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		Chapter One

		 

		“Do we really have to do this?” My chest tightened as I looked across the table at Amanda.

		 

		“More coffee?” The waitress appeared out of nowhere brandishing a hot pot of the black stuff.

		 

		Amanda forced a tight smile in her direction. “Please,” she said quietly. “And could I get a glass of water too?”

		 

		“Of course, hon,” the waitress, Deb, replied. “How about you sugar?”

		 

		I smirked at this. I hadn’t been called sugar in, well, ever, as far as I could recall. “I think I’m good. I’ve got it just the right colour.”

		 

		“Suit yourself,” Deb said. “Some dessert for you two?”

		 

		I smiled up at her. “Just the check thanks.”

		 

		After filling Amanda’s cup she winked at me, spun around and walked toward the back.

		 

		Amanda finished the last of her toast and jam and set her cutlery on one side of her plate. “I don’t want to do anything, Derek,” she said, her voice tight. “I just wanted to have a conversation.”

		 

		She didn’t. What she wanted was an argument, she just didn’t know it. I wasn’t about to give it to her.

		 

		“Sweetheart I’m happy do more around the house,” I said, doing my best not to sigh. She hated when I sighed. Said it meant I wasn’t hearing what she was really saying.

		 

		Which was wrong. I heard and understood everything. It’s just that after the twentieth time you have the same argument, er sorry, conversation, you start to get a little tired of listening.

		 

		“This isn’t about you doing more around the house,” she said, her lips forming into a tight line.

		 

		“What? You just said…”

		 

		She shook her head. “This is what I’m talking about,” she said, her voice becoming a little shrill. “I keep telling you it’s not about how much you do or don’t do. It’s about you not acknowledging the fact that I am home day in and day out doing the same laundry and the same dishes and making the same lunches and I just…I feel like I get no credit for that. Like just because your job is at the office you think I’m sitting around eating bon-bons and watching soap operas.” She shot me a pointed stare.

		 

		I looked down at my empty plate. Studied the little leftover flecks of white and yellow eggs and the crust of toast I hadn’t eaten.

		 

		Think, Derek. Think.

		 

		There was a trick to this. A magic word or sentence that would de-escalate our conversation. There had to be. Lately, finding what it was had been a crap shoot. I rubbed my hands together, drew in a breath and let it out slowly. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Amanda shaking her head. “What?” I asked.

		 

		“See? There’s that face again.”

		 

		“Face? What face?” I snapped, my patience fraying.

		 

		“That…that look you get. That smirk that just…you just think this is all a bunch of made up stuff that I make up to make you feel bad.”

		 

		Oh god. Here we go.

		 

		I closed my eyes and tried to center myself. A tactic Terry, our therapist, had spent countless sessions trying to instill in me for just these sorts of moments. His voice echoed in my head.

		 

		And how does that make you feel, Derek?

		 

		And again, this time snide and more nasal. And how does that make you feel?

		 

		I hated this. All of it. I loved my wife. Tried my best to make her happy. To stay cheerful even when work was shit. And lately it all just ended like this. Both of us in a snit, me in the basement with a beer in my lap watching the game and her furiously folding laundry upstairs.

		 

		I looked up and into her eyes. “Baby,” I said, reaching across the table.

		 

		She ignored my outstretched arm and turned her head to look the other way.

		 

		Deb chose that moment to reappear with the bill. She smiled at my obvious distress, as if to say fucked up again, huh?

		 

		I shot her stiff glare that I hoped she’d understand meant mind your own business. “Thanks,” I muttered, pulling my wallet out of my pocket.

		 

		“You take your time now,” she said, glancing at the line up of people that were waiting at the door for a table. She flashed us a smile and walked away.

		 

		After she’d left I considered trying to resuscitate the situation. But this wasn’t the place to do it. The diner was getting more crowded and people were shooting us dirty looks for hogging a table. I looked at Amanda.

		 

		She was scowling and looking everywhere but at me.

		 

		“Should we go?” I asked, sullen.

		 

		“Probably,” she replied and started collecting her purse and jacket.

		 

		I thumbed through the twenties in my wallet, threw a couple on the table and followed her out into the crisp February morning.

		 

		We drove home with a terse silence widening the space between us. Every time I came up with something clever to say to try and cut the tension I thought better of it. Amanda didn’t seem like she was in a joking mood and I wasn’t about to risk a full-on blow out by saying something that would set her off.

		 

		She got out of her car without a word as soon as we pulled into the driveway.

		 

		I sat in the car watching her walk toward the house and wondering if the whole week was going to be like this. Maybe we shouldn’t have pawned the kids off on my parents? Maybe we should have taken a family ski vacation. Running after three kids kept us busy and there was less time for conversations.

		 

		I’d just started to open the door when my phone pinged.

		 

		Derek it’s Andreas here in sunny Caribbean! If you get a moment call me.

		 

		Ugh.

		 

		A tension started to form in my gut. This was the last thing I needed. I’d been looking forward to a week off work since Christmas. I was elated when Andreas told me him and his wife were going down to spend time on his yacht. He was a great boss but demanding and ambitious.

		 

		I could only think of one reason he’d be asking me to call him. Work. I shuddered at the thought of having to tell Amanda that we wouldn’t be having a relaxing week at home after all, that I had to go to put out some fire or other.

		 

		This was the worst beginning to a spring break I could imagine.

		 

		Nonetheless, in addition to being ambitious and demanding, Andreas didn’t take well to being ignored. Not calling back was not an option. I pressed “dial” on the screen of my phone and pressed it to my ear.

		 

		“Derek!” Andreas’ voice sounded through the speaker, the “R” rolling in the back of his throat from his German accent.

		 

		“Hey Andreas,” I said, trying not to sound sullen.

		 

		“Great to hear from you and thanks for calling so quickly.”

		 

		“No problem. No problem at all,” I lied, bracing myself for whatever request he was about to make.

		 

		“Listen Derek we are having a bit of a situation down here.”

		 

		My ears pricked. A situation? Down there? Could this possibly mean this wasn’t about me going to the office that week. “What’s up? Anything I can do to help?”

		 

		“Well that’s why I wanted to talk to you. You see we were going to meet our friends from Austria but they had to cancel at the last minute because of sickness.”

		 

		“Oh I’m sorry to hear that, Andreas. Everyone okay?” I asked.

		 

		“Ya, ya, everyone is fine just not in good shape for travelling. So anyways that means that Emilia and me are here on our own. Bo-ring!” He followed this up with a raucous laugh.

		 

		I forced a chuckle myself. I heard him muttering to someone on the other end of the line.

		 

		“Sorry about that,” he said. “So anyways we have been talking here with Emilia and I was thinking that it might be an excellent time to chat about the project I was mentioning to you.”

		 

		I furrowed my brow, puzzled at what he meant. “Uh, sure. Are you sure you want to do that now though? Don’t you want to enjoy your vacation?”

		 

		“Ha! No Derek you aren’t understanding me. I meant if you would be interested you and your lovely wife could join us?”

		 

		My eyes widened in surprise at what he’d said. “What, you mean like, come down there?” I asked.

		 

		“Ya! What do you think? You said your kids were with your parents, yes?”

		 

		“Uh, yeah. Yeah we dropped them off on Friday.”

		 

		“So you are alone there? With Amanda?”

		 

		“Yeah” I replied. “It’s just the two of us.”

		 

		“So listen there’s a flight leaving tomorrow at five in the morning. What do you say?”

		 

		Wheels started spinning in my mind. A week with Andreas and Emilia wasn’t exactly what I’d had in mind for my time off. On the other hand a week on a luxury yacht with nothing but sunshine and blue water around us sounded amazing. “Uh, I mean, that sounds wonderful it’s just…”

		 

		I stopped myself before finishing the sentence with I’d have to check it out with Amanda. A tantalizing thought blossomed in my mind.

		 

		Maybe this was just what we needed. The plan had been to send the kids off and spend the week lounging around, watching TV and ordering take-out Chinese. So far, that hadn’t materialized.

		 

		We’d spent Friday night tidying teddy bears and wooden train sets of the floor. Saturday morning Amanda mopped the floor while I got the oil changed on the cars. Saturday night we’d tried to watch a movie but both fell asleep.

		 

		Maybe what we needed was to just get away. Even if it meant hanging around with Andreas and Emilia. He was actually pretty fun to hang out with. I had no idea how Amanda would get along with him. They hadn’t met yet. But I was pretty certain his easy-going European charm would win her over.

		 

		“Derek? Are you there? Halo?”

		 

		His voice pulled me from my thoughts. “Yeah. Yeah, I’m here. Sorry just spaced out trying to think how this would work.”

		 

		There was one hitch. It was a little embarrassing to bring up but it was something that could ruin our time down there if we did decide to go.

		 

		Money was kind of tight. Not like we were having trouble or anything. But with three kids, one of them in day care, the budget was stretched pretty thin.

		 

		“Okay well listen you need some time to think about it?”

		 

		For some reason I decided to just be honest with him. “Look I really appreciate the invitation and it’s extremely tempting,” I explained. “It’s just that, well, I’m not quite sure how to say this…I don’t know if we can really afford to fly down there.” I let out an awkward chuckle.

		 

		Andreas was an entrepreneur. Tech-savvy, he’d founded half a dozen startups and sold five of them before I’d come on at his current enterprise “Prism.” In addition to his mansion of a house back home, he had properties in Austria and Italy as well as owning the luxury yacht he was currently calling me from. The only problem he had with money was having more than he knew what to do with.

		 

		“Oh my goodness!” he said, laughing again. “Derek you must think I’m some sort of cheap skate! Of course when I invite you and your lovely wife I mean that we invite you.”

		 

		Okay. I wasn’t positive about what he meant. Probably something lost in translation from his native German. But I was getting the feeling that…

		 

		“What I mean to say is please don’t talk to me about money, Derek. This is not a transaction. We would like to spend time with you as friends.”

		 

		“Uh…do you mean…”

		 

		“Oh my god you Americans! You have to know the price of everything!” he said, laughing again. He was a cheerful guy. “Okay if we have to spell it out. I want to pay for you, Derek. What do you say? Will you consider it?”

		 

		I heard someone saying something in the background.

		 

		Andreas laughed again. “Emilia says that if you say ‘no’ I should fire you!”

		 

		My chest tightened but I managed to cough out a laugh.

		 

		“Oh that was rude I’m sorry. I was just joking. Please, Derek. Do you need to speak with Amanda about this? Is that it?” He lowered his voice. “I understand. We all have our balls and chains, ya?”

		 

		This made me genuinely laugh out loud. This was…amazing. I couldn’t believe my good fortune. Our good fortune. Which made me think I should go into the house and talk this over with Amanda before saying anything.

		 

		I thought better of that.

		 

		Somehow I got the feeling that if I did, it would end up in yet another silly fight or stand-off and we’d spend the week shovelling snow, doing groceries and waiting for my parents to drop off the kids.

		 

		No. That wasn’t happening. I got a funny tickle in my midriff at the idea of surprising Amanda with this. I used to do stuff like that all the time. Dinners out in the middle of the week. Little gifts to show her how much I loved her.

		 

		Since the kids had come along that had sort of waned.

		 

		Maybe sweeping her off to a luxurious Caribbean vacation would rekindle some of that magic that had faded between us.

		 

		“Andreas that’s so generous. I don’t know if I can…”

		 

		“Okay you stop talking right there. You will get on the plane tomorrow or no?”

		 

		“Uh…”

		 

		I was torn. This could go one of two ways. Amanda would either love this or she’d hate me not consulting her about it. These days it was hard to tell which one it would be.

		 

		But before everyday life had dragged us down, neither of us had liked playing it safe. This was just what we needed. Suddenly I was sure of it.

		 

		“What time did you say that flight was?”

		 

		“Oh wonderful!” Andreas bellowed on his end. “Five in the morning. I’ll call and make you a reservation and send the ticket over the email, ya? I’m very glad to hear you are coming, Derek! I’ve been looking forward to meeting Amanda since you started with us. So, go and pack your bags now. Lots of swimming clothes, okay? Or not!” he added, chuckling. “Sometimes it’s nice to just feel the water on your whole body, isn’t it? Okay great. You will love it here. I guarantee it!”

		 

		Without waiting for me to reply, he hung up.

		 

		I sat in the car staring at my phone, hardly able to believe my luck. Our luck. This was going to turn things around between us. Baking in the Caribbean sun, waves lapping gently at the hull of the boat.

		 

		I couldn’t think of a better cure for our conversations.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		 

		It was hard to contain my excitement once I got into the house.

		 

		Amanda was still stewing, walking around carrying baskets of laundry up and down the stairs.

		 

		I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from beaming a smile at her. I put on my best serious face and touched her arm as she passed me on the way to the stairs to the basement.

		 

		“What?” she asked, sounding like Grumpy McSnapsalot.

		 

		I sighed and smiled at her. “Do you want to finish that talk we were having?” I asked.

		 

		She answered with a sigh of her own. She set down the laundry basket and put a hand on her hip. “No,” she said, shaking her head. “I don’t. I’m so tired Derek. I’m so tired of these arguments.”

		 

		I nearly made a joke about her finally calling them that, then thought better of it. Instead, I reached out and took her arm and pulled her in close. “Hey,” I said, looking deep into her eyes.

		 

		It was all I could do to keep from blurting out “we’re going on vacation!”

		 

		“I love you,” I said quietly instead.

		 

		She tipped her head to one side and her expression softened. “I love you, too,” she replied. Even leaned in and pecked me on the cheek. “Maybe we should make another appointment with Terry? I don’t know why but it’s just so hard to sort all this out when it’s just the two of us.”

		 

		I was ready to give her whatever would make her happy. Just needed to keep her in a good mood for the next eighteen hours or so and get her to the airport.

		 

		My phone pinged. I resisted the urge to reach into my pocket and get it.

		 

		“It’s okay,” she said, shaking her head. “You can get it.”

		 

		I smiled and shook my head back at her. “No. I don’t care what that is,” I lied, knowing it was probably Andreas emailing me our itinerary. I pulled Amanda in closer and kissed her forehead. “I’m making you a mimosa,” I whispered.

		 

		She cocked her head and shot me a puzzled expression. “Now?” she asked, glancing at the clock.

		 

		“Now,” I replied. “We should have had one before breakfast.”

		 

		She huffed and her shoulders sagged. “I don’t know. I’ve got all this laundry to do and I was going to try and put the tomato seeds into pots so I could get them started.”

		 

		“Okay you know what? No. We’re not doing this. This week was supposed to be about us, remember?”

		 

		A sad smile flashed across her expression.

		 

		“What?”

		 

		She pulled away from me, took a few steps back and sat down on the stairs. She ran a hand over her hair. “I know. I know it was,” she said quietly.

		 

		“So? Mimosa?” I asked.

		 

		I’m not sure why but she chuckled at this.

		 

		I took the opening and crouched down in front of her. Reaching up I tucked a stray tress of hair behind her ear. “Hey. You okay?” I asked.

		 

		This time she ran both hands through her hair and pulled out the elastic holding her hair in a pony tail. Thick dark waves of hair came cascading down over her shoulders.

		 

		My breath caught in my throat. I hadn’t seen her do that in…years? Had it been years? She looked so sexy with her hair down. Sultry and full of mischief.

		 

		“I’m fine,” she said with a sigh.

		 

		“But?”

		 

		She shook her head. “I don’t know. All of this,” she said, waving her hands out over the chaotic mess of toys and children’s books that still littered the coffee table and the shelves. “I feel like no matter how much we clean there’s just no keeping up. I just want things put away.”

		 

		Maybe it was the promise of our sunny vacation. Maybe it was the way she looked right then, finally relaxed after two days without the kids. Whatever it was it made me lean forward and kiss her on the lips.

		 

		She flinched at first, like she was surprised by it.

		 

		To be fair I didn’t really do that kind of thing any more.

		 

		But to my delight, after a moment, she leaned into it. Even gave me a little tongue to play with.

		 

		I lingered on her lips for a long while, heat building inside me as my mind started to bend toward the possibility of maybe a little… “Hey,” she whispered, pushing me gently away with her fingers against my chest. “Maybe later?” she asked, squinting.

		 

		I made a choice not to be offended. Part of this week was supposed to be about finding us again. Part of finding us was trying to re-ignite the passion we used to have for each other. Sulking about being rejected wouldn’t help. “Any time,” I whispered, kissing her cheek. “Or we can just hang out. Whatever.”

		 

		She smiled and looked visibly relieved. “I don’t know if I know how to do that anymore,” she said, shaking her head.

		 

		I laughed and squeezed her thigh.

		 

		“No I’m serious!” she said, her smile widening. “Like all this running around and business. I really don’t know if I can sit still for more than a few minutes. I was starting to get itchy sitting on the couch last night watching that movie. I was so glad when you fell asleep so I could go to bed!”

		 

		It stung a tiny bit to hear that but I knew she hadn’t meant it in malice. I was kind of the same way, to be honest. Years of changing diapers, cooking meals and kissing bruises had made it pretty hard to just relax.

		 

		Which was just another reason why this little outing would be perfect. I nearly spilled the beans, my excitement getting the better of me. “Well at least let me make you a drink?”

		 

		She glanced over at the laundry basket, then back at me. “Let me do three more loads? Then it’ll be done. We can go the whole rest of the week…oh my god,” she said, pressing a hand to her forehead. “What are we going to do for the whole rest of the week?!?” She laughed and I joined her.

		 

		I patted her leg and stood up. “You just tell me when you’re ready, okay?”

		 

		She smiled and took my hand as I helped her stand up off the stairs. “Okay,” she said, nodding. “Derek?”

		 

		“Hm?”

		 

		“I love you.”

		 

		“I love you too,” I replied, kissing her gently on the lips. “Go finish your precious laundry. “I’ll be waiting, okay? I’ve got a couple of things to do in the office.”

		 

		“It’s a date,” she said, spinning around and picking up the basket full of clothes.

		 

		I waited until she’d disappeared down the basement stairs before darting up to our bedroom.

		 

		There was one tiny flaw to my plan. I needed to pack for our trip. This was probably the most delicate and most treacherous hurdle to overcome.

		 

		Amanda wasn’t particular about what she wore around the house. But she did like to look put together when she went out.

		 

		I knew her favourite outfits for around town. But we hadn’t been to the beach in years. I had no idea what she would want for a swimsuit, or where to even find them.

		 

		I started digging through the drawers in the walk-in closet, keeping an ear open for Amanda coming up the stairs. I picked through a bunch of one piece bathing suits. They all looked rather…frumpy. Synchronized swimmer meets elderly lady sort of pieces.

		 

		Then, at the very bottom of the drawer, I found two bikinis. My eyes lit up at the memory of seeing Amanda in them in her twenties. Despite having had three kids, she still had the same amazing body she’d had ten years ago when I met her.

		 

		I’ll admit it was risque to pick those instead of some of the more conservative options. But a thought occurred to me and wouldn’t go away.

		 

		I started to imagine Amanda walking out onto the deck of the boat wearing nothing but the narrow string bands of elastic and tiny patches of fabric covering her womanhood and the peaks of her nipples.

		 

		She’d worn them in the summers on the lake when we first met. That memory prompted another, and a third.

		 

		I remembered sitting on a beach chair watching her run and dive into the water. Remembered seeing, out of the corner of my eye, a group of guys throwing a football around and pausing to ogle her. A thrilling rush of excitement surged through me as I remembered the pride and conceit I’d felt at knowing she was mine and being coveted by someone else.

		 

		I hadn’t thought about that in a long time. Amanda used to be quite a flirt, or at least aware of her assets, so to speak. She’d never led guys on or anything but back then she saw no harm in some friendly laughter and conversation.

		 

		I used to love just watching her talk to other guys, them trying to keep their eyes on hers and not roaming down her body.

		 

		Not that anything like that was going to happen where we were going. It was just going to be Andreas and his wife, after all. But a guy could always dream, right?

		 

		So I made the admittedly selfish decision of choosing those two bikinis over her other swimsuits. If nothing else I’d get a kick out of seeing her wearing them again.

		 

		Laundry took another hour or so.

		 

		In that time I managed to surreptitiously pack two small bags with everything I thought we’d need. Fresh tooth brushes, deodorant, Amanda’s travel bag where she kept an extra set of makeup.

		 

		The only thing we didn’t have, and what I hoped we’d need a lot of, were condoms.

		 

		I popped out to the corner store and bought a pack of twenty-four, laughing at my own optimism. With any luck we’d come back with a few less than that.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		 

		I swung by the grocery store and picked up onions, garlic, a bottle of white and a baguette as well. Amanda’s favourite dinner I made was a gooey french onion soup.

		 

		I started chopping onions as soon as I got home.

		 

		Amanda walked into the kitchen and her eyes brightened at seeing me hard at work. “What’s this?” she asked.

		 

		“French onion, baby. Your favourite.” I glanced over to see her clasp her hands together in front of her chest and a smile stretch across her lips. It made my heart melt. I couldn’t remember how long it had been since I’d seen that expression on her face.

		 

		“Wow! You’re really trying hard here huh?” she asked, chuckling.

		 

		I ignored what might have been a barb, focusing instead on the week ahead and how much fun we were going to have. “Only the best for my beautiful,” I said, wiping tears from my eyes.

		 

		She walked up behind me, put her arms around me and squeezed. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “That was mean.”

		 

		Setting down the knife, I turned and kissed her forehead. “Relax,” I said. “It’s just taking a little time for us to get used to being alone, I think.”

		 

		She smiled. “I think you’re right. Derek?”

		 

		“What’s up angel?” I said, feeling slightly giddy.

		 

		“Thanks for being so wonderful. I’m sorry about earlier. I was…I know I can be kind of a bitch sometimes,” she said with a sigh.

		 

		“You can be no such thing,” I lied, turning back and crushing garlic into the onions simmering in the cast iron pan. “How about that mimosa?” I asked, glancing at her over my shoulder.

		 

		She gnawed on her lip for a moment before answering. “Sure,” she said with an apprehensive nod.

		 

		Taking the pan off the burner, I fixed us both a drink and clinked my glass against hers after handing it to her. “To learning how to relax again,” I said.

		 

		She liked that. “To being us again,” she said. She took a long sip, closed her eyes and let out a slow breath. “That’s lovely.”

		 

		We sipped drinks and talked about what we should do for the rest of the week as the soup cooked. I couldn’t remember when last we spent that much time just talking. We put back a few, too. We rarely drank any more and when we did it was a glass of red on Saturdays at dinner.

		 

		By the time the soup was ready we were both giggling and tipsy. The best place to be. The only trouble was I was having a really hard time keeping my secret.

		 

		After dinner I suggested we sit on the couch for a while, maybe watch some TV. What I really wanted to do was drag her upstairs and make love to her but I didn’t want to push the issue. A thrill rushed through me as Amanda locked me in a sultry stare.

		 

		“That really what you want to do?” she purred, finishing the last bit of white wine she had left over from dinner.

		 

		I walked over from the counter where I’d been piling dishes into the sink and wrapped my arms around her. The room was warm and spinning slightly from the booze. The atmosphere between us was magical. “I want you to be happy,” I whispered.

		 

		“Happy wife, happy life?” she asked, giggling.

		 

		“Something like that,” I said, smiling at her.

		 

		She smiled back, her eyelids a little heavy from being so tipsy. “Well I want you to be happy, too.” she said. She glanced up at the ceiling, pensive. “Aaaand, maybe I want a little something myself,” she said, then bit her lip.

		 

		“What’s that?” I whispered, tilting my head to kiss her on the lips.

		 

		Her lips parted and again she accepted me into her mouth, warm and wet and sweet like wine. She reached back and released her pony tail again. Her hair tumbled down over her shoulders and she puckered her lips. “Derek?” she said, voice low and raspy.

		 

		Tension gripped me and my body heated at what her tone was suggesting? “Hm?”

		 

		She leaned forward and pressed her cheek against mine. “I want to suck your dick.”

		 

		My eyes shot open wide.

		 

		Amanda pulled back and covered her mouth with a hand. “Oh my god did I just say that?” she said before throwing her head back and bursting into giggles.

		 

		I clearly remembered the last time she’d said anything that dirty to me. It had been after a high school reunion we both attended and she’d been equally tipsy. We had amazing sex at the shitty motel we were staying at that night but nothing like it had happened since.

		 

		Our usual routine consisted of Sunday nights after the kids were safely tucked in bed. Tired quickies to keep from becoming that couple with a dead bedroom.

		 

		Arousal crackled through me as she looked at me again and bit her lip. “You just going to stand there?” she asked. “Or are you going to take me upstairs?”

		 

		Encouraged by the booze and aroused by her interest, I bent down and before she knew what I was doing, tucked an arm under her knees and another behind her back. My head was swimming, my mind filled with all the naughty things we were going to do once I got her to the bedroom.

		 

		She yelped as I swept her off her feet.

		 

		My back clicked.

		 

		Bend at the knees, Derek. Always bend the knees.

		 

		It was too late.

		 

		I let out a groan, managing to set her back on her feet before grabbing my back and straightening. “Holy shit,” I moaned. The pain radiating from my lower back was blinding.

		 

		“Oh my god are you okay?” she said, reaching out but knowing there was nothing she could do to help.

		 

		I grabbed the back of a kitchen chair and lowered myself into it, bending forward and supporting myself with my elbows on my knees, the only position that brought relief.

		 

		This happened once or twice a year. Short hamstrings, apparently.

		 

		Amanda hovered but said nothing. She’d seen this happen enough to know that it just took some muscle relaxers and a lot of time to get better. She clasped two hands over her mouth.

		 

		My heart sank as I saw our sunny vacation drifting away. The thought hardened my resolve. No. There was no way I was going to give up this opportunity because of a bum back. That was bull shit.

		 

		I took a long, deep breath and got my breathing under control. After a minute or so I looked up at Amanda and half-smiled, half-winced. “I can’t believe I just did that,” I said, shaking my head and chuckling.

		 

		She giggled at my laughter and shook her head, too. “Are you okay? Can I get you anything?”

		 

		I jerked my thumb over my shoulder. My insides hollowed as the possibility of a romantic evening receded.

		 

		Fuck that.

		 

		I wasn’t about to let that happen, either.

		 

		“I think there’s a pack of BaxGreat gold in the medicine cupboard. Do you mind?”

		 

		She skipped over and was soon rifling through bottles of expired pain killers and cough syrups. She came back with two blue-gold pills and a glass of water. “Should you be taking these after all that alcohol?” she asked, worry furrowing her brow.

		 

		I looked up at her. “Sweetheart it’s going to be fine. Don’t worry okay?”

		 

		She nodded but looked unconvinced.

		 

		I popped the pills, sighed and waited.

		 

		Amanda retreated to the bathroom to pee. She returned ten minutes later, still looking worried. “Any better?” she asked.

		 

		I was a lot better. And starting to think maybe she’d been right. Maybe five drinks and two muscle relaxers weren’t the greatest idea. I was flying. “Come here,” I said, reaching out.

		 

		She let me take her hand and pull her onto my lap. “Oh my gosh be careful!” she said, gingerly taking a seat on my knee.

		 

		“I’m fine,” I said, slurring slightly.

		 

		“I think we need to get you to bed. You’ll feel better tomorrow.”

		 

		Tomorrow.

		 

		The word sent adrenaline rushing through me. Tomorrow. We were supposed to be leaving tomorrow at…five o’clock. Which meant being at the airport at three-thirty. Which meant leaving here at three. A quick glance at the clock revealed that was less than eight hours away.

		 

		Now not only did I have to contend with getting everything ready in my inebriated state, I also had to do it while keeping it a secret from Amanda.

		 

		The adrenaline sobered me up but, thankfully, didn’t impede the muscle relaxers. My back was feeling better but now I wasn’t sure I’d be able to pull this off.

		 

		My initial plan had been to wake her, sweep her off into a waiting taxi while she was still bleary-eyed, and onto a waiting plane. Given the circumstances, I realized that might need an amendment.

		 

		I looked up at her, suppressing a wince at the sharp pain that shot from my lower back at moving. My head was still a Little foggy but clearer now that I had a purpose. “Baby?” I whispered.

