but frankly, given the chance to do it all again, would I? In a heartbeat. Except this time, I think I might let it ride on black just one more time.
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