		 

		“What is it?” Amanda asked.

		 

		“I’ve got a little confession to make.”

		 

		The concern faded from her face, replaced with a worried puzzlement. “What is it?” she whispered.

		 

		I took a deep breath and sighed. “Okay. This was supposed to be a surprise. And…I hope it’s a good one.”

		 

		She raised an eyebrow at this.

		 

		“Andreas called me this morning. Or, I called him. Doesn’t matter. Anyways, he…”

		 

		Her brow arched at the mention of Andreas. Normally anything starting with his name ended in me heading out the door and leaving her at home. “I thought he’s on vacation?” she asked, her tone already filled with disappointment.

		 

		“He is,” I said, nodding. “He invited us to come down and join them. He’s there with his wife. Emilia.” I watched her expression as she parsed what I’d just revealed.

		 

		I saw the puzzlement turn to understanding. A flicker of excitement followed, tamped down quickly to avoid more disappointment. “He…he did?” she whispered.

		 

		I nodded again. “He did.”

		 

		She drew in a quick breath and bit her lip and I just knew she couldn’t believe it. I knew she was trying her best not to get too excited and it drove me nearly insane with joy.

		 

		She shook her head. “Can we…I don’t think we can afford that,” she said.

		 

		Which made me crack the widest grin. “Here’s the best part,” I said, grunting and adjusting myself on my seat. “He’s paying for everything. Flight, everything. He’s on his yacht so there’s that. I wasn’t sure if you liked yachts. I was going to surprise you tomorrow morning.”

		 

		“He has a yacht?” she whispered.

		 

		I nodded, donning the most solemn expression I could muster. I could feel the excitement crackling through her. She was ready to start bouncing on my lap and I really hoped she wouldn’t. “The only thing is, it’s a luxury yacht. I wasn’t sure whether you liked luxury yachts or not?” I said, barely able to contain my mirth.

		 

		“A luxury yacht?” she whispered, voice full of disbelief.

		 

		“Uh-huh. What do you think? Would that be okay?” I teased.

		 

		To be honest I still had no idea what her reaction would be.

		 

		“Oh my god!” she squealed, wrapping her arms around me and squeezing me in a tight hug.

		 

		“Ouch!” I barked as the muscles in my back seized again.

		 

		“Ah! I’m so sorry!” she cried out, letting go and shooting to her feet. “Oh Derek I’m so sorry! I just…are you serious? Please tell me you’re not joking?”

		 

		I pushed past the pain and chuckled. “I’m not joking, baby,” I grunted. “I guess that means you’re into it?”

		 

		Her eyes darted around the kitchen, her mind racing. “Into it? Of course I’m into it! But…when? When do we leave?”

		 

		“Tomorrow morning. Leave for the airport at three. I was going to drag you out of bed and into a taxi but honestly I don’t know if I can get the bags down the stairs by myself,” I said, rubbing my back.

		 

		“Bags,” she said. “I have to pack. I…what should I bring? Summer stuff right? It’s like, warm down there?”

		 

		I laughed again. Relief swept through me at her reaction. A part of me had been worried that she’d resist or worse yet, say no to the whole thing. She could be a little uptight sometimes. Her enthusiasm was more than I could have hoped for.

		 

		“Everything’s packed,” I said. “Like I said I was going to surprise you.”

		 

		Her eyes widened and she covered her mouth with her hands. A moment later she was leaning in and kissing me, her tongue probing into my mouth searching for mine.

		 

		I ignored the dull ache in my back and returned her kiss.

		 

		“This is amazing,” she said softly, touching my cheek with her fingers. “But what about your back?” she asked, worried.

		 

		“Don’t worry about that,” I said. “I’ll get over it. I’m sure it’ll feel better tomorrow from those pills. Those always help.”

		 

		“Three in the morning? We should get to bed. What about all these dishes? And shouldn’t we have someone come and check in on the house? I think the insurance policy says you’re supposed to…”

		 

		Wincing from the pain of getting up, I rose and put my hands on her shoulders. “Babe. Everything’s taken care of. All we have to do is get to the airport and get on that plane. Five days of sunshine, swimming and lounging around on deck chairs.”

		 

		Amanda started to bounce. She squealed again and almost threw herself at me in another hug.

		 

		I had to put my hands up to keep her at bay. “Hold up. Let’s get upstairs,” I said. “We don’t have much time to sleep.”

		 

		She looked like a kid at Christmas, she was so happy. She did what she could to help me up the stairs, help me get out of my clothes and under the covers before disappearing into the bathroom.

		 

		I lay on the bed staring at the ceiling, thrilled at how she’d taken the news but irritated by my own stupidity. Truth was I wasn’t sure my back would feel better tomorrow, or the next day. Sometimes these things took a week or more to heal. But I was determined not to let this get in the way of the first vacation we’d had alone in years.

		 

		I turned my head as the door to the en suite swung open. My eyes bugged at the sight of Amanda’s lithe leg sticking out from behind the door frame. She leaned into the room, covering her chest with her arm. “Are you sleeping?” she whispered.

		 

		“No,” I said, shaking my head.

		 

		“Then turn out the light,” she ordered, grinning.

		 

		I reached over to the nightstand and twisted the light switch, plunging the room into darkness. My eyes adjusted to the moonlight flooding through the window just in time to see Amanda skip naked across the room and diving under the covers next to me.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		 

		The feeling of her hot body pressed against mine sent a bolt of arousal crackling through me. My cock flopped to life in my lap. It rose higher as she cuddled up against me, her warm, soft breasts pressing against my arm.

		 

		“Do you want me to let you sleep?” she whispered.

		 

		I laughed, the motion sending more pain shooting from my back down my leg. I shook my head. “I don’t think I could fall asleep next to you if I tried. I can’t remember the last time I saw you this excited,” I said.

		 

		“Derek I can’t believe this is happening. You know I was going to suggest we go somewhere while the kids were away but I know how tight money is. I was just going to do my best to have a good time here. But this…this is amazing,” she whispered.

		 

		“Isn’t it?” Through the dim light I watched her bite her lip.

		 

		She looked at me with big doe eyes. Blinked.

		 

		I could tell what she was thinking. Trouble was, I wasn’t exactly up to thrusting, what with my back and all. I hardened as I felt her working her hand under the covers against my leg. I let out a sigh. “Baby,” I said, turning to kiss her softly on the lips. “I don’t know if I can…”

		 

		She looked up at me again. “Can I?” she whispered.

		 

		Holy shit.

		 

		If I’d known earlier that all it would take to inject this kind of energy back into our marriage was a sunny vacation I would have put it on the line of credit! “Just be gentle, okay?” I said, half-joking.

		 

		She gave an earnest nod looking like a little princess eager to please her prince. Reaching over me she took my hand and drew it toward herself, pressing the palm against her stiff nipple.

		 

		“Oh god, baby,” I groaned, my cock flexing at the feeling of her soft flesh.

		 

		“You like that?” she purred. She let go of my hand and worked hers back down until her fingers found my erection. She wrapped her hand around it and gave it a long, slow stroke.

		 

		My toes curled at the pleasure her touch brought.

		 

		She leaned in and kissed my cheek a few times before rolling onto her side, up onto her elbow and kissing me on the lips again. She kept her hand on my cock, rubbing until it was fully stiff.

		 

		As she pulled away from our kiss I gazed into her eyes and saw the Amanda I’d married. The beautiful brunette I’d fallen in love with and with whom I’d shared a decade of my life. My heart melted and my throat got a little tight.

		 

		“Will it hurt if I go down on you?” she asked.

		 

		I grinned. “Only one way to find out,” I said.

		 

		Amanda lifted the comforter, exposing her full breasts. Her pink nipples were stiff with excitement, her breasts bouncing against each other as she rose to crouch above me and shimmied down the bed. She carefully drew her leg up and over me and straddled my thighs. She must have seen me staring at her breasts. Glancing down, she cupped one in each hand and pressed them together, then bit her lip.

		 

		“You’re so gorgeous,” I whispered.

		 

		She smiled and leaned forward. Gently wrapping her hand around my cock again, she parted her lips and her tongue flicked out, licking the underside of my crown.

		 

		My body tensed as pleasure pulsed from my cock.

		 

		She lowered her mouth onto me.

		 

		I groaned as I sank through her lips, her cheeks hollowing, the soft flesh scraping against the sides of my member.

		 

		She pulled back in a long, slow tug, keeping her hand at the root of my cock.

		 

		I groaned again as more pleasure flooded through me. It had been a while since we’d had sex and already I could feel the first stirrings of an orgasm bubbling up between my legs. The last thing I wanted was to finish the evening without Amanda getting what she needed and I wasn’t really in any shape to be going down on her. I reached out and touched her cheek. “Sweetie that feels amazing.”

		 

		“Everything okay?” she asked, looking worried that she’d hurt me.

		 

		I smiled at her. “Too good. It’s been a while.”

		 

		She smiled back at what I’d said. “Just enjoy yourself,” she said, lowering her mouth toward me again.

		 

		“Hey. I want you to have a good time, too. Come here.” I took her by the hand and started pulling her toward me.

		 

		“Are you sure? I don’t want to hurt you,” she whispered.

		 

		“I’ll be fine.”

		 

		She shuffled forward on her knees.

		 

		I let out a sharp breath as the thick tangle of her pubes scraped against my undercarriage.

		 

		“Oh my gosh did I hurt you?”

		 

		I flashed another smile. “Just stop worrying about that. If it hurts I’ll tell you okay?”

		 

		She nodded and gently settled onto me.

		 

		“Oh fuck yeah,” I whispered as the lips of her pussy split and slid along my shaft.

		 

		She worked her hips back and forth, wet slick dripping from her entrance and slathering my cock.

		 

		It felt amazing. My cock hardened as she ground against me and an orgasm welled up threatening to boil over. I reached between us and gripped the root of my cock hoping to stifle it.

		 

		Amanda realized what was happening and slowed. Pushing my hand out of the way she raised her ass and took my cock in her hand, pointing the head at her sex.

		 

		Our eyes met. Love and lust twisted through the ache between my legs. All I wanted was to feel myself inside her and watch her riding me. To feel the way her pussy squeezed around my cock as she came.

		 

		She relaxed her thighs, lowering herself onto me and sheathing me inside her gushing puss.

		 

		“Holy fuck,” I sighed as my organ slid into her tight hole. My mind wandered forward, already basking in the warm rays of a Caribbean sun. The vision of Amanda in the skimpy swimsuit I’d packed for her formed in my imagination. My cock throbbed inside her.

		 

		She raised an eye as her hips slid forward and back, her cunt massaging my muscle.

		 

		Perched on the edge of an orgasm, doped up on muscle relaxers and booze, something shifted inside my mind. My thoughts went…sideways. Into what I can only describe as a dark room I’d never visited before. Didn’t even know was there.

		 

		Inside there was a vaguely holographic image of Amanda in her swim wear. She was laughing. Dancing to a silent rhythm, her hips swaying seductively from side to side. She was as beautiful as ever.

		 

		But she was not alone.

		 

		We were not alone.

		 

		Andreas was there. His bare torso conjured up through some figment of my imagination, based loosely on the tight-fitting shirts he wore at the office. He was his usual cheerful self as he swayed up toward Amanda, dancing too.

		 

		A sharp thrill rushed through me as he turned to look at her, his eyes roaming down her generous curves. My cock went steel-hard as I saw him put his hand around her waist and pull her closer. He turned her toward him, took her hand and they began to dance.

		 

		Reality and imagination blurred. I could see Amanda on top of me, eyes closed, hands wandering around her chest, her tummy swaying like a belly dancer’s as her pussy worked my organ.

		 

		Maybe it was the drugs. Maybe it was the booze. Whatever it was it caused the two visions to merge. And suddenly it wasn’t Andreas dancing. It wasn’t me beneath her but him. I was just a casual observer lurking in the corner watching.

		 

		Through my torpor I braced myself for the inevitable throb of jealousy that I was convinced such a thought would bring. It shocked me when I felt none and when, instead, I heard myself grunting as my cock began to lurch inside her.

		 

		Reality came tumbling in. The box of condoms. Where was it?

		 

		This shouldn’t be happening.

		 

		Amanda had rejected the idea of going on some form of hormonal birth control. We were still toying with the idea of having another baby, though she was almost thirty-five. But she’d loved all of her pregnancies and I had to admit I had, too.

		 

		There was something deeply arousing about the sight of her pregnant. Her belly swelling with my seed had, surprisingly, heated up our sex life for nine months at a time.

		 

		But we hadn’t planned anything and, considering our finances, were not exactly in a position to have an “accident.”

		 

		Rousing myself from my medically and sexually induced coma I put my hands on her hips and tried to pull her off. “Baby I’m going to…”

		 

		To my utter astonishment, she bit her lower lip, pressed her hands against my chest and pushed me down onto the bed. The rhythm of her hips slowed, her pussy gliding up and down my throbbing shaft as she stared deep into my eyes.

		 

		“Baby I don’t have a condom on, remember?” I whispered, my voice hoarse with pleasure.

		 

		A tiny smile curled one corner of her lip. “It’s okay,” she whispered. Her eyes fluttered closed and her mouth fell open as she lost herself in the moment. “Just do it in me. I don’t care. I want to feel it. I always love feeling you finish in me,” she whispered.

		 

		The lusty admission made me realize she was under moderate to heavy sedation as well. But what fun would life be if you didn’t let yourself enjoy it every now and again? I was hardly in a position to throw her off, considering the pain that would ensue.

		 

		Sighing, I sank back into the moment myself.

		 

		Each slide of her drooling pussy along my shaft caused a fresh throb of heat and pleasure to blast the base of my brain. I stared at her, her eyes closed, her breasts sagging beneath her chest, ass rising and falling as her body tried to draw the seed from my loins.

		 

		And then it came again.

		 

		There she was mounted not on me but on Andreas, in that same pose but with him between her legs. With his cock buried in her beautiful cunt. Through the haze of my imagination I watched her lean over him and whisper something.

		 

		My chest seized as my mind made out the words from the shape her lips made.

		 

		Finish into me.

		 

		My hips jutted up, back rising off the bed stabbing my prick deep into her cunt.

		 

		Her eyes shot open. A smile formed on her mouth. It faltered, curling into a lusty snarl. Her pussy gripped my member.

		 

		Heat ripped through my shaft, wet and sticky. It gushed out the head, frothing, bubbling and spewing, coating her walls and invading every crevice of her canal.

		 

		She doubled over, her breasts pressing against my chest, lips against mine as she plunged her tongue into my mouth.

		 

		I swallowed the moan that rolled out of her and knew we were coming together.

		 

		The feeling stretched like an elastic. Slowly changing colour, growing brighter until it was white and tight and felt like it might snap at any moment. The warm pleasure of the climax doused my brain, it’s tendrils sinking deep at the knowledge that the same was happening to her.

		 

		Then it eased. It began to relax, the oxycotin and dopamine retreating as we drifted back into our bodies. I felt myself inside her again. Softer but still hard enough to stay in place.

		 

		She worked her arms behind my back and squeezed herself to me. “That was amazing,” she whispered.

		 

		I drew in a deep breath. A slight guilt formed in my mind, but one easily dismissed. I shook off the lingering memory of what had sent me rolling over the edge of my orgasm. It was nothing. Some weird kink that had formed in my sexual appetite that would, most likely, take care of itself the way my back would, given time.

		 

		No reason to feel guilty. It wasn’t like I’d dreamed it up myself.

		 

		“I love you,” I whispered back. Then worry lanced through me at what we’d done. “Baby?”

		 

		“Hm?” she said, her voice sounding like she was nearly asleep.

		 

		“Should we be worried? About…you know.”

		 

		Her lips clicked as she smiled next to my cheek. “Let’s leave worrying for later,” she cooed. “Maybe some time next week.”

		 

		A warm relief washed through me at what she’d said. She was right. After all there was not much we could do about it now.

		 

		After a few more minutes Amanda rolled off me and to the side. She curled into the crook of my arm and we both fell asleep.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		 

		“Holy shit!”

		 

		Amanda’s shrill cry ripped me from a dream. As I tried to sit up a bolt of pain shot through me as my back seized. “Fuck!” I grunted, clawing at the sheets.

		 

		Amanda was already up. Darting around the room scooping up underwear and pants. “Derek!” she hissed. “Derek!” she repeated in a shout. “We’re late!”

		 

		I turned and looked at the alarm clock.

		 

		3:30

		 

		My body tensed. Groaning, I swung a leg over the bed and rolled off onto my knees on the carpet. I twisted, put a hand up on the mattress and hauled myself to standing.

		 

		Amanda ran up next to me to help. “Oh baby I’m so sorry! Are you okay? What can I do?”

		 

		“Just get the bags,” I muttered through clenched teeth, bracing against the pain. “They’re in the closet behind the shoe rack.”

		 

		Amanda darted over to the closet and started digging. “Got ‘em!” she shouted. “What else can I do?”

		 

		“Gimme’ pants. I need pants. And a shirt.”

		 

		A pair of black pants came flying out of the closet followed by a pair of underwear. Poking my feet into the underwear I grabbed the pants and paused. Black? These looked like the pants from my tux. On closer inspection I found that they were my tux pants. “Hey can you find…”

		 

		“Derek we don’t have time!” she yelled, bounding out of the closet and hoping around as she tried to put on underwear. She had her phone in her hand. “Uber’s gonna’ be here in five minutes. Get those on. You can change at the airport if you have time.”

		 

		I groaned but realized she was right. “Shirt!” I yelled back. She reached into the closet without looking. A white dress shirt came flying out at me.

		 

		Meanwhile Amanda had put on a lovely floral print summer dress.

		 

		I took three seconds to stare at her unbound chest. She’d forgotten a bra and her breasts were swaying beneath the thin fabric of the dress, nipples stiff from the excitement.

		 

		She turned and glared at me, then smiled. “Would you stop gawking and get ready?” she snipped, the smile widening into a grin.

		 

		I did. Wincing at the pain in my back I worked my arms into the shirt but couldn’t stop leering at her. She was gorgeous. Absolutely fucking gorgeous. It had been years since she’d worn that dress. I didn’t know where she found it. But it hugged every last one of her curves perfectly.

		 

		Her phone pinged.

		 

		She glanced at it as she hauled the two bags I’d packed out of the closet. “Car’s here,” she said, breathless. “What can I do to help you?”

		 

		“Just get downstairs,” I grunted. “Grab those pills off the counter. I’m gonna need them.”

		 

		Amanda darted downstairs as I shuffled across the carpet and into the hall. When I got to the first floor she was waiting with the door open, the headlights of our ride pouring in along with a cold blast of February air.

		 

		“You’re gonna’ freeze out there!” I said.

		 

		Amanda reached into the closet and pulled out a short trench coat. She threw it around her shoulders, grabbed the bags and hauled them out to the waiting car.

		 

		The driver popped the trunk and got out to help her.

		 

		I paused as I saw him smile, then saw his eyes dart down to check out her legs. My cock throbbed. What the fuck?

		 

		Maybe it came from the crazy vision I’d had the night before? I had no idea. But I just stood there watching as Amanda giggled and joked with him. I’d never noticed her in quite the same way. She’d been a wife and mother for so long and now, seeing the portly Uber driver checking her out and trying to flirt with her sent a surge of excitement rushing through me.

		 

		He was an older dude. Probably in his late fifties. Thick around the middle and definitely not threatening in any way. But my imagination sprang to life as I saw Amanda giggling at something he’d said.

		 

		My heart skipped a beat. My chest constricted. I realized I was going through something incredible. Having a…revelation.

		 

		We’d been so busy just trying to get through life these last few years I just hadn’t taken the time to look at Amanda the way I used to. I’d forgotten how playful and care-free she could be. Sure we could blame it on the kids and work and life in general but really the blame lay squarely on me.

		 

		She’d always been there. The sexy woman I’d married had been by my side this whole time and I’d just stopped looking at her in that way. I stared as she skipped to the back door and opened it, then looked up at me.

		 

		“Derek what are you doing? Get over here!” she shouted, waving me toward her. She turned to the driver and asked him something.

		 

		He came huffing up the steps. “Hey meester. You need help yes? Come. I help you,” he said.

		 

		I pulled the door shut and shuffled out onto the steps. I took the arm he proffered, grabbing the railing with my other hand, and started easing my way down the steps. After what seemed like an eternity I plopped down on the back seat of a very small Nissan, next to Amanda.

		 

		“Okay we need to be at the airport, like, yesterday,” she said, putting a hand on his shoulder.

		 

		That simple gesture sent another spike of arousal shooting through me. Why, I couldn’t for the life of me say. I suddenly profoundly aware of the way Amanda acted around other men.

		 

		“No problem,” the driver said, throwing the car into reverse and peeling out of the driveway. As soon as we were out on the street he gunned the engine and we were on the freeway in minutes.

		 

		The next hour or so was a total blur. Stumbling into the airport and up to the check-in counter. Amanda gesticulating wildly and breathlessly explaining we were late. Someone running up with a wheelchair and easing me into it. Racing through the airport to the gate.

		 

		Two flight attendants were standing right inside the plane and smiling, ready to close the door as we entered. One of them frowned as she saw the wheelchair. “Would you like some help?” she asked.

		 

		I shook my head. “This is…I’m not usually…I just threw out my back. That’s why I’m in this thing,” I explained, grunting as I stood up. I couldn’t wait to get some more pain killers in me.

		 

		As we walked past the galley and into the main cabin, the flight attendants swung the door shut behind us. The rest of the passengers erupted into applause.

		 

		Amanda spun around to look at me, her face red with a giddy embarrassment. And then she did something completely out of character and totally unexpected. She turned back around, held her hands up and dipped at the knees in a little curtsy.

		 

		The passengers burst into laughter at the cute gesture.

		 

		Something inside me melted at the effect she’d had on them. My eyes darted around the cabin, to the faces of all the guys checking her out in her little sun dress and trench coat and cork-soled sandals.

		 

		Even after the cheering and applause had died down and we were working our way through the aisle to our seats, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

		 

		Amanda took the window seat and I eased myself into the one next to her, leaning back and sighing in relief at having made the flight.

		 

		Amanda turned to me, leaned in close and planted a kiss on my cheek, giggling. “I can’t believe we made it,” she whispered.

		 

		I forced a smile and winked. “You got those pills baby?”

		 

		“Oh my gosh yes!” she said, and began pillaging her purse to find the bottle. She pulled it out, popped the cap and handed me two of them.

		 

		Since we were already taxiing I was forced to swallow them dry but ten minutes later, up in the air, it was well worth it. “Oh man that feels better,” I groaned, readjusting myself in the seat.

		 

		Amanda gripped my wrist on the arm rest but was busy staring out the window at the world disappearing. “This is so exciting!” she said, practically bouncing up and down in her seat.

		 

		As we ascended through the clouds I watched her and a warm feeling flooded through me, along with a pang of regret. It had been so long since I’d seen her like this. Too long. It made me realize what I’d been neglecting.

		 

		Trying to be a good husband and father and all of the things I needed to be for our family, I’d forgotten that the Amanda I’d met a decade ago was still there. She still had needs. She wasn’t just a wife and mother. She was a beautiful woman who deserved better than daily arguments about mundane things.

		 

		As we broke through the cloud cover the sun came streaming in through the cabin, bathing her in a light.

		 

		I was filled with warmth again. This was going to be the best vacation we’d ever taken. I could feel it. And I’d never let myself forget what Amanda looked like the way I was seeing her right then.

		 

		I leaned over and kissed her back.

		 

		She glanced over her shoulder at me and smiled, her face framed by the thick locks of her dark hair. “I love you, baby,” she whispered.

		 

		She hadn’t called me that in a long time.

		 

		I swore to myself that I wouldn’t let her stop calling me that ever again.

		

	
		Chapter Six

		 

		Warm air washed over us as we stepped out of the terminal. The sun was shining. There was a bustle to the place but everything seemed slower compared to the hectic airport we’d flown out of.

		 

		Amanda closed her eyes and took a deep breath.

		 

		I stood watching her. Savouring the way the wind picked up locks of her hair and made them dance around her shoulders.

		 

		She opened her eyes and turned to look at me.

		 

		The soft shush of the ocean could be heard in the distance.

		 

		“This is amazing,” she whispered, her voice faltering at the end of her sentence like she was going to start crying.

		 

		“You’re amazing,” I whispered back.

		 

		She arched her brow and tilted her head to one side in a look that said “awwwwww.”

		 

		“Mr. Cooper?”

		 

		I turned toward the deep baritone sound of someone saying my name. I had to tilt my head up to look in the guy’s eyes. Easily six foot five and probably three hundred pounds, the crisp white shirt he was wearing barely contained him. “I’m Derek Cooper,” I said.

		 

		He flashed a smile and held out a hand. He wore gold rings on two of the fingers, one with a signet, though I couldn’t make out what it was. “I’m Talin,” he said. “Andreas’s man,” he explained, probably noting my confused expression.

		 

		Of course Andreas had a man. Who didn’t?

		 

		“Very nice to meet you, Talin,” I said. I grabbed the hand he was offering and gave it a shake. “This is my wife Amanda,” I said, nodding at her.

		 

		He turned his head to look at her.

		 

		My eyes stayed on his. I felt like I was going a little crazy.

		 

		I’d spent the whole flight trying to pick apart my strange new fascination. Both with Amanda and with the attention she was getting from other men. Had it been something that had always been happening and I’d just failed to notice?

		 

		That seemed hard to believe.

		 

		But my pre-orgasmic hallucinations the previous evening had tripped something in me. Now I couldn’t get enough of it. I’d stared across the cabin every time she got up to go the bathroom. Each time my suspicions were confirmed and I saw a guy checking out her ass or her tits, I’d felt the same arousing thrill that had sent me soaring over the edge of my climax the previous evening.

		 

		It was strange. Not unwelcome, really. It wasn’t a bad feeling. But it was puzzling. I wasn’t sure what to make of it.

		 

		So now as Amanda extended her hand to greet Talin, I stared at him half-hoping that he, too, might indulge in a little visual detour and let his eyes wander down her body and pause at her soft bits.

		 

		It was exciting and I couldn’t say why.

		 

		Unfortunately Talin’s gaze was remarkably professional. He kept his eyes on hers even as he bent at the waist and touched his lips to the back of her hand. Quite a chivalrous greeting that made Amanda giggle.

		 

		Talin smiled at her amusement. “I trust you had an uneventful flight?” he asked, still speaking to her.

		 

		“It was lovely,” Amanda said. A blush rose to her cheeks and chest. She’d shed the trench coat and was wearing only the sundress and sandals. The overhang was causing a bit of a wind tunnel, forcing her to keep one hand down between her legs to keep her skirt from flying up and showing her underwear.

		 

		My cock twitched at the way she spoke to him. She was no longer the purse-lipped wife and mother, muttering to herself about discarded toys or never-ending laundry. She’d transformed into a blushing debutante who’s daddy had sent her on vacation.

		 

		It was mesmerizing. So much so that I had a hard time understanding how I’d been married to this woman for so long and forgotten how beautiful she could be.

		 

		“If you’ll follow me,” Talin said, picking up our bags off the ground. He turned and walked across the one way lane toward the parking garage across the street.

		 

		My pain dulled by a fresh round of pain killers on the plane, I put a hand on Amanda’s back and kissed her cheek. “Ready?” I asked, smiling and feeling incredibly lucky to have her on my arm.

		 

		She bit her lip and shook her head. “I love this,” she whispered. “Let’s go.”

		 

		We followed Talin into the parking garage and to a black Mercedes. He put our bags in the trunk, slammed it shut, then stepped around to open the door.

		 

		Amanda stepped in and shuffled across the back seat.

		 

		“Thanks Talin,” I said, flashing a smile to conceal the fact that I could barely bend over to sit down.

		 

		“My pleasure,” he replied before closing the door and getting into the driver’s seat.

		 

		Amanda stared out the window as we drove along the coast. Her usual furrowed brow had been replaced by a permanent half-smile.

		 

		Every so often I’d catch Talin glancing in the rear view mirror. I couldn’t be sure from where I was sitting but I wondered if he was checking her out. The thought haunted me the whole way to our destination.

		 

		After twenty minutes or so, Talin turned right and drove through a large gate and into the parking lot of a huge marina. The gate swung shut behind us, making it clear this was a members only situation.

		 

		I was impressed. I knew Andreas had money but I had no idea he had this kind of money.

		 

		Talin parked the car and opened the back door for us before heading back to the trunk to collect our bags.

		 

		I managed to get up and out of my seat without groaning. I stretched, working out the kink in my back that threatened to become another spasm if I wasn’t careful. As Talin stepped around the car I reached for our bags.

		 

		“It would be my pleasure to help you with these,” he said, grinning.

		 

		Amanda raised her eyes at me and I shrugged. It seemed we were about to get a taste of what it was like living in the lap of luxury.

		 

		We followed Talin down a long, wide dock. As we passed each boat Amanda and I both gawked at the size and sleek design of each of them. White hulls with tinted black windows and pointed bow’s, they looked like arrow tips lilting gently on the pristine blue waters.

		 

		I saw the boat at the end. It was the largest of them, over one hundred feet. As we got closer to it I looked at Amanda, my mouth falling open in disbelief that this would be the vessel where we spent the next five days.

		 

		Talin stepped aside and waved us onto the ship.

		 

		Amanda turned to me and whispered. “I can’t believe this.”

		 

		My heart swelled with joy at how happy she looked.

		 

		Talin stepped on after us and led us through a sliding glass door into the opulent living quarters. He deposited our bags on the floor next to the bar and turned to smile at us. “Andreas has unfortunately had to travel to town on business. I will let Emilia know you are here,” he said before turning and walking down the hall into the belly of the ship.

		 

		Amanda stared at the polished wood bar top, the fully stocked bar behind it and the wide couches that lined the walls before turning to look at me. “I can’t believe this,” she repeated.

		 

		“You mentioned,” I said. Leaning forward I kissed her gently on the lips.

		 

		“Mr. and Mrs. Cooper.” The feminine voice came from behind us and made me turn to see who was speaking. A bolt of adrenaline shot through me as my eyes came to rest on an incredibly gorgeous and almost completely naked blonde woman.

		 

		Probably five foot eight or so, she was wearing only the bottom part of a string bikini. She was wet, obviously having just emerged from a swim.

		 

		As my cheeks heated I tried to found somewhere other than her chest to stare at. I forced myself to smile. “I’m Derek,” I said, stretching out a hand in greeting and looking off to the side slightly.

		 

		Without flinching she shot me a bored smile but took my hand and gave it one firm shake. When she turned to Amanda the smile widened and became more genuine.

		 

		“This is my wife Amanda,” I said.

		 

		Amanda’s face was a few shades redder than it had been when we’d boarded the plane. She was wearing a sheepish grin and I could tell that she, too, was having trouble not staring at Emilia’s breasts.

		 

		At least I wouldn’t get blamed for staring later if Amanda couldn’t help herself either.

		 

		Emilia’s eyes darted down Amanda’s frame as she took her hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Amanda,” she said. She had the same faint hint of a German accent that Andreas did. “I am Emilia.”

		 

		“Nice to meet you,” Amanda said, blushing hotter and looking away.

		 

		Emilia withdrew her hand but kept her eyes on Amanda. “Am I embarrassing you?” she asked.

		 

		“What?” Amanda asked, her voice a little squeaky. “No. No, no.”

		 

		Emilia turned, opened the door to a small closet and pulled out a white bathrobe. She tucked her arms into the sleeves, drew it over her shoulders and tied a knot in front of her taut belly to hold it in place. This covered her nipples but left most of the insides of her breasts exposed. “You’ll have to forgive me,” she said, smiling at both of us. “I forget you Americans are easily embarrassed.”

		 

		Amanda and I both grinned at her, completely at a loss of what to say.

		 

		Emilia stood there staring, an uncomfortable silence stretching between us, one she seemed to relish. She finally rubbed her hands together and stepped behind the bar. “What will you be drinking?” she asked.

		 

		I glanced at Amanda. Her normal colour returning as she took a seat at one of the high stools by the bar. “Um, I guess I’ll have an orange juice? If you have one. If not water’s just fine,” she said, smiling and shaking her head.

		 

		I stood staring at her, once again seeing yet another change. She still seemed just as happy to be here but I could tell she was a little intimidated by Emilia’s striking good looks and lack of shame.

		 

		Emilia furrowed her brow as she put a glass on the counter and pulled out orange juice from the fridge underneath. “And what will you have in it?” she asked. “Vodka or champagne?”

		 

		Amanda’s eyes widened and her mouth fell open. She glanced at me and let out an awkward guffaw. It was only ten in the morning, after all.

		 

		“She’ll have champagne,” I said, sparing all three of us another awkward moment.

		 

		“Very well,” Emilia said. Reaching behind her she took a bottle of champagne off the shelf, put a rag over the cork and twisted it until it popped. She poured some into the half-full glass of orange juice. “And you Mr. Cooper?” she asked.

		 

		“Please call me Derek,” I said.

		 

		“Of course,” Emilia replied. “What will you have Derek?”

		 

		“Uh…do you have any beer?”

		 

		“Lowenbrau or Radeberger. Which would you like?” she asked, expression dead serious.

		 

		“How about a Lowenbrau,” I replied.

		 

		As Emilia ducked down to pull the beer from the fridge I shot Amanda a wide-eyed glance. Is she for real?

		 

		She covered her mouth and stifled a giggle, picking up her orange juice and sipping as Emilia reappeared.

		 

		Emilia popped the cap off the beer with an opener and slid it across the counter along with a glass. “You will have to forgive Andreas,” she said. “There was some problem with a shipment of caviar we ordered. Talin went to try and fix it but they insisted it had to be the same person as on the way bill who handled the customs. Signature required or something. He will be back later this evening. In the meanwhile we can have a nice time here together, yes?”

		 

		I felt Amanda’s energy bubbling next to me. She was on the verge of bursting out laughing at how, well…German Emilia was being.

		 

		Emilia turned to look at her, then back at me. “Your wife has a beautiful smile, Derek,” she said.

		 

		This made my cheeks heat again. I tried to hide behind my glass of beer as I took a healthy swig.

		 

		“You should make her a model for some of those sexy magazines.”

		 

		A heavy silence fell between us. I’m pretty sure I heard crickets.

		 

		Emilia shrugged, waved a hand and smiled. “I’m joking of course,” she said.

		 

		Amanda and I both burst into nervous laughter.

		 

		Emilia seemed pleased by this. She reached behind her, picked up a champagne flute and poured herself a glass. “You will let me show you your quarters?” she asked.

		 

		Amanda and I both nodded. I stooped over and picked up our bags, suppressing a groan, and we both followed Emilia down the corridor.

		

	
		Chapter Seven

		 

		She brought us to a room at the end of the hallway, pushed the door open and stepped inside.

		 

		The room was enormous, considering it was on a boat. At the center was a huge king size bed draped in lavish sheets. There was a dresser in one corner and a door at the other end that led to an en suite bathroom.

		 

		I set down our bags. “This is…amazing,” I said.

		 

		“Thank-you,” Emilia replied, surveying the room as if she were checking to make sure everything was in place. “I am quite happy with it though Andreas complains it is too small. If you like put on your bathing suits. We go and sit on the deck upstairs, yes?” she said. Not waiting for either of us to answer, she turned and walked down the hallway through which she’d appeared.

		 

		“I think so, yes?” Amanda whispered, putting on her best imitation of Emilia’s accent.

		 

		I gave her a playful slap. “Shush,” I whispered back. “That’s my boss’s wife, remember?”

		 

		Amanda wandered around the room, glass in hand, running a finger along the silver trim and staring out the window. She set the glass down on the dresser when she reached it, clapped her hands together and unzipped her bag. She started rifling through it. Her expression fell as she pulled out the tiny strands of bikini that I’d packed. When she looked up at me she was almost glaring. “Don’t tell me…”

		 

		“What?” I asked, not sure what the problem was.

		 

		Amanda quickly dug through the bag again. She looked back up at me and this time she looked furious. “Do not tell me that these are the only bathing suits you packed?” she hissed, jaw clenched.

		 

		“What? Is that not okay?”

		 

		Her eyes opened wide, then she rolled them. “Derek don’t be ridiculous!” she seethed. “I haven’t worn these in, like, a decade!” She picked one bikini top up and held it out, staring at it distastefully. “I can’t even believe I ever wore anything like this.”

		 

		“Baby what are you talking about?” I asked, genuinely shocked at her reaction. “You look amazing. You’ve got the body of a…”

		 

		“Don’t.” She pointed a finger at me, daring me to finish the sentence. “Just don’t.”

		 

		I held my hands up to plead ignorance. “Sweetheart I’m really sorry,” I muttered. “I didn’t think…”

		 

		“Yes. That’s about it, Derek. You didn’t think. I can’t go out dressed in this.”

		 

		“Hey I’m sure Emilia wouldn’t mind if you didn’t wear anything at all,” I said, chuckling.

		 

		Bad move.

		 

		Amanda’s face went red and I was pretty sure I saw a little steam billow out of her ears. She closed her eyes and drew in a slow, deep breath before exhaling. Then, to my relief, her expression softened. She opened her eyes and looked at me, shaking her head.

		 

		She bit her lip and smiled. “Really? That’s your move? Emilia wouldn’t mind if I didn’t wear anything?”

		 

		“Oops?” I offered, shrugging.

		 

		Amanda snorted out a laugh and touched a finger to her temple. “Can you believe her?” she asked quietly. “That was so…European.”

		 

		I sighed as she started giggling. Maybe I’d get off with just a warning. “Yeah, I did not know what to do with my eyes when she walked in.”

		 

		Amanda laughed harder. She threw the bikini top onto the bed and covered her mouth with a hand. She shook her head. “Those were some tits though, huh?” she asked.

		 

		My blush returned with a vengeance. I looked the other way. Amanda did not talk like that about other women or, well, anybody. The question was like a gaping bear trap ready to snare me if I misspoke. “I guess,” I muttered, pretending to look out the window.

		 

		“Oh please,” Amanda said, rolling her eyes again. “Like you weren’t gawking at them the whole time!”

		 

		“Hey! I saw you when she shook your hand! You were staring right at them!” I teased.

		 

		“I was not!” Amanda snapped, but immediately started giggling again. “Your wife has a beautiful smile, Derek,” she said, imitating Emilia’s accent again, this time thicker.

		 

		“Maybe she’s got the hots for you,” I offered with a shrug.

		 

		Amanda huffed and shook her head. “Oh wouldn’t you just love that?” she said. She picked up the bikini and sighed.

		 

		I stared at her examining the flimsy piece. An aching tickle formed between my legs. Even though I knew Amanda was being sarcastic, I had to admit there was something to what she’d said. The idea of Emilia having a little crush on my wife was…intriguing. “What if she did?” I ventured, one eyebrow raised.

		 

		“What if she did what?” Amanda asked, peeling the dress she was wearing off her shoulders.

		 

		I drew in a breath as her breasts were exposed.

		 

		Amanda noticed. Her eyes darted to one side and she turned away, lifting an arm to cover her chest.

		 

		“What if she did have a thing for you?” I asked. Continuing the conversation was dangerous. But that ache was making me brave.

		 

		“She does not,” Amanda said, drawing two strings of the bikini around her neck and tying them.

		 

		“But what if she did?” I was poking a bear and I knew it. I just couldn’t help myself. Amanda looked so hot with her cheeks and her chest all red. My head was swimming a little from the beer and the sun and the water. The world was looking rosier by the minute. I felt like I was twenty-something again. Taking another sip of courage, I set my glass down and walked up behind Amanda. I put my hands on her hips.

		 

		“What are you doing?” she asked quietly.

		 

		“Just making sure you know I love you,” I replied in a whisper. I leaned forward and kissed her neck. My hands drifted up her abdomen and ran into her arm. I kissed her again.

		 

		“Okay, yeah, not going to happen lover-boy,” Amanda said, giggling as I tickled her stomach with my fingers.

		 

		“What? I just wanted to give you a hug,” I said, nuzzling against her neck.

		 

		“Derek stop! We can’t have sex right now. Emilia’s waiting for us on the deck.”

		 

		I heard the tiniest hint of weakness in her tone. Not an enthusiastic endorsement of my idea but there was something to work with there. I could feel it. I let my hands drift up her back and settle on her shoulders. I kneaded her muscles there, my cock throbbing to life as I felt her relax and heard her sigh.

		 

		“Oh god that feels good,” she said, her head rolling back and to the side, exposing her soft neck. She leaned back and her ass brushed against my growing erection. Her eyes popped open. She looked over her shoulder at me.

		 

		“What?” I asked.

		 

		She reached around and cupped my cock with her hand. “That. What is that?” she asked.

		 

		I shrugged, my inhibitions peeling away as the booze really kicked in. Nothing like a Lowenbrau on an empty stomach to make you feel like an Ubermensch. “My hot wife is standing in front of me naked. Isn’t that what’s supposed to happen?” I asked, glancing at my midriff.

		 

		She narrowed her eyes at me. “So that has nothing to do with Emilia and her big boobs?” she asked.

		 

		I shrugged again. “I’m not gonna’ lie. It was kind of hot the way she looked at you.” I stared into Amanda’s eyes searching for any hint that it might have turned her on a little, too.

		 

		Pulling away from me, she grabbed the last two straps of the bikini, wrapped them around her back and tied them together.

		 

		My cock jerked as she turned to face me. My eyes were glued to her chest. “Holy shit,” I whispered.

		 

		“What?” she muttered, folding her arms under her breasts.

		 

		Somehow I managed to drag my gaze up to look at her face. “You look fucking amazing, Amanda,” I said.

		 

		She got a little flustered, blushing again, rolling her eyes a little and shaking her head. But I could see she wasn’t exactly disappointed by the compliment.

		 

		“I’m serious,” I said, quietly. “You’re…a goddess.”

		 

		“Oh my god stop already!” she said. “That’s so melodramatic.” But she kept her arms where they were, supporting her breasts as if she were proud of them and didn’t mind showing them off.

		 

		“You going to put on the other piece of that thing?” I asked, pointing at the bikini.

		 

		She narrowed her eyes again but smiled as she looked at me. “I’m not sure what you were hoping was going to happen this week, mister,” she said, her voice low. “But if you think I’m going to turn into some sex-crazed boat-bunny just because Hilda out there gave me the once over you’re in for a surprise.”

		 

		I chortled at her description. It was very un-Amanda of her to say something like that. At least the Amanda I’d been living with for the last few years. “I don’t think you’re turning into a sex-crazed boat-bunny, no,” I said. “But for the record I wouldn’t try too hard to stop you if you did.”

		 

		“Is that right?” Amanda asked, her voice almost a whisper.

		 

		“I’m just saying. We’re on vacation, right? If you want to, you know, let loose or whatever I’m not going to stand in your way.” My eyes darted down to her chest again. I couldn’t help but notice that her nipples were stiff beneath the two small patches of fabric covering them. “Damn,” I said, shaking my head. I looked up at her, grinning.

		 

		To my utter astonishment, she stepped toward me and pressed her body against my chest. Her arms drifted up and wrapped around my neck. Pulling me toward herself, she tipped her head and our lips met in a wet kiss.

		 

		When she finally pulled away she looked at me with smoky eyes and a smouldering gaze. “What kind of letting loose were you thinking?” she asked. She slid one hand down my arm and between my legs, gripping my now rock-hard member.

		 

		I shook my head and thought of pinching myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. “I don’t know,” I said, shaking my head. “Go wild. Have a little fun. Whatever floats your boat, I guess.”

		 

		She stared into my eyes, caressing my cock with her fingers.

		 

		My heart skipped a beat. Was this actually going to happen? Was I really going to get lucky?

		 

		“Okay,” she said after a long silence.

		 

		“Okay?” I echoed.

		 

		Her eyes darted to the door before meeting mine again. “As long as you make it quick,” she said.

		 

		Holy shit. This was going to happen. I was just reaching for my belt buckle when Amanda sank to her knees in front of me. My eyes went wide. I couldn’t remember the last time she gave me this kind of blowjob.

		 

		Tucking her fingers into the top of my pants, she pulled them down my legs. My cock sprang out in front of her face and made her lean back to keep from getting slapped by it. “Hey,” she said, glancing up and grinning, “watch it with that thing.”

		 

		I chuckled then sucked in a sharp breath as she wrapped her hand around my cock.

		 

		She eyed it for a few seconds, tipped her head to one side and studied it some more. She bit her lip and looked up at me again.

		 

		“That is really fucking hot,” I said, breathless.

		 

		Eyes locked on me, she flicked her tongue out and licked the side of my hard shaft.

		 

		“Oh my god,” I grunted as it twitched in her hand.

		 

		Bringing her other hand to her chest, she pulled first one triangular patch off her nipple than the other, exposing her breasts again.

		 

		My eyes went wider still. We had a pretty reasonable sex life, considering we had three kids and had been married for ten years. Nothing about what she was doing right then was reasonable. This wasn’t married people sex. This was porn star sex. The kind you see on the internet.

		 

		Opening her mouth she popped the head of my cock past her lips and they hollowed as she started to suck.

		 

		My cock throbbed again and I felt cum start pooling between my legs. My eyes darted from hers to her long, stiff nipples, down to her hips. The ache grew between my legs and my nuts drew up.

		 

		Amanda kept her tongue in place as she bobbed back and forth.

		 

		My cock sliding along that wet muscle and along the insides of her cheeks felt like heaven. It twitched again.

		 

		Amanda pulled her mouth off of it and wiped a bead of saliva off her lips with a finger. “Not in my mouth okay? On here,” she said, patting her chest.

		 

		“Okay,” I grunted, nodding at her.

		 

		She put her face on my again and this time started swirling her tongue around my cock as her head moved back and forth again.

		 

		My ass tensed and I felt the first finger of pleasure wiggle up my spine at the way she was sucking me. I put a finger on her chin and tipped her away as the heat built in my cock. “Okay baby,” I whispered. “I’m gonna’ come.”

		 

		Amanda pulled her lips off my cock. Pointing it at her chest, she moved her hand from the base to the head and started stroking it. She put her other hand beneath her tits and pushed them up. The cleft they made pulled the trigger.

		 

		I grunted as the first rope of ejaculate shot from the head of my cock. It flew threw the air and landed with a splat on Amanda’s tits. I stared stunned as I watched her nipples harden even more as she jerked my load onto her chest.

		 

		My eyes rose just in time to see a slight smile form at the corner of her mouth. She was still stroking me, stretching out the tail of my pleasure.

		 

		That pleasure twisted into sensitivity and I tried to pull back.

		 

		Amanda kept her grip on my cock and glanced up at me, smiling. She squeezed her fist and drew out the last beads of my load, letting them drip onto her messy breasts.

		 

		I stood panting as she let me go and rose to her feet. She looked down at herself, as if admiring what I’d deposited. It was raunchy and it was very unlike her. Our eyes met again.

		 

		“Did you like that?” she whispered.

		 

		“I loved it,” I replied.

		 

		“Were you thinking about Emilia’s tits? Or mine?” she asked, her tone a little wicked.

		 

		My eyes opened wider. This was unprecedented. “Baby why do you keep asking about that?”

		 

		She shrugged. “I want to know. I want to know how loose you want me to let myself go.”

		 

		My jaw sagged as I stared at her.

		 

		Amanda burst into a fit of giggling, spun around and walked to the bathroom. Picking up a face cloth she started dabbing the semen off her chest.

		 

		I followed and stood in the door watching her.

		 

		She caught me looking in the mirror.

		 

		“What’s gotten into you?” I asked, smiling at her.

		 

		She shrugged again and bit her lower lip. “I don’t know. That was kind of…fun. Seeing you get all worked up in the light of day. We used to do that before the kids, remember? Afternoons spent in bed?”

		 

		“Of course I remember,” I replied.

		 

		She tipped her chin to one side. “Go on. Get up there. I don’t want to keep Emilia waiting.”

		 

		“What about you?” I asked.

		 

		“I’ll be right up. I’ve got to clean this mess off. Keep her company and I’ll be right there, kay?”

		 

		I nodded. “Okay.”

		 

		After changing into my swim trunks, I headed upstairs.

		

	
		Chapter Eight

		 

		“Derek!” Andreas waved and smiled at me as I emerged onto the top deck. He walked over with a confident stride, hand outstretched. Behind him, Emilia lounged on a chair, her round breasts exposed again, sunglasses perched on her nose.

		 

		After a quick glance my eyes darted to Andreas. “Andreas,” I said, shaking his hand. “This is amazing. You have no idea how happy you’ve made Amanda. Me too, of course, but I think she really needed this.”

		 

		He was wearing an unbuttoned white shirt and Speedos which barley contained a sizable package.

		 

		He clapped a hand on my shoulder. “I’m so glad you could both make it,” he said. “I’ve been looking forward to meeting her since you came on with us. I’m happy to finally have the chance. Where is she, by the way?”

		 

		“She’s just getting changed downstairs. She’ll be up in a minute. Wow I’ve got to say this boat is incredible.”

		 

		He cast a nonchalant glance down toward the bow and shrugged. “She’s okay,” he said. “I wouldn’t mind having something bigger for entertaining but Emilia has a soft spot for this one,” he said, patting the hull. “Maybe next season I’ll convince her. Come. Let’s take a drink, yes?”

		 

		He walked us over to the bar, pulled out two beers, cracked the caps off and handed one to me. Lifting the bottle, he clinked the necks together. “We drink like Americans. From the bottle. To make you feel more at home!” He burst out laughing.

		 

		I forced a few chuckles, though I found his German sense of humour confounding at times. I took a swig of beer and scanned the breakwater and the waves beyond it.

		 

		“We’ll go for a little sail tomorrow maybe. Today I thought we could get you used to the climate. We have, how do you call it, surf and turf for dinner tonight. You’ve never tasted a steak the way Talin makes it. Butter and rosemary and…” He rubbed his fingers together under his nose. “The smell is out of this world.”

		 

		“I can’t wait,” I replied. “So I’m excited to hear more about that project you mentioned last month. You said we could talk about it?”

		 

		“Bah!” Andreas said, waving the question away. “Maybe tomorrow. For now let’s relax. I’m so glad we have company. It gets so boring around here with just the two of us. Come. Let’s take a seat.”

		 

		I followed him over to the deck chairs next to Emilia doing my level best to keep my eyes off her tits. As we sat down I pulled my sunglasses off the top of my head and over my eyes. I stole another quick glance and had to readjust in my seat as arousal warmed between my legs and made my cock twitch.

		 

		I looked over at Andreas and smiled.

		 

		But he wasn’t looking or smiling at me. Perched on the edge of his deck chair, he was looking past me, toward the stairs I’d just climbed myself. As I turned to follow his stare my heart jumped into my throat.

		 

		There was Amanda wearing the skimpy two-piece I’d packed for her. Her breasts were barely covered by the tiny top. What shocked me most, however, was the piece covering her sex. It was way smaller than I’d thought, just a triangle dipping between her legs and barely covering her soft pussy. A pussy that was now completely shaved.

		 

		I gawked even as Andreas stood and walked over to Amanda. Her cheeks flared red but her smile didn’t falter as he extended a hand. “Andreas,” he said. “And you must be Amanda.”

		 

		I couldn’t see his eyes from where I was sitting but it looked like he didn’t even sneak a peek at her goods. I, on the other hand, was dizzy with excitement as I watched their hands meet.

		 

		“It’s so lovely to meet you,” Amanda said, biting her lip and turning to look away from him as he shook her hand. “This is so generous, you having us down here.”

		 

		As Andreas put a hand on her back to lead her toward the bar, blood surged to my groin threatening an erection. I sat up and bent over, doing my best to disguise my arousal.

		 

		Amanda looked years younger in the swimsuit she was wearing. Her creamy white skin contrasted with Andreas’s tanned body.

		 

		My imagination began to churn out visions of depravity as I watched them walk together.

		 

		Andreas was about a foot taller than her and very fit. He had washboard abs and a taut chest and a moment before Amanda put on her glasses as she stepped into the sun, I caught her sneak a peek at his Speedo.

		 

		A slight jealousy bubbled through me but was quickly pushed out of the way by another surge of lust as she turned to face him behind the bar. There was nothing covering her ass. The tiny string of the thong she was wearing went right between her cheeks. I felt like I was falling in love all over again.

		 

		After Andreas fixed her a drink, the two made their way to the deck chairs.

		 

		Emilia rolled her head to one side to look at them and smiled.

		 

		Andreas waited for Amanda to settle onto a chair, handed her the glass he was carrying, complete with a tiny umbrella, then sat back down next to me. He gave my arm a soft punch. “Wow, Derek,” he said, grinning. “How did you manage it? What a stunning wife you have!”

		 

		I smiled at the compliment.

		 

		“Come on relax!” Andreas ordered. “You’re making my back hurt just watching you hunched over like that.”

		 

		I carefully rearranged myself to lean back on the chair, placing the beer bottle in my lap to conceal my erection.

		 

		Amanda looked over at me and took a sip of her drink.

		 

		Andreas grinned at her and this time, out of the corner of my eye, I saw his eyes rake down her body.

		 

		“I told you she was pretty,” Emilia said lazily before turning her face back toward the sun.

		 

		Andreas gave an approving nod, his eyes still on Amanda.

		 

		Amanda, who’d obviously heard what Emilia had said, covered her mouth and giggled. “You two! Stop it! You’re making me embarrassed,” she said playfully.

		 

		I stared at her, amazed by how relaxed she seemed despite my choice of swim wear and being ogled by my boss and his wife. She looked like she belonged on that boat under the sun.

		 

		“Amanda did you put on sun screen?” Andreas asked. “I would not want you to get a sun burn on your first day.”

		 

		Amanda smiled at him again. “Oh thanks, I did. That’s very thoughtful, Andreas,” she said, arching her brow.

		 

		Emilia turned to face her and struck up a conversation.

		 

		Andreas turned to me. “So? Everything alright with the flight, yes?”

		 

		I winced at a pang of pain in my back as my muscle relaxers wore off. Setting down my beer I reached into my pocket and pulled out the pack. “Everything was great. I managed to pull something in my back last night though,” I said, popping two into my mouth and chasing them with a swig of beer.

		 

		Andreas frowned. “What is it you are taking?”

		 

		“Just some muscle relaxers,” I explained.

		 

		Andreas shook his head. “Emilia will give you a massage later.”

		 

		I raised an eye. “I’m sorry?” I asked.

		 

		“Yes she is an excellent masseuse. It’s how met.”

		 

		“Oh she doesn’t have to do that,” I said. “I don’t want to be any trouble. A couple of these every four to six hours and I’m golden.”

		 

		“She will like it,” Andreas said. “She will appreciate the opportunity to use her hands again. I don’t let her work.”

		 

		It was an odd thing to say but I guess I could see why. If she were my wife I probably wouldn't want her pawing at a bunch of guys. Then again…

		 

		But Andreas seemed like the type to keep close track of his things.

		 

		“Really it’s no big deal,” I said.

		 

		“Emilia!” Andreas shouted across the deck.

		 

		“Was?”

		 

		“Er braucht eine massagen!”

		 

		“Ja. Später,” she replied.

		 

		“Okay later she will do it for you, Derek. You see it is no problem.”

		 

		I flashed an awkward smile as Amanda eyed me over her sunglasses. A moment later she returned to her conversation with Emilia.

		 

		Andreas took a swig of his beer and nestled the bottle into the cup holder on the arm of his deck chair. “You must be excited to have some time away from your children?” he asked.

		 

		“It’s a pleasant change of pace,” I said with a sigh.

		 

		“Yes we are thinking of having a child, Emilia and I,” he said.

		 

		“Oh? Good for you,” I replied, again feeling a little embarrassed about the revelation.

		 

		“It will be good for us, yes. We are having too much fun these days fucking other people.”

		 

		I smiled for the split second it took what he’d said to reach my mind. It took quite an effort not to stare at him and let out a “What?”

		 

		He looked over at me, smiling. “Did you and Amanda ever try to swing?”

		

	
		Chapter Nine

		 

		“Swingers, Derek!” Amanda hissed at me an hour later back in our cabin. “They’re swingers!”

		 

		I rubbed my head. The pills, along with the two beers I’d had, were doing their trick. Feeling a little woozy, I couldn’t get myself to care about much. I sighed. “Yeah. I know. He told me. Probably at the same time she was telling you.”

		 

		“Oh my god I nearly fell out of my chair when she said it!” Amanda confessed. She’d wrapped a white linen shirt around herself but her legs were still exposed. Their pleasant shape drew my gaze.

		 

		“Yeah it was kind of a shock for me, too,” I admitted. “But, you know, whatever. Live and let live, right?”

		 

		Her eyes narrowed. “Did you know about this? I mean before we got here.”

		 

		I shook my head. “I did not,” I answered, sighing again.

		 

		“What are we going to do?” she asked, folding her arms over her chest and staring at me.

		 

		I furrowed my brow, puzzled by what she meant. “Do we have to do something?” I asked.

		 

		She snorted in exasperation. “What if…what if, like, you know, they want to swing with…us?” She waved her hand back and forth between us.

		 

		It took a second before I started chuckling. I shook my head. “Yeah, no. I don’t think that’s what they want,” I said. But what she’d said planted a seed in my imagination that blossomed almost immediately. What would it be like to watch Amanda with another man?

		 

		A momentary angst gripped me. That wasn’t the sort of thing you took back once it happened. It would always be there between us. And yet…if Andreas and Emilia could do it, not just that but have too much fun doing it, how bad could it be?

		 

		Arousal rocked through me, waking my cock again.

		 

		“Derek,” Amanda growled.

		 

		“What?!?” I asked, already sounding defensive, like she knew what I was thinking.

		 

		“That is not going to happen,” she said.

		 

		“I never…you were the one that…”

		 

		“I see right through that face,” she said, pointing a finger at me. “Do not, I repeat, do not get any ideas.”

		 

		I held up my hands to plead ignorance. “Baby you’re overreacting. I’m not getting any ideas.” I let a silence pass between us. “So, um, how did she tell you?”

		 

		Amanda sighed and her eyes darted side to side like she was thinking really hard. “Just kind of casually slipped it in there. Andreas likes to watch me with other men sandwiched between some banal gossip like it was the most boring thing she could think to say.”

		 

		I walked over and put my hands on Amanda’s arms to try and talk her down a bit. Our eyes met. “Hey. Look at me. Nobody’s doing anything they don’t want, okay? I’m sure if we just tell them we’re not into it…I mean it’s not like they’ve asked us yet. Be kind of embarrassing to burst out there and be all no group sex for us, thanks! don’t you think?”

		 

		Amanda started laughing. She covered her mouth, trying to regain composure. “Not funny,” she muttered.

		 

		“But you laughed,” I said, one eyebrow raised.

		 

		“Yeah, well, I kind of want to see you do that now,” she admitted, still chuckling.

		 

		I pulled her closer and tipped her chin up with a finger. “Why don’t we just relax and enjoy ourselves and have an amazing vacation, okay?”

		 

		She let out a breath and let me kiss her. “They’re a little weird, huh?” she whispered.

		 

		“We’re kind of weird,” I said.

		 

		She laughed again. “True enough,” she said. Her smile faded and she eyed me with a serious stare. “So no funny business then?” she asked.

		 

		Her tone and the way she asked the question made my stomach tighten just a bit. Like it wasn’t a hard stop. Like there was a little room there to work her open, like she maybe wanted to be convinced to do something crazy. “Whatever you want, baby,” I said, rubbing her arms.

		 

		Her eyes wandered around the room before darting back up to mine. “What is that supposed to mean?” she asked.

		 

		I had a feeling she knew exactly what it was supposed to mean. Just needed to hear it said in the right way and maybe…

		 

		I shrugged. “I don’t know. You’re looking so hot in that outfit. It’s got me all worked up,” I said, turning her around and wrapping my arms around her. My erection poked against her ass cheeks.

		 

		She glanced over her shoulder at me. “Hold on a second,” she said, pulling away. “Are you actually considering this?”

		 

		“Are you?” I asked.

		 

		“No!” she said, nearly shouting. It was unconvincing. She was asking me for something, I could tell. To draw her out of her normal self, to help her let loose and go a little wild. At least that’s the way it seemed to me through my sedation.

		 

		I had just the thing.

		 

		“Hey tell me something,” I said. “You remember that party after we graduated? The one where you got wasted and started…”

		 

		“Don’t bring that up,” she shot back. But the way she looked off to the side, eyes focusing on some spot far off in the distance, made me realize she knew just what I was talking about.

		 

		“Can I tell you something?” I said quietly.

		 

		“What?” she snapped, glancing at me.

		 

		“I’ve never forgotten that night. Walking in on you and, what was her name?”

		 

		“Cecilia,” she whispered.

		 

		A smile sprouted across my lips. She was leaning into this thing. “Yeah. Cecilia. That’s right.” I stepped toward her and put my cheek next to hers. “That was really hot,” I said.

		 

		She put a hand on my chest to push me away but I braced myself and stayed in place. “Derek,” she said softly.

		 

		“What?” I asked.

		 

		“This is crazy,” she whispered.

		 

		I touched her cheek with the backs of my fingers. “Maybe we need a little crazy? Just to balance out all the normal back home.”

		 

		“I thought you said we were weird?” she asked.

		 

		“Maybe we could be weirder.” I reached around and grabbed a handful of her ass and pulled her closer to me. My cock pressed against her pelvis.

		 

		She glanced down, then up into my eyes. “Oh my god,” she said softly. “You’re into this aren’t you?”

		 

		I grinned. “I’m whatever you need me to be.”

		 

		A silence stretched between us.

		 

		“We better get back out there. They’ll start wondering what we’re doing in here,” Amanda said. “I’m going to put my dress back on.” She stepped around me and walked over to where her dress lay on the bed. Peeling the shirt off over her head, she slipped into the dress leaving her swim suit on underneath. She walked over to the door.

		 

		A few deep breaths and some ass-squeezes deflated my erection enough for me to feel decent walking back into the living area. I grabbed her hand before she stepped into the hall. “Hey. Why don’t we just go with the flow? See what happens?” My heart skipped a beat.

		 

		Amanda gnawed on her lip. “I don’t even think I could fit that big thing inside me,” she said, locking eyes with me.

		 

		It took my breath away. Not only was she open to the idea of this, she’d sized up Andreas’s package and actually considered whether it would fit.

		 

		Amanda smirked and shook her head. “You’re actually turned on by me saying that, aren’t you?”

		 

		Turned on, a tiny bit jealous and having a hard time keeping my erection down. I gazed into her eyes and tried to resume breathing.

		 

		“I think I forgot what a pervert you could be,” Amanda said, smiling again. Grabbing my hand she turned, walked down the hall and into the living quarters.

		 

		“There you are!” Andreas exclaimed as we re-appeared. “We were wondering if to send a search party for you.”

		 

		Emilia flashed a bored smile.

		 

		My smile waned as I saw her standing behind a fold-up massage table.

		 

		“Come,” she said, patting the table. “Andreas says you have a pain in your back. I will work on it for you.”

		 

		My eyes darted to Amanda. I’d forgotten about Andreas’s insistence about Emilia giving me a massage. I’d meant to tell Amanda about it back in the cabin.

		 

		To my surprise, she looked unfazed by the offer. Even a little tickled. A little mischievous. Her lips cracked into a grin as she stared at me. “Yeah, Derek. Why don’t you go and get a massage? It might help your back.” Her eyes dropped to my groin and she smirked again as she saw the lump that refused to quit.

		 

		“Uh, you know what? I’m good. Really. Those pills are working their magic. Maybe later?”

		 

		Andreas walked over, took me by the arm and started leading me toward the table. “No don’t be silly. You shouldn’t be taking so much medication. It’s so very bad for your liver, Derek,” he said.

		 

		I stole a glance at Amanda. She looked completely amused by my predicament. It didn’t seem like I was getting out of it, either. “You know my back is actually feeling much better. I think maybe the sun had something to do with it,” I said, chuckling nervously.

		 

		“You will have to take off your swimming shorts,” Emilia ordered. Reaching under the table she pulled out a bottle of massage oil and squirted some of it onto her hands.

		 

		I glanced at Amanda again and found her looking delighted. Her eyes were wide and she looked like she was about to burst out laughing. She was covering her mouth with a hand.

		 

		“Come on,” Andreas said. “Or I’ll have to tell Talin that dinner will be late.”

		 

		Sighing, I accepted the towel Andreas was holding and wrapped it around my waist. I pulled my shorts off underneath and climbed face down onto the table.

		 

		The first touch of Emilia’s strong hands felt like it was going to make my back seize again. She dug into the small of it and kept me pinned in place. But as she started kneading, the last shadows of ache disappeared and warmth flooded through me.

		 

		Unfortunately her ministrations had the unfortunate side-effect of rousing my erection. It inflated beneath me, pressing between my stomach and the table.

		 

		“Good,” Andreas said, crossing the room to where Amanda was standing. “Do you fancy another drink?” he asked her.

		 

		She opened her mouth and just as I thought she was about to say she shouldn’t, she smiled and accepted. “What the heck. We’re on vacation right? Might as well live a little.”

		 

		Out of the corner of my eye I caught Andreas’s grin as he clapped his hands together and spun around to face Emilia. “That’s what I’m talking about! Let’s all live a little!” he exclaimed. “We go up top again, ya? I have something I want to show you.”

		 

		A shiver of angst shot through me. I could just see Amanda looking at me. She raised an eyebrow but let Andreas turn her with a hand on her back. They disappeared.

		 

		I lasted almost a minute before the need to know where Andreas had taken Amanda couldn’t be contained. “Um, what’s he showing her do you know?” I asked, my voice muffled by the table.

		 

		My mind was racing. Drawing picture after vivid picture of depravity. Andreas’s hands wandering along Amanda’s body. Under her dress, untying the knots holding her bathing suit in place. My cock went rigid.

		 

		“Probably one of his toys,” Emilia explained.

		 

		“Toys?” I asked, trying to ignore the lewd direction my imagination took at her answer.

		 

		“He has a Seadoo and a small submarine,” she said. “Turn please.”

		 

		The tension had just left me when I parsed her request. “Turn? You mean, like…”

		 

		“Onto your back please. So I can do your legs. You would be surprised how much the legs affect the back. After this you will be all better.”

		 

		My face began to burn red hot. Turning onto my back was not an option. I had a rager of a hard-on and there would be no concealing it. “I think maybe this is good, you know?” I said. “I think maybe you did a good job already,” I said as I tried to climb off the table.

		 

		Emilia clucked her disapproval. “Andreas will scold me if I don’t finish. And I don’t think he will be pleased with you either,” she said. “It will only take a few minutes.” With that, she deftly put her hands beneath me and started to roll me onto my side.

		 

		A moment later there it was. Me on my back, the towel somehow still over my lap, but protruding from it was the outline of my rock hard cock. Embarrassment and shame shot through me.

		 

		“Oh you are having an erection,” Emilia said.

		 

		I let out a slow breath. “Yes,” I muttered.

		 

		“Your face is so red. But there is no reason to be embarrassed. It is a natural thing.”

		 

		Okay. Maybe in crazy Bavaria or wherever she learned to masseuse it was fine and normal for guys to get hard during a massage. Not where I was from. “I’m really sorry,” I said softly.

		 

		“But there is no reason to be sorry. Would you like me to give you a happy ending? Or do you think Amanda will mind it if I do? I can call her back and she can help you finish.”

		 

		To add to my humiliation, my cock did a little dance as she mentioned calling Amanda back to finish me. “Can you please just finish the massage? Just regular massage. No happy ending, thanks.”

		 

		“As you wish,” she said and began working on my legs.

		 

		I lay there bathed in shame, my cock unflagging as Emilia tried to work around it. It twitched each time she got too close to my groin. The ache between my legs built to an impossible tightness.

		 

		To be honest all I wanted was to be able to tug one out. I could hardly believe I’d had three orgasms in the last twenty-four hours and was hard again. And the more Emilia rubbed my legs the worse it got.

		 

		I’d just come to terms with my own embarrassment when I heard the sound of Andreas and Amanda’s laughter as they walked toward us down the hall. My heart started to race. Just wonderful that they were going to find me in this state.

		 

		“Oh my goodness!” Amanda’s startled exclamation drew my eyes to her. She’d cupped both hands around her mouth and was starting at my stiff cock.

		 

		“I apologize for that,” Emilia said. “I offered to address the situation but Derek declined. Perhaps he worried what you might think of it. Frankly it is making it hard to do my work,” she said.

		 

		Andreas chuckled. “Well, Derek, that is quite something you have there!” he said. He turned to Amanda. “Now I understand a bit better why you would take him for a husband. He is very gifted between the legs, yes?” He started laughing.

		 

		I was mortified as Amanda started laughing with him.

		 

		A moment later Emilia smiled, then joined in. She tilted her head, eyeing my engorged member. “Now that I think about it it is quite funny. Perhaps you would like to help him?” she asked, waving first at Amanda then at my prick.

		 

		Amanda’s head started to turn from side to side. She looked at Andreas, at Emilia, then finally at me, her face still painted with disbelief. “Um, we’re usually a little more…private about these things,” she answered diplomatically.

		 

		“Ah, of course!” Andreas said. “Come, Liebchen, let’s leave them. Talin wants you to choose the wine anyways.”

		 

		Emilia wiped her hands on the blanket and walked over to where Andreas was standing. He put a hand on her back and whisked her out of the room.

		 

		As soon as they were gone I started swinging my legs over the table to try and get up.

		 

		Amanda appeared out of nowhere and put a hand on my chest. “Hold it right there, mister,” she said, a wicked smile stretching across her lips.

		

	
		Chapter Ten

		 

		“What…what are you doing?” I asked, struggling to get up and finding it impossible.

		 

		“I could ask you the same thing,” Amanda replied. Her eyes darted to my flexing cock, then back to mine again. “Is this what all was about back in our cabin?” she asked.

		 

		“What?”

		 

		“Trying to get a little happy ending from Emilia? Wanted to know what it would feel like to have another woman’s hand on your…your thing.” Reaching across with her free hand she flicked a finger at my cock.

		 

		“Hey!” I barked. It didn’t hurt but I wasn’t exactly comfortable in this position. I tried to get up again but Amanda just pressed her hand harder against my chest. “Amanda listen. This had nothing to do with that. I meant to tell you they were talking about a massage and then I forgot.”

		 

		She smirked. “Uh-huh. Sure,” she said.

		 

		I grabbed her wrist and finally managed to pull her hand away from my chest. “I’m serious,” I said, looking her right in the eye and sitting up on the table.

		 

		The towel slipped lower and I had to pull it up so my cock didn’t come bouncing out.

		 

		She watched me for what felt like minutes. Trying to decipher whether I really was being honest, I guess. She finally took a step away and folded her arms across her chest. “Okay. If you say that’s the way it was,” she muttered. “But it’s not like you’d say no if the offer was made, right? A little hand job from sexy Emilia and her big tits?”

		 

		I grabbed her by the arms. “Baby I did say no. She just said that. She offered and I said no. I would never do anything to betray your trust. I swear.”

		 

		A bit of the tension left her shoulders and I could tell she was coming around, starting to believe me. She glanced at my lap. Jerking the towel off, she reached out and wrapped her hand around my cock for the second time that day. She shook her head and chortled. “You are so hard right now it’s not even funny,” she said.

		 

		I shrugged. “What are you going to do? I’ve got you strutting around in that bikini I picked out…”

		 

		“And Emilia giving you a sensual massage,” she said, interrupting.

		 

		“And Emilia giving me a…massage, yes. But that part was just reflex. That didn’t come from up here in any way,” I explained, pointing to my head.

		 

		She thought about that for a while, her eyes drifting around the room. “But you wouldn’t say no if I told you it was okay?” she finally asked.

		 

		“You mean to Emilia’s…”

		 

		Amanda ran a finger up the length of my cock. It twitched. “I don’t know why thinking about that turns me on. In a weird way, but it does,” she admitted in a whisper.

		 

		A nervous energy began to bubble inside me as I stared into her eyes. She was really considering this. Contemplating how it might end. Even succumbing to the fact that it aroused her. I could hardly believe it and yet I couldn’t remember feeling as alive as I did right then. “I just want us to have a good time,” I said. The tension ratcheted up inside me as my mind drifted back to when it was just Emilia and me in the room. “What did Andreas have to show you?” I asked.

		 

		Amanda glanced at me, studying my expression. “He has a sea-doo,” she said.

		 

		“That it?” I asked. “He didn’t…try anything?”

		 

		“He’s too much of a gentleman for that. But he was, you know, flirting a bit.”

		 

		A delicious heaviness settled in my gut. “And?”

		 

		“And what?” Amanda asked. “I’m not a slut, Derek. What do you think I just got on my knees and blew him?”

		 

		The vulgar description hit me like a two by four across the face. “I didn’t say…” But even as I was objecting my cock throbbed in my lap, grazing Amanda’s hand.

		 

		Her lips parted. “You really are into this. You pervert.” She let out a soft exhale as her hand wrapped around my cock again and flexed. Our eyes met. “You’re so damn hard,” she whispered, guffawing in disbelief.

		 

		“I love you,” I said softly. “Whatever makes you happy. Whatever floats your boat that’s what I’m into.”

		 

		She glanced over to the hall, to where Andreas and Emilia had disappeared. Then she grabbed my wrist and mashed my hand between her legs.

		 

		I gasped. Her pussy was drenched. “Holy shit,” I whispered.

		 

		“Derek?”

		 

		“What’s up?”

		 

		“I want it. I want you in me.”

		 

		I gave a vigorous nod, grabbed the towel and wrapped it around my waist. “Okay but not here,” I said. “Let’s go back to the room.”

		 

		Amanda bit her lip and nodded back at me.

		 

		Grabbing her by the wrist I shuffled across the room, through the hall and into our cabin, slamming the door shut behind us. To my astonishment, Amanda peeled off her sundress but left her bathing suit on as she jumped onto her back on the bed. She spread her legs and pulled the string of her thong aside revealing her glistening pussy.

		 

		My cock lurched. I was hungry to be inside her. Hungrier still for something nasty. I needed to taste her. Falling to my knees at the edge of the bed I put my hands under her ass and pulled her to the edge.

		 

		“Derek what are you doing?” she gasped.

		 

		I didn’t answer. Spread her lips with two fingers I slurped up the engorged bud of her clit and started sucking.

		 

		Amanda moaned. Her back arched up off the bed. Her legs swayed against my cheeks as I feasted. Her pussy was drooling, squeezing as her climax loomed. Panting, she reached up and grabbed her tit, kneading it. After a minute or so her eyes snapped open and she craned her neck to look down her body at me. “Come here,” she whispered. “I want you inside me.”

		 

		I stood up and was about to cross the room to fish the box of condoms I’d brought out of my bag when she grabbed my cock and drew me toward the bed. “I…I brought condoms,” I whispered.

		 

		She smirked. “Of course you did. Pervert. Just…forget about that for now.”

		 

		My eyes went wide. “Are you sure? I can pull out.”

		 

		She chewed the inside of her cheek as she pulled me between her legs. “Yeah, sure. Whatever. We’ll worry about it next week.” She was breathless as I sank against her thighs. My cock prodded at her entrance.

		 

		I swiped it up and down, gathering her slick.

		 

		She shuddered beneath me, staring down between us and watching my cock collect her juice. Her hips bucked and her eyes shot up to meet my gaze. “I need you in me,” she whispered, breathless. Then she closed her eyes and let her head fall back against the pillow.

		 

		I reached out and palmed her breast as I eased myself into her. Her sex was sloppy wet, searing hot and tight like I’d never remembered her being.

		 

		“Oh my god,” she moaned as I speared her.

		 

		The sounds of Andreas and Emilia’s voices drifted by as they passed the cabin on their way back to the lounge. A brief burst of laughter faded away and we were alone again.

		 

		Drawing myself out of her I plied into her again, her pussy milking my cock for seed. I felt her calves graze against my hips. She reached around me and dug her nails into the skin on my back.

		 

		I stared at her as I settled into a rhythm. The wet sound of me digging into her pussy with my tool smacked around the room.

		 

		A blush had flushed her cheeks and her chest. Her breasts slapped against each other with each of my thrusts. Her head was turned to one side, lips twisted into an agonized wince as she pulled me into herself. She dug her heels into the backs of my thighs and moaned.

		 

		Still thrusting, heat pulsing from my cock up my spine, I leaned over her, pressed my lips against her neck and flicked my tongue along her soft skin.

		 

		She twisted beneath me and whimpered.

		 

		“Baby?” I panted next to her ear.

		 

		“Uh?”

		 

		“I want you to do something for me.”

		 

		“Uh?” Her hips were bucking back and forth, faster as her climax closed in on her.

		 

		“I want you to imagine,” I whispered, leaning back to stare at her tits. The nipples were stiff and her skin had flushed just below her collarbone. “I want you to imagine there’s another man inside you instead of me.”

		 

		Her eyes shot open wide and locked onto mine. Her pussy clamped down on my muscle. She sucked in a breath.

		 

		“Fuck,” I grunted, feeling the first trickle of seed spill from my cock.

		 

		“Don’t stop!” she begged, her voice hoarse.

		 

		Easier said than done. Each glide of my unprotected cock into her dripping sheath nudged me closer to the edge of an eruption.

		 

		“Almost…there…”

		 

		“Close your eyes,” I whispered. “He’s inside you fucking you. And I’m right next to you watching. Watching his big cock slide into you. I can see it twitching. He’s gonna’ come inside you baby,” I grunted.

		 

		Amanda’s hands slipped down to my ass cheeks. Digging her nails into my flesh she drove me into herself and held me there. She let out a breathy moan and her pussy started to flex around my member.

		 

		I twitched and jerked as cum shot from the head of my prick into Amanda. As I sailed past the apex of my orgasm the thought that I was spewing into her unprotected added a heady buzz to my pleasure. I was buried balls deep inside her, flooding her canal and all it’s crevices with seed.

		 

		Amanda kept her nails buried in my flesh as she accepted my gift into her pussy.

		 

		We emerged out the other end of our shared orgasm sweating and struggling to catch our breath. But as I rolled off of her and onto the other side of the bed I could feel that something had changed between us.

		 

		Amanda was staring up at the ceiling, the back of her hand resting on her forehead. She turned to look at me. “That was…intense,” she said.

		 

		I couldn’t agree more.

		

	
		Chapter Eleven

		 

		I stood next to Andreas on the deck and watched him light a joint.

		 

		Dinner had been, as promised, exquisite. Talin cooked like a master chef and served the meal with the expertise of a veteran waiter. Wine was consumed, followed by whisky. Nobody mentioned the massage or our absence once they’d returned.

		 

		After dessert, chocolate covered strawberries, Andreas suggested a smoke up top.

		 

		Emilia declined and Amanda said she’d keep her company in the lounge.

		 

		Andreas turned and offered me the blunt he’d just lit.

		 

		I grinned as I took it from him. I’d smoked pot a few times in college but it had been a decade since I’d been high. But our escapades that day, along with the sight of the moon reflecting on the calm blue water had me in a party mood. If we were going to let loose why not go all the way?

		 

		I knew after the first puff that I’d had enough. I was already a little tipsy from drinking too much. As the pot hit me I had to take a deep breath and hang onto the railing as my head started spinning.

		 

		“I have to congratulate you once again on your wife,” Andreas said as I handed the joint back to him. “She is a real beauty, Derek,” he added.

		 

		He may or may not have been trying to feel out if we’d be into a little swinging ourselves. It was hard to tell.

		 

		In my inebriated state I had no desire to tiptoe around the conversation. “So you and Emilia are swingers, huh?” I asked, doing my best not to slur.

		 

		Andreas chuckled, took a puff, then exhaled a big cloud of smoke out toward the water. “We enjoy sharing each other,” he said.

		 

		“Is that why we’re here?” I asked.

		 

		He chuckled again. “You’re here because I like you, Derek. I think we have a bright future together you and me. I thought it would be good to get to know each other a little better.”

		 

		I smiled and nodded, not sure how to broach the delicate subject without being too direct. “So how does this work then?” I asked. So much for not being direct.

		 

		Andreas offered the joint again but I waved “no thanks.” He took a final hit and held his breath. “It’s not work it’s play. We relax and see where it takes us. That is, if you are amenable. I don’t want you to feel like you have to do anything.”

		 

		A silence fell between us. I couldn’t be sure how long it lasted. Time dilated from the effects of the weed. “I’d have to make sure Amanda was into it,” I lied.

		 

		


		Andreas let out the puff of smoke he’d been holding, let out a quick laugh then coughed a few times. He butted out in an ash tray on one of the tables. “I don’t think that will be a problem,” he said.

		 

		“Is that so?” I asked, trying to stay as cool as I could.

		 

		“Your wife and I had a little chat while you were in your session with Emilia.”

		 

		My throat constricted. A chat? What about? “Oh?”

		 

		“Yes. It seems the sun and sea air has…inspired something inside her.”

		 

		“I’m not sure what you mean,” I said, my insides twisting at what he might be alluding to.

		 

		“Oh Derek you mustn’t be lying to me. I heard you fucking when Emilia and I returned. Are you going to tell me you fuck like that every day? Hm?” A wicked smile flickered at the corners of his mouth.

		 

		A warm wave of what might have been humiliation washed over me. I was pretty out of it. “No,” I said, shaking my head.

		 

		“I didn’t think so. Not with a family, am I correct?”

		 

		“I guess,” I muttered.

		 

		“You know I think Amanda got quite turned on when we found you with that giant erection.”

		 

		My eyes darted to him. He was staring at me with a half-smile. “What makes you say that?” I asked.

		 

		He waved a hand up toward his nose. “I could smell it,” he whispered. “I would make a bet that her pussy tastes delicious. Only from that smell.”

		 

		My cock started throbbing at his lewd assertion. I let out an awkward chuckle and coughed into a fist. Heat rose to my cheeks as I thought of Amanda’s sex soaking with wet, enough of it that Andreas could smell her.

		 

		He turned and leaned back against the railing, watching me. “And so what about you, Derek?”

		 

		“What about me?” I asked.

		 

		“You have an interest in this?”

		 

		I grinned and rubbed the back of my head. “I’m pretty drunk and stoned right now but, yeah. It’s…intriguing.”

		 

		Andreas flashed a smile at my response to his question. “So then I have a great many surprises for you,” he said.

		 

		“Hold on a sec,” I said. “What about…our professional relationship. I don’t want…isn’t it possible that this might…”

		 

		He shook his head. “What happens on Frisky stays on Frisky,” he said. “No hard feelings. No complications. Okay?”

		 

		“Frisky?” I asked.

		 

		“Oh you don’t know? Her name is Frisky Business,” he said, waving as if introducing the boat.

		 

		A laugh bubbled up out of me. “That’s…incredible,” I said, chuckling.

		 

		“I’m glad you like it. I hate it myself. It was Emilia’s choice.” He leaned closer and covered his mouth with one hand. “Sometimes she has a terrible sense of humour.”

		 

		I wasn’t sure what to say to this.

		 

		Thankfully Andreas spared me replying by drawing in a deep breath and looking out over the still waters of the marina. “So you have never had the pleasure of watching your wife with another man?”

		 

		My insides clenched again. My imagination began to run wild, hurtling visions of Amanda, legs splayed, accepting someone other than me. I shook my head slowly in reply.

		 

		Andreas put a hand on my shoulder and squeezed. “Then you are in for something very special,” he said quietly.

		 

		“So you’re, I mean, you’re going to…” I couldn’t spit it out. Couldn’t bring myself to say it. So you’re going to fuck her?

		 

		He smiled. “Perhaps. It would be my pleasure. Like I said she is a beautiful woman. I am a little disappointed you did not take Emilia up on her offer this afternoon. It would have been a good aperitif. An easy way to give an opening for more…experimentation.”

		 

		“I’m sorry,” I muttered. “I’ve never done this and I wanted to make sure Amanda…”

		 

		“You can stop worrying about Amanda,” he interrupted. “When I was showing her my sea-doo I told her what was most likely happening down there.”

		 

		My eyes opened wider and I suddenly felt far more sober. “You did?” I whispered.

		 

		“I did. She became quite aroused by it. Maybe a little jealous but…intrigued.”

		 

		“Wow,” I said.

		 

		“I should commend you on your loyalty to your wife. Emilia is not used to rejection. It took some time to explain to her you were probably simply not ready.”

		 

		I rubbed the back of my neck. “Yeah, like I said, sorry.”

		 

		“I don’t say it to make you feel bad. But what do you think? Should we go down and see what the ladies are doing?”

		 

		Excitement crackled through me. I hadn’t even considered that the ladies might be downstairs doing anything but chatting. Each step we took toward the lounge sharpened my anticipation. I gasped as we walked in on Emilia and Amanda lying back against one of the couches.

		 

		The front of Amanda’s dress was parted. Not enough that her tits were hanging out but enough to expose a fair bit of her chest. She was blushing and her legs were spread.

		 

		Emilia was sitting over her placing gentle kisses on her lips. Her fingers were between Amanda’s legs, rubbing up and down the line of the thong.

		 

		My cock throbbed to life once again. Amanda looked so innocent lying there and yet so tawdry at the same time. Her eyes were closed and she was clearly enjoying what was being done to her.

		 

		My eyes fixed on Emilia as she leaned in and kissed Amanda again. She slipped her fingers up from between Amanda’s thighs, dragged them between her breasts, then pressed them against Amanda’s lips.

		 

		Amanda’s eyes fluttered open. She met my gaze and sucked in a breath. But her shock was only momentary, a lusty look returning to her eyes as she parted her lips and let Emilia slide her fingers along her tongue. She shuddered at the taste of herself.

		 

		“Doesn’t she look sexy?” Andreas whispered behind me.

		 

		Amanda looked hotter than I’d ever seen her. Legs akimbo, knees pointed out, suckling at Emilia’s fingers and licking her own slick off of them. If someone had told me just a day ago that I’d be seeing this I’d have laughed in their face.

		 

		Amanda stirred as Emilia pulled her fingers out of her mouth. She wriggled on the couch, closed her legs and her face blushed hotter still. She giggled and covered her mouth with two fingers. “I don’t know about this,” she whispered, smiling.

		 

		Emilia leaned in and nibbled on her ear.

		 

		Amanda’s shoulders fell as she slipped back into the moment, letting pleasure overwhelm her at Emilia’s touch.

		 

		“Maybe a little something to set the mood for us all?” Andreas asked.

		 

		I turned to look at him, a little leery of what he might be suggesting. “What did you have in mind?” I asked. I wasn’t about to indulge in any more recreational substances and I was pretty sure Amanda was as drunk as she was going to get.

		 

		“Come,” Andreas said. “Come and sit with your wife.”

		 

		I walked over to the couch where Amanda was sitting and sank down next to her. My cock was hard and all I could think of was touching her. I brushed my hand against her arm in a gentle caress. “You look amazing,” I whispered as Emilia stood up.

		 

		Emilia had changed for dinner. She’d put on a tight black dress and heels, done her makeup and put her hair up as well.

		 

		I leaned in and kissed Amanda on the lips. I could taste her own scent lingering on her tongue.

		 

		“Are we really doing this?” she asked softly.

		 

		“Whatever you want, baby. Let’s just see what happens. Did you like your little make out session with Emilia?”

		 

		Amanda smiled and blushed again, but nodded in reply to the question.

		 

		I leaned forward and kissed her again. Deeper this time, my tongue searching out hers and pressing against it.

		 

		She was eager I could tell. A sweetly dank odour rose from between her legs. I pressed a hand between them and against the string of her thong. It was drenched. My cock throbbed between my legs. When I pulled away she opened her eyes and looked at me. “I don’t know if I can go all the way,” she whispered, disappointment arching her brow.

		 

		“Shh,” I said, touching her lips. “Don’t worry about that right now. Let’s see what Andreas has in store for us.”

		 

		Andreas had poured himself another drink and taken up a spot on the other end of the couch.

		 

		Emilia was standing in the center of the room watching Amanda and I, one hand cupping her breast and twisting the nipple at the tip.

		 

		The door to the lounge swung open. Talin stepped in. His entrance drew all of our stares except Emilia’s who kept her eyes on us.

		 

		Talin had changed. Gone was the shirt and tie he’d served dinner in. He was wearing a black t-shirt and black trunks. The outfit revealed what was a formidable build. His dark arms stretched the sleeves taut. His shorts barely contained what looked to be an impressive organ.

		 

		I glanced over at Amanda.

		 

		Her lips had parted. Her eyes were open a little wider. She seemed mesmerized by the sight of Talin.

		 

		He walked across the room and behind Emilia. Bending over her, he pressed his lips against her neck and kissed her.

		 

		She tipped her head, still staring at Amanda and me, parted her legs a little wider and slipped a hand under her dress.

		 

		Andreas sat wearing a pleased grin as he watched the scene unfold.

		 

		Emilia lifted a foot and undid the strap of one her heels. She kicked it off before undoing the other. With her feet now bare, she sank to her knees in front of Talin. She was positioned with her back to us but if she turned her head sideways could look right into Andreas’s eyes. Reaching up she grabbed a handful of the fabric of Talin’s shorts and gave them a gentle tug down his legs.

		 

		Amanda gasped as she watched his cock unfurl in front of Emilia’s face. She squeezed my hand but her gaze was riveted to it.

		 

		I stared at her, mesmerized by the excitement and worry painted across her expression. She looked so delicate and beautiful and innocent. In my mind’s eyes the vision formed of Amanda doing the same thing. Greeting Talin’s prodigious pole and accepting it into her mouth to harden it. My cock throbbed again. Somehow I managed to turn my head to watch Emilia.

		 

		She had her hand wrapped around Talin’s member but her eyes were turned to Andreas. She let her mouth fall open as she smacked the bulbous head of Talin’s cock against her cheek, then dragged it across her lips, tongue flicking out to wet it.

		 

		Talin was standing as still as a statue, staring down the Emilia with his dark gaze but completely immobile.

		 

		Andreas turned to look at Amanda and I. Shuffling closer on the couch, he leaned toward Amanda and whispered. “What do you think? Would you like to sample such a piece of meat?”

		 

		Amanda let out and awkward laugh into her hand.

		 

		I gazed at her expression trying to make out what her answer would be. The tension gripping me was excruciating.

		 

		We all turned at the sound of a slurp coming from the center of the room. Emilia had Talin’s cock in her mouth and her cheeks were hollowed as she sucked it. She was staring up at him, her eyes wide and welcoming. As Talin grew she had to adjust, rising higher on her knees until her back was straight and her neck bent. She began to bob back and forth on his prick.

		 

		I’d never known Amanda to watch porn. Maybe she did in private but I doubted it. She wasn’t the type. But sitting there beside me she couldn’t tear her eyes away from Emilia sucking Talin’s rigid cock.

		 

		Andreas caught my eye. He glanced at Amanda’s legs, then higher up to where her dress had fallen back over her sex. He gave a pointed nod.

		 

		With my hand shaking slightly, I pressed it between Amanda’s legs and pulled aside the thong.

		 

		She startled at my touch, eyes darting to mine, then Andreas’s, then down to her lap as she pressed her legs together.

		 

		“It’s okay, baby,” I whispered. “We’re just having a good time.” I could smell the wine on her breath.

		 

		The Andreas touched her chin and turned her face toward him. He gazed into her eyes and said “you are a very beautiful woman.”

		 

		She blushed and tried to look away.

		 

		He held her in place with his finger. As he leaned closer Amanda closed her eyes and drew in a soft breath.

		 

		I sat paralyzed as I watched his lips press against hers in a gentle kiss. When she grabbed my hand and squeezed it, I squeezed back letting her know it was okay.

		 

		Andreas’s hand fell from her chin to her chest. He slid his palm over one of her breasts.

		 

		Amanda’s back went a little stiff. She held her breath.

		 

		He pulled away from their kiss and smiled. “Go on. Ask your husband if it is okay.”

		 

		Amanda turned to me and bit her lip.

		 

		I nodded, riveted by the scene playing out on the couch next to me. “It’s okay, baby. You do whatever feels good, okay?” My pulse was racing, adrenaline spiking through my veins laced with a little jealousy.

		 

		“You want this?” she asked.

		 

		“I want what you want,” I whispered.

		 

		Her eyes widened and a fire lit in them.

		 

		“Well?” Andreas whispered, caressing her arm. “You heard him. You have to tell us what you want, Amanda.”

		 

		Talin grunted in the center of the room.

		 

		We turned to look at him.

		 

		Emilia was still bobbing back and forth, taking an impossible length of his shaft into her throat. She was twisting her hand around his rigid prick, coaxing seed from it.

		 

		“Not yet, baby,” Andreas said, waving a hand toward them.

		 

		Emilia popped off of his cock panting, lips glistening with saliva and pre-cum. She eyed Andreas with a lusty stare. “I want it, Andreas. I want to taste it. Talin will recover, won’t you big man?” she asked, smiling up at him and patting his thigh.

		 

		Talin looked down at her and grinned. “Whatever the boss says,” he growled. “I’m Andreas’s man.”

		 

		Andreas chuckled next to us.

		 

		This made Amanda laugh a little as well.

		 

		I felt her relax next to me.

		 

		“Okay give her what she wants but you better have some stamina left. We’re only getting started here.”

		 

		Talin nodded. Wrapping a hand around Emilia’s blonde hair, he brought her lips to the tip of his jumping cock. “You heard the man. Finish me.”

		 

		Emilia looked up at him, nearly snarling. “You fuck my face like you know I like it,” she ordered.

		 

		Talin drew her mouth over his prick. Jutting his hips forward he squeezed the fat and throbbing muscle past her lips.

		 

		Out of the corner of my eye I saw Amanda’s mouth open wider as inch after inch of the dark shaft disappeared into Emilia’s mouth. When the tip of the cock touched the back of her throat and Emilia gagged, Amanda sucked in a sharp breath and raised a hand to cover her mouth.

		 

		Emilia glanced up at him. Exhaling caused a lurid gurgle to rise out of her throat. Bubbles of spit formed and popped on her lips.

		 

		Talin pulled her forward, sheathing the rest of his cock into her mouth and shoving the head down her throat. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, savouring the pleasure. Pulling out a few inches, he jabbed back into her before finding a rhythm.

		 

		Emilia reached up and yanked the black dress off her tits. One popped out, the nipple long and stiff, the other squeezed out like a fat man working himself through a half-open door.

		 

		Talin’s nostrils flared and he grunted.

		 

		Emilia pinched her nipple, rubbing it between her forefinger and thumb.

		 

		Talin’s face contorted and he stopped thrusting, holding Emilia in place. His cock began to pump.

		 

		All three of us stared in awe at the root of it swelling and deflating as it ejected wads of thick white goop down Emilia’s throat and into her gut.

		 

		Every few seconds I glanced at Amanda.

		 

		She was lost in her own world. Eyes wide with fascination, she stared transfixed as Talin finished dumping his load into Emilia.

		 

		His orgasm ended with a sigh. Cock still twitching, he dragged it out of Emilia’s mouth covered in spit and bile and his own mess. It fell out and slapped against his thigh.

		 

		Emilia doubled over, hands shooting out to keep her from falling. She heaved and burped. A trickle of Talin’s seminal fluid dribbled out the corner of her mouth and clung to her lip.

		 

		“Good Talin,” Andreas whispered, smiling. “You are released from your duties. Go and enjoy your evening.” He stood up and walked over to where Emilia was kneeling on the floor. Bending and taking a knee next to her, he thrust his hand between her legs and swiped at her cunt with his fingers.

		 

		Talin turned and stared at Amanda. “You sure that’s it for the night?” Talin asked.

		 

		Andreas took his hand out from between Emilia’s legs and sniffed. He licked the ends of his fingers and grinned as he turned to us. “I think maybe we’ve had all we can handle this evening. What do you say Derek?”

		 

		I turned to Amanda. “You okay?” I whispered.

		 

		She nodded. “I think…I think I need to go to bed.”

		 

		Andreas clapped his hands. “Perfect timing. Emilia’s pussy needs to be tended to.”

		 

		With her eyes still opened wide, Amanda raised herself up off the couch, grabbed my wrist and hauled me to my feet and dragged me off toward our cabin.

		
		Chapter Twelve

		 

		“What the fuck did I just see?” Amanda was standing with her back to the window and had a hand pressed to her forehead.

		 

		A shiver worked up my spine. This was worrisome. She seemed disturbed. I stepped closer to her and put my hands on her arms. “Sweetheart I’m sorry. If I’d known things were going to get that…intense, I’d have put a stop to it or…”

		 

		Amanda shook her head and held up a hand. “That’s not what’s making me freak out right now, Derek,” she said.

		 

		I furrowed my brow as I stared at her. “It’s okay. You can tell me,” I said. “What’s making you freak out?”

		 

		She grabbed my hand, yanked it off her arm and shoved it between her legs. “This,” she hissed.

		 

		I nearly jumped as my fingers slipped into the hottest, stickiest slick I’d ever felt running from between her legs. The muscles in her pussy were flexing and releasing and there was so much fluid running from her it was coating the insides of her thighs. “Amanda?” I whispered. “Is everything okay?”

		 

		She shook her head. “No. Everything is not okay. That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen and it’s making me a little crazy!”

		 

		A crooked smile formed on my lips. This was like a dream come true. I felt bad for Amanda that it was getting under her skin but I couldn’t have imagined a better way for the evening to end. “Sweetheart it’s okay. I think sometimes we discover things about ourselves that scare us and…”

		 

		She raised an eyebrow as she stared at me. “Would you stop talking to me like I’m a child and fuck me already?!?” she asked with an exasperated huff.

		 

		Holy shit.

		 

		My shirt and shorts were off in record time.

		 

		Amanda tore off the dress she was wearing, along with the string bikini. She threw herself onto her back on the bed with her legs spread.

		 

		Once again the hunger started gnawing at me. I wanted to taste her. I wanted to experience every dirty angle and position I could wrestle out of her that evening. But when I got onto my knees she grabbed me by the hair and tugged so hard it made me wince.

		 

		“No. I need your dick. Now. Inside me.”

		 

		Clambering onto her was a blur. Like someone had accelerated a video. Then time slowed as first the tip of my cock, then the shaft were swallowed into the bubbling, frothing tightness of her slit.

		 

		She groaned and dug her nails into my ass as I started thrusting.

		 

		I felt her squeeze around me.

		 

		Her eyes were shut tight, head turned to one side, body bouncing back and forth from my rut.

		 

		I couldn’t help but wonder what she might be thinking. Was she, at that very moment, imagining taking Talin’s cock into her mouth the way Emilia had? Was she daydreaming of opening her legs for him and letting him have his way with her?

		 

		Each lewd thought hardened my cock until it was stiff as steel inside her.

		 

		“Harder,” she whispered.

		 

		Hitching up my thighs on hers I started pounding the fuck out of her pussy.

		 

		She mewled a little and bit her lip. “Harder,” she demanded.

		 

		I doubled down, fucking her so hard the bed turned into a trampoline.

		 

		Amanda started to pat the bed with one hand. Finding mine, she yanked it up, nearly sending me tumbling as I tried to regain my balance. She slapped it against her breast, found my finger and thumb and squeezed them around her stiff nipple.

		 

		I swear I heard the seal crack on her climax. It sounded like thick plastic splitting. Still hammering her gushing cunt, I watched as her face contorted as waves of pleasure coursed through her.

		 

		I had never in our life together seen her orgasm like that.

		 

		Her body undulating beneath me, pussy choking my cock so tight I worried it would bite it right off. Her face and chest were red. She was gasping for air.

		 

		My own climax came up out of nowhere. I groaned and slowed trying to stretch out the pleasure.

		 

		Amanda stabbed five nails into my ass. It was like spurring a horse. I started bucking again, shoving the tip of my retching cock deep into her pussy. Through the fog of bliss I vaguely remembered I should have been wearing a condom. That only made things hotter. Knowing I was pumping Amanda’s bare and fertile pussy full of my potent seed sent another wave of orgasm crackling up my back and singeing my brain.

		 

		It all ended too quickly. Suddenly I was aware of myself again. Aware of how sweaty and out of breath I was. I needed to cool off and I needed air. I rolled off Amanda, put an arm on my forehead and took big gulps of air.

		 

		After a few minutes my heart rate settled, the sweat evaporated. And while I felt like I would never be myself again, I was also getting a strange new energy emanating off Amanda. I turned to look at her. “Holy shit,” I whispered.

		 

		Throwing a leg over my lap, she rolled over onto me. She pressed her hands against my cheeks, leaned forward and shoved her tongue into my mouth in a deep kiss. She was like a woman possessed.

		 

		I couldn’t believe it.

		 

		She mauled and kissed me, sucking at my neck and most likely leaving a trail of hickeys there. I didn’t care. She’d never paid this much attention to me in this way. It was amazing.

		 

		Finally she relented. Still holding me by the cheeks, she stared deep into my eyes.

		 

		“What is…happening?” I whispered.

		 

		She shook her head and a gentle laugh rolled out of her. “I don’t know. That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. Derek?”

		 

		“Yes?”

		 

		“You really…I mean…you’d want to see me with another man?”

		 

		A shiver shot up my spine at the lust in her stare. She’d gone from being open to dipping her toe in the water to check the temperature to wanting to dive in head-first. “I…I think…only if you want to, baby,” I said.

		 

		Her eyes went wide and wilder still. “You think you can get it up again?” she asked.

		 

		Holy shit!

		 

		“You might have to give me a few minutes,” I said.

		 

		Amanda slid down my body.

		 

		I shuddered as my flagging cock squeezed between her breasts. She cupped my balls and flopped it up to standing, eyeing it like it was a totem she was worshipping. Flicking her tongue out she ran it up the underside like she was licking an Popsicle. It lurched and spat a few more flecks of seed.

		 

		Rolling forward she popped the head into her mouth and started sucking it to life again.

		 

		A momentary twinge of post-orgasmic tenderness caused pain to shoot from my groin. Once that faded I settled back into the pleasure of Amanda’s mouth around my member.

		 

		Her tongue rolled around my shaft, the tip flicking the head of my organ, coaxing it up to stiffness. Enough, at least, so that it stood on it’s own as she crawled up my body and prepared to mount me.

		 

		Tucking a hand beneath her legs, she dragged the head of my cock along her defiled slit. That hardened it enough for her to mash it into her gaping opening and slide down until she settled on my lap. Leaning forward, she cupped her breast and mashed it against my face. “Suck,” she whispered. “Suck my tit.”

		 

		I slurped her nipple into my mouth and sucked it as hard as she’d sucked my cock.

		 

		Amanda groaned and her hips started rolling back and forth. After a minute of this she put her hands on my chest and hoisted herself up onto her knees.

		 

		Her nipple flew out of my mouth with a wet smack.

		 

		Pussy squeezing, she started milking me with her cunt, her body trying to draw more seed from me.

		 

		“Baby?” I whispered.

		 

		“Hrm?” she grunted.

		 

		“Don’t you think we should…I mean…I brought those condoms.”

		 

		Her lip curled in annoyance at what I’d said. She put a palm over my mouth to shut me up. She adjusted herself, hips shifting, until her eyes closed and her mouth fell open in pleasure. “Oh yeah,” she grunted. “Right there.”

		 

		Her grinding slowed, focusing on a single spot inside her hot puss. Using the head of my cock to scratch a very particular itch inside herself, she rode me to the edge of another climax. “You ready, baby? You ready to come again?” she whispered.

		 

		My whole body felt like it was throbbing. Reaching up I grabbed her tits and squeezed both her nipples this time.

		 

		Her back arched and she screamed. Her pussy closed around me again.

		 

		I groaned as the little ejaculate I had remaining shot up into her belly.

		 

		The climax, while less intense, lasted far longer. The end of it became almost painful.

		 

		Finally Amanda relented. Falling onto me, her chest and belly sweaty, she pressed her cheek against my face. “Derek,” she said softly.

		 

		“Huh?”

		 

		“I think I want to fuck another man.”

		

	
		Chapter Thirteen

		 

		I woke up the next morning with a mild headache. The sun was streaming in through the tinted windows. I’d slept through the night not waking up once. I rolled my head toward the other side of the bed to find Amanda missing.

		 

		I quelled the sudden panic that welled through me. We were on a boat. How far could she have gone? But then a darker question occurred to me. Who was she with?

		 

		Scrambling up and off the bed, I scooped the previous day’s shorts and shirt up off the floor and poke my legs and arms through them. Rubbing the sleep out of my eyes, I stumbled to the door and swung it open.

		 

		It was only then that I felt the gentle swaying of the boat up and down and side to side. We were moving. The faint hum of the engines could be heard coming from the stern.

		 

		I wandered back to the lounge. Finding no one there, I mounted the steps up to the deck. My heart leapt into my throat as my eyes fixed on two feminine figures lying on the deck chairs in the sun.

		 

		Emilia was there, breasts out and pointed toward the sun. Amanda was right next to her. Wearing nothing but the bottom part of her bikini.

		 

		I stood with one hand on the railing, staring at the scene.

		 

		“Derek!” Andreas’s voice drew my attention in the other direction. He was standing in the cockpit, one hand on the large wheel of the ship, the other on his hip.

		 

		Stealing one last glance at the naked sunbathing beauties, I made my way back toward a smiling Andreas.

		 

		“I hope you had a good sleep?” he asked. “Cafe?” he said, pointing to the thermos and cups on the small table next to him.

		 

		“Yes please,” I muttered. I stepped around him and poured a cup of hot, black coffee. After taking a sip I turned to stare toward the bow again.

		 

		“Nice view isn’t it?” he asked, grinning at me.

		 

		Only then did I realize we’d left the marina and were out on the open ocean. The water was still a brilliant blue but the waves were a little choppier.

		 

		“You enjoyed the rest of your evening?” he asked, though by the way he said it it sounded like he already knew the answer.

		 

		“Andreas…something happened last night.”

		 

		“Many things happened! Emilia was so hungry for fucking I couldn’t keep up. I had to wake Talin, can you believe it?” He smacked his thigh and laughed like it was the most hilarious thing anyone had ever said.

		 

		“No. I mean something happened with Amanda,” I said, trying to keep my voice low so the ladies didn’t hear.

		 

		“Of course it did,” he said, his mirth fading.

		 

		“Of…course it did?”

		 

		“Let me guess. Amanda wouldn’t let you sleep until you fucked her silly?”

		 

		“How…how did you…”

		 

		He leaned toward me. “That’s the power of the BBC, Derek,” he said quietly.

		 

		“BBC?”

		 

		“Big Black Cock. It makes them ravenous,” he said, rolling the “R” like he was biting through a gristly bit of chicken.

		 

		I balked at what he’d said and looked toward Amanda again. Her chest rose and fell in a sigh.

		 

		“I should have warned you, I suppose. But sometimes it’s nice to have a surprise, yes?”

		 

		“I guess,” I replied.

		 

		“She came up for breakfast, your wife, asking where Talin was. Ha! She didn’t even get a taste of him.”

		 

		My stomach hollowed. This was unprecedented. And slightly unbelievable. How could BBC, as Andreas so crudely put it, cause someone to have such a dramatic transformation?

		 

		“It might be some evolutionary trigger,” he said, as if he’d read my mind. “Seeing a big sexy dick like that, maybe a woman starts to get ready. You know, for breeding.”

		 

		A shiver raced down my back.

		 

		“I don’t know,” Andreas said, giving a flippant wave. “But I know it whets Emilia’s appetite like nothing else. Did you give Amanda a good fucking? I felt bad that maybe we’d mis-read her but then we all heard her scream so it sounded like you had a nice time.”

		 

		I shook my head. “I’m still having a hard time processing it.”

		 

		“Ya. It takes a while. I remember our first time I thought there was something wrong with Emilia for weeks. She was like an animal. Only sleeping and fucking and eating a little bit and then wanting to fuck again. We were fucking and fucking like rabbits.”

		 

		“Okay. Good for you,” I said, in a slight daze.

		 

		Amanda must have heard us. She craned her neck and tipped her sunglasses up. A smile lit up her face as she saw I was there. Swinging her dainty feet off the deck chair, she stood up and walked back toward us, holding onto the handrail.

		 

		The closer she got the tighter my insides twisted. Seeing her breasts bouncing, knowing Andreas was staring at them made my heart beat harder inside my chest. It wasn’t jealousy. Or maybe there was a shadow of it there. But the root of the emotion was something far more pleasurable. A joyous excitement, the kind a bird must feel being let out of it’s cage.

		 

		Amanda’s eyes sparkled up at me. “Hey sleepy-head,” she said. Leaning forward she kissed my cheek and tousled my hair, her bare breasts pressing against my shirt.

		 

		I couldn’t resist a glance. My eyes darted to Andreas.

		 

		His were focused on the far off horizon, scanning the sea ahead. Like it didn’t faze him at all that this gorgeous woman was standing practically naked in front of him. Then again, he was European. Maybe they all walked around naked over there? I looked down at Amanda again. “Hi. Are you having a good morning?” I asked.

		 

		She bit her lip and nodded.

		 

		I couldn’t resist stealing another glance at her tits.

		 

		Amanda noticed. She stood up on her toes and shook her chest side to side. “You like it?” she asked, giggling. “Emilia made me do it. She said everyone does it on the beaches in France where they sometimes summer.” She seemed delighted to be using the word that way.

		 

		I cracked a half-smile. Amanda, it seemed, was enjoying her taste of the good life. “I mean, what’s not to like?”

		 

		She laughed at this. “Andreas likes it, don’t you Andreas?” she asked.

		 

		He gave an indifferent shrug. “Of course I like it. I am a man. You have beautiful breasts. You have enough sunscreen?”

		 

		“I think so,” Amanda replied, giggling again.

		 

		My stomach coiled at her reaction. “What’s so funny about sunscreen?” I said softly.

		 

		“We had some fun putting it on. Didn’t we Amanda?” Andreas asked.

		 

		Amanda nodded again. “Emilia put it on me,” she admitted.

		 

		I kicked myself mentally for sleeping through that. My cock started to wake up as I imagined Emilia spreading creamy white sunscreen across Amanda’s chest.

		 

		“Can I…can I talk to you for a second?” I asked. “Andreas would you excuse us please?”

		 

		Andreas looked at me like I’d offended him. “Of course. Why not?”

		 

		“I was just…er, never mind.” I put a hand on Amanda’s arm and led her away from the cockpit. “Are we…are we okay? After last night?”

		 

		“Oh sweetheart I was going to ask you the same thing. But you were sleeping so soundly I didn’t want to wake you. Are you okay?”

		 

		“Yeah,” I said, nodding. “Yeah I’m fine.”

		 

		Amanda’s eyes lit up again. “Good. Because…” She covered her mouth with a finger and giggled. “Because I really want to try some stuff today. Would that be okay?”

		 

		Warm pleasure and excitement washed through me. There was an undertow of apprehension that pulled the other way. I was shocked at how quickly Amanda had succumbed to the very naughty possibility of sleeping with another man. Could it really have been Talin’s cock that did it? “Whatever you want, baby,” I replied, gazing into her smiling eyes.

		 

		Amanda threw her arms around my neck and squeezed me into a tight hug.

		 

		My cock poked up against her crotch at the feeling of her naked tits pressed against my chest. Looking over her shoulder I saw Andreas flash a smile and poke his thumb up in the air.

		 

		As Amanda pulled away my eyes fell to her pert breasts. They lingered there for a moment, until I realized she was watching me. I turned away, a slight blush reddening my cheeks.

		 

		Amanda, who just the day before had been decidedly uncomfortable at seeing Emilia’s bare breasts, cupped her tits and mashed them together, pointing the nipples up toward my face. “You want to touch?” she whispered.

		 

		I blushed hotter at the question. I glanced at her sideways and an awkward smile stretched across my lips. “You’re…insatiable.”

		 

		She chuckled, dropped her arm and picked up my hand. She pressed it to the warm, soft flesh of her breast. Her nipple hardened under my palm.

		 

		I looked over her shoulder at Andreas again. He seemed absolutely unmoved by what we were doing. I, on the other hand, was more than a little embarrassed. Something which had previously been so intimate, only between us, was now exposed under the bright Caribbean sun where both Emilia and Andreas could see. Not only that but something had awoken within Amanda. I felt like I barely knew this care-free woman who was poking at the boundaries of our marriage to see how far she could move the line.

		 

		“Derek?”

		 

		Her whisper drew my eyes to hers again. “Hm?” I asked, my voice sounding a little dreamy. The sharp lines of the ship seemed to soften. The waves lapping at the hull got a little louder. The world seemed to close in around me as I gazed into Amanda’s eyes.

		 

		“Would you…do you think…” She paused, eyes shifting sideways as she tried to find the right words. “Do you really think it would be okay if I…I mean would you be okay if I tried it?”

		 

		“Tried it?” I said, my insides tightening in anticipation of what it was she wanted to try.

		 

		Her smile widened. “What Emilia did last night. I want to try that.”

		 

		The wind left my lungs. My eyes widened as I stared at her. My imagination served up the delicious image of Amanda on her knees with Talin’s cock in her mouth. I could barely think of anything else, for all the space it was taking in my head. “Baby,” I said, my voice barely above a breath.

		 

		“Yeah?” she said, arching her brow.

		 

		“Oh baby yes.”

		

	
		Chapter Fourteen

		 

		It was just before noon when Andreas anchored the boat off a small island.

		 

		Emilia walked to the bow of the ship and dove into the sparkling blue water.

		 

		Andreas killed the engine and strolled over to where Amanda and I were sitting on the deck chairs. He smiled as he sat down on a chair next to me. “Why don’t you go have a swim with Emilia, HM?” he asked Amanda.

		 

		Amanda sat up and grinned. “Do I get a prize if I obey?” she asked, one eyebrow raised.

		 

		My heart skipped a beat and my cock twitched at the way she looked at Andreas. Coquettish and playful.

		 

		He grinned and seemed pleased by her reaction. “Now we are talking,” he said. “Be a good girl and take a dip. We will see about your prize when you get back.”

		 

		Amanda stood up, adjusted the bikini straps on her waist and walked out toward the bow of the ship. Bending her knees, she put her hands over her head and executed a perfect dive into the crystal waters.

		 

		Andreas leaned over his deck chair and looked at me over his mirrored sunglasses. “So. Now I have a question for you,” he said.

		 

		“Shoot,” I replied.

		 

		“Talin is preparing a nice lunch for us. But I thought maybe we would have something to sharpen our appetites?”

		 

		When I looked at him again he was grinning. “Sure. You’re the boss, like Talin says.” I flashed a smile and hoped it didn’t look too worried.

		 

		“Great!” Andreas replied, clapping his hands together and rubbing them.

		 

		We sat in silence under the sun until first Emilia, then Amanda emerged from the water up the ladder at the stern of the ship.

		 

		My blood ran a little hotter at the sight of them. Their breasts dripping wet with salty sea water, they each ran their hands through their hair as they walked toward us.

		 

		Amanda looked totally at home, a change from just a day ago. She was beaming as she walked up to me and kissed me on the cheek.

		 

		“Did you have a nice swim?” I asked.

		 

		“I did,” she whispered, leaning closer and planting a kiss on my neck.

		 

		A shiver raced down my back at her wet touch. My cock engorged.

		 

		Andreas crooked a finger and Emilia walked over to where he was sitting. She bent over him, her tits swaying under her chest and he whispered something in her ear. She nodded, then disappeared down the stairs below deck.

		 

		“I’m so happy we did this,” Amanda said, kneeling next to me and planting kisses on my cheeks. She put her hand on my chest and slid it down past my abs, to where my cock was tenting in my shorts.

		 

		“Baby,” I muttered, smiling awkwardly at her and trying to escape her groping. A quick glance at Andreas revealed he couldn’t care less what was going on. Still, it was unusual for Amanda to be so comfortable with such a public display for affection.

		 

		Amanda seemed unshaken by my discomfort. She giggled and swiped her hand down between my legs. She cupped my swollen balls, then ran her hand along the length of my shaft. “Just want to make sure you’re having a good time,” she said, grinning.

		 

		A moment later Emilia reappeared. She was followed by Talin who was wearing a white polo shirt, tan shorts and dark glasses.

		 

		His appearance drew Amanda’s attention almost instantly. Her back arched slightly, pushing her breasts out and rounding her ass.

		 

		I found myself unable to tear my eyes away from her animalistic reaction. Watching her stare at Talin’s dark frame made my blood simmer in a delicious way.

		 

		It was hard to tell where he was looking. His sunglasses obscured his eyes. He was wearing his usual stoic expression and appeared to be staring at Andreas waiting for an order.

		 

		“Talin!” Andreas said, straightening in his seat.

		 

		“The sushi is on ice,” Talin announced, his voice gravelly and low.

		 

		“Wonderful,” Andreas replied. “We thought that maybe we should sharpen our appetites before our meal. Would you help us?”

		 

		Talin gave a single nod. He looked first to Emilia, then to Amanda. A smile flickered at the corner’s of his mouth.

		 

		Amanda giggled and turned away. Her shyness seemed put on. An act. The blushing ingenue, oblivious of the effect her naked body had on men.

		 

		Even though I knew she wasn’t that naive it tickled me. Her performance seemed directed at me as much as anything. A transformation from tired housewife and mother to sexy vixen. It was hot as all hell.

		 

		Andreas tipped his chin toward me while looking at Emilia.

		 

		She obeyed immediately, walking over to my deck chair and kneeling next to it.

		 

		My eyes darted to Amanda.

		 

		Hers were filled with excitement and wonder and anticipation at what might happen next. The tension between us was electric. “Are we going to do this?” she asked softly.

		 

		Her asking for my permission was sweet. Maybe she already knew how far gone I was, how the fantasies our little getaway had inspired haunted my dreams. Maybe not. It didn’t matter. There in the sun with the surf lapping at the ship, our ordinary lives felt out of focus and far away. I had the impression that whatever happened here could stay here. We could return home and pick up where we’d left off with only happy memories of sexual adventures in the sun.

		 

		I looked into her eyes and my heart softened in my chest. “What do you mean we?” I asked, smiling but not understanding why she’d phrased it that way.

		 

		My answer came when Emilia’s soft hand settled on my abdomen.

		 

		I jumped at her touch and my back stiffened. My eyes darted to Andreas. He was rubbing the stubble on his chin with a finger and thumb, but seemed amused by my predicament.

		 

		“You didn’t think we would only let your wife have all the fun?” he asked.

		 

		When Emilia tucked her hand into my shorts my body went stiff. I looked at Amanda, worried what her reaction might be. My insides melted when she leaned in and whispered right next to my ear, her warm breath tickling my cheek. “It’s okay. Enjoy yourself. I’m gonna’…” She paused, glanced at Talin and giggled. “Just lie back okay? I love you.”

		 

		Emilia reached lower between my legs. She cupped my sack in her palm and gave it a gentle squeeze.

		 

		I sucked in a breath at the pleasant pressure her grip brought. When her fingers rose and wrapped around my shaft, I suppressed a groan of pleasure.

		 

		Andreas turned to Talin and tipped his chin the same way he had at Emilia.

		 

		Talin seemed to immediately understand what that meant. Stepping around Andreas’s chair, he came to a stop at the foot of mine, standing sideways so I could see his profile.

		 

		Amanda squeezed my hand and rose to her feet. At the same moment Emilia’s grip on my organ tightened and she gave it a gentle stroke.

		 

		An agonizing pleasure worked through me as I watched her come to a stop in front of Talin and saw her eyes rake down his cut frame. She looked slight beside his towering form but more beautiful than ever.

		 

		Her eyes moved to Andreas, then to me and for a moment I thought she was going to back out. I saw the telltale signs of her usual reservation. Her smile faded a little. She bit her lip. She almost took a step back.

		 

		But when Talin lifted a dark hand and pressed it against her breast like he owned her, her chest rose as she sucked in air. Her ass got even rounder and her body language made it absolutely clear what she was thinking.

		 

		She was offering herself to him.

		 

		The pleasure throbbing from my groin was secondary to what I was witnessing. As exciting as it was to feel another woman’s hand on my cock, it was almost a distraction from watching Amanda being pawed by the mighty Talin. The two twisted together and my vision tunnelled, the edges of it blurring.

		 

		“You have beautiful breasts,” Talin remarked. He twisted his hand around the soft flesh. He outlined the shape with a finger, then fondled her nipple with his thumb.

		 

		Excitement infused with jealousy shot through me, hardening my cock in Emilia’s hand.

		 

		She turned her head to look at me and for the first time I saw a genuine smile form on her lips. “You like it?” she asked softly.

		 

		All I could do was nod and whisper a breathy “yes.”

		 

		Suddenly Amanda seemed uncertain again. Talin’s hand had fallen so he was now simply standing and looking down at her, like it was her turn. Her move. That moment stretched out for what felt like an eternity.

		 

		Then Talin tucked his hand into his shorts and hauled out that fire-hose of a prick of a his. It hung half-limp between his legs, the head pointed toward the deck.

		 

		Amanda’s eyes fell to it and widened. Her lips parted and she drew in a breath.

		 

		Talin reached down and took her by the wrist. He brought her hand up beneath his cock and looked into her eyes. “Touch it,” he said.

		 

		Amanda turned to look at me, nervousness and worry twisting through the excitement in her expression.

		 

		Through the fog of arousal brought on by Emilia’s stroking and seeing Amanda standing almost naked before Talin, I managed to nod my assent.

		 

		My eyes focused on her small hand as it rose, palm up, toward Talin’s meat. Angst lanced through me when their skin touched. My wife was touching another man.

		 

		My wife had another man’s cock in her hand.

		 

		I lost control. I felt cum start to bubble through my shaft. I couldn’t repress the grunt as I felt the first fingers of an orgasm tickle the base of my brain.

		 

		Only Emilia’s quick hand, tightening around the root of my prick, saved me from tipping over the edge.

		 

		“Not yet,” she said, shaking her head. “Not yet.”

		 

		I groaned as she choked off the orgasm and it retreated back into my loins. But I barely had room in my mind to care. My gaze was riveted on Amanda.

		 

		She was staring down at Talin’s growing cock. Her eyes were wide as she watched it lurch and swell in her hand. Her delicate fingers ran over the stretching skin, the tips outlining the dark vein that crawled across it’s side.

		 

		Talin stood looking down at her handling him. His expression was as stoic as ever.

		 

		A stillness fell on the five of us. It was broken when Talin’s cock stood fully erect, pointing up at Amanda’s breasts.

		 

		“Well, Amanda?” Andreas asked softly.

		 

		She turned to look at him.

		 

		“What do you think?”

		 

		She glanced at me and a shadow of her shy smile returned. “It’s…it’s so hard,” she whispered. “And so big.”

		 

		Emilia had resumed her gentle rubbing. Tendrils of pleasure shot up my spine as my body started climbing toward a climax again. I had the feeling that if I didn’t get off soon I might burst from the pressure between my legs and the love I felt for Amanda in that moment.

		 

		Amanda swallowed and looked to Andreas. “Do I have to…I mean…should I…” She shook her head, unable to finish the sentence.

		 

		“You don’t have to do anything,” Andreas explained. “We are all just having fun. Play with it. Enjoy yourself.”

		 

		She drew her palm down to the head and peeled back his foreskin.

		 

		Talin put a finger under her chin and tipped it up until their eyes met. “Spit,” he said.

		 

		Amanda’s first reaction was something close to revulsion. It was a disgusting request, at least I was sure that’s what she thought. I’d never asked her to do anything so pornographic. But her expression hardened as she looked back down at the dark monster. Like she was bracing herself for what she was about to do. Pursing her lips, she shot a gob of saliva at the tiny eyelet at the tip of the head.

		 

		It landed with a splat.

		 

		Amanda almost recoiled, surprised by the dirty thing she’d just done.

		 

		Talin took her hand and placed the palm over the head. “Rub,” he ordered.

		 

		And Amanda did. She stood there as if in a trance, polishing the fleshy knob until it glistened.

		 

		Talin gave a single nod. “Good,” he said. “Want to taste?”

		 

		My erection hardened in Emilia’s hand. My body stiffened as well. I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing, Amanda stroking another man’s cock and contemplating putting it into her mouth.

		 

		But a chorus of voices rose in my mind. An angry mob, driven into a frenzy by the arousal surging through me chanting Taste! Taste! Taste!

		 

		Amanda took a deep breath and steeled herself. When she looked at me again there was no anxiety in her eyes. No doubt. No worry, no fear. They were filled with a lusty hunger, a look I will never forget. She kept her eyes locked on mine as she sank to her knees.

		 

		“Yes,” I heard Andreas purr next to me.

		 

		Emilia leaned over me and closed her lips around my nipple.

		 

		A bolt of pleasure shot through me. My cock jumped in her fist.

		 

		Amanda’s lips parted. She eyed the thing looking half-disgusted and half-beguiled by it’s lewd beauty. She looked at me out of the corner of her eye as she slipped the head past her lips.

		

	
		Chapter Fifteen

		 

		I choked back a groan as I watched her take inch after inch of Talin’s cock into her mouth.

		 

		She’d closed her eyes but I could feel the connection between us still. Her nipples had hardened. She seemed to savour the taste and scent of his prick.

		 

		Then, to my delight and horror, she reached between her legs and touched herself. Her scent wafted across the deck. The sound of her splitting her lips with a finger mingled with the sound of the waves.

		 

		When she opened her eyes something had changed in them again. She looked up at Talin and now she was no longer the innocent, blushing bride-of-another-man she’d just played. With her lips wrapped just below his glans she gazed up at him with the wide, bright eyes of a seasoned porn princess about to suck the soul out of him.

		 

		Her other hand drifted down between his legs. She cupped his sack, weighing each nut before rolling it through her fingers. Then she palmed both of them and squeezed.

		 

		Talin was unmoved by the gesture. He stood staring down at her nubile frame and her pretty eyes.

		 

		Amanda wrapped her other hand around his shaft. She stroked his cock until her fist touched her lips. Drawing her hand back, she did it again until she found a rhythm. Her cheeks hollowed and from the way her jaw was moving I could tell she was licking his frenulum.

		 

		I let out a breath as my arousal surged.

		 

		Amanda’s eyes darted toward me.

		 

		For the brief moment we held each other’s gaze the air seemed to crackle between us.

		 

		“Shh,” Emilia said. Putting her arm around my neck, she cupped her hand over my mouth, stifling any further outbursts. “Don’t distract her,” she whispered.

		 

		Amanda’s eyes returned to Talin’s. She started sucking harder, tongue flicking around the crown of his cock. Her jerking intensified. And suddenly she wasn’t just a porn princess any more. She was a hungry, horny whore who wanted his seed more than anything else.

		 

		The first sign of Talin’s emission was a muscle that started twitching in his cheek. Then his cock began to flex.

		 

		Amanda’s eyes opened wider as she realized what was about to happen. On her knees, she was about to draw another man’s sperm out of him. A flash of worry was quickly replaced by an even lustier expression. Her fist began pumping fast and hard, her tongue stimulating the nerve endings in the head of his cock to try and get it to spit.

		 

		It was then that I noticed Emilia’s rhythm had also increased. She was pumping me beneath my shorts. I smelled the sea on her hand over my mouth. My nuts tightened up between my legs.

		 

		Only then did Talin move. He slowly lifted a hand and touched Amanda’s cheek in a gentle caress. He gave a single nod again.

		 

		Amanda seemed to understand what he meant.

		 

		I let out a sigh of relief as she pulled her mouth away from the end of his member. I was of two minds about him finishing into her. The thought excited me. But that transmission of fluids from his loins to her lips, was so personal. I wasn’t sure I could deal with it yet.

		 

		She pointed his cock head at her chest. Then she grabbed her own breast and pressed the nipple against the head of his throbbing organ.

		 

		The muscles in Talin’s thighs tightened.

		 

		My vision narrowed on Amanda’s hand and her breasts.

		 

		He let out a breath as the first rope of semen shot from his prick and splattered across Amanda’s tits.

		 

		She gasped and a smile lit her face. Jerking him harder she moved his cock side to side like a nozzle, spraying herself with his gift.

		 

		Glob after glob of sticky white cream landed on her breasts. Criss-crossing like icing drizzled over a pastry.

		 

		Watching that fat hog of a cock belching the contents of his testicles onto Amanda’s tits made a neuron fire in my brain. I was ready to drown in a well of pleasure when Emilia pulled her hand away from my dick.

		 

		I gripped the deck chair with one hand, struggling to try and grab myself and find the pleasure she’d denied me.

		 

		She grabbed me by the wrist and held my hand in place. “It’s better like this. You will see why,” she explained.

		 

		And so I was left sitting helpless as my own cock twitched and leaked fluid, causing a stain to form on my shorts. My eyes wandered back to Amanda who was milking the last drops of spunk from Talin’s meat and staring down at her chest where they landed.

		 

		Suddenly, with my orgasm denied the rest of the world shifted back into focus. There was Andreas next to me, watching the proceedings like a ringmaster at a circus. Emilia was still next to me kneeling and staring at the liquid seeping from my lurching muscle.

		 

		In front of me Amanda looked as pleased with herself as I’d ever seen her.

		 

		Talin took his cock in hand. Pulling the elastic of his shorts away from his stomach, he tucked it away. He turned and walked toward Andreas. “Lunch any time you are ready,” he said before disappearing downstairs.

		 

		Embarrassment and shame started to heat my face. I couldn’t bring myself to look at Andreas.

		 

		Thankfully, maybe he understood from experience, he slipped out of his chair, took Emilia by the hand and whisked her downstairs as well leaving Amanda and I alone on the deck.

		 

		She turned to look at me, still on her knees.

		 

		I realized then that what I’d thought had been Emilia’s cruelty had, in fact, been a gift. My dick was still hard as a flagpole, despite my emission. As Amanda crawled onto the chair and up my legs I worked my shorts down over my waist. It popped up stiff and ready for her to mount.

		 

		“Baby,” she whispered, leaning over me and mashing her lips against mine in a sloppy kiss. Her chest was still covered in jizz. “Are you okay?”

		 

		I shook my head, but quickly nodded when I realized she thought I’d meant “no.” I was way more than okay. I was buzzing. I was flying. “That was so hot,” I whispered.

		 

		Lifting a leg she pried the strap of the thong off her pussy. Grabbing my cock she pressed it into herself. Her sex was a gushing hot mess. “Oh my god the way you were looking at me…” she whispered. “I thought I was going to come just from that.” She sighed and closed her eyes ass she sheathed me inside herself. Juice poured out of her, coating my balls.

		 

		I reached up and grabbed her tits. The tops were coated in Talin’s cum so I cupped the underside and lifted them. I groaned as she started rocking back and forth on my lap.

		 

		Our eyes met.

		 

		Amanda moaned and her pussy squeezed me.

		 

		My body shook at what I’d just witnessed. My wife had taken another man’s cock into her mouth. She’d brought him to orgasm all over her chest. And now she was riding me, her sloppy pussy squishing and squeezing around my cock as she approached a climax.

		 

		I felt fresh cum bubble up through my prick. I grunted as a wave of pleasure loomed over me. “Look at me,” I hissed.

		 

		Her eyes shot open and met mine.

		 

		Our bodies began to tremble.

		 

		I felt the muscles in my cock contract. Felt a fresh torrent of seed race through my shaft and splash up into her crevice. Again the thought flashed through my mind that she was bare and I was unprotected. But that only turned up the heat coursing through me.

		 

		Maybe it was some kind of instinctual thing. Having seen Amanda accept Talin onto herself I now felt a searing need to reclaim her, to mark her as mine by coating her insides. I shouted as the sharpest part of my climax cracked through me.

		 

		Amanda yelped and began to come all over my cock.

		 

		The world narrowed and for a few seconds only her and I inhabited it. Holding each other as we soared through our pleasure and knowing nothing else but this beautiful new connection that brought us closer together.

		 

		I could have stayed in that moment forever.

		 

		When it started slipping away I wrapped my arms around her back and pulled her closer. Talin’s scent invaded my senses but I didn’t care. It was me and her on that deck and I knew what she’d done had very little to do with him and everything to do with us.

		 

		Her rocking slowed. She sighed and leaned against my chest. She kissed my cheek, then my lips, then my neck.

		 

		The noonday sun baking the deck suddenly felt almost to hot to bear.

		 

		The moment evaporated but a warm glow remained. When she pulled back she was smiling. She shook her head. “I can’t believe I just did that,” she said.

		 

		“I can’t believe you did either,” I answered, a half-smile forming on my lips. “Hungry?” I asked.

		 

		“For what?” she asked, her soft smile turning up in a wicked grin.

		 

		“For lunch,” I replied, smacking her ass gently.

		 

		“Famished.”

		 

		I moved a leg and gave her a hand to help her get off me.

		 

		She paused and eyed me with a curious expression. “We’re okay?”

		 

		I smiled. “Never been better. Let’s go get something to eat.”

		

	
		Chapter Sixteen

		 

		Lunch was surprisingly casual. After a quick shower we walked into the lounge to find Andreas and Emilia already seated and sipping white wine.

		 

		Sitting in our cabin and waiting for Amanda to get ready I’d worried that things would be weird. But Andreas and Emilia seemed in far better and more relaxed spirits than I’d seen them since we’d arrived.

		 

		As Andreas led us through rambling conversations about the cost of luxury yachts and little-known destinations they planned to visit, Amanda and I munched on sushi and salads, sipping white wine from stemless glasses.

		 

		Every so often Amanda would brush her fingers against my arm or poke me with her toe under the table. Each of these tiny gestures of affection were accompanied by a sideways glance and a smile. It felt a little like falling in love all over again.

		 

		Thanks to Andreas’s garrulous mood I had plenty of time to re-live what I’d just experienced. I found my mind constantly drifting back to the scene of Amanda on her knees with the tip of Talin’s cock in her mouth.

		 

		Each time I conjured the vision an electric thrill would rush through me. Suppressing my erection became a bit of an ordeal but a pleasant distraction from an otherwise mundane meal.

		 

		As Talin cleaned up the tiny plates on which he’d served deep fried green tea ice cream for dessert, Emilia yawned and pronounced that she was going to take a nap.

		 

		Amanda’s sleepy eyes lit up. “I think I’ll do that too!” she exclaimed.

		 

		Excusing themselves, the two women disappeared into their respective cabins, leaving Andreas and I at the table alone.

		 

		Andreas rose from the table and clapped his arm on my shoulder. “Come, Derek. We will have a little trip together.”

		 

		He led me down into the belly of the yacht and into a compartment that looked like something out of a science fiction movie. Two Seadoos and a motorboat were suspended on straps hanging a few inches above the deck.

		 

		With the press of a button one wall tipped up like a garage door letting in the warm afternoon sun.

		 

		Andreas made quick work of getting the motorboat into the water. Electric winches suspended it out the side of the ship, the lowered it onto the waves. Releasing the straps he beckoned me onto the waiting craft and jumped on himself.

		 

		Firing up the engine, he pointed the boat toward the shore of the small island. The door on the side of the yacht closed behind us.

		 

		I shook my head in disbelief. “This is some setup you have here,” I said.

		 

		Andreas grinned. “I’ve been lucky,” he said, steering the small vessel across the waves. “But I have high hopes for our new project, Derek. I think we could have great success. Would you like to hear about it?”

		 

		“Of course,” I replied. In fact it was possibly the last thing I wanted to talk about. My mind was still reeling from Amanda’s adventures and what I would have liked most would have been to join her in our cabin and maybe relive some of that excitement. But this was partly why Andreas had invited us down and I didn’t want to be rude. He was my boss, after all.

		 

		He proceeded to outline what he called the next great disruption in the luxury entertainment sector. Apparently billionaires world-wide were growing increasingly frustrated with the cost of ownership and upkeep of private yachts and jets. His revolutionary idea was a sort of sharing economy for the ultra-wealthy. A sort of AirBnB of extravagance, where ships and jets and even private apartments could be rented when not in use.

		 

		It seemed like a solid idea. The internet was a pretty big thing these days, after all. After listening to his explanation I had a few questions. “So, are you saying I won’t be working at Prism anymore?”

		 

		Of course if the price was right I’d be happy to make a move. But I liked my work at the company and the people there. The commute was good, too.

		 

		Andreas spun the boat around as we approached shallow waters. “Drop the anchor up front for me please, Derek?” he said.

		 

		I made my way to the bow, fished the anchor out of one of the compartments and tossed it out over the side of the boat.

		 

		Andreas threw it into reverse, waited for the anchor to dig into the sandy bottom, then killed the engine. “You don’t understand me again,” he said, chuckling. “I’m not asking you to make a lateral move here. I was hoping you would come and join me as CTO?”

		 

		What he said floored me. CTO? It was more than I ever could have dreamed of. I was a competent programmer. I thought of myself as a talented manager, too. But corporate? In my mid-thirties? That was like a dream come true. “Are you…are you serious?” I asked, still having a hard time believing that he was.

		 

		Andreas gripped my arm and squeezed it. “You are a talent, Derek. Your only problem is you don’t know that about yourself. I’ve been watching you. You’re just the man I would want in the position.”

		 

		My initial reaction was to scream “yes!” But I knew I’d have to talk it over with Amanda first. She’d always had as much say as I did about the direction of my career. I felt it was only right, considering she’d sacrificed hers to raise our family. “Look I’m super interested, floored, actually. I’d have to take a look at what you’re offering and…”

		 

		Andreas waved away my concern. “We’ll talk details when we get back north. I know we can make it work. I haven’t seen your eye for detail in years.” He narrowed his eyes and stared at me. “And you are loyal, Derek. That means a lot to me.”

		 

		I have to say I blushed a little at this. Andreas was such a big-shot and here he was offering to haul me up a little closer to his level of success. It was flattering.

		 

		“Anyways we not here to waste time on business. Come. I have something to show you.” Grabbing the edge of the boat, he jumped into the shallow water and started walking toward the beach.

		 

		I followed, my feet sinking pleasantly into the sandy shallows with each step.

		 

		As we closed in on the beach two figures appeared. I squinted, trying to get a better view of them. When we finally waded out of the waves and onto the sand I saw that they were both black, both wearing nothing but Speedo briefs and both impressively built.

		 

		Andreas approached them smiling, reached out and shook each of their hands. “My friend,” he said, waving at me.

		 

		They both stepped forward, hands outstretched, ready to greet me. I hadn’t heard Andreas use their names. “Hey guys. I’m…”

		 

		“Ah, ah!” Andreas said, raising a hand. “I forgot to mention. We don’t use real names on the island. It’s…a little bit secret. How about you be Tom today?”

		 

		Okay.

		 

		That was strange. But whatever. I shook their hands and they both nodded at me. They turned and we followed them into the sparse greenery past the sand bar.

		 

		We walked for about five minutes before coming to a clearing. It must have been three or four acres, surrounded by lush tropical jungle. At the center stood a sprawling two-storey villa. Built in a boxy modern style it was all glass, concrete and wood. There was a pool on either side of the house.

		 

		“Holy shit,” I muttered.

		 

		The two guys from the beach walked toward the front door.

		 

		Andreas put a hand around my shoulder as we walked. “Maybe I should have warned you,” he said. “This is our little den of sin.”

		 

		I raised an eye at this, hoping I wasn’t getting inducted into something sketchy or worse yet, illegal.

		 

		Andreas must have noticed my consternation. “Don’t worry. Nothing that will land you in jail. Just more of what you had the pleasure of experiencing on Frisky Business.” He led me through the front doors.

		 

		I drew in a breath as I realized what sort of pleasure palace this was. Most of the rooms leading off the wide central corridor were occupied. A majority of the doors were open giving us a clear view of what was going on inside.

		 

		My throat constricted as I realized what I was gawking at.

		 

		In one room a woman lay on her back with her feet dangling in the air. Between her thighs a cut black man’s ass flexed as he pumped his girthy cock into her sex.

		 

		In the next a blonde was sitting on her knees. Beneath her was an equally ripped specimen, his cock furrowed into her slit. Behind her another man rocked gently back and forth, stretching her ass hole with his dark prick. She moaned at their gyrations.

		 

		Andreas admired the views as much as I did, as he led me deeper into the bowels of the building.

		 

		We finally arrived at what could have been described as a throne room without too much exaggeration. Plush pillows and beds lined the walls. At the far end, on a velvet covered chair, sat a man surrounded by what can only be described as blonde bimbos.

		 

		It was like a scene out of ancient Rome. A couple were at his feet, leaning against the sides of the chair. Another, standing behind him, would occasionally feed him grapes or refresh his drink. A busty brunette stood behind him massaging his shoulders.

		 

		As we walked through the room and toward a small door that led off to the side, Andreas smiled and gave a slight bow with just his head. Like the guy really was a king or something. It was weird.

		 

		It was only after we’d emerged into a smaller space that looked like an office that Andreas turned to me with a hand over his mouth. “That is the stable master,” he said with the sort of reverence one would normally reserve for monarchy.

		 

		He led me up to a large desk behind which was seated a young woman in a business suit wearing glasses. She flashed a tight smile as we came to stand in front of her. “Account?” she asked.

		 

		“FB one four four three six,” Andreas said, leaning against the desk.

		 

		She tapped the numbers and letters into the computer in front of her and nodded. “How can I be of assistance?”

		 

		“Tomorrow evening. Party of four. Two male, two female,” Andreas said.

		 

		An uneasy feeling began inside me. From the looks of it he was arranging for some sort of party at this place, presumably for Emilia, himself, Amanda and I. Trouble was, and I hoped I was wrong, the place seemed like a very upscale brothel.”

		 

		The woman clicked the mouse a few times and smiled again. “Your reservation has been confirmed,” she said.

		 

		“Wonderful,” Andreas answered. He turned to me and tipped his head toward the door. “Come, Derek. Let’s get back to the boat.”

		 

		We wound our way back through the large building. But as we emerged into the bright sunlight I couldn’t ignore the worry gnawing at me. I caught up to Andreas, the sand hot on my feet. “Uh, what happened back there?” I asked.

		 

		“Just a little something I think you and Amanda might enjoy,” he said, grinning.

		 

		I wanted to let that explanation suffice. But the last thing I needed to be involved with was some sort of money for sex scheme. I had no interest in doing anything illegal. “Andreas…are you sure that’s not going to be a…problem?”

		 

		He clapped me on the back as we walked back out onto the beach. “Relax, Derek. Everything is above board there. No money changes hands. Simply…favours.” He winked as he waded into the warm water to get to the motorboat.

		 

		His explanation was hardly reassuring. But considering he’d just offered me a corporate position in his new enterprise, I felt like pressing the issue would be untoward. You had to trust someone, after all.

		 

		I hoped onto the boat after him and settled in for the trip back to the yacht.

		

	
		Chapter Seventeen

		 

		We drank too much at dinner that evening.

		 

		Amanda had been in such a sunny mood when Andreas and I returned, sipping cocktails on the deck with Emilia and laughing like they were old friends. It touched me and warmed my heart. I hadn’t heard her laugh that earnestly in years. As the sun drifted toward the horizon we guzzled beer and mojitos. When we’d finished eating, Andreas suggested we all share a joint.

		 

		Amanda shot me a slightly worried look.

		 

		It took me by surprise. She’d become so unlike herself that seeing her suddenly worried about smoking a little pot seemed out of place.

		 

		Andreas must have noticed her concern. “Of course you don’t have to, Amanda,” he explained. “But I have to tell you this is some of the best weed I’ve smoked in my life. None of that cerebral high and couch locking you usually get. No. This makes your whole body just…shimmer.” He finished off the monologue by winking at her.

		 

		And somehow this tipped her toward sin. She bit her lip, threw back the last of her wine from dinner and followed him up the stairs to the deck.

		 

		I had a tiny puff but declined any more as they passed around the spliff. On the way back from the island I’d wrestled with my own discomfort at being a part of something that seemed shady. Worse yet, Andreas had asked me not to tell either Emilia or Amanda about his plans. He wanted to surprise his wife and said that it would make a nice surprise for Amanda, too.

		 

		The trouble with this was that it seemed like when we returned the next day we’d be walking into some sort of group sex situation. Amanda and I hadn’t had a whole lot of time to discuss opening up our marriage in the first place. I was still craving more private time with her to try and parse how we both felt about what had happened between her and Talin. And now Andreas was asking me to lead her blindfolded to some sort of…well, gang bang was the only word I could come up with to describe it.

		 

		The worst part was that while not telling me was tearing me up, imagining her being seduced by some of the guys I’d seen as we’d walked through the mansion was driving me insane. In the best way.

		 

		So I stood and watched as both Amanda and Emilia got giddier and a little more animated. I could practically see Amanda shedding her inhibitions as she bounced and giggled next to Andreas like a school girl.

		 

		But when he put out the joint, leaned forward and kissed her on the lips it came as a shock. More shocking still was the way Amanda reacted to it. Not by protesting or pushing him away but by tilting her head and opening her mouth and welcoming him with her body language.

		 

		Emilia stood next to them smiling and sipping her drink, watching as her husband softened Amanda’s resolve.

		 

		My cock hardened as Andreas slipped a hand between Amanda’s legs and started rubbing her pussy. It started to ache when I saw her legs splay, knees spreading wider, and practically try to sit on his fingers.

		 

		She was horny, there was no doubt about it. And she was ready to play.

		 

		Andreas, to my surprise, pulled away from the kiss and sank to his knees.

		 

		Amanda, who I’d normally expect to start blushing at something like that, ran her fingers through his close-cropped hair. She spread her legs wider still when he pulled up her skirt and nuzzled into her crotch. Her back arched as his tongue flicked along her slit.

		 

		“Go to her,” Emilia whispered next to me. “Go to your wife and play.”

		 

		My head was spinning a little from the booze and pot. But I was nowhere near as far gone as Amanda. Her intoxication only made her sexier, in a way. It had erased the last vestiges of the slightly uptight, occasionally prudish housewife I was married to. In her place was a hot MILF partying like she was back in college.

		 

		I stepped up behind her and kissed her neck.

		 

		She turned and locked lips with me, swinging an arm back and pressing her hand against the back of my head.

		 

		My hands drifted up her belly and settled on her tits. I found the nipples through the fabric of her dress and twisted them.

		 

		Amanda groaned, twerking her ass against my groin as Andreas continued to lap at her pussy. She reached back with her other hand and started rubbing my stiff shaft through my pants.

		 

		When her body tensed against me, I opened my eyes to see what Andreas had done. The only thing I could make out was his arm pumping up and down between Amanda’s legs. And the only thing that could mean was that his fingers were in her pussy, fucking it. My boss was fingering my wife on his luxury yacht.

		 

		Life had never been so weird or thrilling.

		 

		Amanda started to mewl. When I pulled away she brought me closer and clasped her hands on the back of mine, keeping them on her breasts. She started to bounce up and down on Andreas’s hand and I felt her body tremble as a climax neared.

		 

		She grabbed my thigh and squeezed, her nail digging into flesh as the first throes of a climax gripped her.

		 

		Andreas pulled his mouth away.

		 

		Amanda gasped and glanced down.

		 

		Grinning, he eased his fingers out of her, wiped them on his shorts, then stood up.

		 

		Emilia came up and kissed him on the mouth. She seemed as horny and eager as Amanda.

		 

		Amanda and I stood stock still, mouths agape as we watched them tongue-fuck each other’s mouths. Finally she turned her head and whispered “can you finish me? I was so close.”

		 

		Andreas pulled away from Emilia’s kiss and smiled at the two of us. “Not just yet. I have a special surprise for both of you. Come. Follow me.”

		 

		Amanda looked at me, her eyes narrow and bleary from the effects of the weed. But her smile returned even as her body continued quivering from the lack of release. We followed Andreas and Emilia downstairs and into one of the guest cabins a few doors down from ours.

		 

		Talin was lying on one of the two queen size beds completely naked and reading a paper.

		 

		Amanda gasped at the sight of him.

		 

		He was an impressive specimen. The shirts and shorts he wore did little to conceal his muscular frame. But seeing him naked was something else. Nothing was hidden. Every muscle, every twisting sinew was on display under taut dark skin.

		 

		“Are you ready, Derek, for the ultimate erotic experience?” Andreas asked.

		 

		I could have honestly said I was not. My heart was thumping inside my chest like a hammer. My knees were a little weak. My palms were sweaty.

		 

		It had been one thing conjuring up lewd visions of this in my own imagination. Now, seeing Talin lying there, his formidable frame taking up nearly the whole bed, I felt a tiny doubt scratch at the back of my brain. Like a squirrel trying to find it’s way into an attic.

		 

		Maybe it had something to do with the way Amanda was looking at him. She didn’t look hungry she looked ravenous. She’d certainly never looked at me that way, not that I could remember.

		 

		Emilia backed away from Andreas, her hand lingering on his as she walked over to the bed. She sank to her knees atop it, drew his flaccid organ up and wrapped her mouth around it.

		 

		Talin set his paper down and stared down his body at her.

		 

		“Are you sure you want to do this?” I whispered to Amanda.

		 

		Andreas was peeling off clothes and throwing them onto the floor.

		 

		Amanda looked at me, bit her lip and gave an eager nod.

		 

		The scratching worry ballooned into full blow fear. The reason for it hit me like an eighteen wheeler. The pack of condoms I’d brought was all the way back in our bedroom. It was clear that this was going to be the moment I saw another man enter Amanda’s sex. Letting him do it without a condom was downright irresponsible.

		 

		But just the thought sent a thrill racing through me unlike any I’d experienced. My insides started bubbling so hot I thought they were going to melt. Nevertheless, I pushed my own arousal aside, determined to do the right thing. “I should go get the condoms,” I whispered.

		 

		Amanda’s lips parted like she was about to say something. As I moved away from her she reached out a hand and took my wrist. Her eyes darted around the room before meeting mine. “Derek?” she said.

		 

		“What is it baby?”

		 

		“I…I kind of want to…I kind of want to feel it,” she said, brow arched in what looked like worry.

		 

		“Feel it?” I asked.

		 

		She sighed. “No, you’re probably right.” She shook her head. “It’s probably not a good idea.”

		 

		I shuddered at what she’d said. She was actually considering letting Talin inside her bare.

		 

		Why that was as exciting as it felt, I have no idea. It was terrible. It was dangerous. It could end in one of the largest, messiest complications imaginable. I still don’t have a good reason for doing what I did. “Okay,” I said quietly. “But you’ve got to be careful. Don’t…don’t let him finish okay? Not inside you, baby.”

		 

		Her stoned eyes lit up like she couldn’t believe it. Spinning around she pressed both hands against my cheeks and locked lips with me. As she plunged her hot tongue into my mouth the pleasure pierced through me all the way to my rigid prick.

		 

		Around us everyone was moving. Emilia, having hardened Talin’s organ, was stepping off the bed. Andreas, naked now, was moving a chair from the corner of the cabin to the end of the bed. Talin rose to kneel on the bed, cock sticking out from between his legs.

		 

		Amanda worked her fingers under the strap of her dress. She peeled it off one shoulder then the other. Then she worked it down her chest to reveal her breasts. Wiggling her ass and bending forward she slipped it down her legs and stepped out of the pool of fabric.

		 

		My heart seized at how beautiful she looked naked. Her nipples were stiff. There was wet already dripping from her pussy. She was ready. She kissed me again. “I love you,” she said.

		 

		“I…I love you to,” I grunted as she stepped away from me.

		 

		Andreas and Emilia mounted the other queen sized bed. He yanked her dress up over her ass, licked his fingers and moistened his cock, then slid himself into Emilia.

		 

		She moaned and immediately started bucking back and forth on him.

		 

		Amanda walked over to the bed and stood next to it.

		 

		Talin pointed at the foot. “On your knees. Face your husband. Have a nice moment with him,” he said.

		 

		Amanda giggled, hopped up onto the bed and took up position on her knees with her ass toward him and facing the chair Andreas had prepared.

		 

		I fought through a momentary paralysis as I saw Talin stretch her ass cheeks and eye her entrance. He slipped his dark hand between her legs and rubbed her pussy.

		 

		Amanda whimpered at his touch, then looked up at me. “Come here?” she asked quietly. “Please?”

		 

		I stepped forward, my body racked with tension. Settling onto the chair put me a foot or so away from her face. There I could see every twitching muscle, every raised eyebrow, hear every soft gasp as Talin worked her slit up to a hungry, frothing mess.

		 

		The sight was mesmerizing. I loved having sex with Amanda even after so many years of marriage. But nothing could come close to seeing her being pleasured by another man. Nothing could have prepared me for the jolt of adrenaline fuelled with jealousy baked into it that shot through me.

		 

		She was mine and I was about to give her away. It hurt so good I almost winced.

		 

		Talin took himself in hand.

		 

		Amanda looked over her shoulder to try and see. She braced herself, grabbing the edge of the bed and bending forward, presenting to her new lover. Her head swung forward as he pressed the tip of his hard cock against her sex. “Oh my god,” she said, shuddering. “He’s going into me, Derek.”

		 

		The heat of the sting her words brought nearly baked my brain. I realized I was clutching the arms of the chair. Releasing my grip I tried to relax and enjoy the ride.

		 

		Talin put his hands on her ass. With the head of his cock inside her pussy, he drew her back and slipped an inch deeper.

		 

		Amanda’s eyes opened wide. She drew in a sharp breath and held it.

		 

		“Baby? Are you okay?” I whispered.

		 

		Our eyes met. Amanda’s face looked like she was about to start crying.

		 

		“You okay?” I repeated.

		 

		“So…so good,” she whimpered.

		 

		In my peripheral vision I saw a smile spread across Talin’s lips. Driving forward he impaled himself inside her cunt until his pelvis touched her ass.

		 

		“Holy shit,” I whispered. I couldn’t believe what I’d just seen. Nor could I believe the hungry lust gnawing at me. I couldn’t wait to fuck Amanda’s brains out. I’d never been so turned on. “Is it good, baby? Does he feel good?”

		 

		“He feels so fucking good,” she said, sounding pained. Reaching out she grabbed my hand and squeezed. “His dick is so fucking big.”

		 

		“We get that tight puss stretched in a second okay?” Talin said. He swiped a hand across her backside. It landed with a sharp smack.

		 

		Amanda turned to look at where he’d spanked her but he wagged a finger and directed her attention back to me. “You be a good slut for your husband. Don’t you worry. I’ll take care of this end.”

		 

		Amanda turned back slowly to look at me.

		 

		I could tell she was on the edge of something monumental. Lust and hunger, fear and worry all flashed across her face. But beneath those fleeting emotions was one that didn’t fade. Need. She needed this. Whether she knew it or not, whether she’d craved it before or not, she needed to know the feeling of getting fucked by this hung, black stud. She licked her lips and swallowed.

		 

		As Talin started stabbing his prick in and out of her, her initial whimpers faded. The apprehension in her expression faded with them. One corner of her upper lip curled in a lusty snarl. She started grunting each time Talin jabbed into her. The sound she made was like a dare. Is that all you got? Is that all that fat black dick can do?

		 

		Talin didn’t seem to notice, or care. He was staring at her ass hole as he fucked her, a sheen of sweat beading across his brow.

		 

		Next to us Andreas and Emilia were fucking vigorously enough to shake the bed. They alternated between kissing each other and looking over to watch Talin pound on Amanda.

		 

		Amanda started panting.

		 

		I started into her eyes, mesmerized by how lost she seemed inside herself. She was right there in front of me and yet she wasn’t. She was far away. Her mind wrapped in a blanket of bliss and heat.

		 

		Talin smacked her ass again. It drew her out of her trance momentarily. “You fuck a black dick before?” he asked.

		 

		Amanda shook her head.

		 

		“You want to be really drilled?”

		 

		Amanda hesitated but only for a moment. Looking to the side, she nodded.

		 

		Talin rose up onto one foot, then the other. Crouching over her he put a hand on her back.

		 

		She sank down until her face was pressed against the sheets.

		 

		Grabbing her ass, he started punish-fucking her pussy, all his muscles flexing and releasing as he drilled deep inside her cunt.

		 

		It didn’t take long for Amanda to start whimpering again. Each time he thrust into her she warbled. Each time he pulled out she sucked in a breath. Her face twisted, eyes closing, her mind narrowing on the pleasure pulsing from between her legs.

		 

		I sat watching in delicious horror at my wife’s pussy being destroyed by this ripped black bull.

		 

		She let out three short squeals. Her shoulders twisted to the side, neck twisting with them. She screamed toward the ceiling.

		 

		Talin yanked his cock out of her. His hand dipped between her legs and started rubbing her soaked pussy. A moment later a plume of clear ejaculate shot from it. It arced up over the pillows and splattered in a sticky mess all over the headboard.

		 

		Talin’s thick dick had made my wife orgasm so hard she squirted.

		 

		As the tension left her Talin drove himself back in.

		 

		She immediately seized up. She sucked in a breath as he started fucking her again. Her fingers curled to claws and gripped the sheets.

		 

		Then she did it again. “Ah! Ah! Ah!”

		 

		Scream!

		 

		Talin pulled his cock out, slapped her clit. Liquid shot through the air, hosing down the headboard again. This time he gave her a little more time to recuperate before slipping back into her again.

		 

		For a moment she looked exhausted. But a smile slowly spread across her lips. She put one hand under her chest, then the other. She raised herself up on all fours and locked eyes with me.

		 

		“Was that good? You look amazing,” I said.

		 

		Her eyelids were droopy. The smile she was wearing was a little silly. When she spoke, she slurred her words a bit. “That is the best fucking dick I’ve ever felt in me,” she said.

		 

		The words were like a bayonet to the gut. And yet as the sharp blade of jealousy tore up my insides, my cock hardened and started leaking. “You little slut,” I said, my voice filled with lust.

		 

		Amanda chortled as Talin started fucking her again. “Yeah? You like that? You like seeing me be a little slut for you, Derek?”

		 

		“Tell me you’re my slut,” I said.

		 

		Her body was rocking back and forth, tits slapping together beneath her chest as Talin pistoned in and out of her. “I’ll be your little slut if that’s what you want, baby,” she said.

		 

		“Say it.”

		 

		“I’m just a little slut for you. I can’t get enough of this fat black dick up in me, Derek. I want him to fuck me forever,” she said through clenched teeth.

		 

		Her eyes narrowed.

		 

		Mine opened wider still. There was mischief in her expression. What was she cooking up? What was she thinking?

		 

		“You want to see me be a real slut?” she whispered.

		 

		Talin grunted behind her and smacked her ass.

		 

		I glanced up to see him sweating. The muscle in his cheek had started to twitch. I realized what she was asking me.

		 

		“You want a real slut wife? Or just pretend?” she whispered.

		 

		Talin dropped back to his knees on the bed and started pounding harder.

		 

		In my mind I knew what I should say. Don’t. But my cock was throbbing and the ache pulsing from it obscured any good judgment I might have had left. “I want a real slut wife,” I panted, breathless.

		 

		Amanda bit her lip and a wicked glint lit her eyes.

		 

		“You take it all over your ass,” Talin grunted. He dipped a hand between his legs and grabbed his cock, ready to haul it out of Amanda for the money shot.

		 

		Amanda’s feet shot out to the sides. Then her calves snaked around his thighs and she pulled him toward herself.

		 

		Talin, for the first time since we’d met, lost his composure. His eyes went wide as he realized he was trapped. He started to shake. He grabbed her hips again.

		 

		I saw in her expression the exact moment she felt him flex inside her. Her wicked smile waned. A delirious excitement danced in her eyes. She gripped him tighter and her eyes darted to mine. “He’s coming in me. I can…I can feel it, Derek.”

		 

		Talin let out a massive groan as his cock unleashed a torrent of jizz into Amanda’s cunt. The bed shook as he shivered through an enormous orgasm.

		 

		In the periphery I heard Emilia and Andreas groan as well. He fell on top of her on the bed and fucked out what seemed like a formidable climax.

		 

		My eyes were riveted to Amanda’s changing expressions. The elation and lust at being pumped full of a muscled man’s potent seed. The terror at what was happening. What she’d not just allowed but demanded happen.

		 

		It was almost too much. I nearly popped. The front of my shorts were soaked through with pre-cum.

		 

		Talin finished with one massive, final thrust. He dug that seeding muscle so hard and deep into her she fell forward and her arms fell over the end of the bed.

		 

		I caught a glimpse of the root of it chug-chug-chugging what must have been a glut of ejaculate into her defiled sex.

		 

		Then suddenly Andreas and Emilia were slipping out of the room. Talin followed quickly, easing his cock out of Amanda and walking out without saying a word.

		 

		Suddenly it was just me and her and the dank stench of sex filling the room.

		 

		“Holy fucking shit,” I whispered. “You made him come inside you.”

		 

		She nodded.

		 

		I tugged my shorts off, jumped out of my chair and rolled her over onto her back on the bed. Holding her by the ankles I gazed down at the gaping hole that had once looked like a ripe peach. The pink walls were slathered in a churning hot mess of Talin’s essence. “You fucking made him come in you,” I said.

		 

		Amanda bit her lip. “It’s naughty right?”

		 

		Naughty?

		 

		Naughty?!?

		 

		It was the filthiest thing I’d ever seen!

		 

		Amanda’s eyes fell to my cock, drawing my eyes there as well. Milky, translucent pre-cum was oozing from the tip. She licked her lips. “You better get in there baby. You might still have a chance to…”

		 

		She didn’t have a chance to finish the sentence. I spread my cock into her and fell onto her chest. My hips started bucking by themselves.

		 

		Amanda wrapped her arms around me, hands gliding down my back to grip my ass as I fucked her. “Holy shit I’m always making you watch someone fuck me before we have sex. You’ve never fucked me this hard, Derek,” she whispered right next to my ear. She pressed her cheek against mine. “Fuck it into me. Maybe it’s still got a chance.”

		 

		The cork popped off my climax. Back arching I drove myself deep into her with a furious roar. My mind sank to the space between my legs and for a few moments I was nothing save for the flexing muscle sending seed shooting into the mess Talin had left and burrowing up into Amanda’s body in search of her egg.

		

	
		Chapter Eighteen

		 

		“Seriously tell me where we’re going! I know you know!” Amanda pressed her hands against my chest and laughed as she tried to coax the secret from me. Her hair was blowing in the wind as we zipped along in Andreas’s motorboat.

		 

		We’d stayed up until the wee hours trying to parse and arrange our feelings about what had happened with Talin. It had been hard work, interrupted by a countless string of couplings. In the end, before falling asleep for a few hours, we’d only decided on one thing. No matter what happened in the following days, no matter what other adventures Andreas had in store for us, Amanda would insist her partners use birth control.

		 

		Our mutual reluctance at introducing this measure of sanity to an otherwise crazy vacation was slightly terrifying. Of course Amanda was as cognizant of the risks as I was. But each time we started talking about putting a barrier between her womb and whoever her next lover might be, we ended up locked in yet another wild fuck, fantasizing about Amanda being bred by another man.

		 

		In the end I packed the condoms into an overnight bag we brought for our trip. But doubt lingered in my mind as to whether, in the heat of the moment, Amanda or I would have the clear heads or good sense necessary to insist on their use.

		 

		As the island came into view Andreas slowed the motorboat. The bow sank lower into the water and Amanda got her first glimpse of the shore. Her eyes widened and a smile spread across her lips. “Is this it? Is this a private island, Derek?”

		 

		I narrowed my eyes as I looked at her. “Sort of,” I replied.

		 

		She clapped her hands together and bounced up and down in her seat. Her eyes sparkled as Andreas turned the boat around and asked me to help with the anchor again.

		 

		A few minutes later we were all wading through the water, heading toward the shore.

		 

		Once again the same two gentlemen greeted us. Except this time they paid us far more attention. Or, more accurately, the paid far more attention to Emilia and Amanda. They shed the gruff, masculine personalities they’d greeted us with the previous day. Suddenly they were all smiles and compliments.

		 

		Andreas held me back as the two of them fell into stride beside the girls.

		 

		I glanced at him at first, puzzled by what he was doing. But when I turned to look at Amanda again I understood his intentions.

		 

		Dressed in the second bikini I’d packed, she looked even more stunning than before. This one covered a bit more of her ass and the patches of fabric holding her breasts up were bigger. But somehow seeing more of her covered left more to the imagination.

		 

		But what really got me was watching as one of the dark strangers swung and arm behind her back and let his hand settle on her hip. It took the wind out of me in the most amazing way, watching Amanda laugh and bounce along next to the guy on the beach.

		 

		When she turned to look at me over her shoulder, winked and mouthed the words “I love you,” my heart nearly crumbled to a million pieces.

		 

		I was still searching for the source of my arousal. It was taboo, certainly, letting Amanda take another man inside herself. But there was something else there. Something beneath the surface that I couldn’t quite make out no matter how hard I scratched.

		 

		When we came to the mansion Amanda turned into a giddy little girl again. Unhooking the stranger’s hand from her waist, she ran back toward me, threw her arms around my neck and covered my face in kisses.

		 

		Her abandoned friend turned back and for a moment I swore that I saw a flicker of longing cross his expression.

		 

		“Baby this is unbelievable,” Amanda whispered.

		 

		“I’m happy that you’re happy. But you should probably be thanking Andreas. He’s the one that arranged all this.”

		 

		Andreas waved a hand. “Plenty of time for saying thanks later, ya?” he said. “Come inside. You can find out what the surprise is.”

		 

		From the way Emilia was clinging to Andreas, occasionally leaning over and kissing him, whispering sweet nothings into his ear, she seemed to know already.

		 

		My insides got a little tight as we walked through the front door. For a moment I wondered if this would be too far? What if Amanda seized up? Panicked and wanted to be taken back to the yacht? How embarrassing would that be.

		 

		My concern was erased almost immediately after stepping into the mansion. As we passed the first room and saw a man sitting in the corner with his cock in hand, a woman on the bed in front of him with a cock in her pussy, one in her ass and a third in her mouth, Amanda turned and stared at me. “Oh my god,” she said softly. “Is this, like…is this some kind of sex palace?”

		 

		I chuckled. “Something like that,” I said, staring into her bright, wide eyes.

		 

		She bit her lip and locked me in a smouldering gaze. “Are you going to make me have sex with more men you pervert?” she teased.

		 

		My cock jumped. I put a hand behind her back and pulled her closer to me. “I’m gonna’ make you do whatever I damn well please,” I replied.

		 

		The way she looked at me made it seem like she was falling in love all over again. “You’re amazing. I can’t believe we’re doing this. I’m so lucky to have you,” she said.

		 

		The woman we’d met at the desk the day before approached us. “FB one four four three six?” she asked Andreas.

		 

		“Exactly,” he replied.

		 

		She smiled. “Right this way, please,” she said. She turned and started walking down the hall.

		 

		We fell into line behind her and a minute later she led us into a large room at the back of the house. This one was away from the main corridor. It had a door that could be closed. Inside were three large couches, two beds, a full bar by the far wall and a door that led to a private bathroom with a shower in it.

		 

		Andreas dropped his overnight bag onto the floor and flopped down on one of the couches.

		 

		The hostess turned as she was about to walk out the door. “Your entertainment will arrive momentarily,” she said. She gave us a slight bow with her head and disappeared.

		 

		“Derek,” Andreas said, waving toward the bar. “I’m tired of pouring drinks. Would you be so kind?”

		 

		A funny warmth gripped me. I was flattered that Andreas finally felt relaxed enough to make such a request. He’d been so formal the whole time we’d been there. “Of course,” I said. “What’s everybody want?”

		 

		“A champagne for me,” Emilia replied.

		 

		“That sounds good,” Amanda said, walking around the room and running her fingers along the tops of the plush couches.

		 

		“Oh alright. I’ll drink the with the ladies,” Andreas added.

		 

		I found a bottle of champagne chilling in the fridge. Popping the cork I poured out four flutes, brought two to Emilia and Amanda, then took Andreas’s over to him.

		 

		“To new friendships,” he said, rolling up to sit on the couch and raising his glass in the air.

		 

		“To new friendships!” the three of us echoed.

		 

		Emilia smiled warmly at me and Amanda.

		 

		As we finished our first sip, a knock came at the door.

		 

		While the three of them turned to see who it was, I kept my eyes on Amanda. I’d dreamed of this very moment the night before. Of watching her expression as she first laid eyes on the men that were there to service her. It was dirty, which made it exciting and hot, hot, hot.

		 

		Her lips parted and her smile faded.

		 

		I was surprised at not seeing a single sign of apprehension on Amanda’s face. What really got me going, though, was the look of lusty hunger that settled on her expression. She stared at those guys looking like a lioness about to devour her next meal.

		 

		“Ah! Gentlemen!” Andreas said, rising off the couch and walking around it. “Welcome! And thank-you for joining us. What can I get you to drink?”

		 

		I finally tore my eyes away from Amanda and turned toward the door. Standing there were four very large, very athletic black men wearing flip-flops and Nike shorts. Their torsos were bare and they were so chiselled, their skin stretched so taut over rock hard muscle, that I was worried they might be a little dehydrated.

		 

		They glanced at each other before the guy at the front shook his head and waved a hand. “No thanks, boss,” he said. “Not allowed any more. Only for the guests.”

		 

		Andreas furrowed his brow. “What a shame,” he said. “Well I trust you will keep yourselves well watered this evening?”

		 

		They all chuckled and nodded. But their eyes were already on Amanda and Emilia, their imaginations doubtless running wild about what they might do with the two women given the chance.

		 

		Andreas set his champagne glass down and rubbed his hands together. “So? You like to make a start?” he asked.

		

	
		Chapter Nineteen

		 

		Two of the guys immediately moved toward Emilia who was already stripping naked in the corner of the room. One came to stand in front of her and once she’d removed her clothes, pressed a palm to her breast and started kneading it. He leaned in and plunged his tongue into her mouth in a hungry kiss.

		 

		The other guy stepped behind her and started kissing her shoulders, his hands gliding down to her ass. He dipped a finger between her legs, collected some of her wetness, then slipped it between her ass cheeks and into her back hole.

		 

		Emilia’s toes turned in as she accepted him into herself. She gasped but seemed to enjoy the intrusion.

		 

		I turned to Amanda. She was watching Emilia as well. She gasped and covered her mouth with her hand as she saw her take a finger into her ass hole.

		 

		The two remaining guys moved toward us. “Your first time here, sir?” one of them asked.

		 

		“It is,” I admitted.

		 

		“I’m Kosmo. This is Montez,” he said, pointing to his friend. “Any special requests?” he asked.

		 

		I turned to Amanda whose mouth was open in disbelief. “Whatever the lady wants,” I said quietly.

		 

		Amanda’s cheeks flared red as the two of them moved toward her. Their eyes roamed down her body. Kosmo untied her bikini strap. The two pieces of fabric covering her breasts fell away revealing her breasts.

		 

		For a moment I thought she was going to get cold feet. She drew a hand up, as if trying to cover herself in front of so many prying eyes. But a second later she straightened her back and regained her confidence.

		 

		She let Kosmo play with her nipple. It hardened at his touch. The other one did the same as he gave it the same attention.

		 

		Meanwhile Montez removed his shorts to reveal a prodigious cock hanging between his legs. He came up behind Amanda and caressed her soft skin with his hands.

		 

		Amanda’s body seemed to melt between them. As they pressed against her her hands wandered over their hard flesh. Reaching behind herself she found Montez’s cock with her hand. Her eyes widened as she gripped it.

		 

		Glass still in hand I shuffled backward until my heel found the couch behind me. I lowered myself onto it, eyes glued to Amanda and her new friends. My cock began to inflate.

		 

		With her hand gripping Montez’s cock, Andrea turned around. Her eyes fell to his organ and popped wide open. She caressed the underside, staring in awe as it hardened in her tiny palm.

		 

		“You like suck?” Montez asked.

		 

		Amanda giggled at the question. Looking up at him red-faced, she nodded.

		 

		“Go on,” Montez said. “Is safe.”

		 

		A worry shimmered through me at the word “safe.” I cursed myself for not being prepared with condoms in my pocket to hand out like party favours. When Amanda glanced at me, I bit my lip.

		 

		But before I could scramble out of my seat and grab our overnight bag, she was sinking to her knees, eyes locked on mine.

		 

		I froze. This was not what we’d discussed. But the sight of Amanda playing with that dark, ballooning tool left me paralyzed.

		 

		Still staring at me, she slapped the hardening meat against her lips then licked the side like it was a lollipop. She turned to look up at Montez as she slipped the head of his cock past her lips.

		 

		Montez watched her play with his organ. He stared down at her with the same stoic expression Talin had the previous day.

		 

		Amanda started bobbing back and forth, gripping the root of his cock with one hand, the other tickling the heavy nut sack between his legs.

		 

		It only took a minute for Montez to harden fully. Pushing her hand gently away he wrapped his around his member and pulled it from her mouth. He turned to me. “You like I fuck her mouth?” he asked.

		 

		His question was unexpected but it brought a fresh surge of lust rushing through me at what it meant. This wouldn’t just be me watching two guys take my wife any way they wanted. I would be the master of ceremonies in this depraved game. The conductor, the puppeteer, there to direct and bring to life all of my most perverted fantasies.

		 

		Of course Amanda was still part of the equation. I wasn’t about to make her do anything she wasn’t comfortable with. As tempting as it was to tell him ‘yes,’ I didn’t want Amanda to feel like she was only there for my pleasure. “Like I said, whatever the lady wants,” I replied, smiling.

		 

		Montez turned his eyes to look down at Amanda. “And what does the lady want.”

		 

		She eyed his prick. Licked the head again, then turned to stare at me dragging her lips back and forth over his dark skin and shaking her head. “Oh no,” she said softly. She bit her lip. “Tonight’s going to be about you. I’m your slut, remember?”

		 

		Her words shook through me like an earthquake. Sitting up higher on the couch I nodded at Montez. “Fuck her mouth. Just…be gentle,” I said.

		 

		In the background, behind Amanda and on one of the beds, I saw Emilia on her hands and knees. She had a cock buried in her ass and another one in her mouth.

		 

		Andreas was sitting on a couch on the far side of the room, playing with himself and staring intently at Emilia being used at both ends.

		 

		Montez put a hand on either side of Amanda’s head. He drew her mouth down over himself and groaned.

		 

		As he sank inch after inch of his cock past her lips, Amanda tapped his thighs and gagged.

		 

		He stopped and started to pull away. Worry furrowed his brow.

		 

		Amanda grabbed his cock as it popped past her lips. She licked the drool from her mouth and looked up at him. “Just a little slower, okay? I’m new to this,” she said.

		 

		Montez nodded. As he pressed into Amanda’s mouth again he glanced at Kosmo, then at the floor behind Amanda.

		 

		Kosmo read his intention right away. Stripping his shorts off, he sank to his knees behind Amanda. He pressed a hand between her legs and started rubbing her pussy.

		 

		Amanda moaned over Montez’s cock. She spread her legs a little wider.

		 

		Kosmo slipped a thumb into her sex.

		 

		She shuddered at this but slowly kept swallowing more and more of Montez’s meat. When the head of his cock kissed the back of her throat she tapped his thigh.

		 

		He stopped and waited.

		 

		I saw her swallow, watched the muscles in her neck relax. Then she tapped his thighs again and he slipped more of himself into her.

		 

		Behind her Kosmo fucked his thumb into her a few times. Dragging the tip of it along her perineum, he spread one ass cheek and pressed it against the tiny ring of muscle that led to her anus.

		 

		Amanda coughed, pulled her face off of Montez’s cock, coughed again, then looked over her shoulder and down at her ass. She glanced up at Kosmo and shook her head. “I don’t…I don’t really…”

		 

		My chest seized when she paused and turned to look at me. I’d never seen her look at me that way before. A sultry gaze, a smile threatening to sprout across her lips. A look that said at once you wouldn’t dare and hey, we’re one vacation.

		 

		“Stick your thumb in her ass,” I said to Kosmo, but keeping my eyes on Amanda’s.

		 

		She smirked and playfully shook her head.

		 

		Montez grabbed his cock, lifted it, then smacked it gently against her forehead. “You’re going to be a good slut for your husband this evening, yes?” he asked.

		 

		Amanda turned her face up to look at him and stuck out her tongue.

		 

		Montez smiled and turned to me. “She’s making me jealous of you,” he said.

		 

		Kosmo started chuckling behind her. Montez joined in.

		 

		Amanda giggled as Montez rubbed his cock over her face.

		 

		My cock was as hard as concrete.

		

	
		Chapter Twenty

		 

		The moment Kosmo pushed his thumb into her ass hole, Amanda stiffened. Her back arched and her torso twisted slightly to one side. She winced and looked the other way, gnawing on her lip.

		 

		Montez cupped her chin with his hand and brought her eyes to his again. “Hey. Easy. You not going to take it like that. You got to go easy. Open your mouth.”

		 

		Amanda did, though looking slightly less pleased than she had a moment earlier. But when he fed his cock to her again she let out a quick breath and almost immediately her cheeks hollowed as she started to suck.

		 

		“Yeah,” Kosmo grunted behind her. Twisting his thumb he worked it deeper into her ass.

		 

		Amanda groaned as he fucked the thumb into her ass. After a moment her body seemed to relax as she accepted the digit as deep into herself as it would go. She started bobbing back and forth on Montez’s cock.

		 

		He caressed her cheek and smiled. “There you go. Just like that.”

		 

		Behind her Kosmo was pumping his cock. He worked it up until it was half-way stiff, then slid the head up and down her soaked slit. He turned to look at me. “I can fuck her in the pussy, boss?” he asked.

		 

		I was barely able to nod through my stupor. “Fuck her. Fuck her in the pussy,” I muttered.

		 

		Amanda groaned again as Kosmo slipped his dick into her cunt. It opened with a messy wet squish to accept him.

		 

		He moved up between her legs, drilling his now stiff shaft into her sex. As his pelvis neared her ass, he squinted. “Fuck so tight,” he muttered.

		 

		Amanda pried herself of Montez’s cock, coming up for air. She gasped as Kosmo drew out, then drove himself back into her again. She braced herself against Montez’s thighs, shuddering as Kosmo filled her. “Holy shit,” she breathed.

		 

		Montez smiled down at her, touching her cheek and making her look up at him again. “You like it?”

		 

		Amanda didn’t reply. Grabbing his dick, she slapped it against her lips. “Give me that fucking cock,” she said before plunging it into her mouth again.

		 

		I was on the edge of my seat, holding my head in my hands. I could hardly believe my dirtiest fantasies were coming true, playing out right before my eyes. My cock was throbbing from watching Amanda defiled by these two handsome black men.

		 

		Montez started thrusting in time with Amanda’s head moving back and forth. Each thrust would send him a little deeper into her throat until he was nearly touching his pelvis to her nose.

		 

		Kosmo grabbed her hip with one hand and started fucking her from behind. Staring at his thumb buried in her ass, he grunted each time his balls slapped up against her clit.

		 

		Amanda transformed before my eyes yet again. The sultry temptress she’d been playing twisted into a feral creature. A hungry animal who needed one thing.

		 

		Seed.

		 

		The realization rocked through me. I thought of the condoms again. I stared at Kosmo pumping his thick cock into her, his balls already tightening between his legs as his body readied itself to send a potent load of ejaculate into her channel.

		 

		Montez grunting grabbed my attention. His face was contorted and I could tell he was on the edge.

		 

		Amanda pulled herself off his cock and started stroking him, tongue flicking at his frenulum. “Give me that cum,” she grunted. “Give me that cum right here. Right on my fucking face.” Her hand slid to the bulb of his glans and she started stroking harder.

		 

		Montez grunted and his leg twitched. A thick blast of creamy goop shot out the head of his prick, splattering across Amanda’s face. “Fuck you a good cock slut,” he growled, glaring at her. His head rolled back against his shoulders. He groaned as another wad shot from him.

		 

		Amanda pointed the head of his prick at her tongue. She stroked spurt after spurt of jizz out of him, slathering her tongue and the insides of her mouth with it.

		 

		When he was finished, she put her hands on his thighs and looked up into his eyes. She pressed the copious load out past her lips. It oozed down the sides of her mouth. Just as it was about to fall from her chin she slurped it back into her mouth again. Swirling it around she finally swallowed, the muscles in her neck tensing as she did. Then she stuck out her tongue to show off her good work.

		 

		Montez grinned. “Oh you a good cock slut for your husband,” he said. He stayed in place, giving Amanda something to hang onto as Kosmo neared the finish line.

		 

		My eyes focused on Kosmo’s prick pumping into Amanda. They darted to hers as she turned to look at me. She was wearing a pained expression but one I knew well. She was about to come with Kosmo in her.

		 

		The fact ripped through me, shredding my insides. I was so turned on I knew there was nothing I was going to do about it. Another glance at Amanda’s face made it clear she wasn’t about to, either.

		 

		It was dangerous and crazy but I knew she was just as turned on by it as I was.

		 

		“Fuck, gonna’ finish,” Kosmo grunted. “I gotta’ pull out?”

		 

		“No! No, no!” Amanda gasped, reaching back and grabbing his ass. “Inside me. Fuck it into me. Fuck that hot cum into me!”

		 

		Behind her Emilia screamed.

		 

		In my peripheral vision I saw a tangle of limbs, black and white, writhing on the bed. Her toes were spread and I knew she was coming.

		 

		In front of me Amanda looked desperate.

		 

		Kosmo’s face was twisted in a grimace. His thumb was still buried inside her ass, his other hand on the small of her back. “Okay. Fuck. Okay,” he grunted.

		 

		“Yeah. Just like that. Right into me.” Amanda locked eyes with me. “I want it in my pussy,” she whispered.

		 

		This cracked Kosmo’s orgasm like a soft-boiled egg. He groaned. His head rolled back, eyes to the ceiling and I watched as his cock started pulsing inside Amanda.

		 

		Her mouth fell open as she realized it was happening. She locked eyes with me again.

		 

		I shuddered as I watched her tip over the edge.

		 

		Her body shook. Her eyes rolled back in her head.

		 

		Kosmo froze.

		 

		For a few gut-wrenching seconds my eyes were glued to the sight of Kosmo’s cock pump-pump-pumping into Amanda’s pussy. The room seemed to go silent save for the soft squish of her cunt slurping greedily at his member.

		 

		I held my breath and stared.

		 

		Slowly their bodies started moving again. Amanda pushing back, taking Kosmo deeper. Kosmo jabbing his meat into her tender flesh, choking the root and working the last drops of ejaculate out to the tip and shaking them out into her pussy.

		 

		As Amanda’s body relaxed, he sighed and drew his fat prick out of her. A trickle of his semen dripped out from between her parted lips.

		 

		Kosmo turned to me. His face changed from post-orgasmic sedation, to worry. “You okay, boss?” he asked. “No heart attack or something?”

		 

		I just managed to shake my head.

		 

		Kosmo turned to Amanda.

		 

		With the help of Montez she rose to standing. She was glowing. She looked perfect. “Boys, I think we’re done here,” she said quietly.

		 

		“Everything okay?” Montez muttered.

		 

		Amanda sighed, turned her eyes to the ground and shook her head. “I’m sorry. That was really irresponsible,” she said quietly.

		 

		“Huh?” Kosmo said.

		 

		She turned to him. “I’m not on anything. No birth control.”

		 

		His eyes opened wide. He looked at Montez.

		 

		Montez covered his mouth with his hand and chuckled. “Oh shit,” he muttered.

		 

		Kosmo started laughing, too. “Shit, woman, you should have told me!” he said.

		 

		Andreas and Emilia and the other two had disappeared.

		 

		“I know,” Amanda said, looking guilty. “I just…”

		 

		Kosmo, still chuckling, nodded. “I know, I know. You like how it feels.”

		 

		Amanda chewed her lip. “Yes,” she whispered.

		 

		Kosmo looked at me and shrugged. “Boss, sorry. Hope it don’t make a black baby in there,” he said, pointing to Amanda’s belly and chuckling some more.

		 

		She flushed red but laughed.

		 

		Montez seemed to know it was time to leave. Scooping up his shorts, he punched Kosmo on the arm and they both slipped out through the door.

		 

		I couldn’t take my eyes off Amanda’s bare sex. Semen was seeping from her closing slit. Running down the inside of her leg.

		 

		She saw me watching her. Her confidence returned. She sauntered over, leaned down and yanked my pants off my legs.

		 

		My cock sprang out, hard and ready.

		 

		Throwing a leg over my lap she sank down onto it. Cum leaked out of her, coating my member. “Hey,” she said, tipping my chin up to meet her gaze. “I can’t wait to feel you fuck me.”

		 

		She sank down onto my cock with her pussy.

		 

		I groaned as she began riding me.

		 

		My mind sank to the space between my legs. Amanda's pussy was so hot and sloppy. I could feel Kosmo trickling out of her as she rocked back and forth on my lap. Reaching up I grabbed her breasts and our eyes met. “You’re fucking crazy,” I whispered, panting.

		 

		She giggled and her pussy squeezed around me. “You love it,” she replied, biting her lip.

		 

		“I can feel him in you. I can feel his seed in you,” I said, looking down and watching her body swallow my cock.

		 

		She leaned forward, her breasts pressing against my chest. Riding me harder she pressed her cheek against mine. “I have another man’s cum inside me,” she said.

		 

		Pleasure tore through me and hardened my cock in her cunt.

		 

		“And you fucking love it,” she said, breathless.

		 

		“I fucking love it,” I echoed.

		 

		Amanda pulled away.

		 

		My cock twitched and flexed as I neared a climax. I felt her sex tighten again, choking my prick. “Breed me, baby,” she panted. “Put a baby in me. I want it. I want to feel you spraying all inside my pussy.” She grimaced. Her nipples hardened and her back arched.

		 

		Perched on the precipice of a powerful eruption, the last thing I saw before it exploded was an orgasmic snarl curl Amanda’s lips. I roared as my cock started spewing cum into her sex.

		

	
		Chapter Twenty-One

		 

		We got back to the boat late that night.

		 

		Andreas proposed drinks and some more fun but Amanda was spent. We went to bed and fell asleep almost right away.

		 

		We spent the next day swimming, having far too many drinks and being lazy. I couldn’t get the previous night out of my head.

		 

		Every time I looked at Amanda I couldn’t help but envision the way she looked with Kosmo and Montez. I kept wanting to sneak her away for a quickie but she was having such a good time sunbathing and chatting with Emilia, who she’d become fast friends with, that I didn’t want to ruin her last day by being needy.

		 

		It was late afternoon when we ran into each other in the corridor, her on her way back from the bathroom and me headed there.

		 

		“Hey you,” she said, flashing a playful grin.

		 

		“Hey,” I muttered, trying not to sound sullen.

		 

		“What’s up?” she asked, reading me like an open book. She touched my cheek.

		 

		“I can’t stop thinking about you,” I said. “About yesterday.”

		 

		She raised an eyebrow. “Oh yeah?” she whispered. “In a good way I hope?”

		 

		“In a perfect way,” I replied. “You looked…god you looked so hot fucking those two guys.”

		 

		Amanda giggled and covered her mouth with a hand. “I’m glad you liked it,” she said.

		 

		“Did you?”

		 

		She looked to one side then the other. “It was fun,” she finally said.

		 

		“Would you…would you do it again?”

		 

		Her smile curled into a grin. She grabbed my shirt, pulled me close and kissed me on the lips. “Wow you really did enjoy yourself, huh?” she whispered. Her hand drifted down to my bulging member. “Have you been thinking about this all day?”

		 

		I nodded, gazing into her eyes.

		 

		“I don’t know if we should take this home with us, Derek. Might have to keep our little secret down here.”

		 

		My stomach sank a bit. “You’re probably right. Things might get…messy.”

		 

		Amanda giggled. “That’s one way of putting it,” she said. “Although we do still have one night left.” She let that hang in the air between us for a moment before winking.

		 

		My heart skipped a beat. “What are you saying?” I whispered.

		 

		“You want on last show? One for the road?”

		 

		“You’d do that for me?”

		 

		“Baby this has been the best spring vacation I could never have imagined us having. You want to watch another man fuck me again? You’ve got it. Who’s it gonna’ be?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief.

		 

		“Holy shit. You’d really do that for me?”

		 

		She bit her lip. “This is gonna’ sound crazy but…I feel like I’m falling in love with you all over again,” she said softly.

		 

		I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close. “That’s the farthest thing from crazy you could have said,” I whispered back. “I feel it too. It’s…incredible.” I kissed her forehead.

		 

		Amanda leaned away. “Okay stud. Let’s go see if I can convince Andreas to give us one last night of fun.” She smacked me on the ass, spun around and danced down the corridor to the stairs.

		 

		I hit the head, took a leak and sprinted back up to the deck.

		 

		Amanda was standing in front of Andreas with her tits out, giggling.

		 

		Emilia walked over from the bar. “Your wife says she would like to sample some euro-cock. What do you have to say about it?” she asked, grinning.

		 

		Amanda looked over from where she was standing and laughed.

		 

		Andreas turned and looked over top his sunglasses at me and Emilia. “Hey! Derek! Your little slut wants a taste. Do you mind?”

		 

		I shook my head, barely able to take a breath.

		 

		Andreas reached into his shorts and hauled out an impressive organ.

		 

		Amanda’s eyes widened at the sight of it. But she fell to her knees like a hungry little cock slut, running her fingers along it’s length and stroking it to life.

		 

		Andreas put his hands behind his head and sat back smiling, clearly enjoying the scene. He groaned when Amanda wrapped her mouth around his hardening meat and sucked half of it in. She reached between her legs and started playing with herself.

		 

		“Come,” Emilia said, taking my hand. “We can watch a little closer. It might be nicer, yes?”

		 

		I nodded and allowed myself to be led to one of the deck chairs.

		 

		Andreas was staring intently at Amanda who was working a thick froth of spit up and down his shaft. He took her hand and pulled her up toward him. “Let’s see what that pussy feels like,” he said. Then, turning to Emilia, added, “tell Talin to get up here, ya?” he said.

		 

		Amanda giggled but swung a leg over his lap.

		 

		Andreas’s hands settled onto her hips as he pulled her down onto himself. Peeling her bikini to one side, he stared at her pussy. Clear pearls of lubricant clung to her lips. She had obviously enjoyed sucking his cock.

		 

		This time I barely flinched at the thought that her pussy was bare and unprotected. The thrill that rushed through me at thinking of her getting filled by another man left little room for anything else.

		 

		Amanda sucked in a breath as Andreas slipped his hard cock into her sex.

		 

		“Fuck it’s nice in there,” he growled.

		 

		Amanda pressed her hands against his chest and started rising and falling on his member.

		 

		Talin emerged with Emilia from below decks. He was naked and carrying a white plastic bottle. He walked over to where Andreas and Amanda were fucking and stared, utterly shameless.

		 

		Emilia sank to her knees in front of him. She put her mouth on his cock and started sucking it to life.

		 

		Amanda glanced over her shoulder wearing a puzzled expression.

		 

		Andreas kept her hips rolling back and forth over his cock with his hands on her hips.

		 

		As Talin’s organ grew, Emilia pulled her mouth off it and started stroking. He uncapped the white bottle, tipped it upside down and squeezed. Clear lubricant poured out and coated the top of his cock.

		 

		Emilia worked it in with her hand.

		 

		Amanda glanced over her shoulder again as Talin took a step toward her. “Wait…what? I don’t…” She shook her head. “I don’t do that kind of…” She paused for a moment before turning to look at me.

		 

		My mouth was hanging wide open at what I was seeing.

		 

		A smile curled the corner of Amanda’s mouth. “Oh you dirty pervert,” she purred. “You would just love to see this, wouldn’t you?” she asked.

		 

		“Only if you’re into it, baby,” I whispered. “Only if you’re into it.”

		 

		She smirked, rolled her eyes and shook her head. She turned to look at Talin. “Okay. But you’ve got to be gentle, alright? I’ve never…you know. I’ve never done that,” she said.

		 

		Andreas grinned as he put a hand on her back and pulled her forward. His hands slid to her ass and pried her cheeks apart.

		 

		My heart stuttered again as I saw the tiny button of her ass hole flex and release as Andreas touched it with the tip of his finger.

		 

		He looked over Amanda’s shoulder at Talin. “Oh you lucky bastard,” he said. “A virgin ass.”

		 

		For the first time since we’d met him, Talin grinned. A real smile. He grabbed his cock and pointed the tip at Amanda’s back hole. It was glistening with lube. He rubbed it against the sensitive ring of muscle.

		 

		Amanda tensed.

		 

		Andreas rubbed her back with his hand. “Just relax, baby. Just relax,” he said.

		 

		Amanda did. Letting out a breath she let herself be pulled forward so her tits were on Andreas’s chest.

		 

		Talin put a thumb on her ass cheeks and started working his dark meat into her back hole. Each time he plunged a little deeper Amanda would tense up. He’d pull out a little, then press in deeper still. Five or six of these and his cock was three quarters of the way into her.

		 

		Amanda couldn’t close her mouth.

		 

		Andreas was sucking on her tits as Talin worked even further into her anus.

		 

		She turned and stared at me.

		 

		“You okay, baby?” I said. “You doing okay?”

		 

		“This…this feels amazing,” she said as her body shuddered with pleasure. “One cock is never going to be enough again,” she hissed.

		 

		Andreas, Talin and Emilia all started laughing and Amanda joined them.

		 

		Talin took the opportunity to make his final thrust. He buried his big black seeder balls deep in her ass hole with a grunt.

		 

		Talin and Andreas started alternating thrusts. As Andreas fucked his cock into her pussy Talin would pull out. As Talin burrowed into her backside, Andreas retreated.

		 

		The sight became an endless, unforgettable loop of flesh pumping into flesh. Time stretched out as I stared at Amanda’s holes being defiled.

		 

		She crested climax after screaming climax as Talin and Andreas approached theirs.

		 

		I nearly ejaculated when Talin’s cock hardened and he held himself inside her. I watched the root pulsing and pumping, pushing his sperm into her innards. Spent, he pulled out his organ giving me a pristine view of her gaping tush, seed spilling from it.

		 

		Andreas’s jaw jutted forward. He grabbed Amanda’s hair and yanked her head back as he dug his cock into her snatch.

		 

		She came again with a shout as it disgorged inside her.

		 

		It was a hell of a way to end a vacation.

		 

		


		Epilogue

		 

		Three weeks later I came home and told Amanda that I’d signed for the CTO position in Andreas’s newest venture. With the generous package he’d offered me our money problems would be a thing of the past.

		 

		Amanda screamed, wrapped her arms around my neck and nearly broke my back when she jumped up on me. When she’d calmed down, she very casually mentioned that she’d missed her period.

		 

		Maybe we should have both been freaking out but neither of us did. Somehow it seemed like everything was going to be okay.

		 

		A paternity test a month later revealed that I was the father.

		 

		Amanda’s expecting any day now.

		 

		A real friendship has blossomed between Emilia, Andreas, Amanda and I. We see each other often on the weekends. Emilia got pregnant shortly after Amanda did. We’re already talking about play dates for the kids.

		 

		I guess it was a bit of a gamble to open our relationship to them. It could have ended differently than it did. But it was one I’m glad I took. I’d do it again in a heartbeat.

		 

		Amanda’s been feeling hornier than ever. We haven’t ruled out the possibility of opening things up again but our lives are about to get even busier. For the time being we’re taking things one day at a time.

		 

		But when Amanda’s feeling the need and I’ve had a long day she knows just what to say to get my motor running. A little bed time story she likes to call Frisky Business.
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